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Ambika POV:
My name is Ambika I am an Indian woman or specifically a Tamil woman, that is of 42 years of age. I am also married to my loving husband who also is Tamil his name is Paul, and together we have a 19 year old son whose name Ravi that we both adore and love so much. My husband and I are both 1st generation immigrants that came to the United States when we were small children brought by our parents for a better life. Although me and my husband are both Tamil Indians we do not share the same religion, me and my parents are traditional Hindus and my husband's family are Christians, hence why his name is Paul, my husband although would be considered an semi agnostic Christian, he doubted his religion and had developed a more liberal approach in his faith.
Currently I am in a predicament that could seriously harm my marriage to my sweet husband, I keep having these dreams that keep repeating everyday, that seem to be a message from the Hindu gods to me, but the nature of the dreams do not make sense to me at all within the doctrine of Hinduism. These dreams are erotic and shake the foundations of my faith.
In my university days when I was in my early twenties, I found my self attracted to white men but not the average white man, they had yo be tall, good looking, chiseled, gym rats you see on social media. I wanted to lose my virginity to that type of white guy, but to my disappointment all the white boys in my class were nerdy, and at the gym only a few of them were at all attractive. The attractive ones already had girlfriend's and didn't seem interested enough to approach me, although they would always gaze at me from afar.
Indian males were not even in consideration for bedding until I saw the man that would later on be my husband at the gym. My Goddess what an anomaly of a desi man, there before my eyes was an attractive tall Indian guy that was working out. The sight intrigued me so I fixed my eyes on him for some time, he was muscular as well as being very lean, my Goddess that jawline could cut through steel. He also had short spiked up hair and was clean shaven with just a light stubble on the chin. Satisfied with my observation I decided I would approach him to test the waters a bit. He was doing some hammer curls as I walked towards him thinking how I can hint my interest in him. I got it.
"Um hi there, I was wondering if you could help me do some squats, maybe offer some advice on the form and volume?"
He had a slightly surprised look when I asked him this, then smiled.
"Sure, are you looking for a spotter?"
"Yeah and id figured you'd be perfect."
"Uh I don't know what to say thanks?"
"Now lets see your form."
I performed some squats, with him giving me tips on the posture and form. After the workout I asked what his name was and gave him mine.
"Your name is Paul, I'm guessing you're Christian?"
"Yeah that's right but I'm more of a semi agnostic Christian, I know that sounds weird but basically sometimes I believe in god, sometimes I don't, and I don't follow the bible word for word."
"That's interesting"
I then asked him if he visits the gym regularly, and he told me only on Friday evenings, which gave me all the info I needed at the moment. Eventually me and him would meet on Fridays at the gym for a month during this time I learnt about him being Tamil, which then prompted me to ask for his number, then he revealed to me his age, he was also like me in his early twenties 23 to be specific just a year older than me. Then things quickly evolved into a relationship that I kept discreet from my parents. Besides being good looking, he was kind and fun to be around he didn't mind my religion although he said his parents wouldn't approve I told him likewise. We decided to break the news to our parents once we graduated and got our jobs.
I knew that in both Christian and Hindu marriage ideals were that both partners should be virgins, but I felt that we were waiting for the inevitable so I decided to talk him into having sex in his dorm. However he politely refused and told me that he wanted to wait until we got married. I was perplexed and asked why? He just responded with
"You're more than just a sexual outlet for me, and I want you to feel special."
"I don't get it what are you implying Paul?
" I had sex before with 3 girls and they were nothing to me, we were not in any relationship when we were fucking and it was more of a friends with benefits type of situation."
"Ambika you're different I absolutely adore and love you, I don't want to see you in the same light the other girls and that's why I think its best we wait until marriage."
"So you're not a virgin, that explains the semi agnostic in you." I asked.
" Ambika look I'm sorry, I know you being a virgin, that would kind of hurt but that's the truth, and that's why I want you to feel special, that's why I bought you all the things that I did, I never done that for anyone else but you"
" Thanks Paul I guess that makes me feel better" I said sarcastically.
"The three girls you slept with were any of them white?"
"Yes one of them was white, I know you explained your past but for me at the time before meeting you, pussy was pussy I didn't care as long as I got laid babe, the other 2 were a black woman and a Mexican woman incase you wanted to know."
"Well Paul its good to know at least you're not a white woman chaser like all the other Indian males that try to hit up those stuck up white bitches, you actually included women of color" I laughed and kissed my man.
"You're not mad Ambika? I thought me not being a virgin, and you one, would kind of make you salty."
"Oh I am salty Paul but ill get over it, besides I was looking to loosing my virginity as well, but the candidates didn't qualify until I met you." I laughed and hugged him tightly comforting him of any fear that he had of our future together.
"I am curious Paul out of the 3 which one was the best lay?, got to prepare to meet your expectations when we do get married."
" Well when it comes to PIV sex it was the Mexican mom, but the black woman gave the better blowjob and the white one kind of just laid there and took it."
"Wait you fucked a Mexican mom?, wait how did this happen?
" Well Ambika every guy has some milf fetish but for me that was THE FETISH, the thought of fucking someone's mom just makes my dick hard plus the mom bods are just so fucking hot! so I just opened a dating app and filtered for single moms"
"Wait you like mom bods? usually guys want the slim type that have big boobs and big ass"
" You're right guys in general want that but for me I don't really find bony features like collar bones and rib on a women attractive, I like them soft everywhere, yes I also prefer a slight belly on a woman and I do not mean rolls."
"You naughty boy, is that why you keep buying me food?"
"Well no actually but when I make you a mommy I know you will have the perfect body."
"Oh Paul I can't wait for that day when you make me a mother!"
"Ambika can I ask you something?'
"Yes what is it babe?"
"Promise you won't get mad."
"How can I promise you that, you could ask me to let you sleep with another woman for all I know, so just say it if its something bad, I will get angry but be honest no matter what Paul!"
"Woah I would never ask that from you ever in my life you're the only woman for me from now on my horndog days are over where I need to sample different women, its just that since the conversation turned into mom/motherhood and all that I have a kink that I want to satisfy with the woman I love, and my future wife."
"Oh is that all Paul! ill do anything then just ask of me baby, my pussy is dripping right now just anticipating what you're gonna ask.
"Ambika when we are in private and intimate with each other can I call you mama?"
I was stunned not because I was weirded out or anything, but the sheer kinkiness of my boyfriend delighted me, I knew I was gonna have an amazing sex life with him.
"Ambika I know that's a bit weird but it really turns me on calling you mama, I'm sorry if that shocked you."
Without a second thought I grabbed his head with both my hands and planted his head between my tits firmly. He looked at me a bit surprised but still resting his head between my breasts.
"Baby do you want mama's milkies?"
A huge smile crept on his face and he replied "yes mama."
With that I kissed his forehead hugged him tightly, then I pulled down my shirt and bra and he started sucking my nipple softly.
"Mama I know I said we should wait for marriage for sex but can we do everything else but penis in vagina."
"Of course sweetie mama wants you really badly in her mouth."
With that he unzipped his pants and when he pulled his dick out I was shocked.
"HOLY FUCK! Paul you're huge!!!!!"
"Hope you're not scared mama it would be a shame if you can't handle it after we get married"
"Oh getting cocky are we now baby, ill let you know a woman's vagina can accommodate any man's dick, its up to you to properly use a big one."
I grabbed his big brown dick, and I could barely touch my thumb and index finger.
"Nice! you're thick and have great length you definitely have a porn dick, wait hold on ill be right back sweetie!"
I came back in the room with a ruler and smiled.
"I want to see how my man stacks up against the others, is that alright with you sweetie?"
"Sure mama go ahead."
I measured him and it came out to be 8 inches of cock in length, I took my phone out and went to a website to input the measurement.
"Nice baby, You're in the 99.56 percentile, out of a 1000 men in a room only 4 would be longer than you statistically.
"I haven't really looked into it but I always knew I had a big dick, by just watching porn, none of the guys on screen ever made me feel small except the biggest BBCs.
"Well now to put it to use in my mouth." "mhmmmm."
I savored the taste of his manhood, finally in my life a dick is in my mouth and it was worth the wait. I stroked the base of his dick, while I licked the head.
"Oh yes mama it feels so fucking good!"
I kept pleasuring my man, then I devoured his dick halfway and massaged his balls. then I bobbed my head up and down on his dick. His hot dick was ready to burst in my mouth and I took his member out my mouth and told him not to cum yet.
I then removed my panties and thrust my vagina in his face, now I was straddling his face, his tongue was furiously dancing inside my vagina.
"God this feels amazing fuck!!!"
"Keep eating me out paul."
I felt the orgasm come quick and moaned in pleasure as his tongue was lapping up my juices.
Then I got off him and told him "Well finish with a 69 position."
"We were face fucking each other until we both waited for our orgasms.
"Paul I'm ready you can let it go."
I quickly gobbled his dick and his hot semen started flowing into my mouth jet after jet it felt like I was draining a water bottle that had a small hole in it. I made sure to relish every drop of this wonderful man's seed. After exhausting ourselves we got up and cuddled.
"Mama that was amazing."
"Same baby you were incredible, you came so much in mommy's mouth you really love mama don't you!" I lovingly winked at him.
He pulled me into a deep kiss and we started round 2.
This was our ritual everyday until we both graduated university. We both had the willpower to refrain from PIV sex, and saved that part for our marriage.
When we were in our senior year of college and as we walked out of the gym hand in hand, I saw a pudgy Indian guy I rejected a year ago. He saw me and I tried looking away, but it was too late, he was approaching us. Fuck! Why couldn't this loser just mind his business. I grabbed my boyfriend's hand and started dragging him to someplace alone but it was no use the creep started following us just as fast.
"Ambika what's the matter why are you dragging me, slow down."
"Someone that I don't want to talk to is approaching us, so I am trying to get away Paul."
"He is a salty guy I rejected a long while ago, he is now trying to create problems for us." I sighed.
"Ambika I would kick his ass if he is bothering you, just point and tell me and he wont bother us after I'm done with him."
"Paul I don't want you to get suspended because of me, lets just get away!"
"No Ambika its best not to run away from problems and rather face them, otherwise they will haunt you for the rest of your life. Don't worry I wont get violent unless I have to, just stay still here."
"Alright baby just no matter what happens Paul, know that I love you okay."
"I know babe I will always love you no matter what."
"He is approaching babe try to keep it civil ok."
"I will."
The guy approached and spoke to my boyfriend, "Hey bro just thought I would help a brother out."
My boyfriend responded " Alright what is that you want to say to me."
"Is that your girl," he asked as he glared at me.
"Yeah she's my girl, what of it?"
"Well to let you know I asked her out a while back and she turned me down."
"And what's your point?'
"Hold on bro, do you know what she told me before she rejected me?
"No and I don't really care because she's mine now."
That insufferable creep just chuckled and gave a devious smile to my husband.
"Hold on brother I'm not trying to steal her from you, I'm here to save you."
"Save me from what?!!!"
"When she rejected me she told me that she doesn't date Indians and she prefers white men!"
I cringed, thinking of the stupidity of my words, now that they are coming back to haunt me.
"You're lying, then why is she with me then?"
"Because she's a white cock whore that was passed around on campus like a blunt by all the white guys, and none of them wanted her to be their girl, so she settled for you."
I was about to walk up to him and kick his balls when he said that lie until I came to my senses.
"Look now I know you're lying, I'm good friends with some of the white guys here and any one of them would have told me that she was a slut that fucked everyone."
"No they wouldn't bro, as one Indian man to another, trust me when I say this, they wont tell you they fucked her. They'll laugh behind your back about banging your girlfriend, I had a Indian girlfriend a few months ago and I found out she was sleeping with some of my white classmates when I spied on one of their conversations."
Then my boyfriend went silent, and I started to panic and was about to speak then what happened next surprised me, as well as made me fall even more madly in love with my boyfriend.
"Look even if what you say is true of my girlfriend, I wont leave her like you think I will, I love her even if she was passed around the campus by the white guys like a blunt, she is the love of my life and I'm going to marry her regardless, nothing can or will ever change that you got it!"
My heart just melted and my pussy started getting wet! God can't our marriage come sooner I thought in my head.
"WTF that would mean you're a cuck, it doesn't make sense with your physique and looks you could bag a hot white chick why settle for this slut! you're such a disgrace to us Indian men."
Again I felt enraged to punch this guy but I knew my future hubby had it in the bag and there was no need for violence.
"Id rather be her cuck than a rich billionaire that has a roster of hot women to choose from, now leave us alone, and looking at you I can see why she said what she said."
With that the salty Indian guy left fuming. I approached my boyfriend to speak.
"Babe whatever he said about me being a whore is not."
I couldn't complete my sentence as now my boyfriend was passionately kissing me.
He pulled back "Nothing can make me stop loving you mama."
I hugged him tightly and our relationship grew 100x more stronger than before.
Inspired by my boyfriend's defense of me a new boldness now surged through me.
I'm going to reveal my relationship to my parents before graduating and tell them were getting married after graduation. I fought tooth and nail with my parents to marry my boyfriend. I couldn't care what they thought of me for not fulfilling their every wish by getting an arranged marriage.
My soulmate was waiting for me whether his religion lined up with mine it didn't matter. I told my dad he has two options either I marry my boyfriend and I stayed a Hindu woman or I marry my boyfriend and convert to Christianity if they didn't agree. My dad was outraged.
"How could you abandon Shivan, Parvathi, Murugan, and the other gods over a mere man Ambika!"
"That man was there for me and loved me, none of these gods made my life easier or even had the courtesy to talk to me."
"My boyfriend and I both have jobs lined up for us and there would be no problem starting a family together, my God dad, he is Tamil like us, and he is not forcing me to convert what more do you want! Be glad that I didn't choose a white guy otherwise that would have really been a blow to your fragile male ego! His parents already agreed even though his mother was against it like you dad."
"Fine Ambika, but just stay in your Hindu faith, the faith of our people."
I let out a sigh of relief, finally I'm going to marry my boyfriend.
The wedding went wonderful, eventually my parents warmed up to my boyfriend and both families got along, now we were officially husband and wife. We had lots of sex after marriage within the first year, having his big dick inside my pussy felt absolutely divine and in one of the multitude of the glorious unions our genitals, I got pregnant with our son Ravi, we had several years as a happy family. I became a stay at home mom for the first few years of my son's life then I went back to work. Life would go on until my son turned 19 years old and when I was at the age of 42, then that's when the dreams came.
To be continued.
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Ambika POV:
Previously I gave a short introduction about myself and my family, I feel that did not completely convey the physical descriptions of myself. I am 5 feet on the dot and I weigh about 180 pounds, my figure is more of a thick shaped woman with some thick thighs, and a large round bubble butt that grabs every man's attention as I walk by. Also after having my son, my breasts had grown from a size D to a triple D, they were my husband's most played with body part in bed.
Speaking of my husband, Paul is 6 foot 1 with a lean muscular build, he weighs 250 pounds which was astonishing for me because he wasn't as muscular as some other guys I had seen that looked like professional bodybuilders. He told me his weight was because of his bones as well as his muscles, apparently he had a high bone density that he naturally developed throughout his childhood from eating as much meat as possible especially fish, as well as drinking lots of milk and constantly working out and being highly physically active almost every day, even to this day he begins his morning with pushups, sit-ups, some light jogging and weight training.
Now onto my current situation, after a few weeks when my son Ravi started his second semester of university, I began having these erotic dreams that I know have a meaning. Every night when I got to bed, these sexual dreams would come, its unusual when the same dream repeats more than twice, in my case its been 30 days of the exact same thing over and over again. I have not told anyone about this mainly because the contents of the repeated dream is crude, and is something no married Hindu mother should think of.
The ongoing dreams consists of me observing the full sexual intercourse of the Hindu Goddess Kali and her lover who in my dream is most likely the Norse God Odin. This would have been a blasphemous dream for any Hindu woman, Kali's consort or husband Shivan/Shiva is the only person who would engage in sex her, but here in my dream a foreign God is fucking the great Goddess Kali and not just any foreign god but the chief male deity of white people's ancestors. In the dream, the vigorous intercourse between the deities would consist of passionate love making and animalistic fucking. Kali would shout unabashedly about Odin's big white cock pleasuring her as she orgasmed into absolute bliss, they would both utter lewd phrases to each other as they were fucking. At the end Kali would yearn for Odin's seed asking him to impregnate her and give her a child, with this request, Odin would release his seed into her yoni/vagina.
Night after night these things would repeat, and I had no answer in my mind if these dreams were divine or something psychological. My preference for white men did not affect my marriage in the slightest, I am very happy with my hubby, he completely fulfills me. Although I do think my husband is very attractive, I still find myself seeing really hot white men such as David Beckham and Adam Levine being the pinnacle of male beauty. Even though I find these men more attractive than my hubby, I would no way betray my husband for either of them if they ever for some reason tried to get with me.
I am a very loyal wife, I have never seen another man in a sexual light after my marriage to my husband. It is one of the things I prided myself on, my married friends would sometimes tell me some of the men they fantasize about, and they would ask me about mine. I always told them I fantasized about no one as my husband was all that I needed. They would call me a goody two shoes for this, and couldn't believe that I had no other sexual thought bedsides my husband.
I firmly believed although I was attracted to white men the most, the causation for my repeating dream could not be that I found white men attractive overall compared to other races of men. After marriage I saw attractive white men around me anywhere I go, and never was there an inkling of desire for them in me. I feel this dream is divine, and would later today conduct a puja to the gods especially the great Goddesses Durga, Parvati, and all the manifestations of the divine female supreme.
In the puja room by myself I conducted the puja, with all the idols and images feeling like they were watching me with a heightened interest on this day. Then I turned and looked at the image of Shiva and Parvathi seated together as the ultimate power couple, and on their laps sat their sons; Murugan on Shivan's lap, and Vinayagar on Parvathi's lap. My family photo was almost the same except my husband and I lacked our second child, that we tried desperately for, but to no avail. I shook off my distraction and focused on the main reason I was here, I closed my eyes and opened my lips.
"Oh almighty divine mother what is the meaning of my dreams?"
"Why do I see obscene actions of you with another God that is not your husband and that too from a people group that suppressed your worship in our homeland?"
"I know these dreams come from you, what are you trying to tell me I don't understand, please reveal the intentions of the dreams tonight for me great mother."
With that I finished my request and exited the prayer room, I set dinner for my husband and son, and we sat down and ate. I prepared Dosa with some tomato chutney for them, which was not the best but not the worst dish either. As I sat there lost in thought, I didn't notice the inquisitive looks my husband and son were giving me.
"Ambika is everything alright, you look somewhat distressed."
"Yea mom you don't seem to be yourself in these past couple of days."
"Its nothing, I've just been thinking about our family, and I feel the lack of another son or daughter it just feels incomplete without a sibling for you Ravi."
"Its fine mom, there's more room for me and I got plenty of company already, not really feeling like I need a sibling."
"What about you dear, are you feeling there is a lack of another son or daughter?" I asked my husband.
"I cant say I feel a lack, but I certainly wouldn't mind another one, either way I am happy regardless Ambika, you've given me Ravi and that alone is enough." he smiled softly at me.
I smiled back and gave him a reassuring look.
"Well Ravi, how is college going, are you still concentrating on your academics?" I asked my son.
"Mom give it a rest, I feel as though you need me to be a bookworm and that's just not needed, I already passed all my classes with a B or higher last semester, this semester doesn't feel that much different."
"Ravi don't get complacent with how things are going, your sophomore and junior years will be tougher, don't go into them thinking you can just breeze on by you need to study harder than before." I warned my son.
" I know mom but today is not that day, I will crank it up when the time comes."
"Don't worry about him Ambika, he will turn out fine, he has your smarts, academically I don't see him failing anything."
"Thanks dear I just want to make sure he graduates on time without any issues, anyways I am going to bed I feel a little tired."
With that I left for the master bedroom, as I entered I smiled looking at the family photo that was hanging on the wall over the martial bed. I thanked the divine mother for blessing me with my wonderful husband and son, both of them brought me so much happiness and joy in my life, and I was anxious what their fate is regarding these divine dreams I keep having. I laid down and tried to sleep.
A few minutes later my husband joined me in bed, he tuned over and kissed my cheek.
"Honey, I know something else is troubling you besides having another child, but its okay you don't have to tell me if you don't want to."
"Paul, you always know when something is wrong with me and yes something else is troubling me but I cant tell you now, I feel a little sad and embarrassed about it."
"Its fine Ambika, I was just making sure nothing horrible or bad was going on."
"Its not that severe Paul, yet I think" I giggled.
"Paul I will tell you when the time comes, don't worry about me sweetie."
Alright Ambika goodnight and get a goodnights rest."
"Goodnight Paul I love you so much, thanks for being the best husband I could ask for."
"I love you more mama, you have been nothing short of a Goddess to me Ambika, you blessed me with so much joy and happiness in my life."
With that he kissed me passionately and put his arms around me. I pulled his arms closer and we cuddled together and slept.
That night the dream that kept on repeating did not appear, this time. Instead another dream that was a huge revelation for me came. There in my dream I saw two copulating figures, one white and masculine, the other black and feminine. As the figures started to become more clearer as I observed, I could figure out the white male figure, he was not Odin like before but seemed to be a regular human with no special divine glow. He was magnificent, no doubt the peak of male beauty I have ever seen : very tall, extremely attractive face, and a chiseled body that looked like it was made from stone. I admired his presence to the point I forgot about the black woman he was vigorously fucking with such passion.
I then remembered about the black woman and turned to see her and what I saw next was the shock of my life. The woman's face was exactly the same face as mine when I looked in the mirror, her facial features and skin tone completely matched mine. Even the ear rings and the nose ring I wore was the same as hers. Shocked and in disbelief I continued watching them have sex.
They were very vocal with each other as they were fucking. she would keep telling him to "Keep fucking me with your big white cock, babe!", or "Oh my God you're so fucking big!", "Fuck baby colonize my pussy with your big white cock!". Then what she uttered next and what the white male would respond to, terrified me to the core.
"Fuck Zach, I'm about to cum baby, colonize me, give me a white baby, I love you Zach!"
"Oh Ambika I'm gonna cum baby!! aaaahhh!!!"
Shit that was my name, apparently his name was Zach and that woman for sure was none other than me now. I watched as they cuddled together and started making out. Then the dream faded, and I woke up. I felt a small puddle of wetness in my groin area, and sure enough I soaked myself from the dream. This was terrifying now that the dream seemed too real.
I knew that was an answer from the gods and also not the answer I was expecting or wanting. I felt confused and I got up and went to shower. I cried as I was showering I couldn't believe in my dream I was having sex with another man that wasn't my husband, was this dream prophetic? Was it speaking of my future, I really didn't know. I then got out got of the shower and got ready for work.
After getting out of work, I decided to go to the nearby grocery store and pick up some vegetables. As I finished shopping for all that I wanted and went to the check out. There were only two lines available, since the place apparently cut down on some staff. I chose the smaller of the two lines and waited until it was my turn to pay. As the cashier said next, I was jolted back to reality. That voice, I heard it before but I can't remember. I looked at the cashier and I was stunned completely, the man that was the cashier had the same face as the white male figure in my dream as well as his height, I was left gawking at him.
"Is everything alright ma'am?"
I was shaken back to reality.
"Uhmm yeah, sorry I was just zoned out there."
" No problem, I will get your veggies in a bag ma' am."
"Yeah thanks."
I watched as he put all the vegetables in a bag, then I noticed his name tag that he was wearing and saw his name, and sure enough it was Zach. That was the same name as the hunky white boi in my dream.
"Sorry to ask this, but is your name Zach like it says on your name tag."
"Yes, my name is Zach why would my name be different."
"Oh I just thought your name might be Zechariah, you look somewhat religious seeing that cross on your chest."
" Yes my name is Zechariah actually, Zach is just an easier name to go by, I'm not really religious, my parents are so they gave me that biblical name, and my mom gave me this cross to wear so yeah." he chuckled.
"Oh ok, well it was nice meeting you Zach, Ill pay now."
"Yep thanks for shopping with us."
With that I paid and quickly left the store and got in my car. My heart was beating so fast, there is no doubt at all in my mind now that dream was a premonition. I was scared and also excited beyond belief, what was the future to hold. Zach will be appearing in my life frequently now, there was no doubt about. Oh Goddess what do I do.
I left for the house and went to the bathroom and immediately and started fingering myself thinking of Zach. That white boi was so fucking hot! Hotter than any other man I have ever seen in day to day, tv, or any social media. God he had blue eyes and blonde hair, my favorite combination on a man, also goddamn he was so fucking tall, most likely several inches taller than my husband, he could be 6'4" or even 6' 5''. I imagined him fucking me just like in the dream and I came so quickly. After the orgasm I felt sad betraying my husband mentally.
I knew my lust for Zach wouldn't stop, but what is the fate for me and my family?
To be continued.
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Ambika POV:
After meeting Zach and masturbating to him fucking me like in my dream, I became both excited and afraid. The mixing of these two emotions made me feel like I was being torn in two. On one hand, I really wanted to flirt with Zach and hope it leads to us having sex like in my dreams, and on the other I felt extremely guilty fantasizing about another man that was not my husband. Up until now I did not entertain another man in my head, and here I am having almost every other fleeting thought in my head about that tall white boi. Just thinking about him touching me is giving me goosebumps, try as I might I can't get the thought of him out of my head.
My behavior at home did not change much for my husband to pick up on any signs of me being fascinated by another man. The only problem was that these thoughts are making me zone out in some activities like doing the laundry and cooking. My husband would sometimes comment that whatever is on my mind can't be all that bad, since I never looked sad or frustrated. In response I would tell him that it was the same thing that was troubling me before except it developed into something a little different. With this he didn't try to pry much further, having such a trusting and considerate husband really made my little secret easy to keep, until it may have to be revealed in the future.
It was Friday evening and my son just got out of his last class in college for the week, he felt hungry and asked if I could make mutton biryani. Chicken, mutton, fish, turkey, shrimp, pork, and venison were all the meats I would prepare for my boys, beef was not an option for me since my faith forbids me from interacting with it, since cows are sacred in Hinduism. Although I never touch/eat beef, my son and husband eat beef since they're both non Hindus, they just don't do it in front of me. Just like my husband never put restrictions on me for being a Hindu (like keeping idols at home, and wearing a pottu, which is the red dot), I never put any restrictions on him or my son.
We both let our son choose his worldview, he like his father is semi agnostic and feels Hinduism restricts him from his full potential in body, unlike my husband who tolerates my faith, he has a disdain for it. Here and there he would make some snide comments, which was sometimes hurtful to me, although he would immediately apologize to me and tell me he was not intentionally trying to hurt me.
"Mom Is dinner ready yet, I'm really hungry today, I didn't eat lunch."
"And why didn't you eat lunch today?" I responded.
"Well, I had some important matters to attend to and I was busy at that time."
"And what might those important matters be for you to skip lunch Ravi." I inquisitively asked.
"Nothing mom, don't worry about it, its finished now and there's nothing more to it."
"You know Ravi, its best to not keep anything secret from your parents." I said in a serious tone.
"Well mom, its also best to not keep secrets from dad and me, ill tell my secret once
you told us yours."
Shit! did he know about my run in with Zach???, no that cant be, nothing happened between Zach and I besides a brief exchange of words. Anyways it's better for me not to pester him about his reason, otherwise I may look suspicious not revealing mine if he reveals his.
"What are you talking about Ravi, I don't have any secret."
"Sure mom, that's why you're so zoned out sometimes when you're doing something, hell when you were making the biryani you looked so lost in thought after adding the turmeric."
"It's nothing just, I thought maybe I added a bit too much turmeric."
"Its perfect honey, the biryani tastes just like back in Ambur (town in Tamil Nadu, India)." My husband responded.
"Thanks sweetie, you always appreciate my cooking." I gave him a quick wink.
"Anyways Ravi, its ok if you don't want to tell me or dad, I just wanted to know if it was anything serious."
"It's nothing serious mom, you don't have to worry about me, everything is going fine."
After we all finished dinner, I got up and took their plates to do the dishes. My son left for his room and my husband joined me in washing the dishes. Its nice having your husband help in doing some of the chores around the house besides just doing outdoor and handyman work.
As I was washing, I began to be consumed by the thoughts of Zach and his extremely attractive face, it felt like he was created to be perfect, every feature on him from his: eyes, nose, check bones, lips, chin, jawline, and of course his fluffy hair were just everything I wanted on a man's face. I was lost in thought about this perfect white boi until I heard my husband say my name."
"Ambika!"
"Oh, sorry sweetie, I was just lost in thought again."
"Yeah, I can tell honey, I think Ravi might be right."
"What do you mean by that Paul?" I asked puzzled.
"You know what I mean, about your secret?"
"Ok fine, he's right I do have a little secret, babe."
"I can tell, you're smiling for some reason when you're doing the dishes, I'm guessing its good then?"
"Yeah, kind of I think, I'll tell you when its time."
"Alright Ambika, I don't want to pester you any more on this matter, I'll just go take a quick walk outside."
"Don't be late Paul, make sure all the doors are locked after you come in, ill be heading to the bedroom now."
"Yeah, got it."
My husband left for his walk; this gave me the perfect opportunity to finger myself in private to my adulterous thoughts. I went up to my bedroom and immediately started fingering my pussy away. Just thinking about him touching me got me so wet. I climaxed and waited for my husband. Once he entered into the bedroom, he immediately noticed my wet panties, which I intentional left for him to see. Since it was Friday, I thought we both could use some long sex to enjoy the start of the weekend.
"Wow honey you're really wet, more than usual, and besides don't you think it's a little too early." My husband said in excitement.
"Sweetie, I really need you to make love to me all night today until Saturday comes, I want us to be fucking and cuddling, it's been a long time since we had more than 2 hours of sex."
"You're right Ambika, it's been a while since we fucked ourselves into tomorrow, my dick is getting really hard now."
"That's its sweetie, come make mama cum, she really needs your big brown dick."
My husband and I had a long night of sex, we finally slept at 2:00 am. When my husband was fucking me in doggy, I was imagining Zach pounding me with his cock, and that made me cum so much on my husband's dick, which he noticed, and I just told him doggy is my new favorite position. We woke up late at 9:30 and got ready. I decided to go grocery shopping again at the same place where Zach worked. My mind was now made up, I'm going to give Zach my number.
I got to the lines and this time Zach had the longest line. I waited in line hoping nobody was at the back of me, and sure enough when I was the next person to pay, another person ended up behind me. With this I abandoned my plan for today. I flirted quickly with Zach as he put my bags in the cart. Then I left for home, and decided ill do this again Sunday. I would give the excuse at home of forgetting to pick up some chips I wanted.
On Sunday I arrived at the store early, and sure enough Zach was there, I picked up some chips and very few people were around at this time. I got to Zach with no one around I quickly reached for my wallet and pulled out my card and paid. I also took a piece of paper from my wallet and as Zach gave me the receipt. I discreetly put the piece of paper in my palm and closed it, then I received the receipt and put the small string of paper in his hand. He looked at it and looked shocked.
The contents of the paper were this. "My number, Call me with a heart next to it."
He then looked at me and smiled, I gave a sexy wink in response and left the store.
As I got home, I immediately put my phone on silent and my notifications hidden. It wasn't until during the night I got a text from him, in fact 2 texts.
"Are you the one who gave me this paper?"
The next message had the picture of the paper I gave to Zach.
"Yep, that's me."
"Awesome, I never had a mature Indian woman give her phone number to me, are you interested in me?"
"I'm obsessed with you, ever since I first saw you, I can't stop thinking about you, you're the most attractive man I have ever seen."
"Thanks!!, and you're extremely attractive as well, I couldn't help but notice that you had a wedding ring on, are you married and have kids?"
"Yes, I'm married and I have one son whose a young man like you, why would that be a problem?"
"Oh, hell no! in fact it turns me on knowing you're some man's wife and a mother to another."
"Awesome, you really like your married moms huh whiteboi?" I sent with a kissy emoji.
"Yeah they're the best kind of women."
Then his next response was a bit late.
"Is your husband and son Indian like you as well?"
"Yes both my husband and son are Indian, why do you ask?"
"Because its so much hotter knowing that when we get together, I'll be cucking an Indian father and son."
"Woah hold on there whiteboi, I never said there would be guaranteed sex with me, I really like you but I love my husband, it's a 50/50 of us fucking."
"Well, we could get to know each other better, want to go on a date with me later this week you beautiful Indian Goddess."
"I would be delighted, I get off work early on Wednesday at 2 pm, does that work for you?
"Yep, ill just skip my afternoon classes, where do you want to go."
"You don't need to take me anywhere fancy, you know what lets just meet at the burger joint that's next to your store, and don't worry I will pay for the both of us, you sexy white stud!"
"Then it's a date! by the way I'm not sure if got to know your name or if I had forgotten it."
"It's Ambika, and don't worry I know yours is Zach or Zachariah."
"Ambika once that date is over it won't be 50/50 it'll be 100 percent of us fucking eventually."
"That's the confidence I like to hear in a man!"
I refrained from getting too sexual with Zach while texting and told him to do the same, which he respectfully agreed to. I didn't want any nudes to be in our conversations, also I kept deleting our text messages once the conversation ended.
Eventually Wednesday came and it seemed like forever until 2 pm came for me, all I could think about was Zach and me kissing after the date and making out in my car, that boi has taken over my mind dammit! After getting into my car, I got a text notification, and sure enough it was from Zach.
"Are you ready for our date Ambika?"
"Yep, just got out of work, ill be there in 15 minutes."
"Sounds good, I'm already there waiting in my car. I can't wait to see you!"
"Me too Zach, ill let you know when I get there, stand by the door so I can come to you, and we can enter together."
"Alright Ambika, take your time don't rush for me and drive safely, beautiful."
"Aww, thanks, is there a chicken option for the burgers, I am Hindu, I don't eat beef."
"Yeah, there is, it's pretty good."
"Alright ill just get that then."
It wasn't long before I reached the spot. I quickly got out my phone and texted him.
"I'm here in the parking lot Zach can you get out of your car?"
"Yeah, I'll get out now."
Zach got out of a blue sedan, and he looked like he was dressed to impress, wow he really wasn't kidding. I got out of my car and went up to him and gave him a big smile, which he returned.
"Wow Zach you look amazing!"
"You look gorgeous Ambika, I really like the jewelry you have on, especially that hot nose ring."
"Thanks, I don't really get compliments on my Indian jewelry, you're the first."
With that I hugged this tall white stud and he returned my embrace. We then entered the burger joint hand in hand, Oh Goddess this felt like a dream! Me an Indian wife and mother, hand in hand with this tall college white boi.
As we entered the place it was fairly empty with only a few people there, even the few people there gave us perplexed stares as we entered. I led Zach to the furthest table from the other people so our conversation could be kept private.
"Zach talk quietly to me, I want to keep our date and the details of our conversation discreet, ok?"
"No problem, Ambika, ill just sit a little closer to you so you can hear me better."
With that he sat very close to the point of our thighs touching each other.
"You don't mind me being this close Ambika?"
"No, not at all Zach, it's quite thrilling really."
Then the waiter approached us, a blonde chick around the same age as Zach, I can already feel the death stare she gave me, she tried to hide it behind such an obvious fake smile and an upbeat voice.
"Hi, what can I get you today!"
"I'll just get a chicken bacon sandwich I told her looking at the menu."
"Okay and what about you sir."
"I'll also get the same thank you."
"Okay just give us a few minutes and you'll have your order ready."
With that she disappeared and I looked at Zach slightly confused.
"Why did you get the same thing as me." I asked him.
"I don't want to eat beef in front of you."
"Way to be a gentleman Zach, you really didn't have to do that you know."
"I know, I just wanted the date to go smooth."
"I'm pretty sure it will, don't worry.
Our orders came and we started eating, the chicken was pretty good, and the bacon as well. I was so excited in knowing what Zach was going to say to me that I couldn't completely enjoy the food.
"You like it, Ambika?"
"Yeah, it tastes pretty great, now let's get down to the actual reason why we are here."
"Sure Ambika, I'll start first, why are you interested in me, besides me being attractive."
"You're not just attractive, you're the hottest man I have ever seen period, also to be honest, before I met you at the grocery store, I had a dream about you, even before I saw your face in real life I saw you in my dreams."
"Woah that's freaky as fuck!"
"Yeah, I believe it to be divine, I believe the Goddess of Hinduism wanted me to meet you and maybe get together with you someday."
"Woah, I'm not really religious but I never had a dream about somebody before I ever actually met them, and what makes you think, this Goddess wants you to be with me? And what of your husband and family?"
"In my dreams, me and you were fucking Zach, that's how I know the Goddess wants us to get together, and for my husband and son, if we get to the point of sex, they don't need to know, what they don't know won't hurt them I feel." I responded.
"I still love my husband even though my actions don't seem to indicate that right now, but he's been a perfect partner for me. That's why I have this request for you, if we do end up having sex, please let's just keep it at the level of friends with benefits, unless if I ask if we can go further."
"I have no plans of leaving my husband to be with you yet, so please don't ask me to be your girlfriend or one day your wife, okay?"
"Sure, Ambika sex with you would be an amazing thing in and of itself."
"Thanks Zach, for understanding me, I think I want to cut this date short for now. I have a few things I want to get done around the house is that alright with you?"
"Yeah, no problem, Ambika."
With that conversation over, I paid for our meal and we exited the burger joint, before I could turn to my car Zach put his hand on my shoulder.
"Yes, what is it Zach?"
"Ambika is it just 50/50 like you said or 100 percent since the date is finished."
I gave him a sexy smile and uttered "95 percent."
"You know what Zach, get in the back seat of my car, I'm going to give you a little taste."
With that he excitedly got in the back seat, thankfully I parked further away so no one could see us. As I got in the back seat with him, I immediately wrapped my hands around his neck and kissed him. He returned my kiss with equal enthusiasm. We started making out, exploring our tongues and eventually he started fondling my breasts. I unbuttoned my dress and bra for my boobs to be free.
"God you're so fucking Hot Ambika, your boobs feel fucking amazing!"
"You really like my tits, don't you? its my husband's favorite, now suck on them white boi."
"You don't have to tell me you sexy Goddess, your dark brown tits are getting me so fucking hard right now!"
With that he passionately started sucking my nipples, alternating between left and right, giving me so much pleasure while I held his head.
"What's that gold chain around your neck Ambika?, it looks really pretty on you." he said as he momentarily stopped sucking my right nipple.
"That's called a Thaali in my language, it's like a wedding ring, it's to show the bond of marriage in Hindu culture."
"Oh that's unique, here we have diamond rings, but this chain is a lot more sexy, it really accentuates your beauty Ambika. Red dot on you forehead, gold jewelry on your face and neck, and your beautiful dark brown skin tone all blend together perfectly."
"Zach, do you want to fuck me or my religion?"
"I want to fuck both, God your Indian aesthetic is making my dick even more hard now, its almost close to full erection."
I immediately started fondling his growing erection, God it felt huge just from his pants. Watching this hot white boi sucking on my nipples was really fucking turning me on, I was getting so wet.
"Ambika are you ready for my dick?"
"Woah hold on Zach, I said only a taste not the whole meal, I won't do actual sex with you in the car right now or give you a blowjob, how about a hand job to end things, I really need to get going quick."
"Alright Ambika I'm completely hard right now and a hand job will do for today, are you ready to see how big my dick is?"
"Sure, show me, I want to wrap my hands around that Big White Cock."
He got up slightly and pulled down his pants and boxers, and what I saw next made my jaw drop.
"OH MY GOD!!"
"You're so fucking huge!"
I immediately put my hands around and started stroking the huge white snake, God I felt like such a woman right now. I never felt so fucking sexy before until I had my hands on this big white cock, I couldn't get my middle finger and my thumb to touch and there was a solid gap in between them.
"You like it beautiful?"
"Very much Zach, let's just say its probably 98 percent now" I winked at him.
"Wait hold on Zach I need to get something."
I quickly grabbed my purse and opened it, and found the tape measure I kept incase this event happened, a slow smile crept on my face.
"You don't mind having your dick measured white boi?"
"Not at all."
I measured it and it came out to 11.75 inches, holy shit this thing was fucking massive! Almost a footlong, a literal ruler for a dick, I knew in a room of a 1000 men this guy would always be the largest.
"Even when I was feeling your dick while it was in your pants, I could tell you were already much bigger than my husband, but now you make him look small." I giggled.
"Fuck!, that's so hot Ambika, does your husband have a small dick like most Indian men?"
"No Zach, his dick is actually big, its 8 inches long, I measured it just like I did yours now, but your 12 incher makes him look like a pin dick by comparison." I giggled.



"One date and I trounced your Indian husband didn't I Ambika?" He chuckled.
"In terms of physical attributes, you win no contest, but when it comes to my heart, he is still my king." I said as I stroked his huge white dick.
"I know, you said you want to keep it friends with benefits Ambika, but once I start fucking you, you'll be soon wanting me to be your boyfriend, and you will divorce your Indian husband to experience this big white cock daily."
"You're such confident white boi, I like that about you Zach."
"Tell you what, if we do end up having sex which I think is up to 99 percent now, and the sex is so fucking mind blowing, and the chemistry between us continues to grow to the point of catching feelings for you."
"Then you'll most likely have conquered and won my heart, and I will separate from my husband to be with you." I gave him the sexiest wink I could muster and I increased the pace of my stroking.
"Oh, fuck I'm going to Cum!!"
"Cum on my tits Zach, paint them with your colonizer seed!!"
With that he released his seed onto my tits covering them completely, rope after rope of cum hit my tits, dress, and some parts of my face and legs, thankfully nothing got on the car.
"Holy shit you came so much, I'm drenched." I giggled.
"That was amazing Ambika, probably one of my best orgasms, and you did it with just a hand job. I'm not going to ask you to be my girlfriend and separate from your husband, but I will definitely fuck you to that point."
"Zach, if you really like me, and want me to fall in love with you, then don't hold back, win my heart with your actions, not your words, and if you succeed in your efforts, I'm the one who will be asking you if I can be your woman."
"Alright Ambika, you gave me something to look forward to in the future today, I'm going to make you my woman just you watch!"
"Well then, good luck, and may the Goddess be with you in the effort to colonize me"
"I need to head home Zach before my son and husband come home, I don't want them to see me covered in your cum."
"Alright goodbye for now Ambika, this date went better than expected, ill text you tomorrow." With that we shared a last passionate kiss together.
As soon as he got out of the car I hurried back home and undressed, I put today's clothes and a few others in washing. Thankfully I completed both washing and drying before Ravi and Paul came home. With that amazing encounter with Zach what was waiting for my future? Would I have sex with him, knowing now its probably inevitable at some point, and the next thought feared me even more, would I fall in love with this tall white stud?
God, it got me so scared and excited thinking about these things during the rest of the day, my husband didn't suspect a thing on what happened today, so I acted as usual without wanting to arouse any suspicion. I fucked my husband that night with more passion then ever before, that sexy white boi, elevated my sex drive to a new level. As I was fucking my husband I noticed his pace couldn't keep up with me like before. Was it his age or was it me turning it up a few notches?
"What's the matter sweetie, can't keep up with mama?" I teased him as I was thrusting my pussy onto his dick, like a sex starved bitch in heat.
"NO! I can keep up, I'm just surprised by your new pace of fucking, Ambika."
"Oh don't let your ego talk Paul, its okay, maybe today is not your day, and yes I turned up the pace to see if you are ready for this intensity of fucking." I twirled his dick in my vagina and then pulled his dick out."
"Why did you pull my dick out honey, just give me a few minutes and I can match your pace."
"Paul we can try again later maybe another day, its okay, ill finish you off with a blowjob and you can cum in my mouth."
"Ok Ambika, its been a while since I finished in your mouth anyways, hey why don't I finish on your face, I never came on your face before."
"No Paul I don't ever want you finishing on my face! I'm your wife Paul, not some slut that you fucked in the past, think of how disrespectful it would be cumming on my face!"
"Alright Ambika, sorry I asked, its just the one thing we haven't tried except anal, which you said beforehand you find disgusting."
"Sweetie, I'm sorry I refuse this to you, but it just makes me feel like some cheap whore if you were to cum on my face."
"You're right, it does feel somewhat degrading to you. I was just too horny and wanted to try something different."
"Its okay sweetie, now cum in my mouth."
I sucked him off till completion, and he came in my mouth with a good amount of cum. As he was cumming, I imagined I was having Zach's big white cock in my mouth, which sent me to the moon in ecstasy. This prompted me to bob my head up and down his shaft until every drop went down my throat.
"God mama that was amazing."
"Yeah sweetie, you came so much in mommy's mouth."
"Lets get to bed now Paul, you look exhausted."
"I can go another round Ambika, just give me 15 minutes."
"Yeah sure, Mr. "I can't keep thrusting fast and long enough," you'll have another chance to prove your virility to me another day sweetie, now get some sleep."
"Alright honey."
Then we cuddled and slept soundly that night, my dreams about Zach and I were still appearing, which meant that the supreme Goddess Adi Shakti wants me to sleep with that white boi. I tried to ease my guilt of physically betraying my husband with rationalizing that it was the divine will of the Goddess and not on me."
The next day I woke up 30 minutes earlier, I then looked over to my husband's side to see if he was asleep, and sure enough last night's sex put him out. I quickly grabbed my phone and headed to the bathroom. I checked my phone to see if Zach had texted me. Sure enough he sent a message just a minute ago, he really wants me if he is texting this early.
"Ambika yesterday was amazing, and I hope you thought of me in bed."
"Yes Zach, yesterday was amazing as well for me, I had sex last night with my husband but I was thinking of you when my husband was with me, it made me cum harder than I usually do." I sent it with a heart emoji.
"LOL, I was hoping my dick would destroy your marriage, and here it is aiding you sexually in your marriage." he responded with an eggplant and a laughing emoji.
"I guess it has the ability to do both Zach, who knows how all of this will end, but tell me this, do you see me as a sexual conquest or someone you want to be with and spend your life with."
"To be honest, I see you as both a sexual conquest and someone I want to be with, not just boyfriend/girlfriend, but eventually getting married and having children with you."
"Aww thanks baby, but how do I know what you say is true, incase I do fall in love with you and divorce my husband to be with you, how will I know I won't be just your sexual outlet, and then drop me for another girl?"
"I don't know Ambika, all I can give you is my word.
"There is a way Zach, after we start fucking I want you to introduce me to your friends, I know some white men fuck women of color but won't show them off to their friends, they will keep it on the down low."
"Also Zach, id want to meet your parents, I don't care whether they like me or not, its up to you to stand up to them for me, even if it ruins your relationship with them."
"Don't worry about my parents, my dad won't say anything, its just my mom I have to deal with, my parents stopped being the directors of my life once I got to college and I stood by some decisions which they were against."
"That's good to know Zach."
"When are we meeting again Ambika? I can't stop thinking about you."
"I don't know Zach, but the next time we are meeting and that's an if, we are fucking plain and simple. Don't expect a date, although I like talking and being with you, I feel extremely guilty that I'm cheating on my husband."
"That poor man has done nothing to deserve this, he stood by my side every step of the way since he and I started the relationship, he's kind, loving, supportive, caring, and would sacrifice so many things in life for me."
"I still very much love my husband, and its that part of me that might not make me come meet you, I know I said 99 percent, but that 1 percent is still there."
"Its ok Ambika, I'm not saying what we are doing is right, but sometimes people can fall for other people and still love the person they are with."
"I know a guy whos mom left his dad to be with her current boyfriend, and she still has love for her son's father. Its natural to love your first spouse, sometimes in life we have to explore, we only have one life, I say follow wherever your heart leads you."
"Whatever you decide, whether you stay with your husband and never have sex with me, just know I won't hold any resentment towards you if me and you never meet again. I want you to make the right decision for yourself Ambika, if that's with your husband than so be it, ill always remember our little date and cherish it."
"You're such a considerate person Zach, thanks for letting me know and likewise our little date will be a fond thing to look back on."
"Oh shit Ambika, we forgot one more equation in all of this."
"What are we forgetting Zach?"
"If you do end up leaving your husband for me, how will your son feel?"
"Oh shit Zach, I didn't think of this, well for one thing he will be mad at us for sure, he loves his father very much and wouldn't like it if another man takes me from my husband."
"Also, he hates white bois, he makes it his life's mission of fucking every white slut he sees, he would bring different white females to our home last semester, and tell my husband and I that she's a friend, even though it was obvious they were fwb."
"That always rubbed me the wrong way, he never brought an Indian girl or a woman of color home, I don't know why, its somewhat insulting to me as his mom."
"Oh, I didn't know that Ambika, seems like your son is a snow bunny lover, tell you what, if you get with me you can give him a dose of his own medicine."
"LOL Zach, its mainly my husband I'm worried about, if I do get with you, my son will have no say on that matter, as long as he lives in my house, what I say goes and he will learn to accept you as my boyfriend/husband."
"I won't let his hatred of white boys stop our hypothetical relationship if that's what you mean."
"That's good to know, Ambika I just hope you can keep him under control once he sees you with me."
"He will be under control Zach, don't worry, he wont do anything physical while I'm around, once I put my foot down, he will submit or I'm kicking him out of the house."
"Anyways Zach it was nice hearing from you, I got to get ready now, ill text you later about my decision, don't contact me until then."
"Ok then ill wait Ambika, bye for now."
"Bye Zach."
My marriage is at a crossroad now whatever decision I take will have a deep impact on me.
I then left for work, while I was working I tried analyzing all possible outcomes, and came to the conclusion that having just a sexual relationship with Zach a few times a year would be the safest option. I then decided I will meet Zach for sex this week.
At lunch time I went to my coworker girls who I had close friendships with and told them about my situation. Most of them told me to go for it and fuck Zach, and this gave me the resolution to have a steamy night with Zach."
My girlies were with me, and they agreed that I should give the excuse to my husband that, me and the girls would be out of town to celebrate one of the former coworker's birthday party with a girl's night out during the weekend. I wouldn't tell Zach the plan until I got the green light from my husband to go, so I refrained myself from telling him.
When I told my husband this, he just told me to have a good time with my friends.
He didn't suspect anything and just blindly believed me, he didn't try to verify with any one of my friends. God I felt so bad for him, what am I doing to this wonderful man.
Eventually my guilt won me over and tears started falling out of my eyes.
"Ambika what's wrong why are you crying!"
"Paul please keep your voice down so Ravi wont hear."
"Alright Ambika, what's the matter, why did you suddenly start crying."
"I lied Paul, there is no girl's trip, that was a lie."
"I don't understand, why would you just lie out of the blue."
"Its to cover up another thing that I was going to do."
"And that is?"
"I was using the girl's trip as an excuse to sleep with a guy I have been flirting with some days ago."
My husband was shocked and just looked dumbfounded. I didn't know what to say next. There was a lingering silence in the room, until I couldn't bear it any longer.
"Paul do you hate me."
"No Ambika I will never hate you, but I don't understand, why?, did I do something to upset you, was I not giving you enough attention, what's the reason for this?
"Its not you, its me, remember that secret I was telling you about, and what was worrying me before, this is it."
"I don't get it, even after you said you had a secret you always seemed happy and loving with me."
"I do love you Paul, its just that I have been having these dreams that keep repeating, in the dream the Goddess Kali is fucking Odin night after night."
"That sounds ridiculous Ambika, isn't Shivan/Shiva her husband, why would she fuck Odin I don't understand."
"I know Paul, I didn't get it either, until I had another dream that was very similar, in that one it was me who was having sex, not the Goddess, and I was getting fucked by a white guy."
"Oh Ambika, I feel this might be your psyche or something, you were a virgin when we met and got together, and these dreams might be your frustrations with that."
"That's what I thought too Paul but here is the thing, in the dream when I was having sex, the white guy called out my name as he was fucking me and I called out his name, which was Zach in the dream."
"A few days after that dream, I was grocery shopping, and I saw a cashier that looked exactly like the guy I was having sex with in my dream he had the same name as well, at this point I knew my dreams were divine and served as a premonition."
Paul was left speechless, he didn't say anything for a few moments until I was about to speak.
"You're right Ambika, this is most likely a divine message from the Goddess you worship, and you already know how I feel about your faith."
"But, Goddess or not, what do you want Ambika?, forget divine will, what do you want to do, do you want to fuck that white boi?"
I looked at the ground and closed my eyes, and decided to be completely honest to myself and my loving husband.
"Yes Paul, I want to fuck him, and I already met up with him before for a date, and after that date we made out in the car and I gave him a hand job."
My husband was stunned, he just stared at me for a good minute, then I decided to speak.
"Are you okay sweetie, I know I cheated on you, can you forgive me?"
"Ambika I already forgave you once you told me you wanted to sleep with another guy, but tell me this, why?"
"Paul, I won't lie to you again, I really do love you, and the reason I will tell you does not change the fact that I love you."
"The reason is because he is a tall attractive white man, that was always my type, even when I met you, you were the exception to the rule. I fell in love with your kindness, and your sacrificial nature to put me above everything else more so than your looks, this white boi has captured my mind with just his physical attributes."
"He is the one who has been on my mind constantly, every other thought is about him. That white boi is the most attractive man I have ever seen, no one ever had me enthralled with them like this white boi. I know this hurts you, but its the truth Paul."
"Paul can I sleep with him?, I know if you asked a question like this to me I would have cut off your balls, but I won't sleep with him until you tell me from your own mouth, that I can fuck him. I won't do it until I have your blessing sweetie."
"Ambika give me a few days to think about it, this is a lot to take in."
With that my husband left the bedroom, and I was left alone to ponder what just happened.
To be continued.
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Paul's POV:
I couldn't believe the words uttered by my loving wife yesterday, how could it be possible. Never once in the marriage has, she ever looked at another man in a sexual way, she always was a loving wife, and completely devoted to me. I also returned the same to her. I always put her first above everything in my life except for my son, and in fact any fight that we did have is over his upbringing. Still, what could she possibly see in this guy that makes her say these things to me?
She did mention that he was white, and the most attractive man she ever saw in her life. Although I am in very good shape and take care of myself, I am not going to delude myself into thinking there aren't better looking guys than me, but still even so, she loved me and never entertained any man at all, no male friends, no celebrity hall passes, and no "Oh he's hot," was ever mentioned in front of me. If she could have slept with another dude, she would have already done it. Everywhere we go, I see men straight up undressing her with their eyes, they never tried talking to her in front of me of course.
The fact that this guy is white is really starting to bother me, why did she emphasize it when she told me? If she could, she would have her pick of the best white guys already, yet she came home and asked me permission to sleep with this particular one. In college she did have a preference for white bois, she admitted after that little incident with the Indian guy she rejected. I always wrote this off, as her being attracted to white bois is because all the Indian guys there were pudgy, short, and nerdy looking. I felt that I was the one to defy this stereotype in her mind, and her attraction to white guys was just a lack of qualified options from the pool of Indian guys she saw.
Was this white guy that attractive to her to the point, she just couldn't resist? Or is it the fact that I was just a stand in for her, until she thought she can get with a white guy that went beyond her expectation. This thought terrified me to the core. Did she really love me? Was I just a fool and fell for her beautiful smile and eyes, and her loving motherly nature. This white boi already had his dick stroked by my beautiful wife; God damn it! it makes me so angry; a white boi had his dick felt up by my wife! Fuck this hurt my ego so much, I felt like punching the wall.
Then my insecurities began to kick in, was his dick bigger than mine? There is a low chance it was, since I already felt like my dick was bigger than most anyways. Still there is always a possibility, then my imagination began to conjure up an image of my beautiful wife stroking a big white cock, and I immediately felt my dick rise to attention to this thought. Try as I might I couldn't stop these erotic images from playing in my head. I couldn't let my wife see my hardening erection so I quickly ran to the bathroom. As I reached the bathroom, I saw my wife open the door to the toilet to step out, I immediately hid my erection with my right hand.
"Paul, are you alright, why are you grabbing your dick."
"It's nothing Ambika, I really need to really pee, so please can you leave the master bathroom now, I might also need to take a shit."
"Sure sweetie."
I immediately sat down on the toilet, and my dick was trying to burst out of my underwear. I released it and it stood taller than ever before; the images were still playing in my head. My dick was twitching with excitement. I tried my best to not think hoping my erection would die down, but there it stood like a stone pillar waiting to be stroked. After 5 minutes I relented to my arousal and started masturbating, the images started to become more vivid.
I intensely imagined her sucking on this mysterious white boi's big white cock, her stroking his shaft and bobbing her head slowly up and down on his dick. The thought nearly made me cum, I held back as to not end this prematurely, I then imagined her getting fucked by him, all the dirty things they would be saying to each other. My dick hasn't gotten this excited in a long time, the vivid images of her getting pounded in doggy style by this mysterious white stranger sent me to the moon. I felt my load quickly coming through my shaft and immediately I grabbed my dick and pointed it toward the inside of the bowl so that my seed would not hit the walls, tiles, or the door. I started to shoot ropes of cum into the bowl, rope after rope penetrated the water. God, it felt amazing, I came more than usual, and I was left drained.
A few minutes after the release I immediately flushed the toilet and washed my hands, a feeling of disgust, shame and sadness filled me. I was feeling the full effect of post nut clarity, trying to shake this feeling off I immediately left the bathroom and got something to eat and drink. The feeling wore off after some time and the images of her and the mystery white boi returned. This time I was neither aroused, nor did I feel sad, or disgusted, if anything I felt at peace imagining them fucking.
Maybe she could sleep with this guy and still be a loving wife to me. It could really spice up of sex life, where I would be yearning for her after she fucked her lover. Then my rational brain started to kick in, there is a good possibility she might get drunk on the sex which could lead to pregnancy. What if she decided to keep it? The thought really disturbed me and I quit thinking about her and the white boi and focused my mind elsewhere.
I decided I need to think this thoroughly, so as to make the best decision. I avoided interacting with Ambika throughout the day, and distanced myself from her as best as I could. She tried asking me if it was about her confession, and I told her the truth about me trying to analyze the outcomes, and that I needed some space during this time. The next day I masturbated just like yesterday, but this time I imagined her getting pregnant by this white boi, and seeing her pregnant belly. This got me super excited and aroused and I blew my load into the toilet like before.
The post nut clarity hit me again and I felt humiliation, disgust, and sadness at the thought of her holding her hypothetical half white baby in her arms. What would my parents say, what would my son say, what about the rest of the world say. These feelings only lingered around for a few minutes and then passed away. I then felt at peace if this were to transpire. I would love my wife still, even if she got pregnant with this white boi and decided to keep it. I would endure anything from anyone for her, the only problem was my son, he wouldn't take it well. Eventually I rationalized time will heal all wounds and that he and Ambika would reconcile eventually, after all they are mother and son.
There was only one other major outcome left for me to accept or reject, and that was the most frightening one, she leaves me. The thought of her falling in love with him and leaving me to be with him made me feel angry, defeated, and depressed. I couldn't shake these feelings off me no matter how much time passed. I just couldn't make peace with this outcome. Ambika alongside Ravi were my world, just losing one of them would be devastating for me. I was depressed for a few days, both my son and wife were concerned about me, I told them I would return to my normal self in a couple of days.
The thought of her leaving me for him made me so sacred and depressed eventually I started having dreams about her and this mystery white boi. This time they weren't fucking but cuddling instead, they were saying I love you to each other, and passionately kissing each other like two people in love for the first time. This dream did not spur my feelings nor did it pacify them. I kept having these dreams until I got used to her being with him in my head. Them loving each other and getting married one day, did not disturb me like it used to. Instead, I almost felt numb to it now, the feeling of sadness and loss were still there but I could take it much better this time.
Eventually I came to the conclusion of letting my wife sleep with this white boi, even if the worst outcome were to come, as long as she's happy and cared for I would eventually make peace with that someday. I decided to finally tell my answer to Ambika this night. We were both ready to go to bed, before she laid down, I hugged her which she took it as a sign that I was ok for the past few days.
"Paul I'm glad you're ok, forget about my stupid request, you're enough for me Paul. Seeing you depressed was my wake-up call, I missed having you in my arms. "
"Thank you Ambika but you never asked me what decision I took."
"Whatever you decide Paul, I will be happy as long as I am with you, everything will work out just fine in the end."
"Ambika you can sleep with this white boi, I thought long and hard about it, and analyzed all the outcomes, and in the end I love you no matter what happens."
"Not my pride, not my happiness, and not how the world views me, you being happy and not regretting anything is what matters most to me."
"Oh Paul!, you didn't have to you know, you could have told me no and I won't hold anything against you, I would be the same loving wife as I was before."
"It's ok Ambika, I masturbated to the thought of you fucking him and it really turned me on, I came so much thinking about you getting fucked by a big white cock."
Immediately she hugged me and started passionately kissing me I returned her kisses with equal intensity and desire, then she released me to speak.
"My God Paul, when you said that I felt so happy and horny at the same time!"
"Ambika its more than that, I imagined all major outcomes of this playing out and I accepted every outcome."
"I imagined you getting pregnant by him and seeing you with his baby, I felt turned on and happy at the same time to the thought of that. I don't care what anyone else thinks Ambika, I will stand by you no matter."
"Paul, you would really accept me if I got pregnant by that white boi and I decided to keep the baby!??"
"Yes Ambika, I made peace with it if it were to happen, nothing can stop me from loving you, I would love and take care of the baby as if it were my own."
Tears were coming out of her eyes now and running down her cheeks, I quickly wiped them away, and pulled her in a deep embrace.
"Mama don't cry, you along with Ravi are my world and I would give you anything you wanted as long as it's possible for me to give, my pride is yours to slay and step on."
"Paul, many men that love their wives would be quick to divorce them if they were to know their wives were involved in an affair."
"You went above and beyond in loving me that you're ready to accept me even if it means that you will be raising another man's offspring with your wife, and a white man's offspring at that as well!"
"Ambika I won't think of the baby as another man's but as your baby."
She smiled when I mentioned this.
"Thats not all Ambika, the final outcome and the hardest one for me to swallow, the one that made me depressed couldn't stop me from saying no to you."
"What's that Paul? very few men would accept a baby by another man that their wife slept with, what could be worse than that sweetie?"
"The outcome of you falling in love with this white boi and leaving me Ambika, I still feel a little sad about it, but if it comes down to that, my love for you won't go away."
"My door will always be open for you Ambika, even if you leave me for this guy."
"I won't get with anyone else but you Ambika, I won't resent you for leaving me, you can always come back to me if things don't work out between you and him."
Ambika buried her head into my chest and started to quietly sob, I held her head gently until she raised her head and made eye contact with me for about 20 seconds.
"Paul I always considered you being the perfect husband, but now I don't have the words to praise you, you went above and beyond my expectations to the point I am at a loss for words."
"Letting me sleep with him after you thought all this through, it must have been really difficult for you, and knowing that you have love for me in all these outcomes makes me really proud to be your wife."
"I would do anything for you Ambika, whether that be a need or a want from you, you're my Goddess and the one I worship."
With that she kissed me deeply and we started undressing. I quickly started sucking on her beautiful nipples. She started moaning in response, and lovingly held my head and repeatedly kissed it. We then quickly got into the missionary position, and I started pounding her pussy.
We weren't vocal as we usually are, but this time I felt a stronger connection to her than before. We didn't change positions as my orgasm came quickly."
"Mama I'm about to cum!"
"Cum in me sweetie!"
I didn't last long like I usually do, most likely because of the conversation earlier.
"Thanks sweetie for giving me the biggest offering yet."
"I decided to save up and offer you my biggest load today to make it up for the past few days."
With that she pulled me closer and kissed my forehead.
"I love you more now than I have ever before Paul, I can't guarantee the future but I will try my best to keep my relationship with my new white boi toy to a friends with benefits level."
"You haven't told me his name yet Ambika, we just keep referring to him as a white boi."
She laughed at this and kissed me softly.
"Paul I didn't tell you his name because I thought you might do something rash like hunt him down and hurt him."
"Now that you said yes, I'll tell you his name, his name is Zach and he is a 22 year old cashier."
"Wow he's about 3 years older than Ravi, you've gone full milf cougar mode mama!"
She then took my dick in her hand and I could feel it getting hard again.
"Does it turn you on knowing he is 20 years younger than me baby, your wife is going to get fucked by a tall young white college stud." She giggled
"Oh Mama you're making me hard again now, I really want you to fuck him!"
"Not right away sweetie, I got to practice for him."
"What do you mean practice for him?"
"His dick is fucking huge Paul, there is no way I am sleeping with him until I am ready for him, he will tear my pussy apart."
"Theres no way he is that huge Ambika, You're exaggerating!" I said in disbelief.
"Sounds like you're getting jealous sweetie, just a few moments ago you said your pride is mine to kill and step on, or were those just words?"
"Those weren't just words Ambika, that was the complete truth. I'm just saying you're making it sound like he has a literal horse dick attached to him, which is hard to believe."
She then got up and went to the closet and pulled out a ruler, next she started stroking my dick to full erection length.
"Are you completely hard now Paul, I'm going to measure you if you're fine with it, or are you scared you lost some length in your 40's.
"No way my dick is the same size as when I was in my 20s, go ahead and measure it mama."
With that she placed the ruler on top and at the base of my dick, my tip reached slightly over the 8 inch mark.
"Ha!, see that Ambika same as when we were in college!" I said with pride in my voice.
"Yep, you're right Paul, you didn't lose any length at all, your dick is 8 inches on the dot like back in college." She said in a very nonchalant manner.
"Now how big do you think Zach is Paul?" she gave me naughty smirk as she said this.
"Um, I'm not sure but he can't be more than 9 inches, hell at the very most if he's blessed with one of the biggest dicks in the world he would be around 10 inches."
With that, Ambika lovingly smiled at me and placed her finger near the top of the ruler, her finger was at 11.75 inches.
"Holy shit Ambika, is he that huge!!?"
She then lowered her head and kissed the top of the ruler, and gave a sexy wink.
"Are you jealous sweetie, he really is that huge."
"I'm not jealous mama, I find it really hot that he has a much bigger dick than me."
Ambika then lied down next to me, and gripped my dick and started stroking it.
"Sweetie even though his dick is much bigger than yours, just know that sex between me and you won't be diminished because of him, your size is perfect for me."
Ambika than kissed me and started stroking faster.
"Ambika, how will you prepare for him then, it looks like he's going to impale you and reach your heart in missionary position.
"I'm going to order a huge white dildo tomorrow with an insertable length of 12 inches, so I can practice on it before meeting Zach for sex."
"Your pussy can take that much length babe?, it's hard to believe."
"You underestimate how much a pussy can expand to fit a cock sweetie, the posterior fornix can expand to great lengths, I will show you a video demonstrating this."
She then searched up a video on her phone, it was a short video of a woman riding a huge dildo, the dildo looked to be about 16 inches in total length. The woman was riding it up and down with solid pace all the way to the balls.
I watched in astonishment, and became incredibly aroused.
"Thats amazing Ambika, I can't wait to see you ride a huge white dildo like the woman in the video."
"I am planning on giving you a much hotter show than this when that dildo arrives, just be sure to pick up the package before Ravi sees it."
Ambika then got in position for a blowjob and started sucking me until I busted my second nut for the day.
We then and cuddled together and fell asleep.
The next day went by quick, with Ambika ordering the dildo early in the morning, she said the shipping would be quick and would be delivered by tomorrow.
Ambika increased the cuddling, hugs, and kisses during the wait and it was making me more and more excited to see her fucking this dildo.
My beautiful loving wife penetrated by a long, thick white dildo in preparation for her white lover. God my dick was hard all the time, due to my mind being obsessed with her riding a big white phallus.
Finally the day came and I could hear the package being dropped off at the door step. I quickly rushed to the door and picked up the package before Ravi could answer the door. Then I saw Ravi making his way towards the front door.
"Wow dad, you really picked up that package fast, what did you buy dad?"
"It's a gift for your mom and it's between me and her, I want it to be a surprise."
"Okay dad, no need to tell me, your bedroom matters are not something I want to know about anyways."
I was surprised that he was able to guess the content of the package, but shrugged it off knowing that he doesn't know the exact thing that was in the discreet package. I then headed towards the master bedroom where Ambika was, and quickly closed the door.
I saw Ambika give me a naughty smile with a cute wink and I quickly placed the package on the bed. Ambika got a knife and cut the package revealing the box.
"Yep they didn't mess up my order, it came with the lube just like I ordered" she whispered quietly.
I kept my voice down as well, and opened the box excitedly. Ambika pulled the dildo out and smiled at me.
She then kissed the head of the huge white dildo making direct eye contact with me.
"You like what you see sweetie?" she whispered.



"Yes mama, you look absolutely gorgeous with that big white cock next to your face." I whispered.
"I'll put on a show tonight for you sweetie, you have been such a loving, kind, and caring hubby, you deserve to see what your wife's pussy can really do."
After the day went by, and the family had dinner, me and Ambika retreated to our bedroom. It was time to see if I can back up my words to Ambika, or would I fall apart seeing my beautiful wife in complete ecstasy.
Ambika immediately started undressing which prompted me to get naked completely, she came over to me and started blowing my dick getting it hard to full erection. Then she grabbed my hand and led me the master bathroom, the dildo was laying on the tile floor, it was already coated entirely with lube from the tip to the balls.
"Paul I got everything ready, so we can jump into the action quick but I need you to eat me out, to get me wet and ready down there."
Without a response I immediately got on my knees and started fingering her pussy while my tongue danced and sucked on her clit. She was making faint moaning noises, and I figured I could turn up the intensity to speed things up.
I pushed my tongue further into her vagina and started licking her g spot which started making her moan louder. Then I sucked her clit with more intensity and reached up and started fondling her breasts. I continued doing this until she was dripping her pussy juices onto the floor. Then she placed her hand on my head and looked down on me lovingly.
"Paul I'm ready, are you?"
"Yes Ambika I want you to take that big white dildo."
Then she sat down next to the dildo and grabbed the head, I sat next to her watching in excitement.
She then slowly inserted the tip of the slippery head into her vagina, she let out a quiet moan as she did.
"Oh sweetie, it's pretty big but it's going inside, I can feel it up against my vaginal wall."
"Take it slow mama, no need to rush things."
She was moaning quietly as she thrust about 2 inches of the dildo in and out of her vagina.
"Paul hold my hand sweetie, it makes me more wet when you're touching me as I put this big white cock inside."
I quickly held her hand, and kissed her cheek.
"You're amazing mama, its turning me on so much seeing that white cock in you."
"Oh God Paul, it feels so good now, the pain is almost gone." She moaned.
She quickly thrust another 2 inches of the dildo into her pussy, she thrust it in and out of her with rapid pace, then she thrusted a lot of the dildo into her.
"Paul, right now there is 8 inches of this dildo in my pussy, if you're okay with it can I go further?, I really want to stretch my posterior fornix."
"Of course sweetie, don't worry about my ego, it's yours to step on remember."
Then she put even more of the dildo into her, I watched with amazement. Seeing her pussy devour this dildo had me in a trance like state as I was just lost in thought seeing this erotic display before me.
She kept pushing more and more in until everything but the balls disappeared into her.
"Amazing Ambika!!, you took it to the balls, this is so fucking hot mama!"
She smiled at me and kissed my cheek.
"I'm glad you're turned on, I was scared you might get upset, but I see no discomfort in your eyes Paul."
I gave her a passionate kiss and started sucking on her nipples as she thrusted it in and out of her slowly.
"Keep sucking my nipples sweetie, mama still needs to adjust to the size before I can ride it."
I kept sucking on her nipples as she increased the pace of thrusting. I could feel her shaking as each stroke went inside her. Eventually she got used to the entire length, and started ramming the dildo in and out of her with great force.
"Paul I'm ready to ride it, I feel like my pussy got the hang of this thing."
"Alright Ambika, just take it slow as you start riding it first, you don't want to tear something down there."
She then got in the cowgirl position and started riding the dildo slowly. I quickly went over to her back to catch the view, and my God it was so fucking sexy watching her ride all 12 inches.
She picked up the pace and started moaning louder now.
"Oh my god, fuck this is so huge Paul!!, it feels so good!"
"Ambika you look amazing riding that big white cock!"
"Oh fuck, I'm creaming on the cock do you see it Paul?"
"I can see it mama, you covered the dildo in your pussy cream."
She did this for about 20 minutes.
She then got up and the entire dildo came out of her, I was astonished at the entire length she took in.
"Paul come here and eat mama's pussy juices, make her more wet for that big white cock sweetie."
I immediately started pushing my tongue up her huge gaping pussy, I savored the pussy juice as it went down my mouth.
"Oh my fucking God!!, sweetie you're making me cum."
I felt her orgasm in my mouth and continued feeling her insides with my tongue.
"Paul, get up here and kiss me."
I immediately got up and we started passionately kissing while I fondled her breasts, in response she started stroking my dick.
"Paul are you going to cum now or are you up for more?"
"Ambika I want to see you in doggy with that thing."
"God boy, before that I want you to tell me that you want me to fuck Zach, otherwise all of this would be just a waste."
"Ambika I want you to fuck Zach!"
With that she grabbed the huge white dildo and stuck the suction cup on the wall. Then she thrust the dildo into her pussy and started rocking back and forth on it as fast as she could.
"Paul come here and sit in front of me sweetie."
I immediately sat in front of her, she then started stroking my dick.
"Do you like what you see Paul, Zach's big white cock pounding me from behind?"
"Yes Ambika I love it, his big white cock is going in and out of you, and it's going deep inside."
She smiled and we stared at each other for a good minute while she was rocking back and forth on the dildo.
"How do you feel sweetie knowing that Zach is going further inside my pussy than you will ever be!"
"It feels awesome Ambika, you're such a goddess, while you're cucking me."
"Paul I'm going to cum Fuck!!, Zach is going to cum inside me!!"
I immediately put my hands around her and she put her hands around me, we kissed deeply as she was orgasming on the dildo.
My dick without any stimulation started erupting with cum, ropes of cum kept landing on Ambika's breasts as we kissed in our deep embrace.
"Fuck Ambika that was so fucking hot!!, you were amazing!!"
"Thanks sweetie, you really meant it didn't you when you said you would let me fuck Zach?"
"Yes Ambika you can fuck him, there is no feeling of regret in me now, this was such an amazing sexual experience."
"Thanks Paul, I just wanted to make sure you are okay with it still, after we both orgasmed."
"You have my word Ambika, I won't go back on it, fuck that white boi to your heart's content."
We cleaned up and went to bed, I woke up to Ambika sucking my dick with extra passion.
"Woah what's up Ambika, you never woke me up with a blowjob before?"
"My sex drive is through the roof now sweetie, after last night I am yearning for more."
"Thats awesome Ambika, this is really going to spice up our marriage for the better I feel."
"Paul you're the best husband I could have ever gotten, thank you so much!"
She sucked me until I busted my load into her mouth.
We repeated this session for a few more times until Ambika thought she was ready for Zach's cock. Once she felt ready, she texted Zach that she will meet him on the weekend, and that she had booked a hotel room for the two of them.
The days went by like usual, then the weekend was upon us.
The day had come, I felt a little nervous, but extremely excited. My wife had put on a sexy skin tight blue bodycon dress that showed off her ass, waist, breasts, and thighs.
"Paul today is the day, are you okay with it sweetie?"
"Yes Ambika I'm sure, go have an awesome night with Zach, I already told Ravi you will be with your coworkers."
"One last chance to say no Paul, this is it, once I walk out that door I will be heading to the hotel."
I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply.
I released my hold on her and she smiled at me.
"I love you so much Paul, thank you for everything."
"I love you too Ambika, don't worry about me, enjoy your time with him."
"I will, I want to be there very early before he comes, ill head out now."
"Bye Ambika, be safe!"
"I will Paul bye."
With that my beautiful loving wife headed out the door to fuck another man.
To be continued.
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Ambika's POV:
I couldn't believe this is happening, I am finally going to fuck Zach, and with Paul's blessings nonetheless. I am so excited and nervous, I immediately rushed to my car when I closed the door, I quickly started the car and got out of the driveway. The hotel wasn't far but still the excitement made me feel like it was in another city for some reason. I calmed myself so that an accident wouldn't occur due to me speeding on the road, every stoplight felt like forever to get through and the traffic although mild felt unbearable, even though I been through worse. After 15 minutes I reached the hotel, as I got out of the car my excitement doubled, I kept looking down at my dress to see if everything was looking good, even though everything looked great I couldn't stop myself from wondering if Zach would like it. I packed a secret saree in my suitcase for the overnight stay incase Zach wanted a more Indian outfit to see me in.
I then headed to the front desk to confirm my room and get my card, the receptionist, a young white woman gave me the stink eye as she handed me the key. More than likely, she knew I was there to fuck somebody, but couldn't fathom an Indian woman dressed in a sexy manner ready to get dicked down. She probably thought Indian women were sexless women devoted to their Indian husbands and didn't have the desire/ability to be promiscuous and that to with another man than their husbands.
I quickly headed up the elevator and rushed to my room, the room was nice and clean, nothing too fancy there was plenty of space and the bed was very comfortable as I laid down.
I looked at my cleavage and saw my Thaali, my husband's face appeared in my imagination, my wonderful husband was allowing me to fulfill my deep dark fantasy despite his ego and fear. I am so blessed I have Paul as my husband, him being kind and considerate to my desire was more than I could have ever asked for in a man. I also felt happy that I was a virgin for Paul when we married and that I didn't fuck around with mediocre white men in college. It looks like my sexual purity paid off, the Goddess has blessed me with the most attractive white man to fuck, and I was going to fuck him as an Indian mother married to an Indian man. God, it felt so amazing now that I think about it, the sex will be much better with the thought of cucking my Indian Husband, my poor hubby being driven completely mad by the erotic thoughts that are playing around in his head right now as I am in the hotel. Suddenly I got a text, I opened my phone hoping it was from Zach, instead it was from Paul.
Paul: Mama u got to the hotel safe?
: Yes, Paul I got there safe, just waiting for Zach now.
Paul: Ambika, can you take pictures or videos when you and Zach are fucking?
: No Paul I'm not going to take pictures or record anything during sex, I don't feel comfortable doing that and I don't think you're ready to see that yet, I'm sorry sweetie maybe in the future.
Paul: Oh, ok that's alright Ambika, yea its best if you just completely focus on the sex as of now, don't want to take away from your first time fucking another man.
: Thanks baby, I'm glad you understand, yeah as of now I just want to focus on fucking Zach for now, until it becomes a routine for me and some of the excitement wears off.
Paul: Did you pack your 9 mm in case he might be dangerous?
: Yes the 9 mm is with me it's in my purse, don't worry he's a great guy he just wants to fuck me.
Paul: Alright then, is he close to the hotel yet or is he still on his way.
: Let me text him to find out, by the way don't expect a text or call from me until tomorrow, I'll be busy with him until then, I will text Zach now to see where he's at, bye for now sweetie.
Paul: Bye Ambika have a good time and stay safe!
: I will.
I then texted Zach to see where he's at, earlier he texted me that he's on his way and it might take him 20 minutes.
: Zach are you close babe?
Zach: Yeah babe, I actually reached the hotel I am trying to find a parking spot. Just give me a minute and I'll be up there.
: Awesome Zach! I can't believe it's really going to happen, I'm finally going to fuck you and your Big White Cock, God I'm so excited.
He didn't respond back for about 2 minutes, then I got a notification from my phone and it was from Zach.
Zach: Ambika, the parking lot was filled up, I was able to park just now once a red van pulled out and left. Yeah, the day I waited for has finally come, I'm going to fuck you to the point where you'll start thinking about me constantly and forget about your pathetic little husband.
: You are already on my mind constantly Zach, the only thing left is to forget my husband which is something that will be very hard or impossible for me to do.
Zach: I'm on the elevator, open the door when you hear six knocks on the door babe.
: Alright
I waited with excitement for Zach to knock on the door, each second felt like it was five seconds as I waited for him to find the room. Then I heard one knock, then a second and a third, I waited until the sixth knock on the door. With the final knock I got up and took a quick glance in the mirror to see if I was sexy as I had imagined myself to be. I opened the door and there he stood, my Viking lover, tall and sexy with a warm smile on his face. He was wearing a white tank top with jeans; I could see his powerful muscular arms ready to grab me. He walked in the room and immediately wrapped his arms around my waist, I in turn wrapped my arms around his neck.
"Ambika You're so beautiful in that bodycon dress, I'm glad you made me wait to see it."
"Zach, you look so masculine in that tank top, your arms and chest is turning me on so much right now."
"Ambika I was expecting you would be in an Indian outfit, but this works also, next time I want to fuck you in an Indian outfit."
"Zach, you don't need to wait for a next time, I packed some extra clothes for our stay, I'll wear my Indian outfit tonight for sex, but for now this dress should still hold up.
We shared a passionate kiss as we held each other, he was caressing my body from my hips to my butt, his powerful hands gravitated towards my butt cheeks. I could feel his hands softly caressing my ass and giving my right butt cheek a firm squeeze.
"Zach, that felt amazing, does my booty turn you on?"
"Yes Ambika, it's the best ass I ever felt, you're such a voluptuous woman, I never felt an ass that big or soft before."
" Thanks Zach, it's my greatest asset, my ass would always make men stare and drool, so it's no surprise you're playing with it first."
"That Ass is to die for Ambika, I wonder how your husband managed to make you fall for him, you're perfect Ambika you have a gorgeous face, and a body that is second to none."
" I believe it's my Goddess's will that me and my husband ended up together, you're also part of her plan somehow I know it."
"Whatever it is, I'm just glad you and I are getting more intimate Ambika, speaking of your husband, what excuse did you tell him to be at the hotel, if I was him I would never leave you out of my sight."
"There was no excuse Zach." I said with a mischievous smile
"What do you mean? how did you come here without your husband desperately trying to call you to know where you are and what you're doing."
"My husband knows where I am Zach."
"What he knows you're at the hotel!!, does he know about me!?"
"Yes, Zach he does, I confessed everything about us to him Zach, as I was feeling extremely guilty after our little date. I asked him I would only sleep with you if he was okay with me fucking you Zach."
"And he agreed?"
"Yep, he thought long and hard about it, and finally gave me his blessings to fuck you Zach, he wants me to be happy and not have unsatisfied desires."
"Your husband is a fool, Ambika; he might as well have served you divorce papers."
I immediately freed myself from his hold when he made that horrendous statement.
"Wtf Zach how could you say such a thing, my husband loves me and wants to give me anything that he can possibly give, and you're saying he only agreed to this because he's given up on our marriage?"
"No Ambika that's not what I meant, your husband loves you but once you start fucking me, your marriage is as good as over, and your husband had the power to stop it from happening but gave into your wishes."
"Trust me Ambika, after a few nights with me, you will want to be my woman and not his wife anymore."
"Well, that's for me to decide Zach, even if I divorce my husband, he will always love me, and I will always love him even if I marry you in the future. I will always have his love and I have the option of going back to him after leaving him for you, so I'm not really worried."
"How do you know this, Ambika; men will become extremely bitter with a woman if she leaves them for another man."
"Zach, my husband thought about this for a long time after I told him, taking into consideration of the consequences of getting pregnant by you, or falling in love with you and leaving him, he gave me his blessings to bed you."
"My husband is not like other men Zach, other men might get angry and resentful of their wives wanting to fuck other men, but my husband truly loves and worships me."
"Your husband is a true cuck then Ambika, knowing that his wife will get colonized by my cock and might fall for me, kind of makes me want to meet him now."
"You will Zach but give it some time, Zach I'm beginning to have feelings for you, I can't say its love but its growing by the day."
"Well then Ambika lets accelerate those feelings, shall we?"
"Say no more Zach."
I kissed him once more but this time our tongues were dancing, his tongue was trying to find its way around my mouth exploring every part, after a few minutes we released ourselves from the kiss.
Wasting no time, I immediately got on my knees for this white Viking stud, I quickly unbuttoned his jeans and felt his massive erection straining against his trunks. His dick was held down by his very tight trunks, I could see the massive dick imprint on his trunks. It was such an erotic sight to behold.
I then massaged his dick while it was still in his trunks, it was growing quickly, like a large King Cobra lifting itself up.
"Are you going to start off with a hand job like before Ambika?"
"Well, a little bit different this time Zach."
I pulled down his trunks and his enormous cock slapped me in the face causing me to flinch back a bit. Once my eyes opened, I could see his cock was standing close to full erection, and pointing toward the ceiling as if it was saluting me.
"Ambika baby, he wants you to stroke him again, he's been desperately wanting to feel your soft feminine hands around him again."
"Aww, I'll give him something a little different this time, I'm sure he'll like it." I giggled.
I wrap my fingers around his thick mid shaft, I gently stroke it up and down to make it reach complete erection, as it grew into the last half an inch, I gave his big white cock a sloppy kiss to make it finish growing.
"Fuck, that's hot Ambika, your lips feel so good pressed against my dick."
"You like that babe? then you're going to be blown away about what's coming next Zach."
I then opened my mouth and swallowed his dick head, the size of it completely surprised me even though I know by looking at it, it would be much different than my husband's dick head.
I started taking more of his dick into my mouth inch by inch it went in, until I could feel his dick pressed hard against the back of my throat.
"Nice Ambika, you took it half way in your mouth, but that seems to be every girl's limit when it comes to my cock."
I then stroked the rest of his dick up and down with more speed as I enveloped his cock in my mouth with my spit, until I could feel it being completely drenched with my saliva. Then I took his dick out of my mouth and spit a big wad of saliva on his dick lubricating it even further.
"Holy fuck babe, you got my cock looking like it was just dipped in a bottle of hand sanitizer."
"Zach, I definitely need all that spit on there to take you, trust me."
I took both hands and wrapped my fingers around his thick long cock and started stroking it up and down with moderate pace.
"Oh, fuck Ambika, you're so fucking good at this, keep stroking my dick you curry slut."
"What did you call me Zach?!!"
"Shit! I'm sorry if I went too far Ambika, it's just that I got so lost in the moment that I just blurted out some stupid shit."
"I never said I didn't like it Zach."
"Wait, you mean you don't mind me calling you that, I thought it would be some nice dirty talk to spice up our sex."
"Nope I don't mind it at all, in fact it turned me on when you called me a curry slut. I was just so surprised you would be bold enough to call me dirty names so early."
"Well then curry slut, now you know I'm an alpha male that does what he wants, why don't you go back to sucking my dick."
I immediately swallowed his dick and started sucking it upon his command with even more passion than before, his dirty talk got me more wet down there than before. I was able to completely drench his dick with my saliva from tip to base.
"God my dick feels like it was lubed with a gallon of gel, your spit is so thick you nasty slut."
"Do you like it white daddy?" I said with saliva running down my lips and onto my chin.
"I love it you sexy dark curry whore, you're the first to coat my dick like this."
"Daddy since I went down on you, why don't you return the favor now?" I said seductively
"FUCK NO!!, I am a dominant 6 ' 6" alpha male, there is no way I am ever going down on a bitch, especially a curry bitch like YOU!" he yelled.
When he said this, I almost came, this boy no more than 3 years older than my son was talking to me with such authority and disrespect. My Husband had never insulted me with such vulgar words, even a sliver of anger from my husband would send me into a feminist rage. I remember throwing a plate at my husband for telling me to be quiet, but here is this white boi calling me a whore and a bitch, and I'm loving it instead of being angry at him for such disrespect."
"What's, the matter bitch, you look shocked?" he said with the smuggest look I have ever seen on a man's face.
"You thought I was going to kiss your ass like your little pathetic Indian husband?"
"It's just surprising Zach, I never thought you would be this dominant during our first time."
"I am dominant in bed there is no question about that, whether it is the first time or the tenth time, and by the way don't ever call me Zach when we are fucking, every time my dick is out the only thing you can call me is daddy or baby."
"You can call me Zach when you're Cumming if you want, but other than that never call me by my name while we are engaged in sex, got it bitch?"
"Yes Daddy!!" I said with a newfound enthusiasm in response to this surprising treatment from this white stud.
"Now, be a good curry slut, and change into your Indian outfit, your white daddy is going to fuck you and your culture."
"God, that's so fucking hot daddy!, ill change right away!"
I quickly got my suit case and rushed into the bathroom to change, initially I wanted to change into this saree for tonight but Zach's desire to colonize me early made me abandon my initial idea. Me and Zach are going all out from the start.
I pulled out my red saree that I was going to wear for him, this was something I surprised my husband with on my 5th wedding anniversary. It was a more of revealing saree than the typical sarees for public wear.
When I put it on, most of my navel/belly and a good part of my back could be seen. The sleeves were short and only covered my shoulders while the shawl was somewhat translucent giving a sexier revealing look that would have any man weak in his knees.
Then I put on my gold: Valayal (bangels), my nethi chutti (forehead jewelry), and my kolusu (anklet chain). I looked at myself in the mirror and My Goddess, I looked extremely sexy, my black skin was contrasting with the red saree and the gold jewelry I was wearing, the only thing left that would complete my look would be a big white cock wrapped around my hand and touching my lips. I took a quick photo of myself in the mirror and stepped out of the bathroom.
My kolusu made a jingling noise as I exited the bathroom, Zach was focused on stroking his cock to maintain his erection. I stomped my feet and the jingle became louder, catching Zach's attention.
Zach took a look at me and his jaw almost hit the floor, I gave him a seductive smile and winked at him.
"How do I look daddy?"
"Shit, you look so fucking sexy, you look way sexier than I imagined."
He let go of his cock and, his cock now long and hard started twitching, ready to fuck the shit out of me. I knelt down before my white Viking stud and once again started sucking on him, this time slowly and more seductively, the spit from earlier made it much easier this time around, and I was able to take an inch more of his cock down my throat.
"Holy, fuck Ambika you sexy little slut, you look so good sucking my dick with your Indian outfit on, my dick might explode now, fuck!"
I released his dick and spit a big wad of saliva on his dick and started stroking him slowly.
"What's the matter white daddy, you were so dominant before, now it looks like you might cum from just my mouth." I teased him.
"Fuck, you're such a sexy slut, it's going to be hard but I'm not going to cum early you bitch, I'm going to have you screaming in pleasure all day today!"
"Then prove it white boi, your dick is already drenched with my spit, and my pussy is leaking with my juice, it's time we fucked now."
With that my Viking stud picked me up and threw me onto the bed, he then flipped me over, pulled up my saree exposing my big black ass for him. He grabbed my right ass cheek with a strong gorilla grip, I felt like my ass cheek was going to pop. Then he released his grip, I was eagerly waiting for him to push his dick in, but my pussy couldn't feel the contact from his dick head.
*SMACK*
I immediately felt a painful sting on my right butt cheek, the feeling slowly turned into pleasure, again he smacked me and I let out a soft moan this time.
"You like that don't you bitch?"
"Yes, daddy I do." I moaned
Again, he smacked me but this time on my left cheek, and I let out a louder moan.
"Has your cuck husband ever slapped your ass like this slut?"
"No never, not like you daddy."
Then I felt his big dick slapping against my right ass cheek, his dick was hitting my butt cheek with a surprising amount of force, he would alternate slapping between the left and right cheeks for about 20 seconds.
"Are you ready for my Big White Cock curry slut?"
"Yes, daddy I'm ready, put it in me, I can't wait anymore I need you in me now!" I moaned.
"Take it slow daddy your dick is so huge please let my pussy get ready for your full length."
"I know that slut, you just keep your ass up while I do the work."
With that he thrust his tip into my pussy, my pussy completely wet was able to take the head in fairly easy. Then he inserted some of the shaft and it felt a little painful, the dildo I practiced on was his size but his dick seemed a little thicker. I let out a moan and tried to suppress it with a pillow. "ummmhh."



"Don't worry slut, your pussy is just getting adjusted to the size, I'll put it in your P spot."
With that he slowly pulled back his dick and thrust the same length again, he kept thrusting like this until I felt my pussy starting to further expand.
He then picked up the speed and thrust faster inside me, this time instead of some pain, I felt a wave of pleasure come over me. My pussy was starting to swallow more of his cock with each thrust.
"Oooohhh! Fuck daddy you feel so good inside me!"
I could feel most of his length was in me now as he was thrusting further into me, this long white cock is reaching depths inside me that my sweet husband can only dream of. Zach was smacking my ass with his strong hands as he was thrusting, making me even more aroused. I started thrusting back onto his cock due to the extreme arousal I was feeling.
"Thats it curry bitch throw that ass on my big white cock."
I was rapidly twerking my ass on his dick up and down, his masculine hands had now gripped my hips, he was entering deeper and deeper until I could feel his groin on my ass cheeks.
"Keep going daddy plunge your mighty spear inside my pussy, I can take it all of it now."
With that Zach gripped my hips tight and with a single powerful thrust pushed his entire white cock inside me."
"OH MY GOD YOU'RE SO FUCKING HUGE!!!" I screamed.
Zach pulled out and again he thrusted it all the way back into my pussy, and this time I felt all the pain leave, and be completely replaced with overwhelming pleasure.
Zach then started to pound me from behind with much more rapid speed than I could have ever imagined as he was ramming his dick with such ferocity and vigor.
"Ummmph! Ummmmph! Ummmmph! FUCK YES!!!"
"You feel so good daddy!"
*SMACK*
Zach once again smacked my right ass cheek with even more force than before, he was starting to dominate me slowly. He kept smacking my ass with no sign of fatigue, he was sending me over the moon in sheer pleasure.
*SMACK*
"What you want slut?"
"Ummmph! Ummmmph! I moaned.
"What do you want slut? hmmm???" he repeated with more authority this time.
"I want your BIG WHITE COCK daddy!!"
"Do you Like how I'm fuckin you bitch?"
"OH MY GOD YES IT FEELS SO FUCKIN GOOD!!!"
"Why does that feel so good, hmmm???"
He then increased his speed and thrusted into me with even more violent force.
"OH MY GOD, AAAAHHHH, AAAAHHHHH, AAAAHHHHH, AAAAHHHHH!!!!!!!!!" I screamed like I never had before.
"WHY DOES IT FEEL SO GOOD BITCH!!!" he roared
"BECAUSE OF YOUR BIG WHITE COCK DADDY!!! YOURE FUCKING ME SO DEEP AND FAST!!"
"Better than that fuckin little Indian cock, your husband gives you? Huh?" he said with such boldness.
I tried not to answer but it was hard, here he was a big white stud humiliating me, and wants my willingness to disparage my hubby with him.
I tried not to answer, feeling incredibly ashamed at the situation I was in, a loving Indian wife and mother being fucked into submission and humiliated by a powerful aggressive young white man.
I bit into my pillow to avoid screaming, but my moans went through regardless.
"Ummmph! Ummmmph! UMMMMMMMMPH!" I couldn't contain the pleasure that was flowing through my body, it was completely overwhelming me.
"I didn't get an answer curry slut, tell me now or else I will stop fucking you and leave."
His words pulled me out of my near orgasm, and I immediately turned my head around to look at him.
"NO!! Don't you dare stop fucking me!!"
He kept pounding into me, with such animalistic ferocity. This white boi is going to make me his whore completely by the end the day, there was no way out now.
Then I felt a sharp pain from the back of my head, he was pulling my hair back and now I was looking at the ceiling, if my husband ever pulled my hair during sex I would have kicked his balls. But with this white boi, God it felt divine, my pussy already started creaming and I could feel his cock become much easier to handle then before.
"I'm not going to say it again you nasty curry slut, I want my answer."
I tried hard till this point not to answer but to come this far and stop would be utterly tragic, Zach had won, I am not letting this white hunk leave me.
"YOU'RE WAY BETTER THAN MY HUSBAND, HE COULD NEVER FUCK ME LIKE YOU, HIS TINY INDAIN DICK IS NOTHING COMPARED TO YOURS DADDY" I yelled out in pleasure.
"Thats what I'd like to hear slut, I'm going to turn it up even more now."
He started fucking me even more intensely, and I could feel my orgasm coming now, it was building up but I could suppress it again I thought. I was wrong this time it was too much. The wave of pleasure was overwhelming me now, I couldn't hold it in anymore.
"OH MY GOD, IM CUMMING, AHHHHHHHHH, FUuuuuuuucCK!!!!" I moaned loudly
I started squirting all over, but Zach still kept ramming his dick into my pussy as I sprayed him and the bed. I was taken back, never in all my life had I ever squirted before until Zach, I felt such happiness and amazement that I was taken this far sexually. Zach stopped thrusting and let his dick rest in my pussy.
"Looks like you squirted and wet the bed, I'm guessing this was the first time huh bitch?"
"Yes daddy, this was my first time, my poor hubby never made me squirt, you're the first to do it." I giggled.
"That's the power of Big White Cock you slut, no other dick can compare."
With that he turned me over, this time I was facing him in a missionary position.
" I haven't even cum yet curry slut, and here you are squirting on my dick, but if you think this is over, you're wrong, I'm just getting started."
"Holy fuck daddy you can go more? we have been fucking for 4 hours and you still have the stamina to keep going? I asked in amazement.
"Thats right you sexy Indian slut, I still have 2 to 3 hours I can go, I'm not like your pathetic Indian husband who goes to sleep after 2 hours of nonstop sex.
With that he gave me a deep passionate kiss, I kissed him back with equal passion. We started making out and I could feel his hard dick still in me not losing any size. He started kissing the sides of my neck which was making me aroused again. I felt that I needed to go even further with him. I started caressing his strong back as he was kissing me, then he sucked my nipples like a newborn babe yearning for milk.
"Ambika you're such a good fuck, but don't think this is a post sex make out session."
"I'm ready for more daddy, keep going I can keep Cumming more."
With that he picked me up, I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. He walked over to the window and parted the curtains, we could see the freeway and the all the busy traffic. It was a good thing there were only cars and no people walking close by.
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you in front of the everybody you sexy slut."
"This is so hot daddy, hopefully no one sees us."
"I want people to see us slut, that's what makes it more exciting."
With that we started kissing and I lightly bounced on his big white cock, he grasped my ass cheeks and aided my bouncing.
"Holy fuck Zach, I feel you even deeper than before, my God you're huge!"
"What did I tell you curry slut?, don't say my name when we are fucking!!"
"Sorry daddy I forgot, keep fucking me."
I bounced on his dick with more of my strength, and I could feel his dick plunging in and out of me. My pussy was easily able to take his cock, like it was just a normal sized penis. I felt proud of myself for conquering his dick and kept on bouncing on his cock, after 10 minutes, he increased the speed of his thrusting and I could feel my second orgasm coming.
"OH MY GOD ZACH, IM GONNA CUM BABY!!!"
Before my orgasm hit me, Zach kissed me which made the orgasm that much better, our lips were locked, and our tongues dancing in our mouths. God this white boi has already made me cum two times now, and he didn't even cum yet.
He then grabbed my ass cheeks and stopped me from bouncing on his cock, and pulled his cock out of my pussy. He then put me over his shoulder and turned me upside down with my mouth facing his cock. I instantly knew what to do and grabbed his cock and swallowed it. He thrusted slowly into my mouth, the feeling of his big white cock in my mouth was overwhelming. I desperately wanted him to start eating my pussy, but he did no such thing.
I could only get half of his long white cock down my mouth, each thrust felt like I was being plunged with a white column down my throat. He thrusted into my mouth faster this time ramming the back of my throat, I tried pulling his cock out of my mouth but he held the back of my head in place to prevent my escape.
"What do you think you're doing bitch? you're going to see this through the end."
He only sped up his pace and I was beginning to drool all over the floor from him face fucking me."
After a few minutes he slowed down his thrusting and stopped. He then placed me on the bed with his cock still buried in my mouth. He pulled his cock out, and slapped me across the face with it.
"How did you like that curry bitch; did you get enough of my white cock down your throat?"
"Fuck daddy it hurt when you were ramming me but eventually, I got used to the pain, it was so hot as you were making drool all over with your cock."
"Daddy your balls needs some loving too, let me suck on them please daddy?"
"You can slut, but be careful when you have a white man's testicles in your mouth."
"I will daddy no need to worry, hubby used to enjoy this when I would do this to him."
I got on my knees and took his right testicle which was the size of an egg if not bigger and completely devoured it. I sucked and tried swallowing it, and giving a little tug each time I stopped sucking. Then I would switch over to the left one and do the same process.
"Oh Fuck, You Indian bitches might be the best at sucking a white man's genitals, I fucked White, Black, Asian, Latina, and Muslim bitches, and none of them are as good as you."
I then let go of his testicle to thank him for such a nice compliment on my oral skills.
"Thanks, Indian women are the greatest white man's whores, we dream of sucking and fucking a big white cock and balls!" I said with elation.
I returned to sucking his balls, I then stroked his big white cock up and down as his egg sized testicle was being caressed by my tongue.
"That's enough slut, we are going to try a new position now get up."
I immediately got up on the command of the white alpha stud and eagerly awaited the next position.
Zach laid down on the bed, and gave me a come-hither motion with his fingers.
I immediately sat down next to him, at the request of my Viking stud.
"Since you're so proud of being my best dick sucker, why don't you try riding my white cock by yourself without any help from me."
"No problem daddy, I will be your best dick bouncing bunny."
"Don't get too cocky now curry slut, my Asian slut rode me for 45 minutes in the same position, do you have the stamina to match her?
"She is the most white cock obsessed whore I have ever been with."
"Well daddy, after today, she's going to be number 2."
"That's the spirit curry slut come worship your white man."
I got on top of him, grabbed his cock, and inserted it into my pussy, there was barely no resistance as his long white snake went into me as I got completely adjusted to it by now. I started slow to save my stamina, as I thrusted my ass slowly up and down the base of his cock.
"Does it feel good daddy?"
"Yes curry bitch it does, keep riding me."
I kept the same pace for 10 minutes and then started bouncing on his cock faster.
"OH FUCK, Daddy, your white cock feels so good inside my pussy."
"Do you like how my cock is colonizing your pussy slut, it made your pussy cum multiple times, and yet you haven't made me cum yet."
" I'm sorry white daddy, I'm going to make you cum I promise, I want your white seed to colonize my pussy."
I lifted his left hand and placed it on my right breast, he immediately grabbed it and fondled it gently as I was bouncing on his dick.
I then went at full speed and started bouncing up and down on his dick making him moan in pleasure in response.
"What's the matter daddy, is it getting too hard to hold back Cumming in me?" I teased him
"Fuck! you're good, not even my Asian bitch made me cum from this position, but I'm not Cumming in this position ever slut."
I kept the pace until I was extremely worn out from the bouncing and I stopped and collapsed on him.
"This is my limit daddy, sorry I couldn't make you cum, how did I do though?"
"You did well, you beat my Asian slut's record, look at the clock."
I turned around and saw it was almost an hour since we started this position. Happy with my little victory I laid my head on my Viking stud's muscular chest and he put his arms around me.
"God daddy you're such a fucking machine, you did not cum once so far and we have been fucking for hours."
He pulled me closer and we kissed softly, he looked at me with contentment and smiled.
"Ambika you were amazing, no other woman I bedded took me to the heights of pleasure like you, most of them were done after an hour or so, but here you are worn out after 6 hours of getting fucked by me."
"Wait none of your other conquests made it past 2 hours?"
"Nope, my dick was too much for them, but you took it like a goddess, I'm glad we met Ambika you're the perfect woman for me."
With this statement I felt extremely proud of myself, here is this young white stud saying I was his greatest sexual conquest. I felt like I was drowning in happiness.
With his praise of my sexual abilities, I immediately felt renewed and I got up.
"Get up Zach, we are not done yet, I'm going to show you what a real Indian white cock whore can do."
"No way, you want more Ambika, I'm feeling tired already let's eat before fucking again."
"What's the matter white boi, are you too tired to fuck this Indian goddess, I thought you were going to fuck me all day remember?" I teased.
"That's it you cocky curry slut, I'm going to finish you in the missionary position!"
He grabbed me and threw me onto the bed with force, God he is such a dominant stud.
"Listen slut, whoever cums first loses, got it?"
"Fine by me daddy, but you're going to cum now I'm going to make sure of it."
With that he immediately started thrusting in me, he stared slow but I wanted him to cum so I immediately started taunting him.
"what's the matter, too tired to fuck me harder?" I cooed
With that he immediately started fucking me faster, I could feel every inch of his powerful cock push into me searching for my womb. He was starting to grunt now and I could feel my victory coming closer. I started doing Kegels to tighten my pussy as he was ramming his cock into me.
"Shit" he muttered
My Kegel had its effect, it was harder for him not to cum with my pussy squeezing his dick.
"Aww, what's the matter white boi, do you want to cum in your curry whore?" I cooed.
"FUCK!" he yelled in response and started thrusting with a violent speed drilling me into the bed.
"God daddy, your big dick might conquer me completely, show my husband how much better you're at fucking me." I moaned
With that he let out a primal growl that sent shivers down my spine.
"ARRGHHHHH, FUCK! IM CUMMING AMBIKA, TAKE MY COLONIZER SEED YOU SEXY CURRY SLUT!!!"
"YES ZACH, COLONIZE YOUR INDIAN PUSSY MAKE ME YOURS!!!" I yelled out in response.
With that I felt a flood of semen erupting inside of me which made me cum in response as well.
"Oh fuck that was amazing Ambika! I guess I lost."
"Yes, it was Zach, you were just incredible!"
"Was it better than the sex with your husband, be honest now, since I asked you this in the heat of the moment."
I held his handsome face in my hands and gave him a soft kiss.
"Sex with you is much better than it is with my husband and I mean that with all my heart Zach, he can't hold a candle to you babe."
A smile crept upon his face and his eyes lit up with happiness as I mentioned this.
"Man, that's good to know, I conquered an Indian queen with my dominance and virility!"
"Well, you certainly conquered my pussy, you dethroned my husband and now you are sitting on his throne. Like a British general having conquered an Indian kingdom, and standing triumphant over the defeated king in the royal palace, while the queen stares at you with lust in her eyes." I said seductively
He beamed with pride, when he heard this and it felt so cute to have this young white stud gushing over me.
"When you put it that way Ambika, that makes everything I did that much better."
"In one day, I made you my woman, and I am your new man now."
"Woah hold on Zach, I'm your woman now, but not in the way you think it means."
"Ambika, I called you a whore and a slut to spice up our sex, I don't actually mean it, I see you as my girl or girlfriend now, and eventually my wife."
"Zach I'd prefer you see me as your whore instead of as your girlfriend."
"No way Ambika, I love you I want you as my girl and my wife one day, you're too important to me to just have you for sex."
With that I looked away from him feeling extremely guilty.
"No Zach please it's too fast, I feel guilty in calling you my man or boyfriend, I still love my husband Zach."
"Ambika a few more nights like this and you will fall in love with me, hey what about if we hang out together more like a trip to the beach or somewhere nice, that could build our relationship further"
"Zach, please try to understand I'm a married woman, I can't be frolicking around with a young man daily while I have a husband."
"Then get a divorce from him Ambika, so you can be with me."
"NO ZACH!!!, I love my husband and I always will love my husband and nothing is ever going to change that, no amount of mind-blowing sex and affection from you will change that!"
"My husband has done nothing but be good to me in our entire relationship, hell if it wasn't for him, I wouldn't even be here in this room with you."
"He has given me everything I asked of him, whether that comes at a cost to him, he was there for me through bad times in my life and I can't just throw him away like old clothes so easily."
Zach looked downcast as I said this, as his eyes avoided mine.
I reached out and held his head close to my soft bosom and softly kissed his head.
He looked up at me making eye contact, and I smiled to cheer him up.
"Alright Ambika ill just be your boy toy, even that is pretty good to be honest I just thought maybe there was a chance I could have you as my woman."
"Zach, you're not my boy toy, you're my new lover and to be honest after this sex session my feelings for you have grown rapidly. The way you are so gentle and affectionate when we are cuddling but masculine and dominant when you are fucking me makes me feel so young and womanly."
"Ambika I'm confused so what are we then?"
"Zach, to be honest I don't know myself, if I had to guess we are something between a friends with benefits to boyfriend/girlfriend."
"What I'm saying is this Zach, it's not like I don't have feelings for you, but I don't know what those feelings are exactly and what they will turn into, they may turn into love in the future who knows."
"Awesome Ambika, does this mean I have a shot at being your boyfriend in the future?"
"Yes, Zach you certainly do, I could even be your future wife one day but we have to explore these feelings together and by ourselves Zach, if one day it blossoms into love then whatever happens is by the will of the Goddess, but right now I'm not ready to just simply throw away my husband for you."
"So, what you're saying is, if I play my cards right, then we can be together and you will fall out of love with your husband."



"Well, you're half right, I will never not love my husband Zach, that's something I know for certain, me and him spent many years as a happy couple and not even you can change that."
"Even if I divorce my husband and marry you in the future, my love for my husband won't go away, in fact it would only grow, I won't love him as a sexual partner anymore but I would still love him as my best friend."
"Alright Ambika I understand, speaking of your husband I never really saw him nor do I know what he looks like, you said he isn't like a typical Indian man."
"Thats right, would you like to see a picture of him Zach?"
"Yeah, I would, I want to see the guy that my future wife is married to." he said with mischievous grin
I chuckled and gave Zach a quick peck on the cheeks and opened up my phone.
I saw a picture of me and him at the beach standing together with our arms on each other, and thought it would be the perfect picture to show Zach.
"Here Zach, this is my husband, have a good look at the man I love that you made a cuckold." I giggled.
I handed him the phone and I saw a look of shock on his face, that I didn't expect.
"What's the matter Zach you seem a little shocked and bewildered."
"I didn't expect your husband to look like this Ambika, the man is jacked and has a good height as well easily 6 foot compared to you I'm guessing."
"He is 6' 1" Zach, and yes he is built, the man has been physically active and worked on his body from late childhood."
"I was expecting a short, fat or a skinny fat short man to be your husband since those are all the Indian men I see Indian women with."
I laughed when he said this. " Yeah, that's true, most Indian women are with those types of men, but my husband is different I wouldn't have fallen for him otherwise."
"Zach, since we are comparing and analyzing bodies now, how much do you weigh?"
"I'm 246 pounds jacked Ambika, pretty big right?"
I started laughing, and he couldn't help but be confused at this.
"Why are you laughing? what's so funny?"
"It's nothing Zach its better if you didn't know."
"Tell me Ambika, is it about me?"
"Yes, it is Zach, are you sure you want to know?"
"Yes, I want to know."
"If I tell you promise you won't get mad or should I say upset?
"I promise I wont Ambika."
"When you said you were 246 pounds so proudly, I couldn't help but laugh because my husband is 250 pounds, so it's not really something mind blowing to me."
"No way you're lying Ambika no way is your husband heavier than me I'm taller than him anyways and I'm jacked just like him, so I'm heavier he is no more than 225 if you ask me."
For the first time in a long time, I felt my temper flare up, and I was not going to let this white boi get away with calling me liar because of his ego.
"Why the fuck would I lie Zach? did you think I was lying to you when I told you your dick is bigger than my husband's or when I told you just now you fuck better than him? I said in irate tone.
"No."
"Then I'm not lying when I'm telling you he is heavier than you, just because you're taller than him doesn't necessarily mean you weigh more, my husband is more compactly built, and you're more lanky but both of you are muscular."
I saw a look of humility in his eyes when I told him this, and I felt a bit of happiness that there was something physically my husband had that this white boi didn't surpass.
"What about your son Ambika, is he like his dad as well?"
"He's his father's son Zach, he's 6' 2" and muscular as well at 255 pounds."
I saw a downcast look on his face now, which I didn't expect to see at all.
"I placed my hand on his cheek and looked him in the eye.
"Hey, it doesn't matter to me that you weigh less than my husband, it doesn't take anything away from you as a man, today you completely colonized my pussy, be happy."
"Thanks Ambika, I'm sorry I thought you were lying; it was just my ego not accepting your words."
"It's okay Zach, you got other things on you that make me much more attracted to you anyways."
"Like what Ambika, I really want my ego stroked now that you just kicked it."
I let out a giggle at his statement.
I grabbed his dick and started stroking it slowly.
"I told you to stroke my ego not my dick."
"I'm going to do both Zach." As I kept stroking his dick.
"Zach first of, you have a much more attractive face than my husband, you're taller than him, you got a bigger dick than him, oh also I find your white skin way sexier than my husband's dark skin, and you're much more masculine than him at least in bed anyways."
"You dominated me today and made me feel more of woman today than my husband ever did in our marriage." I winked at him
"God Ambika that's so hot, you're making me hard again."
"Want to go for round 2 white boi? the day is far from over yet."
"You're on curry slut, I'm going to destroy that pussy again."
I kissed his cockhead and winked at him
"I'm ready, colonize me again." I showed him my big black butt and twerked it for him.
Zach and I fucked some more, later we ate dinner and we fucked more after until midnight. The intensity and duration of sex this day was far more than I could have imagined. I lay in bed with Zach's arm around me and his cock pressing against my ass, I felt excitement, happiness, guilt, and fear before my eyes shut.
Soon my alarm was going off and I quickly shut it off, and I looked over at Zach who was still sleeping. Looks like the big white conqueror had too much to handle last night. Still feeling horny I lifted the blanket so I could see his exposed cock, and there it was in all its glory semi erect from the morning wood.
I grabbed it and gently placed it in my mouth, I slowly bobbed my head on his dick, I could feel the long white snake growing in my mouth. God, it felt incredible feeling him growing in my mouth, his dick was slowly starting to fill up my mouth. I could feel the twitching in my mouth as I stopped sucking his dick, it was begging me to continue sucking.
At that moment Zach woke up, he groggily started muttering something but I couldn't make it out. I resumed my blowjob.
"FuuuuuuukkKKK Ambika, you're such a sex goddess, waking me up early with a blowjob."
"It's just a blowjob, Zach nothing more I got to get ready and get back home, but I want to give you a quick orgasm before I leave."
"Alright Ambika, I'm tired anyways, you wore me out, something no woman has ever been able to do."
I felt my chest swell up with pride when he said that, the big white stud subdued by my sexuality, I'm going to thank Adi shakti for what she has given me today once I get home.
I quickly started stroking and sucking his cock, getting it more and more erect as I massaged his balls. After a minute it was at maximum erection and I could feel the pre cum from the dick as it ran down my throat. I decided it was time.
"Daddy, do you want me to give you something I denied my husband?" I cooed.
Zach went from a tired state to one that was completely alert and ready when I said this.
"Yes Ambika, that's so hot, I want whatever your husband couldn't get from you."
"Daddy I never let my husband cum on my face because I thought it would make me a whore, I want you to be the first one to paint my face with cum."
"I want to be your whore daddy, shoot your load all over my face and body, make me your whore!"
"Get on your knees curry bitch I'm going to cover you with cum."
I immediately got on my knees and got a wonderful view of Zach stroking his big white cock above me.
"Here it comes bitch open your mouth so you can swallow some as well."
I opened my mouth, and stuck out my tongue as far and down as I could imitating the great Goddess Kali.
"FUUUUCKKKKKKKkkkkkkkkkkkk"
Zach exploded all over me I was able to cover my eyes just in time as cum landed on my head, it hit my forehead, lips, tongue, nose, cheeks, breasts, and the rest he sprayed it into my mouth.
I looked down on my breasts, and saw that his cum also got on my thaali, hopefully a divine sign from the great Goddess.
I swallowed his cum and looked at him with a seductive look with cum all over me.
"Congrats Zach, you're the first to do this."
"Fuck yeah!"
"Hold on Ambika I want to take some pictures of you with cum on yourself."
"Okay Zach but hurry up I got to get ready and go home."
He quickly started taking pictures of me, I gave a few sexy poses for the camera, with one of them having his dick in my mouth.
"Zach remember don't send those pics to anyone, if you love me like you say you do then please don't put those pictures out for everyone to see."
"I won't Ambika, I just need them to jack off until we meet each other again."
"It will be a long time Zach, expect next month or longer, so yeah have fun jacking off to those pictures." I giggled.
"Thanks Ambika you're the best"
I quickly got ready and left the hotel, my God what a Saturday. I opened the door and no one was in the living room so I quietly went to the puja room and thanked the gods for such a wonderful experience.
I then quietly went over to the master bedroom and found my sweet husband sleeping peacefully. At that moment all my feelings of guilt and shame washed away. I went over to him and sat down on the bed facing him. I waited for him to wake up and in a few minutes his alarm went off.
Paul woke up and quickly silenced his phone and then saw me.
"Ambika??, you're back earlier than expected."
I smiled at him for a few seconds before responding.
"I wanted to be back with my amazing husband, that's why I came earlier."
I immediately hugged him and he hugged me back.
"So how was it Ambika, was he all that you expected."
And there it was the moment that I was dreading earlier, but now all of my fears had vanished.
"You're quick to the point as usual Paul."
"Sweetie that Saturday with Zach was nothing short of an amazing experience."
"I'm glad you let me sleep with him Paul, it was new and exciting and him being white made it ten times better."
I saw fear in my husband's eyes when I said this.
I immediately placed both of my hands on my husband's cheeks and our eyes were completely lost in each other's. I could see the pain and the fear in his eyes as I was looking.
"Are you alright Paul, I know you want to ask me something."
"Ambika was...... never mind forget that I said anything."
"Sweetie, I know the question you want to ask me, there is no point in avoiding it, its best we talk about it and get through it."
Paul looked defeated and my heart hurt seeing him like this.
He diverted his eyes elsewhere and this made me feel sorry for him.
I pulled his head into the soft embrace of my bosom, he made no attempt to pull away and I stroked his hair slowly.
"Sweetie, it will be okay don't hold back, ask me what you want so we can move forward."
"Ambika was he........better than me?"
The 1st of the two dreaded question that I have to give an answer.
"Paul before I tell you I want you to know that I love you, I have always loved you, and I will always love you."
I could hear the gulp from him as I said this.
I kissed his forehead and gently stroked his hair.
The moment of truth has finally arrived there was no turning back now.
"Paul, Zach is much better than you to put it plainly, even your best couldn't beat his worst, he fucked me harder, longer, and gave me so many orgasms in one night."
"His cock reached places in my pussy that yours can never reach, he took me to my full sexual potential, something you can never do."
There was a silence in the room for the next few seconds, until finally I decided to speak again.
"Paul, I know it hurts your ego to hear this, but this is the truth, I love you Paul and I don't want to lie to you."
"But you know what, it's okay, don't feel bad about it sweetie, this changes nothing between you and me."
"How Ambika? how does this not change anything at all, I feel humiliated and defeated, I don't know if I can give you pleasure anymore.
"Paul look at me."
Paul's head lifted from my bosom and his eyes were in direct line of mine.
"The sex between me and Zach does not take away from the sex between me and you."
"Sex with you will still be great, I will still enjoy our wonderful lovemaking and your beautiful cock that gave me pleasure over the years."
"I hope so Ambika, I hope you can still enjoy me after experiencing him."
"I will Paul don't worry, just give my vagina a couple of days to recover and I'm back to the same tightness."
Paul now seemed a bit less sad now, he smiled at me and kissed me on the lips.
When he kissed me, I remembered how Zach blew his load all over my face, and a good amount of cum got on my lips. This thought made me kiss my husband back with more intensity. I wrapped my arms around his neck as we made out.
Paul pulled back and looked at me, with a newfound fear. I knew then the second question was coming.
"Go ahead Paul ask away."
"Do you know what I'm going to ask Ambika?"
"Yes."
"How?"
"You men are predictable when it comes to these things."
He looked at me nervously as I smiled at him.
"Ambika, I know you said sex with Zach was amazing and all but are you in love with him?" he asked with a quiver in his voice.
"No Paul, I'm not in love with him."
I watched as his eyes light up and a smile crept on his face.
"However, I do have feelings for Zach, I can't explain it, it might be a crush, infatuation, or some sexual obsession. I don't really know."
"Oh..., I guess that's fine Ambika, as long as I'm with you I won't lose any sleep"
With that he kissed me passionately and we continued making out.
To be continued.
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Ravi's POV:
My mom has been acting strange in the last couple of weeks, I can't say why she's in such good spirits as of lately but it's good that she's in a good mood and off my fucking back as of lately. She was constantly nagging me about my classes and my academic performance at the start of the new semester so this was a much more welcome change.
I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket; I already knew what the notification was about. My recent friends with benefits for the month was asking me for a booty call. Normally I would, but after previous FWBs I knew to keep myself from being available 24/7, which generally gives off a desperate vibe. Besides I had a test to prepare for. I texted Brittany that I am busy today and maybe we could meet up some time later.
Brittany: Ravi I was hoping you would be down to fuck; I won't be available after today for some time, I got a paper to write and a test to study for.
: It's ok Brittany we can always screw around sometime later anyways, focus on your test and assignments for now."
Brittany: Ok but promise to visit my dorm after my test is over, my pussy could use a good railing after the test.
: I promise, now get to studying before you fail a class, you horny slut.
Brittany: Will do you big dick stud!
With that I put my phone back in my pocket and resumed reading the chemistry book, this subject was always one of my weaker ones even before college. I decided it would be wise if I actually took this subject seriously and started preparing for the exam that was a week from now. I felt more confident as I was working through some of the problems.
Just as I was stuck in trying to solve the hardest one, I saw a hand smack the table. I looked up and it was my friend Murugan who was a high achiever in academics. He was a tamil like me but an ardent hindu, who always talked about religion and politics. We would have our disagreements but he was a solid friend, he would always help me in my studies if I had a problem.
"What's up Ravi, funny seeing you at the library you're rarely on campus besides the gym."
"Well, got no choice, I don't want my mom nagging me if I manage to get a C on this subject by the end of the semester, and I already got a C on the first test."
"Looks like the big stupid buffalo has to use his head for once."
Hearing that I turned my head and just as I expected I saw the short Nepali approaching Murugan.
This guy was no friend of mine but one of Ravi's, Ravi most likely bonded with him over their enthusiasm over their religion and academics. This shit head always tried to get under my skin, he always went on about his nepali heritage and his brahmin caste which no one gave a fuck about. He had extremely racist beliefs about black people and anyone dark skinned, hence my wonderful nick name "The Buffalo", which I always took as a compliment coming from this white cow worshiper.
"Acharya, you shouldn't give Ravi shit when he's actually trying to do well academically."
"Well, let's be honest Murugan he's just trying to scrape by with a B for this class since he struggles in chemistry, he's not an academically oriented person like us."
"Murugan, why the hell did you bring this midget along, I could literally use some peace right now studying."
"We are here studying together Ravi, it's much better when we study as a group, trust me ill help you out on the shit that you're struggling with and you can help me practice some problems by teaching you."
"Alright Murugan, just tell this brahmin boy to stop pestering me while I'm studying."
"Just ignore him Ravi, and Acharya if you can't keep your mouth from spewing distracting shit its best you just leave since this shit comes easy to you anyways."
"Relax Murugan, I need someone stupid I can guide and teach so I'll just stay, don't worry I already got my dig at him today."
"Anyways let's just study together and prepare for the test that's coming up."
We worked out most of the difficult problems from the book and practiced all the easier ones to drill it into our heads. The time was almost 5 pm and I was just about ready to pack up and drive back home when I heard the most feminine voice behind me at a distance. I turned around and saw the most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on. She was Indian most likely south Indian from her dark skin, just as I was admiring her, I saw white hands envelop her waist and pulled her back a bit. I saw a white guy kissing her cheek and her neck, which made me extremely jealous.
"Chad stop it, we're at the library, save that for when we get back to the dorms." She giggled
I quickly turned my head not to make eye contact with her and started staring at the textbook in my hand. The footsteps were slowly approaching us, I felt my heart rate increase as I heard each footstep. Then out of the corner of my eye I saw her walking slowly Infront of me, God she was divine, her slim waist and big wide butt made her so fucking appealing to the eye, gosh that might be the best ass to waist ratio I had ever seen. Then she stopped walking and turned left and started looking for some books, the white guy she was with followed her down the aisle. I glanced at Murugan and I could clearly see a look of pure rage on his face and acharya seemed to be bewildered.
"This is the book Chad, the anatomy of the human body, looks like all the diagrams I need to know are in here."
"Come on Meena, we got the book now let's head back to study on our own anatomy." He whispered
"Oh My God Chad people might hear you keep it down."
"Nobody can hear us Meena, and besides I'd rather they hear me anyways."
"Let's just go Chad."
I heard them exiting the aisle and I started writing some equations to make myself look busy as they came into view. I quickly glanced my eyes upwards and saw the Indian girl's eye resting on me for a second before she walked away with the white boy. I stopped writing the bullshit equation and started packing my bag.
"Ravi you sure you got everything down for the test?" Murugan asked
"Yes, I got everything down I just need a B in this class, I'm going home."
"He's probably leaving because that darkie cunt made him seethe with jealously." Acharya said with venom in each word.
"Shut up you pudgy midget before I kick your shit in." I responded back with anger.
"Acharya stop being such a dick, that white worshipping bitch got my blood boiling as well, she probably came down the aisle in front of us on purpose, probably to show of her dumbass white boyfriend."
"That's her boyfriend?" I asked.
"Duh, either that or an ex, her name is Meenakshi she is in a few of my classes. I heard from a few other Indian students she rejected all the Indian guys that approached her, and she only dates and fucks white guys." Murugan said with contempt.
"Talk about getting CUCKED!!, most Indian girls are getting with white guys these days, you guys might as well be the new East Asian boys soon!" Acharya laughed.
"You may not be Indian Acharya but you're still South Asian so you're in the same boat as me and Ravi."
"Like hell I am, I'm Nepali and I have fair skin not like you black Tamil motherfuckers."
"Dumbass thinks his Brahmin white skin makes him hot shit, Acharya last time I checked you get zero pussy so you might want to keep your condescending attitude down before you ever get laid."
I shut that short Nepali up with the truth and I could see him turning red in the face with pure rage.
"Ravi is right, Acharya you haven't gotten laid not once, besides we got Ravi and Yusuf to even the score for us south Asian guys. Yo Ravi next time you're at the library bring one of your white girls that you're fucking, so we can rub her in that bitch's face as well as that fucking white bastard."
"Wait Murugan, she comes to the library often?" I asked.
"Yeah, she's here most weekdays after lunch time, shouldn't be hard to run into her at the library."
"Okay I'll bring Heather over but cut this midget loose if you're coming, I don't want this pathetic cow loving boy trying to hit on her, and ruining my image Infront of her."
"Fuck you dickheads, Ravi you're just scared she might leave you for my Aryan dick."
Me and Murugan almost busted out laughing when he said this but we were quick to cover our mouths just in time.
"Yeah buddy, whatever helps you cope, Ravi you got my word it's going to be just me not him."
"Alright imma head home, Murugan if you want to start nailing chicks start hitting the gym with me once this test is over, and BAHMIN JEANS don't bother tagging behind him it won't do you any good."
"Alright Ravi Good luck on the test."
"Run home big buffalo!"
"Thanks for the compliment Acharya I'll eat beef Infront of you someday just you wait."
I headed home and opened the door, usually my loving mom would greet me by now and ask me how my day was, but instead I was greeted with a cold dead silence at the door. I took my shoes off and changed to my flip flops. I was about to head to my room, then I remembered my mom didn't call out to me. I decided I would head to the master bedroom to see if she was sleeping, as I approached, I saw the door was open and decided to peek in to see if she was sleeping.
To my surprise she was not sleeping but sitting up on the bed, staring intensely at her phone, she was waiting for something that's for sure she had an impatient look on her face. Then a notification sound came from her phone and immediately I saw her face light up, and she bit the side of her bottom lip, and gave the screen the most "FUCK ME!" eyes I had ever seen from a woman. I was shocked, what the hell was happening, then she let out a soft moan.
I quickly took a few steps back quietly; GOD was my mom sexting? I know dad and mom get frisky a lot around the house but couldn't she wait until dad got home? Well, whatever, its best she didn't catch me snooping on her so I decided to take a few more steps back quietly to make my entrance more audible. I then walked with more noise under my feet to the bedroom.
"Mom I was looking for you."
She didn't hear my footsteps coming in for some reason, but now my voice clearly caught her attention and she jumped up a bit startled."
"OH MY GOD!!!, You scared me Ravi."
"Mom, what are you doing sitting in the bedroom usually you get here before me, and greet me in the living room."
"Well, it's just I was feeling tired and decided to lay down for a few minutes, then I got a text from a friend that made me intrigued, it was some stupid video about a cat."
I clearly knew the cat video was bullshit, but decided not to say anything about it. Right now, I was hungry and needed food.
"Mom what's for dinner I'm hungry, I spent a little longer at uni studying in the library."
"Sweetie, I'm not in the mood to cook I feel a little tired why don't you order something for the family."
"Everything but pizza is expensive mom when you're looking at the three of us, should I just go with peperoni."
"Sure, order peperoni and make it large, my stomach is not particular about anything today anyways."
"What about dad?"
"Its fine order peperoni, he's not particular about anything these days and just eats what I put in front of him anyways."
Strange, usually she hates ordering out and loved cooking for dad and me, even if she was not feeling well.
With that I ordered Pizza and waited to see if the pizza arrived home before my dad, dad came a little earlier than expected and mom was there to greet him like she always does. At least she never falters in her devotion to my dad, and all my fears of mom sexting another man were washed away when I saw her looking at dad with such love and happiness. Yet, there was still a curiosity in me regarding why my mom lied, if it was dad she was texting why couldn't she just say that. Well, whatever her reason is, seems like it's not anything serious.
To Be Continued...
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Ambika's POV:
It's been a few weeks now since I initially fucked Zach, in fact I went to meet Zach every week for sex now, the sex I thought would wane after a few times but it's only been getting stronger every time Zach fucks me. That white boy had me under his spell, I couldn't stop thinking about him still, he would constantly dominate my thoughts. My pussy was yearning for his cock daily even though the pounding he would give it would have it sore for a couple of days. Paul surprisingly didn't seem to be bothered about the frequency of sex I had with Zach, he also wasn't asking for pictures or videos of Zach and I having sex either, since initially he was excited at the possibility of a video of me sucking Zach's big white cock.
Paul has been such a supportive husband through all of this, he has let me take complete control of our new arrangement, at first, I was hesitant to ask Paul if I could fuck Zach every weekend. I quickly worked up the courage to ask, since I already fucked another man now, fucking him again a couple times more wouldn't be too risky. To my delight Paul was not at all bothered by my suggestion and simply responded with "Sure Ambika, do what makes you happy." The freedom he has given me in this as well as in the entirety of our marriage made me feel so proud of Paul, I couldn't have married a better man.
It was Thursday evening and Saturday would soon be approaching, Zach was waiting for me as was I. The sex with Paul still felt wonderful but I feel like with Paul the sex is more of a husband-and-wife intimacy, with Zach it was like I was a bitch in heat ready to be his personal whore who worships him. This dynamic made me feel more completed as a woman, on one side I was a loving devoted Indian wife and mother, on the other side I was a cum hungry slut addicted to white cock. God just thinking about it sent tingles down my spine, the mouth I use to kiss my wonderful husband is the same mouth that is stretched and spread around Zach's big white cock. Just as I was relishing the thought, my imagination was quickly killed when I heard my son's voice behind me.
"Mom what are you making for dinner?"
"Mutton fry with Parotta (a flaky layered flatbread), it's been a while since you had this it, I prepared it with extra seasoning hope you will like it."
"Nice mom you've outdone yourself this time, for the past few weeks you've been getting lazy with your cooking."
"Sorry Ravi, it's just I needed a little break from the usual, anyways tonight's dinner will make up for it Chellam (Tamil word for endearment)."
"Where's Dad Ravi, is he still in the yard trimming the overgrown hedge?"
"Yea mom he is."
"Then why are you here Ravi, my goodness you're 19 Ravi just a year from 20 and still not taking up responsibilities around the house, go help dad."
"Really mom it's just trimming the hedge, nothing back breaking that dad needs help with, besides if he wanted help he would call me."
"Ravi, you really need to take these responsibilities seriously, no one needs to ask you for help, you should be telling dad that you would take care of it. You got nothing other than college during the weekdays, so why not help around the house as much as possible."
"Alright mom, I'll try to be more proactive when it comes to these meaningless tasks, you happy?"
With that my son left me in the kitchen, and my imagination was resurrected, I could see Zach holding my head in place as he was ramming his huge cock in my mouth. Just imagining it made me a little wet down there. Then suddenly I heard the door to the front open, Paul and Ravi entered the house talking about something that I couldn't hear.
"Honey looks like you've pulled out all the stops this time."
"Sweetie, it's been a while since I made something for you and Ravi to relish, hope this makes up for the half assed cooking I've been feeding you lately."
"It's okay Ambika, not every meal needs to be savory, anyways Ravi told me you told him to help me in trimming the hedge, look Ambika don't pester him with these small tasks, let him be free."
"Paul I can't believe you're siding with him; my white coworker's sons help around the house daily whether that's inside or outside the house, Paul you can't keep him as an irresponsible teen forever."
"Irresponsible? Do you hear yourself Ambika, Ravi was the one who fixed your flat a few weeks ago, he helped me around the house multiple times without needing to be asked if you're wondering, for the small stuff I don't need his help. He already knows almost everything that needs to be done, quit worrying about him."
I saw Ravi smirking at me playfully, and I glared at him to show I did not appreciate him making my husband argue with me.
"Alright Paul if you say so, I'll be off his back from now on, just make sure he develops into a responsible adult instead of roaming the city, getting into street fights, and who could forget sleeping with random girls!" I looked at Ravi as I said the last part with more volume.
"Mom please just stop worrying about me, after I'm finished with college life is going to be boring, I might as well beat up as many men as possible now to satisfy my aggression before I have to settle down. The girls are just there to release my hormones every once in a while, mom."
"Okay Ravi just don't expect me or dad bailing you out of jail like last time if you continue down this path, why can't you be like that nice Nepali boy Murugan hangs out with, apparently he is an excellent student who has a bright future ahead of him."
"Don't ever compare me with him, he is a disgusting weakling that looks down on me, my future will be decided by me and me alone whether you like that future or not!"
"Okay Ravi if you're not going to listen to me, at least try to stay out of trouble instead of looking for it."
"I don't go looking for trouble mom, dumbass weaklings start shit with me, and no I will never deescalate a situation, I will throw gasoline on the fire if someone starts shit with me."
"Ambika, I've raised him to be a strong man and to never back down from anyone, I will always help him regarding these situations he gets into. Let the boy be who he wants to be, you never liked your dad controlling how you lived your life so don't do the same thing to Ravi."
"Alright! Alright! do whatever you want Ravi." I said with disappointment
"Let's just eat dinner."
The boys sat down and enjoyed the meal, I must say I outdone myself this time the mutton was seasoned a little more with chili, which gave it a spicier kick to it than how I cooked it. Then that got me thinking, how could I add extra spice with Zach. Ravi was getting more and more unruly as time goes on and I felt like maybe I could look at Ravi's photo on my phone while I'm fucking Zach. Looking at my cantankerous son's photo while Zach is dicking me down would make my orgasms even more powerful. Ravi, you don't know it yet but your mom is a white cock whore, and one day for all your unruly behavior and pride you will be humbled when you find out that a white boy is fucking me.
After dinner my husband left for his usual late evening walk outside, I quickly followed him and caught up to him.
"Ambika it's a surprise seeing you accompany me for a walk are you trying to trim down for your boy toy?" "How long has it been since you joined me for my evening walk, wait I know, it was before you started fucking Zach."
"Don't patronize me Paul, I didn't get out of the house just to hear your jealousy, why the hell do you encourage our son being a violent person?"
"I don't encourage him to be a violent person, I just told him ever since he was young to never let anyone try to intimidate him or be docile to the world. You got nothing to worry about he will turn out alright."
"I really hope you're right; I just hope that boy graduates with a decent job, and I can stop about worrying about his future."
"Ambika, it's his freshman year in college, he's just enjoying his life right now, once he is a sophomore he promised me he's going to choose a major and stick with it."
"He better Paul."
"Paul, I want to honest with you, I decided to accompany you because my main reason was to talk to you about Zach."
"What of him?"
"It's just...... well things have been going great so far with him."
"Well, good to hear my wife is enjoying herself with another man."
"Oh stop it Paul, you like it when I fuck him anyways, so don't try to act like this arrangement is bothering you." I said as I winked at him.
"It's not Ambika I'm just concerned how obsessed you are with him, you're sexting him any chance you get, don't think I don't notice you sneaking into the bathroom taking pictures of your body for him."
"I know Paul and that's what I wanted to talk to you about."
"Okay say whatever it is you wanted say to me."
"My feelings for Zach have grown Paul, its honestly scaring me how fast it has grown within just weeks, I thought it was the sex but there is something more to it."
"Wait......Ambika are you falling in love with him?
"I... I...don't.... know Paul, but if in the case I do fall in love with him, will you be okay with it?"
"Of course I won't be okay with it Ambika, if you were to love him then what would become of me?"
"Oh, sweetie I would love both of you!...... just in different ways."
"WHAT THE FUCK! love us in different ways? that's bullshit Ambika!"
"It's possible Paul, I know it's difficult to process but think of it like this, I love you and Ravi but I love you both differently."
"But he's your son that's different Ambika."
"Paul please try to understand, I know it's hard for you to accept it but there is a high probability I might fall for Zach soon, loving Zach does not mean I stop loving you as well."
"With what you're telling me, my worst fear is now a real possibility now."
"I know but you told me if it came down to that, you would still love me remember?"
"I know Ambika, and I still stand by what I said, I would still love you but it would be painful for me to know that you're telling another man you love him."
"I know it will be painful Paul but please endure it for me if that were to happen, I can't bear you hating me."
Paul stood still and looked at me for a couple of seconds. I couldn't meet his eyes and was looking at his broad chest with shame. I wanted him to hold me and say it's okay and that he would be there for me no matter what happens with me and Zach but he didn't. Then finally he spoke.
"Ambika, would you accept it if I were to love another woman and I still loved you as well, answer me honestly Ambika."
I didn't know how to respond, of course I wouldn't accept it, I can't even imagine Paul loving another woman besides me and if it was a white woman all hell would break loose. I would honestly kill Paul if he got with a white woman and said he loved her.
"Paul to be completely honest with you... no... I wouldn't accept it, it would break me if you told me you loved another woman, but I feel like you are special Paul in that you can accept it if I were to love Zach."
Paul looked at me and smiled, he enveloped his arms around me and I pressed my head against his chest. It was really comforting knowing that Paul still loved me even though I couldn't go through with the same scenario.
"Ambika, you're the only woman besides my mother I ever loved, ever since we got married I felt that I got extremely lucky with you, you're the best wife I could have possibly gotten.
"I hear about wives of other men how they either wish they never got married or they would want to be fucking some other woman because their wife is not affectionate with them at home."
"You're the most affectionate, caring, and loving woman a man could ask for, you made some sacrifices in your life for my sake such as your parents, friends, and your career, now it's time I make mine."
"Ambika, I know that you said you said you're not sure if you loved Zach but I feel like that's something inevitable at this point and your feelings are just one visit away from being in love with him."
"Oh Paul! I am so scared this might happen when I visit him this Saturday."
He gave me a reassuring kiss on the forehead, and rubbed my back.
"Ambika, it still kind of scares me to think about it, but at this point there is no denying it, he's your boyfriend now and that won't stop me from loving you. I've seen the way your eyes light up when he texts you and when you come back from the hotel you glow with such happiness and satisfaction."
"Paul, it's just that its new and exciting, I'm finally fucking someone other than you and I just get carried away with it."
"Ambika don't lie to yourself it's been a couple of weeks since you and him have been fucking and you've been fucking him multiple times in a day, hell you don't fuck me more than once a day!"
I couldn't deny that, it's like Zach was more than just sex, he was an important part of my life now, the excitement from his texts alone would make me forget about everything else. I still couldn't believe that this white boy had this hold on me, I was yearning for his affection and praise. Sexting with him would take priority over everything, even my family. I remember the time when I was cooking Pongal (popular Tamil dish and also a festival) for my two boys then Zach texted me randomly to see me topless in the kitchen, I stopped cooking and immediately undressed myself in the kitchen to take a pic for Zach. Not a thought was given to the possibility of my husband or son walking in on me sexting with Zach. My husband was right, Zach is my boyfriend and that's something I fought with in my head for the past week but deep down I knew that's what I ultimately wanted in the end.
"You know what? You're completely right Paul, I can't deny it anymore I want Zach as my boyfriend my feelings have grown rapidly since I first met him."
"I'm sorry that I don't fuck you multiple times in a day like him Paul, but please try to understand that sex with him is simply new, mind blowing, and I only see him for one day in a week so I want to get the most out of him as I can."
"It's alright Ambika, so what are you going to wear for your boyfriend this Saturday, you sexy milf!"
"Paul stop being so nosy, it's for me to know and Zach to find out on Saturday." I said seductively
My husband and I then locked lips and passionately kissed each other before returning home. When I slept that night, I had a new dream that was completely different from my previous dreams that were sexual in nature before having sex with Zach. This time I saw the Goddess Durga, but there was something much different about her than what I was told in stories. The Goddess was not a fair maiden but a dark-skinned mature woman that looked exactly like me. She was riding a lion but unlike in the stories and the pictures where the lion is of regular yellowish-brown color this lion was a white lion. In the dream she was fighting the buffalo demon Mahishasura, who fought with her in his wild black buffalo form first.
The buffalo was powerful and she couldn't mange to get a killing blow on the beast, so she threw her noose around its enormous neck and managed to restrain its mobility. Then the demon changed from its buffalo form and into a lion. This lion unlike the lion the Goddess was riding on was a dark black maned lion. The maned lion charged at the lion of Durga and fought with it, it was the stronger out of the two and managed to batter and bruise the white lion. Durga watching this reacted in great fury. She quickly raised her sword and with lightning speed brought it down on the black maned lion's neck beheading it.
Out of the headless lion, the demon shifted into an elephant this time, the elephant had ensnared the white lion of Durga with its trunk, Durga cut off the elephant's trunk with her sword and the demon shifted back into his previous buffalo form. The buffalo charged with all it's might toward the goddess but she was too elusive and managed to slip past the long curving horns of the black buffalo. Turning around the buffalo charged for a second time. This time as the buffalo was about to make contact with her and the lion, the lion jumped onto the back of the buffalo and latched onto it with its teeth and claws. The goddess raised her foot and brought it down with great force on the spine of the buffalo causing it to break, the buffalo in agony laid paralyzed under Durga's foot, it groaned out in pain from its broken back but the Goddess not caring for it's desperate cry of pain immediately beheaded the buffalo with her sword.
Then this time the demon in his original humanoid form came out from the neck of the decapitated buffalo. Goddess Durga immediately impaled the demon man's heart with her trident. The demon yelled out in pain before locking eyes with the Goddess. When I saw the demon's face, I was surprised to find his face being exactly the same as my husband's. I was shocked with this revelation, I desperately wanted to run toward him and plead with the Goddess to spare him but my efforts were futile because I was nothing more than a spectator observing the battle.
I watched as the Goddess stomped her foot on the demon's muscular chest, which caused Mahishasura to cough up blood. The battle was over, the Goddess was victorious, she had slain the great invincible buffalo demon Mahishasura which no male entity (God, Demon, Monster, Human, Beast) could defeat. As Mahishasura was dying he looked at her not with anger or with fear but with love and accepted the outcome and made peace with it. Durga looked at Mahishasura with sadness in her eyes which flowed into tears running down her cheeks. Then Mahishasura disintegrated, and the dream ended for me.
I woke up frightened and almost jumped out of bed, realizing it was just a dream I calmed down. I looked at my husband who was sound asleep, relieved to find him alive and well I gently caressed the side of his head making sure not to wake him and then planted a soft kiss on his cheek. It was 2 in the morning and I needed answers quickly. I got out of bed and walked toward the puja room, I saw the images of all the gods but I singled out the image of Durga, and prayed that she would quickly unravel the meaning of this horrible dream for me. Why was I Durga, why was my husband Mahishasura, why was the lion white, all these things kept me up at night until 4 before I eventually returned to bed and slept. The next day this dream would constantly play out in my head vividly, my work however broke me from this dream as I was filing some important papers. Then I got a text from Zach, which I immediately checked.
: Babe, are we going to meet tomorrow like usual or do you have something going on?
I wasn't too sure about meeting Zach this Saturday because I was deeply distressed about the dream I had at night. Then before texting Zach no, I remembered Zach was part of my previous sexual dreams maybe this new dream had something to do with him as well. The Goddess could answer me if I were to meet with Zach, my previous sexual dreams stopped once I slept with Zach maybe it would work out the same way for this one as well.
: Yeah, Zach we can meet Saturday, I will book the room when I get home.
: No don't Ambika we are not meeting at the hotel this time. He sent with a smiling devil emoji.



: Then where are we meeting Zach? it's not going to be in my house I can tell you that for sure, at least not yet. I replied back with a winking emoji.
: Ambika eventually we will fuck on your martial bed it's just a matter of time, but for tomorrow we will meet at my parent's house.
: What?!, what the fuck are you saying Zach, how the fuck can we have sex together at your parent's house, it's just insane!
: Babe don't be afraid I want you to meet my parents, I told them I got a girlfriend now and they wanted to meet you.
: Zach we never discussed about what our relationship status is, so why the hell did you tell them I'm your girlfriend.
: Face it Ambika, you are my girlfriend now even though you're married, the way things have been going between us anybody would most likely think that we were boyfriend and girlfriend.
Shit he was right, even Paul noted this and he didn't even see Zach, my obsession with Zach and my constant need for his attention and affection after weeks had gone by could mean only one thing. I knew it was inevitable but it came too soon. Finally, I decided to just accept it, Zach at this point was my boyfriend and it's something that I have been secretly wanting as well.
: You're right Zach, at this point we are girlfriend and boyfriend, but tell me this will your parents accept me, a Indian woman whose more than 20 years older than their son as their son's girlfriend and possibly future wife?
: Ambika, I told you previously it's not about them approving but more so about us being acknowledged as couple by my family. I will stand by you, my mom would not approve of you and my dad may be wary about it but we will get through to them in time. I want them to know you're my woman Ambika.
: Okay Zach but if they say anything about me, I want you to defend me and not just simply be a timid boyfriend that's trying to placate them.
: I will Ambika I'm ready for it, I argued with my mom several times before so this will be nothing new and scary for me.
: Alright Zach, I will meet you Saturday.
: Ambika don't wear anything too revealing when you come or they might get the wrong impression about you.
: Zach I'm not an idiot, there is no way I'm going to wear something like that Infront of your mom. Anyways give me the address tomorrow evening so I can come by for dinner.
: Alright babe I'll send you the address tomorrow evening, see you then babe.
With that I resumed my work until it was time for me to head home.
To be continued.......
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Ambika's POV:
Zach had sent me the address to his parent's house as soon as Friday evening, and it looked like it was only a 15-minute drive, not bad. Paul and Ravi would have to do without me, Zach wanted me late Friday instead of Saturday just so we can eat dinner quickly and fuck. I'm not sure how he was planning on having sex with me in his own parent's house were his parents that liberal when it came to that? Well however they are, Zach promised me he would take care of things when I got there.
Surprisingly I didn't feel nervous about meeting his parents, when Zach had mentioned it, I felt extremely scared I would be meeting them this soon, but as soon as he said he would stand up for his woman, I felt an overwhelming peace wash over me. I knew then my man would stand up and be there for me if his parents got out of line. God I can't believe I thought of Zach as my Man now, that was always reserved for Paul even when I started to fuck Zach, I felt that Paul was the man I loved but these past few days my feelings for Zach had grown. At first, I tried to fight it, deny it, and rationalize that these were just the effects of new relationship energy but after Paul made me realize I was falling for Zach I just accepted it. I was falling in love with Zach, now that I'm going to fuck Zach again, I feel that my heart will open up to him completely.
I started packing my clothes and kissed Paul goodbye as I left the bedroom, I walked past the living room and just as I was about to approach the front door, I heard Ravi's voice coming from the stairs.
"Mom what's with you and these girls' night outs, you're leaving us every weekend, don't you think this is too much?"
In response I calmly turned around and met his eyes afar.
"Ravi, I am a grown woman and I don't need my 19-year-old son telling me where i should be, I spent my 30s raising you and being beside your father. Its time I lived my life a little, outside of you and dad."
"Really mom you're in your 40s and you're talking about living your life? this is so unlike you, why can't you go back to being how you were before.
"Ravi that's enough! what am I going to do here anyway? I need some excitement in my life, please Ravi I can't be cooking and looking after you and dad every weekend, and besides you can actually use my absence to learn how to cook."
"Alright mom, experience your girl's night out whenever you want, I'll just do some cooking on my own."
That boy is just getting on my nerves every now and then, maybe Paul and I raised him with too much freedom. Well, whatever it is, I have to prepare myself for when Ravi finally finds out that I'm fucking Zach. I have already started to get into arguments with him as to put up a shield so that when the day of truth comes, I will be well equipped to deal with his anger. I have done everything I can as his mother and now he will be a young adult, its time I started to put my desires ahead of his now.
I headed out the door and got into my car and drove towards Zach's residence, as I was driving, I felt calm and relaxed, I felt like I was prepared for anything that was about to happen. The traffic was light and I was approaching my destination, as I was 5 minutes away from Zach's parent's house I was amazed at the neighborhood clearly, Zach was from a well of family all the houses looked expensive. I slowed down my car to take in the sight of all these magnificent houses to my right and to my left. I was never big on money but my Goddess, living in these homes had to feel amazing, just the outside view got me imagining what's inside.
As I neared Zach's place, I looked down at my gps and I only had a minute left and I quickly drove a bit faster not wanting to waste any more time. As I reached the destination, I was shocked to find Zach's place to be......even more grand than all the houses I had seen in this neighborhood. His place looked like a modern-day mansion, the space it took up was quite large maybe the largest house I've seen up until this point in person. It was intimidating walking up to the house itself, i felt like I didn't belong here, like I was lowly peasant making her way to the king's palace. Then I remembered Zach my sexy knight chose me as his woman to be and my insecurity vanished, if I was good enough for Zach than I was good enough for this house. I rang the doorbell and hoped Zach instead of his parents opened the door, but alas the worst person answered the door.
Zach's mom: "Hello?"
"Hi! I'm Ambika, Zach invited me for dinner it's nice to meet you!" I said nervously as I held out my hand, for a shake.
Zach's mom: "I am guessing you must be Zach's girlfriend? " She looked at me with shock and a suppressed look of disgust, she didn't even bother shaking my hand making me feel extremely awkward and humiliated.
Zach's mom: "I'll let Zach know you're here, just wait outside for a few seconds."
With that she closed the door on me and I was left waiting outside like a stranger. Didn't Zach tell them I was Indian, why was this meeting with his mother so awkward, Goddamit I should have texted Zach first that I was Infront of his house instead of rushing things.
I then heard footsteps walking towards the door, and just as I guessed, it was Zach who greeted me this time.
"Ambika I'm glad you could make it."
Seeing my tall white knight, I immediately hugged him and he enveloped his arms tightly around me assuring me that he had my back.
"Zach, you never told me you lived in a mansion! I was surprised when I entered your neighborhood."
"Well, I didn't want to be come off as a snobbish white boy, so I thought it would be best if I never mentioned it."
"Anyways Zach, you didn't mention about me to your mother, she looked surprised that I was your girlfriend."
"Ambika, I did mention that I had a girlfriend to my parents."
"Just that you never mentioned to them that your girlfriend is a mature Indian woman, right?"
"I wanted to surprise them Ambika, don't worry everything will work out just trust me okay babe."
"Alright Zach."
With that he took my hand in his and led me through the door. When we entered the interior was so spacious I couldn't believe how much room there was even with all the big furniture. The marble floor looked so beautiful contrasting with the furniture and other things in the room. I walked down what seemed like a museum, amazing sculptures of what looked like Nordic gods and portraits of fine European men hanging on the towering walls. The place had a modern and an antique vibe to it at the same time, the TV was enormous most likely one of those huge 100-inch Tvs, yet it didn't look like it took up much space in the living room.
"How do you like my place, Ambika?"
"It's amazing Zach, I never been in a house that's so big and also this beautiful, God why didn't you tell me your parents were rich?"
"If I told you that, I would look like some arrogant rich kid that's trying to win you over with money, I wanted you to want me for me: a young, sexy, big dicked white boy."
"Oh Zach, that's exactly why I wanted you, anyways where are your parents your mother opened the door for me but she is not present now."
"I don't know Ambika when she told me you were here, I just rushed downstairs to meet you, I think she might be in the bedroom, I'll just go check on them, just wait here."
"Okay babe."
Zach left to get his parents and I tried making myself feel more confident in meeting his parents.
God Ambika get it together, I can't show any signs of weakness Infront of them, I will not let them walk over me just because I'm an Indian mother dating their college aged son. I know Zach will have my back but I need to show his mom especially that she won't intimidate me from being in a relationship with Zach.
I then heard multiple footsteps nearing it must be Zach and his parents I guess, then suddenly I heard barking, and I looked towards the hallway and a giant mastiff type dog was coming at me.
I had a great fear of dogs because of a traumatic incident with a dog that bit me several times in my childhood.
I immediately jumped up and started running, calling out for Zach to come save me.
"Zach!!!! Help!!!"
I saw Zach come out of the hall way running, he grabbed the dog's collar and was able to restrain it from getting closer to me. He told the dog to sit and it immediately sat obediently.
"Ambika don't worry he won't do anything, come closer and pet him."
"No Zach I'm afraid of dogs, I can't."
"Nonsense Ambika, I'm here nothing will happen, trust me babe."
I was scared out of my mind looking at this massive brutish dog but I knew my man would protect me if it decided to attack. So, I approached Zach and the dog.
"See he won't do anything Ambika, he just needs to know you're our guest, go ahead pet him."
I hesitated but decided to be brave and not let this dog see any fear in me. I stroked the massive head of the dog and surprisingly it was in a much more friendly mood now.
"There you go Ambika, now he knows you're not some invader in the house."
"What's his name Zach?"
"His name is Geri."
"Funny name, never heard that one for a dog before."
"It's a unique one for sure, he's named after one of the wolves of Odin."
"Oh, that's actually pretty cool, but I thought you said you and your family were Christian?"
"We are Miss Ambika, but that does not mean we don't appreciate the deities of our ancient ancestors, as you could see from the various sculptures around the house."
I turned to the new voice and sure enough it was Zach's dad who was accompanied by his mother. Things were going to get interesting during dinner that's for sure.
"Hi, you must be Zach's dad nice to meet you!"
"Nice to meet you as well Ambika, my name is John Wesley, and this is my wife Mary."
I then looked at Mary and I could already feel an unfriendly vibe from this miserable old woman. At least his dad was somewhat friendly, but I would give his mom the same energy back, if she wants to play this game then that's fine by me.
I immediately held Zach's hand in mine and this caused his mother to glare at me. I decided to be bold by not showing no fear Infront of Mary just like I did with Geri, this woman will not intimidate me from her son.
" I haven't had much to eat at lunch today, so Mary what's for dinner?" I asked with some smugness.
I could see my question had caused the hag to fume with anger, her face went from white to almost red.
"Well Ambika, since you're hungry and can't wait to eat, tonight's dinner is roast beef."
"I'm sorry Mary but my religion forbids me from consuming any cow or bull flesh, is there any vegetables, pasta, or anything else?"
Mary looked at Zach with such contempt that it almost looked like she was a bitter ex of Zach instead of his mom. It seemed like my disapproval was already decided the minute she opened the door and saw my face.
"Dear I think you can put together a salad for Ambika, is that fine with you Ambika, or do you have other dietary restrictions based on your religion such as cheese?"
"I'm fine with anything but beef John, but salad would do even though it's usually not the type of meal for a dinner I usually have."
With that we sat at the dinner table and Mary brought out the food, Zach and his parents were taking their time with their food, so I thought it would be best if I did the same as well. As we were eating, Mary was giving me dirty looks while she was cutting the beef with her knife and smirked as she opened her mouth to talk to me.
"Ambika, since we know you're Hindu I hope we haven't offended you by eating your God." She gave a light chuckle as she said this, clearly trying to get a rise out of me.
"Well Mary you see, you see we Hindus don't worship cows as gods we just think of them as sacred creatures."
"How so, what makes them sacred? did one of your million gods tell you they were and you people just went along with it."
"Dear, let's not take the conversation somewhere where it doesn't need to go." John said, trying to ease the tension between me and Mary.
"Honey I'm just curious that's all, nothing wrong in trying to know about our son's new girlfriend's religion."
"Mom please, she has her reasons and it doesn't have anything to do with us."
"Zachariah, I mean no offense, if she is going to be with you, we might as well know about her before this gets more serious."
"It's okay Zach, your mom is just curious, I have no problem with her asking about my religion."
"Mary the reason the cow is sacred in Hinduism is because of an ancient text and what the animal produces. I'm not sure if you have the time or interest to learn about it but to be frank in some Hindu scriptures, there is a story about a divine cow called Kamadhenu who was discovered or created by the gods and demons when they were trying to achieve immortality. The gods decided that Kamadhenu is to be sacred since she gives infinite milk, all cows on earth are said to be the earthly manifestations of the divine cow that nourishes all."
"Also, a non-supernatural reason is because cows give us milk, which we can use to make other dairy products as well as they give birth to calves, depending on the sex of the calf they can be used for various purposes. Female calves once they matured can be used to for milking and breeding which can continue the supply of milk."
"The male calves some of which can be used as bulls for breeding when they are of age and others as oxen to plow the fields in times before big machinery and electricity."
Mary started laughing after I finished talking, and Zach looked embarrassed.
"Ambika I'm sorry but that was not a good explanation as to why they are sacred, you see the spiritual or supernatural reason is clearly tied to the practical which came before the spiritual."
"If cows give milk, then goats also need to be worshipped as well, they too produce milk and we humans have used their milk as well since ancient times, also horses have been used to plow the fields as well in ancient times by people, so we should worship them as well by that logic, hell horses can be ridden as well making them much more useful."
"But goat milk is not as delicious or nutritious as cow's milk and horses are not at good at plowing the fields as oxen." I retorted.
"Actually, Ambika goat milk is more nutritious than cow's milk you can look that up and taste is subjective, some horses are just as good at plowing the field as oxen such as draft horses, and they can be used for more tasks than an ox."
Shit she had gotten me; I didn't have an answer to defend my religious beliefs from this inquiring white woman.
"Oh, and Ambika, cows don't give you anything, no livestock just gives you anything. I'm no vegan as you can see but it's obvious that without a human milking them, cows are not going to come over to you and place their nipples in your mouth and give you their milk, anything you think a cow can "give" to us, another animal can do as well and sometimes better."
"Besides Ambika in your home country I read that water buffalos produce more milk than the cows there and if I'm not mistaken buffalos are not considered holy or sacred like cows, even though they can do the same things as cows and do them much better."
Oh my Devi! why am in this position? is this something to do with my dream? I literally had no answer for her other than some guy long ago said that cows are sacred because of some story that no one can even verify.
"Mom! just leave her alone why are you interrogating her like she's some criminal."
"Zachariah, before she controls what you eat, she should at least give a good reason why you should give up beef, judging from how you've hardly touched the beef on your plate its best to have a good reason from her before you never touch beef again."
"Look Mary I am not like that, I don't force my husband or son to not eat beef, they just don't do it around me."
There was an instant silence in the room after my last statement, I could see the eyes of John and Mary looking at each other, then to me, Zach looked like he was about to say something. I guess he forgot to mention to them that I was married.
Finally, Mary decided she was going to say something, judging by her slight lip movement, and her intense eye contact with me.
"When my son told me he had an Indian girlfriend, at first I didn't expect her to be just a few years younger than me, now I find out from your own mouth that you're married?"
"Look Mary, the situation with my husband is between me and him, that part of my life has no bearing on my relationship with Zach."
"You're disgusting Ambika, here you are a married woman in her 40s lusting after my son!"
"Zachariah as for you, I know you have become more irreligious over the years, do you know that you're committing adultery or did you forget that was a sin?"
"Mom, Jesus said not to judge others lest you be judged or something like that."
"Zachariah do not twist the word of God to fit your desires, and besides I'm not a whore or a murderer, I have sinned I admit that, but nothing of this magnitude."
"Actually Mary, many people in this day and age marry and remarry other people, how many Christian stepdads and step moms are out there, I never see any sort of condemnation for them in your Christian community."
"There is Ambika, it's just not that loud that you would hear about it in your circles, but for devout Christians like myself, we do express our disgust at the idea of a blended family and all this step dad and step mom nonsense, especially a mixed blended family, goats and sheep need not intermingle."
"Thats enough now I think we could all just forget this conversation and finish our dinner in peace." said John as he interrupted the conversation before I could respond, he looked a little rattled after he discovered about my marital status.
The rest of the time spent on dinner was in silence and no one wanted to say anything more after the tension was elevating between me and Mary. Mary kept giving me looks of disgust as I was eating, as soon as I looked back at her she would avert her eyes from me.
Once dinner was over, I wanted to explore the house a bit and asked Zach if he could show me around. I wanted to explore this magnificent place completely before I leave tomorrow.
"Ambika where would you like to start?"
"Well Zach, I'm not really sure, why not your room first, then we can explore the adjacent rooms and so on."
"Good idea babe, lets head upstairs." Zach took my hand and we headed up the staircase, I admired the beautiful helical staircase which looked extremely high end with its marble treads and glass railing.
We walked upstairs as I was admiring the number of rooms, even the upstairs had more than double the rooms than my modest house. Finally, we reached Zach's room, which had comic book and cartoon characters that Ravi used to be interested in when he was a child. I was excited to go in, wondering what my boyfriend's room was like.
"You know Ambika, I have been fantasizing about entering your martial bedroom, but right now this is a close second, our time at the hotel makes me feel like we are just strangers getting some loving."
"I know what you mean Zach, I'm excited to see what your room is like."



With that Zach smiled and opened the door. We walked into his room hand in hand, My Goddess I felt like a teenager at that moment.
When I walked into the room, the first thing I noticed were Zach's trophies on his desk. Then I saw 3 posters of women in bikinis in his room near his bed. The first poster was of a beautiful African American woman with dark skin, that was hung behind his bed, the second one was of a small Asian woman that was hung Infront of his bed. The last poster had the image of a Latina I presume, who looked extremely voluptuous and enticing. All of them were in sexual poses that looked like they were seducing whoever was looking at them.
"Wow Zach, your room is bigger than what I thought it would be, but tell me what are all those trophies you have on your desk?"
"Those are my sports trophies before I got into college Ambika, what can I say I was a jock at that time. "
"It's good to know my man is athletic, but I already knew that from your physique, tell me what were the sports you competed in."
"Well as you can see some of them are obvious, like the football one Ambika, I'm an all-American boy so I couldn't ignore that one even though that costed me a few injuries at the time so I never spent more than a few months in it. "
"This big one was for basketball; it was the one sport I never really had any injury. The other ones are from soccer in my freshman year, and baseball in my senior year."
"Thats nice Zach, but I was also wondering what are these posters of semi naked women doing in your room, wouldn't your mom be furious if she saw them."
"She would be extremely furious if she saw them, I don't hang them up often because of that so I usually have them hidden between my bed, but I hung them all up there when you agreed to come to my home Ambika today."
"For me! wait let me get this straight you hung those posters up depicting semi naked women so your girlfriend can see them?!"
"Normally Zach, if my husband were to hang some posters of semi-naked women in our bedroom it would be livid, but since you hung up posters of beautiful women of color, I don't feel too bad considering you are my new boyfriend."
Zach then pulled me into his arms and I felt an immense feeling of lust washing over me, he held me close and looked into my eyes and stroked my hair before speaking.
"Ambika, do you know why I wanted you to see those posters of those women."
"Why did you want me to see them Zach?"
"It's because you are all three of those beautiful women of color combined into one body, you have that black woman's beautiful skin, the cute Asian woman's petiteness although you are much more voluptuous, which corresponds to the busty Mexican woman, you have her ass and tits."
"You are the perfect combination of all the things I found physically attractive in a woman for me, your 5 foot nothing contrasts with my 6-and-a-half-foot height."
"Your soft feminine features such as your big ass and tits contrasts with my hard masculine features like my chest, arms and cock."
"And last but not least your beautiful blackish brown skin contrasts with my white skin, making our sex that much hotter when my big white cock is thrusting into your big black ass during doggy."
"Zach you're making me horny already, do you really mean that?"
"Yes babe I do, all three of those women are porn stars but you were a pure woman who has not been with another man other than your husband when I met you, which is another quality I liked about you."
"Well, you eventually defiled me Zach I'm no longer that faithful Indian wife."
"Yeah Ambika that's changed now, you're my beautiful Indian whore who just so happens to be married and a mom."
"Yes, I am your Indian whore but before we fuck tell me how are your parents okay with this?"
"They probably aren't, so we got to keep it down when we are having sex otherwise my mom will lose her shit."
"Oh God Zach, if we were going to sneak around why not at the hotel we could get as loud as we want without any inhibition."
"I'm tired of fucking like strangers Ambika, I want you as my woman as I put my dick in you."
"I know Zach but don't you think you are rushing this; we could wait until you graduate from college."
"Thats too long Ambika I want to start living with you Ambika."
I was taken back when he said this, I live with my sweet husband how can I live with Zach if I'm already living with Paul, the only way I can live with Zach if I was to divorce Paul which still didn't sit well with me.
"What's wrong Ambika your mood changed suddenly, I know what you're thinking but it's a decision that you're going to make, it is going to be sooner than you think."
I didn't respond, this white boy could see right through me, and he was right I am going to have to make a decision but how soon was the question.
"Come on babe, let's take your mind off that, let's go explore the other rooms at my house."
With that me and Zach left his room, and I explored all the wonderful rooms upstairs, no matter how amazing these rooms were, I felt the burning question of how Paul would fit into all of this. Was his fate to be the divorced dad if I were to move in with Zach, or was he going to be a dethroned lover if Zach wants to move in with me, how would this crazy dynamic work.
God thinking about it was already making me stressed, I decided to take my mind off it and just admired the rooms.
"Zach, we finished looking at all the rooms upstairs let's go look at the ones downstairs."
"Sure Ambika, the downstairs doesn't have many rooms but we could still have a look just not into my parent's bedroom though."
"Yeah, that's fine, as long as I can see the backyard."
"Yeah, the backyard should be fine although I doubt you would see much of it now since it is dark outside."
"It's okay I can take a second look at it when I leave tomorrow morning."
"All right let's head downstairs."
Zach and I checked out the other rooms downstairs, just like he said there weren't too many like upstairs but still a lot compared to the average house.
"All right let's go see the backyard Zach."
Just like Zach said there was barely anything visible besides the pool, but even though not much was visible, I could tell the backyard was quite big from the size of the pool itself.
"That's about it for the house Ambika, we pretty much saw everything besides my parent's bedroom and my dad's office."
"I want to see your dad's office if you don't mind."
"I don't mind Ambika, it's just that it's located behind my parent's bedroom so we might bump into my mom if we go."
"Thats all right Zach, your mom isn't too bad, I got used to her now."
"Are you sure Ambika, the way she was chewing you out at the dinner table had me worried that you were getting uncomfortable being here."
"Its fine Zach, and besides you heard how I replied back to her, she doesn't intimidate me."
"Okay let's go to my dad's office."
With that Zach and I quietly walked past his parent's bedroom and into the office.
The office if I could even call it that, was pretty much a desk to hold a computer, small library, and everything else was just space for hunting trophies. The walls were decorated with the heads of various animals from the Americas and Africa. Heads of deer, antelope and some predators like bears, cougars, wolves, leopards were hung on the walls.
"Admiring my trophies are we Mrs. Ambika?" a voice thundered behind me which almost made jump out of my skin.
I turned around and saw John standing behind me and I quickly gained my composure.
"Sorry John I didn't mean to intrude, I was just curious that's all, me and Zach finished looking at all the other rooms, so we decided to look into the last one before we head to bed."
"Thats fine, have a look around as much as you want, hope my presence doesn't bother you."
"No not at all, in fact now that you're here I was wondering if you can tell me a bit about some of the specimens you have up here."
"By all means ask away Mrs. Ambika."
"The animals here are primarily from north America, but you have some animals from other parts of the world, what made you go to other parts of the world for trophies."
"Well, some animals like the white-tailed deer and elk, I figured I can hunt for meat as well as collecting some specimen that I found impressive. The other creatures like the large predators such as the grizzly up on the right, I figured one solid specimen would do."
"North America has only so much animals that you can primarily hunt for trophy collection, as you can see, I got the grizzly, cougar, wolf, moose, and bison.
"You have 2 wolves up there John, why so, if one good specimen is all you needed?"
"Well Ambika when I was hunting for wolf, the two you see up there came in a pair, both of them are very nice specimens. Usually in cases like this I would need just one, but since one was black and the other white, I figured their heads would look great next to each other on my wall."
"Oh, so you are also into collecting the variety in the animals like different colors."
"Yes, but only within quality, different colors and if there are some sexual dimorphic features within a species like the lion that is on the floor and the lioness to your left."
The poor lion's skin has been turned into a rug, but the lion's mane had caught my eye, the mane was extremely dark the only golden hairs were around the jaw and slightly on top of the lion's head. Eerily reminding me of the demon lion from my recent dream. Is there something the Goddess was trying to tell me? Whatever it is, I don't really understand it at the moment.
There was also a lioness head on the wall, John really was one of those big game hunters that just had to have every great beast and their variations as a trophy.
The rooms were big but this room was considerably larger than any other room I saw before, this was shown by the enormous elephant head that was on the wall, God the tusks on that thing were enormous. But interestingly enough the elephant's head was not the highest placed head in the room, there was a large cape buffalo head at the top most part of the wall almost touching the ceiling.
The buffalo, the elephant, and the lion rug were all lined up perfectly, and I just stared at these 3 animals, the other beats had lost my interest. John somehow caught this.
"You seem rather interested in those 3 African brutes Ambika, care to tell me why so?"
"Well, it's just out of all these animals these 3 seem to be placed together in a way that seems like they are connected, the buffalo head is at the very top nearly touching the ceiling, the elephant at the middle and the lion rug placed down on the floor."
"Do you have any reason why you did that John; the other trophies are kind of scrunched together, these 3 have good space between them and the other trophies."
"Very good question, in all my years no one who has visited this place and saw the trophies here asked me that question until you."
"There is a reason I have these 3 specific animals aligned like that, it's because these 3 were my greatest conquests."
When John said this, I felt a sick feeling in my stomach, like this was a dark foreboding what was going to happen in my life.
"All three of these animals have come close to almost taking my life."
"There is a low chance I would have survived if it weren't for my South African friend, who put the killing shot into these brutes."
"Out of the three which was the closest to end your life John if I may ask."
" The elephant is in third place, as it didn't make contact with me but it was still too close for comfort, unlike the lion and the cape buffalo."
"The lion made contact but it couldn't manage to sink it's claws or teeth into me because it was shot dead just a few feet away before it made contact, and the dead lion's momentum hurled it into me."
"The Cape buffalo however managed to draw blood and knocked me out with its horns, the horn was just a few centimeters from piercing my heart."
"Out of all my hunts this buffalo was the only one that I had to have surgery afterwards."
"Thankfully my friend saved me again, which I am indebted to him to this day."
"Did that make you change John, if it were me that would have been a wakeup call to quit hunting."
"Not a chance Ambika, my dad isn't one to be scared off by a quick brush with death."
"Mrs. Ambika, that encounter with the buffalo only solidified my great passion for this sport, knowing the thrill of danger could come any second when I am out there in the wilderness makes me feel more alive than anything else."
"This is why I am so inclined to hunting even more so than before, conquering a dangerous beast like that buffalo liberated me from the mundane tasks of life."
"I wanted to extend my hunting adventures to India and maybe bag myself a tiger like the legendary British hunter Jim Corbett, but alas India has prohibited hunting of most of the wildlife there."
"Do you know why they did this Mrs. Ambika?"
I was starting to get angry now and it was really difficult to hide it, but I managed to remain composed and give an apt response to John who was giving me colonizer vibes now.
"Well John considering India's history and the colonial regime that it once had, when British and Mughal noblemen wiped out a good portion of the wild life resulting in some of the more prominent animals being in the endangered list, even the lion which was the symbol of Great Britain was not spared from the genocide."
"The number of lions fell to about 20 in India before it came under protection, and the only Asiatic lions now live in the state of Gujarat, their numbers are slowly but steadily rising again."
"As you can see a good number of the animals that you wish to hunt are recovering from a low population, its best they are protected."
"What a shame, I greatly desired to add a tiger to my collection as well as a wild Asian water buffalo."
"I might however settle for Australia and hunt some feral buffalos there; those may not be as impressive but something is better than nothing."
"I'm going to join you for that one dad, those buffalos are pretty big as well, I saw a video of an Australian water buffalo staring down a saltwater crocodile in the water."
Great now my boyfriend was going to follow in his father's toxic footsteps of collecting creepy dead animal corpses. Then my mind began focusing on the 3 beasts once again, those 3 were the same as the ones in my dream except these were their African counterparts. This had to have some meaning, the goddess brought me here to discover it.
My train of thought was soon interrupted by the old hag's voice who was no behind me.
"John it's time we get to bed and as for you Ambika its best if you left now."
"No mom she's here to stay the night, she's not going anywhere."
Zach grabbed my hand in his and I gripped back, my man was standing up for me and I felt loved."
"Zachariah you are very close to getting kicked out of this house, let her go and go to your room, she can drive home."
"No way, if she's leaving then I am leaving as well, I'm not going to leave my girlfriend."
"Zacariah enough, leave that woman and go to your room NOW!"
"I am not leaving Ambika; I love her and she's going to be my wife one day whether you like it or not mom."
I looked at my Zach with pride, he stood up to his bigoted mother like Paul did for me long ago, the thought of being his wife made me feel proud.
"Your wife huh, did you tell your little Indian girlfriend that you already have a baby mama and a son, I wonder which one is going to be your wife."
I felt like I was hit by a sledgehammer when Mary spoke those word, could it be true?
Zach was stunned and didn't look at me, and this made feel extremely uncomfortable.
"What does she mean Zach?"
"Oh, don't get self-righteous with my son, mind I remind you have a husband and a son as well Mrs. India?"
I didn't know what to say, was Zach just using me for his sexual release like I feared, maybe I was just a fool in the end, how could I ever think of leaving Paul for Zach. Looking back, it was too good to be true, Zach was the most attractive man I had ever seen so it makes sense he would have women falling for him left and right.
So, a baby momma and a son aren't too surprising now and considering Zach's sexual nature, its highly likely that Mary was telling the truth.
Finally, Zach responded with a more confident tone.
"Mom, don't mention Rachel to my future wife, Ambika has nothing to worry about."
"I never loved Rachel, I just went along with the relationship because it made you happy that I was with a nice white Christian girl, we weren't sexually compatible mom."
"Sexually compatible, that's devil talk Zacariah, you don't have sexual relations of any kind before you get married, but here you are with an Indian harlot and god knows how many other women you frolicked with."
"MOM!!!"
"Thats enough, I heard enough shouting and bickering from you two and its best I come to a decision about this right now!" John yelled with such anger that I almost forgot this old man was somewhat friendly during our conversation.
"Mrs. Ambika can you please stay in the living room while I talk to my wife and son?"
"Sure John, its best I stay out of this conversation anyways."
I let go of Zach's hand and sat in the living room, while John, Zach and Mary closed the bedroom behind them.
Geri came up to me and started licking my hands, I petted his head which made him stop the licking. It was just the dog and me now, I wonder what those three were saying to each other right now. It was a good 45 minutes of sheer silence and boredom before I heard the door open.
I saw Zach come walk into the hallway and I saw a big shit eating grin across his face, I knew then that me and Zach would be fucking in his room tonight.
"So, what happened, what did your decision did your family come to?"
"Let's go upstairs babe, and I will let you know there."
As I was about to get up, Zach quickly took hold of me and picked me up bridal style which prompted me to quickly envelop my arms around his neck as not to fall.
"Oh my God Zach, why so romantic all of a sudden what if your mom sees us?"
"It's okay Ambika, she agreed you can stay over, I'll tell you about it once we are in our room."
Zach carried me in his arms like I was his queen that he was about to bed in his castle. I wondered if the future would look like this all the time, me and Zach living in this big beautiful house together. Only sour thing is we had to share it with his parents, but even that wasn't too big of an issue since this house felt like 5 normal houses put together.
As we entered the room, Zach sat on his bed and I folded my legs around his waist, as to get into the lotus sex position. Zach immediately kissed me and I returned his kiss with the same intensity. I felt my heart beat faster as the kiss continued until Zach pulled back from the kiss.
"So babe, mind telling me what you and your parents discussed in there, I want all the details."
"Promise you won't get mad Ambika?"
"I won't Zach I already put up with everything your mother had to say to me today, also you forgot to mention Rachel and your secret son ever since we started getting serious."
"I know and I'm sorry for not mentioning them to you earlier, I thought if you were to know that I had a baby momma and a son you would be reluctant in getting with me."
"Zach it would have certainly made me apprehensive but I'm not in a much better place myself so I don't think it would have instantly made me turned off to you."
"Anyways Zach, do you still love her or have feelings for her?"
"No Ambika, I don't love her but I still have some feelings for her in that I care about her since she is the mother of my son."



"So that's why you're working as a cashier even though you have all of this."
"Yeah, mom made me get the job as to know the consequence of sex before marriage and that a real man provides for his own offspring without the help of his parents."
"Does she come by here often Zach?"
"Yes she does Ambika, she has custody of my son but she brings him here or I go to her place to spend time with my son."
"What made you break up with her or did she break up with you Zach?"
"I broke up with her, there wasn't anything wrong with her it was just that I wasn't that attracted to her or in love with her like I thought I would be."
"Like you are with me babe?" I kissed Zach's neck after he said this.
"Yes babe you're the only woman I ever loved, but I was attracted to other women, with all of them being women of color, I had a few relationships with Black, Asian, and Latina women, but that was all before I met you."
"It's good my man has some taste in women, I'm glad you're not the average white boy with a generic taste for white blonde girls."
He chuckled at this.
"what's the matter, what's so funny?"
"It's funny you should say that because Rachel is a blonde."
"Oh, do you have a picture of her I want to see what my man's ex is like."
"I do but if I show you, promise you won't get mad about me still having a picture of her."
"I won't."
He took out his phone as I was kissing his neck lovingly, I stopped after he was scrolling through the photos, and turned my head a bit to get a better view of his screen.
Finally, he enlarged the image and I saw a what looked like a cookie cutter white family photo. Zach was pictured with his infant son half on his lap and half on Rachel's lap, who looked like a model but she dressed in an attire that had a girl next door look. The background was pretty much this backyard I presume.
"God, she looks like a model Zach, and you said you weren't attracted to her?"
"Rachel is no doubt extremely attractive but she never appealed to my taste Ambika, I never had that burning desire for her like I have for you, God Ambika you can't imagine the number of times I think about your fat ass bouncing on my dick in doggy style."
"I was never that obsessed with Rachel, she was just too white for me you could say, I wanted some more spice in my life so that's why our relationship didn't work out."
I felt proud of myself when he said this, my man found me an Indian mom in her 40s more attractive than a young attractive blonde white girl his age. It gave me a huge confidence boost.
"Aww Zach you really think about me often baby?"
"I do babe, I can't get you out of my mind, you're my goddess who has taken my mind captive."
"It's good that I'm the only woman on your mind but however I don't like my man having pictures of other women, so from this day on if you want to be with me, I want you to delete any photo of Rachel and take down these posters got it?"
"Yes Ambika, I would trade all of that and more for you."
He immediately kissed me and got up from the bed, I clung onto him as I tongue fucked his mouth as he ripped the posters down, and tore them to pieces. He then placed my back on his bed and I released him from my kiss. He then handed over his phone to me.
"Here Ambika, delete any photo you don't like."
I grabbed the phone from him and scrolled through his photos, he really didn't have any photos of any other girls besides Rachel and that one photo of me covered in his cum from our first time having sex. I decided to delete all the photos of Rachel which were just a few and none were sexual. I decided to leave the one with her and Zach's son in it, out of respect for his son.
"Looks like you still had that photo of my cum shot from our first time babe, you really liked that one, don't you?"
"Ambika, that photo is literally my go to jack off material now whenever I'm not with you, every day when you and I are not fucking, I'm stroking my dick to that pic."
"Aww, you've only been jacking off to my picture this whole time and not any other material?"
"Yes Ambika, I can't get hard from other women, you've ruined them for me."
Fuck, my pussy was dripping from what Zach was telling me, I was his fantasy and no other women can rival me in his mind.
I immediately took off my shirt and threw it onto the floor which prompted Zach to undress as well. He took off his pants and boxers and I immediately grabbed his hardening dick with my small hands, god the sheer size of his penis in my hands felt incredible no matter how many times I grasped it.
I stroked it slowly to make it more sensual and kissed Zach's lips softly.
I then remembered the conversation between Zach and his parents and released myself from Zach's kiss but still kept stroking his magnificent penis.
"Babe, you still haven't told me what you and your parents discussed in that room, we got side tracked with Rachel."
"Yeah, sorry I forgot about it as well, basically we discussed about you staying the night and sleeping with me."
"Your mom just suddenly agreed?"
"Well no, she was very much against it at first, she has been wanting me to get back with Rachel ever since I first broke up with her, since she finds Rachel to be a nice white Christian girl."
"So, what made her change her mind?"
"She was very much against it, and it was my dad who finally convinced her."
"How did he manage to do that, since she is hell bent on separating you from me?"
"My Dad understands I would never be happy with Rachel and that it would be impossible for me to get back with her again, so he told my mom that maybe this was God's plan."
"What?!?!?!?!?!!?"
"Can you explain that Zach?"
"I know it sounds a bit ridiculous, but the way my dad saw it was that sometimes God uses unfavorable things to work together for good or something like that. Basically, he told my mom about the King David and Bathsheba situation which was a story..."
"Yes I know the story Zach, I read it in my husband's bible you don't have to explain it to me."
"Yeah, so the adulterous relationship between Bathsheba and David produced king Solomon whose lineage was the one that God chose Jesus to be born into. So basically, the savior of mankind was first generated from a spark of lust and adultery."
"Are we going to have a messiah Zach?"
"No, but my dad said that maybe I can convert you to Christianity through your love for me, and by doing so we would add another soul to the kingdom of heaven."
"Oh so that's why, but still I can't believe your mom agreed to it."
"Trust me she didn't like it at first but she couldn't refute the David Bathsheba plan from God himself, so she reluctantly agreed to our sinful relationship."
"So does that mean we can be as loud as we want?"
"I don't see why not."
"Good, I want your mom to hear the orgasms you're going to give me, I don't know if it's possible since you house is fucking huge."
"Thats not all that's fucking huge."
"I know." I cooed
With that I bent down and took Zach's big beautiful penis into my mouth, no matter how many times I go down on him it never gets old. The view of his thick long white shaft as I bob my head, made my pussy drip with excitement.
Zach then put his hand on my head and started pushing my head further down his shaft. I could feel my throat being completely filled with his big white cock. he then slowly started ramming his dick, which then made me gag on his dick.
I pushed myself from his cock to cough, saliva and pre cum was coming down my lips and I felt completely aroused. My vaginal walls expanded for the inevitable battering it would be receiving from Zach's manly penis.
Zach then pulled me in for a passionate kiss, I kissed him with all the saliva and precum on me lips. God he was just so sexy.
Our tongues danced around in our mouths and I resumed stroking his giant penis with both my hands. I silently said a payer in my head giving thanks to the great Goddess for giving me this wonderful white man as my new lover.
Then suddenly my phone rang, God who could it be to interrupt me in such a passionate moment.
I looked at the phone and it was Ravi calling me, I didn't know if I should pick up or not, it could be an emergency so I decided to pick up.
"Who is it Ambika, is it your husband?"
"No Zach, it's my son, I'm not sure why he's calling, he never really calls me he prefers to just text me."
"Go ahead babe pick it up."
"I answered the call, and waited for Ravi's voice.
"Mom, are you there?"
"Yes what is it Ravi, why did you call me, you usually just shoot me a text."
"I know but I just wanted to make sure you're okay, God mom you disappear every weekend night, are you outside somewhere?"
"No, I am at my one of my girlfriend's house Ravi, you can sleep well knowing your mom is safe and cared for."
I knew exactly what my sneaky son was doing, if he was really concerned about my safety and wellbeing, he would have called the numerous nights before to make sure I am okay. Instead, my weekly stayovers aroused his suspicion to the point that he is probably suspecting I'm having an affair.
I continued stroking Zach's bid dick in light of my son's snooping, there was a new thrill that I was beginning to form inside my chest, like if I unlocked another forbidden level of lust inside me.
I put the phone on speaker and laid it down on the bed. I put my index finger over my mouth to gesture to Zach to keep quiet. He had the biggest grin on his face and I smiled at my boyfriend, God he's going to get a kick out of this.
"Mom when are you going to come back tomorrow."
"I'll come whenever I feel like it Ravi, now are you going to hang up or do you something else to say to me."
"Well I just wanted to know..........what you are doing right now?"
I felt a little angry that my son is suspecting me of having an affair, even though I am having sexual relationship with another man, that should be none of his business. Sons should not ever feel sexual possession over their mothers even if they are just guarding their father's women. Those days are long gone and in my feminist heart I felt that those archaic views of fidelity should be done away with.
My new sexual liberation given to me by the Goddess has freed me from the confines of motherhood and being a "good loving faithful wife". I decided that Ravi should hear one of my favorite extramarital activity through the phone.
So my sweet naughty son, you wanted to know if your mommy has been faithful to your daddy, well why don't I show you. The veil is going to come of sooner or later, its better if I just tore it down now.
"Mom are you there?"
"Yes I am here Ravi, instead of me telling you what I'm doing why don't you try to guess sweetie." I said in a playful slutty voice.
"Uhmmm....okay mom?"
I looked at Zach and winked at him to let him in on my new sexual game.
I went down and placed the phone near Zach's legs, and I gave a big kiss on Zach's dickhead.
"Ravi did you hear that sweetie, what did I do now?"
"I don't know mom I couldn't hear whatever it is you're doing."
I looked up at Zach, and he gave me a wink, to which I let out a little chuckle.
"Um why are you laughing mom?"
It's nothing Ravi one of my coworker's boyfriends started playing video games with her son.
Then there was a dead silence from my son, maybe he got what I was onto. I decided to turn it up a notch, and immediately started sucking Zach's cock hungrily.
I bobbed my head on his dick making sure to coat his dick with my saliva, and I started to gag once more, I felt Zach's hand on the back of my head pushing me further down his dick. Then finally I pulled back and coughed up spit onto his cock.
Surely my son had to have heard that.
"Ravi sweetie, can you guess what I did this time." I giggled
Ravi did not respond with anything this time, there was a dead silence from the phone, he hadn't hung up either."
"Well sweetie since you're at a loss for words, know that mommy will always love you no matter what happens okay sweetie."
"Here Ravi let me give you a big kiss!"
"I grabbed Zachs dick and gave the head the loudest kiss I could muster Mwah!"
I then heard Ravi hang up on me, and I felt a huge weight lifted off me. Now both my son and his dad know that I am having extramarital cock. I don't have to sneak around anymore, and Ravi telling Paul won't accomplish anything but a boner in Paul's pants.
Thinking of Paul made me extremely grateful for having such an amazing husband, God without his permission, nothing I am doing now would be possible. I got to give Paul a good fucking when I get back tomorrow.
Thank you so much Paul for letting me be a polyamorous slut.
"Woah Ambika!, I didn't know you were going to go that far I am sure he heard you gagging on my cock babe, what are you going to do now?"
"I am going to do nothing Zach."
"What if he confronts you about it when you get back babe?"
"Confront me?"
"Zach there is nothing he can do don't worry; the only thing he can do is tell his daddy which will do nothing but give my husband an erection."
"Besides babe my son will eventually have to know about you one way or another, and the sooner the better."
"God this is so sexy Ambika, God I fucking love you, you're the best woman I could ever have."
Zach hugged me and I felt his cock press against my stomach and my breasts, I took his right hand and placed it over my breasts to fondle and caress them. Zach had a way with my tits even more so than Paul, I felt his large white hands squeeze and caress my dark brown tits. All this breast play was making me horny and I wanted Zach in me now. The foreplay was over the main course was about to being.
"My Goddess, I can't take it anymore Zach, fuck me baby!"
"No need to tell me you sexy Indian slut!"
Zach grabbed my waist and spun me around roughly so that my stomach was pressed against the bed.
I felt Zach grab my right ass cheek and give it a good wiggle before smacking it hard.
"Fuck yes daddy smack me harder!" I yelled out hoping his mom would hear me.
Zach then violently smacked my ass check. Which stung but in a really good way.
"Fuck daddy you're making me wet, put it in me already."
"Not yet curry bitch, I'm gonna play the bongos with your big black buns."
Zach then slapped my right ass cheek then my left and the right.
God I was in heaven, or on the edge of it at least, Zach's pure dominance was turning me on so much.
He then began smacking his big dick against my ass cheeks like last time, turning up my arousal to the extremes.
"Fuck daddy!!! I can't take it anymore put it in me already!!!"
Heading final plea Zach slowly inserted his gigantic white dick inside my dripping pussy.
"Oh my fucking Gooooood!!!!! I moaned
"You want me to go deeper you curry slut?"
"Yes daddy please I need more of you inside me!"
Zach then inserted more and more until I could feel his cock stretching out my posterior fornix."
"Yes! Yes! keep stretching me out daddy!"
Zach slowly started thrusting, and I could feel my pussy stretching to accommodate his size, what a magnificent man.
There was no more pain to be had with Zach my pussy remembers that dick now and it has made itself looser for it.
Zach quickly started thrusting faster into my pussy.
"Ummmph! Ummmmph! Ummmmph! FUCK YES!!!"
"God you feel so good Zach!"
I then felt a sharp pain from the back of head as he pulled my hair back. Then I felt his strong white hand violently smack my right ass cheek with such force that, had I been white my ass cheek would be redder than a tomato.
"Oh FucK!!" I yelled.
"Don't you dare call me by name when I'm fucking you curry bitch!!!"
"DO YOU UNDERSTAND BITCH!!!!!" Zach roared.
Geri started barking from the loudness of Zach's voice, thank goodness we closed the room before we started fucking.
"How do you like my dick bitch? is it way better than your fucking husband's tiny dick?"
"Yes Daddy! your dick feels so much better than his, his pathetic dick can't give me half the orgasms your dick can give!"
I no longer felt any hesitation or guilt in humiliating my husband with Zach, now it felt almost natural as if it was a ritual between me and Zach. The humiliation of my husband served as nothing more than red hot chili to spice up the sex between Zach and me.
But this was not enough for Zach.
Zach then thrusted his dick with much more force and his pace was extremely fast. Faster than ever before, he was railing me with an intensity like he was trying to tear my pussy apart.
"Ummmph! Ummmmph! Ummmmph! Oh GOD YES!!!!!!!!!
The sheer pleasure I was feeling couldn't be described, the ecstasy I was in was overwhelming, I felt like my soul was going to leave my body from this wonderful orgasm that was coming.
Then Zach stopped thrusting and the orgasm that was developing quickly faded.
Zach flipped me over once again and my back was pressed against the bed this time. I now had a clear view of my sexy boyfriend's face.
Zach quickly inserted his dick into me and immediately started thrusting with the same intensity as before. My orgasm was slowly building again.
"Tell me Ambika, do you love me?"
I couldn't answer I know I did but it felt a little wrong to say that to him even though I viewed him as my boyfriend now and I certainly had feelings for him.
"His pace didn't slow down and I was about to give in."
"Ambika I want the truth, do you love me or not!"
"Yes Zach! I fucking LOVE YOU!!!!!"
OH fuck my Orgasm was almost there and I could feel like I was on the edge.
Zach pumping away like a piston still looked hungry as if there was one more thing he wanted before the climax.
"Ambika I LOVE YOU!!!" he yelled.
The floodgates were opened and my orgasm hit me like a truck, God I never felt better, but Zach didn't stop, and my blissful orgasm was sustained even further by his furious pumping.
The euphoria that was washing over me and overwhelming me made give an immediate answer to my new lover.
"YES ZACH I LOVE YOU!!! I LOVE YOU MORE THAN HIM!!!!!!" I yelled.
With that Zach kissed me passionately while still vigorously pumping into me. I enveloped my arms around his neck and locked my legs around his waist. I felt Zach flood my pussy with his cum. Our lips were locked and we tightly held each other. God this moment felt divine, it was as if nothing else existed except me and Zach.
Finally, the great orgasm subsided and we looked into each other's eyes lovingly as if there was no need for words to communicate our feelings now.
I felt wonderful in his arms, he made me feel so feminine and beautiful. Paul as much as I loved him could never make me feel the way Zach did, and that was a truth I no longer ignored but embraced with happiness.
I smiled at Zach, and he gave me quick peck on the lips and got up. we both washed ourselves up and snuggled into bed. We cuddled with each other like a young couple in love.
"Ambika...What you said about loving me, is it true?"
"Yes Zach, its true I fell in love with you completely when you stood up to your mother for me and told her that I'm going to be your future wife. "
"And about your husband?"
"Zach, I still love my husband but what I said was the truth, you dethroned my husband while you were fucking me just now."
"The way you make me feel is something he can never do no matter how hard he tries, you're the king of my heart now."
"It's no fault of his, and I don't resent him for it, but you are my soul mate, it's not just the sex babe you're just a better lover overall, you're dominant when you have to be and loving when you need to be."
"So what will happen to your husband now, are you going to divorce him?"



"Quick to get to the next step are we?" I giggled
"I don't know Zach, divorcing my husband would be extremely painful for me, he was my best friend and lover for over 2 decades it's hard to just let that go."
"Then you won't divorce him?"
"I didn't say that either, look Zach I want to wake up next to you every day I really do, but the guilt that would inflict upon me knowing I left my sweet husband would eat me alive."
"So, I guess you're going to just stay my girlfriend, and we are never going to get married?
"How about this Zach, I separate from my husband for maybe a year and you can move in with me, so we can test run our relationship as boyfriend and girlfriend before we get ready for marriage."
"You can gradually fuck my guilt away about divorcing my husband, and if I no longer feel that guilt, I will divorce Paul and marry you."
"God that sounds awesome Ambika, when are you going to separate from your husband?"
"Probably soon Zach so don't worry, you're going to have me every day just be patient babe."
I kissed my man, and he held me close to his chest. We feel asleep in each other's arms, I slept more peacefully than I ever did in my life, there were no weird dreams that bothered me.
I then woke up Zach with an early morning blowjob and asked him to finish quick. He unloaded wads of cum upon my face which I delightfully accepted before taking a shower and heading home.
I opened the door to my house to find my sweet husband, waiting for me on the couch. He gave me a smile and hugged me. I hugged him back and pondered on his shoulder of what is to come.
"So how was it at his place?"
"Aside from his mother it was good, the old hag clearly couldn't hide her contempt for me."
"She didn't say anything offensive to you, did she?"
"She did but Zach was there to back me up, he stood up for me and defended me."
"Well good to know your boyfriend likes you enough to be stick up for you."
"Oh, he loves me actually."
I could tell my statement made Paul uncomfortable but from now on things were going to get very rocky, so I made no attempt to delay the inevitable.
I was also not going to rush things either, it will have its due course and I will freely express myself as this all plays out.
"Oh... well he should know that you love me, doesn't he?"
"He does Paul, and he also knows that I love him." I smiled at Paul as I said this, this was even more monumental than when I first told Paul that I lusted after another man but somehow I felt complete ease in saying this in front of my husband.
"Umm Ambika, you mean love as in you love him as a fuck buddy right?"
"No Paul, I meant as a lover and a soulmate."
"What you got to be joking Ambika, please tell me you are."
"No, I'm not joking Paul, there was probability of this happening and I even gave you a heads up in our little walk together."
Paul's face was now downcast and I could tell my words cut his heart deep. I however was not going to sugar coat anything its best I deliver everything as is.
"Paul my love for him doesn't take away my love for you, don't be a possessive jealous husband it's not good for your mental health."
"How the hell are you thinking I can be okay with this?"
"I know you will be eventually."
I leaned in and kissed his lips, and that started lightening things up, me and Paul started making out and I could feel him getting hard. Oh my sweet husband you just melt in arms don't you."
I slowly stroked his hard on through his pants, which was getting bigger and bigger. Then suddenly I heard footsteps coming down from the stairs. It was none other than Ravi who immediately made eye contact with me and he looked like a deer caught in the headlights.
I gave him a smile as he was almost gawking at me, surely, he must have known of my activities and didn't know what to make of it.
"What's the matter Ravi you look so confused, I'm just giving dad some loving."
He didn't respond and just walked out the front door, my mighty aggressive son who always goes on about beating people up, fucking white women as conquests, and asserting himself as the alpha of the room, was finally silenced for now at least.
Paul grabbed my right breast and I pushed his hand of my chest.
"What the hell Amika, you were just on me a minute ago who are you pushing me away now?"
"Paul just because I was kissing you does not mean I want sex right now, I'm sore from yesterday, I promise to fuck your brains out later but not today sweetie."
"Alright Ambika."
With that I left for the puja room to give thanks to the gods.
Ravi's POV:
What the fuck was happening?!?!?! I thought to myself as I quickly exited the house my mom clearly was slurping on another man's cock in that phone call no doubt about it.
Was she drunk, and some motherfucker took advantage of that or did she do that willingly? Whatever the reason is, I was extremely angry at this ghost who was fucking my mother and my own mother as well. She was always going on about women's rights and freedom, great now look where that freedom got her. She used her freedom to disgrace my dad and me, God what the hell is wrong with her.
Ever since she left for those girl's night out and stay overs, she has been becoming more of an annoying preachy feminist than she usually is. I quickly drove to the shooting range to let out some steam, I imagined the bullseye to be the bitch who was fucking my mother, only problem was I didn't know who that fucker was and what he looked like. So, I imagined some stereotypical white guy that frequents the bar often. I wasn't missing not one of my shots.
After emptying a few magazines of my.45 I decided it was enough and there was next to nothing I can do to change the situation. Telling dad will break him and he might divorce mom and she might fucking move in with whoever was fucking her. God no matter how I looked at it, disgrace and humiliation was going to be poured out on me and my dad. As I was exciting the range a white motherfucker was glaring at me from a distance. I immediately looked his way and glared right back at that pink pussy. I was not going to look away and give him that satisfaction.
Finally, he relented and looked away, satisfied I got in my car and left. Little bitch who the fuck does he think he is, I would have fucked him up if he started anything. That motherfucker at least got my mind out of the situation about my mom. I drove back home and immediately rushed through the door. My mom wasn't in the hall, so I went up the stairs to my room. I laid on my bed hoping to get some sleep to stop thinking about that matter but try as I might, it wasn't working. Then suddenly my phone vibrated.
I looked at my notification and it was Murugan who texted me.
Murugan : Yo my man, you remember to bring those white girls you're fucking to the library?
Shit I almost forgot about this, fuck I got to deal with another Tamil female.
: I almost forgot thanks for reminding me, I'll hit them up and let them know.
Murugan: Yea let me know if they're down.
: Yea I'll let you know as soon as they give me a reply.
I decided to call Heather and Brittany, hopefully they agree to this, I never dealt with two women at the same time.
I rang Heather first, thankfully she picked up immediately.
"Hey Heather I was wondering if you can do me a favor?"
"Sure Ravi, you need some pussy or what?"
"No no, I just need you to be my girlfriend for a few hours on Monday around noon most likely."
"Uhmm sure Ravi, you're not one for relationships so why do you want me to be your girl for a few hours?"
"Its a story I don't want to get into, but this is just temporary, its mostly an image thing for me to look, like I'm the shit in front of my friend, also another girl will also pretend to be my girlfriend, you cool with that."
"Sure Ravi, after all you're a man-whore so I won't get jealous of a pretend girlfriend."
"Speaking of relationships, did you get a boyfriend yet?"
"Not yet, I'm holding out for a nice guy who will look past my slutty past." she giggled.
"See this is why I don't do relationships; I will never be that guy."
"Oh whatever Ravi, even if I got with you I wouldn't hear the end of it from my dad, how I am betraying him by getting with a non-white man."
"God that just makes me feel even better knowing that I already put my dick in you many times."
"God this why I can never get in relationships with guys like you, you pigs will slut shame a woman and then brag how you ruined another man's girl."
"You're fucking your dad?"
"Oh shut up Ravi! you know what I meant."
"Alright whatever just be on campus and come to the library when I call you. "
"K bye."
With that I hung up, and called Brittany, and again the phone was picked up immediately.
I felt proud of myself knowing these women were instantly available for me.
"Hey Ravi what's up, want to fuck again?"
"No Brittany that's not why I called, I need a favor from you."
"What is it, if you need money I'm out sorry."
"No I don't need money, I need some of your time on Monday."
"What do you mean?"
"Can you be at the library around afternoon probably right after lunch, I'll call you to let you know exactly when."
"Why do you need me for?"
"I need you to be my girlfriend for maybe a few hours?"
"Funny, when I asked you to be my man you let me down and now you're asking me to be your girl for a few hours?"
"Look don't get it twisted, you're just pretending to be my girl for a few hours, god knows how many other guys you fuck besides me anyways."
"I only fuck one other guy besides you, and I wouldn't even be fucking him if you would have been my boyfriend, god you men are so fucking insufferable."
"Look I don't really care about all that right now, are you up for it or not?"
"Fine as long as you fuck me afterwards."
"Sure I'll dick you down after it's over, hey you know what can I spend the night over in your dorm."
"Yeah, that would be really nice actually, but you have to cuddle with me after sex."
"Sure, I'll cuddle, also there's one more thing, there's going to be another girl that's also going to be my pretend girlfriend for the day, you good with that."
"Yeah I think I'm okay with that as long as she remains respectful and remains on the same page, but what the hell is all this pretend girlfriends for?"
"It's something that I don't want to talk about right now, but to give a brief explanation is that you two girls are there to me make look good Infront my friend and people who are not my friends."
"Wow so we are just your arm candy to show off, but it's okay every guy wants to be seen with multiple hot women am I right?"
"It's not something I really cared about but a situation came up that requires it."
"Well Ravi, I'm down just call me on Monday and I'll be over."
"Alright see you then Brittany."
"Bye Ravi"
The only thing left was those two to get along on Monday.
"RAVI!!!!"
God it was adulterous mom, why the fuck is she screaming at me.
I immediately rushed down the stairs and went into the kitchen.
"What is it mom?"
"I made lunch sit down and eat."
It was chicken parmesan, not bad. I sat down and immediately started wolfing down the food.
"Who were you talking to upstairs?" my mom asked
"What's it to you?"
"As long as you live in my house you will answer what I ask of you, now who were you talking to?"
"I looked at dad and he just shrugged his shoulders, looks like I had to deal with this shameless woman by myself."
"I was talking to Brittany."
"You mean Brittany the last white girl you brought over to our house?"
"Yeah, what of it?"
"What of it? oh so that's how it is huh?"
"What's the matter, she's my friend, why are you so worked up over her?"
"Why are you talking to some white girl instead of doing something productive."
"Like what, mowing the lawn, fixing your flat tires, what else do you want me to do?"
"You could actually focus on your academics, and come to a decision on what you're going to major in and what you want to do with the rest of your life."
"I told you and dad I'll come to that decision in my sophomore year, now stop asking me that!"
"Ambika, Ravi already promised me that a while back, stop pestering him about it."
"Ambika is everything alright you're acting really weird around Ravi today, and you too Ravi, it's like there is some hidden tension between you two that I don't know about."
"Yeah Mom what's the matter?" I looked at her with obvious contempt in my eyes.
Then my mom bit her lip and gave me the most seductive look I had seen on a woman.
What the fuck! why the fuck did she do that just now, was it to tell me how she's fucking her side piece under my dad's nose and in my face?!?!?!
God What a vile disgusting woman my mom turned out to be, a complete and utter remorseless whore.
"Umm Ambika are you alright, you looked a little off there honey."
"It's okay Paul, it's just that I was caught up in my thoughts a bit there."
"Anyways stay away from those white girls Ravi, they mean nothing but trouble."
I heard my dad choke on his food and he started coughing.
"Look mom, I don't know about every white girl, but I know Brittany is a good person, she's nothing like what you think she is."
"Yeah, that's what we all think until when something doesn't go their way, then they are going to play their white women privilege card."
"This applies even more to you Ravi since you are a man of color, you don't know when she is going to accuse you of something."
"Ambika he will be fine, don't think too much about it."
"I can't believe you're supporting him Paul, in fact you should be encouraging him to get a nice south Indian girl as his girlfriend."
"Look Ambika whoever he ends up with, that is his decision to make."
"He can figure out his love life by himself."
"Thank you dad, mom if I don't want to be with an Indian girl that's my decision you have no control over that."
I can see the anger in her eyes, but suddenly she had a smug look on her face.
"You know what Ravi you are right; it is your decision to be with who you want to with, not mine."
I had a bad feeling about this.
The rest of the day went by much smoother, my mom's behavior returned to that of the dutiful wife and mother that she should be.
The weekend left, and Monday was upon me, I headed to my political science class and sat down next to Brittany.
"Hey stud muffin, when do you want me at the library?"
"I'm not sure yet, I'll give you a call so be ready."
"Alright, the other girl she's nice right?"
"Yes Brittany you don't have to worry about her starting something with you, she knows about me just like you do."
"So there is nothing to fight over."
The professor was taking class and the subject of today's class was discrimination and police brutality.
Of course, the conservative white boys got real heated about this topic, and this got Brittany real worked up as well in fighting for marginalized groups being discriminated by law enforcement.
You see Brittany is one of those SJW type of girls, well versed in gender studies, socialism and what not. However the thing is, she didn't look the part and this caught these conservative white boys off guard when they were sniffing her ass. They were surprised to find a cute girl next door brunette having the same philosophy as the blue haired tattooed up SJW feminist they detested.
I always laugh when she tells me stories of how these white boys hit her up and she immediately jumps into her political beliefs. This would have an opposing effect on their lust, their dick is attracted to her but their brain is not. They would try to change her but that never worked out.
Finally, class was over and I headed out to get lunch before I stepped into the library, I drove to the new chicken spot to try their sandwich, and man it was pretty god what the fuck are they putting in this shit? I then heard my phone vibrate and it was a text from Murugan.
Murugan: You ready bro?
: Hold up let me finish my food and get the girls ready before I come in.
Murugan: Alright, I'm sitting on the second floor.
I finished my sandwich and drove back to campus.
I then called both girls, and told them to meet me at the library parking lot. Brittany came first and looked like a little too happy to be here. Then Heather joined us, the two girls were a bit shy at first to and they kept looking over at me to introduce them.
Now that they're standing side by side, they were two types of white girls, Brittany's look was more of the suburban girl next door, while heather had that redneck country look to her with her camo shirt and boots. Well, when I'm with these two, I'm going to be pissing off more than just one person that's for sure.
"Alright ladies' thanks for joining me today, I very much appreciate you took your time..."
"Just get to the point Ravi." said Heather.
"Hold on now, you two need to introduce yourselves."
"Hi I am Brittany! I share political science with Ravi."
"Nice to meet you Brittany, I'm heather and I shared Cal 1 with Ravi last semester, and also I'm his fuck buddy from time to time."
"Brittany chuckled at this.
"Yeah, same here."
"Good, looks like we are both fuck buddies that are going to play as his pretend girlfriends today."
"Well, I for one want to know why exactly are playing pretend." Heather asked.
"He basically wants to be "THAT GUY" Infront of the other boys." Brittany explained.
"Oh, so that's what this is, really Ravi you're trying to one up some guy?"
"Kind of, but most of the time spent here is going to be talking to my friend, you two ladies are going to give him some advice on women and how to get them."
"Oh god, do we have to literally give one of your nerdy Indian friends advice on how to pick up girls?"
"Kind of, just say what you want that's actually helpful, the guy looks up to me."
"Aww I think it's kind of sweet Ravi, is he one of those shy and nerdy types?"
"Yes he is Brittany, he said he is not a virgin but I don't know if I should believe him but anyways he doesn't have a girlfriend as of the moment so you two give him some advice on how to get one."
"So, you want us to have a conversation about girls with your friend and to make you look good Infront of other people."
"Thats exactly the reason I wanted both of you here, the advice is to kill time, you two sit beside me, Heather you sit to the left of me and Brittany you sit to the right got it."
"Yeah we got it, so how will 2 girls sitting next to you tell everyone you got 2 girlfriends that are okay with sharing such a rare masculine specimen such as yourself Ravi." Heather said with sarcasm.
"There will be a time when I put my arms around both of you, and when I do, you two start kissing my neck and make some sexual comments, there is a specific person that I want to show you two off to."
"God this is so cringe Ravi, you're going to look really insecure when they know that we aren't your girlfriends." Brittany said with disappointment.
"Not really, they will know I am fucking you both at the same time, and that's enough for me."
"I could care less who you two end up with in the end, right now you're my sluts and you should act like it."
"Alright Ravi, let's get this over with."
I quickly texted Murugan and asked him if that Indian bitch would show up at this hour.
He texted me she would be here in 15 to 30 minutes. God that saves me and the girls time. We quickly took the stairs to the second floor and I spotted Murugan sitting at a wide table near the end. Luckily no one was here but us, I took my seat in front of him while heather took her seat to the right and Brittany to the left.



"Girls this is my friend Murugan, and Murugan these are my special friends Heather and Brittany."
Brittany gave her hand for a shake and heather just waved her hand.
"So Murugan I heard you were needing some advice on girls." Brittany opened up with her ever so polite demeanor.
Murugan gave me a confused look which prompted me to respond as to not make this awkward.
"Look bro, I know they're going to come in 15 min to 30 minutes, but come one, we can't just sit around awkwardly staring at each other or having our face glued to our phones. Also, this will be some practice and you could learn something useful, talk to them."
"Umm alright, sure give me a few tips Brittany."
"Well before Brittany starts do you want to hear what sounds nice, or do you want the cold hard facts?" Heather asked Murugan before Brittany could respond.
"Obviously I need whatever that works." he replied.
"Well, let's start from the top you heard of the 6-foot meme?"
"Yeah, what guy hasn't at this point?"
"You get frustrated when those little five-foot nothing girls talk how they only want men 6 feet and up?"
"Yeah, how the fuck can they say I'm too short for them when I literally got 7 to 10 inches on them?
"That's because they're not comparing you to them, they are comparing you to other guys."
"They don't feel confident in your size in case some other larger guy decided to get violent with you or them."
"So you're telling me its hopeless since I'm not 6 feet."
"I wasn't saying that, size is just one component of it."
"What are the others?",
" I'll explain them one by one, the next is facial attractiveness."
"Well that's obvious not much I could do with that."
"Here I can give you some points, you're really cute and I mean that because you already picked the cold hard facts."
"So I'm not saying this to butter you up, and besides I'm not that kind of person to kiss someone's ass anyways."
"I agree with Heather, you got a really nice jaw line and nice eyes." Brittany added.
"You could increase your facial attractiveness as well." Heather continued.
"How?"
"You can lower your body fat percentage maybe go a bit down and your face will look a bit more defined, don't go too low then you're going to look like a skeleton."
"Alright that's nice to know, what else can I do?"
Then heather pointed to my neck.
"You can increase your neck's thickness, as you can see Ravi's neck is fucking huge, it looks like one of those angus bulls on my uncle's farm."
"This also adds to the size part as well, a thick neck looks good on most men your age and up, it signals a higher fighting potential to other guys, which is an attractive feature that women subconsciously like."
"Whenever I'm with Ravi I never had one guy give him shit for being with me, a good look at his neck, height, and width makes most guys not try something."
"How thick can I get it?"
I finally decided to join in this since I actually had experience with this very thing.
"It depends on genetics, but you should be able to add a few inches to your neck circumference."
"How thick is your neck bro, since it looks huge."
"Last time I measured it was a little over 21 inches."
"How big is that compared to the average guy?"
"The average guy has about a 16 inch neck."
"Ravi you really do have a fucking bull's neck."
"It's one of his best features that's for sure." Brittany added
I then saw Murugan's eyes shift toward the entrance to 2nd floor, I looked and immediately saw that Indian girl and her white boyfriend I presumed.
Nice they came earlier then expected. Murugan looked at me and I nodded back in agreement, it was time.
I pulled both girls closer together, just a few seconds before those two came saw us.
"You two can go back to your places early." I quickly whispered.
Brittany immediately started kissing my neck and heather kissed me on the lips just as the that Indian girl and white boy appeared to the side of us.
"You going to give us the dick this evening babe?" heather cooed
"Yeah, I'm gonna have you sore down there for a couple of days."
Brittany immediately stopped kissing me as she looked at the Indian girl and then quickly turned her face to me. She turned red and had an embarrassed look on her face like she just saw her mom right now or something.
I groped Brittany's big tits as that white boy was looking at me, he was fucking seething. Little pink bitch, I can do the same thing you can do and do it much better.
Then they disappeared behind a bookshelf, and I couldn't hear what they were whispering.
Brittany looked like she wanted to leave, so I figured it would be best if we all got up and left.
"Alright Murugan I got to go; I need to assist these ladies with something."
"Imma head out as well bro, see you later."
With that the girls and I left the table, as we exited the library, Brittany looked like she was about to run to her dorm.
"Woooow, you brought us here for that?" exclaimed Heather.
"What do you mean?"
"Jesus fucking Christ Ravi, you're so insecure."
"The fuck you on about you hick slut?"
Finally Brittany opened her mouth.
"Ravi the only reason you brought us here was to parade us in front of that Indian girl am I right?"
"Yeah and that white boy Brittany."
"That Indian girl is my friend; we shared the same gender studies class last semester."
"So that's why you were acting so weird when you made eye contact with her?"
"Yes, her name is Meenakshi, she is a very sweet girl."
"I can't believe you used me to try to make her jealous." Brittany said with some disgust in her voice.
"The fuck you think I feel when she paraded that white boy in front of me and my friend huh?"
"Oh grow up Ravi, you're no different from my father from what you're saying, women can be with whoever they want."
"Heather I thought you might be like a hardcore conservative, but here you are advocating for women's choice and interracial relationships." Brittany beamed with pride.
"So you assumed from my accent and my clothing I subscribe to a certain philosophy?"
"I'm sorry Heather, I shouldn't have done that, but it's good to know you aren't one of those people that inhibit people's freedom."
"It's okay Brittany, I am of belief that transgender lesbian couples should protect their marijuana plants with their Ar-15s."
"Brittany, I hope you aren't one of those ultra-liberal chicks that are anti-gun?"
"I am pretty liberal; however, I recognize the importance of the 2nd amendment and I am a proud gun owner myself, the freedoms of every group must be backed with some firepower if things go to shit."
"Awesome Brittany, you and I could be good friends, want to go to the range with me some time later?"
"Sure Heather, that sounds like fun just tell me when and I'll see if I can come, also Heather are you straight?"
"Well to be completely honest I am somewhat heteroflexible, but I am more attracted to guys than I am to girls, but why do you ask?"
"Well Heather, I'm bisexual and I'm just going to be straight forward, you're really fucking hot!"
"Thanks Brittany you look good yourself, in fact it was kind of hard for me to not stare at those wonderful cow tits you got there." Heather said seductively.
Brittany blushed and turned red in the face.
"Well heather I know this is really fast but do you mind if you can visit my dorm before you leave?" Brittany giggled.
"I would be more than happy to Brittany, I've only been with one other woman before so it's not every day I'm invited by a beautiful woman such as yourself."
I was flabbergasted on what was going on in front of me.
"Hey! what the fuck is going on here!?!!"
"What does it look like Ravi, I found a new friend." Brittany replied.
"The fuck, you were supposed to be fucking me this evening."
"I'm sorry Ravi maybe next time, but you can watch us if you want." Brittany giggled
"The fuck I'm not going to do some cuck shit like that."
"How is watching two beautiful women having sex cuckoldry Ravi?" Heather asked me with a perplexed look on her face.
"I deem anything cuckoldry that doesn't have me participating in heterosexual intercourse."
"The Fuck Ravi, so when you beat your dick to porn, wouldn't that make you a cuck?" Brittany asked.
"I don't watch porn."
"Bullshit every guy watches porn, even the most religious ones, my ex-boyfriend who was a devout Baptist was watching that shit every now and then." Heather responded.
"Well not me."
"Whatever Ravi, then it looks like you just got cucked by your two fuck buddies." Heather Laughed.
"Come on Brittany I can't wait to make love to you sweetie."
Brittany being the hyper sexual girl immediately pulled Heather in for a kiss. They kissed briefly before looking at me and smiling.
"Did that turn you on baby?" Heather looked at me seductively.
"No that just made me a little bit angry, why don't you two just leave now."
"We will Ravi, God you're such an insecure dickhead I can't believe I even considered a relationship with you at one point."
"Whatever Ima head out now."
Just then Brittany's phone started vibrating, I stopped and looked at Brittany.
"Oh my God it's her!!"
"Who?" I asked
"Meenakshi."
"Pick up the phone Brittany I want to know what she says, and put it on speaker." said Heather.
Brittany picked up the phone and put it on speaker so we could hear the conversation.
"Hey Brittany."
"What's up girlie?"
"Nothing much, just wanted to call you to know who was that guy you were with in the library?"
"Oh that's Ravi, he's..... a friend of mine hehe." Brittany giggled.
"From what I saw he looked like he was more than a friend Brittany."
"Well Meena he's a fuck buddy, not my boyfriend if you wanted to know."
"Oh, so you're not in a relationship with him?"
"No, when I tried locking him down, he refused."
"Then why are you still with him t Britt?"
"Cause he fucks me pretty good Meena."
"Oh okay, so he's not much of a relationship type of guy I see."
"Nope, how are things going with you and Chad girlie."
"Oh, you know, he still can't keep his dick in his pants, I tried my best in getting back with him but he's an ex for a reason."
"Oh, sorry to hear that, so are you single again?"
"Yep, Im single for a while now actually."
"Then why were you with Chad in the library, it almost looked like you two were going steady."
"Same as you, he's just a good fuck for me now, but I can't see myself being with him, he's fucking a few girls while seeing me anyways."
"I'm sorry to hear that Meena."
"It's okay Britt, by the way do you mind if I talked to that Indian guy you were throwing yourself at today?"
"Oh my God, Meena are you interested?"
"Well yeah you could say that."
"But you told me that you weren't really attracted to Indian guys."
"Yeah for the most part, but he's not like any Indian guy I've seen."
Brittany giggled.
"You have my blessing Meena, but I must warn you if you thought Chad was bad, Ravi is basically him but more aggressive about it."
"Aggressive?"
"He's not afraid to assert his misogynistic views and is belligerent."
"Really? sounds interesting actually..."
"Oh I forgot to mention, I don't know if this would make you more interested but he's Tamil like you as well, I think you two would look really cute together." Brittany giggled.
"Thats nice to know actually, and thanks Britt for the info, I'll meet him some time later where does he usually hang around campus?"
"He commutes here so he doesn't really stay here much for the most part, but you can usually find him on campus at the gym early morning before classes starts, maybe around 7 to 8."
"Thanks Britt."
"Yeah no problem Meena, look I got to go my new fuck buddy is waiting on me."
"Who's that, you haven't told me of any new partner?"
"It's the other girl you saw kissing Ravi."
"Is she another one of his fuck buddies?"
"Yes, and she and I are going to fuck now."
"Go get that pussy girlie!"
"Will do, I will talk to you later, Bye!"
"Well Ravi looks like Meena is interested in you."
"Isn't that white guy her boyfriend?"
"Didn't you listen? he's her ex, and she is completely single."
"So what? I don't want that nasty white cock whore talking to me!"
"Ravi how dare you say that about Meena you fucking dickhead, you fuck nothing but white girls yourselves hypocrite!" Brittany yelled at me in anger.
"I don't fucking care, I don't care how beautiful she is, I'm not going to fuck a Tamil girl that had white dick in her!"
"Jesus Christ Ravi, you're really insecure aren't you, are you worried you might not measure up to her ex?" Heather mocked.
"I know my dick is bigger than that white boy's, I know it! he looks like one of those weird white boy nerds that only non-white women fuck."
"Brittany it's no use talking to him, let's just go back to your place and fuck!"
"You're right heather, let's leave this frustrated boy and get to fucking, by the way Ravi I just texted Meena that you called her beautiful." Brittany giggled.
"Oh Fuck both of you, I'm heading home."
"Bye Ravi!" Brittany blew me a kiss.
I saw them heading to the school dorm, and I decided it was time for me to leave.
I drove back home and headed up the stairs I was not in the mood to deal with my mom's shit today.
I hit the bed and the only thought that came to mind was of Meenakshi. This was the first time I saw her face completely, God she was beautiful, I saw many girls before but she surpassed them all, her big beautiful brown eyes would look so good sucking my dick.
Then I remembered she was a white cock whore, that white boy was so lucky to be experiencing that. Brittany did say she was single, and that she was interested in me. Even so my pride won't allow it, no matter how beautiful she was, she is tainted. I can never give her that chance, what will Murugan think?
Even thoughts of my mother's adulterous action couldn't penetrate my mind anymore, all I could think of was that beautiful Tamil goddess. Why was this happening to me, on one side my own Tamil mother was being a whore to some man. While I'm captivated by the most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on, who just so happens to be a white cock whore. If there is a God, he's an asshole for fucking with my life like this.
Even though I had two good looking white girls on my arms that day, I still felt jealous about that white boy was fucking Meenakshi. I Felt really good when he saw me with Heather and Brittany but now that I'm alone, I just feel empty and jealous.
The rest of the day went by as normal, my whore mother wasn't pestering me again, but my dad needs to know of her slut activities one day or another. He can't be kept in the dark forever.
Tuesday was upon me and I headed early to the gym to get a good workout in, and also hoping that I would run into Meenakshi again.
I was benching 300 and I was in my last set, then I saw her enter the gym. God she was gorgeous, she was wearing a pink crop top and leggings. Her outfit showed off every curve of hers, especially her big butt, I felt my dick getting hard from just looking at her. Then she made eye contact with me. I decided it's probably best to leave. I didn't want to see that white boy and her fooling around, the thought itself made feel a little angry.
I finished my set and left the gym, as much as I wanted to stay, I couldn't feel confident around her. Especially if she was with that white boy. I headed to the locker room to change and I could feel my erection growing as my thoughts were consumed by her. I started thinking of some graphic violent things to kill my erection which seemed to work. After I changed, I decided it was best to just head to class and avoid her.
As I was heading to my Philosophy class I heard a beautiful feminine voice behind me, I knew it was her.
"Hey! wait up!"
I turned around and saw a sight that had my blood rushing to my penis faster than ever before.
She was running toward me and I could see her big tits bouncing up and down, God her nipples were showing through her crop top, and I didn't pick up on it before but from the looks of it, both her nipples were pierced, I don't know why but I found that extremely hot.
When she caught up to me, she had this incredible glow to her, like she really was a goddess. I couldn't take my eyes of her; I feasted on every inch of her through my eyes. I'm sure she could see the obvious lust in my eyes.
"Hi Ravi! "
"Ummmm... hi, how do you know my name?"
"Well let's just say we have a mutual friend."
I knew exactly who she was talking about, looks like Brittany didn't tell her that I was listening in on that phone conversation yesterday.
"Oh, well what brings you to me?"
"I was wondering if we could talk?"
"I have a class but I feel like I can skip it for you today."
God what the hell was I doing, I can't let her know I had any interest in her, even standing here together with her is not a good look for me.
"Aww that's sweet, can we go someplace private Ravi?"
"Sure, what place do you have in mind, I'm guessing whatever you intend to discuss is to be kept private?"
"Very much so, you don't mind my car, do you?"
"Umm no, I don't mind."
"Great follow me."
"I know where the parking lot is but sure lead the way."
Looking at her fat ass shake as she walked in front was even better than her seeing her tits bounce. God, she had the perfect bubble butt, I wanted to just get on my knees and kiss both ass cheeks and worship her right there. Then I remembered she was a white cock whore and immediately chided myself for such disgraceful thoughts.
As we got to the parking lot, I had a feeling her white fuck buddy might be around, so I decided to ask her about him.
" Where's your little boyfriend, you seem to be around him a lot."
"He's my ex and he's not here right now, when I told him I'm going to the gym early today, he decided not to come."
"Why, is the gym a scary place for him?" I said condescendingly
"No, he's not much of the athletic type, he's kind of a nerd, but that's the reason I wanted to talk to you in private, I don't want him seeing us talking."
I chuckled at this, "You know, we have been talking for some time and I already given you my name, you still haven't given me yours."
"I'm so sorry Ravi I got carried away, my name is Meenakshi."
"Meenakshi.... like the Tamil goddess?"
"Yep, my mother named me after her hoping I would become a strong independent woman."
"Nice name, I'm Tamil as well just to let you know."
" I know it's one of the reasons I wanted to talk to you."
"Theres not much of us out here, we got to stick together."
"Yep, that's right Ravi, us Tamils got to stick together, who else is going to look out for us."
As we were nearing her car, I thought the Honda in front of her was probably hers, then I saw a white Ferrari 458 just behind it.
I got to the right side of the passenger side of the Honda, waiting for her to unlock the vehicle.
"Man, would you look at that Ferrari, whoever that lucky son of a bitch is must have a lot of money at this age already."
Meenakshi chuckled at this.
"All right open the car Meenakshi." I said as I grabbed the door handle of the Honda.
"You're at the wrong car Ravi, my car is right behind the vehicle you're trying to get into." She giggled.
" Woah hold on.... thats your car?" I said in disbelief pointing toward the Ferrari.
"Yep, do you like it Ravi?"
My jaw almost hit the floor, how the fuck does she have this car?!?!!
I quickly regained my composure.
"I mean....its nice." I didn't want to add to her ego.
Hop on in Ravi, I'll just drive to the nearby neighborhood park.



"Wait I thought we were going to discuss this in the car."
"I changed my mind Ravi, I know a much nicer place to talk."
I opened the door and sat in; this was my first time sitting in a car that was over a 100 grand.
"So Meenakshi, I'm guessing you must be rich?"
"Yeah, my mom is loaded Ravi, this car was my graduation present."
"You get a lot of attention on the road I suppose?"
"Every day some guy is recording my car."
"So, you commute here?"
"No, I live on campus."
"Hold on you're letting this car sit around here?"
"Don't worry there is a gps tracker hidden somewhere in this car, no one can just get away with it, and all damages can easily be covered by my mom."
"Wow, so your mom must be really rich huh?"
"Yeah she is a woman who put her career in front of her family, who climbed the corporate ladder until she reached the top."
"This car and some other things were just compensation for her lack of time in my childhood and early teenage years."
I decided to keep my mouth shut until we reached the park.
"You're awfully quiet now Ravi."
"Meenakshi I really got nothing to say right now, if it's okay with you, can I can I call you Meena?"
"I would very much like that Ravi." She said as she turned her head toward me and smiled.
We finally got to the park, and no one was there.
"Looks like we got lucky no one is here right now."
"This place is always empty that's why I brought us here."
We got out of the car and I sat at the bench admiring the view.
Meena sat really close to me despite there being more than enough room to put some space between us.
"Now what do you want to tell me Meena?"
"Ravi I I'll be straight forward, I don't really know how to word this correctly but to put it simply, I like you."
"Like a friend, right?"
"No Ravi, I find you really attractive and I was wondering if we can give it a shot together."
It took every ounce of will power to refrain from saying yes to her, God she looks so beautiful. I closed my eyes for a second and swallowed.
Then I started to laugh.
"What's so funny Ravi?"
"It's just that, I had girls be direct with me and make the first move but you're the first to ask this in a single day."
"You calling me easy?"
"No, I'm just saying I'm that guy."
"I don't get it."
Then a sudden wave of anger flooded my body, how dare this swine fucker have the gall to ask me this. I'm not going to trade my dignity for her tainted pussy.
"Meena, remember Monday afternoon?"
"Yeah, what of it?"
"When you saw me at the library."
"Oh, how could I not remember, you having those two girls in your arms." She rolled her eyes
"So, with that knowledge, what makes you think I am single when you saw my two girls."
"Cut the bullshit Ravi, those girls weren't your girlfriends, just so you know Brittany told me everything."
I was taken a bit back what she meant by this.
"Brittany and that other girl were nothing more than to make me jealous."
God Damit Brittany, why the fuck did you tell her.
I felt a jolt of fear course through my body as I was caught in my lie, and she immediately picked up on this.
"Don't try to deny it Ravi!, those girls were nothing more than to get back at me, weren't they?"
"What the fuck do you mean?!" I pretended not to know.
"Oh please Ravi, I saw how you and your friend Murugan looked at me when you first saw me walk through the library with my ex."
Dammit I couldn't hide it anymore, this bitch was getting on my nerves.
"Yeah, I saw you parading that little white boy in front of us, like he was better than me and Murugan."
"I didn't even know you were going to be there Ravi, I had no intention of showing my ex of in front of you."
"To tell you the truth Meenakshi, I knew your name way before you said it to me today."
"Then why the fuck did you ask my name Ravi?"
"Like you wanted I'm going to stop pretending Meena, I asked because I didn't want you to get the idea that I had any interest in you when we first exchanged words today."
"When I first saw you at the library with that white guy, it made me feel some type of way, so I got my two fuck buddies to give you the same medicine, but double the dosage."
"Murugan told me everything that I needed to know on the day that I first saw you, like your name, how you only date and fuck white guys, and also how you rejected every Indian guy that asked you out. I said with venom dripping from my voice.
"So it's your dweeb friend that got you all riled up about me huh?"
"DON'T TALK ABOUT HIM! " I yelled.
"Why not!" she answered
"Just to let you know Ravi, incase Murugan left this out when he told those stuff about me, it's because I rejected him, that's why he told you all those details about me, not because he's looking out for you."
"Do you deny what he said about you only dating and fucking white guys and that you rejected all those Indian guys who wanted you?"
She averted her eyes from me and looked elsewhere.
"I don't have all day Meena, I'm waiting for an answer."
"It's true, all those things are true Ravi."
"You white boy loving slut, you think I would accept that?"
"Oh my God Ravi so you're slut shaming me now?"
"Yeah I am and I don't care what your feminist gender studies professor said, I will never make a Tamil girl that slept around with white boys my girlfriend."
"You fucking hypocritical misogynistic asshat, what about you huh?"
"Brittany and a few other people said, you used to be fucking multiple white girls in your first semester, and I never brought that up in our conversation at all, hell from what I heard you only fuck white girls."
"Yeah, I only fuck white girls so what?"
"Oh My God you fucking hypocrite!"
"I was never once bitter that you only slept with white girls, why can't you be the same?"
"Because we are not the same Meena, men and women are not the same and we are not equal."
I saw the anger in her eyes grow.
"Call me a misogynist all you want, sex works different for us, it's like Soccer for men."
"What?"
"You know Soccer don't you?"
"I know what Soccer is Ravi, what do you mean by that."
"Just like in soccer you score by hitting the ball into the opponent's goal, and you try to stop the opponent from scoring into your our own goal to win the game."
"Wow Ravi, Brittani told me you were a little bit off, but this is something I never heard before."
"But you know what Ravi, even though the fact that I rejected Indian men and fucked only white guys, you still have interest in me."
"What makes you think that you pretentious slut!"
"Brittany told me how you thought I was beautiful, you're at least attracted to me aren't you?"
It was my turn to look away, there was no way I could just hide it.
"Come on now Ravi, look me in the eyes and tell me you're not attracted to me."
I turned and looked at her, and held eye contact for a few seconds before deciding to speak.
"Like I said I'm not going to pretend anymore Meena."
"But I want you to let me finish what I have to say, and after that you can respond got it?"
"Go ahead Ravi say what you have to say, I won't interrupt I promise."
"Meenakshi, you're the most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on, what Brittany said was the truth I don't deny that."
Meena's face lit up with happiness when I finished my statement, she struggled not to say anything as she bit her lip.
" On Monday afternoon when I saw your face clearly, I couldn't stop thinking about you, struggled as I might, I couldn't get you out of my thoughts."
"Hell, when I was trying to make your ex jealous by having 2 white girls in my arms and he only had 1 Indian girl, I still felt like he won in the end."
" I felt extremely jealous that you were with him and not me."
Meena looked like she just hit the jackpot and her face couldn't have been more filled with joy.
"Even when you were walking in front of me today, my eyes were glued to your ass, every inch of your body is pure feminine perfection."
Meena chuckled when she heard this.
"However, that doesn't mean I want to be with you."
Her face turned from happiness to one of shock.
"Although I am attracted to you, I'm not going to sacrifice my pride, and dignity just so I can be with the most wonderful, loving, and beautiful woman in the world."
"Thats all Meena, you can talk now."
"Oh come on Ravi, why are you fighting yourself, you want me as much as I want you if not more."
"Forget about your foolish pride and all that patriarchal nonsense, give that up for love and happiness." she pleaded
She moved closer to me and our faces were just centimeters apart, I then closed my eyes.
My heart beat started getting faster, I kissed girls many times but none of them ever made feel this nervous before it happened.
Then it happened, it was pure magic.
I felt her soft lips on mine and I was instantly in another world.
Then finally the initial hit of euphoria subsided, I opened my eyes to see the beautiful face of the angel before me, her dark skin contrasting with her big beautiful eyes, and her pink lips.
She smiled at me and instantly we started making out, I enveloped my arms around her and started kissing her neck, which prompted some moans from her.
Then reality struck me like lightning, the fantasy world that I had experienced briefly was now was gone.
I stopped my kisses and looked away from her.
"What's wrong Ravi, why did you stop?"
"Meena that was the best kiss I ever had, in fact that minute fulfilled me more than some hours of sex."
"Then what's the matter Ravi, we can head back to my dorm and go all the way baby, come on."
"No Meena, I can't do this. On one side I feel euphoric that I kissed the most beautiful woman's lips, and on the other....." I snarled and glared at her.
"I feel like a fucking dog that just gladly ate the saliva coated leftovers."
"Those lips you kissed me with are the same ones that wrapped around that white boy's cock!"
With disgust I spat on the ground.
Then I looked over at her with contempt at what she made me do.
Surprisingly her look was not of anger, sadness, or shock, it was one of pity instead.
"Ravi, I just want you to know that kiss that was the best kiss of my life, no other guy made me feel what you did just now."
"Yes, I been with a lot of guys but none of them made me feel like that, not one."
"After we kissed, I didn't think about where your lips have been in the past, because the past doesn't matter to me, what matters to me is the here and now."
"Thats great Meena, but that's not going to help me when all the white guys you've been with laugh at me when they see you in my arms, or how about the fact that I won't be able to look Murugan in the eye if I make you my girl."
"Ravi, is Murugan your best friend?"
"No, I don't have a best friend, and to let you know I'm not that close with him either, we exchange small talk here and there but that's about it."
"Then why do you care what he thinks if he doesn't mean that much to you?
"Alright fine, I can get with you and tell Murugan to fuck off."
"But what about the fact that when we run into your past fuck buddies and boyfriends on campus, they'll get a kick out of the fact that I fell in love with their cum rag!"
After finishing my last word, I immediately regretted it, there were tears forming in Meena's eyes.
"Meena, I didn't mean what I said, I'm sorry I just got carried away...."
The tears started flowing down her cheeks and she began to wipe it off.
"It's okay Ravi, you didn't say anything that wasn't true, yes I was their cum rag but I'm not crying because of that."
"Then what are you crying for Meena?"
I pulled her into my arms and she placed her head on my chest. The tears flowing from her cheeks made their way onto my shirt but I didn't mind. I stroked her hair trying to make amends for my harsh words.
"Ravi, I'm not crying because you called me a cum rag, or how you hate that I slept with white guys, I'm crying for you."
Now I was completely confused, what the fuck was happening?
"Meena, are you alright maybe you need to go back to your dorm and take a nap or something."
"No Ravi listen, these tears are for you, it hurts me to know that you've basically chained yourself from love, joy and happiness just because of what society thinks of you."
"I was first attracted to you and wanted to know more about you, as I got to know a bit more I got really intrigued and my attraction started to grow, but now I see why you were put in my life."
"What's the reason Meena?"
"I want to save you Ravi."
"Save me from what?"
"Save you from yourself."
God this couldn't any more bizarre, I'm going to call it a day and head back home.
I got up and looked at Meena, God I feel like such an asshole for making this sweet girl cry.
Come on Meena lets go to your dorm, I stretched out my hand to her.
She smiled and grabbed my hand and we walked hand in hand to her White Ferrari 458.
She drove us to the dorm, and to not end things on a sour note, I grabbed her hand as we got out of her car, causing her to blush.
We got to her room, and she invited me to sit on her bed.
We both sat on the bed and I looked at her.
"Feel better now?"
"Yes I feel better, not because I feel sad but because there is hope."
"Meena can I ask you something?"
"Sure, what is it Ravi?"
"Do you want me?"
"Yes Ravi I want you, I want you more than any boy I wanted before."
"I mean all of me, my misogyny, my anger, my bitterness, can you handle it?"
"Yes Ravi, in a way I kind of like those qualities in you, I can't explain it."
I smiled at her; she was a strange one.
"Meena I'm going to leave now, my mom is probably making lunch."
"Ravi please don't go, not yet, can you stay for 20 more minutes."
Fuck, it's really hard denying her.
"Alright Meena I'll stay for 20 minutes, but not more than that."
"Ravi, lie down and cuddle with me sweetie."
"Meena I don't think that's a good idea, its best we don't start something that might not have a future."
"Live in the moment Ravi, I want you to hold me."
I relented and lied down next her, we were facing each other, she put her arm around my neck and I put my arm around her waist.
"Ravi, before you leave I want your number, I'm a clingy girl and even though this isn't technically a relationship yet, I want to stay in touch with you.
"Sure Meena."
I gave her my phone and she added her number and sent herself a text.
Next time you're visiting my room I want you to stay for lunch."
"I want you to try my cooking, maybe that will win you over."
"Sure Meena, I got to go now the 20 minutes are almost up."
"Alright Ravi, don't try to hide from me on campus I'll find you one way or another."
" First of all, I'm barely on campus, second how is your ex going to fit into all of this?"
"Just say you want me and he's gone Ravi, otherwise I'll just have him around as a dick appointment when I get horny." She winked at me.
"Yeah that's great Meena, are you going to tell him about our situationship, otherwise that dork might make things ugly."
"I'll tell him about us today Ravi, as to not to make this messy."
"What are you going to tell him?"
"I'm going to tell him I'm interested in you, but I will still need him when I get horny, how's that?"
"If he gets jealous?"
"Oh please me and him are over, I made that clear to him the moment I caught him with another girl, there's nothing but sex between me and him."
"Alright, I'm going to leave now."
" Alright bye Ravi."
"Bye Meena."
With that I closed the door and left, things just got interesting.....
Ambika's POV:
I had another divine dream this night, it was of a buffalo sacrifice in a famous Hindu temple. I knew what this dream meant symbolically; the time has come for me to make the final decision. My hunky new boyfriend Zach or my old and faithful Paul. The dream already confirmed my subconscious choice. Paul, we had an amazing marriage but like they say, all good thing must come to an end. Today is the day to slaughter my buffalo. I quickly made preparations for the sacrifice.
I decorated the bed and went to the south Asian apparel shop and luckily they had some red maalai ( garland of flowers) for sale, I quickly brought one and headed back home. The auspicious night had come, it was the night of the 9th day of Navratri. I made some final adjustments to our martial bed.
Step 1: Lead the Buffalo to the sacrificial post.
It was 11:30pm, 30 minutes until this day finally over, I had to act fast. I quickly led Paul to our bed, and he was shocked.
"Ambika, what's this why did you decorate the bed with flowers, and what's the maalai for honey."
"Paul today is an important day for me, it's the 9th day of Navratri, the day when Goddess Durga slays the buffalo demon."
"Oh, I didn't know that but why now? you never did this before in all our years of marriage."
"It's because today is more than just a religious celebration for me, it's a turning point in my life and I want to celebrate it with you, you'll understand when it is over."
"Come here Paul, I want you to wear this maalai, for our sex tonight it's going to be extra spicy this time." I cooed.
Paul like the dumb beast did not know of what was in store for him today.
I put the maalai around his neck and it was a good fit.
"You look so handsome baby, I thank the Goddess every day for giving me such a wonderful husband."
"I got lucky in marrying an amazing woman, that's what makes me a better husband."
I blushed, but that didn't change my mind.
"Come here Paul lie down on the bed."
"Alright Ambika."
He lied down on the bed, everything was going smoothly so far, now for the hardest part.
Step 2: Tie the Buffalo to the post.
"Paul now don't be alarmed, I know this is new but trust me it's to spice things up okay."
"Alright Ambika, just not anything sharp okay please."
"Don't worry its nothing like that sweetie."
Oh Paul, there is something that's going to be sharp and painful tonight, just not physical.
I opened the drawer and got out the 4 handcuffs, and Paul seemed a little worried.
"You trust me don't you sweetie?"
"I do Ambika, here cuff me."
"I'm going to cuff you to the bed Paul."
"Alright Ambika."
But I wanted to give him a little reward before I restrained him for being a good obedient husband.
I pulled down his boxers and stroked his dick to full erection slowly. I looked at the clock and 5 minutes have already gone by; I had to make this quick. I then quickly stretched all 4 of his limbs out and cuffed them to the bed.
"Now what Ambika?"
"Now is the part where I dance for you Paul."
Now I practiced belly dancing after my marriage with Paul in secrecy, hoping to perfect my skills to one day surprise Paul with the ultimate sexual spectacle. It looks like that day had come.
I quickly started dancing, my red saree adding to the sexual and spiritual undertones of this night. By the end of the dance, I had completely stripped myself of any clothing and was just left in my full womanly glory.
Paul's dick was twitching with excitement, which I found to be really cute, even after all these years he still yearns for me.
I then seductively walked up to my restrained husband and got on top of him, I pushed myself forward and rubbed my breasts in his face. He took a nipple in his mouth and immediately began sucking it. The sex was still good with Paul even though Zach was just a better lover. After a few minutes he released my nipple, then I lowered myself down and grinded my ass on his dick. There was no doubt now, Paul's dick was at 100 percent erection. It was time.
I inserted his dick inside me and started riding him slowly. God it still felt good even after everything, but good wasn't enough. I quickened the pace as my orgasm was building, I wanted Paul and I to orgasm in unison one last time.



"You look so handsome with that maalai on Paul."
"You're such a Goddess Ambika, even after all these years you get my blood flowing."
I smiled at him, then I grabbed onto the maalai as I was riding him, luckily it was of good quality and it didn't tear.
"Paul You have been such a wonderful husband to me for all these years, you gave me everything that you could give, thank you so much."
"Oh fuck Ambika, you feel so good!!" Paul moaned.
At this point in my life I had outgrown Paul sexually, now for the climax of this night.
"However, I want you to know I love Zach, he's now the one I want to be with."
Paul looked shocked but his erection didn't change, it was rock hard even with this truth revealed.
I rode him even faster, and his moaning didn't stop, he must think this is for the sex.
"Oh fuck Ambika!"
"Paul, I want you to know you can never compare to Zach, he so much bigger and better than you could ever be. I whispered into his year
"He has conquered my pussy and made it his, my pussy only wants big white cock now!" I yelled out my truth.
Paul was furiously trying to thrust into me in response to my proclamation, as if his dick celebrated my announcement.
Step 3: Behead the Buffalo
I then violently grabbed the maalai and strangled Paul with it as hard as I could, there was a new fear in Paul's eye. I smiled at him as I strangled him with all my strength.
God I was ready to cum and I could feel his dick pulsating inside me as well, I quickly gave the last bounce and immediately lifted my butt high up as to release his dick from my pussy. Then my orgasm came and so did Paul, although he had a ruined one.
"Oh God I fucking Love you Zach!!" I screamed in pure bliss
"Paul our marriage is over, I'm Zach's woman now!" I added
Paul's dick was erupting with semen on my butt, rope after rope hit my ass cheeks and back. Finally, the blood of the buffalo has been spilt.
I released the strangle hold on my husband and got off him.
Paul was immediately gasping for air.
I went to the shower to wash off, and came back to see Paul looking at the ceiling in complete silence.
I released him and lied down next to him.
There was an awkward silence, and finally he decided to speak.
"Ambika that was...intense, but you didn't mean all that stuff about how your pussy is his, how our marriage is over, and that you're leaving me for him, did you?"
I looked at Paul and stroked his face gently.
"Paul, I know all that I said just now must have hurt you, but it's the truth."
"Our marriage is over Paul, my love for Zach has grown exponentially since my first time with him, I am his woman now."
There was look of extreme fear that far eclipsed the one when I strangled him.
"WHAT! You got to be kidding; please tell me you're joking and this some kind of Hindu April fool's joke?!?!!?"
I kept my cool and prepared for Paul's meltdown.
"No Paul I'm dead serious, please try to understand, you promised me that even if I left you for him you would make peace with it."
"I saw tears come out of Paul's eyes, but I made no effort to comfort him."
Paul had to be strong on his own.
"So that's it huh, you're just going to throw over two decades of marriage out the window like that."
"Yes."
"My life is evolving; I don't want to be constrained to motherhood and being your wife.
"I discovered my soul mate, and like they say nothing can come between true love."
"So, all these years were a lie huh, it's just like that Indian guy told me back when we were in college."
"No Paul, I still love you, I was never IN LOVE with you that's the difference."
"What I don't understand, how could you say that, YOU FUCKING MARRIED ME!!!" he yelled.
"Calm down Paul, I got to break the news to Ravi tomorrow, and God knows he's going to go ape shit over this, so I don't need you making my life any more difficult."
Paul looked at me with disgust.
"People marry and remarry Paul that's life, get out of the fairy tale world you live in and accept reality."
"Human happiness and freedom will always triumph over archaic laws and idealism."
"Now I don't want to discuss this any further I need my sleep so I can welcome Zach when he gets here tomorrow."
"What why is he coming here?!?!?!"
"Oh my God Paul, do I have to spell everything out for you."
"Your time is over Paul, it's Zach's time, the first thing you're going to do is pack your suitcase and leave this house by tomorrow."
Paul looked at me through his tears and smiled.
"Alright Ambika, I will keep my word, be happy."
"Good, seems like we have come to an agreement."
"Oh, by the way Paul, just in case you forget you also mentioned that if things didn't work out between me and Zach that I can always come back to you."
"Sure Ambika, my door is always open for you."
"Thats sweet of you Paul, that's why I'm going to postpone the divorce until roughly a year from now."
"Alright Ambika, do whatever you see fit."
With that Paul left the bedroom and I was left alone to ponder my actions. It was hard going to sleep after what I just did, but eventually sleep found my mind and I dozed off. I was awoken by my alarm and I checked my phone to turn it off, and I saw a text from Zach in my notification.
: Babe I'm coming early tomorrow maybe around 8: 00, got to thank your husband before he leaves.
Oh God, Zach was coming early and I just woke up and it's 6:00, fuck I got 2 hours to get Ravi and Paul up to speed.
As I finished getting ready, I quickly put on my clothes and left the bedroom. I walked into the living room and saw Paul already dressed and with his suitcase ready to leave.
"Paul, don't leave just yet, Zach wants to meet you before you go."
"What, what does he want with me, he already took my wife from me." he said with anger.
"Don't be like that Paul, keep your jealousy under control and act like a gentleman."
"Where Ravi Paul?"
"It's the weekends Ambika, he's sleeping."
Of course, his lazy ass is sleeping in a time like this.
I immediately rushed to his room and saw him sleeping.
"GET UP RAVI!!!" I yelled as loud and mean as I can.
He immediately jumped up startled.
"What's wrong is everything okay!"
"I don't have time to explain, brush your teeth, shower and wear a nice pair of clothes QUICKLY."
"Then come downstairs immediately!"
Ravi immediately got up to brush his teeth, and I rushed downstairs to make sure Zach's wasn't already in the drive way.
I looked out the window and thankfully no car was there.
Then Ravi came down the stairs.
"Alright mom, care to explain why you woke me up so early?"
"Dad what's with the suitcase, you going somewhere or are we all going somewhere."
Paul didn't respond and just looked at me.
"Dad is everything okay, you seem a bit sad."
"Ravi sit down, and remain calm, what I'm about to say may come as a shock but please don't go into an outburst." I said as calm as possible.
Ravi sat down on the couch and looked at me with disdain.
"Okay I'll try, what is it?"
"Your dad and I are separating; he's no longer going to live in this house."
"Woah hold up, is this some kind of a joke you two are pulling one me?"
"No, it's not a joke, my boyfriend is moving in and he's already on his way here, so I want you to behave yourself, okay?"
Ravi's jaw just dropped to the floor, there was a dead silence for about 10 seconds and eye contact was maintained between me and my son.
Then Ravi sprung up from the couch and looked at me like he was going to incinerate me with his eyes alone.
"What The FUCK!!!"
"Calm down!"
"No, I won't calm down, so that's the motherfucker you were slurping on when you called me that day huh!"
"Thats Right Ravi, I was blowing my boyfriend that day, I wanted to teach you a lesson about snooping on your own mother, you're my son not my husband so act like it."
"Dad I was going to tell you she was having intercourse with another man, but I didn't want to make you upset at the time, I swear I was going to tell you later when the right time came."
Paul didn't respond.
Ravi was stunned.
"Ravi I'm not you dad's possession, I can choose who I want to be with, just like you told me remember?"
Ravi gritted his teeth.
"But why! what has dad ever done to you to make you do this, he worshipped the ground you walked on!"
"Ravi it's not anything about your dad's actions, just because he worshipped me doesn't mean he's entitled to me."
"Ravi, this is the part I have been waiting for you to hear."
I'm separating from your dad because I found a hot white man to fuck me like your daddy never could."
"I want to wake up next to his handsome white face and feel his dick pressed against my ass every day."
"I am a white cock slut I can't help it Ravi, please try to understand!"
Ravi was seething from what I just said.
"When is he coming"
I looked at the clock and it was 7:55.
"He'll be here in 5 minutes Ravi, so prepare yourself for that."
"Oh I'll prepare alright, 5 minutes is plenty of time to get my 2 aruvals (South Indian bill hook blade/sword/Machete) from my car and cutting that swine limb from limb in front of you disgusting woman!!!"
I immediately ran to the door to block him from going out to his car, I knew he was violent but this was insane.
"GET THE FUCK BACK RAVI!!!!"
"Get out of my way mom!"
"No! get back Ravi, if you have any love for your father and me go back and sit down."
Ravi relented and sat back down on the couch.
"Why aren't you saying anything? "
"Do you want this to happen or what dad!?"
Finally, Paul spoke.
"Ravi, it's just like I told mom when she was forcing you to not be with a white girl, the same applies here, I can't force your mom to be with me."
Ravi Facepalmed and sat in silence.
Then I heard a car pull up to driveway.
I immediately rushed to the window to see who it was.
I saw Zach step out, and my heart skipped a beat, my colonizer had come to claim me.
I was so excited; me and Zach were going to be having sex on my martial bed soon. I already felt so horny from that thought.
"So that motherfucker is here!" Ravi said with vitriol
I immediately looked at Ravi.
"STAY THERE!"
I then heard the doorbell ring. This was it, the moment I met him to the first-time having sex, this was the next milestone.
I opened the door slowly and saw my white knight smiling at me.
"Come in Zach, don't be shy."
Zach stepped in and the tension was palpable, Paul and Ravi were staring daggers at him, and that made my boyfriend feel a little nervous.
Ravi then stood up and tried walking up to us but he was held back by Paul."
"What are you doing let me go!"
"I'll fuck that white boy up!!!"
I then had a rush of courage flood me as Ravi was throwing a temper tantrum.
I reached up and grabbed Zach's neck and pulled him in for a deep kiss. There was silence in the room as I was kissing my man.
Then just as we were about to release, I heard demonic voice.
"I'LL FUCKING KILL YOU WHITE BITCH!!!" Ravi screamed with a ferocity that I had never heard before.
It looked like Paul was struggling to hold Ravi back, and the first time in my life I had a fear of Ravi. No longer was he that sweet baby that I breastfed, or the adorable child I dropped off at the daycare, or even the disobedient teenager that would get into trouble at school.
What stood in front of me was an out-of-control animal. No this has to stop, just like Geri I am going to submit him for his own good. I walked up to Ravi, and stared him right in the face showing no intimidation.
He looked at me with pure hate and violence, I no longer recognized that sweet boy that used to play snakes and ladders with me. All I saw was the face of the demon Mahishasura.
"Let him go Paul!"
"Paul released his grip and Ravi was standing before me unrestrained.
"Go ahead hit me Ravi."
Ravi just looked at me with hate but with no longer violence.
"Come on do it Ravi!"
Again nothing.
I then slapped him hard across the face, God Damit hitting him hurt me way more then it hurt him, I felt like I just slapped one of those easter island stone heads. Ravi looked unfazed by my slap.
I ignored the pain in my hand, and glared at him.
"Before you can even put a finger on my boyfriend you're going to have to hit me first, learn from your father on how a civilized man should act."
Ravi remained silent; he still had that hateful look on his face but he was neutered now.
"Now Paul, come here."
Paul walked up to me and looked solemn.
"Zach, this is my husband Paul, and Paul this is my boyfriend Zach."
Zach stretched out his hand and smiled at Paul.
"Paul thank you so much for understanding and letting me and Ambika be together, I really admire your love for my girlfriend and soon to be wife."
Paul looked at Zach's hand and proceeded to give it a firm shake. They shook hands and then they stopped, but they weren't withdrawing their hands from each other.
Then suddenly Paul violently pulled Zach's arm, resulting in Zach and Paul having their nose almost touching.
"Paul what the hell are you doing!!!"
But Paul paid no mind to my words, and I just looked at him shocked, now Paul was nowhere as violent and aggressive as Ravi. However, if there was a situation that needed it, he had no problems getting his hands dirty, I could clearly remember that road rage incident that Paul was in when Ravi was just a toddler.
"Look Zach, I don't know you and I don't like you, however my wife loves you, so I'm not going to do anything to you."
"However, if you take advantage of her love and touch her violently, make no mistake I will inflict the same violence on you ten times over."
"Do you understand me?"
"I understand Paul, and don't worry I will never touch her violently, but I will touch her in a way that brings otherworldly pleasure to her." Zach said calmly.
Paul let go of Zach's hand and grabbed the suitcase and walked out the door.
Ravi followed him and I could hear them arguing.
I stood at the door, looking at the bickering of my son and husband.
"No stay here, don't come with me!"
"Why not, I don't want to live with this woman, it's humiliating!"
"No, she's still your mother, protect her if he tries to harm her in any way!"
"Look if you have any love for me Ravi, then stay here and look after and protect mom."
"Alright fine, I'll do it, but don't expect me to get along with that motherfucker!"
"Ravi, you don't have to be his friend, just don't assault him or instigate anything."
"What if he starts shit with me and hits me first?"
"Then beat the fuck out of him Ravi."
"Look, it's not easy but you're the only one she can truly trust, even though she doesn't' realize that yet."
I saw Paul and Ravi hug before Paul got in his car and left,
Ravi stood there staring off at the vanishing car.
I felt a deep sadness in my heart, but then I felt Zach's hand squeeze my right ass cheek and my feelings of guilt went away. I looked at Zach and he smiled at me, finally it was over.
My soul mate was living together with me, I felt the butterflies in my stomach, this was meant to be.
Ravi then turned around and looked at me, I smiled at him not with contempt or smugness but with peace.
The hard part is over my son, it just gets easier from now on.......
INTERMISSION
* This concludes the first half of the story, I will pick up story sometime next year, so don't expect anything until then. *
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Ravi's POV:
As my dad's car left the street I felt a sense of pure despair. I was now alone with my mother and her new white boyfriend. I turned around and looked at her. She had a smile on her face as if she was relieved that this was over.
"Ravi sweetie, come inside."
How could she? How could she talk to me as if nothing just happened? I decided not to respond to this shameless woman.
I then looked over at the white bastard that was responsible for my parent's separation. His face had a look of pure joy as he stood with his arm around my mother's waist. I felt my anger rise again but then remembered my father's words. I can't hurt him otherwise Mom will throw a fit. Goddamit that white boy was protected and there was next to nothing I could do but insult or ignore him.
I walked up to the door where the two love birds were and passed them in complete silence. I didn't want to look at either one of these homewreckers. Then I felt my mom's hand on my shoulder as I entered the house.
"Ravi I know this is a lot to take in but please can you sit in the living room, I want to explain myself."
I turned around and looked at her with disgust. What could this woman say now after all she had done?
"No."
I immediately turned around and made my way up the stairs.
"Ravi please listen to me, give me a chance to explain everything."
I turned around and looked at the two again. Maybe I needed to hear what she had to say so I came back down.
"Alright, I'll stay here in the living room, say what you have to say."
As I sat on the couch my mother and her boyfriend took their seats on the adjacent couch. That bastard had his arm around my mother as if he owned her, god it took every ounce of my willpower not to cave his fucking head in.
"Go ahead tell me what I don't know."
"Ravi please try to understand, I know whatever I tell you won't make you happy but things played out the way they did not because I hate your father or anything like that."
I remained silent, I could care less what this whore's explanation was. She threw away my dad like an old toy. She could not give me any justification to make any of this right.
"Ravi, I know you're upset, and this feels like a massive betrayal, but true love cannot be ignored."
"Zach and I met when I was grocery shopping one day, and I immediately had a crush on him."
"My feelings for him quickly developed until I fell madly in love."
"You don't know this Ravi, but before I met your father I was almost exclusively attracted to white guys, I know this won't sit well with you but it is what it is."
"I'm surprised you didn't cheat on my father earlier."
"Ravi, I never considered another man besides Zach as a romantic prospect for me throughout my marriage to your father."
"Then why this one huh?"
"It's because Zach is the most attractive white man I have ever seen, he's my teenage fantasy multiplied by 10."
"Just look at him, he's six foot six with a chiseled body, and a face that would make any woman's eyes light up."
"Also he has an amazing personality that compliments mine."
"God you make me sick!"
"Ravi, how could I or any other woman pass up this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for true love?"
"What I still don't understand is that if you were attracted to white guys then why the hell did you choose to marry my dad."
"Your dad was and still is an attractive man, most women would have fallen for him regardless of their type."
"The other white guys were either not attractive enough or were already in a relationship."
"So you never loved my dad and just used him as a stand-in until you could get the guy of your dreams."
"Ravi that's not true, I love your dad even now, you think this was easy for me?"
"Well yeah, and I call bullshit that you ever loved him."
"Ravi!, I loved your father to the point I stood up to your grandfather to marry him."
Then tears started to form in my mom's eyes, maybe she did love him according to her perverted definition of love.
"Even now I love that sweet wonderful man. He has given up everything for me, and I will always cherish him for the rest of my life." Her tears were running down her cheeks now.
"You Indian females are all the same, you run after white boys and when things don't go your way you run back to us until you find the "one". "
"I was right in my decision to never entertain an Indian girl, this just cemented it."
"Ravi!, how could you say something so vile?!"
"I can't believe I carried you inside me only for you to turn out to be a misogynist!"
"And I can't believe the woman who gave birth to me turned out to be a hidden whore!"
"Ravi that's enough, don't talk to my girlfriend like that!"
My temper once again flared, but this time it was higher than ever before, how dare this pasty motherfucker raise his voice to me!
"SHUT THE FUCK UP YOU WHITE BITCH, I'LL TALK HOWEVER I WANT TO TALK TO HER, I DON'T CARE ANYMORE I'M GOING TO BEAT THE FUCK OUT OF YOU BITCH!" I yelled.
I got up to punch that white bastard in his pasty little face, but before I could even take a step forward my mother was in front of me blocking my access to him.
"Ravi please calm down!"
There was nothing I could do, if I wanted to hurt him I would have to harm my mother, and that's something I was just not willing to do. Even after sucking this white boy's dick while on the phone, insulting my father with her words, and kicking him out of the house. I was not willing to harm her to quench my rage.
"Zach, just stay out of this. My son can talk to me how he wants. This is between me and my son!" she yelled at him.
"I am sorry Ambika."
"As for you Ravi, I know that you're hurting right now but that doesn't give you the right to put your hands on someone."
"Sweetie, it doesn't have to be this way."
"We can all be happy together as a family."
"You're talking to me about family after all you've done?"
"Ravi there are thousands of families across this country where the father and mother are not together but with other people, and their children get used to it and turn out fine."
"Let me get this straight." " You want me to get used to this?"
"Yes Ravi, once time goes by all of this will seem normal."
"No!, none of this is normal and I will never accept this disgusting swine as a part of my family!"
"Ravi, don't be racist to Zach, he is my boyfriend!"
"No, I'll call him whatever I want, you can't control everything about me!"
"As for you pink bitch, just because you're having sex with my mom don't think that gives you the right to feel like this is your home."
"If I ever catch you going into my room or even standing near it I will fuck you up!"
That white boy just stared at me not responding to anything I've said.
"Ravi sweetie please don't insult Zach, he's a nice guy."
I ignored this deranged woman and kept my eyes on him.
"I didn't get an answer, white boy. Do you understand me or do I have to make you understand?"
"I understand Ravi, likewise I want you to stay out of your mother's bedroom." He said with a smug grin on his face.
"First of all white boy, I can go anywhere I want in this house and there is not a goddamn thing you can do about it."
"But don't worry I have no desire to see what you two homewreckers get up to in that room."
"Thanks, your mom and I will be spending a lot of time there." He winked at my mom which caused her to blush.
God, why is my mom such a shameless whore, my blood was boiling but I decided not to do anything as this was his way of getting under my skin. I calmed down and looked him straight in the eyes.
"One more thing, I'm the dominant male in this house, when I tell you to change the channel on the TV you change the channel."
"As for breakfast, lunch, and dinner, I will take my dad's seat at the table. If you ever touch that chair, I will break every bone in your body."
"Okay Okay Ravi I get it, you're the man of the house I won't challenge you for it, I'm only interested in your beautiful mother."
"Ravi, you and I will eventually get along."
"Shut up bitch, I will never betray my dad so get that disgusting thought out of your head!"
"Coming back to you... woman, don't talk to me unless it's important."
"Ravi I know you're mad but please don't call me woman, call me mom like you always do."
"You have lost that, I am ashamed to call you my mother."
"Ravi please don't say that."
"No, I'm done talking with you in that way, I'm going to my room now."
"Only call me when food is ready, or you need me to do something important. "
"Alright Ravi, but I want you to know one thing."
"And that is?"
"Even though I'm no longer with your dad and my romantic partner is a white man."
"You're still my son and I will always love you, even though it might not feel like it."
I said nothing as I got up, I was done with this idiotic conversation and wanted to return to my bed.
"Ravi, where are you going?"
"Where does it look like I'm going."
"But sweetie I'm going to make breakfast, you might as well stay here it won't take long."
"No, call me when it's done."
With the conversation over, I went up the stairs and sat on my bed. Why the fuck was all of this happening. I felt my phone vibrating in my pocket, hopefully something good.
It was a text from Meena, a small ray of light on this dark day for me. I unlocked my phone to see her message.
Meena: Good morning Ravi!
As bad as this day was, this might make me feel better. So I decided to text her back.
: Good morning Meena.
Then a text message immediately followed in response.
Meena: How is your day right now?
: Not good, and don't ask me about it.
Meena: What!?, tell me what happened babe!
: No, and don't call me babe, we are not in a relationship.
Meena: Sorry Ravi I jumped the gun there, but please tell me what's wrong, maybe I can help.
: No Meena, I appreciate your concern but I would like to be left alone right now.
Meena: Alright Ravi, can you tell me what happened when you're on campus?
: I'm not sure Meena it's personal.
Meena: I care about you Ravi, I don't want you to go through something you don't have to.
: It's okay Meena, thanks for your concern but I'll be alright. I will tell you about it on Monday I guess.
Meena: Oaky Ravi, I can't wait to meet you again on Monday.
: Alright Meena, I'll see you on Monday.
Meena: Take care, sweetie. She sent with a kissy face emoji.
I didn't bother texting her not to call me any words of endearment because I felt like I needed her affection after what my mother had just done. I decided to lie on my bed and reflect on what happened. After an hour passed, I could hear my mom calling me from the kitchen.
"RAVI!!!"
I figured breakfast was ready so I headed down the stairs to the dining table. I saw the overgrown swine standing close to the kitchen. I shot him a look of pure hatred and he looked away, I felt a little satisfaction knowing that I was the dominant one in the house even though he was fucking my mother.
"Zach, can you put the plates on the table?
"Got it, Ambika."
I quickly sat at the table in my dad's chair to substitute his ownership. I saw the white boy bring the plates to the table and I glared at him. That's right white boy, it's not just going to be you fucking my mom, you're going to be the house mule.
Before he set my plate down I yanked it out of his hand, I looked at him to see if he was going to try anything with me. As expected he left for the kitchen. Then my mom came to the dining table with a big smile on her face holding the idli racks. The white boy returned with a large pot and I could tell it was the chicken kulambu ( Tamil for chicken curry).
Looks like she made one of my favorites just so she can try to placate me. She is such a manipulative woman on top of being a shameless whore. This kulambu was not going to make me forget what she just did this morning and it certainly is not going to make me less angry.
The white boy sat in the chair that was after the one right next to my left.
"Chellam, I made one of your favorites, I made some extra idlis so I want you to eat as much as you want."
"Pass me the kulambu, I don't want to stay here for long with you two homewreckers. " I said looking at her with hate.
She looked back at me confidently as if she was eventually going to break me into her new world.
"Zach can you please pass the pot to me."
"Sure babe."
He got up and handed the pot over to my mom who walked up to me to pour the kulumbu onto my plate.
"Put all the chicken breast pieces on my plate, you and that swine can have the rest."
"Looks like you're hungry Ravi, I hope you like it."
"Babe, what are those white pancake-looking things called?"
"Zach those are called idlis, they are rice cakes."
"So you eat them as is or do we use this curry to eat it?"
"We use the curry, we can dip the idli in many sauces and curries, but the one I made today is Ravi's favorite."
I ignored them and immediately started ripping the idlis in half to combine them with the chunks of chicken breasts. I started wolfing down my breakfast to quickly go back to my room, I couldn't even enjoy my food because of these two.
"Wow Ambika, this tastes amazing with the curry."
"I'm glad you like it Zach, this is a traditional Tamil breakfast."
"I can't wait to try the others, are they all as good as this one?"
"Well, I guess you have to find out yourself, don't worry you will get to taste all of my cooking babe."
I started to get angry, why is this white boy constantly running his mouth?
I finished my last idli and got up to go wash my plate, as I was washing my plate I suddenly remembered Dad. God, what must be going through his head right now? I quickly finished washing and ran upstairs to my room.
I should text him, she shouldn't hear my dad's voice, she doesn't deserve to.
: Dad are you alright?
He did not reply so I decided to wait 10 to 15 minutes before shooting another text. Then 7 minutes went by until I heard my phone vibrate. I immediately grabbed my phone from my pocket and saw a new message from Dad.
Dad: Hey Ravi, still processing everything, what about you?
: Don't worry about me Dad, I put that white boy in his place.
Dad: Did you beat him up?!
: No, but I almost did, mom stopped me but he got the message.
Dad: Good, he will think twice about ever harming your mom while you're there.
: Dad, if he ever lays a hand on Mom I will beat him within an inch of his life, then I will drag his ass to your place so you can commence his second ass whooping.
Dad: Thanks Ravi, I'm glad I raised you right.
: Anything you need Dad just tell me and I'll do whatever I can.
Dad: Right now Ravi I need some time to reflect and figure out what to do next. I know what Mom did was painful but please be there for her.
: Okay Dad, but that doesn't mean I'm going to be nice to her.
Dad: That's okay Ravi, just protect her and help her if she needs anything from you.
: I will Dad, don't worry that white boy won't lay a hand on her, by the way, where are you at right now?
Dad: I'm at Thatha's ( Grandfather in Tamil) place, don't worry I'm good.
: Does he know, did you tell him?
Dad: Yes he knows, I told him everything and he is furious right now.
It's good to know my dad has a nice place to stay instead of a shitty hotel at the moment.
: Okay Dad, I'll give you some space to process all this.
Dad: Alright Ravi I'll contact you later when anything important comes up or I need some details on Mom.
: Sure Dad, take care.
I wondered if my parents would ever get back together. Will she truly leave my Dad for this white boy or is this some sort of phase for her since she hangs out with her divorced colleagues?
I just hope this is a bad chapter in my life that finishes quickly, otherwise I might be driven insane by this arrangement. This white boy will quickly learn things won't be smooth and easy for him, I'll make sure of it. He will be nothing more than a bipedal dog that my mom brought home, nothing more.
Then I heard the door slightly open and I turned to see who it was, and to no surprise, it was my mother.
"Ravi, can I talk with you alone for a few minutes?"
"No, I want to be alone."
"Don't be like that, let's talk about this."
" There is nothing to talk about."
"Too bad, I will set you right one way or another, either now or later."
"You will never make me betray my Dad, I don't care what you do from now on, all you are to me now is a woman that I live with."
"Ravi please, my boyfriend is a nice young man you should get to know him, maybe you two can become friends."
I was flabbergasted, has she completely lost her mind?
"No, if you like him being alive then tell him to stay away from me."
"Well if that's the way you want to behave then fine, it's not going to make me any less of a slut for Zach!"
"Do you hear yourself, you call yourself his slut, do you have no shame?"
"I am ashamed Ravi, not because I called myself a slut, but of you."
"Me?!!"
"What the hell did I do, you're the one who threw away your husband!"
"Ravi, I am ashamed of how misogynistic you turned out to be, I can't believe I gave birth to a boy who wants to control a woman's freedom."
"You know if you wanted to be a slut, you could have just tied your tubes and whored around instead of marrying my dad."
She was seething from my last statement, her face now resembled that of that horrific blue goddess that she worships.
"Ravi, you are a disgusting sexist PIG!!!"
"I'm not pink like your boy toy." I chuckled.
"Erumai!(Tamil for buffalo/ used figuratively for stubborn individuals)." She shot back.
"I came here to talk some sense into you but you want to make this as difficult as possible."
"Ravi you're eventually going to have to accept Zach as my partner."
"Not in this or any reality, now leave me alone."
"I will but know this Ravi, no matter what I will always love you."
I remained silent, her love was not something I wanted anymore. She has soiled herself with this swine and wants me to act like this was something to celebrate and rejoice over.
I heard the door close as she walked out, I laid my head on my pillow and thought of absolutely nothing. For the first time in a long time, my mind was empty.
The rest of the day went by slowly and I went to bed after dinner, maybe I will get used to this but I will never accept it. I feared sleep would elude me but for some reason as if by divine grace I was able to quickly fall asleep. I couldn't enjoy my slumber as I was soon awakened by a scream that jolted me from my bed.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH"
There it was again, no doubt it was my mother's voice. I immediately ran downstairs and her screaming became even more louder. God, how can she have been so naive? This white boy was already hurting her after she brought him in.
When I approached my parent's bedroom I was surprised to find it open. Dad and Mom never leave their room open during the night. I immediately rushed into the room only to find that white boy standing and holding my mother's legs apart as he thrust into her like a battering ram.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHH" My mom screamed once again.



"OH FUCK!"
"FUCK!"
"Do you like that curry slut, Im gonna be fucking you like this every day you nympho bitch!!" He yelled as I saw him give a quick slap to my mother.
I heard and saw enough, this white boy was going to know exactly who I am today.
Wasting no time, I walked up behind him and grabbed his shoulder violently, then what happened next was over in less than a second. I turned him around and I saw that his face had an incredibly smug look. This overgrown swine's brain didn't register that he was no longer looking at my mother. Before he could realize what was happening, I immediately threw a punch that landed straight on his jaw which made him drop like a sack of potatoes.
After the white boy was on the floor, I quickly looked at my mother to see if she was alright, she looked okay no visible signs of damage. My mom who was in a trance-like state now looked as if she had seen a ghost as her eyes met mine.
"RAVI WHAT THE FUCK!!!!" Mom yelled as she immediately covered up her breasts in front of me.
My eyes quickly returned to the white boy who was now lying on the floor unconscious. I didn't have time to worry about seeing her naked, I needed to protect her from this vile snake that slithered into our house. Then to my surprise, my naked mother immediately got off the bed and threw her arms around the white boy. I couldn't believe what was happening, even after hurting her she decided to embrace him.
"Zach are you okay?!?"
The white boy had regained consciousness but he looked dazed and didn't know what just happened.
"What happened Ambika?, why...why am I on the floor?"
"I'm so sorry Zach, Ravi punched you just now and you lost consciousness."
Then his eyes met mine and I stared back with a look of pure hatred and anger.
"Ravi!, how dare you hit my boyfriend, why the hell are you even here?!!"
"I heard you scream and I thought you were in danger so I ran down."
"I saw him slap you so I proceeded to knock his ass out!"
My mother facepalmed, and then she quickly met my eyes with anger.
"Ravi, Zach was not hurting me, yes he can get rough but I like it like that."
"Also Ravi I was screaming from pleasure, yes there was some pain in there but mostly pleasure." She said looking at his groin.
Until now I didn't notice this naked white boy's groin but after hearing what my mother had just said my eyes glanced towards his nether region. I was shocked at what my eyes fell on, this white boy was packing what looked like something you would find on a horse much less a man. His dick even though not fully erect was just massive, easily bigger mine. I felt inadequate for the first time in my life.
No wonder my mother was screaming, she was getting railed by a monster cock. I looked back at the white boy's face and the smugness he had on his face returned.
"Zach, are you alright baby? I'm so sorry!"
"I'm okay don't worry about me."
He was about to get up which prompted me to put my hands up to knock him down again. My mother then immediately stood up and got in between me and him.
"GET THE HELL OUT OF MY BEDROOM!!!!"
"No, I'm going to make him pay in blood for slapping you!"
"Didn't you hear what I said, I like it when he smacks me!"
"You have no self-respect woman, I can't believe you're okay with this!"
"OUT!!!!" She pointed toward the door.
I left the room to avoid losing my hearing, but before I left I glared at the swine who was smirking at me. One of these days, I'm going to put a severe beating on him. It was only a matter of time before the right opportunity presented itself.
I walked up the stairs thinking of how dire the situation was, my mom was fucking a white boy with a Greek column between his legs.
Jesus fucking Christ, this was getting worse and worse, how was my dad ever going to get back with her now. Never once had I heard my mom get that loud when she was with Dad. It was humiliating just thinking about her screaming in pleasure due to that snake.
I slammed the door and put my other pillow over my ears so that I didn't have to hear those two go at it. Fortunately, the door and pillow blocked out any sounds that could reach my ear and I was able to resume my sleep. I woke up the next morning to find my mom sitting at the end of my bed creepily smiling at me. Why the fuck is she in my room again.
"Sweetie, I came here to talk to you about last night's... misunderstanding."
I remained silent.
"Ravi, Zach was not maliciously trying to harm me in any way, I just like him being a little rough in bed." she blushed.
"I'm guessing that's just the tip of the iceberg?" I said angrily.
"Ravi, I am a grown woman and I have sexual needs that I want to satisfy, Zach slapping me is just one of them, don't you want your mom to be satisfied?"
God, I can't believe she was telling me this.
"I want my dad to satisfy you, not him."
"Ravi that's just not possible."
"Why not, is my dad not good enough for you woman?"
"Ravi, your dad is a wonderful man but..."
"But what?"
"It's just.."
"It's just what? Spit it out already."
"Ravi, last night you came running to my bedroom because you heard me screaming right?"
"Yes, I thought he was attacking you so I came down to rescue you."
"Aww Ravi, see you still love me."
"No, I did it because Dad wanted me to protect you."
"Well, whatever the reason Ravi, do you know why I never screamed with your Dad?"
This woman couldn't stop humiliating me or my father.
"No, I don't think about those things." I lied.
"Well let's just say your father doesn't have the proper size to make me scream."
I didn't know what to say, I was at a loss for words.
"What's the matter Ravi, why are you silent all of a sudden?"
I diverted my eyes from hers, it was too humiliating to keep maintaining eye contact with her.
"That's why your dad can't just satisfy me, not after Zach."
"Look at me sweetie, I need you to understand me."
I met her eyes once more.
"Zach and I are going to be a couple and I don't see things changing between me and him so you might as well accept it."
"This can be a lot easier if you just accept it and forget about your toxic pride."
"Mom, it's not that easy I can't...."
Before I could even finish, she wrapped her arms around me in a tight embrace. Shit, I called her mom and now she thinks I'm slowly starting to accept this.
"See Ravi you're not going to be angry at me forever, you just called me mom again."
"Let go of me."
She released her hold and I got up.
"That was a slip of the tongue, it doesn't change anything."
"Ravi I know you're trying to put on a tough act but I can see that your walls are crumbling, I know you will come around eventually."
Before she could continue my phone started to vibrate, I picked it up and it was a text from Meena.
Meena: Hi Ravi I hope you're feeling better.
Just as I was about to text her back I heard my mother's voice.
"Ravi who is it, is it Dad?"
"No."
"Then who is it?"
"You don't need to know, it's none of your concern."
"It is my concern who you're communicating with, give me your phone."
"You don't need to know every little thing."
"Give the phone to me NOW!"
God, this woman is going to drive me insane one of these days. She goes from a loving mother to an angry harpy in a matter of minutes.
I reluctantly handed my phone over.
She had a look of curiosity as she read the texts from Meena, she then had a somewhat confused look on her face as she scrolled through the messages.
"Who is this Meena, sounds like a Tamil name."
"That's because it is, she is a girl who recently started talking to me.
"Her full name is Meenakshi."
"Oh my God Ravi this is wonderful, she even calls you babe in her text message!"
"Don't get too excited, we are not in a relationship, we're just talking."
"Yes I can see from your reply, but why did she call you babe in the first place."
"That's because she jumped the gun, she initially talked about getting together with me, but I refused and told her that we could just talk."
"Why did you refuse Ravi, is she not attractive enough for you?" She asked with some anger in her voice.
"She is extremely attractive, but there is a reason why I refused."
"Ravi, this just makes me more intrigued, don't try to hide anything from me Ravi I will find out sooner or later so you better get out with it now."
"Before I tell you the reason, I want you to kill all hopes you have of me getting with her and making her my girlfriend."
"Why?"
" After what you did, I'm never going to be in a relationship with an Indian girl, I don't want to end up like Dad."
"Oh my God Ravi, my situation is different you can't base your relationships on what happened with me."
"No, I already made up my mind I'm not letting an Indian girl cuck me like you cucked Dad!"
"Sweetie, this Meena won't be like me, a guy like Zach only comes around once in a 1000 years."
"Oh yeah, well this girl is actually like you."
"What do you mean?"
"Murugan told me all about her and how she slept with a lot of white boys and rejected all the Indian guys that asked her out."
"She even admitted to this when I asked her about it, which made me decline her offer of a relationship, she's a white cock whore like you."
"Ravi!, stop slut shaming women!"
"What it's the truth!"
"I don't care how many white boys she slept with, that doesn't give you the right to call her a whore!"
So one white cock whore defends another one, not surprising in the least.
I glared at my mother who was now staring daggers at me.
"Ravi, I also rejected Indian boys in college until your father came along and swept me off my feet."
"She must like you a lot to make the first move since she rejected all the Indian boys who were interested in her."
I gave up there was no arguing with this insane woman.
"Yes she likes me, now give me my phone I have to reply to her text."
"Alright Ravi, but please ask her to send a photo of herself I want to see what she looks like."
"I'll ask her now give me the phone."
She handed my phone back and sat close to me to see Meena's response.
: I'm feeling better Meena, if it's okay with you can you send a picture of yourself?
Meena quickly responded with another text.
Meena: Of course Ravi, it looks like you miss seeing my face huh?
: Yes
Meena: Do you want a full body shot or just of my face? Western or traditional Tamil clothing?
: Whatever you think is the best Meena, but I would like to see a photo focusing on your face.
Meena: Aww Ravi I think you're starting to fall for me, I'll send the picture just give me a minute.
My mom was eagerly waiting for her photo, and I could tell she had her hopes up.
After a minute the photo was on my phone, the photo showed her from her waist up, she was dressed in a traditional red sari looking extremely attractive.
"Ravi is this her?!!"
"Yes, that's Meena."
"She's so beautiful, thank Adi Parashakti my prayers have been answered!"
"What prayers?"
She didn't bother responding to me and immediately scowled at me.
"How dare you reject this girl, she's gorgeous and she's Tamil, what more could you want Ravi?"
"Whatever."
"What do you mean whatever, invite this girl to our house one day I want to meet her and evaluate her character."
"Look, I'm the one who decides if I'm going to get into a relationship with her, not you."
"Ravi just give her a chance, those white girls won't stick around for long."
"I know those white girls won't stick around for long, I'm not in a relationship with any one of them."
"Alright Ravi, I know everything will work out in the end between you and her, my Goddess has answered my prayers."
"Can you leave now I want to get my workout in."
"I'll be in the kitchen, breakfast will be ready in 30 minutes so finish up before then."
"I will."
The rest of the day went by like any other Sunday, the white boy avoided me at all times and I mostly kept to myself. My mother for some reason decided to change up her attire and now she was wearing a sari, which was unusual. I decided to pay it no mind, it was probably to indulge that white boy's fetish. My Dad was still processing the separation and kept minimal contact with me, I figured it would be best to leave him alone as he copes.
Monday arrived and I couldn't wait to get out of the house, for once I was excited to go to college. Whatever shit those old motherfuckers were going to give me was better than having to witness my mother and her boyfriend. As I was tying my shoes I saw my mom walking towards me with a satisfied look on her face.
"What do you want, I'm heading out early today."
"This is the first time I've seen you go to college this early, are you going to meet up with your girlfriend?"
"She's not my girlfriend, and I'm not going early because of her."
"Well whatever the reason, why don't you invite her to the house today?"
"No."
"At least promise me you will bring her home one day?"
"I'll bring her home one day just so you can stop pestering me about her, Jesus, you're acting like she is my future bride."
"Well she might be your wife one day and I would be happy if she turns out to be a good girl."
"Good girl." I scoffed
"Ravi don't insult Meena."
"I didn't mean it toward her."
I saw my mom blush, I guess she got what I meant.
I got up and put on my backpack and wondered where the white boy was, usually he would be behind my mom's ass like a new puppy.
"Where's your boy toy, usually he's sniffing your ass around the house."
"Zach has college just like you but he's at a different campus."
"Wow, you're a cougar, least surprising thing so far."
"Anyways I won't be home for lunch, is there money in the card?"
"Yes Ravi, are you staying on campus?"
"Just don't feel like staying at the house anymore after you know."
"Alright Ravi but you can't stay out of the house every day, I expect you to get over this."
"Never."
"At least give me a hug before you go."
"No."
"Alright then goodbye Ravi."
I immediately got out of the house and left for class, I hope something interesting happens today to take my mind off this shit.
I was early and decided to get an extra workout in the gym 40 minutes before class started. I figured I might as well text Meena since I did tell her I would meet her today.
: You on campus?
It took her only a minute to respond, yep she craves me, don't know if I should be happy about it though.
Meena: Hey Ravi, I'll be at the campus in 15 minutes, you there already?
: Yeah, figured I'd come early, hey we'll meet after my second class which ends at 10:50, that way we have more time.
Meena: Alright where?
: The cafeteria, sound good to you?
Meena: Nah, I might as well cook you lunch.
: Really?
Meena: Yeah, but let's do some shopping first, are you okay with pork chops or do you want anything else?
: Pork chops will do.
Meena: Ok then meet me at my dorm.
: Got it.
My little shopping date with Meena will get my mind off the situation with my mom. I finished my workout and headed for class.
I walked into my chemistry class early and all the seats were empty, this was the first time I was this early, wow things have changed. I fiddled on my phone playing some time-killing game until the first student walked in. It was one of the white boys in my chemistry class. I glared at him as he took his seat, right now all these pale motherfuckers were Zach.
Then came the only other Indian guy on campus who could rival me, the mallu boy Yusuf. The guy is 6'4" and shredded at 243, we would spar in his room frequently to keep ourselves sharp. Although we weren't close he was the only guy that had my respect on campus.
I saw him smile at me as he walked in and sat to my left.
"Yo Ravi, surprise seeing you this early, usually you're the last one to class."
"Well, I decided to take my classes more seriously."
" We haven't fought in a while, you ready to get your ass kicked today?" He whispered.
"Nah, I'm a bit busy."
"Ah come on stop the bullshit, you ain't got nothing going on, might as well take a couple of swings at me."
"Somebody is already booked for the afternoon and I don't know how long that's gonna be."
"Is it a new white bitch you're fucking, man you should try some Latina pussy for a change, those white girls get boring after some time."
"It's not somebody I'm fucking, it's a friend that I already promised the afternoon to."
"Bullshit, besides Murugan and I, the only other people you talk to on campus are the white girls."
"It's somebody new."
"Oh, is he Indian?"
Why the hell is he digging this shit out of me, my god people are so fucking nosy.
"Look my guy, this is private, and I'd like to keep it that way so don't bother asking for more details."
"Alright, did you hear the news about Murugan?"
"No, what is it?"
"He's talking to someone, he hasn't told me who it is, so I thought you might be in the same boat as well."
"Well good for him, hopefully this is a stepping stone for him."
"If all goes well, we'll have these white boys running to Asian girls by the end of our last semester."
"Yeah, but that's if he's able to fuck multiple white girls within the semester, and to be realistic I don't think that's happening Ravi."
"He may not be over 6 foot like us or have our physique, but he's not a bad-looking guy and he has a decent height, it's certainly not impossible."
"Also he started working out more, he's gotten leaner and gained some definition."
"You think he can match our numbers?"
"No he won't get the same amount of pussy as us but something is always better than nothing. I just hope he doesn't catch feelings, the more white girls he's fucking the better."
"Well if he does manage to get at least three white girls within this semester, those white boys will start to panic and lose their shit. You think he's ready if he gets confronted?"
"I don't know but keep him close, those pink bitches won't lay a finger on him if he's in our company. I'm not on campus for long so you're pretty much his bodyguard once noon starts."
"Hopefully things go smoothly, I don't want to get into trouble."
"Don't be such a pussy Yusuf, if shit hits the fan then we gotta do what we gotta do, no matter the consequences."
"Alright, I got his back."
The class was a few minutes away from starting and more of my classmates arrived including Murugan. He was talking to Acharya about something when he saw me.
God what the fuck is he still doing with that snake, here I thought he was making some progress. He took his seat to the right of me and he looked like he was in a good mood today, probably the girl.
"What's up Ravi, you don't look like you're in a good mood today, your eyebrows seem to be extra furrowed than usual."
"That's right I'm not in a good mood, but you're looking pretty happy today what gives?"
"Well, let's just say I'm talking to someone."
"Would you look at that, following my advice and you're already starting to make some progress, if you cut off that cow worshipper you'll make even more progress."
Yusuf started laughing and looked toward Acharya who was sitting at the front of the class sucking up to the white boys.
"Not funny Ravi, I'm also a Hindu or did you forget."
"If you ditch that crock of shit you can hit your full potential."
"Jeez Ravi, does your mother know you have hinduphobia."
"Don't mention her!" I snarled
"My God I didn't even say anything offensive and you're triggered."
"Look, just take my word, the more you stick around him the less progress you will make."
"I can't just ditch him, he's a friend, even though he's a dick wad sometimes."



"All the time." I corrected.
"Whatever Ravi, the guy helped me out a few times, unless he fucking stabs me in the back I am not going to get rid of him."
"That day will come either soon or later."
"Murugan he views you as just a useful dog, nothing more."
"We'll see."
Soon everybody was in class and the old man started the lecture, luckily this shit started to make more sense to me and I got today's lecture down without any doubts. My next class was US history, and that class was a breeze, history was nothing more than a story to be remembered.
Finally, my classes were over for the day, it was time I meet Meenakshi for lunch. Although I tried to lie to myself, deep down I was looking forward to meeting with her like this every day. I couldn't stop thinking about her once Monday came around. I wonder what she would be wearing today, god I hope it's something sexy.
I walked to her room and knocked, even though we already talked I felt nervous waiting for her to open the door. In a few seconds, the door opened and what I saw before me made my jaw drop. There she was dressed in a sexy purple long-sleeved crop top that showed off her cleavage, and her ripped jeans hugged her lower half tightly.
"Hi Ravi, glad you could come!"
"Well, I'm not in a rush to go back to my house."
"Come on in and we can talk about it."
I stepped through the door and instantly I remembered her room was pretty empty the first time I came, but now it was decorated with several posters. One poster was of the pink feminist symbol, another was of the Hindu goddess Durga, and another was of the Hindu goddess Kali. The rest were a few cheesy quotes and a poster of a shirtless Zac Efron.
"My God, you sure did give the room a makeover since the last time I was here."
"Well, I felt like decorating my room a bit after visiting some of the other girls' rooms this week."
The Durga poster caught my attention, just looking at that bitch made me upset, as if my life's misery was orchestrated by this multi-armed witch.
"Looks like Goddess Durga has your undivided attention."
"Yeah, it's starting to make me feel angry."
"Interesting."
"Anyways, sit down with me Ravi we can discuss what's been bothering you."
I sat down with her on the bed and I made eye contact with her. Even after all the shit that's happened, Meena was now completely overwhelming my mind with her presence. No longer were my mom and her boyfriend at the forefront of my mind.
"Tell me Ravi, what happened over the weekend?"
"Meena, promise you won't tell anybody."
"Of course sweetie, our conversation will be kept confidential."
"Also Meena, I don't know how to say this but I might need your.....comfort."
"You want to have sex with me?" She smiled.
"No, just cuddle with me a bit after I finish telling you what happened, I need some warmth."
"I'm here for you in any way Ravi."
"Meena before I begin I just want to say you look fucking gorgeous with that crop top."
"Aww, thanks Ravi, I wore it just for you today." she winked.
God she is so into me, it's best I at least push the boundaries a bit further. I took her hand in mine causing her to blush.
"Meena, this past weekend was devastating for me, my mom..." I hesitated.
"Go on Ravi, I'm here for you."
So with her assurance, I decided to spill everything out fast.
"My mom cheated on my dad, my parents separated, then my mom moved in her new boyfriend, and to top it all off he's a fucking white boy."
She had a stunned look on her face, like what I said was completely left field.
"Wow Ravi, that's not something I expected to come out of your mouth."
"Yeah this was something that left me blindsided this weekend, everything happened so fast, and she did everything with no shame or remorse."
"I'm not sure how I can help Ravi, but if you need somebody to talk to, all you have to do is come to my room."
"Thanks, I didn't want to tell Murugan because it would be extremely humiliating telling him this."
"Do you know why she did it Ravi, was your Dad abusive or did he cheat on your mom?"
"Why the hell do you females always assume that if a woman cheats or leaves it's because her man did something horrible?"
"I'm sorry Ravi, but that's usually the reason, most women get fed up with their man abusing them or cheating on them so they either leave or cheat."
"Well my Dad did neither, he worshipped the ground she walked on."
"I don't know Ravi, I know this may not be a good reason but maybe your dad didn't put enough effort into the marriage recently."
"No I don't think so, she even proudly described herself as a white cock slut, my mother calling herself a slut for a white boy!"
"Meena I don't know what to do, what can I do to make her realize she made the worst decision of her life."
"Ravi there is nothing you can do, just respect her freedom and you will get used to it eventually."
"What?!?, get used to this?, are you insane?... oh I forgot, you're a white cock whore as well, you probably think my mom's actions were so empowering right?"
"That right Ravi, it's your mom's choice on who she wants to be with, also you consider your mom a whore!?"
"Yes I do, she even calls herself a slut, so what's the big deal."
"God Ravi, even your mom isn't safe from your misogyny!"
"And here I thought you would comfort me but all you're doing is twisting the knife in deeper."
"Ravi I know how you feel and I'm not saying you shouldn't be mad at what happened, but to destroy your relationship with your mother is not the way to go."
"How would you know, did your mom cheat on your dad, kick him out of the house, and then bring a white boy home?"
There was a moment of silence before she decided to respond, she looked like she was contemplating something.
"Yes, she did exactly that."
"No way I don't believe you."
"Ravi, my parent's marriage was not that great when I was young, to be frank, after my mom started making more money than my dad, they got into several fights and then finally she divorced him."
"I would visit my dad now and then, eventually our relationship turned sour after a few years."
She was not lying, I could tell from her eyes no trace of deceit could be found.
I held my head down, no matter where I went, my suffering was mandated. Is this the fate that would lie for me if I were to marry?
"Ravi sweety I know you're hurting but please don't think what I think you're thinking."
"You read me so well Meena, tell me why should I ever marry an Indian woman or any woman at all after everything that I now know."
"Because if you both are happy and truly in love then the future shouldn't have to reflect other people's lives."
"True love, what even is that?"
"Is it a carnal desire, or something deeper?"
"You want to know Ravi?"
"Yes, I want to know what this vague concept is that people bend themselves over for."
"I know this might not sit well with you but the way I see love is that it is a combination of obedience, devotion, and sacrifice."
"According to your definition, my dad fulfilled all three as much as he could for my mom."
"I'm sorry Ravi, but sometimes love hurts, sometimes it doesn't go the way we want but it's worth it nonetheless."
"I disagree, I see now that it can make a man engage in self-sabotaging behavior."
"Ravi, have you ever loved someone, and I don't mean your parents."
"No I have not, and I don't think I ever will."
"I wouldn't put too much stock in that, I think you will fall in love."
"Really Meena, you think after all the shit that's happened during the weekend, you think I would fall for someone who already slept around with white boys?"
"I know it, I feel the walls you built around yourself have grown stronger, but inside those walls, I see a boy who is yearning for a woman's love."
I smiled at her, she was a persistent one, even after I called her disparaging names her pursuit of me did not decline.
"Meena maybe you are right, maybe I can look past everything, but I still need to be pulled out of my anger and despair."
"Ravi, I'm sure sex can numb those negative feelings you're having right now."
"Thanks for the offer Meena, but I just want to cuddle now, sex is not something I'm going to engage in for some time."
"Oaky Ravi, I have no problem using my body either way."
She laid down and patted the side of her bed signaling me to lie down next to her. Which I did immediately without hesitation and I was quickly lost in her beautiful eyes. God, she was beautiful, easily the most attractive woman that I ever laid eyes on. Her beautiful breasts looked so inviting, sex was off the table but maybe we could get a little touchy.
"Meena, I know this is a bit crass but can I put my head between your tits, I'm sorry they are just so tempting."
"Of course Ravi, like I said sex can make your day a bit better."
"Sex is too fast Meena, I just want to get lost in your breasts."
Menna then sat up and removed her crop top and bra releasing her two big brown mangos that had me drooling. She had nice areolas and her nipples were pierced with what looked like diamonds.
"Do you like my tits?" She said seductively.
"Yes Meena, do you have real diamond piercings?"
"Yep, got them done after I turned 18."
"They look amazing on your tits."
"Thanks, it's not every day a guy compliments your nipple piercings."
She laid down next to me and I immediately buried my face in her bosom. At that moment I didn't care about my mom or that white snake. I felt like I was in the safest place possible, free from the negative thoughts in my head.
She held the back of my head lovingly.
"I'm here for you baby, I know life right now might seem scary, but you will always have me, don't be shy Ravi play with them however you want."
"Meena you're making me forget about my situation already, your sexual allure is on another level."
"Ravi, when we're intimate like this can you call me mommy, I have a mommy dom kink that I recently discovered that I hope you can fulfill."
"Umm okay, Mommy."
She responded with a peck on the lips and stroked the back of my head. Wasting no time I engulfed her right areola in my mouth and started sucking on her nipple. Then I groped her left breast and fondled it, god it was so soft.
"Yes baby, keep going, your tongue is making me feel so good."
I put more pressure on her nipple and heard her let out a soft moan. Even her moaning was turning me on. The diamonds didn't add anything for me, so my tongue avoided it as much as it possibly could.
"You're doing great Ravi, switch to my left nipple now sweetie."
"Okay, Mommy."
I then switched to the left nipple and gave it a nibble causing her to gasp. Then I twirled my tongue on the edges of her nipple which seemed to only make her put more pressure on my head.
"Ravi stop teasing and suck my nipple like a good boy!"
I then sucked on her nipple with a little bit more suction than before. This caused her to reach for my dick. I immediately stopped sucking her nipple and I released myself from her hold.
"Baby is something wrong, why did you stop?"
"Meena, it was nice but I think we're getting carried away."
She looked disappointed after I said this.
"Look I want to fuck you but there is another part of me that can't let me do it.
"Is it because I fucked white guys?" she asked me in a frustrated tone.
"Yes."
"Alright Ravi, so you want to stop for now?"
"Yes, we can fool around a bit more when the time comes, when I worked through some things."
"Alright sweetie, but I'm gonna fuck your brains out one day Ravi."
"I would very much like that if it happens." I smiled.
"Now for lunch, you said we need to do some shopping?"
Yep, just need a few ingredients for the pork chops, you're fine with pork right?"
"Meena I'm fine with anything as long as it's cooked."
"Even beef?"
"Yes I'm fine with beef, is beef fine for you as well?"
"Yes, I'm fine with beef Ravi."
"Aren't you Hindu?, your name screams that you're a Hindu as well as these posters."
"I am, but let's just say my worldview expanded a bit recently, I'll tell you about it later Ravi."
"That's interesting Meena, I don't eat beef around my mom since she is a practicing Hindu, so it's good that I don't have to restrict my diet around you as well."
"So what made you irreligious Ravi?"
"I never subscribed to any religion to begin with, I have a disdain for religion in general."
"Why is that Ravi, is there anything in your past that made you have an unfavorable view towards religion?"
"Well speaking of my past I am the product of a Tamil Christian man and a Tamil Hindu woman, they raised me without shoving either religion down my throat."
"Oh that's interesting Ravi, it's cool that your parents had an inter-faith marriage."
"Although I'm not religious, I am knowledgeable about the religions of my parents which caused me to turn agnostic."
"Was it Hinduism that made you agnostic or Christianity."
"Both Meena, but what made me anti-religious was probably Hinduism and what it stands for."
"Are you triggered Miss India?"
"No I'm not Ravi, actually I'm curious about why that is."
"I'll explain the reason when we're in the car, I'm getting hungry and noon is approaching."
"Also let's get some ribeyes instead, I want to know if you can put your money where your mouth is."
"Sure Ravi, but we're taking your car since you already saw mine."
"I drive a Corolla, so I'm sorry if that disappoints you princess."
"It's okay Ravi, I was never interested in you for any financial gain."
"Nice, you're not a gold digger."
"I don't need to dig sweetie, I already have all the gold that I need."
"Look here, just cause you're rich doesn't mean I'm gonna act a certain way towards you, I'm gonna be me regardless of whoever I'm dealing with.
"That's one of the things I like about you Ravi, you're not putting on an act for any favors from me, other guys suck up to me when they see my car but not you."
"Whatever let's go get the ingredients, also you're the one who's paying since you wanted to cook for me."
"Don't worry about money with me Ravi, I'm ready to be your sugar momma." She winked.
"I don't need your money Meena, but thanks anyway."
We left her room and headed toward the university's parking lot. As we were walking towards my car, I was looking around in case someone spotted me with her, luckily no one was around.
"Ravi you seem a bit fidgety, are you okay?"
"I'm just looking around for certain people."
"Are you ashamed of me Ravi?"
"Yes Meena I am ashamed, I can't let anyone know I'm spending time with you considering your history."
"When will you get over it Ravi, you can't keep this over me forever."
"Look we're not even in a relationship and you're telling me to get over it."
"Anyways speaking of relationships, did you tell your ex about me?"
"I did Ravi."
"What did he say?"
"He was upset at first but eventually agreed because of his inability to stay faithful, also because I still want him as a fuck buddy."
"Good, tell him to stay away when I'm with you, otherwise things will get ugly for him."
"Awwww, are you getting possessive?"
"In a way I am, even though you're not my girl I feel a little attachment towards you."
"So you're possessive of me but don't want to be seen together with me in front of people that you know."
"Look I don't want to argue right now, let's just finish shopping."
"Alright sweetie, I can't wait until you taste my cooking."
We then got to my car, Meena's eyes were fixated on my car's bumper. I guess she must be reading my bumper stickers. Great another time-wasting conversation that is going to yield nothing.
"God Ravi, you have guns in your car?"
"Yes I do, is it going to be a problem?"
"No, but these bumper stickers might attract the wrong attention."
"Meena, those stickers do the opposite, those dick wads understand they can't fuck with me once they see the stickers."
"Now hop in, let's not waste any time."
"Okay."
I took my shirt off before getting in the driver's seat, which caught Meena's eye.
"Holy shit Ravi!, I knew you were built by looking at your arms but seeing you with your shirt off is like looking at a comic book hero."
I smiled at her compliment.
"But, why did you take your shirt off?"
"It's because I might need to step out of the car when we're on the road."
"Ravi please don't do anything reckless."
"No can do Meena, anytime you're with me be prepared for some possible uncomfortable situations."
"Is that why you have that dashcam?"
"Yes, I got into my first altercation on the road before I had my dashcam, lets just say that incident made me buy it."
"Why can't you just stay in the car, it's better that way."
"Do I look like a woman to you Meena? Any bitch that gets out of his car to confront me will get his ass beat."
"Now get in the car Meena."
"Okay, Ravi."
As we got in, Menna was alarmed by my shotgun and my Ar which were at the back.
"Jesus Ravi, you have an AR-15 in your car!"
"You're close but that's not an Ar-15 it's an Ar-10."
"Whatever, I can't believe you keep these guns with you while you drive."
"It's better to have them than not to have them Meena, trust me."
"So are you like a hardcore conservative Ravi?" She asked with some disgust in her voice.
"No, you thought the guns made me conservative?"
"Yeah."
"Well I'm not and neither am I a liberal, I hate both sides."
"How could you hate liberals Ravi, it's the conservatives that hate you."
"Yes I know that, but so do the liberals."
"How Ravi, they fight for the rights of minorities like us."
"No they don't Meena, they just whisper sweet nothings into your ear to get you to do what they want."
"I don't want this conversation to go on Meena, but to put it simply. The conservatives hate me because I'm not a white boy and the liberals hate me because I'm not a woman."
"But Ravi.."
"That's enough Meena, I don't want to argue with you while I'm hungry."
"Alright, can you at least tell me why Hinduism made you anti-religious?"
"I will if you don't get your panties in a twist."
"I won't get offended and argue Ravi, I just want to know the reason."
"It's because Hinduism is poison for me and all South Indian males."
"I don't get it, please elaborate Ravi."
"Hold on, I need to pull out and get out of the parking lot."
"Alright."
As I pulled out and got out of the parking lot, I glanced toward Meena and she was eagerly waiting for an explanation while I was driving towards the local supermarket.
"Well Ravi, I'm waiting for a reasonable answer."
"The philosophy of Hinduism is intended to mentally castrate and physically stunt South Indian males, it's goal is to prevent men like me."
"How?"
"Before I give you an answer, can you answer a few questions for me princess?"
"Sure Prince Charming, ask away." She giggled.
"All the Indian guys you rejected, how many were South Indian?"
"Almost all of them Ravi, but I did have an offer from one North Indian guy, most of the North Indian boys wouldn't date me anyways cause I'm too dark-skinned."
"But what does that have to do with what I'm asking you?"
"We're getting to that Meena."
"Now, how many of those South Indian guys were Hindu?"
From her silence, I figured she might have put it together.
"All of them Ravi."
"Now, why did you reject all those nice South Indian Hindu boys?"
"It's because..." She wavered.
"Come on you can do it."
"It's because I wasn't attracted to them Ravi, I know that's a bit shallow but..."
"Why are you hesitating Meena, your history is no secret to me."
"It looks like my history is something that you just can't get over, you keep bringing it up over and over!"



"Just finish what you were going to say, wait let me finish it for you instead, you can correct me if I'm wrong."
"Go ahead, Mr. Bitter."
"They couldn't measure up to the white boys you were dating or dated right?"
"Yeah." She said quietly.
"In which way did they not measure up Meena, it's okay I'm not going to get upset."
"They were significantly shorter than the white guys except Murugan, but even he was shorter than any guy I dated." She looked at me with shame in her eyes.
"Go on Meena, I'm pretty sure height was just one of them."
"They also had a pudgy physique, except Murugan looked decent, but all of them were under what I was used to."
"Also it didn't help that I didn't find their faces attractive, most of them were average looking which didn't cut it for me."
"Do you know Yusuf Meena?"
"I know him Ravi, and yes he is tall and attractive but I was not going to make the first move for him."
"Why, the guy is six four and built like me."
"I don't find him facially attractive enough to make the first move as I did with you, also he's a Muslim. I'm not willing to change or give up some of my freedoms for him like I am with you."
"Alright Meena, now I'll get to the point."
"Please do Ravi."
"But to be clear the only Indian guys you are attracted to are me and Yusuf, right?"
"Correct, I have a white boy fetish that started before college, did you not see my Zac Efron poster."
"I did, you're really into those white boys huh?"
"I am Ravi but that doesn't mean my feelings for you are not real."
"Okay, now for my point." I saw her face get a little uncomfortable.
"The only Indian guys you are attracted to are not Hindu."
"I see what you're getting at Ravi, but I don't factor in religion when I'm physically attracted to a guy."
"I'm pretty sure a certain religion doesn't automatically make you more attractive or unattractive."
"It kind of does Meena but not always, all of those Hindu boys that you rejected did not develop properly due to poor nutrition and lack of rigorous physical activity."
"There were no restrictions in my diet, I ate everything at a high amount as well, beef, chicken, turkey, pork, fish, shrimp, lobster, crab, mutton, and venison."
"Throughout my childhood and teenage years, I was eating a lot of meat regardless of where it came from and was very much physically active."
"So you're saying eating beef made you big and strong?" She chuckled.
"It played a part but I'm not going to say it was the only thing or the biggest factor, My dad is a big guy like me just an inch shorter, my genes are the biggest factor."
"However, I would have been smaller than him if I were on a strict Brahmin diet from childhood to now."
"I guess you're right Ravi, but that can't be the only reason."
"That's one of the reasons but the biggest reason is cause I'm black."
"You're Tamil Ravi, not African American, what the hell are you talking about?"
"I'm not talking about race, I'm talking about skin color, my skin is black as coal."
"So are you saying Hinduism has colorism?"
"Yes, and don't give me that Krishna bullshit, there's no need for him to be blue if he's black."
"I won't and I agree with you that Hinduism has colorism."
"I'm guessing you don't like colorism Meena, since you are on the darker side."
"Of course, I don't like colorism. I had to deal with that shit from my mom and you Indian males growing up."
"Then why the hell are you a Hindu?"
"As I said, my views on Hinduism have expanded. I'm not the regular Hindu girl, otherwise I wouldn't be shopping for beef."
"What are your new views on Hinduism then?"
"I'm sorry Ravi, I would like us to be closer before I disclose that information."
"Whatever, do you know why the cow is so sacred in Hinduism?"
"Ummm, because they give milk?"
"No, if that was the case then goats would be sacred as well."
"Think now Meena, why is one animal so favored and liked above all the others?"
"I don't know Ravi, actually I do, I'm just playing with you."
"What you were?"
"You silly boy, you thought I didn't know what you were getting at?"
"The reason the cow and bull but especially the cow is loved is because the buffalo, especially the buffalo bull is hated and demonized."
Holy shit, who is this girl, how the fuck did she know this. I guess Meena is more knowledgeable than I gave her credit for, this type of statement would be extremely rare among many South Asian people.
"You look so surprised Ravi."
"I didn't think you would know that Meena, most Hindus wouldn't know that."
"It was one of the reasons my views on Hinduism changed Ravi."
"So you know what some Hindus do to the buffalo in India and Nepal?"
"Yes, the buffalo bulls and male calves are sacrificed in Nepal and eastern parts of India, they also used to be sacrificed in south India."
"They are still sacrificed in South India Meena, it's just they are more low-key about it nowadays."
"That's sad to know, even after entering the 21st century those poor animals can't escape these disgusting bloodthirsty men."
"Do you know what makes them sacrifice those buffalos, it certainly isn't Christianity, Islam, Buddhism, or any other belief."
"Hinduism is a broad-encompassing range of beliefs Ravi, you can't blame all Hindus for what some disgusting idiots do."
"Whether they participate in the sacrifice or not, all of them have a negative view of the buffalo and at the same time adore the cow, especially if it's white."
"That's not true, maybe not all of them but I will concede that about 90 percent have a negative view."
"Okay, even if they don't, they will always uphold the cow over the buffalo."
"I don't Ravi."
"I understand now why you are anti-religious, and I'm not going to convince you otherwise."
"So you agree with me then?"
"Yes, there's no need to explain any further, this confirmed you're the one for me."
"How?
"Just so you know, I don't fall under traditional Hinduism, you and I share a similar view on traditional Hinduism."
I smiled at her, maybe just maybe she could be the one I have a meaningful relationship with.
"Ravi."
"Yeah?"
"Do you see yourself as the buffalo?"
I took a few seconds to process her words, deciding on an appropriate response.
"Yes and no."
"What do you mean?"
"Meena, do you know a Nepali boy named Acharya, he's a freshman like us."
"Yeah I do, I had him in my Cal 1 class last semester."
"He's an annoying little know-it-all."
I laughed when she said this, glad we had the same opinion on that insufferable toad.
"He's in my chemistry class, he calls me buffalo all the time, that's his favorite nickname for me."
"What a dickhead."
"Do you know why he calls me that?"
"Is it cause you're dark-skinned?"
"Yes, his religion delights in the humiliation and slaughter of the buffalos they behead for their bloodthirsty Goddesses."
"You know one time he showed me and Murugan a video of his cousin in Nepal cutting a buffalo's head off."
"Then after the video was over he pointed at the decapitated buffalo and said that was me."
"What a disgusting asshole, I can't believe he would do that!"
"I hope someone teaches that horrible little gremlin a lesson."
"Don't worry about that Meena, his religion and philosophy will be a snare for him."
"Anyways, do you know what I told him in response after seeing that video?"
"What did you tell him?" Meena asked with the utmost curiosity.
"I told him he was half right, I am a buffalo, but not a domesticated one like in the video, but a wild one."
"Then I asked him if there was a video of his cousin or any other Nepali sacrificing a wild buffalo bull."
"Let me guess, that dweeb couldn't pull that up could he."
"That's right Meena, he admitted that the wild buffalo bull is too strong and aggressive for them to ritually behead."
"I understand Ravi, you are the wild buffalo, most of the other South Indian guys are like small domesticated buffalos in front of you."
"Correct, Hinduism has made them and their fathers small, weak, docile, and pathetic."
"I on the other hand rejected that poison early and did everything that was the opposite of Hinduism."
"Like what Ravi?"
"Hinduism tells you to avoid meat as much as possible, I eat a lot of meat."
"Hinduism tells you to never eat beef, I eat beef as much as I can."
"Hindus eat a lot of rice, I eat nothing more than a little handful of rice."
"Hinduism teaches you to be an obedient son and dutiful member of society, I was a rebellious son and certainly have no interest in being a good member of society."
"Hindus reject violence, I embrace it at any opportunity."
"Hinduism teaches you to love the cow and hate the buffalo, I love the buffalo and eat the cow."
"I understand Ravi, I see why you were getting angry looking at my poster of Goddess Durga."
"I'm glad you understand, I don't like looking at that whore."
"If I am going to worship anyone it would be my great ancestor Mahishasura."
Meena laughed and gave me a quick peck on the cheek.
"Don't kiss me while I'm driving!"
"Alright Ravi, hey maybe you and I are Mahishasura and Durga."
"Are you saying you're going to kill me?"
"No."
"Then what the fuck do you mean?"
"It's my little secret Ravi, but I can tell you that it has nothing to do with killing you."
"Well, that's good to know."
We finally reached the supermarket. I've been here a few times before, the stuff they have is generally expensive but the quality is pretty good. I hope Meena's cooking skills are up to par with my mom's, a good lunch might make my day a bit better.
"You come here often Ravi?"
"Hell no, the stuff here is good but the price is too much."
"Oh, this is usually my go-to place."
"Nice Meena, it's good to be reminded that I'm broke compared to you."
"Ravi I never meant it like that, just giving you a little hint of all the perks that come with me."
"Whatever let's just go inside now."
"You just need me to cook you a ribeye right Ravi?"
"Yes Meena, let's get three ribeyes, two for me and one for you."
"You have salt and pepper in your room Meena?"
"Yes I also have oil, just fetch the garlic I'll get the steaks and butter."
With that Meena went to the dairy section and I quickly went to get the garlic. As I was getting the garlic I was contemplating how many she needed for three steaks. Finally, I decided twelve should be more than enough, I shouldn't be worrying about the money after all she's rich. As I was approaching the meat section, I could hear Meena yelling.
"Get the fuck away from me asshole!"
"Just give me a ribeye you greedy curry bitch, you shouldn't even be eating beef."
"No just get another cut you dickhead!"
I ran quickly to the commotion, no way was some motherfucker going to harm or intimidate her while I'm around. When I got there I saw her backing away from an older white guy as she was recording him. This guy appeared to be in his early 30s with his wife and son behind him. Meena saw me and a look of relief came over her as she rushed to my side.
Thank God you're here Ravi!"
"What happened Meena, why is that pink bitch yelling at you."
I said loud enough for that pig to hear.
"That asshole wanted the ribeyes I got for us, I told him no since it was for me and you."
I glared at the bipedal swine that was standing at a distance now, looks like it's my lucky day today.
I stepped in front of Meena to confront this uppity cunt. Meena stood close and grabbed my arm.
I took a good look at him and smirked at him. He diverted his eyes from mine and looked at Meena.
"So you got your nigger boyfriend to hide behind now, curry bitch."
Meena was about to respond but I gestured with my arm to remain silent. Dumbass bitch, looks like he wants to act brave in front of his wife and son. The people around us were watching but kept their distance, good I don't have to deal with multiple cowards ganging up on me.
"Bitch why are you talking to her, I'm the one in front of you now hoe."
His eyes met mine and I could already see the fear in his eyes, he was masking it with his face but it didn't help. He was nervous, he never thought he would run into a guy like me while trying to bully Meena.
"Tell your girlfriend to hand over a ribeye and we can all walk away."
He's already trying to get out of this without looking like a pussy, too bad, you're not going to simply walk away from this.
"That's not gonna happen you bitch ass white boi, those three steaks are for me and my girl."
Meena held onto my arm tighter as I said this.
"You greedy fucks, there's two of you, why do you need three steaks nigger?"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP YOU SHIT-SPRINKLED SWINE! " I yelled, making him flinch.
"Two of those ribeyes are for me, and one for her, there is not a goddamn thing you can do about it."
"My son wanted a ribeye today, so I'm gonna give him a ribeye nigger."
"You ain't getting shit pink pussy, I could care less if your son is gonna die of starvation.
Then his chubby wife started screaming at me.
"You evil disgusting nigger, my man isn't afraid of you!"
I looked over at her and I saw the ticket to this swine's humiliation.
"Hey fatass bitch, I know you want my dick in your pussy but you don't have to shout it for everyone to hear!"
"Don't talk to my wife you dirty nigger!"
"What are you going to do about it pussy?"
"Rick you're going to let that nigger talk to you like that?!?!"
I could see the white bitch hesitating to fight me, so I needed to push him a little further.
"Look at you bitch ass white boi, you're shitting yourself in front of your wife and son, I bet your fatass wife's pussy is getting moist looking at me."
"Alright nigger, let's take this outside."
Good, the white boi fell for the bait.
"Ravi you don't have to do this." Meena pleaded.
"I know what I'm doing, just keep recording and don't stop until I tell you to."
"Alright."
I put the garlic in Meena's basket as we headed for the entrance. I saw one of the workers pushing the carts enter the store. Meena went over to her to give her the basket.
"Excuse me, can you hold this for me? My boyfriend is going to fight right now, we'll be back to get this once it's over."
"Umm okay."
"It won't be long, don't worry" I assured the worker.
The swine and his family placed their cart near the entrance and went outside. Finally, something to take my mind off the situation at home. Before exiting the store I took off my shirt and placed it in the basket.
"Be careful Ravi."
"Meena have faith in me and just keep recording alright."
"I will."
I stepped outside and saw the pink bitch talking to his wife about something. Then I saw her pull her phone out, it was probably to record our fight.
"Are you ready pink bitch?"
He turned around and the look of fear in his eyes heightened as he now saw me shirtless.
"What's the matter pussy, you're looking at me like I'm a gorilla."
"That's right nigger you are a gorilla, but I'm gonna put you down.
He took off his shirt and threw it to the side, his little piglet picked it up and held onto it. Looking at his physique he was somewhat muscular, but nothing compared to me.
"Before we start you shit-dotted pig, let's empty our pockets so it'll be fair."
I took out my stiletto and gave it to Meena and she placed it in her pocket. The pink bitch also took his knife out and handed it over to his wife. I put my hands up and waited for him to press forward, but he just stood there expecting me to come to him.
"What's the matter pink bitch, you were talking all that good shit a while ago."
"You pussy, your wife is going to finger herself to me tonight."
This caused him to bite the bullet and step forward, great.
He advanced and I could see he wanted to end this as quickly as possible. As he got into striking distance he immediately went for an overhand right only to have it miss. I threw a jab in response to see how he would react, and sure enough, he was stunned and backed up to put distance between us. I decided to let him get one on me, just to make him less apprehensive.
I pressed forward and he kept backing up which annoyed me, all that talk and here he was avoiding my fists.
"Look at you scared bitch, you don't want this."
He immediately stopped stepping back and threw a cross, which I let connect but not cleanly. My head recoiled a bit and the white boy pounced upon the opportunity, great this was what I was hoping for. He went for a hook, which I ducked and quickly delivered a body shot that buckled him. I then threw an uppercut that connected flush on his jaw knocking him out cold. His screeching wife ran over to him as I smirked at her.
"RICK!!"
"Way to go Ravi!" Meena shouted.
I smiled at her and looked back at the swine that I laid out. His little brat was crying and his wife slowly shook him back to consciousness. Meena rushed over to my side and took my hand. The swine got up and looked at me with contempt.
"Are you still recording Meena?"
"Yes, I didn't stop recording from the moment I pulled out my phone."
"Keep recording Meena, it's not over yet."
"Okay, Ravi."
The swine's eyes met mine and I smirked at him proudly. I could see the submission in his eyes, he knew who the better man was, but this was not enough for me. I looked at his wife who met my eyes and I decided to rub my victory in this swine's face.
"Hey fatass bitch, I can give you a much better one."
"Ravi!" Meena said in frustration.
I decided to leave it at that, it's best I kept my mouth shut. The sound of sirens could be heard in the distance, great at least Meena was still recording.
"Don't worry Ravi, I'm still recording, everything's going to be okay."
Although Meena was recording the whole thing, I still felt a little nervous. Finally, the cop car pulled up. My adrenaline was skyrocketing, shit I didn't have my.45 on me. To my relief, a black guy got out of the cop car and looked over at us.
"What's going on here?" He inquired looking at us.
I was about to respond but Meena immediately gestured to me to be silent, but before she could respond the swine started yelling.
"Officer this ni.. thug violently assaulted me!"
Dumbass white boi, did he not know Meena was recording the whole thing or did he forget as soon as he saw the cop car pull up.
The cop looked over at me to see if what the swine said was true, but Meena rushed to my defense.
"He's lying officer, I got everything on video."
"This man was harassing me while I was shopping, my boyfriend came to my defense."
"Can you show me the recording?"
"Here officer." Meena stopped recording and gave over the phone to the cop.
The cop watched as the video played, and although there was distance between me and the phone I could still hear the contents of the video. Then there came the part where I stepped in, and I immediately looked at the white boy as he had the "Ah shit " look on his face.
The cop heard the white boy call me the n-word, causing him to pause the video and look over at the swine. God this day couldn't get any better, the swine couldn't make eye contact with the cop. The cop watched through the end and looked over at me with a smile. I nodded in agreement and then he walked over to the swine.
"He did not assault you, you started this and he ended it."
"Do you not see the part where he put his hands on me?!"
"You're the one who walked over to him and threw the first punch, he just responded in kind."
"Look I don't condone the guy's words towards you and your wife, but let's be honest here you started this first by harassing that young lady."
"But officer.."
"No buts, this isn't the 1950s anymore.



"For your sake, I recommend you don't do something like this again, a ribeye is not worth getting your ass whipped."
The swine gnashed his teeth in defiance but didn't bother responding. The cop then walked over to Meena and me.
"You two can resume your shopping."
Meena let out a sigh of relief and thanked the cop. We quickly entered the store and found the basket but not the worker. I guess the situation was a little longer than expected. Luckily my shirt and the three ribeyes were still there, I quickly put on my shirt and we checked out. As we exited the store the cop walked up to us. I looked around to see if the swine was still around, but it looked like he and his family left.
"They're gone, you don't have to worry about them."
"You never know, guys like him could be waiting around the corner. " I replied.
"Don't worry he left."
"Thanks for not denying you were black."
"He wouldn't believe me if I denied it so what would be the point."
"True."
"Anyways, I hope the rest of the day is nice for you two."
"You too officer. " Meena replied.
With that, Meena and I left for her dorm. She was extremely giddy as I was driving.
"I can't believe you're so silent Ravi!"
"What do you want me to say?"
"So you're not gonna talk about how you defended me from that asshole?"
"Don't get the wrong idea."
"What the fuck, you just kicked his ass, or was that for the ribeyes?"
"No, I didn't do it for you or the ribeyes, I did it for myself." I lied.
"I still don't get it, Ravi."
"Meena, it doesn't matter who's with me. "
"If anyone were to harass or fight anyone in my company, I view that as a direct challenge to myself."
"It would be cowardly to let you stand there getting insulted by him, so I stepped in to insult him back and baited him into a fight."
"I would have done the same for Murugan or even my whore of a mom."
"Aside from the misogyny I find that pretty noble of you Ravi, but please don't bait people into fights."
"No, shit like this happens to me now and then, so far this is my 13th fight."
"Jesus, you're a magnet for violence Ravi."
"Look I can't help it that idiots want to challenge me, aside from high school and earlier almost all of my fights happened on the road."
"In public areas like this, most of these morons keep to themselves, only when Im driving do these fuckers start acting big."
"Do those stickers help?" She asked in a sarcastic tone.
"I only had one fight on the road so far after putting those on my car."
"So they didn't help."
"They did, after putting those stickers, my next fight took a while to happen."
"Look Meena nothing is a guarantee, there will always be a guy who is going to test me."
"Okay Ravi, but why did you have to drag his kid into it at the end, what you said at the end was disgusting!"
"Why are you jealous?" I smirked.
"No!"
"Look Meena, he insulted both of us, so it would only be right to humiliate him further."
"You took it too far, bringing his wife and son into it."
"Do you have short-term memory or something?"
"Do you not remember when that chubby bitch called me the n-word."
"I do."
"That's why I said what I said, that white boy will never forget this day."
"What will you do if she takes you up on your offer Ravi?" She laughed.
"I'll tell that sow to fuck off, I only said that to humiliate him after knocking him out."
"Good, You belong to me, I'm not willing to share you with anyone."
"Belong to you?"
"That's right Ravi, at least in the future."
"You're making a strong assumption there, but it's good to let a girl dream."
"You can't hide your feelings from me forever Ravi."
"Look Meena, my mom is fucking a white boy, the chances of us getting together is very low right now."
"What does that have to with anything Ravi?"
"It's because I will project my hate for her onto you if we get closer."
"Wow Ravi, maybe you need to go see a therapist."
"No, I don't believe in therapy."
"Alright, if you change your mind I can pay for it."
"That's not going to happen Meena, but I appreciate your concern."
She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, which made me feel a bit better.
"You know, just because your mom is fucking a white guy doesn't mean it's the end of the world."
"It pretty much is Meena, she might have well just killed me."
"Oh my God, how could you say that Ravi?!"
"By fucking that white boy she wants me to die."
"I don't get it Ravi can you explain?"
"No."
"Oh come on!"
"Look we're almost there, my stomach is growling if you couldn't tell."
"Alright sweetie, but promise me you won't do anything stupid."
"What do you mean by that?"
"Don't do anything violent Ravi."
"I'm sorry Meena, I can't."
She gave up and we reached her dorm. Meena cooked some of the best steaks I had ever tasted. She watched me eat with the utmost happiness as I wolfed down the ribeye.
"God Meena, I wish we had gotten 4 ribeyes, this is fucking amazing!"
"I'm so glad you like my cooking babe!"
"Oops sorry, rolled off the tongue there."
"It's okay Meena, you can call me that when we're in private."
"Oh my God, really Ravi!"
"Sure babe." I winked at her
She immediately hugged me and nuzzled her head against my chest.
"Meena, I'm trying to eat."
"I know, I'm sorry Ravi, but I'm so happy right now!"
She released me and looked at me with those big beautiful eyes.
"Ravi, I didn't think you would warm up to me that quickly."
"I didn't either but after eating those steaks, it's like they say, the quickest way to a man's heart is through his stomach."
"I got a better one Ravi, a good woman keeps her man's stomach full and his balls empty." She said in a seductive tone.
"Always in the mood aren't you babe?" I teased.
"Ravi finish up and we can get to fucking!"
"No Meena, I'm not ready for that yet."
"Oh."
She looked disappointed, but even if I were to go through with it the sex wouldn't be great because of my state of mind. I could vividly remember that white boy thrusting into my mother. Meena deserves me at my best, not in this state of confusion, anger, and frustration.
I finished up my second steak and waited for Meena to finish hers. After she finished, I took our plates to the sink and began cleaning them.
"Ravi, you don't have to."
"It's the least I can do Meena, I'll do the dishes for you today."
She smiled at me and left for the bedroom. I finished the dishes and went to her bedroom to cuddle. As soon as I walked in, I was met with a view that had my dick quickly rising to attention. Meena was completely naked while lying on the bed in an extremely seductive manner. She gestured with her finger to come hither. I was stunned for a second before finally approaching this beautiful goddess that was before me.
"My my, someone's excited down there."
I was at a loss for words as I was staring at her. God, she looked so divine, a slim waist, a big bubble butt, and the perfect pair of tits.
"Strip."
"But Meena..."
"Don't call me Meena right now."
"Mommy, I'm still not comfortable having sex right now."
"I know sweetie, we're just going to cuddle so take off your clothes."
I proceeded to undress and my boner made it look like I had a rattlesnake in my boxers. I figured my boxers should stay on so I didn't bother removing it.
"Baby boy, when I said strip I meant everything."
Those two words had me under her spell, I immediately pulled down my boxers revealing my dick to this beautiful goddess.
"That's a nice cock."
I laid down next to her and she immediately grabbed my dick. Her hand felt so soft wrapping around my dick. She slowly began stroking it to full erection, it didn't take long for my dick to start twitching in her hand.
"Looks like Ravi Jr is ready to go, how about you?"
Damn, she was a persistent one.
"No Mommy, my big head isn't in it like my small one."
"That's a shame."
I groped her breasts and fondled them gently. This elicited some quiet moans from her. Then I looked at her seriously and recollected today's events before talking.
"Meena, did you like that I beat up that white boy in front of you today?"
"I did Ravi, but I thought you did it for your honor?"
"I did fight him for my honor, but I wished that he didn't get knocked out quickly."
"Why is that Ravi?"
"I wanted to inflict more pain on him for harassing and insulting you, I would have taken his head off if you asked me to."
"That's sweet but too far, although it's good to know my man would kill for me."
"When I'm in that state anything goes Meena, but If I was with you while you were picking up the ribeyes, he wouldn't have messed with you."
She then had a wicked expression on her face as she contemplated something.
"You ever beat up someone in our college Ravi?"
"I did."
"Who?"
"Do you know Ryan Preston?"
"Know him, he was my boyfriend for about a month in the middle of my first semester."
I immediately felt angry when she mentioned this, god of all the guys she could have fucked.
"Jesus Christ, did you fuck every white boy on campus!"
"No, do you want me to?" She cooed
God, she just knows what to say to piss me off. I immediately stood up and glared at this gorgeous goddess.
"You beat up my previous ex-boyfriend, I don't know why you're so angry right now."
"Hoe!"
"Thank you for the compliment sweetie!"
She grabbed my dick and started stroking it once more, and I felt my anger subside.
"Sit."
I obeyed her without hesitation, god it was hard resisting her.
"What happened between you two?"
"It happened during my first week here, I was using the bench press, and that overgrown swine told me to get off."
"Then what Ravi?"
"I told him to fuck off, and he responded by calling me a nigger."
"Ravi, if you grew your hair out longer, they would stop calling you the n-word."
"I keep my hair very short so that it can't be grabbed if I'm in a fight."
"Anyways I called him a bitch ass white boy, and other colorful words were exchanged."
"He then challenged me to a fight."
"I put my hands up and was ready to go right then and there, but he told me that we could fight in Matthew's house so that we don't have to get in trouble."
"Matthew's house?"
"Yeah, I didn't know what he meant by that, he then said there's a guy nearby who facilitates fights."
"Really?, I never heard of it."
"Most girls don't know about it, Heather his fuck buddy at that time is one of the few who knows about it."
"Heather? Is she the same girl that was with Brittany that day?"
"Yeah, after the fight she hit me up." I grinned.
Meena could see where this was going.
"Do people watch?"
"There's no spectators, just 3 people. Matthew, and the two people fighting."
"He's there as the referee, so no foul play occurs."
"Ravi, does he make money by selling the video or what?"
"Yeah, but the two people that want to fight have to pay him first."
"How much?"
"150 per fighter "
"Wow, so you paid?"
"Yes, I know paying to fight doesn't sound thrilling but the contract that we sign before we fight makes it worth it."
"Oh, okay, so I guess no one can cry assault when it's over."
"Right."
"Everything is recorded, from the moment we enter the house, to the signing of the contracts, and the end of the fight."
"Any rules?"
"No groin strikes, eye pokes, weapons, biting, and soccer kicking someone in the head when they're on the ground, everything else goes."
"Oh."
"Do you have the video?"
"Yeah I do, do you want to see it?"
"Of course, so do you get a video of the fight once it's over?"
"No, you got to pay for it."
"Oh wow, this guy can squeeze in a few dollars by appealing to the male ego."
"How much did you pay?"
"100."
Meena rolled her eyes at this.
"Show me the video Ravi."
I took out my phone and went to my gallery and selected the video.
"It's about 15 minutes in total, I'll go take a quick piss."
"Go ahead Ravi, I'll start watching the fight."
I handed over the phone and left for her bathroom. God I still had a boner and trying to piss in the bowl was a challenge, no way was I sitting down. I couldn't stop my piss from hitting her lid no matter where I pointed my dick. Shit why do I shoot two streams while I have a hard-on? Whatever, I quickly cleaned her lid and washed my hands.
As I entered her bedroom, I was met with Meena jumping up and down shouting as she watched the fight.
"Fuck that asshole up!"
It was kinda cute to see her getting hyped up. She met my eyes and stopped the video.
"Enjoying the video princess?"
"Watching you kick this douchebag's ass brings me joy."
"He is your ex, don't you feel sorry for him?" I chuckled.
"Fuck no, he used to call me all sorts of disgusting slurs and used me as a seminal urinal."
"But I thought you were a white cock whore?"
"Oh don't get me wrong Ravi, I am a white cock whore, but that doesn't give him the right to treat me like shit."
"Did he call you those mean words while you were fucking him?"
"He called me curry cunt, tikka whore, and dot head in and out of bed."
"He even called me those names in public, as well as hit on other girls in front of me."
I started laughing, that's what you deserve you white boy-loving slut.
"It's not funny Ravi!"
I'm sorry Meena, but you're the one who rejected every Indian guy that asked you out."
"Oh my God, you're so bitter Ravi, just because I fuck white boys doesn't mean I deserve to get treated like shit."
"Whatever, just finish the video."
She resumed watching the video, and I saw her eyes light up as I landed the knock-out blow to his temple.
"Wow Ravi, you're pretty good, you do martial arts?"
"My father put me in a boxing gym when I was in elementary, and later I did some muay thai when I was in middle school."
"So I guess you're super skilled Ravi."
"Well, you could say I have a good grasp of the fundamentals."
"I also have some wrestling experience during PE and wrestled some of the boys on the team in high school."
"I could tell when you shut down his attempt to grab you."
"Yeah, he was getting desperate as I was dismantling him on the feet so he shot for a takedown."
"Anyways thanks."
"For what?"
"For defending me today, and beating up my douchebag ex."
"You're welcome."
"So Meena, are you impressed by the size of my cock?"
"It's nice."
"I'm guessing mine must be the biggest you've seen?"
"It's big Ravi, but it's not the biggest I've seen, you're probably number 2."
"No way! You're lying!"
Now it was her turn to laugh, she looked at me like I was a child.
"Well, let's see if you're lying Ravi."
"What do you mean?"
"How big is your dick Ravi?"
Shit, do I lie to her, those white boys would have certainly lied to her about their size.
"You can lie to me but I'm going to measure you right after."
So lying about my size is out the window.
"It's 8 inches."
"Pretty big Ravi, now to check if that's the truth."
"Wait, hold on Meena, I'm not fully erect."
"I'll give you a blowjob, just give me a sec I'll grab the ruler."
Fuck, she's going to be sucking my dick, I know full-blown intercourse with her is off the table but I guess some mouth action from her is okay.
She grabbed the wooden ruler from her desk and placed it on the bed. I looked at her and felt nervous. She had a slutty grin on her face as she returned my gaze.
"I could give you a handy if you're not comfortable with my mouth."
"Fuck it, I need your lips wrapped around my cock."
"Say no more."
She immediately dropped to her knees and effortlessly took over half my dick in her mouth. Her mouth felt incredible, fuck I could feel my dick reaching full erection as she bobbed her head. Those big beautiful brown eyes of hers had me melting as she maintained eye contact. In just a little over a minute, I was not only at full erection but very close to blowing my load in her mouth.
"Fuck!, stop Meena."
She released my dick which was now pointing upwards as if it was saluting Meena.
"I guess you're at 100 percent now baby boy."
"Yes, now measure me before it subsides."
She stroked my cock as she took the ruler in her other hand.
She hesitated placing the ruler on my shaft, looked like she needed the green light from me.
"Go ahead, I'm close to blowing a load on you."
She placed the ruler flush on my shaft and my tip just reached the 8-inch mark. I let out a sigh of relief as I had lived up to my word.
"Nice, besides Chad you're the only one who told the truth."
"How big did they say they were Meena?"
"Nine, ten, eleven."
Fucking lying ass white boys, at least she said that I was her second biggest. That still bothered me, so there was a white boy that had a bigger dick. Then I vividly remembered Zach's monster white cock and felt my erection subsiding.
"What's the matter sweetie, you're getting less hard."
"Meena, you said I was the second biggest right?"
"Yep." I saw that slutty grin on her face again.
My anger was once again starting to rise, why am I constantly being humiliated like this, first mom, now her."
"Who?"
"Are you sure you want to know Ravi?"
"Yes!, is it Ryan?" I asked nervously.
She laughed as I said this.
"No Ravi, that douchebag lied and told me he was 11 inches."
"So how big is he?"
"You're so insecure Ravi, but it's kind of cute."
"One day I had him blindfolded as I was blowing him near the bed, I hid a ruler underneath to measure."
"Go on Meena."
"I quickly measured him, he's less than 7 and a half, around 7.4 I think."
"How could he add 3 inches to his dick, who's he fooling."
"I know right that's why I measured, but he slapped the fuck out of me after feeling the ruler against his skin."
"I'll fucking kill him!"
"No Ravi, you already beat him up and that's more than enough!"
I calmed down, but why did I get so angry at this, she's a white boi-loving slut why would I care if he had slapped her?
"It's good to know my man is ready to kill anyone that hurts me."
"I'm not your man."
"Then why the sudden outburst."
"Look, I care about you but that's different from love."
"I agree but you're in love with me, you're just denying it."
"Why would I love a white man's whore."
"One day you're going to tell me that you love me."
"Whatever, so who's the biggest?"
She got up and put her arms around my neck, then she whispered into my ear.
"It's Chad."
I was flabbergasted, she's fucking joking.
I pushed her back a little bit and looked into her eyes, she didn't look like she was lying.
"You're joking right, not that nerdy little white boi, he's barely taller than Murugan."
"I'm not joking Ravi, he has a big white cock."
I gritted my teeth, no matter where I go the same shit was happening.
"How big is he?"
"You sure you want to know?"
"Yes."
"10 inches."
"No way you're lying!"
"I knew you would say that, so I guess I have to show you."
"The fuck do you mean."
"Hold on."
Meena went to her closet and opened up a container. She then took out what looked like a big white dildo.
She proudly presented it to me as if she had some expensive item in her hand.
"So what's this supposed to mean, all it shows me is that you're a white worshipping slut."
"Ravi, you think this is a dildo?"
"What else could it be."
She then placed the ruler next to the dildo and the tip reached a little over the 10-inch mark. She then looked at me and smiled, waiting for my response. I remained silent to see what she would say.
"Ravi, this is a silicone mold of Chad's dick."
"I don't believe you, he's just a nerdy white boy."
"Ravi, just because he's not big like you and Ryan does not mean he has a small dick."



"Why do you think I still keep him around as a fuck buddy?"
I gulped, even though Meena wasn't technically my girlfriend I felt cuckolded.
I looked away from her and put my boxers back on.
"What are you doing Ravi?"
"What's it look like I'm doing, I'm putting my clothes back on."
"Are you going to leave?"
"Do you want me to?"
"No stay for a few more hours sweetie."
"Alright, let me just put on my clothes."
I put on my clothes and sat down on her bed.
"So are you a size queen Meena?"
"You could say that I'm a size queen."
"I do prefer bigger dicks for one-night stands, flings, and friends-with-benefits arrangements."
"When it comes to relationships, I'm not hung up over the size of a guy's penis."
"Ravi, just because Chad's dick is bigger than yours doesn't mean we can't have great sex."
"His dick is not bigger than mine, I don't believe you at all."
She smiled and kissed my cheek.
"We will cross that bridge when it comes, don't think too much about it Ravi."
"What do you want to do now Meena?"
Before she could answer my phone started ringing, shit it was probably my mom.
I pulled out my phone, and of course, it was her.
"Pick up the phone Ravi, don't ignore your mom."
"No, I know what I'm doing."
She quickly grabbed the phone from my hand and put it on speaker. Shit, this girl is fucking crazy. I didn't speak, hoping Meena would keep quiet as well.
"Ravi, are you there?"
Fuck, I didn't want to talk but it would be awkward not answering her.
"Ravi's here Aunty, he's just refusing to talk."
I glared at Meena, what the fuck is she doing. My god, now these two white cock loving feminists are going to join forces.
"Is this Meena?!?!"
"Yes Aunty, looks like Ravi told you about me."
"I had to pry it out of him, but it's good to hear from you, you have a beautiful voice dear!"
"Thank you, your son and I just finished eating lunch."
"What did you two have for lunch?"
Meena then looked at me, and I just shrugged my shoulders.
"We had some pork chops aunty."
"Nice."
"Meena, are you interested in coming by for dinner today?"
"Yes Aunty, I would very much like that." Meena then turned toward me and winked.
Great, my humiliation just won't end.
"Ravi!"
"What?"
"Why did you not respond when I was calling you?"
"I don't want to talk to you woman."
Meena looked shocked as I said this.
"Ravi please, how long are you going to be like this."
Suddenly Meena interrupted our conversation.
"Ravi apologize to your mother!"
"You stay out of this!"
"I won't, I'm not going to let you disrespect your mother in front of me like that."
She quickly reached for my crotch and grabbed my balls, she gave it a good squeeze.
"Now apologize!"
Fuck, it was unbearable, it felt like my balls were getting crushed. I almost screamed but I was not going to give her that satisfaction. I groaned as I looked at Meena, she looked at me with pity and loosened her grip.
"I'm sorry Mom!"
"Meena sweetie, you managed to make him call me mom again!"
"No problem Aunty, he's not going to call you woman when I'm around."
"Meena, I'll cook whatever you want tonight, just please come by today."
"Aunty, can you make chicken biryani, it's my favorite!"
"I'll make the best chicken biryani you ever tasted."
"I can't wait to try it Aunty, but we'll come around 7 Aunty, I want to spend a bit more time with Ravi."
"Sure Meena, I am amazed you're able to put my misogynistic son in line."
"Don't worry Aunty, his misogyny will be conquered eventually."
"I can't wait to meet you face to face Meena."
"Same Aunty."
"Ravi, treat this girl with respect and kindness, she's going to be my future daughter-in-law."
Meena smiled when my mom said this and started fondling my crotch.
"Okay, can you hang up now?"
"I will, bye Ravi."
"Bye Aunty!"
"Bye Meena!"
With that, she hung up.
I glared at Meena who paid no mind to my frustration.
"Great now I have two feminists ganging up on me."
Meena smiled and gave me a peck on the lips.
"Ravi, this feminist is going to conquer your misogynistic ass."
"Whatever, why the fuck did you squeeze my balls, shit it felt like they were going to pop!"
"The great Goddess created men with that off switch, in case their misogyny goes too far."
"You feminist hoe, I'll never change who I am!"
"We'll see sweetie."
"Ravi let's sleep together for a bit before we go to your place."
"Alright Meena, but I'm sleeping with my clothes on."
"Sure sweetie, don't worry I'm not going to do anything to you.
With that we fell asleep, I finally had some rest after the crazy shit that was happening today. Hopefully, these few hours will get me prepared for the dinner conversation with my mom and Meena. God I wanted to sleep like this every day with Meena, she felt so soft and warm.
After some time I could hear my phone's alarm going off. I got up to find Meena gone, where the fuck did he go? Then I could hear laughter, it came from outside the bedroom. I exited to find Brittany and Meena sitting on the couch laughing at something on Meena's phone.
"The fucks going on here?"
"Oh hi Ravi, sorry I didn't want to wake you up, but Brittany just dropped by for some notes."
"Hi, Ravi!"
Great.
"Look I was in her room....." Shit, I couldn't find an excuse.
"Don't bother trying to find an excuse, Meena told me everything."
Fuck, whores being whores.
I glared at Meena who was now avoiding eye contact with me.
"You slut, why can't you keep your mouth shut!"
"Don't fucking yell at her you asshole!" Brittany yelled
"Shut up you stupid white bitch!"
"This is between me and her!"
"Stop yelling Ravi and calm down."
I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for 3 seconds. I felt a bit more relaxed as I opened my eyes.
"Ravi, Brittany dropped by to get my old philosophy notes."
"She then saw your backpack and asked if you were here, I decided to be honest and tell her the truth."
"All of it?"
"Yes, all of it."
I facepalmed and sat next to Brittany. Brittany put her hand on my knee which I swatted away.
"Ravi, don't be ashamed of liking Meena, she's a kind, sweet, beautiful girl."
I was going to say that Meena was a white cock whore but caught myself.
"Look, Brittany, it's not a good look for me."
"So what, it doesn't matter, I saw the video of you kicking that asshole's ass for Meena."
I looked at Meena and shook my head. Meena looked away from my disappointed eyes and looked at Brittany.
"It's okay Ravi, I'm not going to tell anybody, you're lucky to have a girl like Meena."
"Promise?"
"I promise, this kind of love is beautiful and I don't want to mess it up."
"Alright Meena I think it's time to go."
"Hold on, I want to see you two kiss!"
"What!?"
"Come on Ravi let's kiss for Brittany!"
"Why, why do you need to see that Brittany?"
"Ravi, please!" " You two look so cute together!" Brittany pleaded.
Meena got up and sat next to me as Brittany repositioned herself.
"Go on you two, I got to see this!"
Fuck, might as well.
I went in for the kiss, and Meena reciprocated. God kissing her was still exciting even after she had given me oral.
"That was beautiful, a kiss between a feminist and a misogynist!"
"Whatever let's go."
I got up and put on my shoes, Brittany and Meena exchanged a quick kiss which perplexed me.
"Wish me luck, I'm meeting his mom today."
"You're going to need it Meena, I felt an unfriendly vibe from her when I was at his place."
"Then again, you're Tamil so it might be different for you."
"Hopefully things go smoothly, bye Brittany!"
"Bye Meena!"
Brittany left, and I looked over at Meena.
"What the fuck was that?"
"Ravi, we're just friends, we do get touchy sometimes."
"Have you fucked her?"
"Yes."
"We're in college Ravi, it's the time in our lives to experiment and explore."
"Jesus."
"Are you jealous sweetie?"
"I could care less, now let's go."
We left her room and headed for the parking lot.
"Ravi let's take your car."
"Why, just come in yours."
"I want you to drop me off as well, that way I have more time to spend with you."
Although she was a white cock slut, I never had anyone show this much interest in me before. I smiled at her and pulled her close to me.
"Ravi..." She blushed.
"Thanks, Meena."
"For what."
"For your affection and time."
"Ravi I'll always be there for you."
I gave her butt a good smack before releasing her, she held onto my hand as we walked over to my car.
We got in my car and left her dorm. Meena looked ecstatic that she was meeting my family or half my family. She couldn't shut up about what she was going to say to my mom.
"Meena."
"Yes, Ravi?"
"Can you do me a favor when you're at my house?"
"What is it, babe."
"Don't talk to that white bastard, even if he talks to you first."
"Ravi."
"Please Meena, he's already fucking my mom, he'll set his eyes on you next."
"Ravi, I'll never hurt you like that, I don't want to add to the pain you're already feeling."
"When he talks to me, I'll keep the conversation short."
"If he talks to me inappropriately then I will tell him to fuck off."
"Alright."
"Ravi, can you introduce me to your dad one day?"
"Maybe."
"What do you mean maybe?"
"If we get into an actual relationship, then yeah I'll introduce you two."
"Okay."
We reached my house and my heart was beating fast. Meena took my hand in hers as we walked up to the door. I hope this shit goes smoothly.
To be continued...
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Ambika's POV:
The first two days of Zach living with me brought excitement, tension, and chaos. As expected my now estranged husband left the house obediently with a heavy heart. Gone were the days of Ambika the devoted wife and mother, now I have been reborn as Ambika the white cock whore. This new chapter in my life has rekindled a passion that was suppressed for a long time. Ravi however was not taking this new transition well. I knew he would stubbornly try to resist our union but his violent nature is a threat to the well-being of my lover. Eventually, his male ego will be broken and we can heal together as mother and son. The only question remains: how do I make Ravi accept Zach as my boyfriend and his future stepdad?
The thought of Zach being Ravi's stepdad was absurd, considering he's just a few years older than my son. It would look silly of Ravi to call Zach dad, but it would cement my happily ever after. As I was caught up in my thoughts, I didn't hear my co-worker calling me.
"Ambika,...........Ambika............Ambika!"
"Sorry Sarah I was caught up in my thoughts."
I had told my girls at work about Zach moving in with me, and my decision to divorce my husband. Most supported my decision, but a few criticized me for abandoning Paul. They thought that it was very cruel of me to send him packing like that. However, I knew he was a big boy and could handle it.
"Ambika, are you feeling sorry for Paul?"
"No Sarah, I'm thinking of my son right now."
"I know your son is not taking this well."
"That's an understatement, he knocked out my boyfriend."
"Oh shit it's that bad?!"
"Yeah it came to that, how can I convince him to accept my new relationship?"
"I'm not sure if there is a way Ambika, when I divorced my ex-husband, my son was just 7 at the time and he warmed up to my then-boyfriend."
"Your son is 19, so it's different."
"Yeah, a big difference."
"I don't know if you could make him like Zach, but I know how you could make him tolerate Zach."
"That's a step forward, tell me how."
"Since your son is 19, warn him that if he ever disrespects or hurts your new boyfriend you'll kick him out of the house."
"Yeah I figured that, but he's my baby boy, no matter how I feel about him I can't bring myself to do it."
"He's 19 Ambika, he should be out of the house and on his own, my son left the house when he was 18."
"I know he has to leave someday, but I want him with me as long as I can keep him."
"Well Ambika, I gave you the solution, it's up to you to implement it."
"I'll threaten him with it the next time he does something to Zach."
"Ambika, I wanted to talk to you about Paul."
"What is it Sarah, will you chide me for showing Paul the door?"
"No, I think it was brave of you to do what you did."
"It took a lot of courage for me to leave my ex-husband and explore what else is out there."
"Yeah, so did you find the "one"."
"No not yet, but that leads me to my question." She said sheepishly.
"Would you be okay if I shoot my shot with Paul?"
I was stunned, I didn't know what to say, here was my co-worker asking me if she could fuck my soon-to-be ex-husband. Sarah and I weren't close but still, the nerve of this woman. The thought of Paul with a white woman enraged me and Sarah could see the discomfort in my eyes.
"Sorry, I just thought you two were over."
"No, no it's alright." I lied.
"Really?"
"Yes, but why?"
"Did you always have eyes for him?"
"Meena I was never after your husband, It's just that I always found him attractive but never desired him."
"Now that we separated you want him."
"Look, I thought since you're with Zach it was over between you and Paul."
"We're still married but it's fine I'll give you his number."
If Paul and Sarah hook up, it would give me the fortitude to proceed with the divorce.
"Thanks, it's just that I never dated an Indian guy."
"You know there are other Indian guys out there besides my husband."
"Oh, please, Ambika."
"None of them measure up to Paul; besides, he treats you like a queen. I'm tired of men just using me for sex."
"He did treat me well during our time together, but I'll give you his number tomorrow."
"Why not now?"
"I need to talk to him, I haven't talked to him since we separated."
"Why didn't you call him?"
"I was expecting him to call me."
"Oh come on Ambika, give the guy a break."
"Alright, I'm gonna call him today."
"Are you going to give him a heads up?"
"Yeah, I will. " I said with some displeasure in my voice.
"Thanks, Ambika."
So much for the sisterhood, anyway, I need to talk to Paul to see where his head is. Hopefully, he doesn't give in to bitterness and resent me. Although I was with Zach now, I didn't want Paul to start seeing another woman. It's hypocritical but I wish Paul would remain chaste after the divorce. The thought of Paul pining for me after I moved on with Zach was so hot. I know it's selfish but I didn't care, my sweet Paul longing for me is something I couldn't let go of.
If Paul is going to move on to another woman, I'd want it to be an Indian woman. Sarah showed her true colors today as an opportunistic broad, no way is my estranged husband going to be with a white woman, not on my watch. I'll have to set him up with a desi woman before I give Sarah his number. The only question was who?
All the desi gals I know were married so that's an issue, shit I'll think of something. I focused on my work as the hours went by. Zach baby, I'm going to need a good railing today. That white boy's magic didn't wear off, it was like a super drug, from his face to his dick he was just perfect. I imagined our future together, from marriage to children. God, it would be a blessing if Zach were to knock me up in one of our sessions. I flirted with the idea of getting off birth control but quickly decided against it. Zach is still in college and I'd rather he make me his wife first.
The day went by faster than expected and I rushed to my car at 5. I arrived home to an empty house which gave me all the privacy I needed to make the phone call to Paul. I was nervous before calling him, why the fuck didn't he try to check up on me? Doesn't he want to know if I was safe and happy, or did he no longer care about me? Well, there was only one way to find out.
I called him and immediately he answered. Nice, he's still enamored with me.
"....Ambika..."
"Why the fuck did you not try to call me?"
There was an awkward silence for about 10 seconds, guess he was carefully choosing his words.
"I didn't want to pester you, Ambika."
"I figured you'd be annoyed with me calling you while you're getting fucked by your boy toy."
There it was, the bitterness was coming out now.
"Boyfriend." I corrected.
"Whatever, didn't want to intrude on your sexual activities Ambika."
"Really Paul?"
"You could have tried calling me while I was at work, and I might have picked up or I could have called you back later."
"Tell me the real reason you're not calling me Paul?"
"It's because it hurts to talk to you."
"Does it hurt you not knowing that I'm safe and happy?"
"Ambika it hurts to hear your voice after everything that's happened, I have Ravi updating me regarding your well-being."
"Oh, so you have our rambunctious son keeping an eye on me?"
"Alright, I'll just ask you instead Ambika."
"Paul it's too late for that, don't bother trying to contact me anymore after your little sneaky maneuver."
"Why can't you understand Ambika?"
"I do understand Paul, I understand that you're a bitter jealous soon-to-be ex-husband who wants to spy on me through our son."
"Please Ambika, I don't want to sour our relationship any further."
"Relationship?"
"Paul, our relationship is going to be over in 10 to 13 months depending on how I feel, so don't bother trying to win me back."
There was a deafening silence now.
"Ambika I Love you."
"I love you too Paul, but I'm not in love with you."
"Zach is the one I'm in love with, please be true to your words and find a way to make peace with it."
"I'll try but it's so hard."
"Find a way for me Paul."
"Also, since you have your violent son to keep an eye on me, tell him to keep his hands to himself."
"What did he do?!"
"Do you want the long version or the short version?"
"The long one with all the information Ambika, I need to know what exactly happened."
" Zach and I were having sex during Saturday night and I guess we were a little too loud."
"This made him wake up and head to the bedroom to see if I was in danger."
"Zach and I didn't know he was there as we were too caught up in the sex."
"He saw Zach slap me which caused him to knock him out."
"Hold on he slapped you!"
"Yes, but it was nothing malicious, just some bedroom fun."
"I got to thank Ravi when I call him the next time."
"What the fuck is wrong with you Paul he assaulted my boyfriend!"
"He put his hands on you Ambika you should be thanking Ravi!"
"It's bedroom fun Paul, Zach was not trying to harm me in any way, I wanted him to slap me."
"Why?"
"It turns me on."
"You never told me this when we were having sex."
"It's not something that applies to you."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that I find it hot that Zach slaps me while he's fucking me, I would find it disrespectful if you ever slapped me when we were intimate."
"I would never slap you."
"Yeah, that's exactly why I wouldn't like it if you did."
"Anyways Paul, where are you staying right now?"
"I'm staying at my dad's place."
"Oh, what excuse did you come up with to tell them why you needed to stay?"
Another awkward silence followed.
"Why do you take so long to answer a simple question?"
"I told them the truth."
"You what!!!"
"They are going to know one way or another, no excuse would hold out for more than a month."
"Paul you could have told them we were having issues, and we needed some time apart."
"They would have wanted to talk to you, and guess what it wouldn't be on the phone."
"Great, now your parents fucking hate me, I'm surprised your mother is not at my door screaming."
"They are understandably angry with you after what you've done, my mother told me to start dating white Christian women to get over you."
"Wow, looks like my mother-in-law is a vindictive woman, I always knew she never accepted me."
"You have given her the biggest reason to despise you, now all of her previous judgments about you are validated."
"Ahh the classic team of the Indian husband and mother-in-law, tell me mama's boy did you start dating again?"
"No Ambika I can't bring myself to do it, you're the only one I want."
"Awww, that's sweet of you."
"Paul, can I make a request?
"What is it, Ambika?'
"You see Paul, I told my co-workers about our situation, Sarah asked me if it's alright if she could shoot her shot with you and asked for your number."
"Do you mean that ginger woman you work with?"
"Yeah her, can you decline her when she hits you up, I'll give her your number in a couple of days."
"Alright."
Although Paul and I were no longer together his devotion towards me tugged at my heartstrings.
"Paul, can you do something else for me as well?"
"Yeah just tell me what it is."
"Can you remain single for me?"
"Yeah, that's what I'm doing in case we get back together."
My poor husband is still holding out for me, I know it's cruel but I want him as my cuck for the rest of my life as I start a new life with Zach.
"No, I meant staying single after I divorce you and marry Zach."
Another silence was observed between us before Paul responded.
"Yeah, I think I can do that, after all, it wouldn't be fair to the other woman if you're still in my heart."
Yep, I had him, he will always be my Paul.
"Thank you, I couldn't bear it if you were to move on from me." I started to quietly sob.
"You'll always be the one for me, Ambika."
God I couldn't take it anymore, I would be a mess if this conversation continued.
"Paul I gotta go now, love you."
"Love you."
"Bye."
I hung up the phone and the tears just flowed, did I do the right thing? Paul may be bitter but he still loves me with all his heart, I guess the following months will decide everything. What the fuck am I doing, I made a decision and I should stand by it now. I need to keep minimal contact with Paul otherwise my resolve will weaken.
I heard the doorbell ring and I figured Zach was home, thank God Ravi is staying on campus longer. I quickly opened it to find my Nordic hunk standing before me shirtless and covered in sweat.
"Why the hell are you covered in sweat babe?"
"Sorry Ambika, I was playing some basketball with the boys after my classes were over."
"Oh, so do you play regularly after your classes are over?"
"No, it depends on if it's a good day or not."
"Well, I want you to get back to the house every day around this time."
"What's the matter Ambika, don't you want me to come early?"
"Look Zach, I get off work at any time from 12 to 5, until then the house is either empty or Ravi might be here early, usually his classes end before 2."
"Babe, don't worry about me everything will be fine."
"We don't need unnecessary conflict, the last thing I need is you aggravating him while I'm not here."
"I'm the one aggrevating him?"
"He's the one who's been insulting me nonstop!"
"When I was putting the plates down, he jerked it out of my hand to start something with me."
"Zach, it's going to take a while before he gets used to this, we need to be patient with him."
"I'll do it for you Ambika, but Jesus he's unpleasant to be around."
"Well, you can thank his loving father for not properly raising him."
"Was Paul too soft with him?"
"No, he just had an unusual way of disciplining him."
"My dad would give me the belt if I got out of line when I was a boy, how did Paul discipline him?"
"Well the first time Paul took the belt to him was for telling me to shut up, he stopped after the 2nd lash."
"Why did he stop, he should have made him not be able to sit for at least a few days."
"I don't know what it was but he threw the belt to the side and told Ravi to stand up and fight him."
"What the fuck, What kind of discipline is that?"
"That's why I said it's unusual, anyways he later explained to me that he wanted Ravi to stand up to anyone who was going to get physical with him, even if it was his father."
"So I guess Paul kicked his ass growing up?"
"Yeah, almost every year my two boys would go at it, with Paul just beating the shit out of Ravi until he turned 17."
"What happened then, did Ravi win that one?"
"Yeah, that was the first time I saw Paul getting knocked out, the second time was when Ravi turned 18."
"Is this some kind of Indian father-son tradition or something?"
"No, this was just between Ravi and Paul, Indian sons are completely submissive in front of their father."
"Strange, my dad would have killed me if I ever hit him back."
"When I asked Paul why he did what he did, he simply told me he loved his son."
"What an interesting family that I fucked myself into." Zach laughed.
"Whatever Zach, you fucking stink go take a shower."
"Will do Ambika, but not before."
Before I could say anything Zach pulled me into his arms and his lips instantly were on mine. I reciprocated his passion with equal intensity, and our tongues danced with delight. This was what I was searching for in my life, that spontaneous sexual passion. Even though he stank, it somehow added to my arousal. I pulled back as I realized my dress absorbed his sweat, great now I stink as well.
"Fuck, now your stench is on me."
"Care to join me then?" He said as he smiled with that boyish charm.
All the guilt from talking to Paul quickly evaporated, and I realized why I did what I did. I fluttered my eyelashes at him before replying.
"Besides the soap, can you clean me with your big white cock?" I purred.
Without responding Zach took off his shirt, which prompted me to undress as well. As I threw my panties off, Zach swiftly picked me up bridal style.
"Zach hold on, I got to take the clothes to the laundry basket."
"We can do that after our shower Ambika."
Fuck it, I just hope Ravi comes late like he said. Zach and I fooled around in the shower quickly before Ravi could come home. I gathered the old clothes and placed them in the laundry basket as Zach was checking his phone. I wonder what he's looking at, hopefully not other women. I decided to call Ravi and ask him what he wanted for dinner. I got to ease my way back into his heart as well as make him start to accept Zach.
I called Ravi, and he picked up the phone but there was no voice, strange. So I decided to speak first.
"Ravi, are you there?"
No response, now I was starting to worry, did someone else pick up his phone?
"Ravi's here Aunty, he's just refusing to talk."
Did that beautiful feminine voice belong to who I think it is? I immediately responded.
"Is this Meena?!?!"
"Yes Aunty, it looks like Ravi told you about me."
It is her! Thank Shakti my son is warming up to her.
"I had to pry it out of him, but it's good to hear from you, you have a beautiful voice dear!"
"Thank you, your son and I finished eating lunch, and now we're relaxing."
This is so great, my son and this beautiful Tamil girl are starting strong.
"What did you two have for lunch?"
"We had some pork chops aunty."
"Nice."
It would be nice if she were to drop by for dinner today, I still needed to vet her character to see if she's good for my son.
"Meena, are you interested in coming by for dinner today?"
"Yes Aunty, I would very much like that."
Great, I very well could be looking at my future daughter-in-law. Then I remembered my son was straight up just ignoring me through all of this, even if he's still upset with that doesn't mean he can blatantly ignore me like this.
"Ravi!"
"What?" He said with an annoyed tone.
There he was disrespecting me again, no matter what, I had to get through to him patiently.
"Why did you not respond when I was calling you?"
"I don't want to talk to you woman."
He wouldn't stop calling me a woman either, it's like I was some stranger to him that he's tolerating. I just wanted my baby boy back, beneath all that pride and pain I know he still loves me.
"Ravi please, how long are you going to be like this."
"Ravi apologize to your mother!"
"You stay out of this!"
Meena came to my defense without hesitation, what a wonderful girl.
"I won't, I'm not going to let you disrespect your mother in front of me like that."
Ravi then groaned for reasons unknown, it was strange he never made that sound.
"Now apologize!"
Looks like Meena subdued my son somehow.
"I'm sorry Mom!"
My Ravi finally called me mom again, god I feel so happy. This Meena may be the key to finally taming Ravi.
"Meena sweetie, you managed to make him call me mom again!"
"No problem Aunty, he's not going to call you woman when I'm around."
"Meena, I'll cook whatever you want tonight, just please come by today."



"Aunty, can you make chicken biryani, it's my favorite!"
"I'll make the best chicken biryani you ever tasted."
"I can't wait to try it Aunty, but we'll come around 7, I want to spend a bit more time with Ravi."
God this day couldn't get any better, she's infatuated with my son.
"Sure Meena, I am amazed you're able to put my misogynistic son in line."
"Don't worry Aunty, his misogyny will be conquered eventually."
Yes! I'm going to have a fellow feminist as my daughter-in-law. God, everything was falling into place. This had to be the Goddess blessing me for my decision to choose Zach over Paul.
"I can't wait to meet you face to face Meena."
"Same Aunty."
"Ravi, treat this girl with respect and kindness, she's going to be my future daughter-in-law."
"Okay, can you hang up now?"
"I will, bye Ravi."
"Bye Aunty!"
"Bye Meena!"
My excitement couldn't be contained, shit I had to finish cooking before they arrive. I immediately left for the kitchen to prepare the biryani. As I was cooking, I felt two large white hands grope me from behind. Looks like that quick shower was not enough for Zach. Although I wanted to fuck Zach then and there, I knew I had more important matters at hand.
"Babe, I appreciate the initiation and your unrelenting desire, but I have more important things to do right now."
"Like what Meena, what could be more important than being intimate with me right now?"
"While you were in the bedroom I called Ravi, his girlfriend is coming over for dinner today."
"Wait, Ravi has a girlfriend?"
"Well, I think so as of now."
Zach had a curious look on his face as I said this, I wondered what was on his mind.
"Is his girlfriend white Ambika?"
"Ravi did fool around with a dozen white girls or so in his first semester, but he never made them his girlfriend at least to my knowledge."
"His girlfriend is Indian like him Zach, do you have a problem with him dating a white girl?"
"Ye...No, it was just that in my college at least most of the girls are white, so I thought it would be the same for him."
"What does it matter to you what ethnicity his girlfriend is, it matters to me because I want my son to be with a good South Indian girl."
"Well Ambika, I was just wondering if Ravi would try to get back at me for being with you."
God men are so childish.
"Trust me, if he's trying to get back at you he wouldn't be trying to show off a random white girl in your face."
"Oh, what would he do then?"
"He would be gunning for your mother."
"Oh, that would not work out for him." He chuckled.
"I know, your mom is such a religious zealot no way is she going to commit adultery, and besides I'm not going to let him fuck your mother."
"That's my girl." He said then smacked my ass.
"Cut it out I'm trying to cook!"
"Sorry babe, I was just happy you were supportive of me."
"Don't think by not allowing my son to get with your mother is me supporting you."
"Oh, then what is it?'
"I don't like your mother to be honest, and I don't want my son anywhere near her."
"Even though she may be religious, there is a small chance she may fuck Ravi just to get back at me for being with you."
"Trust me that won't happen, I'm the only one who's going to colonize around here."
"After Ravi's girlfriend leaves I'll let you in on an idea that might make my truculent son accept our destined relationship."
"What is it, Ambika?"
"After dinner Zach, now leave me alone I got to finish dinner."
"Alright babe, when are they coming?"
"They'll be here around 7, probably late knowing Ravi."
"All right I'll just watch something on the TV."
"That's a good idea."
Zach left and I resumed cooking, I should have asked what style of biryani Meena preferred. Oh well, Hyderabadi should do I think, it was Ravi's favorite for chicken at least. Thankfully I already planned on making Biryani for dinner since yesterday, the chicken was already marinated. The only problem was that I added only chicken breasts, no drumsticks as Ravi only likes the chicken breasts. The payasam ( south Indian Pudding, Kheer) should compensate for the lack of meat pieces I think. Luckily everything was finished before they arrived, great I think I have a few minutes to kill. I decided to change into my green sari as Zach always preferred I was dressed in a Sari, and also because I wanted to make Meena feel more welcome.
Zach saw me coming out of the bedroom and smiled at me.
"Looking great babe, you always rock the Sari."
"Thanks, Zach, an Indian woman always looks best in a Sari"
"You got that right!"
I sat next to Zach and he put his arm around my waist.
"God, I can't stop looking at you, you're so fucking beautiful."
"Same here Zach."
"Zach, it's time we go public with our relationship."
"Huh, what gives Ambika, I thought we were going to do that after the divorce."
"Well, you see Zach, just a few minutes before you arrived I called Paul."
"Why Ambika?"
"I wanted him to call me to check up on how I was doing, but he wasn't calling so I decided to call him."
"Oh, is he bitter?"
"Yes, he is."
"He sure wasn't bitter when I was fucking you in the hotel."
"That's different Zach, you took his place in the house and won my heart."
Zach beamed with pride and pulled me in closer.
"He should have thought of that before he let you fuck me, that cuck has to live with the consequences."
"Yeah, but here's the thing, he's staying at my father-in-law's house and he told them everything."
"Oh, I guess that cat's out of the bag."
"Yeah, no point in trying to keep it discreet, my in-laws know and my parents will soon know if they haven't already."
"So what are you proposing Ambika?"
"Like I said, our relationship is going to be public now, no point in hiding it anymore."
"I want some pictures of us together on our social media."
"Great, I'm ready whenever you are Ambika."
"Hold on Zach, I need to get something."
I quickly went to the bedroom closet and got out the saffron dhoti ( South Asian breechcloth) I ordered a few days back. Yeah, this should fit him perfectly. I went back to the living room and Zach saw the dhoti and didn't look surprised. Would he not like this clothing?
"Zach I want you to wear this, it's called a..."
"Dhoti." Zach finished before me.
"How did you know Zach?"
"I've been researching about Indian culture after we fucked at my place."
"Ambika, I want to know more about your culture, and the things I've already learned have been intriguing."
"That's so considerate Zach, you know I've been getting more into my roots ever since I've been fucking you."
"That's nice Ambika, but sometimes I feel like I can never fit in with your culture because I'm a white boy."
I was stunned by what he said, and then like being struck by lightning, the Goddess bestowed upon me the revelation to comfort Zach in that moment.
I took Zach's hand in mine and started walking toward the puja room.
"Whoa, where are you taking me, Ambika?"
I didn't bother responding to him and kept dragging him until we reached the puja room.
"Do you know what this is Zach?"
"Yeah, it's a prayer room where you offer prayers to your gods right?"
"Right."
"Now look at the image at the center."
"What about it Ambika?"
"Do you know who those gods are?"
"Yeah the blue guy is called Shiva and his wife is called Parvati, and their children's names are Ganesh and Kartikeya"
"Very good Zach, are you learning about Hinduism to impress me?"
"Yeah, I guess." He said sheepishly.
"Now look closer Zach, what are all the animals you see in that picture."
"I see a lion next to Parvati, and a white bull next to Shiva."
"I don't get it, what are you trying to tell me."
"Be patient Zach, now look at the image on the left, what do you see."
"I see a multi-armed woman, which I guess is a Goddess, am I correct in my assumption Meena?"
"Yes, she is a Goddess, do you know who she is?"
"Is she Kali? " Wait no Kali is blue right?"
"Well in a way she is Kali, but in that image, she goes by another name, also Kali is actually black but the people would rather her be blue."
"This is confusing, so who is she Ambika?"
"Her name is Durga, I'll explain more about her later, now describe to me what she's doing in that picture."
"It looks like she's killing a dark man-skinned man or god, as she's standing with one foot on a lion, and her other foot on the dark man."
"Also he seems to be coming out of what looks to be a black bull."
"That guy's name is Mahishasura, he was a powerful buffalo demon that defeated all the male gods, it took the manifestation of the supreme Goddess to defeat him."
"Okay?" Zach looked puzzled, I couldn't blame him.
"Now I'll explain the meaning."
"You see the two Goddesses?"
"Yeah, what of them Ambika?"
"They're different from each other and yet they are the same."
"In Hinduism, some versions of the story have some minor details that differ or are absent/present from one another."
"Kind of like the books in your bible Zach."
"In some versions of the story Goddess Durga is a separate Goddess, and in others, she is a form of Goddess Parvati."
"Interesting."
"However in my branch of Hinduism called Shaktism, all the Goddesses are aspects of the supreme goddess called Parashakti."
"Parashakti is the ultimate deity in my sect of Hinduism, she manifests as the wives of Shiva, Vishnu, and Brahma."
"Then Parvati, Laxshmi, and Saraswati are part of this Parashakti, am I right Ambika?"
"Look at my man being knowledgeable about my religion."
"I am drawn to everything about you Ambika."
This white boy's love for me was genuine, I was not just a piece of meat to him.
"Anyways Zach, Durga however is said to be an avatar of Parashakti herself through Parvati."
"She has another name called Katyayani."
"That's a tough name to say."
"Don't worry Zach, the name is not that important."
"Goddess Katyayani who slayed the buffalo demon Mahishasura, is the wife of Shiva."
"I don't get it."
"Look at the dead buffalo and that white bull, I know you're smart enough to figure it out, babe."
"I think I understand Ambika."
"Ambika, that white bull is called Nandi right?"
"Yes, that is correct."
"He is Shiva's ride."
"Yes, but he's more than that."
"What do you mean, I read that Nandi is Shiva's mount."
"Yes, that is what it says in the scriptures as well, however, the white bull is also a symbol of Shiva."
"Oh, I think I finally got it!"
"Go ahead, Zach."
"Shiva is white, that's why you brought me here." He smirked.
"You're half right."
"Oh, tell me the part where I'm half wrong."
"Listen closely Zach, what I'm about to tell you is something very few Hindus know."
"Oooooh, obscure knowledge."
"Shiva is a composite deity, he is half Indian/ half white."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Wait so you don't believe he is real?."
"He isn't divine, but the two people he embodies were real."
"What do you mean."
"Shiva is a combination of the sky father god and Mahishasura."
"Really?"
"Yes, I had this revelation just when you told me you thought you wouldn't fit in, also Parvati and Durga are combinations of Kali and the original wife of the sky father god."
"So I guess they are people, instead of gods?"
"Adishakti is divine but the others are just special mortals."
"Oh, nice to know my great ancestor was good enough for the great goddess to fuck."
"You being white is not only okay but glorified in my religion if you look into it, your white skin is coveted in Indian culture."
"Most Hindus would consider this blasphemy, but Mahishasura was the husband of Kali, both the Goddess and Mahishaura have been copied, split, and combined with other deities."
"The great Goddess herself vanquished her previous husband the buffalo bull, to wed her White bull."
"God Ambika, that parallels what happened with you, me, and Paul."
"Exactly Zach, the spiritual play has been reenacted in our lives, with you being the Sky God, Paul, Ravi being Mahishasura, and me being Kali."
"Wait how is Ravi also Mahishasura, when Paul is Mahishasura?"
"Paul is an incomplete form of Mahishasura about 40 percent or so, Ravi maybe 75 ish."
"Can you explain that a bit more Ambika?"
"Sure Zach, remember when you first stepped foot in our house?"
"How could I forget, God I still feel the excitement of that day even now."
"Ravi was instantly aggressive and wanted to kill you when he saw you, while Paul remained calm."
"Yeah."
"Paul has embodied the physical aspect of Mahishasura being big and muscular, while Ravi embodies that and the violent nature of Mahishasura which Paul lacks."
"Oh okay, so are there other people that embody the Sky father besides me?"
"Could be Zach, even I don't know how all this will play out in the end, and who are all the people that will mantle the gods and demons."
"Ambika this also presents another question?"
"What is it, Zach."
"If Shiva is half white how do other Indians not know about this."
"The ancient Brahmin sages hid this information from the people Zach, they did this to not upset Indian men."
"There is a Hindu text called the Kalika Purana that states Mahishasura is a portion of Shiva."
"I'll tell you about it later, but I'll reveal to you now the knowledge given to me by the Goddess."
"Tell me, Ambika."
"Long ago and I mean way before the time of Jesus and Alexander. Your people the Caucasians fought with my people for control of India."
"This is hidden in Hinduism as the struggle between the gods and the demons, with the gods being your people and the demons being mine."
"This can be inferred because the Greek pantheon is in Hinduism as well, but the sky father is not the ultimate deity in Hinduism.
"It's the Parashakti like you told me."
"Followers of Shaktism consider that to be true but other sects don't."
"The other main sects are Shaivism where Shiva is the ultimate deity, and Vaishnavism where Vishnu is the ultimate deity."
"Go on Ambika."
"As you know the sky god is the king of the gods, he is Zeus in Greek, Odin in Norse, and Indra in Hinduism."
"Although in Norse he got split into Odin and Thor."
"Wait so who's more powerful Indra or Shiva?"
"Shiva is higher up, however, Indra is different from them in that he is a lesser god called a deva."
"He is not a primordial God like Shiva, Vishnu, and Brahma who existed before creation."
"Oh kind of like Jesus."
"Yeah like the Christian God."
"It's clear when your ancestors came to India some thousands of years ago, they brought with them their pantheon which mixed with my ancestor's gods resulting in the pantheon in Hinduism you see today."
"When Shiva and Vishnu were created, They took some elements of Mahishasura and some elements of the storm God and mixed them."
"Then they gave the Sky God a new name and demoted him from the number 1 spot."
"Indra is very much like Zeus in that he is a storm God and a pussy hound."
"The white elements are more pronounced in Shiva than the Indian ones, there are descriptions and depictions of Shiva with white skin."
"Awesome Ambika, me being white is only right then!"
"Exactly Zach."
"Now put on that Dhoti Zach, and let's take some pictures."
I watched Zach strip down and no matter how many times I see him naked, I can't help but admire his muscular physique. Even though Paul was also muscular something about Zach's white skin added to his muscularity like I never noticed with Paul.
As he put on the dhoti, his penis even though soft made a dick print through the cloth. We're going to take so many photos together, hopefully, Ravi and Meena arrive late. We took some photos in the puja room, and I uploaded the best photos to all of my social media sites. I changed my relationship status from married to in a relationship with Zach.
"Zach, I changed my relationship status, and tagged you."
"Ambika, I did the same for my account, the girls are going wild."
"Oh, what are they saying?"
"Some are congratulating me, while others have left some negative comments."
"Show me."
"It's best you don't see them."
"Zach I'm a grown woman, I can handle a few mean comments."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, now hand over your phone so I can see."
"Alright, but you asked for it."
Zach gave me the phone and I scrolled through the comments left on our best photo together. Some of the comments were positive, most of them came from women of color and white men. The negative ones were from all white women, of course. They left comments like: "Throwing away your genetics", "Fetish", "Ethnic Mom Hunter", "Not a real relationship", and " Your kids will never be white."
I wasn't at all surprised, these pasty bitches are just jealous that I got their best man and they didn't.
However, there was one comment that left me surprised. It was from Zach's ex. She left a positive comment saying: You're a lucky man Zach, she's beautiful!
If anyone had any right to be upset it was her, and here she was accepting our relationship with happiness.
"Hey babe, Rachel approves of our relationship."
"Yeah I saw the comment, she's was always a nice girl, she wouldn't say a mean thing to anyone."
"Is she not at all bitter that you're with me now?"
"She's not the type to be resentful Ambika, she and I have a good relationship as co-parents."
"That's nice I'd like to meet her one day, as well as your son."
"Yeah sure babe, the next time I drop by her place I'll take you with me."
I hope that one day Paul and I have a good relationship as co-parents like Zach and Rachel.
"Is she seeing anyone?"
"Why do you ask Ambika?"
"Well you know, if she has a man then I think that might explain why she's not bitter about you being with me."
"No Ambika she does not, she's said she won't go looking for a relationship."
"Why not?"
"She told me that whatever happens is God's plan and that if God puts somebody in her life then she will accept it, she won't go looking for it."
"Oh."
Was she holding out for Zach? Who knows, I can only make that judgment when I meet her face to face.
Then I heard the sound of a car pulling up to the driveway, I guess Ravi arrived.
"I think they're here Ambika."
"Yeah, I'm gonna go check the windows."
I rushed to the windows and sure enough, it was Ravi's Carolla. I ran to the front door to greet them and Zach was already there as well.
"How do I look babe, do I have anything on me?"
"You look perfect Ambika."
I heard footsteps approaching so I decided to open the door to let them in.
What I saw before me made me very pleased. My son was holding hands with the most beautiful woman that I ever saw. The fact that she was a fellow Tamil woman made it even better. Also, she was a tall girl, I don't know what her height was but she looked close to the size of the average man. They would make the perfect grandkids if they were to marry.
"It's so good to see you Meena, you look so beautiful dear!"
"Oh my God Aunty, I've never imagined you'd look this young, you could be my sister!"
"Well, I don't know about that considering you're much taller than me."
"Even so Aunty, I wouldn't have guessed you were any more than 25."
She made a very good first impression, from her voice to her looks and now her demeanor.
Still, I had to assess her character.
"What the fuck?!" Ravi exclaimed as he saw Zach.
"What kind of get-up is that white boy?"
"It's called a Dhoti Ravi, I thought you'd know. " Zach responded.
"Whatever, I could care less for your stupid cosplay."
"Ravi, why are you disrespectful." Meena chided.
"It's okay Meena, ever since my boyfriend moved in he's been extra rude."



"He told me all about it Aunty, and I must say you got yourself a very good-looking guy."
"Thank you dear, see Ravi she understands."
Ravi didn't bother responding and just shook his head, while Zach had that cocky grin on his face.
"Come on in you two, dinner is ready."
As we entered the house, Meena was no longer holding hands with Ravi and was staring at him with guilt.
"What's the matter, dear."
"Ravi pulled his hand from mine, I feel I may have upset him just now."
I looked at my unruly son as he was now glaring at me, was he trying to sabotage this dinner and scare this girl off?
"Ravi take Meena's hand in yours. " I said firmly.
"No not after what she did."
"What the hell did she do, she's been nothing but polite."
"She tried to flirt with that white boy!"
"Oh my God Ravi, I didn't do anything close to that!"
Was my son this insecure that it would upset his ego if she complimented another woman's success?
Meena tried holding his hand again but he swatted her hand away.
"I've had enough of your toxic masculinity, apologize to her and take her hand!"
Ravi didn't even bother responding and instead looked at Meena with contempt. Poor Meena, she would be running for the hills if my immature son continues acting the way he does.
"I told you on the way here to not talk to that fucking swine, do you want to fuck him or what?!"
There was a silence that lasted for 5 seconds before Meena decided to speak.
"I wasn't even talking to him, Ravi." Meena pleaded.
So my violent misogynistic son set some rules for her before coming here, too bad Ravi, those rules are going to go out the window.
"Listen here Ravi, Meena is her own woman and she doesn't have to follow what you say, she's free to do what she wants in my house."
Ravi glared at me in defiance but his little scary faces were fruitless.
"Meena dear, don't worry about him, just be yourself okay?"
"I will Aunty!" She said as she smiled at my son.
"As for you Ravi, come help me distribute the food."
"What, why do I have to do it."
"Ravi don't neglect your responsibilities around the house, everyone in this family has to pitch in."
"Get your white boy toy to do it, I'm not doing shit."
"Zach has been setting the plates down since the time he got here, it's your turn now."
"I'll do it, Aunty."
"Meena, you're our guest, my son is going to be the one who's putting the plates down."
"Like hell, I will!"
"Ravi, I'm not going to argue with you, set the plates down or go to your room without dinner."
"What the fuck, you're seriously denying me dinner because I refuse."
"Yes."
Ravi then shook his head and looked at Meena.
"Meena, I'm sorry I even brought you here, I'll drop you off now."
"Ravi, I'm the one who decides who stays and who leaves my house, not you."
"Meena don't mind him, you can sit at the table just go straight and then take a left at the arch."
"Alright, Aunty." Meena left for the dining table and Ravi looked extremely frustrated.
"Well, Ravi we don't have all day."
"He just glared at me with contempt and silently went upstairs."
My motherly instincts were kicking in, I always made sure Ravi had 3 meals a day at least. I was about to call out to him but caught myself. If he can be stubborn so can I, I'm done playing nice. Ravi I will make you accept Zach as my partner one day.
"Come on babe, let's eat."
"Alright Ambika, do you think he's going to do something."
"He's just throwing a temper tantrum."
As we got to the table, all the plates were set in place and the biryani pot was already on the table.
"Meena You didn't have to, my boyfriend and I would have set the table."
"It's okay Aunty, where's Ravi."
"He's throwing a tantrum Meena, he's in his room."
"I'll go get him, Aunty."
"Good luck in getting him to come down here."
"I'll bring him down, Aunty."
"Don't bother Meena, the food will get cold before he even budges."
"It won't take long Aunty."
How was she so sure, dammit I didn't want the food to be ruined, but I also didn't want to start without Meena.
Not even a minute passed and Meena was back downstairs, and not alone either. Ravi was standing beside her, and he didn't look as angry as before but he still glared at me as he took his seat next to Meena.
"How did you get that stubborn buffalo to move Meena?"
"I just used my feminine charms, every man no matter how proud meets his match in a woman."
"It's good to know there's a girl that can put up with my son's personality, honestly I was afraid Ravi might scare you off."
"That's not going to happen, he was hard to bear at first but you get used to it."
"I knew you two white boy-loving POC women would get along, but let's dial it down a bit."
Ravi, was once again trying to stir up something between me and him after coming down. I'll just add to his humiliation then.
"Ravi, get up and distribute the biryani."
"Why should I do it, that's your job."
"I'll do it, Aunty. " Meena said as she got up.
"No please sit Meena, I want my son to be more helpful around the house."
Meena sat down and didn't bother trying to protest.
"I've been more than helpful, get your boyfriend to do it."
"Ravi, I'm not going to ask you again."
"Alright fine."
Ravi got up with a sly smirk.
He took my plate and started putting the biryani. I could see no meat on my plate, which I guess was his way of getting back at me. Then he did the same with Meena but there were some chicken breast pieces on hers. Then for his plate, he put pretty much all the remaining meat on his plate and very little rice. As he took Zach's plate he stared at my boyfriend for a few seconds before deciding to speak.
"We don't talk much do we, white boy?"
"Well Ravi, you could start by calling me by my name instead of "white boy"."
Ravi chuckled.
"Ravi, I asked you to distribute the food not start a conversation with my boyfriend."
"Relax, Mrs. Feminist, I'm trying to be friendly, isn't that what you wanted?"
I was about to respond to his snarky remark, but Meena beat me to it.
"Ravi please, can't we just eat in peace."
"Don't worry Meena, it's going to be very peaceful."
Then he turned toward Zach and smiled.
"So tell me Zach, how is the dhoti?"
"It fits pretty well."
"You want the whole experience don't you Zach."
"I don't understand Ravi."
"Come on Zach, you just want to...you know... experience the culture, the tradition, and of course most importantly the religion, right?"
I was perplexed now, what the fuck was my son getting at?
"Um, yeah I suppose, but why are you mentioning this."
Ravi smirked at Zach and took his plate.
"Well for one, a typical Hindu does not eat a lot of meat, but a great Hindu avoids it entirely, especially beef."
He dumped the rest of the rice from the pot onto his plate and set it down, there was no meat on Zach's plate. Why that arrogant spiteful demon! I wasn't too sure about that little surprise I was going to give him tonight but now I know I had to do it.
"That's fine by me Ravi, as you can tell by looking at me, I already got the benefits from eating meat, I don't mind a more vegetarian diet from now on."
"That's the spirit, I just know my mom is so proud of you right now." He jeered.
"Ravi, I think you should start eating now while the food is hot."
"Yeah, I know."
"Wow Aunty, this is amazing, I can't believe I'm going to say this, but it's even better than my mom's!"
"Thank you dear, speaking of your mother, how's your family?"
"They're good Aunty, I visit them now and then."
" So Meena, are you a first-generation Indian American, or second?"
"I guess I'm second Aunty, my mom was born here, but my biological dad was born in India."
"Oh, sorry if I'm being intrusive but I'm guessing from your response that your parents are no longer together?"
"It's okay Aunty, my mother and father divorced when I was child, she married my stepd dad a few years later."
"Oh, sorry if I touched on something that makes you upset Meena."
"Not at all Aunty, it's all in the past and I've gotten over it."
"Guess what race her husband is. " Ravi said with contempt.
"Ravi your mom never asked for that information." Meena shot back.
"Her mother's second husband is white. " Ravi said as he completely ignored Meena.
"Ravi, it makes no difference to me who her mother is with."
"Oh it does, you're probably so happy that you two can get together and show off your white partners!"
"Ravi, just keep quiet and eat your dinner."
"Whatever, I'll let you two have an uninterrupted conversation."
"Meena don't mind him, he's just bitter about my boyfriend."
"It's more than that Aunty, he's bitter about Indian women having relations with white men."
"Oh I know, Ravi told me how he rebuffed your interest in him because you dated white boys."
"Yeah, he was quite pissed when I expressed my interest in him, he told me his little incel friend informed him of my dating history."
Ravi shot a look of disdain at Meena, and this made me curious about who this incel friend was.
"Who do you mean Meena?"
"Do you know his friend Murugan?"
"Yeah I do, he's been here before but I never figured him to be an incel."
"Well Murugan asked me out during my first semester and I rejected him."
"He asked why and I told him white boys are my type and I'm not into Indian guys."
Zach chuckled, and this made Ravi seethe as he was eating.
"I'd never figured he was friends with the most attractive Indian guy on campus, which came back to bite me when I expressed my interest to Ravi."
"Wow, I didn't expect that boy to be so vindictive, and here I thought he would be a good influence on my son, looks like he is an incel after all."
I turned toward Ravi who was now facepalming, I'm sure he had more of these misogynistic incels as his friends.
"Ravi!"
"What!"
"Don't hang out with Murugan anymore, I can't let him poison you against Meena."
"First of all I don't hang out with him, I study with him, second you don't dictate who I have in my company."
"Alright, but don't ever bring him to this house again."
"Why would I bring him here, I have no desire in revealing to him that my mom is a white worshipping THOT!"
"What did you call me?"
"It's best you didn't know aunty."
"Why is that Meena, is it a derogatory term used by misogynists?'
"Yes Aunty, to put it lightly your son just referred to you as a promiscuous woman."
I laughed and looked at Ravi.
"Sweetie, Mommy is not going to be hurt by your words anymore, in fact, I found your cute little word empowering."
"Oh my God Aunty, I never figured you'd be so sex-positive!"
"You don't have to worry about me dear, I'm not one of those nasty aunties that look down on a woman embracing her sexuality."
"You know it's not at all surprising that you two are getting along so well, after all, both of you are POC females with an affinity for white boys."
Finally, Zach decided to respond to Ravi's nonsense.
"Ravi, this is America, not some Islamic country where women don't have freedom, you can be bitter all you want but that's not going to change anything."
Here I thought It would be impossible to find him any more attractive, but he proved me wrong.
Ravi started laughing uncontrollably and Meena started to worry.
"Ravi, are you okay?"
Ravi didn't bother responding to her and continued laughing. Then after 20 seconds, his laughter died down.
"I'm sorry, I just couldn't stop laughing after what you said, Zach."
"Why is that?" Zach said with an assertive tone, and this caused Ravi to instantly go into his demonic state of anger and hatred.
"Don't ever talk to me in that tone white boi, I'm the man of this fucking house! " Ravi growled.
I placed my hand on Zach's shoulder to ease the conversation. However, Ravi didn't look like he was done.
"Ravi please calm down." Meena pleaded.
"Be quiet Meena, I'm not finished."
Surprisingly, Meena relented.
"It's funny Zach that you're preaching to me about a woman's freedom."
"True, this is America and not some Islamic country under Sharia law, however, it's not like you white boys rejoice when a white girl is with a black guy."
"I don't get what you mean Ravi."
"Stop pretending white boy!"
"I know what you white boys call white women who use their freedom and get with black guys."
"Still not sure what you're getting at Ravi."
"Please don't lie to me and tell me you haven't heard the terms mudshark and coal burner?"
Mudshark, coal burners, the fuck does he mean?
Zach had an uncomfortable look on his face as Ravi was waiting for a response.
"Ravi I have heard those words and know what they mean but I never used them."
"Yeah sure Zach, I know you're lying as soon as you told me you don't know what you call those white women."
Finally, I decided to chime in, I was curious about what these words mean.
"Sweetie, I don't get it, what do you mean by mud shark and coal burners?"
"Mom you're so innocent, it looks like your boyfriend didn't educate you in the white boy's terminology for interracial dating."
"And when I mean interracial dating, I mean white women with non-white men."
"Why do they mean Ravi?"
"A mud shark is a derogatory term for any white female who dates and or fucks a black guy, coal burner means the same thing."
"Look Ravi, Zach's not like that, otherwise he wouldn't be with me."
Ravi started laughing again and tore into the meat like an uncultured barbarian.
"Ravi, this conversation is not good let's change the topic, like what you did for me today." Meena tried persuading him.
"Hold on Meena let me finish, until then please refrain from talking."
Meena relented.
"You think just because he's with you that means he has a favorable view of interracial relationships?"
"That's correct Ravi, it wouldn't make sense otherwise, I mean how could you indulge in something that disgusts you?"
Ravi then turned towards Zach, and Zach looked uncomfortable, almost as if he knew what Ravi was going to say next.
"So white boy, how about I fuck your mother and we'll call it even, hey we can even shake on it."
"Ravi Mind your words!" I yelled, as my temper started to quickly rise.
"Why are you so pressed, I just want to do what he's been doing."
"Enough Ravi, stop talking!"
Ravi ignored me and continued looking at Zach.
"Well white boy, are you going to introduce me to your mother, if that's difficult for you, just give me her number and my dick will be in her pussy in no time."
Zach was red as a tomato, and I could tell he was trying his best to keep his anger down. Shit this was getting out of hand, I need to do something. Then Zach smirked and his face slowly went back to pinkish white.
"I'm afraid I can't do that Ravi."
"Why not Zach, you were preaching to me about respecting a woman's freedom, well why don't you demonstrate it with your mother?"
"Ravi, my mother is a devout Christian, she would never cheat on my dad, so your attempt would be futile."
"We'll see about that, now if you're that sure you should have no problem in giving her number."
It's time I put my foot down and ended this silly conversation.
"Look here Ravi, you have Meena, don't go after Zach's mom and be faithful to my future daughter-in-law."
"I told you she's not my girlfriend, we're just friends, and besides she has her ex to give her company."
"What does he mean Meena?"
Meena looked embarrassed and seemed reluctant to answer.
"It's just since Ravi never made it official with me I'd figured it would be alright if I see my ex if Ravi was okay with it, which he is."
"Oh, so you're not romantically involved with your ex am I right?"
"That's right Aunty, my ex is just for... some fun until Ravi makes it official. " Meena said sheepishly.
"See, she's free to do it with her ex, so why shouldn't I be free?"
"Ravi, you can go to any other woman, but not Zach's mom."
"Why not?"
"It's because I don't like her, and she doesn't like me, I don't want my son to bed a woman who looks down on me."
"I don't care, just like you don't care how I feel."
"Hey white boy, what's your mom's number?"
Zach didn't bother answering and focused on his dinner.
"Even if he were to give you her number, I wouldn't allow it, if you contact his mother you're out of this house."
Ravi finally had the look of defeat on his face, no way is he going to seduce Zach's mother with the risk of getting kicked out.
"Meena dear would you be okay with it if my uncouth son were to have relations with another woman?"
"I would be okay with it Aunty as long as it's purely sexual, otherwise I would be a hypocrite."
I don't know why but when Meena said that it felt like she was referring to me, or was this my conscience speaking to me?
Whatever, Paul couldn't help but be my loving cuck no matter what I did. I looked over at my son, he snorted as he took a big bite out of the chicken breast like a jungle savage.
"So Ravi, are you still hell-bent on trying to bed Zach's mother?"
He ignored me and looked over at Zach.
"Hey white boy, you know you can use a spoon right?"
"I don't mind, I want to eat the biryani in the way it was intended, Ravi."
Nice looks like my son gave up on Zach's mom, the threat of kicking him out certainly brought him down to earth.
"Meena, you mentioned Ravi did something for you today?"
"That's right Aunty, Ravi protected me.."
Before she could finish she was cut off by Ravi.
"Don't tell her!"
"Ravi, don't you want your mother to know?"
"No, she'll just go on a tirade about how I'm an unruly violent son."
"Sweetie, let me hear what Meena has to say before I decide to lay into you or not."
"Aunty it's best I didn't talk about it, I don't want Ravi to get scolded."
"It's okay Meena, I won't yell at him."
"Alright, Aunty."
"Aunty, before I tell you, I just want to be honest with you."
"What do you mean Meena?"
"Remember on the phone, I told you Ravi and I had pork chops for dinner."
"Yeah, what of it?"
"Well, I lied."
"Oh" Although I liked her, lying to me kind of soured things. I wasn't mad at her but the image of Meena being the perfect daughter-in-law was shattered.
"Well, what did you two have for lunch then."
Meena seemed hesitant to reply, but Ravi was smirking at me as I wondered.
"I don't want you to get angry Aunty."
"It's okay Meena, I'm not going to say anything."
"We ate some ri..."
Before she could finish, Ravi finished it for her.
"We ate some delicious ribeyes."
"Those tasty cows sure filled up our stomachs during lunch."
"Oh is that all Meena, Ravi, and his father eat beef, they just don't do it in front of me."
"Thank goodness, I'd thought you'd throw me out of the house Aunty."
"Meena I'm not going to get upset over that, however, I find it strange that you're a Hindu and you eat beef."
"Well Aunty, let's just say I'm not the typical Hindu girl, I practice Shaktism differently"
"Oh, I follow Shaktism as well, but I'm curious to know what your version is."
"Babe, she means Shaktism like the one you told me about?"
"That's right Zach, Meena and I belong to the Shakti sect."
"Great, now I have two promiscuous women in my life who practice the feminist religion. " Ravi said with vitriol.
As much as I find him to be insufferable at times, sometimes when he's upset he looks so cute. My big strong violent son being humbled by his mother and his future wife.
"That's right Ravi, I'm glad I have a fellow Shakta ( follower of Shaktism) to set you straight." I winked at him.
Ravi shook his head in displeasure and continued eating.
"So Meena, I'm guessing what Ravi did today has something to do with the ribeyes?"



"Yes, Aunty."
Then out of left field, Zach decided to speak.
"I'm sorry to interrupt but I haven't got the chance to return the compliment, Meena."
Now everybody was looking at Zach in complete confusion.
"I just want to say that Ravi is a lucky guy, you're gorgeous."
Meena was blushing with embarrassment as she tried not to look at Zach.
"Thank you for the compliment, Zach. "
I was gaping now, and Ravi was furious as he fixated his eyes on my boyfriend and then turned to mine. I looked into Zach's eyes carefully and I could see the same lust that he had for me. I won't stand for this, I'm going to lay into him once Ravi takes Meena back to her dorm.
Then to everyone's surprise Ravi groped Meena's right breast in front of us, I was shocked. What the hell was happening, first my boyfriend was lusting for my future daughter-in-law, and now my son straight up sexually assaulted her in response. Meena however was not shocked, I guess they did fool around a bit before coming here.
Meena let out a quiet moan as he fondled her. There was no attempt from Meena to pry his arm off. Fuck, I had to stop this.
"Ravi let go of Meena!"
"I don't think she wants me to."
"Meena, are you uncomfortable with me fondling you right now?"
"No." She said in a trance-like state as if my son had her under his spell.
God what the hell was happening, I wanted them to be together but this display seemed so indecent. Then Ravi turned to Zach who was as equally as shocked.
"Hey white boy, isn't this what you want to do to her?"
Zach was too shocked to respond, ok this has gone on long enough.
"Enough Ravi, you can fool around with her as much as you want but not when we are eating dinner!"
"It's funny you're outraged over this, but you're not mad at your boyfriend for making a pass at Meena."
Then Zach came to his senses and had a look of regret.
"I wasn't hitting on her Ravi, I just wanted to return the compliment."
I knew that was a lie, when he called Meena gorgeous he had the same look in his eyes when we had our little date.
"Sure you are Zach, Meena isn't my girlfriend but you're never going to fuck her."
That's for damn sure, if he made another pass at Meena he's out of this house. Thank God, my Paul was still holding out on me, not even a week in and my white hunk is starting to have eyes for another desi woman. Still, this could just be a moment of weakness. I mean Meena is a smoke show, her face had a beautiful yet innocent look to it. Her body showed high sexual dimorphism, from her wide hips to her narrow waist, it would be hard for any man to just ignore her looks.
I shot Zach a "We're going to talk about this later" look.
Zach looked nervous that I had caught onto him, he diverted his eyes and focused on finishing the rice. Ravi released Meena's breast and looked haughtily at me. Oh, sweetie, Mommy has a little surprise for you after you drop off Meena.
"I'm sorry about that Aunty, I usually get lost in the moment when Ravi is intimate with me."
"It's okay Meena, it shows me you must like my son a lot."
Meena blushed and looked at me sheepishly.
"So what did my son do for you today?"
"Well when we went shopping for the ribeyes today, a man started bullying me into giving him a ribeye."
"A white boy tried to intimidate you Meena, be specific," Ravi interjected.
"Ravi I asked Meena not you, there is no need for you to interrupt."
"Fine."
"Go on Meena."
"The man tried to grab the ribeyes from me but I managed to step back from him, he then started following me as I was backing up."
"Meena was Ravi with you while that asshole started harassing you?"
"Well, Ravi and I were at the store together but we were at different sections because we wanted to finish shopping quickly."
"Ravi was picking up the garlic while I went to get the butter and the ribeyes."
"I see, I guess Ravi was very hungry."
"Yeah he was very hungry, anyways as I was backing up Ravi came to my defense after he heard me shouting."
"Then what happened next?" I asked nervously.
"Instead of me telling you why don't I show you Aunty."
"You recorded it, Meena."
"That's right, hold on a second Aunty." Meena grabbed her phone from her pocket and scrolled through her phone.
"Here's the video Aunty, it's not too long."
She gave me her phone and I could see the face of a white guy. Zach scooted closer to me to see the video.
"Babe, I'm done with the rice, you can play the video."
"Hold on Zach, I just have a few more left on my plate."
I quickly finished the biryani and washed my hands. Meena and Ravi were taking their time finishing the biryani, after all, Ravi put more food on their plates.
Zach then put his arm around me as I placed the phone on the table and pressed play.
The video started with the man walking towards Meena and hurling racial abuses at her, causing my blood to boil. How dare this asshole harass a woman like that in public, and the sad part was that no one tried to come to Meena's defense, all the people just stood by and watched like cowards. Although Meena did fire back with some words of her own she was physically disadvantaged going up against a man. Meena then saw Ravi and ran to him for safety. The guy instantly stood still when he saw Ravi, although I never liked his violent nature, in this situation, it was a blessing. I paused the video and looked at Ravi.
"Did you kick his ass?"
"Yeah, are you going to berate me for acting uncivilized and tell me that I need to control myself?"
"No, in situations like this, you protect your woman and her honor."
"Of course, you would only like it when it comes to protecting a woman."
"Yes, and that is the only reason where it is acceptable."
Ravi just shook his head in displeasure and continued finishing his biryani.
I resumed watching the video with Zach and it brought a smile to my face as Ravi knocked him out cold. That's what that entitled male gets for harassing my beautiful daughter-in-law.
Ravi and Meena finished their dinner and placed their plates in the sink. Meena started doing the dishes to my surprise.
"Meena you don't have to, you're our guest."
"It's alright Aunty, Ravi did the dishes at my place, so I'm just returning the favor."
At least he had the courtesy to repay her for the ribeyes. Zach then gave my left breast a good squeeze and I slapped his hand away. He was shocked at my reaction and quickly figured that little comment about Meena got to me. He quickly withdrew his hand and looked at me with guilt.
"Ambika, whatever you're thinking about me isn't true." He whispered.
"We'll discuss it after she leaves. " I whispered back.
"What are you two homewreckers whispering about?"
"Nothing that concerns you, just mind your business, Ravi."
"Then I suggest you stay out of mine."
I was about to respond to my arrogant son's statement but Meena interrupted.
"Aunty, can I talk with you outside for a few minutes?"
"Um, sure Meena."
"Just us two Aunty."
"No problem, just give me a few seconds."
"Zach go to the master bedroom and Ravi you go to your room."
"I'm going to stay in the living room. " Ravi said with defiance.
"If I catch you anywhere but your room when I get back, you're out of this house."
"Are you going to kick me out over anything now?"
"You forced my hand, now go to your room or get out of this house."
My son now obeyed and went to his room, looks like the threat of kicking him out finally put him in his place.
I looked over at Zach who was still standing there like he was above my words.
"Do I have to repeat the same to you?"
"No, babe."
"I'll be in the bedroom."
Zach left for our bedroom, and I finally had my peace of mind. The last thing I need is those two in the same space by themselves while I'm not around.
"I'm ready Meena, lets go."
We stepped out of the house and started walking. The chill breeze felt nice as we as Meena and I made some small talk after leaving the house. Then Meena's face turned more serious as we left the street. I guess it was time for her to tell me what was on her mind.
"Aunty, I wanted to discuss a few things with you about Ravi."
"Sure Meena, go right ahead."
"Before we begin, can I talk to you as a fellow woman and not as my mother-in-law."
"I'm not sure what you mean Meena but you can freely express yourself to me."
"Can I call you by your name Aunty?"
This girl was very bold, usually in Indian culture the daughter-in-law is submissive and addresses the mother-in-law with respect, I guess my vibe gave off the super cool friendly type. Fuck it why not, lets see where she goes with it.
"That's a bit of a surprise but fine, talk to me in whichever way feels comfortable to you."
"Thanks, Ambika."
God, it felt so weird hearing this girl who was the same age as my son use my name.
"Now about Ravi, he came to me today for comfort regarding your situation with your boyfriend, and might I add the Goddess blessed you with Thor himself for your sacrifice."
I was stunned, was this to do with the sudden revelation given to me by the Goddess today? Shit I had to compose myself and ask about Ravi.
"What did he tell you about Zach and me, and what do you mean by sacrifice?"
"He told me how you kicked his dad out of the house, moved your boyfriend in, and proudly proclaimed yourself to be a white cock slut."
I cringed at the slut part, god I shouldn't have said something so stupid.
"It's okay Ambika, I'm also a white cock slut, it's what we're called to be."
"What do you mean Meena?"
"Before I answer that, I need to answer the second part of your question."
"What I meant by sacrifice was that you gave up your loving husband for your teenage fantasy."
Dammit, when she put it that way all my feelings of guilt came back. I was too ashamed to face her.
"Ambika don't be ashamed, I'm not here to judge you, in fact when Ravi asked me how to make you change your decision, I told him to respect your choice."
"I still feel guilty about it Meena, Paul was a good man, he was always there for me and now I feel like repaid him with a knife in his back."
Meena then hugged me as I was on the verge of tears. I returned her embrace and silently sobbed. I felt shame, fear, and guilt.
"Ambika, the Goddess has a plan for you as she does for me, we must follow our paths on this journey of love and lust."
"Meena, how can you be so sure."
"Ambika, did you have any strange dreams leading up to this?"
"Yes but how did you know that?"
"I also had a strange dream before I laid eyes on Ravi."
"Tell me the contents of your dream Meena."
"In my dream, I would find myself in a forest and a huge buffalo would approach me."
"It was quite intimidating and yet docile as I was able to pet it."
"I did not know what the meaning of this dream was, but I knew it to be divine because the dream repeated continuously for 3 days."
"At that time I thought the buffalo was Ravi, now I know this is a premonition of my future son."
"Wait your future son with whom?"
"Don't fear Ambika, Ravi and I will be together, and the buffalo represents our son."
I let out a sigh of relief, and then I wondered about my fate. Did the Goddess give her the knowledge as well?
"Meena what about me, who will I be with in the end."
"Ambika, I can't give you an answer because the Goddess herself barely revealed my fate."
"I don't know how exactly it will play out between me and Ravi, but I know in the end we will be husband and wife."
"Will you do to Ravi what I did to Paul?"
" The will of the Goddess must manifest whether we like it or not."
"The Goddess has decided that Ravi is to be cuckolded, his cuckolding will not be the same as Paul's."
I felt distraught and relieved at the same time, I know what I did to Paul was not something I wanted for Ravi."
"Ambika, it's not just you and me, the desi girls on my campus especially the south Indian ones have already paired up with white boys, they have chosen the white bull."
"Ravi and Murugan will be the 2 remaining buffalos given to the Goddess."
"Please don't leave my son!" I pleaded.
"Ambika, these 2 will be sacrificed uniquely as per the Goddess's wishes."
"I have no plans in leaving Ravi and it's not the will of the Goddess."
"Your son is not only loved by you and me but also by the one above, he will come to love and worship her in a way that is different from his ancestors."
"Also Ambika, I know about the surprise you have in store for Ravi."
"How?"
"The Goddess revealed it to me as we were eating dinner."
"Don't worry Ambika, go ahead and do it, it's something that Ravi must experience."
"Are you sure Meena?"
"Yes Ambika, but do it out of love and not out of anger."
"Okay Meena, I trust you."
"Is there anything you'd else you'd like to tell me?"
"That's all Aunty."
I gave my future daughter-in-law another big hug.
"Let's head back to the house Meena."
We went back to the house and it looked like both boys obeyed me. There was absolute silence in the house and Zach nor Ravi were in the living room or the kitchen.
"Zach, Ravi come on out!!!"
Zach came out of the bedroom instantly while Ravi took his time getting downstairs.
Zach avoided eye contact with Meena while Ravi avoided mine.
"So did you two sluts discuss your slut secrets?"
"Ravi, don't talk to your mother that way or I'll squeeze your balls!"
"First of all you both embrace being sluts, second you're too far away to reach my testicles."
"Whatever Ravi, it's time I head back to my dorm."
"Alright, I'll drop you off now."
"Bye Aunty, Bye Zach."
"Bye Meena."
"Drive safe Ravi!"
"I got it, Mom."
As soon as the two love birds left I immediately shut the door and glared at Zach.
"You fucking sleazeball!"
"What happened Ambika, why are you so upset with me?"
"Don't put on a fucking act, you know why I'm pissed!"
He looked at me for a few seconds before responding.
"Is it that I gave a compliment to Meena?"
"I like how you're trying to make me seem insecure Zach, but it wasn't the compliment that made me upset."
"Then what is it, Ambika."
"Look Zach, any man can take a good look at Meena and compliment her."
"The look in your eyes showed nothing but desire and lust, I know you want her Zach!"
"Jesus Ambika, have you lost your mind?"
"Don't fucking gaslight me Zach, I know what I saw!"
"Babe you're more than enough, I was just wondering how your douchebag son managed to get that desi vixen."
The truth came out, but what made me even more upset was not the fact that he desired Meena, but for calling my son a douchebag.
"How dare you call my son a douchebag!"
"Well, then he shouldn't have given me a reason to!"
"My son may be a rude arrogant hothead, but that doesn't give you the right to call him that word!"
"If you say anything disparaging about him in my presence again, you can pack your suitcase and leave!"
"Oh come on Ambika don't be that way, you know as well as I do that you can't live without my dick."
"You cocky ass white boy! I guess your white privilege has you thinking you can do whatever you want, I'll have you know that I'm a strong woman of color that.."
Before I could even finish, his lips were on mine and his arms enveloped me. God, with just a kiss he overwhelmed my anger. I returned his kiss with equal passion and we started making out. There was no helping it, no matter what he did I would be melting in his arms.
He released his hold on me and smiled.
"You were saying?"
"I.....I..., shit, you're right I can't bear it if you were to leave."
"Looks like that feisty Indian feminist that I fell in love with can't seem to do without me."
"That's right Zach, but if you love me don't insult Ravi, after all, he's my son."
"Please try to understand Zach, I may be your girlfriend but I'm also his mother as well."
"I'm trying Ambika, but it's getting really hard, he goes out of his way to disrespect me."
"I need him to respect me as his new stepdad."
"We haven't even married yet Zach."
"I know but it would do him good if he practices calling me dad."
"Oh my god that's so hot Zach."
Hell yeah, I'm going to be his new white dad!"
I laughed, all of this was so bizarre, an Indian mother and her Indian son accepting a tall hunky white boy as the new husband and father. It seemed so absurd yet it was so fucking hot.
"Zach, remember the idea I told you about in the kitchen?"
"Yeah babe, so how do you plan on making him accept our relationship?"
"Well, I figured since Paul got aroused by my desire to fuck you then maybe.."
"Like father like son." Zach finished.
"Yeah, maybe Ravi has the heart of a cuck like Paul and he's trying to repress it."
"Go on Ambika, this is intriguing."
"Well, I was thinking maybe we could have sex in front of Ravi when he gets back, maybe that might make him more receptive to our relationship."
"Holy shit Ambika, that's a great idea."
"So are you in Zach?"
"Hell yeah, I'm in!"
Zach immediately tried undressing me but I stopped him from going any further.
"Hold on Zach."
"What is it, babe?"
"I need to know something first."
"What do you need to know?
"Do you want to fuck Meena, don't lie to me Zach, tell me the truth."
He looked away and sighed.
"Ambika, I'll be honest with you, yes I do want to fuck her."
I knew it, instead of getting angry, I remembered all of this was the divine will of the Goddess. So it was no use in getting mad at him.
"So your love is a lie then?"
"No Ambika I do love you it's just my body desires her."
"You desire her but do you want her as your second girlfriend?"
"No I can't do that to you Ambika, you're the one I want to start a family with."
"Well that's good to know Zach, so do you have feelings for Meena?"
"No babe I don't."
I let out a sigh of relief.
"Although it would be hot to fuck her and humble Ravi."
I giggled, so my Viking stud desires to cuckold my son.
"Looks like my white boy wants to colonize more Indian cunts."
"I've colonized black, Asian, Latin, and now Indian, although I never had the chance to fuck an Indian girl around my age."
"Well, I can't stop you Zach, but please promise me one thing."
"What is it, Ambika?"
"If you do end up fucking Meena, please don't take her away from Ravi, she's perfect for my son."
"Don't worry Ambika, it was never my attention on making Meena my girlfriend, but I do want her pussy before she gives it to Ravi, he can marry her for all I care."
"Thanks, I don't want you driving my son into the arms of a white woman."
"Yeah, he can keep Meena, I don't want him fucking any more white girls and ruining them for my fellow white boys."
"Glad we're on the same page."
"Zach, can I ask you something else?"
"Go ahead."
"You said you colonized other races of women right?"
"Yeah, what about it?'
God this was so embarrassing.
"I was wondering if you and I could have a foursome with an Asian girl and a Middle Eastern girl?'
"Of course, just tell me when."
"I'd like to do it in a week or so, ever since I shacked up with Paul I never got to sexually explore besides you."
"Why didn't you do a threesome with your dear hubby?"
"I would never allow Paul to touch another woman besides me."
"Strange yet here you are asking me for a foursome."
"That's because you're white."
"Looks like my white privilege you were railing against isn't a problem for you now."
"I don't know it's different with you."
"Ambika, you're going to make a fine bleach bunny."
"What the fuck is a bleach bunny?"
"I'll tell you when we're having the foursome."
"I just hope it's not something negative."



"Oh far from it, it's a badge of honor."
Alright, Ravi should be heading back now, I guess we can start taking off our clothes. I started undressing and helped Zach with his pants.
"Are you sure he won't go ape shit like last time Ambika?"
"Don't worry, I know what button to press to keep him in line."
"Yeah, but this is still risky."
"In life, there will always be risks that we have to take Zach."
"I know."
We were now both completely naked, I needed to get Zach's cock up and ready to go before Ravi opens the door. His semi-erect penis was eagerly awaiting my touch.
"You going to start with a blowjob babe?"
"No, I'll start blowing you when Ravi parks his car in the driveway, for now, I'll just stroke your cock."
"God this is going to be so amazing babe, he heard you suck my cock through the phone but now he's going to see you suck my cock in person."
"You sure are excited Zach."
"Why wouldn't I be, since he put his hands on me I'm going to make sure my arrogant son knows his place."
I giggled, Zach was determined to become Ravi's new dad. Hopefully, Ravi succumbs to the erotic glory of our relationship and accepts Zach as my partner and maybe even as his stepdad.
"Zach, although we're going to fuck in front of my son, please don't be dominant with me."
"Why not?"
"Are you fucking dense?"
"No."
"Do you like having your ass flat on the ground?"
"Oh please Ambika, he sucker punched me, I'm more than ready for him this time."
"Zach, don't let your ego be your undoing, you may have a few inches on him but he outweighs you by a couple of pounds."
"Those extra pounds mean nothing to me, if need be I will do what Paul failed to do."
"You idiot you don't know what you're dealing with, just do what I tell you, I don't want this to go wrong."
"I thought you'd said this was risky from the start?'
"He listens to me Zach, once he sees you slapping or choking me it will drive him over the edge."
"I know my Son and I have our issues, but he still loves me and wouldn't bear it if another man put his hands on me."
"Alright fine, I won't do anything extreme as I'm fucking you."
"Good."
I started stroking his cock as it was quickly growing in my hand. The texture, weight, and stiffness of his cock in my hand never lost its touch. This glorious penis was mine, and its beautiful seed will fertilize my womb one day.
"Fuck Ambika, you stroke my cock so sensually."
"I've been studying tantric sex babe."
"What is Tantric?"
"It's a spiritual, philosophical practice that originated in India, tantric sex is a subset of it."
"Tantric sex is a slower meditative approach to sexual intimacy, its goal is to harmonize body, mind, and spirit."
"Oh, that's a bit different to what I'm used to."
"Don't worry babe, we'll have our rough sex sessions as well, but sometimes I want to have tantric sex with you."
"Are we going to have tantric sex in front of your son?"
"No Zach, I'm still learning tantric sex, I'm not profecient in it."
"We'll practice it in the near future, right now I still have some learning to do."
"Alright babe, but your technique is much better than before."
"Yeah, tantric sex emphasizes prolonged intimacy instead of rushing the orgasm."
"Oh, it would be hard for me to do that."
"Don't worry Zach, you'll get the hang of it with enough practice."
After a few minutes of gently and slowly stroking Zach's cock I heard the sound of a car pulling up to the driveway. My son is here, I took a deep breath and calmed down. Everything will work out fine, there is no need for me to fear.
"Ambika, Ravi is here."
"Quick sit on the couch that's facing the door."
Zach proceeded to switch couches and then I quickly grabbed his cock and took him in my mouth.
"Fuuuuck Ambika."
I could hear my son approaching the door, I was extremely aroused and nervous. I heard him unlocking the door and I continued sucking Zach's cock slowly. Finally, I saw the door open and my son entered. My lips were still wrapped around Zach's cock as he looked in our direction.
Our eyes met, and I could see the shock, anger, and humiliation in his eyes, but I couldn't find any sign of arousal. He was paralyzed for about 5 seconds, and I continued slowly bobbing my head as I looked at Ravi seductively.
"WHAT THE FUCK!!!"
I took Zach's cock out of my mouth and smiled at him.
"Welcome back Ravi, did you kiss Meena before dropping her off?"
"THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!!!!! "
To no surprise, he ignored my question.
"What's it look like I'm doing Ravi, I'm just having sex with my boyfriend. " I said innocently.
"HAVE YOU LOST YOUR MIND WOMAN?!!!! "
"No. " I said calmly.
"Stop shouting like a deranged lunatic Ravi."
"I'M THE FUCKING LUNATIC?!!! " He yelled louder than before, I'm sure the neighbors were hearing this by now.
"Calm down Ravi, take a deep breath."
Surprisingly he obeyed and closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He exhaled and opened his eyes. He was still pissed off but I could see he had gained his composure now.
He glared at me and Zach, I knew this was going to be rocky but I was prepared.
"Why the fuck are you two having sex in the living room?"
"Why the fuck not?
"What do you mean why the fuck not?"
"Mind I remind you Ravi that this is my house, I can fuck my boyfriend in my bedroom, the bathroom, the living room, the kitchen, the guest room, or even your room."
He gnashed his teeth in anger, my son could not hide his emotions at all.
"You disgusting slut, you planned on fucking that swine in front of me!"
"I guess you could say that sweetie."
"Please call me that cute little word you said at dinner today, it made me feel so good."
Ravi sneered at me.
"You think this is going to humble me?"
"I already saw you two homewreckers naked and going at it."
"Then what's the problem, sweetie?"
"I can't believe you're such a vile woman, I'm not going to see you two go at it again."
He started walking towards the stairs, I'm sorry Ravi but you can't just ignore it.
"Ravi, if you go to your room right now then you're leaving this house tomorrow."
"What the fuck, then what do you want me to do?!!!"
"Stay in the living room and watch us."
"Are you insane?!!! "
"No, but you're afraid."
"Why would I be afraid woman?"
I smiled at my big strong arrogant son.
"Ravi, you're afraid that you may like watching Zach fuck me with his big white cock." I purred.
"Hell no!"
"Then I challenge you to watch Zach fuck me."
"You're crazy!"
"You're scared!" I retorted.
"Fine!"
Ravi then took off his shirt and revealed his hulking physique, wide chest, shoulders, head, and trapezius muscles that supported a very thick neck. No wonder Meena fell for him despite having tasted white boys.
"Then don't mind If I get undressed! "
"Not at all sweetie, after all, we all know your dick can't lie."
"Don't get too carried away you perverted woman, I'll just undress to my boxers."
"Aww looks like my son is feeling inadequate with the size of his dick."
"Jesus fucking Christ woman, just when I think you can't go lower, you find a way to surprise me."
I laughed, I was getting raunchier by the day once Zach came along. God what a transformation it has been for me.
"It's okay Ravi, Zach's cock is bigger than any dick around so don't feel bad."
"His dick is not bigger than mine, I know that white boy had surgery."
Finally, Zach joined the conversation.
"Ravi I'm completely natural, you can come take a good look if you want."
"YOU FAGGY BITCH ASS WHITE BOY, YOU BRING YOUR DICK ANYWHERE NEAR ME I'LL SEPARATE YOUR HEAD FROM YOUR SHOULDERS!!!" Ravi roared.
"Calm down Ravi!"
"Tell that fucking swine to stop talking to me and I will!"
"Babe please don't talk to my son."
"Alright babe."
I took Ravi's hand in mine and walked back to the couch.
"Ravi take a seat on the adjacent couch."
He complied without any resistance, good, things are going smoothly so far. All that's left is to see if Ravi gets an erection from watching Zach and me. Before I resumed sucking Zach's cock, I wanted to test something. I still couldn't believe it, I was standing before my violent son completely naked, it felt surreal. The only time this occurred before was when Ravi was just a baby. Now here he is at 19 years of age gazing upon my womanly glory.
I stood close to Ravi and smiled at him, my baby boy is all grown up now, I'm sure Meena had his blood running, but maybe I could elicit the same response without having Zach inside me.
"Ravi, how does mommy look?" I cooed.
"The fuck do you mean?"
"Jeez Ravi, I'd hoped you'd respond with "You look beautiful Mom.""
Ravi started laughing, and this pissed me off. Why is my son deliberately mocking me every chance he gets?
"Don't kid yourself you saggy hag, your best days are far behind you."
Why that nasty demon!
"Oh please Ravi, I know you're just saying that because I'm fucking Zach, I'm sure if I wasn't your mother your eyes would be glued to me."
"Admit it, I'm a beautiful voluptuous Indian milf!"
"Whatever, you can live in your delusional little world if you want to."
Despite what he was saying, I could see a small dick print that he was desperately covering up with his elbows.
"I'm not delusional, you're just denying the truth, anyways I don't need you to admit it, I know that little Ravi finds me attractive."
I could see fear in my son's eyes, I guess he figured out that I knew of his hardening penis. He covered up further to hide his growing erection but it was futile. It's time I worked that Tamil girl magic on him.
"Zach babe, lay flat on the couch, with your feet pointing towards the bookshelf."
"I want my son to have a good view as I suck your cock."
"Sure Ambika, let's do a 69."
"That's perfect Zach."
Zach got into position and my pussy met his tongue, there was a time when Zach was too alpha to go down on me, but eventually every man gets lured to explore the narrow cave of life with their tongue.
God his tongue felt amazing in my pussy, some time has elapsed since I've been eaten out. Zach was doing decent but Paul had him beat in that department for sure. I looked at Ravi and took Zach into my mouth. God this was so hot, I had a big white cock in my mouth as my son was looking at me.
I made sure to never break eye contact with my son as I bobbed my head slowly. I looked seductively at my son and I could tell he was trying very hard to resist. The anger in his eyes had reduced, and I could see a glimmer of arousal as he tried to hide it.
I switched from a sensual blowjob to a more sloppy one, I picked up the pace and used my spit to coat Zach's dick with my saliva. My pussy was completely moist now and ready for pounding. Ravi's eyes did not falter in maintaining eye contact, I don't think he even blinked.
It was never my intention to make Ravi see one of our prolonged fuck sessions, I wanted this to be short but effective, I needed to know if he found Zach fucking me arousing. The only way I could be certain was to see if Ravi's dick grow further, I'm sure his dick had a few more inches left to grow.
"Zach baby, I think I'm ready to get fucked."
"Alright babe, which position are we taking?"
"Doggy, I want a clear view of my son as you're fucking me, I want you to make me orgasm quick."
"Why babe?"
"Ravi has to go to college tomorrow and I want him to get a good night's rest."
"Got it, babe."
I immediately assumed the position and Zach slowly inserted his massive cock into me.
"Oh fuuuuck" I moaned.
Ravi's eyes were watching me with full attention. Ravi, you may have watched numerous porn videos when you were home alone, but I am sure none of those videos ever comes close to this.
Little by little I was taking more of Zach's cock into me, my breasts swayed with every thrust. Zach increased the pace and I could feel the pain coming.
"FUCK!!!" I yelled. As Zach plunged most of his dick into me.
I could see Ravi tighten his fists in response, my son was ready to protect me if I was in any real danger. I felt proud of my son in that moment. Although he was a misogynist he was still my son, and nothing could kill my love for him. I know he felt the same about me, as a white cock whore. Not even an enormous white cock, attached to a cocky white boy could kill my son's love for me. Afraid of Ravi punching Zach again I decided to moan moan quietly.
"Yes baby, keep fucking me like that."
"Oh god, yes, yes yes!"
Then I felt Zach's strong hand slap my ass cheeks, God I still couldn't believe this was happening. I know he agreed on being less dominant but I wondered to what degree.
"Yes!, slap my ass, Daddy!" I yelled.
"You like that slut?"
"Yes, please smack my ass again!"
Ravi was relaxed as Zach proceeded to continuously smack my ass, it was almost like he was meditating as he observed this erotic spectacle before him. Did he not find it arousing anymore? Then to my delight, I glanced toward Ravi's groin, and lo and behold my son's erection had grown substantially. From what I could tell he was exactly Paul's size, yep like father like son. This drove me over the edge, I could feel my orgasm building. Fuck I got what I needed, time to cut this short.
"Fuck I'm about to cum, colonize my pussy daddy!"
"Shit, throw it back on my dick before I shoot my load you selfish hoe!"
I fucked back at Zach's command and I could feel my ass cheeks slam against Zach's pubic bone. Zach and I were in sync with our movements. I felt it coming. I was about to close my eyes but I remembered my son and wanted to look him in the eye as Zach and I orgasm in unison.
"DADDY I'M CUMMING!"
"FUCK, TAKE MY COLONIZER SEED YOU INDIAN SLUT!!!"
I stared into the eyes of my son as my orgasm hit and Zach's semen flooded my pussy. God this was the best orgasm I've had to date, there were no words to describe what I was feeling right now. My son still had that calm look on his face and I noticed his cock was straining against his boxers. Sadly I didn't find any big wet stain, but there were a few cute little wet marks. Those were probably his precum.
"God that was fucking Incredible Zach!"
"So do you want to do it again Ambika?"
"After a few days Zach, I need some time to process this wonderful moment."
Ravi said nothing as he stared at the TV in an absent-minded state.
"Sweetie, are you okay?"
Again no response, it was like his consciousness left this world but his body remained.
"Give him a few seconds Ambika, he's shocked at how hard I made you cum."
Ravi's erection slowly subsided and it looked like he was finally present. I locked eyes with him and I could see no trace of anger in his eyes, nor shame, or even arousal. It's like he was a zombie.
"Ravi, I know that was a lot to take in, but I want you to know that meant a lot to me."
Ravi didn't even bother responding to me and instead got up and picked up his clothes. He didn't put them on and instead just walked upstairs with them. Strange, what's going on with my son?
"Don't worry about it babe, he just saw his mother get plowed by a white man with a baseball bat for a dick, I'm sure he's having trouble processing it."
"I know Zach but to remain completely silent after that amazing experience is strange."
"Give him some time, he's having conflicted feelings."
"He's mad that a white boy is making his mother reach sexual nirvana but at the same time he's completely aroused by our lust and passion."
"Yeah you're right Zach, let's head to bed."
Zach tried to talk me into having round 2 but I wasn't in the mood. My heart worried for Ravi and if what I did made him lose his mind. It was hard to fall asleep but I eventually found sleep in Zach's arms. I slept peacefully that night and woke up to my alarm going off. Zach was already up and getting ready for class, so I decided I'd go check up on Ravi. I went upstairs and slowly opened his door. As I stepped in I was soon met with a surprise, Ravi was sleeping butt-naked. His black cock was erect from morning wood and pointed towards the ceiling. I quietly picked up the ruler on his desk and carefully measured him. His penis was 8 inches, it gave a cute little twitch as I took the ruler off his shaft. Like father like son.
I never once found my son naked on his bed, what could be the reason? It didn't take long as I sat next to his naked body, I saw the trashcan that he had next to his desk was now moved closer to his bed. I pulled the trashcan closer and looked at what could be in there. What I found made my heart skip a beat.
In the trashcan were multiple paper towels that looked like they had dried stains on them. Oh Shakti, was my son jacking off to me and Zach fucking last night?! He did have an erection that he was desperately trying to conceal. I guess he refrained from cumming to not show definitive proof that he found our relationship pleasing. Ravi, you may not outwardly express your acceptance of my new relationship, but deep down inside you're thrilled that I'm fucking a white man. I know that it was just a matter of time before he caved publicly to our relationship.
I felt immense love for my son at that moment and brushed his cheek gently as he was sleeping. Even before Zach, we had our arguments and were at odds with each other ever since you turned 12. I missed those times when you were a kid when we used to play snakes and ladders, carrom ( South Asian tabletop game), hide and seek, and tag. I know you're grown up now, but our relationship can evolve for the better. I'm your mother and will always love you regardless of your actions or behavior. I know that sweet little boy is there somewhere just waiting to hug me again and tell me that he loves me.
"Meena, you look so beautiful sucking Chad's big white cock." He said groggily.
My son just sleep-talked, but what was more unusual was what he said. Did he jack off to me or Meena? Or did my little session make him fantasize about a cuckolding scenario with Meena? Who was this Chad, was this her ex? Before I could speculate further, it looked like he was murmuring something, I couldn't make out what it was. Then his speech returned to normal.
"Meena, I still love my mom, it's just humiliating to accept her boyfriend."
"I miss hugging her and telling her I love her."
I was elated by what I just heard, oh Ravi, my sweet baby boy. Tears of joy started forming in my eyes after his statement. I couldn't help but plant a kiss on his cheek as he was sleeping. It's been a long time since I kissed or hugged my son, a weight was lifted off my shoulders. My relationship with my son can be healthy and whole again. I can't be the bitchy Ambika to him anymore, I needed to be the kind nurturing mother from his childhood. Ravi, from now on it's going to be just like old times.
To be continued.....
-------------------------------------------------------
I will take a break from this series as I will be writing another series that features Murugan (Ravi's nerdy friend). It will tie into the "White Dreams For Indian Wife" series. It will be from Murugan's perspective and it will be his story of cuckolding and finding love. Ravi, Yusuf, Meena and Chad will be feautured as well as some new characters. I don't know when it will release as I haven't started writing it. I will pick up "White Dreams for Indian Wife" in the future but don't expect anything new for a while.
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*** This story starts during chapter 9 of "White Dreams for Indian Wife." ***
Prologue:
Murugan's POV:
My name is Murugan, and I am an Indian American, born and raised in the great state of Texas. My parents immigrated from India and acquired their citizenship before they had me, resulting in me being brought up in a traditional Tamil Hindu home. My parents were strict and prioritized my academics over everything else, so no sports, video games, or anything fun during most of my early life. They ensured I was in the National Honor Society and the chess club. No matter my grades, my father was never satisfied.
A 97 on my report card would get a response of "Why didn't you get a 100?" from him. My mother was a bit more lenient and was satisfied with a 95. Even during my first semester in college, my parents would frequently call me to check if I was on top of my studies. At first, it didn't bother me too much, but as time passed, it became annoying. Did they not care how I was doing outside of academics or if I was happy?
When I got to my dorm, I felt a newfound freedom like never before. No longer under my parents' watchful eyes, I could explore, meet new people, and experience the pleasurable parts of life. Speaking of new people, I made new friends during my first semester. The closest were my three South Asian friends, Yusuf, Ravi, and Acharya.
Yusuf was my first Muslim friend and the first South Asian guy I became friends with on campus during orientation. I had never interacted with any other Muslim before him, considering the animosity that existed between our religions. However, he was a Malayali, which opened the door for us to converse. The guy is a fucking stud, standing at 6'4'' and chiseled at 243 pounds. Now, I'm no midget, but compared to my average height of 5'10'' and somewhat slim physique of 170 pounds, I sometimes felt a little insecure next to him.
The guy was amiable despite his imposing figure, and we became good friends. This resulted in me losing my virginity when Yusuf invited me to a house party one day and introduced me to a white girl named Katie. He probably put a good word in for me before introducing us, and we were all a bit tipsy. Sadly, it was just a one-time thing, and I wasn't able to find sexual success after that.
Ravi was the next one I met and the only Tamil guy besides me in this college. We met on the first day of Composition 1 class. Since I was still unfamiliar with the campus, it wasn't until 10 minutes after my class had started that I finally got to the right room. All eyes were on me as I entered, causing my social anxiety to spike. I quickly scanned the classroom and saw diverse faces looking at me. Out of the lot, one big black guy with a white girl at the back of the class caught my attention.
I was going to sit in the back anyway, so I took a good look at this intimidating-looking brute before taking my seat. I figured he was African American, considering he was darker than any black guy in our class. However, when I got closer, the guy looked slightly different; he was sporting a brush cut and looked like he was Tamil. Curious, I sat in the first seat to his right.
He looked at me with curiosity as my eyes met his. I made things less awkward and asked him if he was Tamil. He had an unfriendly look on his face before he responded. He confirmed my suspicion that he was Tamil and asked me the same. We soon warmed up to each other as the days went on, and we got along well for the most part.
He was a bit of a recluse, so hanging out with him was rare. He just drove back home after his last class, or he would go fuck one of his white girls. The only time he was available consistently was early in the morning at the gym every other weekday, but it was a pain to get up early, so I put off the gym until next semester.
It turns out that Ravi and Yusuf met in the gym and developed a friendly rivalry as they would try to outdo each other and frequently fought in Yusuf's room. Walking through campus with those two felt like being flanked by a lion and a tiger; no one could fuck with them. Ravi constantly stared down other guys, and Yusuf had a smug look on his face as if he fucked their girlfriends. Most guys got the message about who I was friends with and kept their distance.
I met Acharya, my Nepali friend, in my Calculus 1 class. Unlike Ravi and Yusuf, he was short, standing at an unimpressive 5'5''. He was of Brahmin descent, which he was extremely proud of and never forgot to remind me about his caste. Barring his obsession with caste, he was a good friend. We would do pujas in our rooms, play video games, and study together. There was animosity between Ravi and Acharya as the two were opposites in almost everything. Acharya would always try to make fun of Ravi for not knowing certain things, while Ravi would retort by disparaging his appearance.
Sometimes I was caught in their crossfire due to my ethnicity and religion. Acharya rarely talked to Yusuf due to his disdain for Muslims. I knew they also had animosity for each other, but would refrain from expressing it. It's too bad two of my close friends don't get along with my third; otherwise, we would have been the perfect South Asian group. With these three, my first semester went great for the most part.
I was able to ace all my classes and enjoy the college experience, from losing my virginity to getting high and drunk. Still, I felt unsatisfied; something was missing. I never got to experience what it's like to be in a romantic and sexual relationship with the opposite sex. I tried shooting my shot with some girls, but came up short. God, these females, and their high standards. Especially the Indian ones, almost all of them were either dating white boys or remained single. Only two girls that I knew on campus were with Indian guys.
These Desi whores were in on it together; they would usually hang out in groups with either their boyfriends or by themselves. God, it was infuriating to have to see them and their white boyfriends making out. They always had a smug look on their face when they saw me walk by or another desi guy walk past them and their white boyfriends. It was just my horrible luck that I had to fall for one of these white-worshipping hoes.
There was a Tamil girl by the name of Meenakshi in my Calculus 1 class who was drop-dead gorgeous. She had it all: a nice-sized pair of tits, a big bubble butt, a slim waist, and a pretty face. Her only negative, if you could call it that, was that her skin was very dark. Nonetheless, it didn't stop other guys from hitting on her.
It was my first time asking a Tamil girl out, so I prepared myself mentally in case she rejected me. After all, the worst she could say was no, and that's something I got used to. Well, I learned that was painfully wrong. I could still vividly remember her lips moving to voice her rejection.
"No thanks, I'm not into Indian guys, I have a white boys-only policy."
Her statement had me frozen in trying to process her words before responding. I regained my composure and protested her reasoning without showing my discomfort.
"But we're both Tamil and Hindu, that's gotta count for something, right?"
This just elicited a condescending response.
"So what?"
"Just because we're Tamil and Hindu doesn't mean you're entitled to me."
"Now I got to get to class, don't bother me again, brown boi."
I didn't even try to respond and just walked away dejected. Remembering all of this just made my blood boil. Fucking bitch, I hope those white boys pass her around like a blunt on campus. I wish nothing but the worst for you; may you never find love, your womb barren, and your life miserable. Later on, I learned from other South Indian guys that I wasn't the only one.
She turned down all the Indian guys who expressed their interest in her in the same way. The next time I ran into her outside of class, she was with that racist white douchebag Ryan and her little desi girl gang. God, and I thought it couldn't get worse. As I passed them, I heard Ryan whisper something to Meenakshi.
"Oh my God, Ryan, why the fuck do you have to disrespect her like that?" One of the desi girls blurted out.
"Shut up bitch, you curry cunts need to address a white alpha male like me properly."
"You racist, sexist piece of shit, you need to check your misogyny at the door!" Said one of the girls.
"You tikka whores love misogynistic big white cock, otherwise you would be with a beta curry boy like the one that just walked past us."
I stopped walking after I heard him insult me; he didn't even bother trying to hide it. My blood boiled; in a blind rage, I foolishly turned around and glared at him. Meenakshi had a stunned look on her face and tried to avoid eye contact with me. Ryan glared back, and the girls whispered something I couldn't understand.
"You better turn around and keep walking if you know what's good for you, curry nigger. " He growled.
This pissed me off even further, but there was nothing I could do. Ryan was too big for me to fight; he was the same height as Yusuf, and his shoulders were as broad as Ravi's. It would have ended horribly for me if I had fought him. To my knowledge, Ryan was the biggest white guy on campus. Sure, some were taller, but they were skinnier, and some were heavier, but they had higher body fat. I had no choice but to do what he said; otherwise, he would have beaten me to a pulp. God, just when I needed Ravi or Yusuf the most, they weren't around.
"Babe, don't get in trouble by beating up that brown dork." Meenakshi pleaded with him.
Her words cut deep. The one girl that I used to have a crush on shitted on me in front of her white boyfriend.
"I bet that would turn you on, curry bitch."
"It would, but I don't want you getting in trouble."
She then smiled at me, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him. The other desi girls giggled and flipped me off. I decided I had seen enough and turned away from them.
"Babe, let's go back to my room, you can take it out on my pussy instead of that creepy nerd."
"You sure can't get enough of my big white cock can you curry slut, it's too bad that another curry nigger didn't walk by, he would have hated seeing you with me."
"Those brown losers hate what they can't get." She giggled.
Of course, the colonized white worshipping feminist whore didn't mind the disrespect from that white gorilla. To her, white was right. I walked away with my head hung low; I couldn't hear their disparaging words about me in the distance anymore. At that moment, I decided I had to make a hot blonde chick my girlfriend. I figured this would be the best way to get back at those white worshipping whores, and that white asshole. Little did I know at that time that my goal of getting a blonde bombshell would be thrown out the window.
My face couldn't hide my emotions, and Yusuf eventually pried the matter out of me. He offered to be by my side every day so incidents like that wouldn't happen again. Yusuf later informed Ravi of the incident, and both of them dragged me one day after class to the student lounge. When we arrived, I was shocked to see Ryan and another white boy named Hunter seated together. It sounded like they were watching a porno on Ryan's phone as we got closer. They had it on low volume, but you could faintly hear Ryan fucking a girl.
As we approached, Ryan looked up at us, and instantly, there was fear in his eyes; Ravi and Yusuf certainly intimidated him from their presence alone. Ravi sat next to Ryan, and Yusuf sat next to Hunter. I pulled up a chair and sat close to Yusuf. Luckily, no one was around but us at that time.
Ravi wasted no time in insulting and mocking that douchebag. Surprisingly, Ryan's retorts didn't have the same aggressive tone he usually had. Amid the back and forth, Ravi pulled out his phone and played a video. To my surprise, the video showed Ravi and Ryan duking it out. It was amazing to see these two behemoths go at it. I wondered what happened between these two. And where did their fight take place? It looked like it took place in someone's house, were they at a party?
As the video progressed, Ravi was dismantling Ryan, and by the end, he was beating the shit out of him before knocking him out, which certainly made me jump for joy on the inside. Just when I thought Ryan was completely humiliated, Ravi played another video of him fucking a white girl. Ryan looked like he was about to cry, and Hunter had an embarrassed look on his face. I guess they knew who this country-sounding chick was.
Even though the volume was low, the sound of the white girl in ecstasy could be heard as she was getting railed by Ravi's big cock. Ravi was physically blessed everywhere; 6'3'', a chiseled physique of 255 pounds, and hung like a horse. Halfway through the video, Ravi asked her if he was fucking her better than Ryan. She enthusiastically replied with a yes and said that Ryan Preston is a weak pussy who didn't deserve her pussy anymore. I felt extremely proud of my friend; he unknowingly avenged my humiliation at the hands of that white dick head.
Yusuf erupted with laughter and offered to fight Ryan so that he could fuck whoever Ryan was fucking now. Ryan was fuming as he heard this, but kept silent in fear of Ravi. Later on, I got to know this white girl's name was Heather, and she was a part of Ravi's white girl harem. The video came to a climactic end with Ravi erupting on Heather's ass, marking her like a dog would a tree. After stomaching the humiliation, Ryan and Hunter got up and left in embarrassment.
It was great that my friends had my back; I had to find a way to at least be half as masculine as they were, and most of my problems would be over. No wonder Ryan was with Meena. After that fight, most of the white girls he would go for would have known about it through Heather. Also, there's a possibility he wanted to get back at Ravi for humiliating him. He never did get back at him since Ravi never saw Meena until she was with another white boy.
During the past months of my second semester, I have been consistently hitting the gym in the morning with Ravi or Yusuf. I had gotten considerably leaner. My abs were now visible, and my pecs had that squarish shape. I couldn't stop admiring my transformation in the mirror and knew this was just the beginning. If I remain disciplined and consistent, I'll be a whole new person by the end of my last semester. This upset Acharya, and he criticized my efforts in bolstering my body. To him, it was vanity and a waste of time. I just chalked it up to him being upset that I was spending more time with Ravi or Yusuf than with him.
My success seemed to have a snowball effect. One day, as I was sitting in the library by myself, working on my chemistry homework. I heard a female voice in front of me, asking if she could sit at my table. I looked up to see who it was, and I was stunned to see the second-most attractive Indian girl I had seen on campus.
Standing at 5'2'' with a busty figure and a beautiful smile that had me weak in the knees. I didn't know who she was, but she had my blood flowing to my dick faster than any woman, so I said yes. Her face lit up, and she quickly took her seat.
We exchanged some small talk, like our names, what our majors were, and what year we were in. Her name was Priya, and we were both in our freshman year. She was a biology major hoping to become a veterinarian. When I asked her what type of Indian she was due to her wheatish complexion, she replied that she was half Nepali and half Tamil. I've never met a Tamil who was half Nepali; this intrigued me.
I told her I was Tamil, which made her open up more, and she pushed the conversation towards religion and family. She was a Hindu as well and seemed to have the same upbringing; her clothing was modest, and her demeanor indicated that she was a soft-spoken, traditional, kind girl. A stark contrast to that cruel, rude Meenakshi. When our conversation came to an end, I wanted to ask for her number, but then I remembered Ravi's words ringing in my ears.
"Never have a bitch thinking you want her, don't ever give her that power over you."
It was hard, but I got up and left the table. As I made my way to the exit, I heard Priya call out to me at a distance. I turned around and looked at her as she caught up. My God, her big tits were amazing in motion. Speculating on her interest in me, I asked her if there was something she wanted to tell me. She blushed and asked if we could stay in touch. This made my heart jump for joy. I said yes and quickly pulled out my phone.
She put in her number, and I shot her a text. We walked together to the dorm, talking about our respective classes. As I got to my room, I got a call from her. Looks like this might head in the right direction. We conversed on the phone for about an hour about our interests, food, her conservative Brahmin family, and the upcoming horror film. I asked her if she wanted to see the movie with me without making it look like I was asking her out, to which she enthusiastically said yes.
Fuck the blonde bombshell goal, making Priya my girlfriend overshadowed the resentment I had of desi women. She seemed to be the perfect girl: kind, beautiful, and intellectually engaging. When we watched the movie, she hugged me during the jump scares. God, it felt wonderful. Even though I had already lost my virginity, just having her arms wrapped around me felt exhilarating. Our relationship progressed rapidly, and although we didn't make it official or discuss our feelings, we knew we were into each other.
After the 7th date, I figured that we were at a point where we should be comfortable with having sex. From what Ravi and Yusuf told me, if a slut is not fucking you after the 4th date, she's not into you sexually. I knew Priya was not a slut, and it was her conservative upbringing that was holding her back from taking the next step. She had to be saving her virginity for marriage. I know it was hard, but if it meant having Priya as my wife one day, then I would wait.
As of today, porn would be my only sexual release. After seeing almost all the desi girls on campus pairing up with white guys, it sparked a fetish in me to see desi girls getting fucked by big dicked white boys. Although it angered me to see a desi girl with a white boy, it also made me extremely turned on for some reason that I couldn't explain. It came to the point that my porn history was nothing but beautiful desi women getting fucked by white men.
I hate to admit it, but I often fantasized about Priya sucking and fucking a big white cock. While watching these videos, I would imagine my beautiful Priya replacing the desi girl on screen, and this would make me cum with far more intensity. In the end, however, I felt shame and regret in entertaining these despicable thoughts.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
"And done." I said to myself as I finished the last chemistry problem for my assignment that was due tommorow.
Now that I was finished with all my assignments for today it would be nice to get a good wank in before I fell asleep. I opened up my laptop and searched "Desi babe gets colonized by BWC". There was a plethora of videos to choose from, so I kept scrolling until I found a girl who matched my skin tone. Recently, I've been into the bleached PMVs featuring desi women.



In my opinion, these videos were the most erotic, as the music and the sex matched perfectly. Finally, I decided on a PMV that had a beautiful dark-skinned South Indian girl sucking a white cock as the thumbnail. I clicked play, and the video began with the girl smiling at the camera. Before she began talking, her white lover's enormous appendage came into view just a few inches from her face.
"Hi everyone, today is a very special day for me, and I would like to share it with all you Indian cucks watching this video."
She began stroking her faceless lover's big white dick slowly before speaking again.
"Today is my Indian boyfriend's birthday, and I thought this video would be the perfect gift for him."
"Arjun, I love you so much, I want you to enjoy this video to your heart's content."
"Thank you so much for understanding and letting me fuck my white hunk after you found out."
Holy shit is this real?
Then the music slowly began playing as she started blowing her white lover. The video changed to the white guy's perspective. This amazing view had my dick reaching close to a complete erection. She lovingly looked at the camera and winked, she bobbed her head on his dick and managed to get almost all of it in her mouth before gagging. She took the big white snake out of her mouth and coughed before spitting on his dick and taking him into her mouth again. That lucky son of a bitch.
The video progressed with them fucking in different positions from missionary to cowgirl. As the video came to a climax, I imagined Priya's face instead of the girl in the video getting the cum shot. I was almost about to blow my load before I heard a quiet knock on my door. Shit, who could it be. Just as I was about to have an amazing orgasm some asshole has to interrupt it.
I paused the video and muted the volume just in case, before putting it to sleep. I pulled up my boxers and shorts before heading to the door. I looked down to check if I still had a visible bulge, but thanks to my average dick size, my semi-erect bulge was barely noticeable over my shirt. Not something anybody would pick up immediately.
When I opened the door, I was met with a wonderful surprise. Priya was standing at my doorstep in a beautiful pink short-sleeved T-shirt and a nice pair of jeans.
"Hi Murugan!"
"Hope I'm not interrupting you."
"Not at all."
"You didn't tell me you were gonna come over today."
"Well, Murugan, it's a surprise. I wanted to tell you something important, something I should have told you earlier, but couldn't bring myself to tell you."
"May I come in?"
"Of course, come on in."
As she stepped inside, her eyes caught my subtle erection as her thigh rubbed against it, neither of us said anything about it. She took her seat at my study table and glanced at my unlocked phone. Shit, I should have set the auto-lock to 30 seconds, why do I shoot myself in the foot like this. I might as well ask her what she wanted to tell me. I took my seat beside her and smiled at her.
"So, what is it that you want to tell me?"
"Murugan, I should have told you this two days ago, but I felt a little unsure about it, but now that I'm here, I have no doubt in my mind." She said as she glanced at my phone.
I took a quick peek at my phone, and it displayed the last text message I sent to Priya. She must have seen the heart emoji next to her contact. So now she knew for sure, this was it, by the end of today, she'd be my girlfriend or just a friend. Please don't put me in the friend zone.
"Murugan, these past weeks have been wonderful. I cherish the time I've spent with you, every moment you're with me, I feel happy and alive."
"My feelings for you have developed rapidly, and that frightened me, so I couldn't express them to you in our recent get-togethers, fearing that you might not feel the same."
This was it, it was finally happening, and it looked like the outcome that I wanted was about to happen. I immediately held her hand in mine, causing her to blush.
"Priya, the truth is my feelings for you have grown as well, being with you in these past weeks has been some of the best times of my life."
"Murugan, we both feel the same way, I know this is fast, but.."
"I love you."
I was taken aback, I was expecting "I like you", not "I love you". This far exceeded what I was expecting.
"Priya, that means so much to me."
"I was both yearning and dreading this day, but you have put my worries to rest."
"I love you, Priya, I have since the day you paid for our dinner when I was short on cash."
"I didn't tell you because I felt it might have been premature, and I didn't want to ruin what we already had."
"Oh, Murugan.."
Our noses were almost touching as we stared into each other's eyes. God, it felt like I was looking into her soul. Then, as if we both knew, it was time.
We closed our eyes before our lips met in perfect unison. This is what I waited for, it came at the right time, unexpected. My Priya, I could repeat that in my head over and over. We looked into each other's eyes once more.
"Wow, Murugan, that kiss was amazing."
"Yeah."
"So what now?" I mischievously inquired of her with a sly smile.
She returned my smile and bit her lip.
"Well, Muru, I was thinking that's something we can figure that out in your bed."
"When did you think of calling me that?"
"Just now, I wanted my man to have a cute name to call him by."
"Well, I can't think of anything for you, it's hard to beat Priya."
"Mommy would do."
"Let's head to bed, mommy."
She wrapped her arms and legs around me as I got up to carry her over to my bed. I gently let her down and started making out with her as I fondled her breasts.
"Muru, you sure have a way with your hands, be honest, were you thinking of doing this to me every time you were with me?"
"I would be lying if I said no."
"Aww, you poor thing, it must have been so hard for you to refrain from copping a feel when you were with me."
"Absolutely, but you know what, the happiness I got from spending time with you certainly helped in not constantly staring at your tits.
"Now they're all yours."
She took her pink shirt off, revealing a white bra that contained those beautiful wheatish mounds of fat. Then she took her bra off and I beheld the most beautiful pair of breasts my eyes had ever seen, Oh Shiva, she was divine. She had beautiful big brown areolas with perfect protruding nipples. Wasting no time, I immediately devoured her left breast while I fondled her right.
"Fuuuuuck.... Muru." She moaned.
I started to suck harder and twirl my tongue around her right nipple. To which she lovingly stroked the back of my head.
After a minute I stopped sucking and looked at her to see her beautiful face, and to my shock, I saw sadness in her eyes.
"What's wrong, Priya?"
She didn't respond and looked like she was holding back tears. She suddenly hugged me tightly, her soft body pressing against mine. Whatever the reason for her sadness, I was there for her.
"Is it because you're afraid to lose your virginity?"
Again, no response from her.
"I can wait for you, Priya."
"Muru, I'm so sorry, I don't deserve you!" She wailed.
What the fuck, I'm the one that's not in this girl's league. I pulled back a bit and saw tears begin to run down her cheeks.
"Priya, I don't understand. What do you mean you don't deserve me?"
"Muru, I got carried away just now, but you need to know the truth about me."
"Whatever it is, Priya, it won't change my feelings for you; we can work through it."
"Murugan, I don't want you to be upset."
"I promise I won't get upset."
"Murugan, I'm......I'm not...."
"Priya, it's okay, let it out."
"I'm not a virgin, Murugan." She said as she looked away from me.
I wasn't surprised, after all, with her looks and personality, she could have had any guy she wanted. It did feel a little sour that some guy already had her before me. Still, that didn't change my feelings for her.
I took her hands in mine to assure her and kissed her softly. As we released, I started to chuckle, to which she had a puzzled look on her face.
"Muru, does this mean you're okay with me not being a virgin?"
"Of course, knowing that you're not a virgin doesn't change my feelings for you."
"But you don't understand Muru, that's only half of it."
I brushed her cheek gently and kissed her forehead.
"Priya, you can never be ruined for me."
"Oh, Muru, I'm so glad you're so accepting of my past."
"Muru, I know it won't sit well with you, but the guy I lost my virginity to was a white guy."
Fuck, this was amazing, my fantasy of her getting fucked by a white boy with a big dick might be possible. I smiled in response to her unsurprising revelation.
"I'm sure that white boy had an amazing time fucking you Priya, you're a Goddess."
"Oh, Shakti,......you're not upset?"
"It's fine Priya."
"But how, the last time I told this to an Indian guy, he got mad and left me."
"He was a fool for letting you go, although I'm glad he did since it worked out for me."
"I still don't understand Muru, how are you not mad that I lost my virginity to a white guy?"
"Priya, I'm not a virgin either, I lost my virginity to a white girl".
"So I can't get upset at the fact that you lost your virginity to a white guy."
"I know, but I was sure you'd be mad since most desi girls in this university are with white guys."
"Yeah, I was once mad about that as well. I even got brutally rejected by one of those girls when I asked her out in my first semester."
"Oh my God, who was it?"
"I don't think you know her, Priya."
"I know a lot of the desi girls on campus, just tell me her name."
"It was Meenakshi."
"I see you were aiming for the biggest fish in the pond." Priya giggled.
"So you know her, and what do you mean by that?"
"Meena is the prettiest desi girl on campus, she has bedded over 22 white boys."
"She's a close friend of mine."
"You're saying that as if it's a good thing!"
"So you are upset about white boys fucking us desi girls." Priya rolled her eyes.
"That girl humiliated me twice, so I have every reason to hate her!"
"You need to forgive her, let it go, she took her hatred of Indian men out on you."
"It was nothing personal."
"She is a very sweet girl if you get to know her."
"Why does she hate us? What did we ever do to her?"
"It's not exclusive to her, Muru, almost all the south asian girls have resentment towards their male counterparts, hence why they're dating white boys."
Then her face contorted into an angry expression.
"The reason is that you brown boys are sexist, colorist, white-worshipping demons!"
I was stunned, so Priya was one of them. Priya then gently stroked my right cheek to reassure me of her love.
"Do you believe that, Priya?"
"I do for the most part, Muru."
"Then how am I seeing your tits?"
"Muru, every girl is different. I still wanted to give some of the cute brown guys a chance, believing that not all of them are horrible."
"Am I horrible?"
"No Muru, you exhibit none of the toxic traits that I see in most of these Indian assholes."
"You're kind, loving, and you don't worship white girls, a far cry from the typical desi boy."
I chuckled.
"Priya, it's hard to be interested in any white girl after I saw you."
"That's one of the reasons why I love you, your eyes are glued to me regardless of whether a good-looking white girl passes us."
Then there was another question I wanted answered, but I decided it was best not to ask her.
"Babe, is there something else you would like to ask me?"
How did she know?
"Muru, I know the question on your mind already, there is no point in hiding it."
"How did you know Priya?"
"You desi boys are predictable."
"It's okay, Muru, now that I know that you love me, I won't hesitate to answer that question."
"Priya, the guy that took your virginity, was he the only white boy you slept with?"
"There were others."
"How many?"
"I've fucked 12 white boys in total, all of them were casual flings."
"When I got to university, I wanted to let loose and be free from my controlling father."
"After losing my virginity, I wanted more sexual experience before I found a nice boyfriend to settle down with."
I had finally found my dream girl; the gods have blessed me for my patience. I couldn't help but smile at my beautiful goddess.
"Muru, why are you smiling?"
"I'm proud of you, Priya."
"Huh?"
"Priya, I feel proud of the fact that you had sex with white boys."
"What!?"
"Muru, the last Indian guy I told this left fuming, and here you are proud of the fact that I got dicked down by white boys, what gives?"
"Even after you experienced sex with white boys, you chose me in the end. It feels like when India gained independence from Britain."
She burst out laughing as soon as I finished my last word.
"Oh, Muru, you're much better than I could have ever hoped for."
"Now, are you ready to reclaim your Indian Queen after those strapping British generals had their way with her?"
"Absolutely."
We kissed passionately, our tongues danced in delight, celebrating her promiscuity as well as our growing love for each other. She was an amazing kisser, I'm so glad that she wasn't a virgin, my second time having sex is going to be so fucking awesome after all the experience she's had. We released, and she looked at me with a naughty smile.
"From your enthusiastic acceptance of my past, you must be one kinky boy."
"Kind of. " I said sheepishly.
She then looked over at my laptop and smirked.
Shit, I knew what was on her mind.
She grabbed my laptop and awakened it from sleep mode.
"What's the password Muru, I want to check your history to see what you're into."
"Please, Priya, it's embarrassing."
"I'm not going to ask you again, Murugan, what is your password?" She said sternly.
She kind of reminded me of my mom just now in how she quickly went from a playful mood to a more serious one.
In fear of losing her, I decided it was best to just tell her.
"It's 3487910&"
Fuck this was it, just when I thought the storm had passed and the sun would come out.
She finished typing in my password and pressed Enter. It took just a second before the paused video was on the screen. Shit, the moment of truth is upon me.
She had a look of shock on her face as she saw the cum covered desi girl holding the white cock in her hand.
"Oh my God!"
"So this is why you took so long to open the door!?"
"Yes. " I replied sheepishly.
Was she angry, disgusted, or pleased?
I was too afraid to ask her and started breathing heavily. She read the title of the video out loud to me as she stared at the screen with the utmost interest.
"Indian babe gets bleached by big white cock."
Just her uttering those words made my body tremble in fear and excitement. There was no anger or disgust in her voice, which made me relieved. I looked at the end of my bed to await what she was going to say next.
"Muru, look at me."
She was back to calling me Muru, maybe this didn't turn her off.
I reluctantly met her eyes, and to my wonderful surprise, I saw curiosity.
She had a beautiful smile on her face as I quivered with fear at what she was about to say.
"Muru, were you wanking it to desi women getting fucked by white boys all this time?"
I nodded.
"You can check my history, I have nothing left to hide."
She opened my history, and her eyes lit up in amazement.
"Muru, you naughty boy!"
I remained silent and awaited her judgment.
Her eyes kept scanning the screen as she was scrolling through what looked like to be weeks of my porn history. Finally, she closed the history tab and went back to the video.
"Muru sweetie, did I ruin your orgasm today?"
"Yes, but it was worth it."
She giggled and gave me a peck on the cheek. So far, so good.
"Muru, want to watch the video together?"
This was fucking amazing, the girl I wanted for so long was now going to watch my favorite porn with me.
"Of course!"
She nestled closely to me and placed the laptop between our laps before replaying the video. As we were watching the girl suck her white lover's dick, Priya started to bite her lip every time the girl would release the white cock from her mouth. Observing this, I knew my girlfriend still craved white cock, which was fine by me. As we got to the end, Priya looked like she wanted to be the one receiving his copious amount of ejaculation.
"Wow, Muru, today went far better than I expected."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, I found out the guy I love is a cuck."
When she uttered the word cuck I felt immense shame fall upon me, I diverted my eyes from her.
"Muru, what's wrong?"
"It's nothing." I lied.
"Muru, don't lie to me, tell me what I said bothered you."
"I'm ashamed that I'm a cuck."
"Oh, sweetie, come here."
She embraced my head to her soft bosom.
"Muru, I don't think less of you because you're a cuck."
"You don't?"
"No, in fact, I find it to be a desirable quality."
"Really?" I said, baffled.
"Yes, I think it makes you the perfect hubby material."
I kissed her without a second thought, and we continued making out for a minute before she pulled away.
"God, I love you, Priya!"
"I love you, too, now I know I struck gold with you."
"Muru, have you imagined me getting fucked by white boys?"
"Yes, every time I watch one of these videos, I imagine you're the one getting fucked instead of the girls in the videos."
"Aww!"
She started fondling my crotch, causing my semi-erect cock to expand.
"Now that you got to see and feel my tits, it's my turn." She said as her face neared my crotch.
"Priya, I'm not packing like those white boys."
"Muru, just pull out your dick."
I pulled down my boxers and my dick sprang out inches from her face. My modest dick eagerly twitched as it awaited to be stroked by her.
"Muru, your dick is fine."
"Do you like it, Priya?"
"How could I not?"
"It's attached to the man I love, so that's a yes by default."
She started stroking my cock to which my dick responded by leaking some precum onto her hand.
"I mean the size Priya, you know after you experienced those white cocks, I thought you might be disappointed."
She chuckled and kissed my little head.
"Muru, you have a boyfriend dick."
"What's a boyfriend dick?"
"It's a dick that's not too big or not too small, it's just right for a long-term partner."
"Oh."
"You may not be as big as some of the white boys I fucked, but that doesn't matter, size isn't everything."
"You mean like the motion of the ocean?"
"Yes, size is just one component."
"Stamina, skill, and sexual chemistry are also factors that play into the sexual experience."
"Muru, it doesn't matter to me if you're going to be my greatest fuck or not."
"I will love you regardless of your performance."
"Thanks, Priya."
With that, she effortlessly swallowed my five and a half inch cock as I watched in wonder. I was experiencing my first blowjob, God it felt wonderful. She looked so beautiful as she bobbed her head, pretty soon my dick was close to erupting in her mouth. I quickly remembered the first time I saw a goat being cut for the goddess in my dad's village. This stopped me from prematurely cumming in her mouth. She quickened the pace and my dick was once again about to blow, again I remembered the goat's head popping off like a cap, and it did the trick. She then took my dick out and stroked it slowly as she looked at me seductively.
"Are you ready for the main course, Muru?"
"Not yet, I'm going to eat you out."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, babe, it's my first time eating a girl out, but I read up on how to give a girl oral in case I get lucky."



"Well, this will be my first time getting oral from a guy, those selfish white boys said eating brown pussy is nasty, but here you are taking the initiative."
"Those white boys probably thought they were above eating an Indian girl's pussy."
"Mommy, I'll make sure to give you an orgasm with my tongue before we fuck."
"Oh my God, get on your knees, Muru!"
"Yes, Ma'am!"
I got on my knees as she instructed and waited as she pulled down her jeans and panties. She was now completely nude, and she did a cute twirl to completely display her body. As her ass came into view I saw that she had the Om symbol just right above her big butt.
"Mommy, why do you have the Om symbol tattooed above your ass?"
"Muru, I got it tatted on me because one of the white guys I was fucking at that time thought it would be hot if he saw the symbol of my religion as he was fucking me from behind."
"Do you find it sexy, Muru?"
"Extremely."
"Now for your other dinner."
I positioned myself between her legs as she sat down and took a sniff as my mouth neared her womanhood. She was moist and ready down there already, I guess our conversation must have been the catalyst. The smell was enticing, and Priya was eagerly awaiting my mouth to make contact. I pressed my lips around her labia, causing her to wrap her legs around my head.
"Muru, enough with the teasing, eat mommy out!"
I slowly licked her clitoris from side to side, and this made her put more pressure on my head. Then I licked her clit up and down at a moderate pace much to her delight.
"Yes! Yes! That's it, Muru!"
"Don't stop!"
I started to lick faster as I alternated the direction of my tongue, although I wasn't receiving any stimulus from her, my dick was rock hard from just giving her oral. God, I could do this all day if she asked me to. Then I started to suck on her clit making her tremble with pleasure.
"OH FUUUUUUCK!" She shouted.
I could feel her shaking as I continued sucking her clit. I made sure to douse her clitoris in my saliva before sucking further.
"Muru, you're incredible!"
I took my mouth off her clit to answer.
"Thanks, I'll be sure to eat you out whenever you want."
"Muru, you're going to be doing this a lot going forward so don't expect to put your dick in straight away."
"I wouldn't want it any other way."
Now to explore her insides. Although I was average in height and dick size, the size of my tongue was far from average. Being blessed with a thick long tongue is going to do wonders, regardless of my five-and-a-half-inch dick. I gently inserted my tongue into her pussy as she moaned quietly.
My tongue quickly found its second home after a good feel around her walls. Fuck, she tasted amazing, my raging hard-on was twitching with anticipation of penetration.
"Holy shit Muru, your tongue feels fucking amazing!"
I continued worshipping my goddess as her moaning became louder. My tongue was now pressing up against her G-spot. I continued to stimulate this area with more vigor, much to the delight of my new girlfriend.
"YES!, YES!, YES!"
"OH SHIT!!!"
Before I could react, my mouth was overwhelmed by what seemed to be some sort of watery fluid. Did she just squirt? It was still coming as spray after spray hit my mouth and ran down my cheek and throat. Priya firmly held my head in place as I was being baptized with her holy water. Her thighs shuddered as the last spray came forth and splashed my face.
"Muru.......this is the first time I've squirted...."
"Looks like I've made a good first impression in the bedroom."
"Muru, I should have confessed my feelings towards you sooner."
"Get up and embrace your queen, it's time for you to enter my chamber."
"Raw or rubber, your Majesty?"
"Rubber, you will be rewarded with raw on the night of our wedding."
Although I felt a little disappointed I had to wear a condom, this was still going to be an amazing experience. Looks like my first time having unprotected sex will be on the night of my wedding, oh well, good things come to those who wait. I opened my drawer to get my condom and put it on before getting into bed with her.
Our arms enveloped each other as we got into the missionary position, and we looked into each other's eyes for a few seconds. She was even more beautiful than before. Everything in my life that happened was worth it for this. It was now time to climb the final mountain.
"Muru, I know this might be a bit selfish, but when we are having sex in this position, I want you to make love to me instead of simply pounding into me."
"As long as I get to fuck your brains out later in doggy."
"We can finish in doggy, but for now, I want you to take your time."
I started kissing her neck as I slowly inserted my dick into her vagina, god was she tight. I'd thought she might have been stretched out from fucking some white guys but it felt even better than my first time. I felt pressure on my dick as if her walls were squeezing my cock.
I slowly started to thrust with a slow rhythm, eliciting some quiet moaning.
"That's it, baby, you're doing great."
She started to kiss my neck as her hands now started to slide towards my butt and before I knew it she was squeezing the fuck out of my right butt cheek. Which surprised me since it's usually the other way around.
"What's the matter, you seem surprised, Muru?"
"It's just I didn't know girls would be interested in feeling a guy's ass."
"I'm not sure about other girls, but I love squeezing my man's ass as he's thrusting."
"Does that bother you?"
"No..not at all."
"Good, expect my hands to get a good feel from now on."
With that, she squeezed the fuck out of my cheek again, I felt some discomfort as her nails dug into my skin. I responded by thrusting my cock as deep as I could.
"Oooooh, that's it, baby, feel as much of my pussy as you can."
I started gyrating my hips as my cock explored her sides. God, this felt wonderful. I was almost about to cum before I pulled out of her.
"Sorry Priya, it was almost about to cum there."
"It's okay, we can switch positions if you want."
"Sure, let's change positions."
"This time I'm going to be on top, lie flat on your back."
I did as she instructed and she slowly inserted my cock into her pussy. This view was amazing. I could see her beautiful face and tits at the same time while my dick was pressing against her walls. She started to gyrate her hips making my cock her cock her little joystick. Then she started to bounce, and my god, it was glorious, her big breasts were amazing in motion as they bounced up and down.
"Oh fuck Priya... your tits are amazing!"
She then took my right hand and placed it on her left breast. I gladly obliged and fondled it gently.
"Fuck Muru, this feels so good, keep playing with mommy's tits."
I took my other hand and cupped her right breast and caressed it with more force this time. She responded by bouncing up and down even higher, I now felt the weight of her magnificent cheeks slam down on my lower half. Again I was about to cum but I couldn't let Priya down, I wanted her to ride me to her heart's content.
My imagination quickly conjured up disturbing images to not push me over the edge into an orgasm. I closed my mind and vividly imagined disgusting thoughts of all things vile and nasty which made my dick refrain from spilling. I was able to endure the temptation of ejaculating for a while, as I took in the amazing sight of her riding me.
"Muru, it's been over 20 minutes and you still haven't cum?"
"I thought we were going to finish in doggy Priya?"
"Well I wanted to make you cum in this position, but surprisingly it seems like you're holding out."
"I want to see your beautiful brown ass bounce as I fuck you."
"If you insist."
She got off me and assumed the position. God, I couldn't but help admire her ass, so big and perfectly round. I was certainly blessed to be her boyfriend, I get to have her almost every day. She started twerking, making her ass even more inviting.
"You sure do like my ass don't you?"
"They're perfect."
"What do you like more baby, my ass or my tits?"
"Your ass, you might have the best ass I have ever seen."
"Awww."
"Muru, I'm going to sit on you the next time I come over."
"Hopefully, the next time is around this time tomorrow."
"I will be here 3 hours early tomorrow, so I can cook you dinner and we can fuck later."
"You would do that?"
"Of course silly, feeding my man and fucking him goes hand in hand."
"Now put it in me and hammer away!"
I immediately plunged my cock into her soaking pussy penetrating without much difficulty this time. I pushed deep into her pussy as much as I could, hopefully, her vagina isn't too deep.
Try as I might, I couldn't touch her dead end. There was a gap between her cervix and my tip. Nonetheless, I pounded away hoping to give her a vaginal orgasm.
"Keep going, baby." She moaned quietly.
Huh, she wasn't making any of the loud noises like the girls in the videos. Is my dick not up to par? Shit, what am I thinking, that's porn and this is real life. She said I was doing great, and that's enough for me.
"Muru, pull out for a second."
Why does she want me to pull out? Is she not enjoying it? Well, whatever the reason, I should do as she says. Obediently, I quickly withdrew my penis from her vagina.
"What's wrong, Priya?"
"Muru, I'll just reposition myself to make the penetration better."
So my dick didn't seem to do the trick from that angle. I wonder how she's going to position herself. She put a pillow underneath her stomach and elevated her ass upwards.
"Muru, stand on the bed and fuck me."
"Okay."
I got on top of the bed, bending my knees to position myself as I held her waist. I inserted my cock into her and I could tell that I was a bit deeper than before. I resumed my thrusting, and this time her moaning became more vocal; she seemed to be enjoying it more this time around.
"Yes, baby, you're doing great!"
"Keep, fucking me, you're making me feel so good!"
I increased the speed and felt her pussy squeeze my dick. This was too much for me as I felt my orgasm nearing. Shit, again my mind conjured up graphic images to quell the volcano, but it was no use as I felt the floodgates open.
"Fuck Priya!, I'm gonna cum!!!"
"Cum in me Muru!"
I felt wave after wave of orgasm hit me as I quivered cumming into her pussy. Fuck, this was the most amazing orgasm I've ever experienced. It felt like my soul left my body at that moment. As my orgasm came to an end, I collapsed onto the bed, looking at the ceiling without a thought in my mind. Priya slowly cuddled up next to me and pulled my condom off. My mind returned to the present moment as I felt the condom come off.
"Oh my God, Muru, you busted the biggest load I have ever seen!"
I glanced at her hand as she held it for me to see, I had filled up more than half the condom with my cum suprising even myself, since most of my loads were average.
"Well, I have you to thank for that, I can't help but pour out all of my offering for such a beautiful Goddess."
She giggled.
"Your offering is accepted."
Then she took the condom and emptied all of my sperm into her mouth, making sure not to waste a drop. She licked off the last remaining splatter of cum near her lips and threw the condom into the trash can. Here I thought she couldn't get sexier.
"Amazing Priya, that was fucking hot!"
"Muru, I'm glad you're turned on by wanton nature. I was a bit reluctant to do it, but after everything you said, I went with it."
"Don't ever feel you need to restrain how you want to act around me, Priya, be free."
"I certainly will."
"So how did my cum taste?"
"It was a bit salty, neither delicious nor unpleasant, your cum doesn't taste any different from those white boys."
"Is there a way to make it taste better?"
"There is."
"How?"
"Cut down on the meat and dairy, and eat lots of pineapple, oranges, and fruit in general."
"Ok, got it."
"Also drink lots of water and minimize greasy, salty, overprocessed foods."
"Don't worry Priya, I'm gonna make sure my cum tastes delicious, also can I also cum on your face next time?"
"No!"
"Why would you even ask that, Murugan?!"
"I thought it would be hot, can't we at least try once?"
"I said no!"
"It's fucking disrespectful, I'm your girlfriend not some cheap whore!"
"Oh, I didn't see it that way."
"It's okay, I guess the porn skewed your view on what's acceptable and what's not."
"Muru, I was wondering if I could spend the night with you today?"
"Of course you can, I would be delighted to have you for the night."
"Thanks, Muru!"
She kissed me on the cheek.
"Did you have dinner before coming?"
"Yes, I'm good for the night, now let's get some sleep."
"Hold on, let me turn off the lights."
As I was turning off the lights, I began to wonder how I was going to go public with my new relationship. Ravi and Yusuf wouldn't accept Priya, and Acharya might not as well since she's half Nepali. Shit, I can't fuck this up, this very well could be my only chance of being with a girl that I'm into. I came back to the bedroom and was about to put on my pajamas before Priya interrupted.
"Muru, what are you doing?"
"Putting on my pajamas."
"Just sleep naked."
God, I'm such an idiot. Here was Pryia in all her glory, lying down contentedly while I was trying to put on my pajamas.
"Right, sorry, I am a creature of habit."
I got into bed with her and we cuddled, it was still surreal, my very own girlfriend. Shiva, please let this be forever. She's everything I wanted in a girl. We drifted off to sleep in each other's arms as the day came to an end. I dreamt of Priya sucking and fucking a huge white cock, her moaning was music to my ears as I watched her beautiful body in action. This wonderful dream did not continue to its completion as it quickly faded when the sound of my alarm rang through my ears. My eyes slowly opened to find that Priya was no longer beside me.
Was the whole thing just a dream, did I not fuck her? I got up and saw a folded piece of paper on the right side of my bed. I picked it up and unfolded it to see the contents.
Last night was wonderful! Love you!
It had to be her. I looked into my trash can, and sure enough, there was a condom there. Still, there was only one more thing that could confirm it. I scrolled through my messages, and sure enough, there were two new messages from her.
Priya: Good morning, babe, hope you enjoyed last night as much as I did. Here's a pic of my tits to start your day off right.
Her amazing tits confirmed everything for me, the last hurdle to clear were my parents and maybe hers as well. My parents should be accepting of her since she's a Hindu and part Tamil. Even if they didn't, I'm going to stand with Priya; she's too valuable to give up, and they should be glad to have her as a future daughter-in-law. I'm sure Priya would stick up for me if her Brahmin father were to disapprove of me.
Fuck, I've been so wrapped up about Priya, that I forgot to get ready. Can't have Ravi or Yusuf waiting on me. Girlfriend or no girlfriend, I've got to hit the gym; after all, that's what brought me success. I quickly got ready and left my room. As I was walking, people seemed to look at me a bit differently. I don't know what it was, but ever since last night, I felt more confident and alive.
I got to the gym, and it looked like Ravi beat me by a few minutes as he was already in the middle of his reps on the shoulder press. I caught his attention as I walked in.
"Murugan, why are you late?"
"I got laid last night."
"Nice, you're starting to get some pussy."
"Was she white?"
"No."
"Oh, what was she?"
Do I tell him the truth?
No, if he knew about Priya it would just piss him off.
"She's Mexican."
"Not bad, but don't get lost in her pussy, you got to move up to white girls."
Fuck I can't bring myself to tell the truth. I need to keep Priya a secret.
"Yeah, I'll get there one day," I said nervously.
"You should be there in no time by the end of the summer, you already got lean, all that's left to do is beef up a bit, and I'm sure you'll have one of these white bitches fucking you."
"Might as well get to it then."
To be continued......
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The next part will be released after chapter 11 of "White Dreams For Indian Wife."
Please let me know if you like this new story. Do you prefer this one or "White Dreams for Indian Wife"?



        Meena and Ravi

        A desi slut's new relationship begins to accelerate.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/meena-and-ravi

Title: Meena and Ravi

Author: durgakali

Category: Fetish

Description: A desi slut's new relationship begins to accelerate.

Tags: tamil, raceplay, indian male, bwc, indian female, chastity, white male, desi




Author's note: This fictional story is about Meena from the "White Dreams For Indian Wife" series. I'm not planning on making this a series; it will be a self-contained story that ties into "White Dreams For Indian Wife". As with my previous work, this story will include WMIF raceplay and IMIF sex. If that doesn't appeal to you, don't bother reading this story. All characters who participate in sexual acts in this story are above the age of 18.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
"OH FUCK!" I yelled in pleasure as I watched my ex-boyfriend thrust his big white cock into me with animalistic vigor.
"Tell me curry slut, does your black ass curry boy fuck you like I do?"
"WE ----- WE-----HAVEN'T HAD SEX!"
"Did you even fool around with him yet?"
"YES!"
"Is his dick as big as mine?" He said as she slammed into my ass violently.
"NO.......YOUR DICK IS MUCH BIGGER!"
"Thought so, do you think he could ever fuck you like I can?"
"HE COULD NEVER GIVE ME THE PLEASURE YOU DO, DADDY!"
"You curry sluts can never escape our big white cocks no matter where you go, your cunts and hearts belong to white men!"
"YOU CAN NEVER TAKE ME AWAY FROM HIM COLONIZER!" I protested.
Chad increased his pace in response to my defiance. I could feel his cock stretching me to my limits as I felt his cock plunge in and out with great force.
"Are you sure coconut whore?"
"You think he would make you his girl if I got you pregnant?"
I couldn't give an immediate answer; this was something I hadn't considered.
I didn't know if Ravi would accept me if I were to give birth to a white baby; he was still upset at the fact that I slept with white men and didn't want to be associated with me in public.
Deep down in his heart, I know he loves me. If he could stomach me fucking white boys, then in time he could be a loving step father. Our budding love must grow stronger to realize this, but I knew it was possible.
I felt Chad repeatedly smack my ass as I contemplated the scenario.
"I'm waiting for an answer slut."
"YES......YES HE WILL!!!"
"If that's the case, I might as well knock you up!"
Chad enveloped his arms around my neck to which I turned to kiss him as he kept hammering his cock into me. I felt my orgasm coming as Chad's dick was hitting my posterior fornex. Our tongues danced inside our mouths as we anticipated our orgasms nearing with each thrust.
Chad released his mouth from mine as my orgasm neared.
"TAKE MY SEED AND BEAR MY CHILD CURRY WHORE!!!" Chad roared
"OH FUCK I'M GONNA CUM!!!"
With that, my orgasm came, and Chad ejaculated into my vagina. I felt rope after rope of his cum flood my walls as my sexual high was still at it's peak. God, it was wonderful, I imagined holding my hypothetical white baby in the delivery room as Ravi looked at us with joy. Slowly, my glorious orgasm subsided, and Chad fell onto the other side of the bed as he was panting from exhaustion.
"Fuck, that was probably our longest. " Chad said with satisfaction.
"Yeah, you were amazing like always, your big white cock always hits the spot."
"Then why don't we get back together, Meena, we both know your pussy needs to be stretched out."
I sighed, and looked at his massive 10 inch white penis that was slowly shrinking. He was right about one thing, my pussy certainly needed a pounding now and then from his magnificent cock.
"We already went over this, Chad, we are done romantically."
"No amount of mind-blowing orgasms you give me can change that."
"Meena, I promise I won't fuck anyone else, just give me another chance!" He protested.
He wrapped his arms around me as we looked into each other's eyes. If not for Ravi, I would have certainly caved. Chad had that Zac Efron look that made me weak in the knees. Ultimately, his efforts were fruitless. I knew who my heart wanted, and it wasn't Chad.
"No."
"What does he have that I don't? Is it cause he's Tamil?"
I didn't want to respond; if I were to tell him, it would just hurt his feelings even more, and deep down, he knew what it was as well.
"Are you attracted to him more?
"Your face is more my type, but his body is more appealing than yours, so it's kind of even."
"Yet you're drawn to him more. Why is that?"
"It's beyond your understanding, please, I want to drop this conversation."
"So that's it, I'm just going to be your fuck buddy until he makes it official with you?"
I looked away, not wanting to continue this conversation, but this didn't deter him.
"What makes you think he will? He's just stringing you along until you fuck him."
"He can never get over the fact that you had sex with white guys; he will never make you his girlfriend."
"He will, he just needs more time."
"Meena, those other girls were just for some fun. I never loved them. You and I envisioned getting married and having kids together. Are you going to throw all of that away?"
My man whore of an ex-boyfriend would not only knock me up but any pretty girl that gave him the time of day, playing house with him is out of the question and it wasn't the will of the Goddess.
"If those other girls were just fun, then you never loved me like I loved you, Chad."
"Come on, Meena, we're young, this is the time of my life to explore before settling down."
"Ravi will love me more than you ever could."
"No, he won't, he's just enjoying the fact that you're into him, he's only messed around with white girls, you're there for his ego."
"Why do you think he messed around with only white girls?"
"It could be that he's only attracted to white girls, or he has a vendetta against us white guys for bagging most of you desi babes, I think it might be both."
"I think it's only the latter, which makes me believe he is in love with me."
"He sees your face and your Ferrari, nothing more."
"You're wrong, Chad. Since you mentioned exploring, I should do the same."
"Will you watch me suck and fuck another man while your cock is locked up?"
"I already told you before, the answer is no!"
"Do I look like a cuck to you?" He said in an exasperated tone.
"Funny, you're asking me to take you back after cheating on me twice but you wont even sit back and watch me fuck another guy."
"It's different."
"I'm not going to argue with you, my decision is final, our time as boyfriend and girlfriend is long over."
"Please, Meena, is there any way we could get back together?"
"Yes, there is."
"If Ravi doesn't want me to be his girlfriend and future wife, then there is a possibility of me giving you one last chance to do right by me."
"Then I can rest easy knowing we are going to get back together by the end of the semester at the latest."
"Oh, is that so?"
"Yeah once he fucks you, he'll throw you away like used goods."
"I have faith that Ravi will not only be my boyfriend before the end of the semester, but also my stag."
"No way. " He said in disbelief.
"I'll make a bet on that if you're up for it, Chad."
"I'm in, how much money are we talking?"
"If you win, I'll give you 1000 dollars. If I win, you can cough up 10 for me." I said confidently.
"Alright, what's the bet about specifically?"
"Before the semester wraps up, Ravi will watch you fuck my brains out while he strokes his cock."
"Nice, I get a 1000 dollars before the end of the semester, and we will be back together."
"Chad, don't expect me or the 1000 dollars, it's better if you're not disappointed."
"I won't obsess over it, but tell me, is this truly the end of us?"
"It's been the end of us romantically ever since I talked to Ravi the first time, but sexually, far from it."
"What do you mean?"
"When Ravi and I are official, I want you to be our bull."
"It's better than nothing, I suppose, that's if Ravi is up for it."
"He will be."
"Also, Chad, there is one more thing I can give you that you wanted once Ravi and I get married."
"What would that be?"
"Look, Chad, I know we broke up, but......"
"But what?"
"You're the first boy I ever truly loved. I gave my heart to you and you threw it away twice, so any loving relationship is out of the question."
"I understand, Meena, if you and Ravi do get together, I won't interfere."
"Chad, I want you to be the father of my first child since you were my first love."
"Hold up, are you serious?"
"I know we were messing around earlier, but this is crazy!"
"Dead serious, I always wanted a white baby, and with your looks, I know our baby would not lack in the looks department."
"That's all well and good, but would Ravi agree to it?"
"Fucking you is one thing but knocking you up is another."
"Don't worry about Ravi, you'll see how much he loves me as time goes on."
"Alright, but if it happens, then I'm not paying child support."
"Don't worry, Ravi and I will take care of the baby."
"Do I have to be in the child's life?"
"If you don't want to, that's okay, but if you plan on being involved, I don't mind that as well."
"Thanks for the options."
"It's nice to know that you and I will always be connected no matter what, Meena."
I kissed my ex-boyfriend in response, and we started making out. I had a soft spot for Chad even though he was an unfaithful fuck boy and a coward. However, he can never be my soulmate for that place in my heart is only reserved for Ravi. I know that in time, Ravi will understand and support my decisions regarding Chad.
I heard my phone ding, I stopped making out with Chad, and grabbed my cell. Strange, it was Ravi. Up until now, I would be the one reaching out to him. I guess his mom went through with it then, looks like the Tamil girl magic has Ravi softening up to me.
"Who is it?" Chad said with annoyance.
"It's Ravi."
"Is it a booty call?"
"I haven't even read his text yet."
"Go ahead, open the message he sent."
Ravi( Are you in class?)
"Looks like your new boyfriend wants to get to the next stage ASAP. " Chad chuckled.
"He could have gone all the way yesterday, but chose not to; he's not a complete horndog like you, Chad."
"Whatever, I guess he got nervous once he saw the silicon mold of my big white cock."
"Shut up, he might call me, I don't want you ruining our relationship."
"Alright, I'll keep my mouth shut, princess."
(I'm in my room, babe.) I texted in response.
Ravi(Can I come over?)
(Of course sweetie, my room is always open to you.)
Ravi (I'll be there in 5 minutes; can you wear a sari for me, babe?)
(It would be my pleasure, what color interests you?)
Ravi( Red)
(I'll greet you in my red sari, don't be late, sweetie!)
Ravi( I won't)
"Chad, you need to get your ass back to your room, my man will be here shortly."
"You have fun kissing your boyfriend after having sucked my dick, I'll head back now."
"Oh I will, kinky shit like that is a turn on for me."
"If that's the case, you can give my big white dick a kiss goodbye before that brute gets here."
"Sure."
I grabbed his dick, even though it was hanging soft it was still bigger than Ravi's at full mast. What an incredible phallus, I stroked his cock a few times before planting a wet sloppy kiss on the head.
MWAH
"Happy now, white boy?"
"Very much."
"Now get dressed and leave. Ravi could show up any minute, and I don't need to tell you why it would be in your best interest not to be here when he comes."
"Yeah, yeah, I know, have fun with your beast, now that you've thrown away your prince."
I rolled my eyes and watched him get dressed.
Chad obeyed and left without hesitation. I looked at the clay idol on my desk of a headless Durga with her foot on a headless Mahishasura, and thanked the great Goddess for blessing me with Ravi. I got up and quickly put on my more revealing red sari; red certainly gave me an extra sex appeal compared to other colors. I admired myself in the mirror before I heard someone knocking. I rushed to my door and looked through the peephole. Sure enough it was my Ravi standing there with great anticipation.
Without a second thought, I opened the door to see his eyes be overwhelmed with lust as he gazed at me.
"God, I never knew red could look so sexy on a woman before."
"You can admire me all you want inside."
His lips were on mine as I clumsily shut the door behind him. He pulled back and looked at me, confused.
"What's the matter, Ravi?"
"You taste a bit funny. Did you have something before I came here?"
"Yeah, I did."
"What was it?"
I quickly made up my mind to tell him the truth; he will certainly be more receptive now after his mom's performance last night.
"Chad's cock."
"What?!!"
"Sorry, I'll be a little bit clearer."
"I sucked and fucked Chad before you came here, in fact he just left my room a few minutes before you arrived."
"You fucking slut, can't you stop being a white cock whore for at least a day!" He said as he wiped his mouth.
Aside from his voice, there was no anger in his eyes like the first time we met. This was just a phony attempt at being angry to not expose his sweet, loving heart to me.
"You're the one who said I'm free to see him, sweetie."
"I know what I said, you could have at least washed your mouth!"
"But it wouldn't be as hot if I did that, after all I am a white cock whore." I giggled.
His face softened.
"Yeah, what was I thinking? If anyone is to blame, it's me."
No doubt about it, Ravi will be eating out of my hands before this semester ends.
"Make yourself comfortable, Ravi."
He took his seat on the bed and looked at me with shame, presumably to discuss the events of last night that I wasn't there for.
"You have something on your mind, Ravi?"
"I....."
"It's okay, I know last night can be hard to process."
"What do you mean?"
"Your mom had something planned for you after you dropped me off, right?"
"Wait....."
"Let's just say when I talked to your mom in private yesterday, one of the things we discussed was if it was okay to give you that erotic surprise you saw last night."
"So you were in on it!"
"Guilty as charged."
"I figured you'd have something to do with it since you were checking out that fucking white boy!"
"Babe, like I said yesterday, it was just some innocent gazing, nothing more."
"You might as well have joined my mom yesterday!"
"I did not once hit on him while I was there, Ravi."
"Yeah, cause my mom and I were there."
"Even if I were alone with him, I wouldn't entertain him even though he's the hottest guy I've ever seen."
"Whatever, you're going to stab me in the back just like my slut mom did to my dad."
"Ravi, I would never do that to you!"
"Yeah, that's what they all say until the time comes."
"Even now, you're calling him the hottest guy you've ever seen, so what does that make me?"
"Oh, Ravi, just because I find him attractive doesn't mean I don't find you attractive."
"Thanks for letting me know that if he were to come onto you, you would fuck him Meena!"
"No, I would not, stop being insecure, Ravi!"
"Whatever, what was the purpose of it anyway?"
"You're going to have a bit more specific, Ravi."
"Fuck... why do you have to make me say it."
"Ravi, you need to acknowledge yesterday's gift."
"You think my mom fucking that white boy in front of me is a gift!"
"Yes, now look me in the eye and tell me when you witnessed your mom getting railed by her boyfriend, what did you feel?"
He had a panicked look on his face; he knew that I could see right through him.
"Baby, don't bother lying to me, you're a horrible liar."
He was struggling to make a decision, so to ease him into telling the truth, I wrapped my arms around his thick neck and batted my eyes at him.
"Meena.... I'm not sure how to say it."
"Ravi, don't feel ashamed, I won't tell anyone."
"Promise?"
"I promise."
"Meena, before yesterday night I never sexually looked at my mom but when she was sucking and fucking that white boy, my dick betrayed me."
"She was gorgeous in my eyes that night, like she was some sort of goddess."
"Well your mom is beautiful voluptuous woman, any heterosexual male's penis would be ripping through their pants if they saw her in action."
"Yeah, I suppose so, but I must confess something to you, before I reveal further details."
"Oh, what would that be, sweetie?"
"These past few days, my feelings for you have developed far quicker than I thought."
This was it, I decided to remain silent and let him confess his love for me.
"I don't know if it's your looks, your bubbly personality, your kind loving nature, or something else."
"All I know is that you're on my mind almost every minute of the day, I think about you constantly from the time I wake up to the time I go to sleep, hell, I even started dreaming about you now."
"I don't know how to say this since no girl has made me feel this way, but I want you as my girlfriend."
"Aww, I knew you would come around, babe, the feeling is mutual, and I want you not only as my boyfriend but as my future husband!"
"Don't you think the husband part is a little too fast, Meena?"
"I don't mean when we're in university, after we graduate, I want to marry you."
"Yeah, that's more practical. My parents got married after they graduated."
"Meena, but I'm not ready to go public with our relationship."
"Why not? It's official, isn't it?"
"Yes, but it's still too soon for me to deal with what people will say about me having you as my girlfriend."
"Ravi, live your life and ignore what others have to say."
"I know, but I'm not comfortable with having to be constantly jeered at by those white boys you fucked and being hated by Murugan and Yusuf."
"So are you going to keep me in the dark indefinitely?"
"No, that's not fair to you, I promise, I'll publicly walk hand in hand with you after we graduate and move in together."
"But that's a long time."
"Please, Ravi, can't we go public by the end of the semester?"
"Meena, that's too fast, but we'll see how it goes."
I smiled and kissed him, just as I expected, he did not pull away. His eyes showed nothing but love for me. I felt the butterflies in my stomach; no boy had ever made me this obsessed. Looking at my mighty buffalo, it was hard not to admire him. However, my mind quickly turned to the matter at hand.
"So, tell me about those juicy details."
"Well, I'm ashamed to say it, but watching my mom and that white boy go at it made my dick hard as a rock."
"It was hard for me not to cum, I had to think of some grotesque images in order prevent blowing my load infront of them."
"I bet those two could turn it up."
"Well, there's someone else who can outdo them. "
"Oh really? Do go on."
"After they were done, my erection needed release, and I didn't want to beat my dick to the that snake fucking my mom."
"So I went to my room and jerked off to you having sex with Chad instead of my mom and her boyfriend, I even dreamed about it later."
I was elated, my Ravi was entranced with me and wanked it to me getting fucked by Chad. Splendid, everything is going faster than expected. Ravi would be my loving husband and I his sultry hotwife. The time for Ravi stroking his dick while I'm getting fucked by Chad's big white cock is closer than I realized.
"Awww, really sweetie, you were jerking off to the thought of Chad fucking me?"
"Yes."
"I thought you would be getting off on your mom getting fucked by that white hunk, and here I thought you're the one who'd be surprised."
"Well, my mom is a beautiful woman, but you're even prettier, so I figured it would only be right to beat my meat to the woman who has captured my heart."
"I love you, Meena."
My lips were on his in no time, and we made out like two lovers who had been separated for years. I felt so loved and safe in his arms, no other guy made me feel this way, not Chad, nor any of the twenty boys that I've been with. He was my home, my soul mate, the one I wanted to wake up to and spend the rest of my life with.



We released and looked into each other's eyes for a good twenty seconds.
"I love you, too, Ravi."
"I'm fine with keeping our relationship a secret. I'll stop seeing Chad now that we are boyfriend and girlfriend officially."
"It's fine Meena, you can keep fucking him."
"Are you sure?"
"After I saw the amazing sex my mom was having with her boyfriend, all I could think of was you getting railed by Chad in a similar manner."
I had the biggest smile on my face, the hard part was over. Ravi was ready to see me in action.
"You don't have to use your imagination anymore, sweetie," I said as I quickly grabbed my phone and unlocked it.
"What?"
"Just give me a second and you'll see for yourself."
I quickly went to my OnlyFans page and logged into my account. Ravi, you're going to see how much of a slut I can be. I handed my phone over to him and watched his eyes enlarge with astonishment.
"You do OnlyFans?!"
"Yep."
"Figures, after all you're a super slut."
"I might as well make money off the thing I do best, have you scrolled down Ravi?"
"Not yet, I'm reading your bio."
"You describe yourself as a bleached Indian slut who loves B..W..Cs, the hell does that mean?" He said with a perplexed look on his face.
"Bleached is a term used for women of color who've been fucked by white guys, and BWC means big white cock."
"Wow, Meena, you've gone into the deep end of this, huh?"
I gave a quick peck on his cheek in response.
"Scroll down, sweetie, I've got lots of goodies for you to stroke your cock to."
"I'm kind of nervous, Meena."
"Then I'll scroll down for you, babe."
I snuggled up next to him and pressed my cheek against his. The thrill of showing Ravi my naughty pics and videos turned me on. Here is my new boyfriend cuddled up next to me while I was showing him my OnlyFans content, this was all so exciting.
The first one was of me topless and in a bleached thong.
"I'm sure all the white boys liked that pic."
"Yep, also a lot of desi guys as well."
"What, that doesn't make sense."
"My subscribers are mostly white, but I have a lot of Desi guys who are subscribed to me as well."
"Don't get it twisted I'm not like them, I'll never pay for your shit."
"Dummy, you're my boyfriend, I'm not going to make you pay for my content."
"However you are like them in that you find me fucking white guys arousing."
"No, I've never said white guys, I said Chad."
"What's the difference?"
"Well, I jerked off to you getting fucked by him given the description he was a big dicked white boy."
"Oh, okay, I understand, you would only like to watch me getting railed by a big white dick, not an average white cock."
"Correct."
"Say no more, the last video I put out was a month ago."
I kept scrolling through the pictures until Ravi interrupted me.
"Hold on, go back."
"What's wrong, Ravi?"
"A picture of you caught my eye, keep scrolling back until I say stop."
"Okay?"
I was confused, what pic caught his eye amongst the others? I couldn't properly make out the contents of my posts due to the speed at which I was scrolling, but it must've been something extra spicy. I scrolled back slowly to make sure I didn't miss anything as Ravi watched with heightened focus. Then a picture of me caught my attention as well, shit, why did he have to notice this out of the others?
"Stop scrolling."
"Care to explain the pic?"
"Look, Ravi.....it's just some raceplay, it doesn't apply to you."
"Oh really?"
"I see that you have a board up near your stomach that says no Indian boys, BWC only, with an arrow pointing towards your pussy."
I guess this pic must have hurt him. I couldn't blame him.
"Ravi, I wrote that on the board to tease my cucks, don't take it seriously."
"Meena, are you actually into me, or is this some kind of game to you?"
"I am into you, out of all the guys I've seen and been with, you're the only one I want!"
"Strange, here you are in the picture saying that you only want white guys with big dicks in you."
"Babe, that picture is just to appease a fetish that people have."
"Is it a fetish that only they have?"
"Look, I admit I love fucking white guys and teasing desi guys, but that doesn't mean I don't love you."
I saw his eyes fill with sadness. My sweet Ravi must feel like all of my affection towards him was a lie.
"Was I just a challenge for you, Meena?"
"What do you mean, sweetie?"
"Did you show interest in me and string me along so you can say that you got the Tamil guy who fucked only white girls to fall in love with you?"
"God no!"
"I bet you're going to brag to your friends that you've managed to make me confess my feelings for you."
"No! I love you, and I mean it; this is not for my ego."
"How can I be sure, you might be recording everything I'm saying to get the confirmation for your slut friends."
"Believe me, Ravi, my love for you is real!"
"We'll see as time goes on, but for now will you allow my dick in your pussy?"
"Of course, babe, but I must warn you, Chad ejaculated inside me just a few minutes before you came here, if you don't mind his cum on your dick then I'm ready to go."
"Oh, if that's the case, you might as well get undressed, Meena."
"With pleasure."
I slowly took off my sari, bra, and panties in a seductive manner as Ravi watched with lust in his eyes. Once naked, I looked toward my boyfriend and winked.
"How do I look?"
"You're fucking gorgeous."
Now to show the proof, I dug my finger in my vagina and scooped up a wad of Chad's cum and took it out. Ravi looked at my cum coated finger in awe. Time to turn up the heat. I got on top of Ravi and licked the cum off my finger seductively. I could feel Ravi's dick harden and press against my ass in response.
"I'm ready when you are, sweetie."
"I'll pass, I don't do sloppy seconds, I just wanted to see if you're telling the truth."
"Ravi, are you satisfied with my interest in you, or do you still feel this is an act?"
"I'm satisfied."
I reassumed my position next to him and unlocked my phone again.
"If that pic got you in your feelings, then some of the videos would tear your heart apart. Are you sure you want to see them?"
"It's okay, Meena, now that I know you love me, it doesn't matter what you did."
I confidently kept scrolling this time until I found the latest video I uploaded. The thumbnail was of me with Chad's cum on my tits. Oh yes, this will get his blood flowing. I could feel his heart beating fast. God, my Ravi must be so excited to see me in action.
"Ready to watch the video, babe?"
"I'm ready, Meena, play the video."
"Hold on babe, since I'm naked you might as well undress, your dick shouldn't be fighting your pants while you're watching the video."
"Good idea."
He quickly took off his clothes and laid down on the bed, I nestled close to him and could see his cock was semi erect.
"Ready?"
"I'm good to go."
With that, I pressed play, and Ravi watched with great interest as my face appeared with my eyes blurred. I took off Chad's pants, revealing a massive dick print. Ravi's eyes showed a mix of jealousy, fear, and excitement as I continued undressing Chad. I held Ravi's hand to reassure him as Chad's dick sprang up and hit my cheek in the video.
"Holy shit his dick is huge!" Ravi exclaimed in amazement.
"I told you babe his dick is 10 inches."
"You're right, but how is his dick so big?" he said as he watched me stroke Chad's enormous penis.
"Chad is just blessed like that, Ravi, your 8 inches is big too."
"I know, but I feel inadequate now seeing his dick."
"Don't be, you're more than enough for me."
I took hold of his cock and started to slowly stroke it as the video kept playing. His dick quickly became hard as granite as the video showed me take Chad's big white cock into my mouth. Ravi watched in amazement as I bobbed my head on the massive white penis.
"Shit Meena, you're a pro!"
"Thanks, I pride myself in being able to devour huge dicks."
Pre cum was now leaking from Ravi's dick and flowing onto my hand. The video came to a climax with Chad blowing a huge load on my tits, covering my areolas with his cum.
"Did you like that, sweetie?"
"I enjoyed it very much, fuck you're a Goddess."
"Aww, am I your Goddess?"
"You are now, I was such a fool for getting upset at you when we first talked."
"It's okay, Ravi, I'm just glad you eventually came around to me. " I said as I kissed his cheek.
"I won't ever call you a slut or whore again Meena."
"You can call me a slut, whore, or thot, it kind of turns me on when you call me that, especially when you're mad."
"If it's fine by you, I'll just call you a white cock whore whenever I'm upset with you."
"That's perfect, sweetie."
"Now can you show me a video of you getting fucked by him in doggy?"
"Yeah, I'll just scroll a bit further, I don't know when the last time I uploaded a video of me in that position."
After scrolling through numerous pictures and some videos I finally reach the video where I get fucked in doggy style. The thumbnail was of my ass in a green thong that had cum stains.
"Damn babe the thumbnail is hot as fuck!" Ravi said excitedly.
It was cute seeing my man all excited, he was certainly on board with me getting fucked by other men and having an OnlyFans, but still the question remained: would he be okay with me having Chad's baby?
"I'm glad you like it, sweetie, you're going to enjoy seeing me get railed by Chad."
I pressed play and the video began with me in doggy position and my ass coming more into focus, Chad was stroking his cock before slowly teasing my pussy lips with the tip. Then he slowly slid his enormous cock in inch by inch as I moaned in pleasure.
I looked at Ravi and I could see that he found it amazing that my pussy was able to accommodate such a big dick.
As the video continued, Chad had completely inserted his dick inside me and was beginning to pick up the pace. He gave my ass some hard slaps which prompted me to shake my ass.
"Jesus Meena, your ass is perfect, it looks so good getting railed by that white boy's cock." He said as his big hand squeezed my right ass cheek.
"Are you an ass man Ravi?"
"Yes I 'am, I like both but always preferred a more pronounced ass."
"That's good to know, I was a bit concerned because my tits are not as big as some of the other girls on campus."
"Meena your tits are just the right size, my hands fits them like glove, anything more is just a waste."
The video concluded with Chad nutting on my ass this time as I moaned over and over that I love his big white cock. Ravi's dick still hard as ever was now leaking copious amount of precum, still hungry for more cock I repositioned myself to suck Ravi's dick.
"Meena, you're amazing, always ready to please."
"Yep, I'm going to suck your soul out of your body."
"Fuck yes, show me what a Tamil girl can do!"
I immediately swallowed his cock and easily engulfed half of it. Although not as thick or as long as Chad's, I found Ravi's much easier to suck. I kept going until most of his cock reached the back of my mouth. He placed his hand on the back of my head and slowly started to thrust.
My tongue was now making love to his cock as it went back and forth. Then I completely devoured his cock until I felt my nose hitting his groin. I could feel his pre cum leaking down my throat, god it felt amazing. I began to gag on his dick and he immediately took his hand off my head. He's a sweet one for sure. I remember Ryan would not let me go when I was gagging, and I just had to take it.
I took his dick out of my mouth and coughed.
"Too much for you, my goddess?"
"Not at all."
I spit a big wad of saliva on his dick and started stroking his cock while I sucked his balls. They were a nice set as well, and I made sure to give a light nibble that jolted him.
"FUCK!!!" He yelled, alarming me.
"What the hell are you doing, Meena!"
"Looks like for all your size and might, you get jumpy when I give you a little teeth, Chad always loved it."
"Whatever he can take, I can take more."
"Good boy." I cooed
I put more pressure into my love bites as he grimaced, not bad, his pain tolerance is significantly higher than Chad's or Ryan's. I then switched back to sucking on his left testicle and alternated to the right. Sucking and tugging on his testicles as I stroked his black shaft up and down had my pussy wet again. Too bad Chad had already nutted in me.
"Fuck Meena, switch back to my dick."
I immediately let go of his testicles and took his cock into my mouth and gave a more sensual blowjob. I maintained eye contact as he was nearing his orgasm. He had that look when guys were usually close but were trying to hold it back. I kept my rhythm, making it harder and harder for him to refrain from nutting in my mouth.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!"
I immediately took his entire cock into my mouth and massaged his balls. Ravi moaned quietly as he unleashed into my throat jets of semen as I swallowed every spray he offered. From what I could feel, Ravi's load was bigger than any of the guy's I've fucked so far. After the last spray I kept bobbing my head on his dick making his legs tremble with pleasure as I sucked the final drop of cum down my throat.
"Meena, you're an amazing cock sucker!" To which I winked in response before taking his cock out of my mouth.
He then collapsed on the bed as if his soul had left his body. I immediately nestled close to him, and he pulled me into his embrace. I could feel the musculature of his immense, rock-hard chest as the top of my breasts were pressed against it. He had everything I wanted in a guy physically, an attractive face, a large strong body, and a big dick. Ryan had the large strong body but he was average looking and his dick was only somewhat big. Chad on the other hand, had an enormous penis, an extremely attractive face, but a skinny body that could barely pick me up.
We stared into each other's eyes as I contemplated what our future might look like. I imagined walking down the aisle dressed in white, while Ravi beamed at me with adoration. My mind then imagined him playing with Chad's kid in the yard, but then I was brought back to reality. Ravi was still far from accepting me with another man's child. Watching me fucking Chad is one thing, but accepting and raising a kid who is half white is completely different. It will take some time, but in the end, everything will work out.
"Ravi, you said I could keep seeing Chad, does that mean you're going to see other girls as well?"
"No, Meena, I can't after you came into my life, it would be unfair to the other girl if I were thinking of you while I'm intimate with them."
"It's kind of unfair that the only pussy you will be fucking is mine while I'm fucking Chad as well."
"I mean the only other woman I would fuck besides you would be that snake's mother."
"You mean your mom's boyfriend?"
"Yes."
"Ravi, don't let your hate for him consume you, forget about fucking his mother."
"Why should I?"
"Your mother already warned you about that, so it's best that you obey her."
"Alright, I won't hunt down his mom for sex."
Ravi, before you met me, how many girls were you intimate with?"
"Why do you ask?"
"I just want to know how many women my man bedded and who they are."
"I guess about fourteen girls."
"I have videos of me fucking them as well if you want to watch since you showed me your videos."
"You have an OnlyFans as well, Ravi?"
"No, I just have some videos recorded on my phone. I promised the girls that I wouldn't make those videos public."
"Can I see?" I wanted to know who these girls were, and if I knew them, hopefully none of them were the stuck up bitches.
"Alright, but you can only watch them, don't send it to yourself or anyone else."
"I won't."
He took his phone from his jeans, and I could see that it was an older phone with some cracks and scratches on it. I guess he might not have the money to replace it.
"Ravi, your phone is old and has a lot of damage. I could buy you a new one."
"Thanks for the offer, but I'm not the kind of person who needs to have the latest, greatest product on hand."
"I don't use my phone for anything but calling, texting, internet, and playing games to kill time when I'm waiting for something."
"My phone does all of that perfectly well, so there's no need for an upgrade, but thanks anyway for the offer, Meena."
"Alright, Ravi."
"A new phone for me would just be a better screen, and I wouldn't appreciate that much. Once this thing dies on me, then I'll upgrade."
"How about I buy you a brand new car of your choosing as long as it's under 70K, surely you can ditch your used, scratched-up Corolla for something better?"
"Are you being serious? I know your mom is rich, but I'm sure she's not going to buy some guy you like a car."
"You're right, she won't, it will come from my pocket."
"Hold up, are you saying you have that much money?"
"I do."
"What, how??"
"OnlyFans."
"No way!!!"
"It's true, I make about 200k monthly."
Ravi had a look of shock and disbelief in his eyes.
"So what do you say?"
"Meena, I appreciate your generosity, but I don't need you to buy me a new car."
"My car takes me where I want to go, and it hasn't given me any problems, so that's enough for me."
"It's best you just save your money and put it to work for you, Meena."
Amazing, Chad would always pester me about money, but here was Ravi, not taking me up on my offer. Maybe cash will do it.
"How about I give you 70k in cash and you could spend it however you like."
Ravi chuckled and kissed my cheek.
"It's okay, Meena, you don't have to do anything for me, just invest your money wisely instead of trying to spend it on me."
"Why not, Ravi, don't you want anything?"
"Meena, I'm not a materialistic person; these things don't define who I am, I don't care about flexing my wealth to the world."
I smiled at him. I knew he was the one for some time, but the Goddess has blessed me with a man who far exceeded my expectations. His only two vices were his temper and pride.
"Now, check out my sexual conquests." He said as he handed me the phone.
There were videos in his files that had female names. I guess these were the names of the girls. Alexis, Amber, Ashley, Brittany, Chloe, Courtney, Hailey, Heather, Hannah, Jennifer, Jessica, Katy, Kelsey, Lauren, Madison. Wow, the girls weren't lying when they said he ran through white girls during his first semester, and two of them happened to be my friends as well. I looked at him after seeing their names, he had the smuggest look on his face.
"Are you impressed?"
"Well not really, I've fucked over twenty white boys so far."
"Well, that's because it's much easier to have sex when you're a woman; any guy would be willing, so there's that."
"All the girls I fucked were attractive as well, you can check."
I quickly started playing the videos and moved on to the next one after I saw their faces. Ravi wasn't lying; all of them were attractive. The heather video was brutal, she and Ravi insulted Ryan throughout the video, I'm glad Ravi rubbed salt in that douchebag's wounds.
"I do admit some of the white boys I've fucked were average in looks, so you beat me in terms of quality."
"I'm sure based on the videos you could have fucked some attractive women of color, but chose not to, why is that?"
"Are you jealous that all the girls I've fucked are white?"
"No, I'm just curious."
"It's because being seen with an attractive woman of color doesn't help me make a statement."
"I don't get it, elaborate."
He sighed and looked at me like I already knew the answer.



"Meena, you can help me answer that by answering some of my questions."
"Okay?"
"Meena, how many Indian girls on this campus are with Indian guys?"
"I'm not sure, but I'd have to say three."
"All of those girls who are with desi guys are FOBs."
"Well, except one, but yeah, you're correct for the most part."
"Meena, am I correct in that every south Indian girl is with a white guy or single?"
Shit he was right, literally every south Indian girl on this campus were with white boys, except Priya but she only started dating Murugan as of this semester.
"That's right, Ravi."
"That's why I only fuck hot white girls, it's to stick it to these desi cunts and those smug white boys."
"Being seen with an attractive Asian, Black, or Hispanic girl might make those desi cunts seethe, but the white boys can just brush it off because it isn't their women that I'm fucking."
"A hot white girl, however makes those slut desi girls angry, as well as those white boys."
This was true, when I inquired my fellow South Indian girls about Ravi, they immediately called him a white worshipping colorist before going on a rant about how he is a misogynistic asshole who belitttles Desi girls.
"Ravi you already fucked so many white girls, you could of just added at least one woman of color in your conquests."
"Meena, how many Indian guys have you seen with white girls besides me?"
"Aside from you, the only other guy is Yusef."
"How many white guys have you seen or know are with desi girls?"
"A considerable amount, but they're mostly with white girls."
"That's why I only fuck white girls."
"Also Yusuf doesn't just only fuck white girls he's fucking any hot girl he sees, so I have to keep up the number of white girls."
As I suspected, he got with only white girls out of spite, more so than just being obsessed with them like these other colorists dicks.
"I understand, Ravi, so I have the honor of being your first woman of color."
"That's right, I think I fucked enough white girls to make my point."
"Oh, have you?"
"Usually a guy can never get enough of fucking any type of woman, what makes you so sure."
"I already fucked and hung out with every type of white girl such as: the all American girl, the girl next door, the valley girl, the country girl, the goth, redhead, brunettes, and blondes."
"So I've done everything that needs to be done when it comes to white girls, except the milf."
"Don't even think about it, Ravi!" I said in a stern motherly manner.
"Alright, I won't fuck that bastard's mother."
"Good boy."
He nestled his head into my bosom. He may be proud, truculent, and brash, but he was also a lost, confused boy who was in desperate need of a mother's embrace.
"Sorry, Meena, I forgot to call you mommy while we were intimate."
"It's okay, sweetie, it's not something you have to do every time you're with me."
"Meena, if we do go public, what will your friends say?"
"When I inquired about you from them, let's just say they didn't have good things to say about you."
"Figures, I'm sure your slut friends burned with jealousy when I had a hot white girl in my arms, did they try to dissuade you from being interested in me?"
"Yes, they vehemently tried to persuade me not to take an interest in you."
"They called you a colorist misogynist who would insult me if I even tried approaching you."
"Wow those dumb bitches are fucking hypocrites, just so you know Meena, you're the most attractive girl I've ever laid eyes on. None of the white girls I've been with are as half as pretty as you, you're a goddess among women."
"Aww, it means a lot coming from you, I was a bit nervous when I first approached you, because I thought you would instantly turn me down because you were only into white girls."
"Mommy, no girl can compare to you."
"I desired you ever since I saw you at the library walking with Chad, if it weren't for my pride, I would have been at your feet, pleading for a chance to be your man."
I looked at the Durga poster on my wall, her elegant foot on the body of Mahishasura, as well as the poster of Goddess Kali stepping on Shiva. My heart felt pure joy as I knew the things to come.
"Baby boy, you will always be with me, for this is our destiny."
"I don't believe in destiny, Meena."
"You will in time, my love."
"What about your friends, Ravi?"
"How do they feel about me?"
"I only asked Murugan, he called you a white worshipping bitch and that you only date and fuck white guys."
"He would say that, he's still bitter that I rejected him, although he is correct that I only entertained white guys."
"You could have been nicer, Meena, like you are with me."
"Why do you always stick up for him, Ravi?"
"He would have called me a white worshipping bitch regardless if I was nice or mean to him."
"Look, Meena, besides me, he's the only other Tamil guy on campus."
"Also, I very well could have been him if I wasn't born to my father and mother."
"Is that why you're partial to him, Ravi?"
"Yes."
"What will he say when he sees you with me?" I asked, knowing the answer.
Ravi sighed.
"He will feel betrayed, he will call me a cuck, a dumbass, and a disgrace for being with you."
"You see, Ravi, aside from your two friends, Murugan and Yusuf, no other Indian guy likes you, and even those two won't like you if they got to know that you're my boyfriend."
"I know Meena, but how did you know this?"
"When I asked my fellow desi girls about you, they not only said unkind things about you, they said that even other desi boys, whether North or South, held you in a negative regard."
"I guess it's a lion's lot in life to be the envy of every dog, but you know what?"
"What?"
"I like that they hate me." He said with a proud look on his face.
"The white girls they lust after offer themselves up to me."
"While they can't even get one to look their way."
"That's true, Ravi, you're everything they despise succeeding where they failed: Big, Black, beef-eating-non-vegetarian, and an agnostic with a disdain for Hinduism."
"Well, I wish I could say that was true in every case, however, they don't have to deal with their moms getting fucked by a big dicked white boy."
"How big, Ravi?"
"Of course you would want to know."
"How am I supposed to know how big his dick is?"
"Oh come on Ravi, compare it to Chad's cock, is it bigger or smaller?"
"It's a bit bigger, he has Chad beat by an inch or two, and that bastard looks to be every bit as thick."
Holy shit he's bigger than Chad. After all the dick ratings I did on OnlyFans not one guy was able to match Chad in length.
"Wow, your mom is blessed with a boyfriend that is very tall, extremely attractive, built like a Greek god, and to top it all off, he has a horse dick."
"A guy like that only comes around once in a lifetime."
"Your mom must be enjoying every second when she's with him."
"Yeah, while my Dad and I are cursed."
"Ravi, stop being such a sourpuss. "
"What makes you think your dad isn't enjoying your mom having sex with her new boyfriend?"
"Are you calling my Dad a cuck?"
"Baby, it's like they say the apple doesn't fall far from the tree."
He was stunned, the realization hit him, and I saw the shame in his eyes.
He released himself from my embrace and glared at me with anger.
"No way is my dad a cuck, and neither am I!"
"Oh really, didn't you ask for a video of Chad fucking me in doggy?"
He couldn't deny it, and his eyes diverted from mine.
"Ravi, listen to me, don't be ashamed about any of this."
He nestled his head between my tits, without responding, he must be too ashamed of the realization. I lovingly stroked the back of his head to comfort him as he wrapped his arms around me. I was his second mother, something that didn't bother me in the slightest.
"It's okay, sweetie, I'm not saying you're a Cuck, you're just similar to a cuck."
To which he looked up at me with curiosity.
What am I, Meena?"
"You're more of a stag."
"A stag? isn't that like a male deer?"
"Yes, but in the kink community, it generally means a man who likes watching his partner have sex with another man."
"Isn't that what a cuck is?"
"From what I learned is that a cuck likes watching his partner have sex with other men, but also often enjoys getting humiliated by his partner and or the bull."
"What the fuck is a bull?"
"It's the other man."
"How do you know all this shit?"
"I've been researching relationships, fetishes, kinks, and sex overall ever since my first semester."
"Oh."
"Again, the lines are blurred between these terms, but my definition of a stag is the humiliation of being a cuck left out, maybe some teasing, but that's about it."
"Yeah, so I guess I'm a stag then, does that make Chad your bull then?"
"Yes, you can watch us having sex, if you're down for it."
"I don't know Meena, it's one thing to see a video of you getting fucked by him, witnessing it in person might make me angry."
"It's okay, Ravi, for now, you two don't have to be in the same room as each other."
"Hey, one day you two might become good friends."
"No way, Meena, I'm not the friendly type if you haven't noticed."
"Maybe not best friends, but you two could certainly be amiable towards one another."
"Well, I certainly have to thank Chad for giving my girl toe-curling orgasms."
I chuckled. Chad is not going to see that 1000 dollars for sure.
"Ravi, my love for you is growing with every passing second. I can't wait for what the future has in store for us."
Ravi's face shifted from happiness to sadness. There was something on his mind other than his situation at home that was bothering him. Was it me?
"Babe, what's wrong?"
"It's nothing, Meena."
"Ravi, don't keep it to yourself, whatever it is, you can share it with me."
"There's no use in telling you, Meena."
"Don't be so sure, it won't hurt you to tell me."
"Before I tell you, are you sure I'm the man you want to marry?"
"Yes, I am sure you're the man I want to wake up to and spend the rest of my life with. " I said as I gently brushed his cheek.
I could see he appreciated my answer, but there was apprehension in his eyes. Was it my sexual history? After ejaculation, men can walk back their sexual high regarding cuckolding and things of that nature, maybe this is his post-nut clarity kicking in?
"Is it because I've been a slut for white men Ravi?"
"No, it has nothing to do with you, it's me."
"What is it, babe? I'm here for you, whatever it is, we can work through it."
"Meena, I'm not too sure about my future."
"What's the issue, Ravi?"
"Meena, I don't know what I want to be in life. My mother has been on my case about this ever since my first semester."
"I'm worried that I might graduate or drop out, working a dead-end job to make ends meet, you deserve better than that, Meena."
"Ravi, you can be unemployed and I'd still want you as my husband, you don't have to lift a finger to have my love."
He was stunned and pulled back.
"You're kidding, right?"
"Nope, I'm dead serious."
"Meena, what will your mother say?"
"She would lose her mind if she found out that you're my boyfriend now, and lose it even more that I plan on marrying you."
"I'm sure your mother just wants you to get with a guy who can take care of you."
"My mother doesn't get to choose who I'm going to be with. Ravi, I'm going to take care of you, and trust me, I can take care of myself."
"How, Meena, do you think the OnlyFans money will last forever?"
"Probably not, however, I already invested whatever I made from OnlyFans and plan to keep investing everything as long as it lasts."
"Are you sure you're going to be making 200k monthly for the next 3 to 4 years, Meena?"
"Yes, I haven't had a single month where it was lower than 200 K. My monthly earnings from OnlyFans vary from 205 to 230K, and my fans are eager for more of my content."
"Wow, so where have you been investing so far?
"I primarily invested in treasury bonds and ETFs."
"Wow, you've thought this through, huh?"
"Ravi, I've got you, I'll help you regarding your career choice, we can start that discussion when this semester ends."
"That's perfect, my mom told me to decide before the start of my sophomore year."
"I'll talk to your mom about it as well. Sometimes Indian parents can be very rigid when it comes to education and career choices."
"Good, speaking of parents, does your mom know you're doing OnlyFans?"
"Yes, she does."
"I've been open about it to her."
"So, she's okay with it?"
"Yes, she was supportive of my decision to start an OnlyFans, as long as I'm smart with it, I have her blessings."
"What do you mean when you say smart about it?"
"Like keeping my identity hidden, as you saw from the face being partially blurred, as well as not giving my money to my sexual partners."
"So Chad didn't get a cut?"
"Fuck no, I made it clear to him the money I made from my content is mine, and any video we do together does not entitle him to any of it, since I can easily get another guy with a big white cock to do it with."
Ravi chuckled.
"What's funny?"
"You wouldn't give him a penny from the videos you two made together, but you are offering me 70k without having to do anything."
"That's how much I love you."
"He may have a bigger dick than me but I reached deeper into your heart then he ever could."
"Yes, you have. Usually, I have guys simping for me, but with you, it's the other way around."
Ravi gave my right ass cheek a good squeeze and kissed me deeply. There was no one else who could make me this vulnerable; he was mine, and I was his. We released our lips and smiled at each other.
"You interact with your fans?"
"I do, just requests for some custom videos, dick ratings and some chatting."
"What do your fans call you?"
"Some of them dedicated themselves to me, and they refer to me as Goddess Sundari."
"Do they worship you or something?" He chuckled.
"Well, yes, they do, and they give offerings to me in the form of extra money."
"Are they white or Indian?"
"I have both, but the most generous ones are my desi subscribers, sometimes they give me up to 1000 dollars just to call their dick small and humiliate them in my dms."
"That's wild, do you think one of your devotees might be in the same college as us?"
"I'm pretty sure none of them are from our college, I hope not."
"It would be weird meeting them in real life. I appreciate their devotion to me and all, but it's just best if they keep their worship of me on the internet."
"Why, is it wrong to worship you in real life?" He said with sarcasm.
"Yes and no, I'm fine with my OnlyFans devotees worshipping me on the internet but not in real life because that privilege is reserved for someone special."
"Who might that be?"
"You, silly!"
"Meena, I'm not one of your little simps."
"I know, but you share their devotion for me, don't you?"
"Yes, but I'm not a desperate guy who is in a parasocial relationship with you."
"Ravi, our relationship has taken a positive turn today. Two days ago, you and I were just friends who were attracted to and had feelings for each other."
"Now you are my boyfriend, and in the future my husband."
"Meena, I get all of this is pretty fast, but how is that worshipping you?"
"Are you not devoted to me, Ravi? Do you still have a desire for other women?"
"Meena, you're the only woman I want now after I saw my mom getting railed."
"Will you remain chaste for me, Ravi, while I'm getting railed by Chad?"
"Yes, I'm not going to entertain another girl, you can fuck Chad to your heart's content, while I remain faithful to you."
This was it, the relationship that I longed for.
I got up from the bed and opened my closet door. Ravi was ready to be my chaste stag, but I wanted more. This next step will have him obsessing over me 10-fold; I will dominate his thoughts completely. After Ryan and Chad, I'm not taking any chances, I'm done with men fucking around on me and not appreciating my love.
"Meena, why are you looking through your closet?"
"Give me a minute, sweetie."
"Alright, I just hope it's something good."
"Oh, it's good, trust me."
I opened up my bag of sex toys and scoured through them until I found the XL pink chastity cage that had the lock and key attached to it. Originally, it was meant to be Chad's punishment for cheating on me a second time. Sadly, he refused to wear it, which made me demote our relationship to a friends-with-benefits level. Now I have found a new purpose for it, one that is meant to be an expression of devotion. I quickly grabbed it and held it up for Ravi to see. There was a look of confusion and unease as his eyes beheld this beautiful instrument of lust and love.
"What the fuck are you holding?"
"Take a guess."
"It looks like a weird pink dick head of a dildo."
"Oh Ravi you're so innocent, aside from blowjobs and vaginal sex did you ever try anything else?"
"No, what else is there?"
"Oh, you poor boy, looks like mommy has many things to teach you."
"Just tell me what it is."
"Ravi, this is a male chastity cage, it's used to lock a penis up,"
He had a look of shock and fear in his eyes.
"I said something good, not a torture device!"
"Sweetie, it is good, and trust me this is the kind of torture that can keep a man horny for days on end."
"How does this enhance anything?"
"Ravi, you won't know it till you try. I originally bought this to punish Chad for cheating on me a second time, but sadly, he refused to wear it."
"If you were going to punish your ex-boyfriend for cheating on you with it, how does it help us sexually?"
"Ravi it will devote your mind completely to me, knowing that only I have access to your cock, not you or anyone else."
"It will make you yearn for me, Ravi, you will dote on me with love like never before."
"Really?"
"Yes, and I would be so turned on knowing that only I have access to your cock and that I have assurance of faithfulness from you."
"You would be my loyal knight, and I your loving queen."
His face softened, and he pulled me on top of him as our faces met, our noses almost touching as we held eye contact. I could see that he was more willing now. My Ravi would do anything for me.
"Would it make you happy if I were to wear it, Meena?"
"Ravi, it would mean the world to me if I were to be your keyholder, but know this I will love you regardless of your decision, but yes it would make me more happy than I am now."
"Alright, I'll put the damn cage on for you."
"Oh, thank you, Ravi!!!" I immediately kissed him as he returned my kiss with equal enthusiasm. We released and he let go of me, it was time to sanctify him. Looking at his dick now completely flaccid, it seemed to be same size as Chad's flaccid penis, excellent the cage will fit nicely."
"Ravi, one last chance to back out, I won't hold it against you if you do."
"Meena, I want to dedicate myself to you completely, body, mind, and spirit."
Fuck he was going to make me cry. I held back my tears and I quickly inserted his penis in the cage. It fit perfectly, not too big or too small, just right. Now to lock it up, I was glad with my decision to get a red heart-shaped lock, it looked so cute as I locked it. My man was now caged for me.
"Will it hurt if I get hard?"
"No sweetie, you'll just feel some pressure, maybe a slight discomfort at worst, but unbelievable arousal when that happens."
"It will drive you wild when you're thinking of me and what I'm up to, trust me, this will benefit both of us."
"Are you going to keep the key somewhere safe? After all, that's the only way you can unlock my cage whenever I'm with you."



"Don't worry about that, Ravi, I got an extra key for that lock, the one I'm holding will be worn on my necklace wherever I go now."
"That's too public. What if someone asks why you have a key attached to your necklace?"
"Ravi, only the necklace will be visible from my collarbone, the key will rest snugly between my breasts."
"Yeah, that's fine then."
"However, Chad and my OnlyFans subscribers will know about it."
"What, why?!!!"
"You said it will be discreet!"
"Ravi, Chad won't tell anyone, and my OnlyFans subscribers will know from my pics and videos of what that key is."
"How are you sure that it won't come back to me?"
"You can trust Chad, he's a good guy, and my OnlyFans subscribers don't even know you."
"Fine, as long as you don't say my name in your videos."
"I won't but my fans need to know I have a loving caged boyfriend, so I'm going to take a picture of your caged cock and post it on my Onlyfans, are you cool with it?"
He looked down and sighed before smiling at me.
"Meena, I just can't say no to you; every second makes me weaker to your will, and I am okay with that."
Ravi, is sinking deeper and deeper into the pool of love as my cock cage has already started taking effect. He was the perfect man for me, the one who would protect me, love me, adore me, and worship me. Coupled with a handsome face, a tall stature, a body of a wild buffalo, a cock that is ideal for long term sex, and a proud but yielding nature. I couldn't help but admire my man.
"Thank you, Ravi."
I took out my phone and snapped a pic of me holding his caged penis in my hand and saved it. Then I attached Ravi's chastity key to my necklace and took a selfie with it.
"Are you satisfied, babe?"
"Not yet, I think I can take a few more pics. Ravi, pick me up, I want to take a pic of us kissing."
Ravi effortlessly picked me up like I was light as a feather. I wrapped my legs around his waist as we started making out. Amid our mouths, making love to each other. I took a blind selfie, hoping to capture our passion. I released my mouth from his as he then switched to raining kisses on my neck. God, he was an amazing kisser; all those white girls certainly made him skilled in this area. I turned my attention to my phone and saw that the photo came out good.
"Ravi, baby, lie down, this time you're going to take the pic."
"Meena, you're going to blur my face, right?"
"Don't worry your identity will be kept secret Ravi, now lie down, mommy needs your cock cage between her ass cheeks."
He did as instructed and I turned my back to him as his cage nestled against my ass.
"Take a pic of my ass against your cage, it will drive my devotees wild." As I handed my phone over to him.
"How will this appeal to them, Meena? They would get jealous that another guy is in a position that they want."
"They know they could never be with me, they'll just project themselves onto you in their minds when they see that it's a dark skinned man of color that is now my object of affection."
"And the white boys will get a thrill out of the fact that I'm cucking you with a big white cock."
"You sure they won't unsubscribe?"
"Yes, I'm sure, you being in the picture as my stag boyfriend will only increase my subscriber count going forward."
He chuckled and smacked my ass in response before taking a few pics before giving the phone back to me.
"Excellent Ravi, I'm also going to post a video of me sucking Chad's cock tonight, I'll send you the video before 9:30 so be on the lookout for that."
"I will, are you going to tease me in the video, babe?"
"I won't say anything hurtful to you, Ravi, but yes, I will compare your cock size with his in the video, don't worry I won't call your dick small because it isn't."
"That's fine, but if he says something about me in the video, I'll make sure to punk him worse than Ryan did at the gym."
"Chad won't dare do such a thing, even if he did, I would immediately end it."
"You know, Ravi, you should consider becoming friends with him; he's not a prick like Ryan."
"What's next, you're going to ask me to accept him into our house when we get married?"
"Hell no!"
"Our home will be a sacred place just for us and our future children."
"Woah there, children?"
"Yes, what's wrong, Ravi, don't you want to have kids with me?"
"Meena, I don't want to divide my attention and resources between multiple kids."
"I want to have a son with you, nothing more."
"Ravi, don't be a selfish misogynist. I want to have a daughter and a son."
"Meena, I don't know if I can do two kids."
"You will, when the time comes."
"We'll see."
I'll let Ravi know in due time that the first child will not be his; it's still too early to push him into it, even though he has come so far already. One daughter by Chad and one son by Ravi, that would be the ideal outcome, and the son by Ravi was guaranteed by the goddess in my dreams. Hopefully, Adiparashakti will grant my desire for a daughter as well.
"Speaking of kids, how are you going to deal with a new sibling when Zach gets your mom pregnant?"
"Shit!"
"All this time that thought never crossed my mind, fuck, this is bad."
"Ravi, do you love your mom?"
"I love my mom, Meena, even after everything. I still can't accept her boyfriend, but I'm okay with her being with him now since I saw the amazing sex she was having."
"See, Ravi, it's not so bad now, in time, you three will get along."
"Not a chance Meena, My mom is my mom, who the fuck is he to me?"
"Well, he is going to be the father of your new sibling."
"I'll die before that happens, no way am I letting that white boy disgrace my family!"
"He's already banging your mom, sweetie!" I giggled.
"You think this is funny?!"
"No, I think it's beautiful, your mom is exploring her sexuality, and she has my blessings."
"Do you like my dad getting cucked, Meena?"
"Ravi, I think your dad would be happy if your mom got pregnant by Zach. Tell me, did your parents try to have another child after you?"
"Yes, but they were unsuccessful, after years of trying, they gave up and just focused on me."
The Goddess had closed Ambika's womb during her marriage, and in due time, she will bear a child from Zach. I have to get Ravi ready for this as soon as possible, right now he's simmered down over the fact that his mother is fucking a hunk of a white boy. A child is another matter, however. If he can accept Ambika's future half white child as his sibling, then he can accept Chad's child as his daughter.
"You know it's not so bad, my mom and my stepdad have a child together, all four of us get along for the most part."
"You're a woman, it's different."
"Ravi, your life has already changed so much, and you're already adjusting to it.
"Trust me, it's not the end of the world."
"Meena, I don't want to continue this conversation."
"Alright, Ravi."
I shouldn't push him about this; he's come far, but he still has some ways to go.
"Since you're my boyfriend now, let's watch the notebook, babe."
"The what?"
I can't believe he was so culturally ignorant. What guy hasn't heard of The Notebook by now?
"It's a romantic movie. When Chad and I got together, we watched it just a week into our relationship."
"Great, a chick flick that you watched with another guy, it's my lucky day."
"Ravi stop being an ass, it'll be fun."
"Alright, how long is it?"
"It's 2 hours."
"Fine I'll watch, I got time to kill, I already kicked Yusuf's ass today and I got nothing else going on anyways."
"I thought you two were on good terms?"
"It's just a friendly spar, I got the better of him today, I fight him at least every month to keep myself sharp, we are still friends."
"I don't think you'll stay friends once he knows you're my boyfriend."
"Yeah..."
"Ravi, sometimes in life there are sacrifices to be made, and we have to choose what is most important in our lives."
"I know, you don't have to tell me, but that day is later than sooner."
"I believe you will make the right decision when that time comes."
"I will." He said with some doubt.
Ravi and I cuddled together as we watched The Notebook on my laptop. He looked uncomfortable in various parts of the movie, as I noticed his expression turned from a blank expression to one of fear and sadness. Strange, what could be the reason? I'll ask him about it once the movie ends. When the rain scene came on, I expected him to be romantic, but nothing happened. Not during the kiss or after. I remembered Chad and I started making out after this scene, but Ravi remained silent and inert. As the movie came to an end, I looked at his face. There was nothing but doubt from what I could tell.
"Did you enjoy the movie, Ravi?"
"I don't know Meena.."
"Tell me what upset you?"
He looked lost in thought before meeting my eyes.
"Meena, am I Noah or Lon?"
"Ravi, you're the one I want; you don't have to worry about Chad or any other guy."
"I'm sure that's what my Mom said to my Dad before marrying him, but look how that turned out."
"Ravi, you simply have to trust me, and I know it's not an easy thing to do considering everything that has happened."
"Meena, if you want to be with another guy, please do so before you marry me, don't make me your husband and fatten me up to just slaughter me."
I could see the pain and fear in his eyes, but I knew for sure now and forever who I wanted.
"Ravi, I don't have a time machine that you can use and check the future; all I can give you is my word."
"But, I want to know this."
"Would you marry me knowing that I will eventually leave you for another man after a certain number of years as husband and wife?"
"Meena being with you, even if it's only temporarily, is much better than not being with you at all."
"Then that's all that matters."
"You've grown so much since I first talked to you, from being disgusted that I slept with white guys to celebrating my sexual escapades, and your willingness to accept my sexual freedom shows me that you're the only guy for me."
"Ryan would disrespect me and use me as just a sexual outlet, Chad would talk a big game about loving me, but always failed to put it into action, but you're everything I wanted in a man and more."
"You have the strength to protect me, unlike Chad, and the love and affection for me, unlike Ryan."
"Are those two the only relationships you've had?"
"Yes, my relationship with Ryan wasn't too serious. I was hoping we would eventually fall in love, but that never came to fruition, and he eventually left me for a white girl."
"I went on a marathon of fucking white guys after he dumped me to get back at him before falling in love with Chad.
"Chad was attractive, nice, and well endowed, but he was shorter and weaker than Ryan. I forgave Chad's shortcomings because I believed his other qualities more than made up for it."
"He got punked by Ryan at the gym after Ryan found out I had a new boyfriend during the first semester. Even after that, he cheated on me, and I forgave him. Then he did it again, making me throw away any future with him out the window."
"Then you came into my life, someone I never expected, attractive, big, stubborn, violent, and you were also a fellow Tamil."
"I guess I didn't make the best first impression, huh?" He chuckled.
"No, but you certainly had a mystique about you that made me highly interested in you from the jump."
"What about that fucking white boy who's fucking my mom, you said he was the most attractive guy you've ever seen."
"He is Ravi, but you're more in my eyes than he can ever be, to put it simply, Chad is like a pretty wolf, Ryan is like a big, brutish bear, and Zach is a perfect mix between these two."
"Then what am I?"
"You are like a combination of a lion and a tiger, magnificent yet terrifying."
"When I look at you, I feel a bit of fear, something no guy managed to do with their looks."
He was satisfied with my answer and smiled at me.
There was a loud knock at the door before our conversation continued.
"Who the fuck is knocking on your door?"
"I don't know, but stay here, it's probably one of my friends."
I got up and put my sari back on, and I saw Ravi putting his pants on as well.
I opened the door and was taken aback seeing Sita. Shit, I don't know how she would react if she sees Ravi.
"Meena, look at you all dressed up, are you going to a function?"
"No, Sita, I just thought I'd wear it because it looks good."
"Bullshit, anyways I need one of the laddu (An Indian sweet ball) boxes I gave you."
She immediately brushed past me and entered my room. There was no way she wasn't going to notice him. She immediately froze as she made eye contact with Ravi, who was staring daggers at her.
"Meena, what the fuck, you couldn't stay away from this asshole like we told you to!"
Ravi grinned with a devilish smile as he relished the outburst coming from Sita.
"Sita, calm down!" I said, trying not to make this situation worse.
"What is there to be calm about Meena, you have this fucking demon inside your room and you're asking me to be quiet about it!"
"Simmer down fatass, you could skip the laddus and hit the gym to lose that tummy you got going on. " Ravi said with venom dripping from every word.
"See Meena, see how he just fast-shamed me just now!"
"We warned you what this dickhead is like, and he doesn't he even try to hide it."
"Meena, you deserve much better than him. This asshole is just a Tamil version of Ryan, but worse."
"No, you couldn't be further from the truth Sita, Ravi is nowhere the selfish piece of shit Ryan is."
"Oh great, he's not as bad as Ryan, but did you forget that he is a notorious white girl-loving misogynist? He calls us desi girls derogatory names while he parades around the campus with those white hoes!"
Oh, Goddess, this may take a while.
"Are you jealous, Miss Mumbai?"
"You couldn't even compare to any of the white girls I've fucked, see how I have your best among you fawning over me, it's not if she deserves better than me, it's if she's even worthy of me!"
Ravi's ego was still as big as ever in public; it's something that will take time to mend.
"Why you arrogant buffalo, Meena is a thousand times prettier than any white girl you've been with, and you're not even fit to kiss her feet!"
"ENOUGH!!!" I yelled over them.
Both of them shut their mouth and looked at me.
"I know, you two don't like each other, but my room is not a place for your silly squabbles."
"Now, if you two don't mind, I want you two to remain calm and listen to what I have to say."
" I know that there is tension between us, desi girls and boys on this campus, but that doesn't mean we can't get along."
"Like I will be polite to this asshole."
Ravi just shook his head in response.
"Sita, you don't know him like I do."
"Sure, he is proud, brash, and offensive at times, but he's also sweet, loving, and protective of me."
"Oh, Meena, you've always been boy crazy. Don't let this demon get between your legs."
Ravi stayed surprisingly quiet as Sita continued to berate him. Funny, my friend is ignoring my words while my new boyfriend is obediently keeping quiet. It couldn't be the chastity cage, not this soon anyways. Anyways, I only had one contentious individual to deal with.
"Sita, Ravi and I hadn't had PIV sex yet but I did give him a blowjob before you came here."
"Why Meena?, I'm sure he disappointed you with his tiny Tamil penis."
Ravi could barely keep himself from yelling as his face contorted into a violent expression.
"No, he's pretty big actually, he has about half an inch on Ryan."
"No way, I don't believe you!"
I shouldn't foolishly reveal to her that I have Ravi in a chastity cage. I refrained from proving Ravi's manhood to her.
"Look, whether you believe it or not, I'm satisfied with his equipment; he's not as big as Chad, but it's good enough to get the job done, and that's all I need in the dick department for a boyfriend."
"Whatever, you'll eventually come back to white dick."
"I don't need to, I have a special arrangement."
Ravi started to look concerned, as he knew what I was about to say.
"It's okay, Ravi, she won't tell anyone, she'll be less hostile towards you once she knows how sweet you are."
"What might that be, Meena? I can't imagine this guy being nice to anyone."
"Sita, Ravi is my boyfriend now but Chad is still my fuck buddy, Ravi has given me his blessings to continue having sex with Chad."
"No way!"
"I refuse to believe it."
"Why don't you ask Ravi."
"Is that true you white worshipping asshole, do you support her still fucking her ex boyfriend?"
Ravi sighed and glared intensely at Sita before answering.
"Yes."
"What the hell, why, wouldn't this hurt your big ego?"
"Because I want my girl I love to be satisfied. After seeing her OnlyFans I decided that my Meena deserves to be dicked down by that white boy, I want her to have the best orgasms even if that comes at the expense of my pride."
She was left speechless; she was still processing Ravi's words as slowly her face softened towards him.
I was proud of Ravi's answer; the girls would be on board after this.
"Ravi, I'm sorry I insulted you earlier. I just didn't want Meena to get hurt."
Ravi grunted in response and looked away.
"Sita, now do you understand why I'm with him?"
"Yes, are you two going to walk hand in hand on campus from now on?"
"No!" Ravi exclaimed with authority.
"What the hell, why not? You love her, don't you?"
"I do, but I'm not going to have every white boy snickering behind my back, and my two friends would fucking despise me if I did."
"Ugh, Men. " Sita said disappointedly.
"Sita, please, Ravi already gave me what most guys wouldn't give, and that too from a guy like him would be next to impossible."
"Meena, but that doesn't justify him being ashamed of you in public."
"Ravi and I are working on that. He promised me that by the time we graduate, he will publicly be with me, if not this semester itself."
"This is all strange, Meena, but if it means you'll be happy, then sure, why not?"
"Thanks, I knew you would understand, Sita."
"As for you, Mr. white girl fucker, Meena is worth more than a thousand Murugans and Yusufs, so I strongly advise you to ditch those two, they'll only try to separate you from Meena."
"I don't need your advise, Murugan and Yusuf will be my friends as long as it lasts."
"Wow, you care so much for your little friends, Murugan the bitter Tamil boy, and Yusuf the Muslim Mallu."
"Murugan isn't too bad, I feel sorry for whoever that misogynistic Muslim boy marries, I can't imagine covering up my beauty, I love making dicks get hard as I'm out and about."
"Sita, please don't tell anyone, I'll talk to the squad on WhatsApp tonight about Ravi and me."
"Meena, you said you were going to keep this a secret!"
"Ravi, my friends will know eventually, don't worry, they'll keep it a secret, no one outside my friends and family will know about us."
"It's better if I tell them today, to avoid incidents like this."
"Alright."
"Wow, Meena, he gives in to you so easily, usually he's uncompromising from what I've heard."
"Sita, Ravi has dedicated himself to me like no boy has ever done before. He loves seeing me happy, he has given me his word that he will remain chaste for me."
"No way!"
"So you're going to be fucking Chad while Ravi remains completely faithful to you?!"
"Yes, thats the plan Sita, he is completely devoted to me, he wont be fucking any more white girls from now on or any girl other than me."
"That's awesome, Meena, you managed to bring the nemesis of every desi girl on this campus to his knees."



"Well, I wouldn't phrase it like that, but yes, this is a big win for us desi girls. I'm Ravi's girlfriend and goddess."
Ravi kissed me, and I kissed back as Sita watched in awe. We passionately made out in front of my friend to see.
"Aww, Ravi, looks like Meena has you wrapped around her finger!"
"Yes, she does, and I wouldn't want it any other way." He said as he continued kissing my neck, as I grabbed his hand and placed it on my breasts for him to fondle.
"Sita, do you approve of our relationship now?"
"Knowing what I know now, I'm happy that you're with him, he seems so into you and pledged himself to you even though you are going to be taking some major white dick." She winked.
"Ravi, sweety, mind getting a laddu box for Sita."
"Sure, babe."
Ravi immediately went to the fridge and pulled out a laddu box.
"Wow, he's so obedient, I like that."
"That's what happens when a man is head over heels in love with you."
"Fuck, I wish there were some tall, attractive, obedient desi boys around, after Tyler broke up with me I need some loving while I'm hoeing around with random white boys."
"Why don't you try Yusuf Sita? Priya was able to lock down Murugan."
"What, no way!" She said with disgust.
"Wait, hold on, Murugan is with an Indian chick?" Ravi asked inquisitively.
"Yes, Ravi, Murugan has a desi girlfriend, she's half Tamil and half Nepali."
"Dammit" Ravi muttered under his breath.
"What's the problem, Ravi? You don't seem thrilled that Murugan is with a desi girl."
"Yeah, what gives?" Sita said curiously.
"When I heard that he's talking to someone, I thought it might be a white girl, but now I found out that he's fallen for a desi bitch!"
"Hey you need to watch what you say about us desi girls, we're the baddest bitches on this campus!"
"I didn't mean to offend Sita, I just wanted Murugan to get with a white girl to stick it to these white boys."
Oh, I see now, I guess Ravi wanted his little group to do the same thing that we desi girls were doing.
"Well, you can forget about that. Murugan is eating out of a desi girl's hands now."
"If she's anything like Meena, then yeah, you're right."
"Well, she's not as pretty as Meena, but she makes up for it with them tig ole bitties, I'm sure Murugan is having the time of his life playing with those mommy milkers."
I laughed, Priya did she say Murugan was like a new born babe always wanting to suck on her nipples. I hope their love developed far enough for what's about to come.
Ravi handed over the laddu box to Sita. Sita took them and opened it, offering a laddu to Ravi.
"Why are you giving me a laddu?"
"Take it as an offering of friendship, any friend of Meena is a friend of mine."
"Thanks, but you don't want to be friends with me, I don't like Hindus, and I hold views that you would consider deplorable."
"It's fine, I think I can look past it if Meena could, by the way, Ravi, what are your religious views if you don't like Hindus?"
Ravi took the laddu and responded.
"Well I'm more or less an agnostic, don't know and don't care, but I hate Durga, Kali, Ram, Krishna and all those fuckers even if I don't believe in them."
Sita smiled and looked at the Durga and Kali posters.
"Ravi, you don't seem to understand what just happened between you and Meena, do you?"
"What would that be?"
I knew exactly what she meant; the divine play has begun. Sita needs to play her part. Yusuf was not one of the buffalo to be sacrificed, but he needed to submit to a goddess nonetheless.
"Ravi, you'll find out when the time comes." I interrupted.
"Sita, you know you fancied Yusuf when you first saw him, so drop this act."
"Meena, but he's a Muslim, he'll try to convert me into accepting his oppressive religion."
"Yes, he will try, but he will fail; you, however, can convert him into true shaktism."
"I don't know Meena."
"Sita, he can't be harder than Ravi, trust me, these desi boys will crumble under the power of the goddess no matter what beliefs they hold."
"Alright, I'll give it a shot, but if he shoots me down, then that's that."
"He won't, he will melt in your hands like pudding."
"I'll talk to him tomorrow. Anyway, it was nice meeting you two. I'll head back to my room now."
Before Sita could open the door, Ravi interrupted.
"Look, Sita, I know we got off on the wrong foot, but I didn't mean what I said about your tummy. Yusuf would be a fool to turn you down." He said sheepishly.
Sita smiled at him.
"Ravi, you didn't have to, you know, but I'm glad Meena is with you now, she's in good hands."
My friend walked out, and I closed the door. Ravi and the girls will get along fine; this day is getting better and better. I smiled at Ravi as he was eating the laddu.
"See, being friendly isn't going to kill you. Pretty soon, all my girlfriends will be cool with you."
"Meena, what did she mean?"
"Ravi, do you see the posters of Goddess Durga and Kali?"
"Yes, what's so important about them?"
"I'll get to that, but what do you see in common between them?"
"I mean, they're both warrior goddesses, what else?"
"Look at the picture carefully, what are they both doing?"
Then it clicked in his head, he wasn't just all brawn."
"I'm guessing this has something to do with females overpowering and dominating males, since both of them are stepping on male figures."
"Yes, that is correct, our battle is almost over, Ravi, your last efforts to guard the most sacred part of your pride will come soon, and when it does, you can best believe I'm going to win."
"You're right, I've already opened up to you and brought myself low, I've never done the things I did with you with another woman, but I'm not going to be overpowered by you completely."
"Oh, you will, sweetie, and on that day I will have my foot on your chest as your penis acknowledges my victory."
"Speaking of penis, when will you unlock me form this cage?"
"Ravi, for now I want your dick locked up until tomorrow, every time we are together I will free your dick but when we are apart, you will remain caged."
"What if I want my dick to be unlocked, will you unlock me?"
"Yes, if you don't want your penis to be locked, then I'll take it off, I'm all about consent, don't worry."
"Also, taking a piss with this thing on shouldn't be a problem right?"
"No, babe, you shouldn't have any problem passing urine with the chastity cage on, it's got a big enough hole for you to piss out of."
"Yeah, I was worried this thing might fuck it up."
"Alright, Meena, I think I'll head home now, it's 5:30 and I'd want to get my homework done, can you check if anyone is outside?"
I'm not going to wait till the end of our graduation until he publicly acknowledges me as his girlfriend, nor until the end of the semester, I'll force his hand one of these days on campus. For now, I'll just go along with his plan.
"I'll check Ravi."
I walked out the door, and I could see the coast was clear. I went back in as he was putting on his shoes.
"Nobody is outside right now."
Ravi quickly put on his backpack and stood before me. God, I couldn't stop admiring him: tall, strong, handsome, and with a good amount of edge. Yet he was sweet, gentle, loving, and kind. There was one more thing I wanted to ask of Ravi.
"Meena, it was nice spending time with you again. No girl makes me feel the way you do. I feel so alive and happy when I'm with you."
"I feel the same way, Ravi."
We kissed passionately one last time. I felt his muscular body press against my bosom, and his arms enveloped my waist and mine his neck. I could keep doing this forever, but he needed to go. I released my lips from his, and he still tightly clung to me. I rested my head against his neck.
"I love you, Meena, I'm so sorry for ever calling you a cum rag when we first met, I know you forgave me but it still pains me that I hurt the woman that I love."
"I love you too, Ravi, and forget about the past, you've more than made up for it."
He released me from his hold and cupped his hands around my cheeks. There was nothing but love and adoration in his eyes for me. He kissed my forehead and I felt like I was melting. The same spot that Chad nutted on me so many times was now an area of affection for Ravi.
"Goodbye, Meena, I'll see you tomorrow."
"Goodbye, Ravi."
He headed out the door before taking one last look at me.
"Make sure you keep checking your phone around 9."
"I will, Meena."
I closed the door and looked at the key for Ravi's chastity cage that was now between my breasts. It felt so surreal, my new boyfriend is locked up for me. Ravi, we're going to have so much fun together.
I still remember the first time I saw him when I picked up an anatomy book at the library. He tried to be sneaky in checking me out, but I could see the glances he took from his book as Chad was being touchy with me. When I first talked to him, he tried his best to hide his contempt for me being a white cock whore, but eventually softened his view of me as our conversation went on. After that he protected me from that asshole at the super market. He's everything I needed, a strong, attractive, tall Tamil man with a big cock who would love and protect me with every fiber of his being.
I got to get Chad up to speed, my big white cock bull and my loving Tamil stag need to cooperate for our bedroom fun. Ravi is willing to be cordial with Chad as long as Chad isn't a cocky dick about it. Getting them in the same room with both of them being butt naked with their cocks saluting me would be the next step. For the time being, videos of Chad and me being intimate will suffice. I dialed Chad's number on WhatsApp to deliver the good news.
"What's up, Meena? Did you enjoy your time with Ravi?"
"Yeah, he's progressed so much in a short amount of time."
"What do you mean?"
"Get ready to give me that 10 dollars soon, and also, he's officially my boyfriend now."
"No way, I don't believe you."
"Thought you'd say that, want to ask Ravi then?"
"Umm... I don't think that's a good idea, Meena. " Chad said nervously.
"He won't bite as long as you are respectful."
"Meena, are you sure?"
"Don't worry, Chad, he's not a fucking dick like Ryan."
"Alright."
I added Ravi to the call, and he picked up instantly.
"Babe, are you close to your house?"
"No, Meena, still on the road, I'll be at my house in 5 minutes. You have something you wanted to tell me?"
"I have Chad on the line right now; he wants to ask you something."
"Wait what?!!!"
"Chad, speak up, ask Ravi what you wanted to confirm."
"...Umm..hey Ravi, Meena told me......that you're okay with.... me having sex with her. " He asked nervously.
"Yes, you're free to fuck my girl Chad, but whenever you're having sex with her don't get carried away. Always remember, Meena is my girl, not yours anymore, don't even think about trying to get her back. " Ravi said with an assertive tone.
"I understand, Ravi."
"Good, then you have my blessings to bed Meena whenever she pleases, fuck her brains out white boy, I know how much she loves your dick, but don't go overboard with it."
"What do you mean, babe?"
"I mean that whenever you and Chad are intimate, I don't want him slapping your face or anything that would hurt you."
"Ravi, what about smacking my ass, and some choking, are you okay with that?"
"Yes, I'm fine with that, as long as he doesn't put his hands on you in a violent manner. I'm cool."
"Awesome bro, are you going to watch me fuck Meena anytime soon?"
"I don't know, seeing a video is one thing, but being in person is weird, right now I'm comfortable with videos."
"Oh, babe, you'll see Chad and I having sex in person in time." I giggled.
"Whatever, Chad, you better not tell anyone about this if you know what's good for you."
"Don't worry, bro, my lips are sealed. Oh and thanks for beating up Ryan, that piece of shit used to fuck with me when Meena and I were together."
"Don't mention it, if he ever starts shit with you or Meena, I got your back, he cant fuck with me."
"Thanks, bro."
It was wonderful that my boyfriend and my bull are getting along, this arrangement is perfect for my romantic and sexual needs.
"Alright, boys, are you two cool with each other now?"
"Don't get it twisted, Meena, I'm just okay with him having sex with you, that doesn't mean I'm his best friend."
"Come on, bro, we could all hang out together after I blow my load all over or in your girl." Chad said in jokingly.
"Yeah, Ravi, it will be better if you two were to become friends."
"Meena, I don't even hang out with Murugan all that much despite him pestering me, and with Yusuf, it's more or less to keep us sharp whenever the time to fight comes."
"Please, sweetie, it would make me happy if you two were to spend time together doing something. I don't want it to be awkward when the sex ends."
"Alright fine, but I'm not going to hang out every day, maybe a few times here and there, so Chad, what do you want to do?"
"We could play some video games, you like zombies?"
"Sure, BO3?
"I got B03, 2, and 1 for PC."
"Alright, I guess I could kill some time, and we're playing it in Meena's room, right?"
"Yeah, bro, she has a TV, so playing split screen isn't an issue if we're playing BO3."
"Cool, just tell me, and if I'm down for it, I'll be there."
" I'm sure you two will become good friends as time goes on."
"Whatever, is there anything else you wanted to tell me?"
"No, that's it."
"I just got to my neighborhood, don't call me, just text me whenever I'm at my house."
"Alright, bye Ravi."
"Bye, Meena."
Ravi hung up, and I waited for what Chad had to say.
"So, do you want to call off that bet?"
"Yeah, he's pretty chill about this. I thought he would hate my guts for fucking you with my big white cock."
"Chad, Ravi's changed now; he finds our videos extremely sexy."
"Does he get off on the humiliation?"
"No, he finds it hot how my tight black desi pussy can devour your massive white cock."
"Fuck yeah, my big white cock has even the most terrifying guy on campus appreciating the work it puts in."
"Chad, when I give you oral around 9 today, I want you to call me the worst names possible, when I'm sucking your cock and balls, and if I'm in the mood for it I might even give you a rimjob."
"Jesus, you never ate my asshole before, what gives?"
"It's because the standard blowjob and PIV sex is relationship intimacy, eating you out is more dirty and I want Ravi to see how much of a slut I can be. After all, you're my bull now; the dirtiest sex is reserved only for you."
"Awesome, so I get all the freaky shit Ravi can't get from you!"
"That's right, but he also gets things you don't get."
"Like what?"
"For him, it's emotional and financial since he's my man now, I'll cook for him, buy him gifts, and spend more time with him overall."
"You never did anything of that sort when we were together, yet you're ready to do all of that even though your relationship with him started only recently."
"That's because the love I have for Ravi is far greater than it was for you."
"Sheesh, you didn't have to say it, now it feels like I'm the one that's being cucked."
"You cuckold Ravi sexually while he cuckolds you emotionally when it comes to me."
"Meena, what has he done for you that I haven't done?"
"Chad, you cheated on me not once but twice, and I gave you the option to be locked up while I have sex with someone else, but you refused."
"What the hell did you expect me to do?"
"I expected you to be caged and watch me fuck another guy."
"You know, I'm glad you're Ravi's problem now; if we had continued, you would constantly hold that over me."
"Do you remember that pink chastity cage I bought for you?"
"Yeah, you were crazy to even think a dick as big as mine should be locked up."
"Crazy, huh? That chastity cage now houses my amazing boyfriend's penis."
"What?!"
"You made him wear the cage?!!!"
"Well, I didn't force it on him; I just told him that it would make me happy if he wore it, and that was enough for him to wear it."
"He wears it because he loves me so much, even though he never cheated on me; he wore it just to please me, while you cheated on me twice and refused to wear it."
"You may have went deeper into my vagina than Ravi can ever hope to but he has gone deeper into my heart."
"Meena, I will never ask you to be my girl ever again. I'm sorry I don't want my girl fucking other guys and I don't want to wear a chastity cage."
"You're Ravi's girl now, and I will respect your relationship."
"Good, we can put this matter behind us now."
"Come to my room at 8:30, I want to drive Ravi wild with the video before I post it on OnlyFans."
"Alright, I'll see you then."
I hung up the phone and prostrated before the posters of the Goddess. The man I never knew I wanted but needed has finally arrived in my life, thanks to the Goddess's grace. The only obstacle in my path was my mother. It'll take some convincing, but I know she'll come around once she sees that Ravi is not like the others. The snow mountains are no longer my home; I will now walk in the darkness of the woods, for only there lies my son.
My eyes filled with tears, blurring my sight, and suddenly I could see the Goddess in all her glory standing before me. This was another vision she was giving me. We were standing on what looked like one of the mountains of the Himalayas. She held out her hand for me to take. I immediately held her hand in mine as we descended the mountain. I could see the snow disappearing as vegetation sprang forth before our feet. Time itself held no meaning here; it was like we covered what looked like days of travel in just a few minutes.
Finally, we reached the destination of our journey. Before me, I could see the Western Ghats, but not like the present, but more wild and not a sight of any tea estate. We took our steps into the jungle as the green remained but was now married with darkness. Then we went deeper as the greenery all but faded, and there was nothing but darkness. The Goddess, however, was illuminated with her radiance as a golden halo surrounded her entire body. We went deeper and deeper before the Goddess halted. Wondering why we did, I looked at her, but she seemed focused on something else.
Then the Goddess raised her hand, and light sprang forth from her palm. It illuminated the entire area. I could see that we were in a cave of some sort. We continued walking through the cave as we reached what looked like the end. There was a large skeleton of what looked like a man on the ground. His skull was adorned with a bovine-shaped helmet that had the horns of a wild buffalo and a wild ox. On his shoulders were the upper heads of a lion and a tiger. His chest was covered with the top region of a crocodile's hide, and his pelvic area was wrapped in the skin of a tiger's nether region, including the tail. The skeleton was between two elephant tusks that were attached to two large swords.
Is that the skeleton of who I think it is? As I was lost examining the skeleton, I saw the Goddess kneel and kiss the skull of the ancient deceased man. As she did, a blinding light emerged from the skeleton that overpowered my sight. Everything disappeared, and I took in the sight of my room once more. My vision had ended. I knew what the vision meant, who the skeleton was, and what it meant for Ravi and I. Ravi, in time, you will find out who you once were, and who our son is.
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The Escape:(1772)
I could hear the cooing of the green doves as I sat in the courtyard with my daughter. Today I was teaching her the language of the British due to evolving climate of this land. She had already learned many French words and she was learning English even quicker. Vellacci was an extremely intelligent girl at the age of 2 years old, she would regularly outperform children double her age in learning. I am sure she would be a great queen one day. She will not just be a scholar but will have the upbringing of a warrior just as I had.
It was a magnificent day, the sun's glory shone brightly and the air was more temperate than usual. However the weight of this day contrasted with the pleasant weather. The battle that my husband was fighting would determine the fate of my our kingdom, as much as I had faith in my husband's capability and his history of victories, I felt a pang of doubt in my heart. What if he were to fall? No! I can't think that way, he will be victorious! Goddess Korravi (Durga in Tamil) will give him victory on this day. I was brought out of deep thought when I heard my daughter calling my name repeatedly.
Amma(Tamil for mother)...Amma...AMMA!
"Sorry chellum(Tamil for Darling), I was not listening clearly, can you repeat what you said?"
"What does cross mean?"
A cross is........
Before I could I finish one of the maids came running into the courtyard. She looked visibly distressed and weary as she met my eyes from a distance.
"Your Majesty!"
She ran toward me without stopping in her weariness. What could be the matter that she was running with this much urgency.
"Your Majesty, I have a message." She said as her eyes glanced toward Vellacci.
I understood the message would be best discussed in private.
I turned to my daughter and smiled at her.
"Vellacci, amma has to talk with the maid, you stay here."
"Yes amma, but don't take too long."
I smiled at her, always eager to learn more.
I walked with the maid to the end of the court yard where she could deliver the message without my daughter overhearing.
"What is the message Shalini?"
"Your highness...it pains me to inform you that the king has fallen in battle..."
Time stood still for me as I took in her last words, the king is dead, my husband is dead. A crashing wave of sadness filled my heart as the truth became apparent. The man I love is gone. Tears were forming in my eyes as I struggled to hold them back.
"I am sorry for your loss your highness, but this is not the time to grieve, the messenger from the battlefield also told that our army has been defeated and the British are already near the city."
From shock to sadness and now fear quickly filled my heart. Today was the darkest day of my life, my husband is gone and the Britishers will soon if not now encroach upon the city. What do I do? Do I offer myself up to the officers? I heard tales of Indian queens bedding British officers once the king was defeated. I know if I relinquish my throne and lie down with the officer, my daughter's life would be spared, if I refuse they would kill her. No, I have to avenge my husband, I cannot betray the man I love by sleeping with the ones who killed him. I had to take a chance, even if it is low.
Without a moment to lose I quickly ran to my daughter, and picked her up and placed her on my right hip.
"Amma what happened why are you carrying me?"
"Vellacci, I will explain later, now whatever you do, do not talk loudly for the rest of the day."
"I will amma, my lips are closed until you tell me to talk again."
She was such a sweet and innocent girl, how could I possibly explain the situation to her, how could I tell her that her father died and her life might be at stake. I can't be thinking about these things, I have to escape and build any alliance. I quickly went to my chambers and placed my daughter on the bed. I grabbed my sword and dagger with their scabbard and wore them on my hips. I looked at my daughter and I could see that she understood something serious has happened. She kept her promise and remained silent. Then I heard footsteps nearing my chamber, it must be members of the royal court. It was Vikram, an advisor and confidant of the king.
"Rani(Queen in Tamil) Velu, the situation is dire, the British have entered the city and it will only be a matter of time before they reach the royal palace."
Every second was crucial, my daughter and I will make it through this day at all cost.
"Vikram, my daughter and I will leave city and look for alliances, we will return one day and liberate our people."
"I understand your highness, I would not bear it if you were to be disgraced by those white dogs!"
"Make haste your majesty, a horse has been prepared and is awaiting your arrival at the end of the secret passage."
"Thank you Vikram, I am forever in your debt."
"Come Vellacci, we have to leave the palace."
Without questioning my faithful daughter ran to me and took my hand. Vikram led us to the secret tunnel, one of the guards handed me a ignited torch. We arrived at the entrance and I could tell my daughter was afraid of entering.
"Vellacci, don't be afraid, amma will not let anything happen to you, this dark tunnel is only for a moment, there will be light at the end of it."
Vellachi bravely nodded and gripped my hand more firmly. This is the moment, once I get on that horse and set off to Dindigul, I will be a queen in name only, but my authority will be the same as any other woman.
"May Lord Muruga watch over you and the young princess, your highness."
"Likewise Vikram, tell the men to not resist, I don't want any more death in our city."
"I will inform the few men we have here to not aggravate the British, your subjects dwelling in the city have not resisted the British and likewise we will do the same."
"We will await your glorious return to this palace, your majesty."
With our conversation coming to an end Vellacci and I entered the tunnel as the door shut behind us. The torch had illumiated most of the area and the path was clear to follow. I held onto Vellacci tightly as we walked quickly through the tunnel. It didn't take very long to reach the end as I saw day light at a distance. Sure enough just as Vikram said there was a horse with a royal guard standing next to it.
"My Queen, I am elated that you and princess Vellachi are safe, here is the horse I was guarding for your travel."
" I am grateful for your service, we will take our leave now." I said as I got on the horse. The guard picked up Vellacci and I took her and placed her in front of me."
"Your highness, where will you go?"
"I will seek aid from Hyder Ali and others, Hyder and my husband always respected each other."
"May your journey be safe your majesty, may Lord Vigneshwara (Ganesh) remove any obstacles in your path."
I smiled at the guard and set off north-west to Dindigul to make my plea to Gopal first, hopefully I can also find someone under Hyder's administration there.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
A Powerful Ally:(1772)
I had managed to find a nobleman in Dindingul who was in contact with Hyder's court. He relayed the message to Hyder about my situation and Hyder has been kind enough to give me an audience in Mysore. He sent a well armed convoy of 50 horsemen and 100 foot soldiers to escort me to Mysore. The travel to Mysore was long but Vellacci and I were able to manage. As we went through the city, I couldn't help but notice how much larger it was than my own. Hyder's aid will make it possible to reclaim my kingdom, I was sure of it, he has the wealth, the weaponry and a good number of soldiers.
We finally reached the palace and Vellacci couldn't help but comment on how beautiful the palace was compared to the one in Sivaganga. Yes it was remarkable, I'm sure when I recapture Sivaganga the palace will one day match the glory of this one. We were now in the entrance of the royal court room, I was nervous to say the least, all my life I was the one being bowed to and treated with the utmost respect. Now I have to humble myself and bow before Hyder, a small price to pay to avenge my husband. The doors opened and I could see court room, the men of the court all rose from their seats as we walked in.
The soldiers escorting us kneeled in front of the Sultan, I likewise did the same. However Vellacci stood up instead of bowing. I sternly looked at her and motioned my hand for her to bow but before she could, Hyder spoke.
"The child does not need to bow before me."
This was the first time, I had seen his face and it was just like the descriptions. He was not native to this area, either he is from the West in Arabia or from the northern area of Bharat. What a fortune, I'm fleeing from one foreigner to seek aid from another.
"Take the child to the garden and entertain her." He said to the maid servants.
The maid servants came to take Vellacci, but she refused to go with them, saying that she wants to stay with me.
"Amma, I don't know these people, please let me stay with you."
"Vellaci, go with them, nothing will happen to you, I have to discuss some important matters with the Raja of Mysore."
She hugged me and I kissed her head, this must be all new to her. No longer did she have a position of privilege. Vellacci did as I told and the maid servants escorted her to the Palace's garden.
I turned my attention toward Hyder still kneeling, he had a solemn look on his face, there was no compassion or sympathy in his eyes. Would he refuse my request?
"Arise." He instructed.
I got up and the guards went to the entrance to the gate.
"My lord if I may speak."
"State what it is what you want from me."
"In honor of your friendship with my late husband I...."
" I am sorry for your loss Rani Velu but I want to make it clear, your late husband I were never friends."
I was at a loss for words. Was all my efforts coming here futile?
"Muthu and I respected each other but that was the limit of our relationship."
"What king could ever call another king his friend, or in my case a sultan?"
"My lord I am humbly requesting if you can aid me in recapturing my late husband's kingdom from the hands of the Britishers."
"Why would I want to give free aid to a woman who is an idol worshipper? Are you my family? Are you a close ally that I am obligated to assist you freely?
I decided to speak in Urdu, maybe speaking in this language may gain his favor.
"Please my lord, I am none of those things, but if you are asking for something in return."
"Once my Kingdom has been regained, I will fulfill anything except two desires."
Hyder pondered for a few moments before staring intensely at me.
"Yes there is one thing you can give me if you are successful in you attempt."
I was nervously waiting for what he would say."
"Don't worry Rani Velu, I will not add you to my collection, your late husband's honor clothes your dignity."
"I will also not annex your kingdom once it is in your hands, in respect of Muthu."
I was relieved, anything else I could give but those two to him.
"What is it that you want from me my lord, once I capture my kingdom back?"
"You see, you're not the only one with a vendetta against the British. Those white dogs have very good weaponry, and soon it will not be long before they are at my door as well."
"I am telling you from experience, I am sure they have stored a good portion of weapons and ammunition in your Kingdom."
"As compensation for my aid, if you win your kingdom back you shall allot me the lion's share of weapons and ammunition."
" A small matter that I will gladly fulfill my lord."
Who does this fool think he is, I will certainly keep a good amount of the weapons and offer him the Jackal's portion.
"How many men are you willing to send in aid my lord?"
" I can give you 5000 foot soldiers for your army that you're building, I assume Gopal has agreed to aid you as well?"
"Yes, my lord, he has been generous in his word."
"Then let me not be outdone, you can have 5000 horsemen in addition to the foot soldiers."
"You are most gracious my lord, I assure you that I will be victorious!"
"When do you plan on marching toward Sivaganga?"
" I do not have a date my lord, but I will fortify my forces well before launching an assault, I assure you it will take less than a decade before I sit on the throne."
"I will send my troops to you on the eve of battle, until then go and strengthen your forces."
"My lord if you ever wish to contact me I will be in Virupatchi preparing before the eve of battle."
"Is there anything else you want to ask of me Rani Velu?"
"No that is all my lord, can my daughter and I take our leave?"
He nodded in approval and had my daughter brought forth. Vellacci ran to me and I picked her up and placed her on my right hip. Today was a good day, a powerful ally has been secured. The goal of taking back Sivaganga has gotten much closer in a short amount of time. I walked out of the palace with my head held high, the day of vengeance would come, I was sure of it.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Eve of Battle(1780):
*Clang, Clang, Clang*
I matched swords with Kuyili who was the commander of the women's regiment of my army. She was an excellent warrior of the highest caliber despite coming from a low caste. No one but I could match her in combat, not even the Marudhu Pandiyars, who were the two best men in my ranks. The brothers had escaped the battle that my husband lost his life in and they had witnessed a British brute that struck him down after the enemy's canon had killed my husband's steed and crippled him. This monster was none other than the officer who was sitting on my husband's throne and tormenting my people. On the day of battle, I will personally make sure his end comes at my hands only.
Kuyili rebuffed the advances of men in her life and solely dedicated herself to serving me in these crucial times. She has been of great help these past 8 years, intercepting spies, to dispatching both British and nawab assassins after my life. Poor girl, I was just two years younger than her when I was first lied down with my late husband. She is going to go into battle without ever having experienced the touch of a man.
I held my sword down and looked at her, one day my daughter will be her equal in martial prowess.
"I think that is enough for training today Kuyili, I am well prepared for the battle tomorrow."
"As you wish my queen, may I take my leave?"
"Yes you may, I will be in the forest near the Korravai shrine, meditating and singing for the glory of the Goddess with my daughter."
"I will tell the others not to disturb you, your majesty."
I smiled and nodded, she was always considerate with me more so than any of my followers. She had been instrumental in gaining the alliance of all the tribal chieftains we could muster. Her reputation as a warrior preceded her and all chieftains respected her word. Without her help I don't think I could have mustered nearly half the amount of troops.
I left the fort and went into the nearby village to pick up my daughter, in these past 8 years she had been taught history, politics, and mathematics by me, and Kuyili trained her in various weaponry for the past two years. In the unlikely event if I were to fail, she would take up my mantle and complete my objective. I told her the truth about that dark day and she understands the predicament we are in. She is still too young to join me in battle and the village elders have assured me they will take care and guard her while I retake my kingdom.
"Amma are you done training with Kuyili?"
"Yes, Vellacci, come now, let us seek the blessings of Goddess Korravai for my battle tomorrow."
We were guided by the villagers as we trekked through the forest to reach the shrine. All of them adored Vellacci, I knew if something were to happen to me my daughter's life will be secured by these kind villagers. We reached the shrine and found it to be simple yet magnificent. The idol was carved out of stone showing all the features of the Goddess. Vellaci and I sat down near the idol and began reciting the Mahishasura Mardini Stotra.
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother, I Invoke You; Who is the Daughter of the Mountain; By Whose presence the whole World is filled with Joy; For Whom the whole World is a Divine Play and Who is Praised by Nandi,
(I Invoke You O Devi) Who Dwell on the Summit of the Vindhyas, the Best of the Mountains; Who give Joy to Lord Vishnu (as His sister) and Who is Praised by Lord Indra,
O Goddess Bhagavati, Who is the Consort of the One with Blue Throat (Lord Shiva); Who has Many Many Relations in this World (being the Cosmic Mother) and Who has Created Abundance (in Creation),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
(I Reverentially Bow down to You O Divine Mother) I Invoke You; Who Shower Boons on the Devas; Who Overpowered Demon Durdhara (literally meaning Unrestrainable) and Endured Demon Durmukha (literally meaning Foul-Mouthed) and finally slayed him, and Who Delight in Her own Bliss,
(I Invoke You) Who Sustain and Nourish the Three-Worlds; Who Delight Lord Shankara by Removing the Sins (i.e. Sinful Demons) by Indulging in the Tumult of the Battle,
Who Quel the Wrath of the Danavas (Born from Danu) and is Angry with the Daityas (Son of Diti); Who Dry up the Foolish Pride of Demons; and Who is the Daughter of the Ocean (as Devi Lakshmi),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother; I Invoke You; Who is the Mother of the Universe; Who is My Own Mother; Who Like to Live in the Forest of Kadamba Trees (Kadamba) and Delight in Laughter and Mirth,
(I Invoke You) Who Abide in the Middle of the Crest-Jewel of the Peaks of Lofty Himalayas,
Who is as Sweet as Honey; Who Subdued the Pride of the Demons Madhu and Kaitabha and Destroyed the Demons (Madhu and) Kaitabha, Indulging in the Din and Uproar of the Great Battle,
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother; I Invoke You; Who is the Conqueror of the Enemy's Elephants; Who Cut off their Trunks and Heads, and the Headless Bodies into Hundred Pieces,


(I Invoke You) Whose Lion Fiercely Tear Asunder the Faces of the Powerful Elephants of the Enemies,
Who Felled the Heads of Demons (like Chanda and Munda) with the Weapons in Her Arms and Conquered the (Enemy) Warriors,
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother; I Invoke You; Who Manifested to Destroy the Battle-Intoxicated Arrogant Demons and Who is the possessor of Unrestrainable and Imperishable Power,
(I Invoke You) Who made Lord Shiva Her Messenger, that Shiva Who is Distinguished by Cleverness in Deliberation and is the Lord of the Ghosts and Goblins,
Who is Honored for Bringing an End (i.e. Rejecting) to the Proposal of the Evil-Minded and Ignorant Messenger of the Demon (Shumbha) (and hence bringing an end to the demons themselves),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother; I Invoke You; Who gave Abhaya to the Heroic Soldiers of the Enemy when their Good Wives took Her Refuge,
(I Invoke You) Whose Pure Trident in Hand Capture the Heads of the Heads (Rulers) of the Three Worlds who Oppose that Trident,
Whose Victory give rise to Dumi-Dumi Sound of Dundubhi Drum flowing incessantly like Water which fills All the Directions with Joy,
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
Salutations to You O Divine Mother; I Invoke You; Who Reduced Demon Dhumralocana into Hundred Smoke Particles (i.e. Ashes) with a Mere Humkara,
(I Invoke You) Who Dried up the Strength of the original Demon Raktabija and Similar Raktabijas Produced from him like a Creeper Chain (from each drop of blood Seed ) during the Battle,
Whose Great Auspicious Sacrifice (resembling a Yagna) of Shumbha and Nishumbha satisfied the Ghosts and Fiends (attending Lord Shiva),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
(I Reverentially Bow down to You O Divine Mother) I Invoke You; Whose Bracelet Dances on Her Shining Arms Following the Movements of Her Bow during Each Instant of the Battle,
(I Invoke You) Whose Golden Arrows become Reddish (with blood) when they Cling to the Stupid Enemies and Slay them in spite of their Howls and Screams at the Top of their Voice (displaying vain pride),
Who Turn the Four-Fold Array (Caturanga) of Enemies surrounding from all sides, and consisting of Many Heads of Various Colours who Stupidly Howl and Scream (displaying their vain pride), INTO a Play of Decreasing Strength (of the Caturanga),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"(O Divine Mother, I invoke You and take refuge in Your Auspicious Feet)
(I Reverentially Bow down to You O Divine Mother) I Invoke You; Following the Rhythm of Whose Great Battle the Celestial Dancers Dance the rhythm of Ta-Tha-Theyi, Ta-Theyi, expressing the sentiment of the battle with their Dramatic Acts,
(I Invoke You) Following the Rhythm of Whose Great Battle the Celestial Musicians Create Music capturing the Tense Eagerness of the battle with the Talas (musical beats) like Ku-Kutha, Ku-Kutha, Ga-Da-Dha, Ga-Da-Dha,
Following the Rhythm of Whose Great Battle a Steady Deep Sound of Dhu-Dhu-Kuta, Dhu-Kuta, Dhim-Dhimi is played in the background from the Mridangam (a musical drum),
Victory to You, Victory to You, (I take Refuge in Your Auspicious Feet) O the Destroyer of Demon Mahishasura; (Victory to You) Who Shine with Beautiful Locks of Hair and Who is the Daughter of the Mountain."
"Forgive me amma, I haven't properly memorized the remaining verses."
"It is alright Vellaci, the Goddess knows the devotion in your heart, she is delighted to hear you chant her glory regardless if you complete it or not."
She smiled at me, and tuned toward the Idol and requested her desire.
" O divine mother of the universe, please protect my mother and grant her victory tomorrow, just as you were victorious against evil."
As she finished her request I heard footsteps of people approaching. I pulled my daughter close to me and grabbed my sword just in case. My caution was put to rest when I saw that Kuyili, the Marudhu Pandiyars, and some of the villagers approaching brought a buffalo along with them. Kuyili had a disappointed look on her face as her eyes me mine. What is the reason all of them gathered here? I did tell Kuyili that would be meditating and singing to the Goddess.
"I apologize my queen, I tried to tell them that you were not to be disturbed but they insisted that this must be done."
Then Periya (Elder brother) Marudhu spoke.
"My queen, the villagers want you to perform a buffalo sacrifice for tomorrow's battle." He said as he handed me the sacrificial chopper. The village priest performed a small prayer while the beast was purified.
Chinna ( younger brother) Marudhu then brought the buffalo bull to me and held it's horns in place for me to deliver the decapitating strike. I had hunted and killed animals before while I was the queen of Sivaganag, but never have I ever killed an animal in this manner. All the animals I have slain were brought down with a bow or spear while they were running away or facing me in battle. I never killed an animal that wasn't aware of the situation it was in. I didn't want to kill this beast, I felt immense pity for the buffalo and couldn't raise the sacrificial chopper.
My daughter who was now two arms length away, quickly grabbed my arm.
"Amma don't kill the buffalo, it did nothing wrong to us!"
My daughter's words tugged at my heart, she was right, but the people were expecting it to be performed. It was the tradition before battle to offer a buffalo bull to Goddess Korravai to gain her blessings for victory. My husband performed one before his battle with the British, but what use was it?
Kuyili now came up to us and looked at Vellacci.
"Come now, princess, I will take you to the waterfalls and we will have a good time playing there."
"No!, I am staying with amma, I wont leave with you!" She said as she held my arm firmly.
"Vellacci, let go of my arm."
"No, I will not let you kill the buffalo."
"I said let go!"
Vellacci immediately let go off me. I very rarely raised my voice to my daughter but she left me no choice, I had to make a decision and fast. Is our life governed by tradition or do we create tradition to better our life. What will I accomplish if I were to cut off this buffalo's head? How would that grant me victory, it did not give my late husband victory and instead he was the one slain in the end. Even now, the trajectory of this land was changing, from the Muslim invaders to the Europeans. Are the gods angry with us and our traditions? If the Goddess was pleased with my husband's offering she would have given him victory. I had come to a decision.
I looked at chinna Marudhu as he firmly he held the buffalo's head in place. He took a quick glance towards me awaiting for me to raise the chopper.
"Let it go."
"But your majesty, this is the tradition before battle, we need the Goddess's favor."
"I won't repeat myself again, let it go!"
Chinna Marudhu immediately let go of the buffalo's horns and bowed before me.
"Forgive me for my defiance, your majesty."
"You are forgiven, but never insist what I should do again." I said as I dropped the chopper cautiously.
"Your majesty, it is wise not to invoke the wrath of the Goddess." Periya Marudhu said with fear dripping from his voice.
"My husband performed a buffalo sacrifice for the Goddess before going into battle with the British and Nawab of Arcot, did he not?"
"Yes, your highness, he sacrificed ten buffalos for the Goddess."
"Did the Goddess bless him with victory?"
He couldn't answer and there was commotion among the villagers. Then someone from the small crowd yelled out.
"Oh Queen, you who are exalted among warriors, no man was able to match you in martial prowess, yet your heart is abounding in mercy compared to your lesser."
The voice came from a horrible face as the man approached us from the crowd. He was an old man, maybe he was the village's hermit.
"Stay back you dirty dog, don't approach the queen!" Periya Marudhu said drawing his sword.
"Let him come, he has no weapons in his hands."
"Your majesty....."
I raised my hand to Periya Marudhu to calm him down.
The old man approached me with his hands above his head clapping and dancing. His countenance was not pleasant, he had a long white beard, missing teeth, and his eyes looked like if he had gone mad. He was dressed only in a loin cloth as he danced about with no thought.
" Oh mighty queen, since you have spared the skin of the black beast, so too shall your skin be spared for all your life." He said as he danced around me and walked north into the forest disappearing from my view.
"Amma who was that man, and why was he dancing in a strange manner?"
"I do not know Vellacci."
" Don't mind his words your majesty, he is just a mad hermit that lives in the forest."
" I suppose so Kuyili, but I hope that his words will be fulfilled."
Kuyili looked like she wanted discuss a grave matter as I said this.
"Your majesty, I wish to talk to you in private, I want to discuss a matter with you." Kuyili said with sadness in her voice.
"Yes, it would be best to discuss it now."
"Periya Marudhu, take my daughter and the people back to the village, Kuyili and I have to discuss a matter in secret."
"As you wish your majesty."
The Marudhu brothers took Vellacci and instructed the people to go back to the village. Kuyili and I waited until everyone else were out of sight before beginning our conversation.
"Say what is it that you have to say Kuyili, all the people have left."
" Your majesty, I want to make a request."
"What is it you ask?"
"Before we attack the fort in tomorrow's battle, my women and I will disguise ourselves as regular women pretending to visit the Goddess temple inside. "
"Go on, I'm interested in this plan of yours."
"In our baskets of offerings we will hide small daggers to dispatch the British guards quickly."
" Kuyili this seems like a fool hardy strategy, you will all be killed inside the fort before we could come to your aid."
"Do not worry you majesty, I will drench myself in ghee and ignite myself in the armory near the temple, this will destroy a good portion of their weapons and most of their ammunition."
"This should give our forces ample time to come to the aid of my women."
"Kuyili, are you firm in your decision regarding this plan?"
"Yes, your majesty."
"I'm sure there may be someone other than you that can bear the burden of sacrifice."
" My queen, my women are all either bounded by marriage or they are courting a man, I have no one, I want them to enjoy the fruits of tomorrow's victory."
" You are most magnanimous Kuyili, you who have never known the warmth of a man's touch will be the reason for the women of my kingdom to lie with their men in peace."
"Alas, all my life I wished to look upon a man with delight but none I saw before me had ever set my heart ablaze."
"My only sorrow in doing this that I will not be able to witness you entering the royal palace in glory and reclaiming your throne, my queen."
"As surely as my name will be remembered yours will also."
"Never has anyone able to match me in combat except you, your skill and ferocity are second to none."
"Not even the late king, your majesty?"
"My husband was a great warrior, he was without equal among men, but one day we made the decision to see who was truly greater between the two of us."
"It was a hard duel, but in the end with great difficulty, I managed to have his back against a tree and my sword to his throat."
"Was the king furious with you after you bested him your majesty?"
"His pride was wounded but there was no anger in his loss, right after the duel our passion over took us and we rutted like wild beasts in the forest."
There was a desire in her eyes for copulation after I mentioned my victory over my husband, she must not leave this world without at least knowing the art of making love to a man.
"Kuyili, by tonight find a man among the ranks that is without a woman, and enjoy him to your heart's content before the dawn of tomorrow."
"Your majesty...." She blushed.
"That is an order, I don't want you leaving this world without relishing the passion of a man."
"Every man looks upon you with desire, you will have no trouble finding a suitable lover for this day." I said as I gave her a warm smile
She smiled at me and with great joy ran swiftly to the village.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Reclamation:(1780)
The smell of burning sulfur filled my nostrils as I struck down a red coat. The explosion and the fire caused a great diversion that allowed my calvary to quickly come into the fort with little resistance. Kuyili's sacrifice, made it possible in entering the fort without heavy casualty. Still, my heart was heavy for the loss of my most faithful subject and friend. However I need to substitute sorrow with rage, I will not let her death be in vain. Not only will I crush both the British and Carnatic soldiers, but I will do so with little loss to my army.
The women's regiment had successfully resisted the British retaliation before Hyder's calvary could arrive, when I reached the temple numerous British and Carnatic soldier's corpses were found scattered near the temple area. I had managed to spot only one fallen sister of the soil among the dead. The battle is going favorably for us for now, the women were filled with fury of Kali as they struck down the incoming Muslim traitors.
I slew many as I advanced my way to the palace, my steed was swift and I was able to ride ahead of the Hyder's calvary cutting down all in my path. As I was nearing the palace, I could see cannons atop the terrace. I managed to halt and turn around before a round shot landed next to my horse, that was a very close brush with death. I had to warn the calvary to stay back, hopefully the infantry has made their way well within the city. Cannons were firing as I rode back to where the calvary was, to my delight the calvary was well past the range of the cannons. I saw Hyder's horsemen routing the disarrayed British soldiers as muskets were fired in all directions. I was able to find Ibrahim who was the commander of the calvary.
"Tell your men to fall back and not to advance forward, are the infantry nearby?"
"Rani Velu, the Kallars and the other tribals are fighting the British near the edges of the city, the musketeers are to the east of us."
"I will redirect them to take the palace, you keep your men breaking the ranks of the British."
"Understood, Rani Velu."
I rode with haste towards the east to gather their support to breach the palace. When I arrived the musketeers were in the formation of a volley fire as they slew numerous red coats who were all lined up. Still there were more coming to replace them. I needed them to finish this skirmish here before coming with me to breach palace. Fortunately, I heard the war cries of the women as they came running furiously as they flanked the red coats.
Before they could even draw their muskets, the women unleashed a fury of Valari ( throwing weapon) that instantly felled numerous red coats. The British soldiers were left in awe of the ferocity of the women as the women fell upon them with the appropriated swords of their fallen brothers. Wasting no time, I dismounted and joined my sisters in battle, we quickly cut down the few remaining men at the flanks and the musketeers gained an overwhelming advantage as they shot down almost all of the men in center with their volleys.
Ten of the last Britishers retreated but it was of no use as the Kallar men now joined the fray, each retreating brit dropped one by one to their arrows. They had superb accuracy, they would be the key to eliminating the cannons, the musketeers would be too vulnerable. A dispersed group of Kallar archers closing the distance and a dispersed group of musketeers serving as a distraction will be our key to the entrance to the palace. The calvary can storm in after.
"Men among Hyder's ranks, and the men of my rank we need to work in unison to eliminate the ones wielding the cannons at the entrance."
"What would you like us to do, Rani Velu?"
"I need 50 of you musketeers and 50 of you of Kallars to join me, the rest of you can eliminate the remaining Britishers in the city as well as supporting the calvary to the west."
"Guide us O magnificent queen, you who have brought us this far, we know victory lies only with you." The tribal chieftain said with his blood stained sword raised to the air.
"Follow me."
I mounted my steed once more and rode to the palace entrance, with the musketeers and Kallars behind me. I could see the terrace in the distance and estimated that we were not within the cannon's range. This would be the time to inform them of my plan.
"Musketeers of Hyder, loosely form a line from this point on and advance forward, do not gather in a tight formation."
"As you command, Rani Velu."
"You men of the woods, disperse to the right and to the left of the musketeers and advance forward, strike down the British dogs with your arrows as the muskets give you time."
"It shall be done my queen."
The musketeers loosely formed a line as they advanced forward, sure enough a round shot landed close to them. The musketeers fired back at them, giving way for my archers to advance forward between the numerous houses. They shall be concealed, before taking their shot. The cannon kept on firing but to no avail, neither the musketeers or the enemies were able to land.
Finally, I saw a cannon operator fall from the terrace, a shot had found one of it's mark from one of my archers. Now to advance the musketeers forward. I gave them the command and they quickly ran and fired their muskets alarming the British soldiers before they could retaliate against my archers. My archers were now felling almost all the cannon operators before my musketeers advanced to great proximity before firing once again. Their combined assault left the enemy not able to respond and the last red coat fell from the terrace.
The Kallars quickly made their way and were met with the final bastion of resistance. Sword clashed against sword with neither side gaining any advantage over the other. I rode swiftly to gather the women to join the battle and found to my delight that were rounding up some of the captured soldiers. The women had bounded both their feet and hands.
"O Women of the wood, it is time for you to fight alongside your brothers and husbands and taste victory alongside them!"


The women ululated in response, and quickly joined me as I led them to the palace. When we reached the palace, there was still an even struggle between my men and the enemy's. The women wasted no time and began charging toward the men, the British quickly became overwhelmed and this allowed me a clear path into the palace. I will be the one to slay the man who took my husband from me, that bastard will not escape my sword today.
As I made my way up the palace, a few British soldiers offered very little resistance as I cut through them like a scythe would through wheat. My sword now dripping with the blood of the red coats was a clear indicator to the few soldiers who witnessed my prowess quickly yielded. I finally reached the royal court and to my anger and delight I found the British brute responsible for my husband's death sitting on my husband's throne. From the Marudhu's description he was a large, bald officer sporting a thick but short mustache that was curled upwards. The man was no doubt him my husband's killer.
"I'm glad you could join me in this hour Rani Velu, but our meeting would have been a momentous occasion when I entered the palace with the former king's head in my hand."
"HOW DARE YOU, YOU ENGLISH DOG, YOU STRUCK HIM DOWN WHEN HE WAS CRIPPLED IN BATTLE!"
"Calm yourself my lady, that fool would have met his end by my hand whether he was injured or not, but I must say your command of the English language is commendable."
This detestable creature was goading me even though the situation is bleak for him, he knows he will die today, and he is masking his fear.
"You vile pale demon, I learned your tongue so that I can not be fooled by your kinds serpentine tongue so easily!"
"However you will have complete knowledge of the contempt I have for you today!"
" Do not be difficult my lady, come let us make merry in your royal bed, and I will show you the wonders of the British."
"You will forsake your heathen life once you have experienced me."
I had heard enough and I charged at him.
"You leave me no choice, it is a shame that I will have to kill a beautiful creature like you, but the lord demands the destruction of Jezebel no matter how tempting her flesh may seem."
I brought down my sword on him and he blocked it with his own. Then he attempted thrusting his sword into me only for me to easily evade his strike. I will test his swordsmanship for a few minutes before slaying him. I wanted to know if his words are true or false.
I tempered my speed and we clashed swords over and over. He could neither disarm me or force me back. No matter what he tried, he found that his efforts were futile in harming me or overpowering me. The Marudhu brothers now made their way into the court room, and quickly rushed to my side.
"Your majesty let us cut down this white dog, he needs to suffer before he breathes his last."
"NO!"
"This is my battle, he is mine to slay, I alone will avenge my husband's death, no one else!"
"As you wish you majesty, make this dog regret the day he came into this world." Chinna Marudhu said with great eagerness.
It was time for me to switch offense, I finished studying his movements and his speed. There was no possibility of him killing my husband if he did not incur the injury. I will make the battle quick but his suffering I will prolong, his last moments will be nothing but humiliation and pain. I quickly started slashing him, giving him only little time to defend himself as he was retreating with every blow. His stamina was now heavily reduced, this was the moment to draw blood. Before he could counter my next move I quickly slashed his free arm with good force. He grunted trying to mask the pain he was feeling but this was the beginning of the end for him. I was able to cut him from his legs to his sides as he struggled defending.
"Fool, you want me to believe you could have killed my husband if he were in good condition?"
"There is no possibility of a woman besting me, what black magic have you performed witch?"
"Look at you weakling, your fear has driven you into delusion, you're no more than an assassin."
Enraged by my words he raised his sword and tried to sever my head, I quickly ducked before his blade could make contact. I sprung up and delivered my own strike severing his sword arm cleanly.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA" He screamed in excruciating pain.
"Victory is yours your majesty, kill this arrogant swine." Chinna Marudha said with glee.
Not yet, he needs to suffer more. He was now acclimating to the pain and tried to pick up his sword with his remaining arm. I quickly brought my sword to his foot and severed it. He immediately fell to the floor and writhed in agony.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!"
"YOU BLOODY WITCH, MAY THE LORD OF LORDS DEAL WITH YOU EVER SO SEVERLY WHEN YOU DIE!!!!!"
I struck him on the remaining hand and severed it as well. This fool will crawl on the floor like a worm now, a fitting end to him.
"WHY LORD, WHY HAVE YOU LET YOUR SERVANT FALL TO THIS HEATHEN WOMAN!!!" He shrilled.
I heard the sound of numerous footsteps quickly approaching and I turned my attention to the entrance now that this worm is completely harmless. My army came flooding in and saw the state of the officer. They shouted triumphantly in celebration of my victory.
"GLORY TO RANI VELU!, THE BANE OF THE WHITE DEMONS!!!"
"GLORY TO RANI VELU!, THE AVENGER OF THE TAMIZHS!!!"
"GLORY TO RANI VELU!, THE BRINGER OF DEATH AND LIFE!!!"
"Behold the fool that I have brought low, I have made him as harmless as a worm, what shall be done to him?"
" REMOVE HIS HEAD AND GARLAND IT AROUND YOUR HORSE'S NECK, SO THAT ALL MAY KNOW YOUR FURY, O QUEEN OF SIVAGANGA!!!"
I turned to him and saw him writhing in agony as I approached.
"NO.... NO......NO!!!"
I raised my sword and quickly brought it down on his throat beheading him cleanly. His blood hit my face, arms and bosom. I picked up his head before his eyes shut and raised it high for all to see, so that they may know that my reign as queen will now commence.
My army cheered loudly as they saw the bleeding head. After being satisfied with my proclamation, I called one of the royal guards and instructed him to clean the head and have it garlanded around my horse's neck. He enthusiastically obeyed without a moment's notice.
"It's over, we can now rest, I am sure the British will retaliate, but after this day they will not be in haste to lay siege to my kingdom for some time."
I walked up to the royal throne, the seat that was reserved for my late husband. Now that I have won, is it mine to sit on? Yes, it was, I had avenged my husband and succeeded where he had failed. I sat on the throne, taking in the weight of lordship as I looked upon my people. All of them bowed in respect before me.
Then I heard a maniacal laughter erupt out of nowhere, I couldn't find the source of the voice so I looked around wondering where he was and who would dare interrupt my glorious moment. My subjects were looking around as well and couldn't find the individual. Then the voice seemed very familiar, like it was the one hermit's voice in that village. My suspicion was quickly confirmed as the same hermit appeared from behind a pillar, was he hiding there this whole time? How did he even arrive here? He was not among my army, was he truly blessed with yogic powers?
"VICTORY VICTORY VICTORY!!!" He said as he danced around like a madman before slowly approaching my throne.
"Stay back you filthy dog!!" Chinna Maradhu said as he readied his sword.
"Calm yourself, he is harmless and his words have come true, I want to hear what he has to say."
"Forgive me your majesty...."
I locked eyes with the madman as he smiled at me before tilting his head to the right.
"I am ever so grateful of your mercy O queen of Sivaganga."
I nodded in approval of his presence and he bowed before me.
"Speak hermit, for you words have come true."
"O mighty queen, you have conquered back your kingdom and laid low the British. But a time will come when a son of Britain, whose eyes blue like the infinite sky and his hair golden like the sun will come not to conquer your kingdom but your heart."
There was dead silence when he uttered his last words.
"HOW DARE YOU UTTER THOSE DETESTABLE WORDS HERMT, AND THAT TOO BEFORE THE QUEEN HERSELF, I WILL CUT YOU DOWN WHERE YOU STAND!!!"
Periya Marudhu said as he drew his sword.
"STOP!!!"
"But your majesty, did you not hear his words?"
"Yes I heard his words, and my anger has been reignited, however he's just a harmless old man."
How could this old lunatic possibly think that I would ever fall in love with a white man. These British dogs are the reason my husband is no longer here, and I had no plans of remarriage to any man, even of royal Tamil descent let alone a foreign man.
"Tell me hermit, how is it that you think I would ever let a British man into my heart, knowing that they are the reason my husband is no more, and the source of my people's suffering."
"O Rani Velu, you have great anger in your heart and rightfully so, but true love surpasses all understanding and vanquishes rage, pride, and duty."
The people were murmuring amongst themselves at his statement, mostly negative remarks about him.
"Hermit, take your leave before my temper flares to the point of no return, even though my husband is dead my love for him transcends the realm of the living."
He laughed and danced once more before taking his leave, but not before making his last statement as he exited the royal court room.
"O Great queen of Sivaganga, your love for the white foreigner will usurp and far surpass the love you have for the former king."
I was enraged, I wanted to throw a spear into his head as he disappeared from my view. How preposterous no white man will ever win my heart let alone eclipse my husband.
"See your majesty, the hermit spews nothing but excrement from his mouth."
"He's just a mad man, let him live the last of his days in peace."
"As you wish your majesty, shall we retrieve princess Vellacci now that the battle is over?"
"Yes, I would like my daughter brought back immediately, and also complete the task I have told you to be done once the battle is over."
"Understood your highness."
After everyone left, I was alone to ponder on the hermit's words. The hermit did predict the outcome of this battle but that was to be expected with my resources and Kuyili's sacrifice. However what if he is right, would I or should I say could I find warmth in the arms of a Britisher?
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Ambika's POV:
After coming back from my usual shift, I wanted nothing more than to get my hands around my Viking hunk. First, I needed to wash up after a long day, and I wouldn't want anything but the best of me for my boyfriend. As I was in the shower, my thoughts quickly turned to the amazing experience last night.
I still couldn't believe Zach, and I fucked in front of Ravi; things could have taken a very violent turn, but it all worked out in my favor in the end. My sweet Ravi not only watched but secretly enjoyed my performance with Zach last night. He tried hard to conceal his rejoicing dick from my eyes, but his size was a dead giveaway. I got to talk to him once he got back from college; it's best that I speak to him alone, otherwise Zach's presence might change his mind.
The blessings didn't end there, as I later found out that Sarah shot her shot with Paul but was politely turned down. She said he couldn't stop thinking of me, and it wouldn't be fair to her when I was on his mind. She was perplexed at his devotion towards me, even though I moved on with Zach. Sarah could never comprehend the love my Paul has for me; her marriage to her ex was a sham, no wonder she couldn't understand. She had never experienced true love to know why Paul rejected her. Poor Paul, he knows we are not getting back together, yet he remains devoted to me.
I suppose it wouldn't hurt to give a few pics of my body to him before we officially divorce. While Zach and I were fucking in hotels, he would always plead with me to send him videos. I would adamantly refuse, much to his disappointment. It would be one last thing I can give Paul before we divorce. I'll have Zach take a picture of my pussy after he finishes inside me tonight. I'm sure that would make Paul extremely aroused, his sweet wife's pussy stuffed with a white boy's baby batter.
I imagined my belly swelling with Zach's child, which I know will happen one day, even given my age. Almost everything has come to pass; all that's left is marriage and kids. It's been so long since I even thought of having another child, Paul and I quit trying after failing to conceive repeatedly after Ravi. Now, the Great Goddess will bless me with another one, one that I yearned for before meeting Paul, a baby from a white stud. This was the last missing piece that I needed to complete my ideal life. Ravi, you're going to be a big brother once Zach knocks me up.
I finished washing up and quickly got dressed in my yellow sari. What shall I make today? Chapati with pork curry should do. After all, since Zach is going to be missing out on beef, I might as well substitute it with mutton and pork to compensate. I know white men love their pork, although Ravi prefers mutton over pork, I'm sure he won't mind the change. It's been a while since we've eaten pork aside from the occasional morning bacon. I started making the curry while watching the new Tamil serial about a divorced mother finding new love.
A few minutes after the serial ended, I heard the doorbell ring. Nice, Zach had come home just after 5:30. I quickly ran over to the door and opened it. My white hunk was standing tall and proud as he smiled at me. I immediately went in for a kiss, which he reciprocated with equal intensity. We knew what we accomplished last night and were happy that we are just a few steps away from achieving our ideal life. I released my lips from his and smiled.
"Ambika, looks like you're cooking something delicious. I could smell that amazing aroma as I neared the door."
"Well, I wonder if you'll be able to handle it, Zach. It's very spicy. " I said seductively.
"Just the way I like it, this white boy can handle whatever spice you can throw at him."
Zach picked me up with ease and closed the door behind him. I wrapped my arms around his neck as I rained kisses on his neck.
"Take me to the kitchen, babe. I still need to add some ingredients to the curry."
He took me to the kitchen and set me down near the stove as he took in the aroma of the curry.
"Wow, are we eating it with rice?"
"No, we are going to eat it with a type of Indian flat bread called chapati."
"Nice, but I think we need to talk about the elephant in the room, Ambika."
"I was wondering when you were going to bring this up."
"You were amazing last night, Zach. We might have accomplished our goals yesterday."
"You really think so?"
"I went to check up on Ravi in the morning, and what I found made my heart soar."
"What, what did you see?"
"I saw Ravi sleeping butt naked, with his dick pointing up."
"That's not too peculiar. I sleep naked all the time."
"Well, this is the first time I saw him sleeping like that, so I went closer to investigate."
"Go on."
"As I sat next to his nude body, I noticed his trash can was pulled closer to his bed."
"I already know what you're going to say next. " Zach said with a grin on his face.
"Is it that obvious, babe?"
"Of course, Ambika, after our little show last night, I'm guessing Ravi was stroking it to us fucking."
"Well, you are right that he was jerking it, but I don't know if it was to us or if he was masturbating thinking about Meena."
"I'm pretty sure he stroked it to us, either way, I'm also going to be fucking Meena in the future, maybe Ravi is fantasizing about that as well."
I felt a little jealous that Zach was planning on fucking Meena. I know he loves me, but I want to be the only woman in his life. Zach must have picked up on my emotions as he stared intensely into my eyes. Does he fear that I might become too old for him in the future? As if he sensed what I was thinking he looked at me with concern as he placed his hand on my cheek.
"Ambika, I love you, and nothing will ever change that."
"Nothing tells me you love me more than telling me you plan on fucking another woman."
"Ambika, don't you want your future daughter-in-law to experience my dick, don't you want her to experience the sexual high that I give you?"
"I...I.... I don't know."
"I'm scared of losing you, Zach. What if you fall in love with her and leave me?"
"Ambika, that won't happen, I promise."
"What can you give me other than your word? Meena is younger than me, and she's prettier."
"You're half right. She may be younger than you, but you're more attractive."
"Oh, stop it, Zach. How am I supposed to compete with a younger woman who is drop-dead gorgeous and also blessed with womanly assets?"
"I mean it, Ambika, your size, voluptuousness, and age make me more attracted to you than any other woman."
"Really, even more than Meena?"
"Yes, even more than her, she may be very attractive, but you are one thing that she is not."
"What's that?"
"An Indian mother, the pinnacle of femininity, sexuality, and love."
I started blushing uncontrollably. Maybe he's right, maybe I am the ultimate woman of his desires.
He lifted my chin, and our eyes met. I saw in his eyes that he was being sincere. I went in for a kiss, and his lips eagerly accepted mine as we made out slowly. I have to trust the Goddess's plan; Zach and I will be together, our love was destined to be.
Zach pulled away and looked at me with so much love.
"As for giving you proof of my love, we're going to have a foursome."
"With Meena and someone else?"
"No, we're going to fuck Meena later, but for today, I want you to meet my bunnies."
"You mean the other girls you used to fuck?"
"Yeah, they're part of my harem, and you're the new member now."
"Hey! I'm not one of your little sluts, I'm your fucking girlfriend!"
"You're my queen, and last time I checked, a great king not only has his queen but also his concubines to bed."
"I suppose, it would be selfish of me not to share your dick with other women, but you better not get any of them pregnant, I don't want more Rachels to deal with."
"I'm the only one who's going to bear your children from now on."
"That's a promise. Are you ready to meet them?"
"Yes, I'm ready. I've never slept with more than one person at a time before, and also never with a woman, so this will be a new experience for me."
"It will be an amazing experience, I'm sure you'll want to do it often."
"I hope there won't be any bad blood since I'm with you now."
"My fuck buddies won't get jealous, Ambika. I already made it clear to them that it was just sex."
"In fact, both of the babes we're going to be fucking have already congratulated our new relationship."
"You mean it's one of those girls from your post yesterday?"
"Yes, their names are Hikari and Amira."
"I'm guessing those are the Asian and Middle Eastern chicks that commented on our post?"
"Yeah, more specifically Japanese and Arabian."
"Oh my, looks like this will be an epic foursome then!"
"That's the kind of foursome that has my big white cock up and ready to go."
"God, I can't wait. This is getting my pussy moist already."
"Then what are we waiting for? Let's get going."
"Hold on, Zach, I want to talk to Ravi before we leave."
"What for, Ambika? He'll be fine."
"After that night we had, I want to hear from his mouth about what his feelings are."
"Alright, I'll just text the girls that we'll be there after 7."
"Make it 8, Zach. Ravi might be home late."
"Alright."
Suddenly, there was a loud knocking on the door. Was Ravi home early? No, most of the time he would just open the door himself. Must be someone else.
"Is Ravi home, Ambika?"
"No, he never knocks; he has a key."
"Stay here, Zach. I'll go check who it is."
I went to the front door to see who it was. Sadly, the glass was not transparent enough to make out who was at the door. However, from what I could see, the individual seemed to be a short, dark-skinned man. I opened the door cautiously to get a clear view of the individual. I opened the door slightly and was shocked to see my father standing at my doorstep with an angry expression on his face.
"Hi Appa(Tamil for father/dad), why are you here suddenly? Is it an emergency?"
"Why haven't you completely opened the door, Ambika. Am I a random stranger?"
"No, of course not, it's just the house is a mess and I'd rather you not see it."
He immediately pushed the door and entered the house.
Shit, did he know about my social media post?
"Ever since you were a child, the only things that would come out of your mouth were lies."
"You know why I'm here, Ambika." He growled.
He did know, but I'll just act ignorant a bit more to see what he says.
"What do you mean, appa?"
"Stop acting, Ambika. Ruth and Solomon called me today and told me everything, even about your little photo with that white bastard!"
"How dare you bring disgrace upon our family! I didn't like Paul at first, but I gave in to your wishes, and my view of him softened over the years."
"Now you kicked Paul out, and his family is cursing my name for giving them a whore for a daughter-in-law. Why did the gods give me a traitorous harlot for a daughter?!!!"
I have had enough of his verbal onslaught; I'm no longer the scared young girl who would cower to his temper.
"Enough!" I yelled.
"Why, how dare you!"
"No, how dare you come into my house and immediately start chastising me!"
"Ambika, I'm warning you!"
"I'm a grown woman now, not that scared girl anymore that couldn't stand up to you!"
"You insolent, ungrateful whore, the audacity of you to get angry at me after you committed this disgusting sin."
"Enough with your self-righteousness, appa. If you're going to continue to disparage me, then do so outside my house!"
My father immediately slapped me with a force that I had long forgotten since I was a child. It stung like hell, but more importantly, his attitude towards me after all these years was still the same. He was still that mean, miserable man. He never respected my freedom, didn't care for my well-being, and hated seeing me happy. I started to sob and felt the tears quickly run down my cheeks.
Zach heard me crying and ran to my side. I immediately hugged him, not knowing what to do."
"What happened, Ambika?!!"
"Zach, please just stay out of this." I sobbed into his chest.
"No way, Ambika, I heard you crying, I can't ignore it."
"You conniving white bastard, get away from my daughter!"
"With all due respect, sir, I suggest you calm down and listen to what my girlfriend has to say."
"You vile dog, take your hands off my daughter and leave this house!"
"My boyfriend is staying right here, and there is nothing you can do about it, appa!"
My father was about to strike me again, but Zach caught his hand just in time. My father looked aghast as Zach held his hand firmly; my dad struggled as he might, but couldn't break free from Zach's grip.
"Let go of my hand, you white bastard!"
"No, you're lucky that you're my girlfriend's dad, otherwise I would have beat the shit out of you, pathetic old man!"
"You colonizer, let me go!"
"Why, so you can try to hit my Ambika again? I don't think so."
My dad then turned his head toward me, and I put on the smuggest smirk on my face for him to see as I was relishing his humiliation. He would always be domineering and nasty toward me if I didn't dance to his every tune. Now it is his turn to feel humiliated and helpless, and that too at the hands of a white man.
"Tell this brute to let go of me, you shameless whore!" He screamed.
"You aren't really that big, scary man, are you, appa?"
He shot me a look of pure hatred as I mocked him. I wasn't done with him yet; I will twist the knife in a little deeper.
"You got extremely lucky that Amma didn't find a white stud like him. Who knows, it's still not too late for her to upgrade to a white man at her age."
My father's face contorted into a violent expression, and he tried flailing around, but Zach had an iron grip on him; my father's efforts came off extremely pathetic. This was hilarious. Almost all my life, I was afraid of him, and now he's nothing more than a pathetic, bitter, hateful old man. I couldn't help but laugh.
In response to my laughter my father did something I never imagined him doing. He spat on me with such velocity and saliva that I was taken aback a bit. Growing up, he used to hit me with his hands, take the belt to me, and make me kneel on the floor. He never spat on me before; this was something new. As I wiped the saliva from my face, Zach, who was now consumed with rage, picked up my five-foot-six father like he was a small child and pinned him against the wall.
"You little Indian rat, if you ever do anything to my future wife again, I promise you that I will crush and humiliate you worse than when my British ancestors conquered India!"
My father's face turned from anger to one of complete fear. This was a nice look on him, after all, this was the same feeling he used to give me any time I would displease him. No longer could he ever make me afraid of him; he was now just a scared, helpless old man. His humiliation has been satisfactory; now, to throw out this misogynistic trash.
"Babe, you don't need to hit him. I'll keep the door open, and you can put him down outside."
I opened the door, and Zach placed him down like a child, completely humiliating him.
"Bye, Ragananathan, don't ever set foot near my house again if you know what's good for you."
He looked at me with complete hatred. Still defiant, he gnashed his teeth and pointed towards me.
"You evil whore, may the Goddess make your days few and painful!"
The old fool doesn't understand that this was all the will of the Goddess.
"You, confused old man. When you go back to your house, check your puja room."
"What?!!"
"So you can see that the Goddess walks with the white bull, not the buffalo."
With that, I shut the door in his face and let out a sigh of relief.
Zach looked at me perplexedly as to where we were going from here. Our relationship was now public information to all my family members.
"Ambika, did you think I went too far?"
"No, Zach, he deserved to be humiliated; you would have gone overboard if you were to have hit him."
"Yeah, I wanted to, but he's your dad, so I had to control myself."
"You think he's going to come back?"
"No, there is nothing he can do; he has no control over me anymore."
"No offense, but your father is a little asshole, trying to make you dance to his whims at this age, who does he think he is?"
"It's been like that ever since I was little, anyway, I'm just glad Ravi wasn't here or this would have all been much worse."
"Right, I'm sure he would have made this little incident harder."
"Hopefully, he doesn't hear of this."
"Is he close to your father?"
"No, the two don't get along; my father always criticizes me for not properly raising Ravi, saying that I just let him be a violent thug."
"Even though I tried to instill in Ravi what my father wanted, Ravi disregarded my advice and did as he saw fit."
"My dad and Ravi don't talk much and butt heads a lot when they do, but I know Ravi still cares for him and won't tolerate anybody putting their hands on him."
"Oh, well, I guess that's too late now."
"Just keep your mouth shut, Zach, and hopefully this just blows over."
"Will do."
"I still need to get the chapatis ready. Want to help?"
"Sure, babe, just tell me what to do and I'll get it done."
Zach and I got to making the chapatis as the curry was getting ready. Zach eagerly kept waiting for the pork curry to be done as he took in the aroma. I guess pork-based dishes will be more frequent now that I'm with a white man. He is definitely going to love this dish. Once the Curry was done, I made a plate for Zach. I watched as he took his first bite.
"How is it? Is it to your liking?"
"Amazing Ambika, I knew getting with you would mean amazing sex and intimacy, but my God, you not only please my penis but my taste buds as well."
I kissed my man on the cheek; he deserved everything from me. I'm going to be a wife who is beyond his expectations, one who will drown out the thoughts of other women completely as time goes on. I watched him relish each bite as I admired his handsome face. The world is against us, but I know the Goddess will make a way for us in this life.
I heard the door being unlocked as Zach was finishing up his meal. I guess Ravi is back from Meena's room; he was a little earlier than last time. I made my way to the hall to greet him. Yesterday was an interesting experience to say the least, and Ravi and I need to have a mother-son conversation regarding it. I saw him close the door before his eyes met mine reluctantly. He hesitated in opening his mouth; I guess he didn't know what to say to me. Oh, Ravi, there is nothing to be ashamed of. I gave him a warm smile as he looked at me nervously.
"How was your day, sweetie?"
"It...it...went well, Mom."
His voice didn't have the same bitterness to it.
"Did you see Meena today?"
"Yeah, just got back from her room."
She has my son wrapped around her finger; excellent.
"I'm glad you two are spending time together."
"Ravi, can we talk?"
"Sure, I'll be in my room."
"Just give me a minute and I'll bring dinner up to your room, sweetie."
"Thanks, Mom."
Ravi quickly went up the stairs.
He was consistently calling me mom again; his heart has softened towards me, and it won't be long before we return to the relationship we once had. I made a plate for my son as Zach was finishing up his meal.


"How's he feeling, babe?"
"Don't know for sure yet, I'll talk with him now to see where his head is at."
"Alright, I'll be in the bedroom once I finish dinner."
"It won't take too long, we'll leave once I come down."
"Tell him that you're having a foursome with me and my fuck buddies."
"I will, but I'll tell him that after I know where his head is at." I said as I grabbed the plate and headed towards the stairs.
I quietly wondered where this conversation would lead. Will Ravi be completely supportive of Zach and me getting married? Will he be happy to have a new sibling once Zach gets me pregnant? How will Ravi interact with Zach now after all that has happened?
All these thoughts consumed my head as I walked up the stairs. To be honest, I really didn't know the answers to all of these questions for sure. I think he would be supportive considering his erection, but then again, I can't read his mind. Well, only one way to know.
"Sweetie, can I come in?"
"Yes."
I walked into his room and saw him sitting on his chair. He seemed to be ready for the talk since his eyes met mine with confidence. I set his plate down on the desk and smiled at him. He looked away for a brief second before he started to eat.
"How is it?"
"Mom, it's amazing like always, the right amount of salt, masala, and chili." He said as he dipped the Chapati in the curry and scooped up a piece of pork.
"Your cooking never disappoints."
Well, this is off to a good start, but we still haven't acknowledged the elephant in the room.
"Ravi, I wanted to talk to you about last night."
He stopped eating and looked at me intensely; our eyes were now completely focused on each other.
"Yeah..."
"Ravi, I know I might have taken it too far yesterday, but I wanted you to see why I chose Zach as my partner."
He said nothing in response and just looked into my eyes.
"Ravi, sweetie, if I hurt you in any way, please forgive me, but I need you to understand Zach and I are meant to be together."
"I...understand, after what I saw last night, you deserve absolute sexual bliss, and if that means he's the guy you can achieve that with, then I support your relationship a hundred percent."
I was dumbstruck. Am I hearing correctly? Just like that, Ravi just gave me his blessing for my new relationship.
"Sweetie, you really mean that?!!!"
"Yes, Mom, you deserve to be happy, after everything you have done for me."
I immediately hugged my son; my heart was on cloud nine after hearing this. Oh, Shakti, thank you. My relationship with my son will now be stronger than ever before. I felt his left hand wrap around me in a tight embrace as he held me lovingly against his chest. I cried from sheer joy as I was taking in this wonderful moment with my son.
I lifted my head and saw that my son was smiling at me. God, even though I'm going to have a foursome with Zach, this moment will be the highlight of my day.
"I love you, Mom."
Hearing him utter those words made my heart soar to new heights. I'm hearing him say those words after so many years; what a wonderful day this is turning out to be.
"I love you, too, sweetie. Forgive me for being nasty to you these past 7 years."
"It's alright, Mom, sometimes I might have deserved it."
I chuckled as I reminisced, yelling at him for getting into fights and neglecting his studies. Even those unpleasant moments will be precious to me, and I will cherish every moment with my son going forward as well. Although I loved Zach very much. My Ravi will always be the number one man in my life.
Every word that flowed from his mouth was like honey to my ears. I needed to ask him about those paper towels, but I needed to be covert about it. I needed to be that seductive mom from yesterday to him once more.
"So, how did you find my performance last night? Was it to your liking?" I winked at him.
"You were amazing, Mom, I... " He stopped himself, but I knew what he was about to say.
"Sweetie, be open with mommy, tell me what you were going to say."
"I got an erection watching you, Mom. It was very hard to hide it from you."
"I was struggling, my dick felt like it was going to rip through my pants."
"Not bad for an old hag, huh?"
"Mom, you know I just said that because I was angry with you, you're absolutely breathtaking to behold."
"I always wanted a loving, kind, beautiful Indian woman like you as my love interest one day. But I just couldn't find one that could match you until Meena came along."
"Oh, Ravi, you're making my heart melt!"
"Mom, thanks for making me watch you yesterday. It opened my eyes to a lot of things."
"About that Ravi, I was about to tell you that this morning I walked into your room to find you sleeping naked."
He had a look of embarrassment, making him look exactly like that little boy that I hugged many years ago.
"I saw that your trash can had some wet paper towels in it. Care to explain?"
He immediately broke eye contact with me and looked at the ground. I took his hand in mine and lifted his chin until our eyes met once again.
"Sweetie, it's okay, don't be embarrassed."
"Mom, you were just amazing last night. I couldn't help but masturbate after what I witnessed."
"Aww, did you masturbate thinking of mommy, sweetie?"
"I started to, but it felt a bit wrong since you're my mom and all, so I thought about Meena having sex with her ex instead."
"Well, I'm glad you finally find White men having sex with Indian women hot."
"Yeah, it's amazing, also Meena is officially my girlfriend now!"
"That's wonderful, sweetie!!"
"Thanks, Mom, without your performance last night, I might not have come to my senses about Meena."
"I'm just glad you finally got around to her. I know you two are just beginning your relationship as boyfriend and girlfriend, but how strong do you think it is?"
"Very strong, she already said I'm her future husband, and she showed me her OnlyFans account of her having sex with her ex-boyfriend."
I was amazed, my Ravi progressed so far in so little time. Thank goodness I fucked Zach in front of Ravi; he needed to see the sexual glory of an Indian woman. However, what came as a surprise to me is that my future daughter-in-law is an amateur porn star.
"Meena has an OnlyFans??!!"
"Yes, and she's quite popular as well; she makes over 200k a month from it."
Holy shit, she's making more in a month than I do in a year. She's the one for my Ravi, sweet, slutty, loving, kind, and with a good amount of money. I couldn't have picked a better girl for him.
"This is amazing, Ravi, she's beautiful, she's rich, and she's a free spirit. She could have picked any guy she wanted, but she picked you because you're her true love."
"Tell me, when you were watching the video of her having sex with her ex-boyfriend, what did you feel?"
"I felt jealous at first because, for one, he was fucking the girl I love, and two, his dick is fucking massive; his big white cock reaches places in her vagina that I could only dream of reaching."
"However, as I kept watching the video, I got extremely turned on. There is something about her fucking a big white cock that really gets my blood flowing, from the size, to the color contrast, and to her beautiful moaning, it all just blends beautifully."
He is certainly following in his father's footsteps, but his end will have a happily ever after that Paul sadly couldn't get.
"Even more importantly, I felt happy that she was having amazing sex with her ex-boyfriend. My Meena deserves to have the best orgasms, so I gave her my blessings to keep seeing him sexually."
"I couldn't be prouder of you, Ravi. Your love for her is beautiful!"
"It's all possible because of you, Mom."
I smiled at my sweet son.
"So tell me, how big was her ex-boyfriend's dick?"
"It's very big, his cock rivals Zach's in size, Zach might be an inch or two longer, but Meena's ex is every bit as thick."
Meena's ex must be no less than 10 inches, yeah, her heart definitely belongs to Ravi if she's experiencing that cock while making good money. Mother and future daughter-in-law have finally tamed the beast.
"Ravi, does this mean you're going to be friends with Zach?"
"No." He said with a stern tone, and his expression shifted to a more serious one.
Everything was going extremely well until now. I'm sure Ravi still had his suspicions about Zach even after this radical change.
"Zach's a great guy once you get to know him. Please, Ravi, it would mean so much to me if you were to get along with him."
"Mom, I won't bother you about having sex with him, but I can't be his friend; he's a stranger, and more importantly, he's not my dad.
"I know that, but it wouldn't kill you to have a good relationship with my boyfriend."
"I just can't do it, Mom. Who is he to me?"
"He's the guy who's fucking your mother, that's who."
"Yeah, he's your boyfriend and I can accept that, but he's not my friend and he's not my dad."
"Fine, maybe you'll start to warm up to him once I get remarried to him."
"Nope, that still doesn't make him my dad."
"You have my blessings for your new relationship, Mom, isn't that enough?" He said before taking the last bit of chapati into his mouth.
"Thanks, Ravi, I won't push this with you anymore."
Having finished his meal and satisfied with the conversation, I took his plate.
"Ravi, Zach, and I will be meeting two of Zach's fuck buddies today for a foursome. Want to come?" I winked at him.
"No, mom, I got homework to do, but you enjoy yourself."
"Alright, sweetie, I'll get going then."
As I got up, my son immediately hugged me in a tight embrace. Years of love and affection from him were pent up towards me; I couldn't blame him. One hug between us was not enough to release our affection toward each other. I hugged back as tightly as I could with all the strength I could muster.
He released me from his hold, and I looked up at him. Our lives were now taking the turn that we both needed.
"Ravi, it's going to be like old times between us."
"I'm looking forward to it, Mom, now show that white boy why Dad worshiped the ground you walked on."
"Oh, I will, I don't plan to get outdone by any woman, Zach's not going to ever take my pussy for granted."
He chuckled.
"Alright, Mom, have fun."
"I will, sweetie, take care."
With our wonderful conversation coming to an end, I quickly went downstairs to tell Zach the good news. I found him slowly stroking his big white cock while looking at the family photo when I entered our bedroom. I smiled at him as his plan of colonizing my family was almost realized. I'm sure he would appreciate the good news.
"Enjoying ourselves early, are we?"
"Jesus, Ambika, I didn't even know you were there."
"Maybe you were just lost in your thoughts."
"Yeah, I couldn't help imagining myself in a photo like this with you one day."
"I have good news, your plan of colonizing my family is almost complete."
"Awesome, babe, I'm sure it has something to do with your conversation with Ravi."
"Yeah, he's supportive of our relationship, Zach. He won't bother us anymore."
"That's great! Now there are no obstacles in the way of our love."
I put my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. He was right. Now it's just smooth sailing from here before we get married and become proud parents of a little one. We released, and Zach took a handful of my ass and gently massaged it. Always ready to fuck, I am so blessed he was my partner now; he had everything: size, stamina, skill, and spontaneity.
"That's not all, Ravi has seen the light of our sexual glory, and this has ignited in his heart a desire to see Meena with a big dicked white boy; he has given Meena the freedom to keep seeing her ex-boyfriend for sex after they made their relationship official."
"This is one good news after another, pretty soon my dick will be colonizing Meena's pussy!"
"I don't know if it will be soon, Zach, her ex is pretty big down there himself, given Ravi's description."
"Looks like I have to compete with another white guy, but I'm sure her ex isn't up to my level."
"I don't think so, but do you white boys all have big dicks?"
"I haven't checked every white guy's junk, but from what women of all races say about us is that they find our equipment more suited for the task than what they have back at home."
"Well, in your case, sometimes more is less."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, your cock is huge, but it's hard for me to take you daily. I feel very sore down there after all the times we had sex since you moved in. After this foursome, I'm hitting you with a sex ban for at least 3 days to recover."
"Oh, come on, Ambika, you can't be serious."
"I'm dead serious, didn't you say that a great king not only has his queen but his concubines to relieve him?"
"Yeah, you're right, it's best if your pussy gets time off after all the pounding I did."
"Thanks, Zach. At first, it made me upset that you wanted other women, but your dick is too much for any woman to handle every single day."
"That's the only downside of having a cricket bat for a cock, I can't fuck the same woman every day like normal guys."
"Now, I have sisters to satisfy your sexual hunger. Speaking of other women, exactly how many women are in your harem?
"I have about 15 bunnies in total."
"I'd thought you'd have more than that, a guy like you would at least have 50 women lined up to take your cock."
"Well, I'd rather have quality than quantity. Besides, 15 gorgeous women are more than enough to quench my sexual appetite."
"Are they different types of women?"
"Yeah, different ethnicities, White, Black, Latin, Asian, Middle-Eastern, most of my women are around the same age as me, but you're my first Indian, my first milf, and my first married woman.
"So, from the get-go, I was special to you."
"Yeah, when you first slipped that little paper to me, I knew I was going to embark on a voyage to a new frontier the likes I have never experienced before."
"Tell me, Zach, how are your parents handling all this?"
"My Dad is proud of me for having conquered an Indian family for Christ, while my mom is still bitter that I'm not with Rachel."
Great, I'm going to have another unpleasant mother-in-law to deal with.
"I guess that woman will hate me for the rest of her life."
"She just needs a little time, Ambika. Once she sees your loving nature and your devotion towards me, she will have a change of heart."
"I hope you're right, Zach."
"Did you tell the girls we are coming sooner than expected?"
"Yeah, babe, are you excited to meet them?"
"Hell yeah, I am."
"Let's get going, the girls are ready and eagerly awaiting our arrival."
"Hold on, just give me a minute to change."
"There is no need for you to change. The girls are in their respective traditional attire, so I want you to be in yours as well. It's going to be an awesome multicultural foursome."
"Then we're all good to go."
As Zach and I made our way to the door, I heard Ravi's thunderous voice from upstairs.
"HEY WHITE BOY!!!"
We immediately turned our heads and looked up. Ravi looked down on us from below as he had a serious expression on his face. Did he change his mind? Is he going to cause a scene with Zach?
"Fuck the shit out of my mom!"
My fears were immediately put to rest as I beamed at my son with joy. Here was my rowdy but sweet son asking my cocky white boyfriend to fuck my brains out. I truly have won in life as a woman and as a mother. Zach had a grin on his face as he stared back at Ravi. The two boys now looked at each other in understanding for a few seconds before Zach spoke.
"Don't worry, I'll have your loving mother freshly fucked and back home by 10, Ravi." He said as he grabbed a handful of my ass for Ravi to see.
Ravi looked over at me and gave me a thumbs up; my heart leaped for joy inside. Looking at my new Ravi, I blew him a kiss, which he caught and placed on his heart. I'm so proud of him; he's turned out much better than I could have ever hoped. Ravi went back to his room, and I looked at Zach to see the delight in his eyes. His mission of colonizing my family is almost complete. Once he puts a baby in me, we three will all be connected forever.
"Let's get going, Ambika, my dick is twitching with excitement."
"Yeah."
With that sweet moment coming to an end, we left the house.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Zach's college dorms were a lot more upscale than what I experienced when I was his age. I guess all that money from his parents had him enjoying the best things in life. As we were walking hand in hand to the dorms other students passed us by, some white girls gave me the stank eye while women of color smiled at me in solidarity. We then approached the basketball court, where a group of white frat boys were playing. These would have been the type of boys I wanted to slut around with in college before Paul came into my life and swept me off my feet. Now not one of them could compare to my Zach in terms of looks, height and build.
"Ambika, before we meet Hikari and Amira I want to introduce you to my friends, these are the guys I play ball with before coming back home."
"Sure Zach, have you told them about me already?"
"Yeah, they were curious about how you looked since I was bragging about you to them."
"You were bragging about me?"
"I wanted my friends to know why I'm not with a white girl, they will finally realize the beauty of an Indian mother."
"Zach, it looks like one of them is approaching us."
"It's Cody, don't worry about him, he's just curious."
"Yo Zach, looks like you brought company, are you here to play again or what?"
"Nah, I'm here to fuck Amira and Hikari with my girlfriend."
"I see, you weren't lying when you said she's a desi milf!" Cody said as he eyed me up and down with lust.
"Yeah, and you thought I was overexaggerating."
"Ambika this is Cody, and Cody this is my girlfriend and future wife, Ambika."
"Hi." I said nervously.
"It's a pleasure to meet you Ambika, you have such a unique and beautiful name."
"Thank you, I can't say the same about Cody, sorry."
"It's okay, it's just a name after all, but it's great that my friend wasn't boasting for nothing, it's hard to believe but you actually managed to make him fall in love."
I started blushing uncontrollably as the other white boys now encircled us.
"Well, I guess you could say I have a way with men."
"Zach mentioned how your husband was madly in love with you enough that he let you sleep with Zach."
"Yes, he gave me his blessings to bed Zach and everything unfolded from there, and now Zach took my husband's place in the house as my partner."
The boys started snickering after I mentioned this.
"My man, this is one for the books, you fucked the shit out of this Indian goddess and managed to kick out her pathetic cuck for free pussy, food, and rent, shit man you made it in life."
"Hell yeah, as nice as my house is, waking up to Ambika everyday can't be beat."
"Well we'd hate to make you late for your party, but just to let you know, Ambika, there are other types of group sex as well."
"Alright, I think we conversed long enough, we should be heading to Amira's room." Zach said as he took hold of my hand and walked toward the dorms.
I could hear the boys snickering behind our backs. Jeez some friends these guys are.
"Fucking slimeball!" Zach muttered under his breath.
"So those are your friends, huh?"
"Yeah, he just couldn't get over that I managed to get with a girl he was crushing on."
"Well he does have a point."
Zach stopped and looked at me before looking back at the distant group of white boys.


"What do you mean?"
"He did say there were other types of group sex."
"Oh, don't you try to convince me on what I think you're trying to suggest."
"So you get to have three women including myself, sexually servicing you while I can't get other white cocks for me to play with?"
"That's right Ambika, you don't, but I do, what could their cocks do for you that mine can't, none of them measure up to me in any aspect."
"Well it would only be fair."
"If you want it to be fair then I can just leave the relationship for you to fool around with as many white boys as you like."
"No, please don't say that, I'm sorry for even entertaining those idiotic thoughts, I need you Zach!"
"Ambika, I love you and I know this may seem unfair but please try to understand. I went against my mom for you not so that I can have the love of my life be a slut for other men."
"I understand Zach, please forgive me."
Zach hugged me and stared intensely into my eyes.
"It's okay babe, I know you're a fiery feminist woman of color, but please try to bear with me on this."
"Zach, you're the only man I want to be intimate with from now on, you have my word."
"Let's put this behind us now, don't want to sour the mood as we spend time with Amira and Hikari."
"Yeah."
We continued walking for a few minutes before arriving at the dorm room. God I was excited, this was going to be my first group sex, and my first time with the same sex as well.
"Are you ready Ambika?"
"More than I have ever been, knock on the door, babe."
Zach knocked on the door quickly and in a few seconds the door opened before us. We were met by two beautiful women of color, one of Arabian descent wearing what looked like a green niqab covering but it tightly clung to her body as it showed off her curvaceous figure and her head was adorned with a black hijab. The other young woman was wearing what looked to be a light pink kimono, it didn't accentuate her figure but it had an elegant and regal look to it as if she was royalty.
"Hi, you two come in!" The Japanese girl greeted us enthusiastically.
We stepped into the room and my nose was met with a wonderful aroma of jasmine, clearly the scent was intended for our sexual session today.
"It's so nice to meet you, Ambika!"
"It's nice to meet you as well, you two look absolutely beautiful!"
"Thank you, Ambika, but you are absolutely stunning." Amira replied.
"Yeah, Ambika, we saw your photo with Zach but you're even more beautiful in person, Zach told us all about you after he moved in with you."
"Hikari, did Zach tell everyone about me?"
"Well, everyone that we know, the other girls in his harem know about you as well, he just can't stop talking about you."
I blushed, my Zach was head over heels in love with me.
"We never thought Zach would be tied down by any woman, many of us tried locking him down but you managed to do what none of us could accomplish." Hikari said as she batted her eyes at me.
The seduction between us women was already starting to build, Amira gave me a naughty smirk as well.
"Well, I guess Zach is really into milfs." I said nervously.
"More specifically I'm into gorgeous married Indian mothers."
"Well, let's find out if the desi magic is real." Amira said as she slowly started kissing Hikari.
This was extremely arousing for some reason, even though I was never attracted to the same sex. These two beautiful women of different race and culture making out passionately in front of me had my pussy moist and ready for action. Zach seemed to pick up on this as he slowly fondled my breasts as I watched in awe.
Amira was now going wild as she let Hikari slowly suck on her tongue like it was a small cock. I wanted in on the action but I was too nervous to ask them now in the middle of their tongue fucking. Then as if Hikari had read my mind she released herself from Amira's embrace and walked toward me.
"Sorry it's the guest who should have the first taste."
Without me needing to do anything, Hikari wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a sexy smile, up until now I have only had my arms wrapped around men much bigger than me. Now a woman who was slightly shorter than me had her arms around my neck. I froze and didn't know how to proceed, should I lean into her or stay back and let her initiate.
"Shy are we?"
"I have never kissed another woman before."
"Well there is always a first time for everything." She said seductively before laying one on me.
Our lips slowly felt each other's as I held Hikari more closely. My goodness this was all so exciting, my very first kiss with a woman. She went deeper into my mouth with her tongue as I reciprocated. Our saliva's colloiding and mixing in passion before she pulled back.
"Fuck Ambika, you're an amazing kissser!"
"Thanks, Hikari, you're quite the smoocher as well."
I looked toward Zach and to my surprise he was already nude and Amira was stroking his cock.
"How was it babe, do you like kissing women?"
"Yes, I was unsure at first but this is really turning me on."
"Come on Ambika, let's worship the white pillar together." Hikari said as she took my hand in hers before walking up to Zach and Amira.
All four of us were now in intimate distance as Zach put his arms around Amira and Hikari.
"You sluts know what to do."
Immediately all three of us got on our knees, I took hold of Zach's cock and stroked it slowly while Hikari and Amira started to suck on Zach's egg sized testicles.
"Fuck, having your balls sucked and your dick stroked has got to be one of the best feelings ever."
"If you think this is amazing, I wonder how much you'd like my mouth as well."
I took his giant dick head into my mouth with little effort from all the practice I had so far. I stroked the base of his shaft as mouth coated his head and mid-shaft with saliva.
"Oh shit!, this is fucking incredible!"
Amira and Hikari giggled with Zach's testicles in their mouth as Zach was moaning from the sensory overload. I'm sure Zach was living every man's dream, having your genitals loved on by three beautiful women of color had to be one of the best experiences in life. I kept bobbing my head as the girls continued sucking on his testicles, I felt some of Zach's precum leak into my mouth as I increased the pace. Hikari took the left testicle out of her mouth as she stared at me going wild on Zach's cock.
"Wow Ambika, you're incredible!"
I took Zach's cock out of my mouth and saw that she wanted a go on his cock.
"Thanks, I had a lot of practice in my marriage, want to switch?"
"Yea, it's been a while since I sucked Zach's cock."
Hikari hungrily took Zach's dick head into her mouth as she rapidly stroked his shaft passionately.
"Looks like you really missed my cock didn't you little chink."
"Mfmhh"
"Yes daddy I did, it's been so long since your big white cock has blessed my mouth."
Zach really knew how to make a woman's juices flow. Not wanting to miss out on the action, I swallowed Zach's testicle and continued where Hikari left off. Amira's hand reached for my tits and I likewise did the same. We fondled each other's breasts as we kept sucking on Zach's testicles as he moaned in pleasure. Amira then took Zach's testicle out of her mouth and looked at Hikari.
"My turn now, it's been a while since I sucked his cock as well."
The girls were in need of being dicked down by Zach, I'm sure they were craving for his cock ever since Zach started fucking me. I can't really blame them, that big white cock will have any woman going crazy if they dont get fucked it alteast once a month. I remembered how I eagerly waited for every weekend before Zach moved in, no doubt this will not be the last time Zach fucks these girls. These poor girls needed a pounding from Zach every once in a while, I can't imagine going on a dry spell from this dick for more than a month.
Just like Hikari, Amira hungrily gobbled up his cock in her mouth. She bobbed her head as Zach put his hand on her head. The thought of a woman in a hijab sucking a huge white cock never crossed my mind but now that I'm seeing it in person it was an extremely erotic sight to behold. Was Amira still a muslim or did she just wear that for the amazing cultural sex we are having? Whatever the case I'm sure including a Hijab was the right decision. Three women of different backgrounds in ethnicity, religion and culture were now united and empowered in our love for big white cock.
"Alright, I think you three sluts are ready for the main show, so who wants to be first?"
"Hold on Zach, there was something I wanted to ask first."
"What's that Ambika?"
"Did you ever get a rimjob before?"
"Ummm...no... but I very much want one, any one up for it?"
"Not me." Hikari said with some disgust.
"I'll pass on that as well, tongue to butthole is extreme, I'd rather eat pork before it comes to that."
"How about you Ambika?"
I wasn't sure what to say, I wanted to eat out Zach's ass but what would the other two think? Fuck it, I'm his queen, the one who will go where his concubines won't go.
"I would love to eat your booty hole out Zach, as long as you washed down there."
"Ofcourse I washed Ambika, trust me I take hygiene very seriously."
"Woah, Ambika you are one nasty freak!!!" Hikari giggled.
I blushed in embarrassment, a small sacrifice to make to give Zach my all.
"Ambika you're on another level, too bad this asshole wouldn't even eat your pussy."
"I have Amira, although it was just recently that my lips made love to her pussy."
"No way, is this true Ambika?"
"Yes, but he declined the first time we had sex saying that he was too much of an alpha male to do it, but yesterday he went down on me."
"Zach, you better go down on me as well, otherwise I won't wear a hijab anymore when we are fucking!"
"Alright, alright, I'll eat your pussy out too."
"If I may add, can we all get into a position where Ambika is able to give Zach a rimjob comfortably while Zach is eating Amira out while I eat Ambika out?"
"Yeah that is a great idea Hikari, that way no one is left out."
Amira laid down on the bed and Zach positioned his head to her pussy while Amira took his cock into her mouth once more in a 69 position. I spread Zach's ass cheeks and saw a cute pink bootyhole wink at me. This is it Ambika, this is your first time eating ass, something you never did with Paul. Like they say, first impressions are everything.
Hikari positioned herself under me and I gently knelt until my pussy lips made contact with her lips. All three of us were now connected. Hikari wasted no time in plunging her tongue into my vagina, she slowly explored around my walls, prompting me to move my face closer to Zach's poop hole. You can do it, Ambika, think strawberries and cream. I closed my eyes and placed a soft kiss on his asshole.
"Fuck Ambika, your lips feel amazing." Zach said as he took his mouth off Amira's pussy.
Wasting no time I immediately started passionately licking Zach's asshole. Thank goodness he washed down there, I continued licking and exploring the perimeter of his butt hole. Zach was moaning in pleasure from Amira and I, but I can't just dip my feet in the water, eventually I needed to go in.
Once again, I imagined Zach's butt hole as if it was a jelly doughnut. I slowly pushed my tongue into his asshole as I felt Zach's butt cheeks quiver with pleasure. I pushed my tongue further and further prompting his asshole to open up more. In one final plunge I pushed my tongue all the way deep down into his asshole, causing him to softly moan as he was eating Amira's pussy out. You better enjoy this white boy. I have gone further with you than what I thought was possible.
Hikari's tongue was working wonders in my pussy, probably the best cunnilingus I have ever received, possibly even better than Paul. This made me thrust my tongue into Zach's butt hole with a vigorous pace, I was tongue fucking him with every inch, I licked his anal walls hoping to find his prostrate, but alas everything felt the same. We continued orally pleasuring each other for about 5 minutes before I finally released my face from Zach's ass cheeks.
"Fuck, I think I'm done, sorry Zach, my tongue can't reach your prostate."
"It's okay Ambika, I think we should get started on the main course now."
"Which one of you sluts wants to get piped down first?"
"You two can decide amongst yourselves, I've been fucking him for the past few days constantly."
"Alright Hikari, want to decide this through rock, paper, scissors?"
"Yeah, but no best of threes."
"Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!"
"Damnit, I should have gone with scissors, you better not take too long Amira."
"Oh, I'm going to thoroughly enjoy myself before your turn."
Zach took her by the hand as she positioned herself in doggystyle.
"You're so eager, hoejabi, you really want my big white cock don't you?
"Yes, daddy, whenever I'm praying in the mosque all I can think of is your big cock inside me."
"Not Allah?"
"Your cock is my Allah, the one thing in this world I completely submit to."
Zach had made her completely devoted to him. I couldn't believe it, a muslima uttering such blasphemous words.
Zach grinned devilishly as he lined himself behind Amira. The green fabric of her niqab clung to her body like a second skin. The hem is riding up just enough to expose the smooth brown curves of her ass. She arched her back. Presenting herself like an offering, her black hijab still perfectly in place.
"Please daddy.........colonize this Muslim pussy again."
He grabbed the fabric of her waist, the other hand guided the swollen head of his cock between her thick folds. The moment he pushed in, Amira's whole body shuddered, a low, guttural moan ripping from her throat in Arabic.
"Mashallah....." She moaned softly.
Something sacred turned profane for Zach's pleasure. Zach's cock sank into her hilt in one slow, merciless thrust. My Viking must have completely stretched her before for her to swallow him with such ease. Zach bottomed out until his hips smacked against her big ass. The contrast was obscene: pale Nordic muscle slamming into rich desert bronze, the white bull claiming what centuries of his ancestors fought for, the crusaders could never fathom this kind of victory.
"Fuuuuuck, your pussy is still tight..."
The wet slap of flesh on flesh filled the room, rhythmic and brutal. Amira's fingers clawed at the sheets, her hijab bobbing with every powerful stroke.
I couldn't look away. My pussy throbbed, jealous and proud all at once. Hikari crawled up beside me, her kimono slipping off one delicate shoulder, and whispered against my ear.
"Watch how he owns her, Zach's queen. That's going to be you in a while, mama Amika."
Amira was already moaning in ecstacy.
"Yes...yes....fuck you little Arab whore, ruin me for my sweet Umar."
Woah, was she married like me? This Umar couldn't have been her boyfriend, that was haram at least to my knowledge.
Hikari smiled softly at me before answering my inquisitive expression.
"Amira is in love with a boy from her mosque, they have plans of getting married, Ambika, hell, even I have a boyfriend waiting for me back in Tokyo."
"Wait, so do they know...."
"They don't know a thing Ambika, it's best they didn't, us women of color have to enjoy ourselves in the west before we settle down."
"A guy like Zach isn't going to come around in the future, might as well savor every moment especially since he plans on getting married to you."
"What about Umar and your boyfriend, I'm sure having experienced Zach's cock is going to make you two wander in your relationships."
"On the contrary Ambika, Zach is the ultimate white boy experience, once you two tie the knot, there will be no doubts left in my mind, and it will be easy staying loyal."
I turned my attention toward Amira and Zach. Those two were really going at it.
Zach reached forward, fisting her hijab like reins, yanking her head back as the fabric pulled across her throat.
"Louder sand bitch, tell them who owns this cunt!"
"YOU DO!.....ONLY YOUR BIG WHITE COCK...........AHH......ALLAH FORGIVE ME!"
Zach laughed, dark and triumphant. He started pounding her so hard the bedframe rattled. Every thrust sent ripples through her ass, her whole body jerking forward like a rag doll. I could see his shaft glistening with her juices, thick veins pulsing as he rearranged her insides. The scent of her arousal mixed with jasmine and the faint masculine bite of Zach's skin. My mouth watered looking at them.
Hikari's hands slid between my thighs, fingers slipping easily into the soaked folds.
"You're dripping Ambika. You love watching your white king breed another brown girl, don't you?"
I could only whimper. Because yes. Goddess, yes.
Amira came hard. Her whole body stopped, back bowing as she screamed into the pillow.
"ALHAMDULILLAH!!!!!!!!" She cried out as she orgasmed her way into paradise.
Amira was torn apart and remade into something holy and primal. He didn't stop. He fucked her straight through it, hips snapping agaisnt her clit until she was sobbing from overstimulation, he hijab askew, her tears streaking the kohl around her eyes.
Only when she went completely limp did he pull out, his cock proudly glistening in her juices and cream. He then turned to Hikari.
"Your turn, my little geisha."
Hikari practically tackled him as if he was her long lost lover that came back. With surprising strength she pushed him onto his back and straddled his face.
"You're definitely going to eat my pussy as well, "Mr. Alpha Male"."
She grinded her pussy against his mouth while she faced his cock. The pink kimono pooled around her waist like a fallen cherry blossom. Zach's tongue speared into her immediately, making her gasp and rock forward.
I watched, transfixed, as Hikari leaned down and took his length between her lips with no hesitation. She swallowed him almost to the root in one smooth motion, like she had been born for this. Her small hands cupped his balls, rolling them gently while she bobbed her head, saliva dripping down his cock in glistening glands.
Zach groaned into her pussy, the vibration making Hikari squeal around his cock. She then popped off and immediately took his big white cock into her pussy. With one big swoop she swallowed almost all of him.
"Oh fuuuuuuuuuuuuck yes....." She moaned.
Amazing, this little asian girl could swallow a dick, I knew I could handle it, but seeing a girl of her size almost take him to the hilt made me even hornier than I was before.
Amira smiled seductively at me as she groped my breasts lovingly.
"A Muslim and a Hindu united by a big white cock, isn't it beautiful Ambika?"
"Absolutely, we are in a new age of colonialism, one where cunts are conquered instead of soil."
Amira took my hands and placed them on her breasts for me to fondle. She fervently sucked my nipples.
"....Yes...keep going Amira..." I softly moaned.
I looked at Hikari who was now riding Zach like she was on a mission to extract his seed for reparations. Zach matched her energy with thrusts of his own when she came back down on his cock.
"OH SHIT, YES!, FUCK YOUR LITTLE ASIAN GEISHA!"
"Look at you little asian whore, riding me like if there is no tomorrow, I'm sure your boyfriend's little sushi can't ever have your pussy feeling like this."
"MY LITTLE JAPANESE BOYFRIEND COULD NEVER!"
"Did you tell him about me, you little cheating Konnichiwa?"
"NO, IT WOULD BREAK HIS SWEET LITTLE HEART, I CAN'T DO THAT TO HIM!"
He groaned into her pussy, the vibration making Hikari squeal as she rode his big white cock.
I watched in amazement, wow this was what it was like to see a beautiful woman of color getting fucked by Zach. No wonder Paul wanted to see videos of me in ecstacy with Zach.


"OH FUCK! I'M ABOUT TO CUM!!!!"
"Cum little bitch, have what your boyfriend could never give you."
"OH GOD, OH GOD OOOOOOOHHHHH!!" She screamed, as her pussy clamped down around Zach's big white cock. "OOOOOOHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!!!"
Hikari then collapsed onto Zach, as he held her lovingly against his chest. A tang of jealousy coursed through my body, then I remembered it was just sex, nothing more.
Hikari lifted her head up just enough to passionately kiss Zach as he slowly pumped his dick in and out of her.
"I'm going to miss fucking you once I move back to Japan."
"I could get you a silicon replica of my dildo, it's not the real thing but it's the next best thing."
"I would really appreciate that, God knows my boyfriend can't scratch my big dick itch from time to time."
They laughed before kissing once again. I felt a little bad for Hikari, she's going to be missing out on Zach's cock once she finishes her degree.
Hikari got off Zach and smiled at me.
"You turn queen, show us why Zach picked you to be his girlfriend and future wife."
"You girls had your fun, but I don't see Zach's cum running down your legs, watch as I channel my inner Indian Goddess and make this white boy nut."
"Okay, Priyanka Chopra let's see you in action!" Amira said as she winked at me.
"Get it Mama!" Hikari giggled.
I didn't need extra encouragement from these beautiful women, I crawled forward, straddling his broad chest, the yellow sari bunching around my hips. The moment my pussy hovered over his face, Zach's strong hands gripped my thighs and yanked me down. His tongue found my clit like a heat seeking missile, lapping hungrily, noisily, the same mouth that has been buried in these two girls now worshipping Tamil pussy.
I cried out, hands bracing on Hikari's and Amira's shoulders as he ravished me with his tongue.
Hikari leaned forward again, sharing his cock with sloppy kisses along the shaft, occasionally dragging her tongue up to meet mine when I bent to taste him as well. Amira also joined us again for big white cock worship as she planted kisses along his shaft. Three mouths (Japanese, Arab, Indian), one white cock, all swirling, licking and sucking in perfect harmony.
The room dissolved into pure sound, wet slurps, muffled moans, and the creaking of the bed.
Zach's hips started thrusting from the stimulation, his cock went into Amira's mouth in short urgent jabs. I could feel his chest heaving beneath me, his breath hot against my clit.
Amira pulled off with a wet pop.
"Inside Ambika." She ordered breathlessly.
"Breed your queen, we want to watch."
Zach immediately flipped me onto my back so fast the room spun, spreading my thighs wide, the yellow sari ripped open down the front so my heavy dark brown tits spilled free. The pallu hung in tatters. He looked feral above me, blonde hair damp with sweat, blue eyes blazing like fire.
"Tell me what you want, Ambika."
"Put it inside me.."
"Put what inside you?"
"Put your big white cock and your white baby inside me!"
Zach drove home in one brutal fast thrust.
I screamed.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!"
I screamed. The Stretch was exquisite agony, that length, that girth splitting me open like never before in one fell swoop. It was nothing like him easing himself into me little by little, or even after me getting accustomed to him battering my walls. This was one powerful proclamation of victory over my yoni(Vagina). He fucked me like a man staking claim, hips pistoning, balls slapping my ass, the wet squelch of my pussy taking him.
Hikari and Amira knelt on either side, kissing my neck, sucking my nipples, whispering filthy words of encouragement into my ears.
"Look at her take it.....such a perfect desi breeding cow.."
"God, his big white dick looks glorious inside her..."
"Pinkish white rod spearing into her brownish black pussy.. this is the ultimate contrast."
I couldn't form words. Only broken Tamil pleas and his name, over and over. My nails raked down his back, legs locked around his waist, urging him deeper. Every thrust sent sparks behind my eyes, my belly swelling round with his child, the ultimate victory.
"OH FUCK!, FUUUUUUCK, OM SHAKTI!
"I'M GONNA CUM!!!" He snarled against my throat.
"I'M GONNA FLOOD THIS MARRIED INDIAN WOMB, GONNA KNOCK YOU UP WITH MY BABY!!!!"
That did it.
I shattered, my pussy clamping down on him like a fist, milking him as I came so hard I saw the Goddess herself briefly smiling at me. Zach roared, burying himself deep inside me before releasing himself. I felt it, the hot, thick flood he promised. Pulse after pulse of his white seed filling my insides. He held himself deep, grinding, making sure every drop stayed where it belonged.
When he finally pulled out, a massive glob of his cum came out of my yoni. Thick and pearly against my blackish brown skin. Hikari and Amira quickly instantly licked me clean, their tongues scooping up the glorious glob like it was vanilla ice cream. Zach watched them, still hard, stroking himself.
"Wow, that was fucking amazing, Ambika you and him were like yin and yang." Hikari squealed with delight.
"Yeah, you two make the perfect couple, at least physically, your appearances contrast nicely." Amira said with admiration.
"How about we get a bite to eat before we start round two?" He said lazily.
"Zach, we just ate dinner back home."
"Come on Ambika, try some of our food!" Hikari said as she gently grabbed my arm.
"I wanted you to taste my lamb shawarma, you can eat lamb right?
"Zach told us you're not a vegetarian."
"That's right, I can eat meat except for beef."
"Babe, fucking you three got my appetite going again, I'm sure it has for you as well, we could always take it home if we don't finish."
"Alright, let's recharge with some ethnic cuisine."
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Climax of Round 2:
Zach had us lined up on our knees. Hikari was to my left and Amira was to my right: three women of asia, three beliefs, and three shades of melanin glistening with sweat and anticipation. My yellow sari was now heavily torn, a testament to the intensity of this night. Amira's hijab had slipped back, exposing her thick black hair, damp and wild. Hikari's kimono hung open like a broken flower. Hikari was to my left and Amira was to my right.
The proud colonizer stood over us, stroking himself with long lazy pulls.
"Open your mouths."
"Tongues out."
"Show me what good little bleached bunnies you three are."
We obeyed on command, three pink tongues extended like a blasphemous trinity.
He moved his cock from face to face, rubbing his dick head across our lips, smearing pre cum like war paint. First Amira, he dragged it over the bridge of her nose, leaving a glistening trail across her olive skin. Then Hikari, he smacked her cheek twice, watching her eyes flutter. Finally, he pressed the tip to my lower lip and held it there.
"Look at your queen." He said as the other two gazed at me in admiration.
"This is the woman who replaced her husband with me. This is the woman who is going to carry my daughter."
I moaned at the words, completely shameless.
He stepped back, stroking himself faster.
"Beg for it."
"Please, daddy...paint us..."
"Cover your bleached whores with your blessing."
"Mark us, Zach....give us your sacred white seed." We said in unison.
Zach groaned in delight.
The first rope hit Amira square across her face, splattering from forehead to chin. The second striped Hikari's tongue and dripped down to her neck. The third, he saved the thickest for me. It landed across my cheeks, my open mouth, my nose, and even caught in my hair like pearls.
He still kept going until all three of us were glazed, cum dripping from our chins, and eye lashes. A portrait of conquest.
Hikari giggled first, delirious. Amira licked her lips and whispered something in Arabic that sounded like a prayer.
I reached for my phone with trembling fingers.
"Hold still girls, I got to capture this wonderful moment."
I angled the camera. Three beautiful radiant feminine faces staring up at the lens, cum dripping, eyes glazed with devotion.
"Hold on Ambika, I got to get in there as well."
"Well hurry up, I don't want you ruining the perfect shot."
Zach stepped behind us, with one hand on Amira's shoulder, the other on Hikari's. I once again angled the camera to get Zach's head into view, he had that cocky white boy grin. He wanted to let Paul know that I went above and beyond for him in ways I would not for Paul.
Click.
It was the perfect photo, three beautiful women of color adorned with cum from the proud white boy behind us.
Then Zach took the phone from me, turned it horizontal, and took another. This one tighter, just our faces, his cock resting heavy across all three foreheads like a crown. Then he handed it back.
Paul, sweetheart, you're going to be blessed with two treats today.
I opened WhatsApp and found Paul's chat (Still saved as "My Love" with a heart emoji next to it) I attached both photos and pressed send.
The first of many gifts I will send my darling husband and future ex-husband.
I texted the following to him.
: This is what your wife looks like now.
: Be happy for me.
: You loved me beyond measure to set me free. I will always cherish you for your sacrifice.
The two blue tick marks appeared a few seconds after my last text message.
He saw it.
No typing bubble.
No reply.
No call.
Just..... silence.
Was he angry that I let Zach cum on my face when I denied him the same. I also just had a foursome with Zach. I covered Paul's eyes whenever we watched a movie with a sex scene. I'm sure this was hitting home for him.
A tiny stab of something, guilt and sadness twisted in my chest. I stared at the screen for ten long seconds before I closed the app and locked my phone.
"Did he see it, Ambika?" Hikari asked with the utmost curiosity.
"Yes he did, he didn't reply."
Then my phone rang. Could it be him?
I picked it up and opened WhatsApp, Paul sent a heart emoji with "Love you" next to it. My heart fluttered, and peace flooded my body.
He replied guys!
Look.
"Mashallah, what a loving husband, a woman could have lost her life for less."
Hikari kissed my cheek like a younger sister who was proud of me.
"He will always love you Ambika, his love for you can't be destroyed."
"I know Hikari, he loved me enough to step down to chase my dreams."
"Babe, I think it's best we get back, it's 9:40."
"Yeah."
"Come back anytime, habibi."
"Don't be shy and reach out to us, we got your back if Zach is giving you problems, we are sisters now."
"I will, you heard that Zach?"
"Yeah, yeah, let's go."
We said our goodbyes and left.
In the car, Zach drove with one hand on the wheel, the other on my thigh massaging it.
"Did that cuck think he will win you over with that pathetic text?"
"Shut up Zach, it takes a lot of strength to do what he did."
"Like what babe, just give way to the inevitable?"
"Don't ruin the mood and just fucking drive."
We reached home and killed the engine. He leaned over, and kissed me slow and deep.
"Welcome home, Ambika."
I smiled.
Home.
Where my son was waiting for me.
Where my future husband's seed will take root one day.
We got out and walked hand in hand.
We slipped into the house just a minute past ten. the lights were low, only the soft glow from the hallway and the faint of the TV upstairs. Ravi was still awake.
I could hear him moving around in his room as he paced back and forth. My heart fluttered, now whenever I thought of my son: love, pride, and something hotter born the night he watched Zacch fuck my brains out.
Zach squeezed my hand.
"Go to him babe, I'll be in our room."
I climbed the stairs slowly, my torn sari whispering this night of passion. I didn't bother changing, I could still feel the dried cum on my skin. I wanted Ravi to see me exactly like this: a white boy loving, Tamil slut. His door was slightly opened. I slowly pushed it without needing to knock.
He was standing next to his desk in just his boxers. There was a strange outline from his groin. Was he hard? No it would stick out more. I took a step forward and he picked up on my presence as his head quickly turned to face me.
"Mom..."
I shut the door behind me and smiled at him.
"Look at you," he breathed.
His gaze raked over me. My ruined sari, the love bites on my neck, the faint white streaks across my face.
"Mom......you're absolutely stunning...."
I smiled, slow and warm and pulled my cell from my blouse.
"Sweetie, I brought something for you."
I unlocked it, opened the second photo of Zach's cock resting across three cum drenched women of color and turned the screen to him.
My sweet Ravi looked at my phone like he was seeing the ark of the covenant.
He looked up at me.
"Mom....you're so radiant and blissful in that picture, you stand out from the other two."
"You're a queen, my Mom, a beautiful Tamil queen."
I laughed as tears ran down my face and I kissed his cheek.
"Thank you so much, sweetie."
We hugged, firmly embracing each other, reclaiming every year we'd lost as mother and son. When we finally let go of each other, he smiled mischievously.
"Mom.......you showed me yours. Now watch what my future wife sent me today."
Ravi had a look of pure pride on his face as he scrolled through his phone before tapping.
The first clip opened on Meena, naked except for her diamond nipple piercings, her Jumkha (Indian earrings), and a tiny silver key dangling between her well developed breasts as it was held by a thin chain.
She was on her knees behind a guy who, at first glance, didn't look like much. He was maybe 5' 11'', skinny, pale skin and messy brown hair. Cute in that awkward, nerdy way, a stark contrast to my Zach.
Then the camera angled down. Holy shit, even soft, the thing hanging between his legs was obscene. When Meena wrapped both her delicate hands around it, his big white cock still kept growing. It wasn't long before she got him to full mast. Ten inches. Easily. Thicker than my wrist, veins like cables.
Meena looked straight into the lens, bit her lip, and cooed.
"This one's for you, baby."
She spread his cheeks and buried her face. Her tongue circled his asshole once, twice, then she pushed inside with a soft moan. The nerdy white boy let out a shocked high-pitched whimper, hands grasping the sheets like if his life depended on it. Meena went to town, licking, sucking, tongue-fucking him like it was her favorite treat in the world, all while that monster cock swung heavy beneath him, fully hard now and dripping precum in long strings. She pulled back just long enough to grin at the camera, spit shining on her chin.
"See, baby? I tongue fuck his ass because my sweet Tamil boyfriend lets me be the perfect white cock slut." She said with seduction dripping from her voice.
I looked at my son and saw nothing but pure love for her in his eyes. He had come a long way, from switching white girls like clothes to being absolutely in love with a Tamil baddie.
Ravi then played a second video, this one started with music, the song was "Rude Boy" by Rihnanna.
// Come here rude boy, can you get it up?
Meena was on her knees, choking on that monstrous white cock, eyes watering.
// Come here rude boy, boy is you big enough?
Then it switched to her riding him reverse cowgirl, that magnificent cock splitting her open, her belly bulging slightly with every bounce.
//Tonight, I'ma give it to you harder
//Tonight, I'ma turn your body out
//Relax, let me do it how I wanna
//If you got it, I need it and I'ma put it down
//Buckle up, I'ma give it to you stronger
//Hands up, we can go a little longer
//Tonight, I'ma get a little crazy
//Get a little crazy, baby
//Do you like it, boy?
//I wa-wa-want what you wa-wa-want
//Give it to me, baby, like boom, boom, boom
//What I wa-wa-want is what you wa-wa-want, na-na-ah
Every position synced perfectly to the beat: missionary with her ankles to her ear, doggy with that key necklace swinging like a pendulum, her against the wall while he held her legs and pistoned into her.
The contrast was amazing: this good looking but nerdy white boy absolutely railing the most beautiful desi girl I'd ever seen. The final frame slowed as he buried himself to the hilt. Meena looked straight into the camera, sweaty, ruined, blissful with the music blasting, mouthing "I love you Ravi."
//Love me, love me, love me, love me
//Love me, love me, love me, love me
//(Take) take it, take it, baby, baby
//Take it, take it, love me, love me
//Love me, love me (yeah)
//Love me, love me (yeah)
//Love me, love me (yeah)
//Take it, take it, baby, baby
//Take it, take it, love me, love me
It then cuts to Meena just by herself, no white boy, no big white cock, no music, just her, smiling at the camera, her eyes filled with love for my son.
"I love you, Ravi."
"Thank you for this precious gift you have given me." She said as she held up the key.
"I will always be grateful for this."
"You own my heart, and my body is split between you and Chad as of now and maybe other white boys in the future if you're down for it."
She kissed her key and winked to the camera before blowing a final kiss to the camera, before the screen faded to black.
I was speechless, thighs clenched so tight I was trembling. Ravi was sitting there stunned by Meena's raw sexuality.
I decided to break the silence.
"Sweetie, what's that key she is wearing?"
"Oh... that's something between me and her mom... it would be embarrassing if I were to tell you..."
I wrapped my arm over his shoulder and rested my head against his.
"Ravi, you already watched me get fucked butt naked by Zach, I walked in on you having a massive erection this morning, I'm sure whatever it is, it can't be anymore than that."
"Mom.. it's.."
"Go on, sweetie."
"Remeber when I said we made it official today?"
"Yeah?"
"Well, Meena wanted to put our new relationship as boyfriend and girlfriend into high gear."
"Uh huh.."
"She asked me if she could cage my penis, at first I was reluctant but then she explained that it would make our love grow quickly, we would yearn for one another, my thoughts completely dominated by her."
"Wow, so that key is for your penis cage sweetie?"
Ravi nodded in embarrassment.
"Oh sweetie, don't feel ashamed, I think it's really sweet of you to offer Meena that level of devotion off the bat." I said, gripping his hand.
"Mom..don't tell anyone okay?"
"Your secret is kept safe with me, I won't spill it to anyone, not even to Zach."
"Thanks, mom."
"Can I see your penis cage, Ravi?"
"Mom, why would you want to see that?"
"Oh come on Ravi, we already saw each other naked, what is the harm in seeing your cage?"
He looked hesitant.
I held his hands in mine and looked at him.
"Please sweetie, amma wants to see your devotion to my future daughter in law."
"Alright, alright."
He reached down, tugged the waistband of his boxers just enough to reveal the glint of his chastity cage: pink and plastic with a heart shaped lock confining his penis.
"Awwww... It's so cute!"
"Mom!"
"Don't be embarrassed sweetie, I think it's absolutely beautiful what you gave to her."
"I can't say no to her mom, I tried but when she's looking at me with those big beautiful brown eyes, everything else crumbles."
Oh Ravi, you're absolutely head over heels in love with her as she is with you. A Tamil queen has conquered my son, the boy I thought would never relent to a woman.


I stared at my son: my handsome, tall, strong, sweet boy. Willingly locked in that chastity cage while his queen was getting railed by that nerdy white boy with a monster cock. I couldn't have been more proud of him.
"Ravi.... you're not just raising the bar for Indian sons."
I leaned in, and kissed his forehead like a blessing.
"You just redefined what it means to love your mother, and the woman who will look after you when I'm not there."
He looked at me, and gave a soft smile.
"Ravi..."
"Call her right now."
"Put her on speaker."
"Are you sure, Mom?"
"I want to hear my future daughter-in-law tell you she loves you. I want to hear how happy you make her."
"Alright."
He grabbed his phone, tapped Meena's name, and hit the speaker.
She picked up after the first ring.
"Ravi, baby?" Meena's voice flowed like honey through the speaker.
"Sorry for disturbing you in this hour babe."
"My Mom wanted to call you after I showed her the spicy videos you sent."
I heard a soft gasp, then a delightful laughter from her.
"Oh my God, Aunty saw the videos?!"
I learned closer to the phone.
"Hello, future daughter-in-law!"
"Ravi showed me your beautiful gifts. I've never been as proud of another woman as much as I am of you."
"Thank you, Aunty....I just want to make my Ravi happy. I want him to know every day that he's my king, even when..." She giggled. "Even when I'm on my knees doing naughty things with my white ex."
I giggled. She is such a sweet and slutty girl, perfect for my son.
I looked at Ravi, he was smiling proudly at her statement of love.
"Thank you Meena, my son has been so much more accepting of my situation, our relationship has returned to the way it was years ago."
"No need to thank me Aunty, it was a joint effort by us to subdue his unruly heart."
"Without the amazing gift you showed him last night, I don't think Ravi would be my boyfriend this quickly."
I looked over at Ravi and winked.
"Tell him, " I whispered into his phone.
"Tell my son what he means to you."
Meena didn't miss a beat.
"Ravi, baby......... you are my one and only. My future husband. The man I'm going to build a home and family with."
"You gave me the greatest gift that I could receive."
"You gave me freedom, and trust me completely."
"I wear your key in remembrance of your sacrifice and devotion."
"It is a constant reminder for me that the man I love puts me above himself, and his love is only increasing."
She paused, and I could hear the soft clink of the key against her phone.
"I'm touching it right now," She whispered.
"When the time comes, I will wear this precious key around my Thaali ( mangalsutra: sacred marriage thread)."
Ravi let out a shaky breath.
"I love you so much, Meena, every second that passes by, my love for you only increases."
"I love you more, babe."
"Every time he stretches me open, every time I am screaming in ecstacy, it's because of you."
"Because you love me enough to let me fly, and I will always come back to you in the end."
I reached over and squeezed Ravi's hand."
"Put her on video, chellum ( Tamil for enderament)."
Ravi switched to video call.
Meena's beautiful face filled the screen, smiling as if she just won the lottery. The silver key glinted right at the hollow of her throat.
She smiled at me first.
"Aunty... Thank you. For giving birth and raising the only man in the world for me."
Then she looked at Ravi, and her face softened.
"You're special Ravi, not just to me and your mom, but to someone else as well."
"I love you, Ravi."
"I love you Meena, have a good night's rest babe."
"Bye Ravi."
"Bye Meena."
He ended the call.
Ravi just stared at the black screen. I wrapped my arms around him from behind, resting my chin on his shoulder.
"She's perfect for you, Ravi," I murmured into his ear. "And you... you're perfect for her."
He turned in my arms and hugged me tight, his face buried in my hair.
"You two are my Goddesses, the only two I submit to, my mother and my future wife."
We held each other for what felt like eternity. He then loosened his grip on me and I let him go.
I caressed his cheek before kissing it.
"Sleep now my sweet son, have wonderful dreams about your beloved."
"I will, mom, she's pretty much the only thing on my mind now."
"Mom, I know this might not be a question that you want to hear, but..."
"What is it, sweetie?"
"What about Dad?"
I paused, before giving him an answer. Paul was still Ravi's father and nothing would change that. This complicated family now needed to address his relevance in all of this.
"Ravi, I want you to know I still love your father, my love has not changed for him."
He took a deep breath as if to prepare himself for my words.
"However I was never truly in love with him like I am with Zach, your father was an amazing husband and an amazing father."
"I will always remember how much he loved me. He loved me enough to set me free to be with my soul mate, he will always be welcome in this house as a guest."
"You can visit him whenever you want, Ravi." I said softly, caressing his cheek.
"You won't mind if one day I took Meena to meet him?"
"Not at all, sweetie."
"I'm sure Meena would be happy to meet him, she knows the sacrifice your dad had to make."
"I will take her one day mom, I was holding out on her because I feared that she might leave me one day..."
"Ravi, listen to me, she will never do to you what I did to your father. She loves you and she is truly in love with you."
"She has experienced white boys thoroughly, every flavor, every personality given that you said she is well versed when it comes to white dick."
"Yeah mom, I'm sure she slept with nearly every type of white boy imaginable."
"See sweetie, she has complete knowledge and still chose you."
"Well almost complete knowledge, she told me she hasn't been with a white boy who had it all."
I felt a small doubt in the back of my mind, that doubt was Zach. He was the only wild card when it came to their relationship. Would Meena fall for him if one day they were to fuck? No, I can't think like this, Meena was for Ravi and him only. Ravi will have a happy life with Meena as his loving wife.
"Sweetie, if the time comes when she has to answer that question...."
"I'm sure Meena will pass with flying colors."
"You're right mom, she has been the most affectionate girl I have ever been with."
"Now go to sleep with that assurance Ravi."
I kissed his cheek once more before making my way out of his room.
The great mother will keep writing our story, she will guide us through the thorns until we reach paradise. I passed by the puja room and did a small prayer before making my way to my bedroom. Zach was sprawled naked in bed and half-asleep. I paused in the doorway, watching the rise and fall of his chest, the faint sheen of dried cum still on his abs. My future. My Viking. My White Knight. My Colonizer. My Conqueror.
But something small and stubborn tugged at the back of my mind.
Paul.
I told myself it was closure. One last loose thread. I walked to the hallway and called Paul.
It rang.
And rang.
And rang.
Once.
Twice.
A third time, straight to voicemail.
His voice, ever so gentle.
"You've reached Paul Rajan. Please leave a message after the tone..."
Beep.
I opened my mouth.... and nothing came out.
What was there to say?
Thank you?
I'm sorry it had to be this way?
I'm happier than I have ever been?
Look at what your sacrificial love has given me?
All of it felt cruel.
I ended the call without speaking. I went back to the bedroom and snuggled into Zach's arms.
Paul, where do I fit you in this, I don't want you to move on with another woman, and I feel guilty for wanting you as my cuck for life.
Paul Rajan, my rock, my buffalo, please keep loving me from a distance even when it hurts you to do so.
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Arrival of the Conqueror(1784)
It has been four years since I had reclaimed my kingdom and not a moment goes by that I haven't thought of the hermit's words. The hermit never mentioned a date or gave any information about if his words were come to pass sooner or later. Nonetheless after my second year as the sole ruler of Sivaganga, I tried to track the location of the hermit, but none knew where he stayed or even his name. I tried locating him many times within these few years but to no avail. Even after reclaiming my kingdom, all was not well. The hermit's words lingered, but it was the memories of my late husband that haunted me the most. His footsteps echoing through the palace halls, his gaze in the mirror as I brushed my hair. My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of my daughter's sweet voice.
" Amma (Tamil for Mother) will you be going out to hunt today?
"I haven't decided, Vellacci, but if I do, What would you like me to bring back?"
"Come with a stag, it has been some time since we had venison."
"The taste of boar has become stale upon my tongue."
"I will consider it, but I cannot promise you, the forest will offer what it wills."
She had grown into a exceptional young girl now, her mind even more thirsty for knowledge. Her martial prowess did not falter over the years, she bested every boy her age in sword, spear, and bow. She was the pride of the court, her intellect was valued even among my advisors. all memebers in my court commented she would make a worthy succesor to the throne. She was loved inside and outside the palace, for her bravery, kindness, and generosity.
I counted my blessings up until now, yes life was much better than the past 8 years but my heart told me something was missing. I sat upon my throne, pondering my past and once again I saw an apparition of Muthu walking past the royal court. I tried reaching out for him only find nothing as Vellacci quickly picked up on my thoughts.
"Amma, was appa( Tamil for Father) on you mind just now?"
"Yes, dear."
"He is on my mind as well amma, I think about him daily so as to forget his face."
I was touched by her her devotion to her father, both of us longed for him, to never forget his life, his presence, and his legacy. It is remarkable she was still able to remember him even now, the last time she saw him was when she was two years old. That girl astounds me with her memory, once she knows something it was set in stone in her mind.
"Your Majesty, a British messanger has come to talk with you regarding a matter from his colonel!" Vikram said as he came running into the court room.
Vellacci bristled with anger at the word british. She still harboured great hatred and anger for those who took her father from her just as I am harbouring. Her eyebrows furrowed and she looked toward me.
"Vellacci, don't be quick to anger, we don't know the intentions, and he is only a messenger."
"After all that's happened do you still think they come with well intentions?"
"They are playing politics with every kingdom in Bharat, creating and destroying alliances, moving each piece with calculated purpose!"
"Vellacci, every decision we take, we must think it thoroughly before acting on it."
She turned her head from mine and went to her chambers. She couldn't be blamed for her anger, why would she wish to gaze upon the skin that took her father from her. Even I was uncomfortable to look upon a britisher, especially after the war, they were my greatest enemies. However I want to know what the message was from this colonel.
"Vickram, gather the other members of the court and have the messenger brought before me."
"It shall be done my queen."
Vickram rushed to one of the guards to retrieve the messenger before going into the court member's chambers. The men of the court assembled to the sides of the court room before taking their respective seats. One of the royal guards at the entrance of the court room approached my throne.
"Your majesty, the messenger is here."
"Bring him in, seize any weapon that he has beforehand."
"Your highness, his flintlock pistol and his sword are with his horse outside the palace."
"Check thoroughly if he has any hidden blade in his apparel."
"As you command my queen."
The guard went back outside and I could faintly hear the messenger's voice.
"Open any pocket you have, britisher, otherwise you will not leave this palace alive."
"I am not an assassin, I simply wish to speak to her majesty regarding my superior's request." He said in Tamil with a heavy British accent.
I found his voice to be pleasant, possibly the most pleasant voice from a man that I have ever heard. It was like monsoon thunder, deep and soothing, laced with a masculine resolve.
Then the royal guard responded to his objection.
"It is wise not to disobey a direct order from the queen of Sivaganga, she has slain many of your kind."
"Forgive me, I did not know it was the order of the great queen."
I smiled, even the British have to watch their conduct in my domain, they may walk proudly in other kingdoms but here they will abide by humility. I could hear the guard inspecting his attire thoroughly.
"He harbours no weapons."
"You may now seek an audience with her majesty, Queen Velu of Sivaganga."
I watched as the guard and the messenger came into the court room. I was taken back by this white man's appearance. He could be no more than 20 years in age, his countenance was astounding to behold. His stature was magnificent, he was easily greater in height by a head or two compared to the men of my council. Only Periya Marudhu rivaled him in stature and build. His eyes were blue like the sky and his hair golden like the sun. Wait, could this be him? No, he was just a messenger. We locked eyes with each other as he approached my throne before bowing.
"Speak, britisher, what is your purpose in my court?"
"O great Queen of Sivaganga, I humbly ask of you to hear the request of my colonel, James Dickinson."
"Hold your tongue, first state your name."
He was confused but answered.
"Your majesty, my name is William Windsor."
I was smitten. His facial features were exquisite: a straight thin nose; piercing blue eyes; a chiseled jaw, modest lips and framed by medium length golden hair crowning his head. They harmonized in perfect symmetry. The same features I once despised, I now find pleasing to gaze upon.
No other man has made my yoni quiver by sheer presence alone. That too a man that was not of this land. I slew many of his kind when I recaptured Sivaganga, some of them well built and handsome, but none came close to rivaling this messenger's magnificence. The hermit's words rang in my head like temple bells, is this the day his prophecy begins to take root?
I did my best to mask my attraction toward him with a hardened demeanor and posture. To my delight, I found his eyes relishing my figure from head to feet. His eyes concentrated on my face but deviated quickly to my prominent bosom before returning to my face.
"William, before you inform me of your superior's request, I insist you join me on my hunt today, you must be famished from your journey."
"Your majesty....." The court said in unison.
I raised my hand to quell their doubt. Maybe he was the one from the hermit's words, after all no British man has made my eyes wander till now.
William was astounded and left speechless from my invitation.
Then Vikram approached me in doubt.
"My queen, he is a Britisher...."
"I am well aware, Vikram, I want to hear what the message is in private, then making my decision I will inform the court."
"As you wish, your majesty."
"Speak, foreigner, do you wish to join my hunt?"
"I...I.... it would be my greatest honor and pleasure to accompany you, your majesty." He said bowing his head before me.
"Mother!" I heard my daughter call out to me as she was approaching.
"You would bring this white demon with you on your hunt, have you forgotten what his people did to appa?"
" I have not forgotten, I wish to speak with him alone regarding the message."
"Mother, he could be an assassin!"
"Vellacci, it is I who wish to speak to him in the privacy of the woods, I want to know the matter first and assess the information before informing the council."
"Do as you wish." She said before storming back to her chambers.
"I am sorry for causing any offense to your family, your highness." He said as he bowed his head once more.
"William, it is your presence not your actions that causes offense in this court, I will be the judge of your character on the hunt."
"Let me be found upright in your eyes, O mighty queen of Sivaganag."
I was pleased with his demeanor, he was not a groveling weakling like some of my other guests, but not arrogant as well, he understood his place. He was a fine specimen, hearing the message is secondary to spending time with him privately as I gaze upon his countenance.
"Periya Marudhu, escort William and I out of the city, and guard our horses at the forest's edge."
"As you command my queen."
"William, my maids will fetch you water, you must be parched from your journey."
"Indeed your majesty, it has been a long journey and I wish to find the relief of water against my mouth."
"I will get prepared for the hunt, go quench your thirst and wash before we depart."
I called my maids to take him to the guest chamber. I myself needed to wear proper attire for this hunt, not my regular hunting apparel, no, I will wear my grandest sari. I dismissed the court and went to my chambers. I undressed and looked at myself in the mirror. After having recaptured the kingdom, I celebrated my victory three days after by piercing my teats and my naval in the Raja Rajeshwari temple in memory of Kuyili. The gold looked divine as it complimented my prominent breasts.
William's eyes will wander across my body, this I decided in my guilt the moment my yoni quivered for him. Forgive me Muthu. What am I thinking? He is a Britisher, and I am an Indian queen, widow and mother. How obscene are my thoughts? I closed my eyes and made a decision. I quickly dressed myself in the green sari and pulled the pallu over my shoulder. I took my bow, quiver, and dagger, placing them against my body that complimented my figure. I then inspected my hair before leaving my chamber, he will find me dignified yet alluring. Even as the years passed my face and figure remained the same as the day I returned to Sivaganga.
I appeared in the court room and saw that William looked refreshed, he was even more glorious to gaze upon now, my eyes lingered on his face for some time.
"Your majesty, wherever you are ready, I will escort you both safely out of the city."
Periya Marudhu led the way as we departed the palace. His massive frame sat atop his large sturdy stallion, a beast as imposing as the man himself, with muscles rippling under its glossy black coat. William rode beside me on a horse provided from our stables, a fine chestnut mare that seemed almost too delicate for his tall, broad-shouldered build. He handled the reins with surprising ease, his posture straight and confident, betraying perhaps a military training that went beyond mere messenger duties.
I couldn't help but steal glances at him as we rode; the way his white uniform clung to his form in the humid air, the golden hair catching the sunlight like threads of spun silk. My heart quickened, a forbidden thrill stirring within me, even as guilt nipped at its edges. He made quick glances to the skull adorned around my horse's neck. I decided to implore him about his curiosity.
"William, you seem to have taken a great interest in my horse, perhaps you admire the quality of my steed?"
"Your steed is indeed of great blood your majesty, but my interest was upon the skull attached to its neck."
"That is the skull of my husband's slayer, a British officer that I brought down in battle four years prior, a stark reminder to anyone that sees my womanhood as a weakness."
He met my eyes with steely resolve in not being frightened.
"None can undermine your prowess, your majesty, your reputation precedes you."
I was pleased with his demeanor, he was respectable and had the confidence of a king. As we rode through the streets, people looked at us in awe, they must be thinking why their great queen and her guardian are riding with a Britisher.
The streets of Sivaganga bustled with life as we made our way out of the city. Merchants hawked their wares from colorful stalls, the air thick with the scents of spices, jasmine, and sizzling street food. Children darted between the crowds, their laughter mingling with the calls of vendors and the distant chants from the temples. Periya Marudhu rode ahead, his presence alone clearing a path through the throng, his spear glinting ominously as a reminder of our kingdom's hard-won independence. William remained silent at first, his blue eyes scanning the surroundings with a mix of curiosity and caution, but I caught him glancing my way more than once, his gaze lingering on the curve of my waist where the green saree draped elegantly over my hips.
As we approached the city's outskirts, near the fruit markets where the road widened toward the fields, my eyes fell upon a poignant scene. A young boy, no more than seven or eight, stood beside his mother at a humble stall piled high with mangoes, guavas, and jackfruit. The woman, her sari threadbare and her face etched with the lines of hardship, haggled desperately with the vendor, clutching a few meager coins in her palm. The boy tugged at her hem, his wide eyes fixed on a cluster of ripe mangoes, but she shook her head sadly, her voice low and pleading. My heart ached at the sight, reminders of the poverty that still plagued my people, even after reclaiming our throne from the British yoke.
"Periya Marudhu, halt," I commanded, reining in my horse. William and my guardian stopped immediately, exchanging puzzled looks as I dismounted with graceful ease. The crowd around us hushed, recognizing their queen, and a murmur of reverence spread like a wave.
Approaching the stall, I addressed the vendor first. "How much for the finest fruits you have? Enough to fill a basket for this child and his mother."
The man's eyes widened in awe. "Your Majesty... it would be an honor. But for you, no cost."
"Nonsense," I interrupted gently.
"You earn your livelihood fairly. Take this."
I drew a small pouch from my belt, filled with silver coins, and handed it to him, ensuring he was well compensated beyond the fruits' worth.
Turning to the boy and his mother, who had fallen to their knees in supplication, I smiled warmly.
"Rise, my dear ones. There is no need for such formality."
I selected a plump mango myself and placed it in the boy's small hands, then filled a woven basket with an assortment of fruits--guavas for sweetness, jackfruit for sustenance. Handing the basket to the mother, I pressed another small bag into her palm, this one containing a few gold coins, enough to ease their burdens for months.
"Bless you, O merciful Queen," the woman whispered, tears streaming down her cheeks. "May the gods favor you eternally."
I knelt slightly to meet the boy's gaze, cupping his soft cheeks in my hands. His skin was warm, his eyes bright with wonder and gratitude.
"Little one," I said softly, "promise me you will be good for your mother. Help her, learn from her strength, and grow to be a protector of our land, just as she has protected you."
"I promise, Amma," he replied in a small voice, his face beaming as he clutched the mango like a treasure.
Rising, I nodded to them both, feeling a warmth in my chest that momentarily chased away the shadows of my past. As I remounted my horse, the crowd erupted in cheers, chanting my name with fervor. Periya Marudhu grunted his approval, a rare smile cracking his stern facade. William watched the entire exchange with quiet admiration, his eyes softening as they met mine.
"Your kindness knows no bounds, Your Majesty," he murmured, his voice that soothing baritone that sent a shiver through me.
"It is a rare virtue in these turbulent times."
We took off once more, the city's gates fading behind us as the road opened toward the lush forests. The air grew fresher, laced with the earthy scent of impending rain and wild blooms. Periya Marudhu maintained his lead, but I felt a playful spark ignite within me, a desire to break free from the weight of queenship, if only for a moment. Glancing at William, I arched an eyebrow in challenge.
"Tell me, William Windsor, are you as skilled with a horse as you are with words? Or do British messengers prefer a leisurely pace?"
He grinned, a flash of white teeth that made my pulse race.
"I assure you, Your Majesty, I can ride with the best."
"Then prove it!" I laughed, spurring my horse forward into a gallop.
The wind whipped through my hair, loosening strands from my braid, and my saree billowed like the wings of the emerald dove. William urged his mare on, matching my speed effortlessly, his laughter echoing mine as we raced side by side. The thundering hooves drowned out the world, and for those exhilarating moments, it was just us, the queen and the mysterious messenger, bound by an unspoken thrill. Periya Marudhu followed at a steady trot, shaking his head in amusement but ever vigilant.
As the forest's edge loomed ahead, thick with teak and sandalwood trees, I slowed my horse, breathless and alive in a way I hadn't felt since my youth. William pulled up beside me, his cheeks flushed, his eyes alight with something deeper than mere competition.
"You ride like the wind itself, Your Majesty," he said, his voice husky. "I am humbled... and enchanted."
I met his gaze, my body humming with anticipation for what the privacy of the woods might bring.
"The hunt has only just begun, William. Let us see what the forest reveals."
Periya Marudhu dismounted at the edge of the deep forest, where the canopy of ancient teak and sandalwood swallowed the sunlight in green shadow.
"My queen," he rumbled, taking the reins of all three horses, "I shall remain here. No man will pass me."
I rested a hand briefly on his massive forearm. "Keep a watchful eye."
William offered his hand to help me down, though I needed no help. Still, I let my fingers linger in his palm a moment longer than courtesy demanded, feeling the warmth of his skin against mine. Then we stepped together beneath the trees, bow and quiver slung across my back, the soft rustle of my green silk saree the only sound between us for the first few paces.
The air inside the forest was cooler, heavy with the scent of damp earth and wild jasmine. Sunlight fell in golden spears through the leaves, striping William's white uniform and my dark skin with moving light.
I broke the silence first.
"Tell me of your England, William Windsor. Is the sun there as fierce as ours? Does it burn the skin until it blisters, or is it gentle?"
He smiled, a slow, almost shy curve of the lips that made something low in my belly tighten.


"No, Your Majesty. Our sun, it is a pale thing. It hides behind clouds more days than it shines."
"In summer the fields turn green as emeralds, but by the eve of winter the mist rolls in and the world becomes grey and silver."
"Sometimes we do not see the sun for weeks. Men grow pale as milk for want of it."
I laughed softly. "Pale as milk... yes, I see that in you now. Like fresh curd set in moonlight."
I let my gaze travel openly over his throat, the small triangle of chest exposed where his coat had come unbuttoned in the ride. He noticed; the tips of his ears coloured.
"And your women," I continued, stepping over a fallen branch, the silk of my saree brushing his calf as I passed close, "I have seen only British men in my lands--soldiers, traders, messengers. Never a memsahib. Do your women not travel? Or do they fear our heat... or perhaps our men?"
William's laugh was low. "Both, I think. The Company prefers to keep wives and daughters in Calcutta or Madras for now, where there are English gardens and afternoon teas. Out here the jungle and fever frighten them. And," he glanced sideways at me, eyes bright with something daring.
"Perhaps they have heard of the beauty of Tamil jasmine, and believe no English rose could compare."
I arched a brow, pleased in spite of myself.
"Flattery from a British tongue. Dangerous."
"Only truth, Your Majesty.
We walked deeper. Monkeys chattered overhead; somewhere a peacock called.
"Tell me something true of your people, then," I said. "Not the Company's lies. Your true customs."
He thought for a moment.
"We dance in great halls with chandeliers of crystal. Men wear black coats, women gowns that leave their shoulders bare."
"We drink wine and speak politely even when we hate one another."
"On Sundays we sit in cold stone churches and sing hymns to our Lord," He paused.
"And when a man courts a woman, he brings her flowers and asks her father's permission. Nothing is done without permission."
"Here among the common folk the fathers forge an alliance, and courtship if love were to arise is performed in secret." I said with a gleam in my eyes toward him.
"And of you, your majesty?"
"I, along with other women of royal descent, have the privilege to choose my father's choice, I can decline the offer or accept."
"Your late husband must have been ever so fortunate to have found favor in your eyes, your majesty."
I let out a chuckle. "Yes Muthu was of great interest in my eyes, compared to my other suitors when I was young."
"However, I did not let him consummate the marriage until a year after, deciding if he truly was worthy to enter my temple."
He remained silent.
"What of you William, has your hand been taken in marriage?
"No, your highness" He let out a soft chuckle.
Perhaps you are in the process of courtship."
"Neither your highness, I have only felt the touch of a woman's hands when it came from the lady of the night."
"I am sure a man of your figure would have no shortage of women to choose from."
"You are too kind, your majesty, I worked under my father as a carpenter and I did not have time for the matters of the heart."
"Then why are you here in a land far from yours?"
"For adventure...I wanted to see what the world had to offer, from the people, to the structures, to the landscape, and to the beasts."
"Have you found it pleasing?"
"...Very much so...."
We gazed at each other before I shifted my eyes elsewhere."
I notice his cross necklace and decide to take the conversation in a different route.
"Are you a man of faith, William?"
"Yes, I am of the Christian truth."
How could he so arrogantly call his belief the truth? Even I would not be as bold as to claim with complete certainty the gods of my ancestors. This was the arrogance that was seeping into Bharat, something I must safeguard my people from.
"I know of the Christian faith William, many of my people in the coastal west have known about the Jewish savior from long before your people set their foot on this land."
He remains silent.
"Tell me, are you an ardent follower of Christ?
" I am not as passionate as the priests in the cathedrals, your majesty, my discipleship with my savior has not been as faithful since my arrival in this land."
Of course, the British do not follow their book when they are scheming and conspiring against others. All of them whether they be British, French, Dutch or Portuguese are like vultures circling until the moment to gorge themselves arrives. The arrogance of men, always lusting after their brother's possession. I have never looked upon another kingdom with intent, yet their greed grows whether it be the men of my land or these foreigners. My anger was rising, it is best I keep the conversation pleasant.
"What do you know of my belief, William?"
"I have taken great interest in studying this land's culture and various differences in faith, I presume your majesty, you belong to the Shakta sect?"
"Your assumption is correct, what do you know of my sect?"
"In the simplest of terms, the supreme is regarded as she instead of he."
"Your goddesses, even the obscure village goddesses that have only isolated followers, are all manifestations of the supreme Goddess Adi Para Shakti."
"What is your opinion on this, William?"
"It is a welcome change your majesty, all around the world, the ultimate deity is a male, but in some parts of this land it is the one who brings life into creation."
I was flattered, maybe he isn't like the others.
"The magnificence of the sculptures and statues of the goddesses are pleasant to the explorative eyes of the British."
"We indeed have fine architects and sculptures in this land, I assume you appreciate their craftsmanship?"
"Certainly, the work of their hands shows their devotion toward their goddesses."
As we ventured deeper into the forest's embrace, the conversation between William and I flowed like a gentle stream, weaving through topics of faith, culture, and the subtle undercurrents of desire that simmered beneath our words. The dappled light played across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw and the way his lips curved when he spoke of distant lands. I found myself drawn to him, my thoughts wandering to forbidden territories, even as the guilt of Muthu's memory lingered like a shadow. Yet, in this verdant sanctuary, away from the eyes of my court, I allowed myself to savor the thrill of his presence, the broad span of his shoulders, the confident stride that matched my own.
Suddenly, a rustle in the underbrush ahead caught my ear. I held up a hand, signaling William to halt, my senses sharpening like the edge of my dagger. Through the thicket of teak leaves and vines, at a distance that would daunt even the most seasoned hunter, perhaps two hundred paces or more, I spotted it: a large magnificent stag, its antlers branching like the crown of an ancient king, its coat a rich chestnut that gleamed in a rare shaft of sunlight piercing the canopy, it's white spots decorating it's body for the coming of my arrow. The beast stood proud, unaware of our approach, grazing on tender shoots with an air of regal indifference. It was larger than any I had seen in seasons past, its muscles rippling under its hide, a true prize that would honor Vellacci's request for venison.
"Look there," I whispered, my voice low and steady, pointing with a subtle tilt of my chin. William followed my gaze, his blue eyes narrowing as he took in the sight.
"A fine specimen, Your Majesty," he whispered, his breath warm against my ear as he leaned closer than necessary.
"But the distance... It's formidable. Perhaps we should circle around, draw nearer for a surer shot. The wind is with us; we could approach without alarming it."
I turned to him, a smile playing at the corners of my lips, amused by his caution. His concern was endearing, born perhaps of the chivalrous customs he had described, but it underestimated me--the warrior queen who had felled British officers in the heat of battle, who had led charges with sword in hand and fire in my veins.
"No, William,"
"The forest offers what it wills, as I told my daughter. And I will take what it offers now, from here. Watch, and learn the ways of Sivaganga's huntress."
He hesitated, his brow furrowing slightly, but he nodded, stepping back to give me space. I unslung my bow from my shoulder, the familiar weight of the polished yew comforting in my grasp. Nocking an arrow from my quiver, I drew the string taut, feeling the tension build in my arms and shoulders, the same tension that echoed in the air between us. My eyes fixed on the stag, I calculated swiftly in my mind: the arc of the shot, the subtle breeze whispering through the leaves, the rise and fall of the terrain that might bend the arrow's path. Years of training under the sun and stars, of honing my skill in the fields and forests, guided me. My breath steadied, my focus narrowing to a pinpoint, the world fading to nothing but the target and the string humming against my fingers.
With a fluid release, the arrow whistled through the air, a streak of deadly precision slicing the distance. It found its mark true--plunging deep into the stag's chest, straight through to the heart. The beast let out a startled bellow, its massive body rearing in panic, antlers slashing at the air as blood bloomed dark against its hide. It bolted, crashing through the undergrowth in a frenzy of hooves and snapping branches, but I knew its flight would be short-lived.
"Come!" I called William.
He followed without hesitation, his long strides matching mine as we pursued the trail of broken foliage and crimson droplets. The chase was exhilarating, my heart pounding not just from the exertion but from the shared pursuit, the way his body moved beside mine, powerful and graceful, stirring something primal within me. We leaped over roots and ducked under low-hanging vines, the forest alive around us with the echoes of the stag's desperate flight.
It wasn't long before we found it, no more than a hundred paces from where it had been struck. The great beast lay still in a small clearing, its flanks no longer heaving, eyes glassy in eternal repose. The arrow protruded from its heart, a testament to the shot's lethal accuracy. I approached slowly, murmuring a quiet prayer to the goddess of the hunt, thanking her for the gift and honoring the stag's spirit as it returned to the earth.
William stood beside me, his chest rising and falling from the run, his gaze shifting from the fallen animal to me with wide-eyed astonishment.
"By the heavens, Your Majesty," he breathed, his voice husky with awe.
"That shot... at such a range, with such speed."
"I've seen marksmen in the British ranks, veterans of campaigns across the seas, and none could match that precision."
"You calculated the wind, the drop,everything in mere heartbeats. It's... extraordinary. You are extraordinary."
His words sent a warm flush through me, not just pride in my skill, but a deeper heat at the admiration in his eyes. He stepped closer, close enough that I could smell the faint scent of English soap mingled with the sweat of our chase, his blue gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that made my yoni ache anew.
"I've heard tales of your prowess in battle," he continued, his tone dropping lower, more intimate, "but to witness it... it's as if the gods themselves guide your hand."
I met his stare boldly, allowing a slow smile to curve my lips, my body alive with the victory and the unspoken promise hanging between us.
"The gods favor those who act without hesitation, William. And in this forest, away from prying eyes, perhaps there are other pursuits where hesitation has no place."
My words hung in the air, heavy with invitation, as I reached out to trace a finger along the fletching of the arrow, my touch lingering near the stag's wound, a subtle reminder of my power, and the desires it ignited.
William bent again to the stag, this time sliding his broad shoulders fully beneath the carcass. With a low grunt he lifted it clean, settling the heavy weight across his back as though it were no more than a rolled carpet. Blood seeped warm through his white coat, staining it crimson, yet he did not flinch. His boots sank slightly into the soft earth as he straightened, waiting for my nod.
"Follow," I said, and turned toward the hidden path.
He walked behind me in silence, the stag's antlers swaying above his golden head like a macabre crown. The forest closed around us, and soon the circle appeared, the ring of ancient trees, the lotus blooms glowing along the edge, the great banyan rising at the heart.
William stepped into the clearing and lowered the stag with care, laying it upon the grass as gently as a mother lays a sleeping child. Only then did he straighten, breathing hard, sweat glistening at his throat. He looked around him, eyes wide with wonder.
"This place... it is sacred," he said softly. "The flowers, the tree... it feels older than time."
I walked to the banyan and rested my palm against its trunk, feeling the slow heartbeat of memory beneath the bark.
"My husband made this place for me," I said, voice steady. "Muthu Vaduganatha Periyavudaya Thevar."
"It was here that I challenged the former king to a duel, before I decided to consummate the marriage with him, no eyes were upon us on that day."
"It was an arduous struggle but I managed to come out the victor in the end, with my sword gently kissing his throat as he was against this banyan tree."
"His pride was wounded but there was no anger in his eyes that day, and that is when I decided he would be the one to enter my sacred temple."
"We made love, and rutted here in this sacred place like wild beasts."
And here, William Windsor, you will now speak the truth you carried across half of Bharat."
I turned to face him fully, the green silk clinging to my skin, the gold in my navel and nipples catching the dappled light.
"Speak your colonel's message."
William drew a slow breath, then met my gaze without wavering.
"Colonel James Dickinson, commanding the East India Company forces in the Carnatic, sends respectful greetings. He proposes an alliance, Your Majesty. A treaty of friendship and mutual defence. In return for your warriors and your knowledge of the southern passes, he offers arms, gold, and the promise that Sivaganga will remain sovereign and untouched. The purpose is simple: together we crush Tipu Sultan of Mysore before he grows stronger and turns his eyes southward."
The words struck me like a slap. I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, fire coursed through my veins,hot, familiar, murderous. Cunning bastards. I saw it all in an instant, clear as the arrow's flight that had felled the stag: the old British game, played from Bengal to the Cape. They flatter one king, arm him, set him against his neighbour. When both lie bleeding, they descend with fresh treaties and fresh "allies" to swallow the pieces.
They had done it to the Marathas, to the Nizam, to half the princes of Hindustan. And now they thought to use me, Velu Nachiyar, widow of the man they murdered as their blade against Mysore. Tipu and I were not on good terms, because the weaponry I provided to his father was meager. Hyder felt cheated, and it was the truth, I did cheat him on that day, not to spite him, but to defend my kingdom from ever having to fall under my eyes again.
However, Tipu has his kingdom and I have mine. Although the relationship between us is not amicable, I will never attack his kingdom out of greed. I did not share the folly of men. I would much sooner raise my sword against the company than at Tipu.
In two swift strides, I crossed the clearing, my dagger unsheathed in a blur of motion honed from years of battle. Before William could react, I pinned him against the ancient banyan tree, the rough bark pressing into his back as the cold edge of my blade kissed his throat. His blue eyes widened in fear, a flicker of genuine terror flashing through them, though he held himself still, his breath shallow and controlled. The stag's blood still stained his uniform, a macabre reminder of the hunt's violence now mirrored in this intimate confrontation.
"You British may think the men of this land are fools," I hissed, my voice laced with venom, my face inches from his, "but I, a woman, see right through you."
My grip on the dagger tightened, the gold piercings on my body glinting in the dappled light as my chest heaved with restrained fury.
"Your kind comes here to fan the flames of division among the people of this land, and capitalize on the weakening kingdoms."
"You come here to seduce with your wealth and materials, whispering promises while sharpening your knives in the shadows."
William remained quiet throughout my tirade, his fear evident in the subtle tremor of his Adam's apple against the blade, yet he stayed calm, his piercing gaze locked on mine. He let me finish, not interrupting, not pleading, simply enduring, like a man who knew the storm must pass.
"I, Queen Velu Nachiyar, refuse this alliance," I snarled, pressing the dagger just enough to draw a thin line of red on his pale skin, a bead of blood welling up like a ruby.
"Go tell that vile serpent, I would rather raise my sword against him before I draw it against Tipu."
With a deliberate motion, I dropped the dagger to the grass at our feet, the metal thudding softly against the earth. The intensity in my eyes shifted, no longer fueled by anger but by a raw, unbridled lust that had been simmering since the moment he entered my court. His beauty, his composure under threat, it ignited something primal in me, a fire that burned away the remnants of my rage.
"I understand, Your Majesty," William said softly, his voice steady despite the fear that lingered in his eyes.
"I will deliver the message as you command."
I stared at him, my breath coming in heated bursts, my body alive with desire. I opened my mouth to speak, to command or confess, but words failed me. Instead, I surged forward, enveloping my arms around his neck and capturing his lips in a passionate kiss. It was fierce, demanding, my tongue invading his mouth with the same precision I'd used to fell the stag. William was taken aback, his body stiffening for a heartbeat, but then he relented, his strong arms wrapping around my waist, pulling me flush against him. His hands splayed across the silk of my saree, feeling the curve of my hips, the warmth of my skin beneath.
We kissed for what felt like an eternity, the forest around us fading into insignificance. His lips were soft yet insistent, tasting of salt and the faint metallic tang of his own blood from the nick on his throat. My fingers tangled in his golden hair, tugging gently as I pressed my body harder against his, feeling the hard planes of his chest against my breasts, the gold piercings on my nipples hardening under the friction. A low moan escaped me, muffled against his mouth, as his hands roamed lower, gripping my backside with a possessiveness that sent shivers through my yoni.
Finally, I broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to stare into his eyes once more, my lips swollen and tingling. He released me instantly. William opened his mouth, his voice husky.
"Your Majesty, I apologize if..."
I pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him with a firm touch.
"Remain quiet, William. I will ask you three questions, and you will answer them. Nothing more."
He nodded, his blue eyes darkening with a mix of anticipation and submission.
"First, William Windsor, do you harbour animosity toward me from my actions just now, the venom I spewed against your colonel, and your people."


There was a brief silence.
"......No your majesty, your words carry the pain of loss and maternal protection, far be it from me to harbor ill will towards you."
I was satisfied, there was no deception in his voice. Yes, the British have the tongue of a serpent, but this one was transparent. I searched his eyes for a moment and found no fear.
"Second, do you know of your superior's intentions?"
"I will not lie to you your highness, the Colonel has not spoken a word against you in my presence, however, he does see the people of this land as devil worshipping heathens that the Lord has given into the hands of the British."
There it was the truth I had known along, what else would it be. The only new fresh information is the justification of using religion for their greed.
"I applaud you for your honesty, many men have lied looking into my eyes, but you spill the truth even under the possibility of death."
"Tell me, what am I to you?"
"I am not your queen, a woman of your blood, or even of your own people."
"What you say is true, your majesty, but what you are is a wife who lost her husband in the fires of war, a mother that would move heaven and earth for her daughter's life, and a queen who looks at her people as if they were her own children."
"To lie to such a person of integrity is beneath me."
I was pleased with his answer. Maybe he was different, different or not, he has to report back. I smiled softly at him before turning my back to him. Now my final question that I knew the answer to. I walked four steps away from him, I gazed upon the bright morning sun, it illuminated my entire body in this sacred space. Guilt plagued my heart, I could refrain from what I am about to do. I had all the power to do so, but still, this may be the last chance I receive. I came to a decision. I rationalized it, this was just my body, a body that had forsook the touch of a man for the honor of my deceased Husband. No one will know, it was not my heart, just my body, a body that was left to its daily fire over a decade.
"And lastly, William.."
"Have you ever had the pleasure of making love to a woman of this soil?"
".....No your highness, I have only felt the warmth of an english woman three times in my life."
The words hung between us like the humid air of the forest, thick and charged. My heart raced, a wild drumbeat echoing the forbidden desires that had tormented me since his arrival. Muthu's memory whispered accusations in my mind, but the fire in my yoni drowned them out. This was not betrayal of the heart, merely the body, starved and aching after years of celibacy in honor of a ghost. The sacred circle, with its lotus blooms and ancient banyan, seemed to pulse with approval, as if the goddess herself urged me onward. Adi Para Shakti, the eternal feminine power, did not demand eternal mourning; she celebrated life, creation, destruction, and rebirth in all their raw forms.
With my back still turned to him, I let my fingers trail along the edge of my green saree, the silk whispering promises as I began to unwind it slowly, deliberately. The pallu slipped from my shoulder first, cascading like a waterfall of emerald to pool at my feet, revealing the bare curve of my back where the sun kissed my dark skin golden. William's breath caught audibly behind me, a sharp intake that spurred me on. Next came the pleats at my waist, each fold released with agonizing slowness, the fabric sighing as it loosened and fell away, exposing the swell of my hips and the firm roundness of my backside. I felt his gaze burning into me, heavy with hunger, yet I did not turn, not yet.
The blouse followed, my arms crossing to unhook the delicate clasps at the back. It slid down my shoulders, baring my full breasts to the open air, though he could not see them from behind. The gold piercings in my teats caught the breeze, sending a shiver through me, the metal warm from my skin. Finally, the petticoat strings were untied, and it dropped to join the rest, leaving me utterly exposed save for the sacred adornments that marked me as queen and woman: the intricate Tamil earrings dangling like temple bells from my lobes, the royal nose ring glinting fiercely, and the gold Thaali around my neck, its pendant resting between my breasts, a symbol of my marriage, yet one I wore as a chain of power rather than bondage. My naval piercing winked in the light, a golden star against the smooth plane of my abdomen.
Almost naked as the day the goddess birthed me into this world, I stood tall, the sun's rays filtering through the canopy to illuminate my form in a divine glow. My skin, the color of rich earth after monsoon rains, seemed to absorb and reflect the light, every curve and shadow a testament to the strength that had borne battles and a child. Slowly, I turned to face him, my movements fluid and unhurried, like a predator revealing itself to prey. The sun haloed me from behind, casting my silhouette in radiant outline, my heavy breasts proud and unyielding, nipples erect and pierced with gold; my waist narrowing to hips that swayed with innate grace; the dark triangle of my yoni, untouched for over a decade, now throbbing with need.
William's eyes widened, his lips parting in stunned silence as his gaze roved over me, drinking in every inch. He was utterly speechless, his usual composure shattered, the confident messenger reduced to a man entranced. His hands twitched at his sides, as if fighting the urge to reach out.
"Am I not to your liking, William?" I cooed, my voice low and teasing, laced with a mock innocence that belied the heat in my core.
"Perhaps you desire women of your kind, pale as milk, fragile as English roses?"
He stammered, his cheeks flushing crimson beneath the golden stubble, his blue eyes locked on mine before darting lower, then back up in reverence.
"N-no... Your Majesty... I... by the good Lord above..." He swallowed hard, gathering himself, his voice emerging hoarse and fervent.
"Not one British woman I have ever seen in my life, not in the grand halls of London, not in the ports of Calcutta, is a tenth of your beauty. You are... a goddess incarnate. Fierce, radiant, untamed."
"You put the statues of Greek goddesses to shame, your breasts round and prominent show the bounty of motherhood, your hips proclaim your womanhood like none other."
"And your buttocks are of absolute perfection, from the shape to the size, they are second to none."
"Your unbridled form has bewitched me to no end."
"I am enchanted beyond measure..... Your grace." he said as he bowed his head to me.
I lifted his chin up gently until his eyes met mine once more. We gazed for a moment, I will let him take the sight of me once more, relishing every part of my body.
"O' however so blessed among men are you William, not even my late husband had my yoni yearning for him with such desire...."
"William, you have made me bare myself before you in a single day, a feat that eclipses my late Muthu by orders of magnitude."
"You will now have the pleasure of not only feeling the warmth of a woman from this soil, but also one that is a queen, a mother, and a widow."
His breath hitched, those piercing blue eyes darkening with a hunger that mirrored my own. But I would not rush this; the goddess demanded savoring, not haste. I stepped back slightly, my naked form still bathed in the sun's golden embrace, and fixed him with a commanding gaze.
"Strip down nude, as I am," I ordered, my tone brooking no argument, laced with authority.
"Let me behold you in full, William Windsor, without the trappings of your uniform."
He hesitated only a moment, his hands trembling faintly as they moved to the buttons of his bloodstained coat. With deliberate care, he shrugged it off, revealing a crisp white shirt beneath, now clinging to his broad chest from the sweat of our chase. The shirt followed, peeled away to expose a torso sculpted like the marble statues he had spoken of, pale skin stretched over rippling muscles, a light dusting of golden hair trailing from his chest down to his navel. His arms were thick with the strength of a carpenter's labor, veins standing out like rivers on a map. He kicked off his boots next, then unbuckled his breeches, sliding them down along with his undergarments in one fluid motion.
There he stood, as bare as the day his Christian god had made him, his body a testament to youthful vigor and foreign allure. His legs were long and powerful, thighs corded from riding and marching. But it was his phallus, his lingam, as we called it in this land, that drew my gaze and held it captive. It hung heavy between his thighs, already stirring to life under my scrutiny, thick and veined, his pale skin flushed at the tip. I had slain men in battle, faced down armies, yet this sight stirred a wonder in me that bordered on awe. Truly he was blessed among men, no wealth could compensate for what he had in possession, his fleshly treasure, would be the envy of every son of bharat from kanyakumari to the himalayas.
"By the Goddess," I breathed, my eyes widening as I beheld his magnificence.
Even in repose, his lingam promised a girth and length that eclipsed my understanding of the male mark. I knelt before him on the soft grass, and reached out to inspect it properly. My fingers wrapped around the base, feeling the warmth, the subtle pulse of life beneath the pale skin. It twitched in response, growing firmer in my grasp, and I lifted it gently, marveling at its weight: heavy, substantial, like a weapon forged for the conquest of a woman's yoni.
I contrasted it silently to Muthu's. Dear Muthu, whose lingam had been adequate, a faithful companion in our unions, but modest in comparison. With him, I could cover his manhood almost completely with two of my hands, enveloping it snugly from root to tip. But William... oh, William put him to shame. I clamped down with one hand at the base, my fingers barely meeting around its thickness. Then I placed my other hand above it, stacking them palm to heel. Still, it extended beyond. I lifted the first hand and stacked it over the second, then once more, my small hands forming a tower along its length. Even after stacking them thrice, the swollen head of his lingam remained completely visible, proud and glistening, a crown atop a mighty shaft.
"You put my late husband to shame," I whispered, my voice husky with a mix of reverence and raw desire, my yoni clenching in anticipation.
"He was like a dagger--sharp, reliable, but contained. You, William, are like a sword: long, unyielding, forged to pierce deep and claim dominion upon a woman's womb."
My thumbs stroked along the underside, feeling the ridges and veins, and he groaned softly, his hips shifting involuntarily toward my touch. The comparison fueled my arousal, banishing any lingering guilt; this was the body's rite, a celebration of Shakti's power in union.
Rising, I released his lingam reluctantly, watching it bob heavily in the air, now fully erect and straining toward me like an offering to the goddess. My knees pressed into the soft grass of the sacred circle, the lotus petals brushing my skin as I knelt before him once more, this time with purpose. I looked up at William, my dark eyes locking onto his blue ones, holding him captive in my gaze. His breath came in ragged bursts, his chest rising and falling, the golden hair there glistening with sweat.
"William," I murmured, my voice a sultry command, "tell me, have those English women of yours ever worshiped you like this? With their mouths, as a devotee kneels before a sacred idol?"
He swallowed hard, his voice emerging hoarse and trembling. "N-no, Your Majesty... they... they were quick, furtive... nothing like... like you."
A smile curved my lips, wicked and triumphant.
"Then let me show you the devotion of a Tamil queen. Watch me, William. Feel me."
I leaned forward, my pierced nipples grazing his thighs as I parted my lips and took the head of his massive lingam into my mouth. It filled me instantly, the girth stretching my jaw wide, the salty taste of his skin mingling with the faint metallic tang from earlier. He was enormous--far more than Muthu, whose manhood I could once envelop with ease. Here, I could manage only a little over half, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked gently, my tongue swirling around the sensitive underside. My hands gripped the base, stroking what my mouth could not reach, twisting in rhythm with my movements.
William groaned deeply, his head tilting back against the banyan tree, his fingers clenching at his sides.
"Oh... God... Your Majesty... that... that feels... incredible. No one... no one has ever... ah.."
His moans spurred me on, a symphony of pleasure that echoed through the forest. I moved slowly at first, my head bobbing up and down, my eyes never leaving his. He stared down at me, entranced, his blue depths wide with awe and lust, as if I were indeed Adi Para Shakti herself manifesting in flesh for his pleasure.
"Your mouth... it's so warm, so skilled. I've never... felt anything like this before. Please my queen... don't stop."
I hummed around him, the vibration drawing another shuddering moan from his lips.
"Mmm... you taste divine, William," I whispered, pulling back briefly to lick along the length, tracing a vein with my tongue.
"Like forbidden nectar from across the seas. Tell me, does it please you? Does my royal mouth honor your mighty British sword?"
"Yes... yes, it does... more than anything," he gasped, his hips bucking slightly, involuntarily seeking more. "Your eyes...have taken my soul captive... I can't look away. You're... you're a goddess."
Satisfied, I took him deeper again, sucking with increased fervor, my pace deliberate and teasing, building the tension until his knees trembled. But I would not let him finish there, not yet. With a final, lingering suck, I released him, his lingam glistening with my saliva, throbbing in the open air.
Rising to my feet, I closed the distance between us, my naked body pressing against his. My breasts pressed against his chest, the gold piercings rubbing against his skin, sending sparks through me. I captured his lips in a passionate kiss, fierce and demanding, my tongue invading his mouth to share the taste of him. He kissed back hungrily, his hands finally daring to roam, gripping my waist, sliding down to cup my buttocks, pulling me closer.
"Your highness..." he murmured against my lips, breathless and reverent. "I... I need you."
"And you shall have me," I replied, my voice a husky whisper. "But on my terms."
With a firm push, I sent him stumbling back, guiding him down onto the soft grass beneath the banyan tree. He lay there, sprawled like a sacrificial offering, his lingam standing tall and proud, beckoning. I straddled him without hesitation, my thighs bracketing his hips, my yoni hovering just above him, dripping with anticipation.
"Look at me, William," I commanded, my hands on his chest, fingers tangling in the golden hair there. "Watch as I take you. Tell me how it feels to be claimed by a queen."
His eyes were dark with desire, fixed on where our bodies would join. "I... I'm yours, Your Majesty. Please... claim me."
Slowly, I lowered myself, guiding the head of his lingam to my entrance. The stretch was immediate, exquisite, my yoni expanding like never before, walls parting to accommodate his girth. Inch by inch, I sank down, a gasp escaping my lips as he filled me deeper than Muthu ever had, deeper than I thought possible.
"Ah... William... you're so... so vast. Like a conqueror breaching my gates."
He groaned, his hands gripping my hips, thumbs pressing into my skin.
"Your majesty... you're so... so incredibly warm inside. It's... paradise. I've never... felt a woman like this."
I paused halfway, adjusting, my breath coming in pants, then continued, rocking gently until finally, with a triumphant moan, I reached the root of his member, our bodies fully joined. He filled my sacred temple completely, pressing against places untouched for years, igniting a fire that made my toes curl.
"Oh... yes," I breathed, my head falling back, eyes fluttering shut for a moment. "You fill me completely...you have delved far deeper into my temple than Muthu."
His voice was strained, completely reverent. "You're... incredible. So wet, so perfect around me. Ride me, Your Majesty... please."
I began slowly, rolling my hips in languid circles, savoring the fullness, the way he stretched me with every movement. My hands braced on his chest, nails digging in lightly as I rose and fell, the gold in my piercings catching the light with each undulation.
"How does it feel, William? To be buried deep in an Indian queen's yoni?"
"Like... like heaven and hell combined," he panted, his hips rising to meet mine. "You're gripping me so tight... I can feel every pulse. Faster... please, go faster."
Obliging, I picked up the pace, my movements growing more insistent, breasts bouncing with the rhythm, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the sacred clearing. Pleasure built like a storm, coiling in my core.
"Yes... like that... your lingam... it's hitting so deep! Tell me you want more!"
"More!... God, yes... more!"
His hands roaming up to cup my breasts, thumbs flicking the gold piercings, sending jolts straight to my yoni.
"You're magnificent... riding me like a warrior queen. I could die happy now."
I bucked harder against him, my yoni clenching around his thick shaft, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy crashing through me. William's moans grew louder, more desperate, his fingers pinching my pierced nipples with just enough force to blend pain into pleasure, heightening the fire building within.
"Yes... claim me deeper, Your Majesty... you're driving me mad," he gasped, his hips snapping up to meet mine, our bodies slick with sweat and desire.
I leaned down, my breasts pressing against his chest, my lips brushing his ear as I whispered.
"Then surrender to me completely, William. Let me feel you erupt inside my sacred depths."
Suddenly, a loud roar pierced the air like thunder, shattering the haze of our passion. The sound was unmistakable--a tiger, raw and primal, echoing through the sacred clearing. My ecstasy shattered in an instant, overridden by the sharp instinct of survival honed from years of battle and wilderness. I froze for a heartbeat, then swiftly dismounted him, my yoni aching from the abrupt separation, William's lingam slipping free with a wet pop, still throbbing and glistening. A rush of cool air hit my heated skin, but there was no time for regret or lingering pleasure.
"Stay behind me."
I commanded, my voice steady despite the adrenaline surging through my veins. I snatched up my dagger from the grass where it had fallen earlier, the blade glinting in the dappled sunlight. William, his face pale and eyes wide with alarm, scrambled to his feet, his erection wilting under the sudden threat. He nodded mutely, positioning himself at my back, his breath ragged from both our interrupted union and the fear gripping him.
Here I stood, completely nude, my body still flushed and marked by our lovemaking, sweat-slicked skin, hardened nipples, and the slickness between my thighs a reminder of what had been stolen from us. The gold piercings caught the light as I shifted into a defensive stance, dagger raised, every muscle coiled like a spring.
Facing a tiger with nothing but a blade was folly even for a warrior queen like me; these beasts combined power and speed in their strikes, their claws and fangs capable of rending flesh to ribbons within a blink of an eye. Even if I emerged victorious, it would not be without scars, deep gashes that could maim or kill. But I had slain men in battle; I will not cower from a predator of the wild, and my paramour will not be harmed in my presence. This day, already etched in memory for its forbidden ecstasy, might end in blood if the goddess willed it.


The roar came again, closer this time, rustling the underbrush to our left. I pivoted toward the sound, my eyes scanning the thicket of vines and shadows. William tensed behind me, his hand hovering as if debating whether to grab a weapon, perhaps a branch or stone, but he obeyed, staying put.
"Your Majesty... is it..?" he whispered, his voice laced with terror.
"A tiger," I replied curtly, not taking my eyes from the foliage.
In my mind, a flicker of hope stirred. It could be one of the two cubs I had once nurtured: Muthu, the male, or Kuyili, the female. 4 Years ago after reclaiming my kingdom, I had stumbled upon them in this very forest, orphaned and starving after their mother failed a hunt and succumbed to her wounds. Moved by their plight, I had fed them scraps from my own meager provisions, coaxing them back to strength with milk from a nearby village and fresh kills I made myself. They had grown under my watchful eye, symbols of resilience in my darkest days, named for the loved ones who had shaped my fate. But tigers were unpredictable; time and the wild could have hardened them. I dared not assume familiarity, I had to be ready to strike.
The bushes parted with a low growl, and out stepped a massive male tiger, its striped coat rippling over powerful muscles, eyes glowing amber in the shade. It was enormous, easily outweighing two large men, its paws silent on the earth as it fixed us with a predatory stare. My heart pounded, but I held my ground, dagger poised, studying its form. The beast growled again, teeth bared in a snarl that vibrated through the air.
Then, I saw it, the distinctive markings on its forehead, a pattern like a jagged crown, unique as a fingerprint. Relief flooded me, washing away the tension.
"Muthu," I said softly, lowering my dagger. It was him, my once-tiny cub, now a tiger on the eve of his prime.
William gasped, inching back. "Your Majesty!"
"Do not fear," I said calmly, tossing the dagger aside into the grass.
It landed with a soft thud, harmless now. Muthu tilted his head, his growl softening to a deep chuff as recognition dawned in those golden eyes. I approached slowly, my naked form unashamed, extending a hand. He sniffed the air, then padded forward, his massive head bumping gently against my palm.
William watched in stunned silence as I knelt and wrapped my arms around the tiger's thick neck, burying my face in his coarse fur. Muthu rumbled contentedly, a purr-like vibration that resonated through my body, his rough tongue rasping once against my shoulder in affectionate greeting. The scent of wild musk and earth enveloped me, a comforting reminder of simpler times.
"Incredible," William murmured, his voice filled with awe as he dared to step closer, though keeping a respectful distance.
"You are not only the queen of men, Your Majesty, but your authority extends even over the beasts of the wild. How... how is this possible?"
I laughed softly, scratching behind Muthu's ears as he leaned into my touch, his tail swishing lazily.
"Not authority, William, friendship. Four years ago, I found this one and his sister as starving cubs, their mother dead from a failed hunt with a wound that most likely came from a wild ox( Gaur)."
" I named him Muthu, after my late husband, and her Kuyili, after my dearest companion who sacrificed everything for my victory."
"I fed them, taught them to hunt when they were strong enough, and released them back to the forest."
"They remember kindness, as all creatures do when it comes from the heart."
Muthu lowered his great striped body to the grass with the slow dignity of a king taking his throne. His amber eyes half-closed in contentment, tail curling around his paws like a living rope. The clearing belonged to us again; the forest itself seemed to exhale and wait.
I turned to William, sunlight pouring over my naked skin, and saw the reverence in his face.
"You look like Goddess Durga herself," he whispered, voice rough with wonder.
"Eight-armed destroyer and mother."
"Both fierce, and benevolent."
Heat rose to my cheeks, a blush I had not felt since girlhood. "And you, William Windsor, with the golden splendor of the sun in your hair and the infinite sky in your eyes, stand before me like Lord Shiva, magnificent, with the blessings of the Himalayas crowning your countenance."
His breath caught. I saw the tremor in his thighs, the way his lingam was still glistening from my mouth and yoni, leapt at my words.
I dropped to my hands and knees upon the soft grass, the lotus petals cool beneath my palms. My heavy breasts swayed beneath me, gold rings catching fire in the light. I looked back over my shoulder, hair spilling like black monsoon clouds down my bare back.
"Come," I said, voice low and throaty. "Mount me as the wild beasts do. Take your queen from behind, William. Let the forest witness."
He hesitated, eyes flicking to the tiger.
"Your Majesty the tiger is only paces away. The beast could kill either of us with a single blow."
I laughed, the sound rich and fearless, rolling through the clearing like temple bells.
"Muthu will know the scent of his mother's pleasure. He will guard us, not harm us. Trust me."
William swallowed, then stepped forward. The grass bent beneath his knees as he knelt behind me. His large hands settled on my hips, warm, trembling slightly, fingers sinking into the soft flesh above my bones. I felt the blunt, velvet head of his lingam nudge between my thighs, sliding through the slickness he had already drawn from me.
He pushed.
A single, slow thrust and he breached me again, deeper now in this position, the angle letting him sink to the very mouth of my womb. My back arched; a raw moan tore from my throat.
"William, ahh, gods, yes!"
His hips snapped forward, seating himself fully. The stretch was exquisite, almost too much, his thickness spreading me wide, claiming every secret fold. My pierced breasts rocked beneath me with the force of it, gold rings chiming softly like tiny temple ghantas.
He began to move: strong, deliberate strokes at first, then faster, harder, the slap of his pelvis against my buttocks echoing through the trees. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs in broken cries.
"My queen..." he groaned my name like a prayer, fingers bruising my hips.
I pushed back to meet him, grinding, circling, taking him impossibly deeper. My yoni fluttered around his invading length, milking him, drawing him toward surrender.
Muthu watched.
The great tiger lifted his head once, ears pricked forward, nostrils flaring as he scented our joining. For a heartbeat the clearing held only the wet sounds of flesh meeting flesh, my rising moans, William's ragged breathing. Then Muthu gave a low, rumbling chuff, an approval, acceptance of my mate, and rose. With one last lingering look at us, he melted into the green shadows, leaving the stag untouched, a silent tribute to the queen he still called mother.
William's rhythm faltered in astonishment. "He... he simply left. Did not even glance at the kill..."
I laughed breathlessly, clenching around him until he shuddered.
"Even the lords of the jungle bow before desire when it is sanctioned by Shakti. Now stop talking, William, and ravage your queen."
William's hands tightened on my hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh like a man possessed. He drew back until only the thick head of his lingam remained inside me, then slammed forward with all the strength in his carpenter's frame. My body jolted; a sharp cry tore from my throat.
"OH SHAKTI!!!"
Again he thrust, harder, deeper, the slap of his pelvis against my buttocks ringing through the clearing like war-drums. My heavy breasts swung wildly beneath me, gold rings flashing, pierced nipples aching from the momentum. Each impact sent ripples through my flesh, my yoni clenching greedily around his massive length, drawing him impossibly deeper.
"WILLIAM! YES!..YES!!.....YES!!..THRUST HARDER!"
He obeyed, hips pistoning with savage rhythm, sweat dripping from his golden hair onto my back. The forest blurred; there was only the wet sound of our joining, the slap of skin, my broken cries rising to the canopy of the forest.
"My queen..." he groaned, voice ragged.
I screamed his name again, arching, pushing back to meet every powerful thrust. Pleasure coiled white-hot at the base of my spine, ready to shatter me.
"OH SHAKTI... OH SHAKTI... YOU ARE STUPEDOUS WILLIAM!"
Then there were voices from the trees. Young, male, Tamil, drawing nearer through the trees.
"Someone is rutting like animals," one laughed.
Another, closer: "Listen, she is calling 'William'. That is an English name."
A third, venomous: "A white dog is mounting one of our women. We will drag them both naked through the streets and beat them until the crows feast on their eyes!"
Panic lanced through me, colder than any blade. My blood froze even as my body still burned around William's buried lingam.
Before I could pull away, a roar, deafening, and bone-shaking, ripped through the clearing. Louder, deeper than Muthu's earlier warning. The ground seemed to tremble.
The young men screamed in pure terror.
"TIGER!!!!"
"IT IS RUNNING TOWARDS US!!!"
"RUN!!!"
Brush crashed, footsteps fled, voices vanishing into the green distance like smoke.
I silently thanked Muthu and Shakti for aiding in our concealment.
The danger was gone, but the moment was broken. I could not risk another band of hunters stumbling upon their queen naked and impaled upon a magnificent British spear. My heart pounded with lingering fear and unspent lust.
"William," I gasped, "finish.... now. Pull out and spend on my breasts. Quickly."
He groaned in frustration and need, but obeyed instantly. One last deep thrust, two--then he slipped free with a wet sound. I spun on my knees to face him, cupping my heavy breasts together, offering them like sacred vessels. His hand flew to his glistening lingam, stroking his great lingam furiously briefly before he groaned.
He erupted.
Thick ropes of pearly seed lashed across my dark skin, splattering over gold-pierced nipples, running in rivulets down the curves of my breasts. Again and again he spent, until my chest was painted white, the offering dripping like fresh milk poured over a murti (statue/figure of a deity) during abhiṣhekam.
I looked down, awed by the sheer volume.
"Such bounty," I murmured, my voice husky.
"The gods themselves would be jealous of this generous offering."
Before he could speak, I lifted one breast to my mouth and slowly, deliberately licked a thick stripe of his seed from my own nipple. The salt-bitter taste of him exploded across my tongue. I did the same to the other breast, eyes locked on his the entire time, until my skin gleamed only with saliva and the last traces of his spend.
William stared, utterly spellbound. Lips parted, chest heaving, his blue eyes glazed with reverence and unsatiated hunger.
I rose unashamed, and began gathering my discarded saree. The green silk slid over my skin like cool water, hiding the evidence of our sin beneath royal folds. William dressed swiftly, silent, still dazed.
The stag lay where he had placed it. I moved to lift the forelegs
"Your Majesty, no," "let me." William protested.
"We will both carry it," I decided. "The blood and musk of the kill will mask our scent. No one will discover the scent of passion upon us."
He understood at once. Together we heaved the great carcass onto our shoulders--my smaller frame beside his tall one, blood soaking into my saree and his ruined coat alike. The weight was immense, but sharing it felt almost ceremonial, like bearing a sacred idol in procession. My heart beat with joy as I shared the burden with my magnificent white paramour.
We stepped from the hidden circle onto the path, and began walking toward the entrance. Periya Marudhu waited exactly where we had left him, arms crossed, eyes narrowing as he took in the sight, his queen bent beneath half the stag's weight beside a blood-drenched Britisher.
He roared before we reached him. "Fool of an Englishman! You dare let Her Majesty bear such a burden?"
William opened his mouth, but I cut across him.
"Silence, Periya. I chose to share the load. The forest offered a heavy gift today, and I will not have my guest shamed for honoring my command."
Periya Marudhu's scowl softened at my tone. He grunted, took the stag from our shoulders as though it weighed nothing, and slung it across the back of his own stallion. Periya Maudhu mounted the mare for William and I mounted my steed.
I gave my hand to William, and he hesitantly took it and mounted my horse as well.
Periya Marudhu's eyes were filled with shock.
"Your majesty, the people...."
"William will dismount a short distance before we arrive at the city."
"You don't mind a little walk to the Palace."
"Certainly not, your majesty."
"Periya Marudhu will guard you through the city."
As we rode back toward Sivaganga, the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the fields and turning the world to shades of amber and gold. William sat behind me on my steed, his arms loosely encircling my waist for balance, though I could feel the heat of his body pressing against my back through the bloodstained saree. His breath was warm on my neck, a subtle reminder of our sacred union in the forest, and I fought the urge to lean into him, to let my hips shift just enough to tease the hardness I knew still lingered beneath his breeches. But propriety demanded restraint; we were no longer hidden in the goddess's embrace. Periya Marudhu rode ahead on his stallion, the stag's carcass draped across the beast's flanks like a trophy of war, its antlers swaying with each powerful stride.
A short distance from the city's gates, where the road curved through a grove of mango trees, I reined in my horse.
"Here, William," I said softly, turning my head to meet his gaze.
"Dismount now. The people must not see us."
He nodded, his blue eyes lingering on mine with a depth of unspoken longing.
"As you wish, Your Majesty."
He slid down gracefully, his hand brushing my thigh in a fleeting caress that sent a spark through my yoni. Periya Marudhu dismounted as well, handing the reins of William's borrowed mare back to him, though his stern gaze flicked between us, suspicion etched in his furrowed brow. He said nothing, but I knew my guardian's loyalty would keep his questions at bay, for now.
We entered the city separately: Periya Marudhu and William walking side by side, the massive warrior rivaling the Britisher like a protective shadow. I rode ahead on my steed, the skull of my husband's slayer still adorning its neck as a grim talisman. The streets buzzed with life as before, but now the crowds parted with even greater reverence, whispers rippling through them at the sight of the stag and the bloodied figures returning from the hunt. Merchants paused their haggling, children pointed in awe, and women murmured prayers to the goddess for my safe return. I held my head high, the weight of queenship settling back upon me like a familiar crown, even as my body ached with the memory of William's touch.
Upon reaching the palace, the gates swung open with a creak of iron, and my guards saluted crisply. Vikram rushed forward to take my horse, his eyes widening at the sight of the massive stag.
"Your Majesty! A triumphant hunt, indeed. Shall we prepare the beast for the kitchens?"
I dismounted with fluid grace, my saree clinging to my curves, the dried blood adding a warrior's patina to its emerald folds.
"Yes, Vikram."
Have the cooks ready a feast this evening. Venison for all in the court, spiced with our finest masalas, to honor the forest's gift and our guest."
I glanced at William, who stood nearby, his uniform ruined but his posture unbowed. A feast would buy us a few more stolen moments, a chance to savor the afterglow before duty tore us apart.
Vikram bowed. "It shall be done, my queen."
As evening fell, the palace's great hall transformed into a tapestry of opulence and warmth. Torches flickered in golden brackets along the walls, casting dancing shadows over intricate carvings of gods and goddesses, Shiva in his tandava dance, Parvati in eternal union with her lord. Long tables groaned under platters of food: the stag's venison roasted to perfection, its meat tender and infused with cumin, coriander, and fiery chilies; bowls of fragrant biryani studded with cashews and raisins; steaming idlis and dosas served with coconut chutney; and sweets like laddus and jalebis dripping with honeyed syrup. Musicians played softly in the corner, the veena's strings weaving melodies of ancient Tamil love songs, while incense wafted through the air, mingling sandalwood with the earthy scent of the feast.
I sat at the head of the table on my throne-like chair, adorned in a fresh crimson saree that hugged my form like a lover's embrace, the gold piercings glinting beneath the thin silk blouse. William was seated to my right, an honored position that drew murmurs from the court, his uniform hastily cleaned but still bearing faint stains of our adventure. Periya Marudhu loomed nearby, ever vigilant, while Vikram and the other advisors filled the seats around us. Vellacci sat to my left, her young face a storm cloud of resentment, her eyes fixed on her plate as if the food offended her.
The feast began with toasts to goddess Korravi, to Sivaganga's enduring strength, to the bountiful hunt. I raised my goblet of spiced buttermilk, my gaze lingering on William as I spoke.
"To the forest, which gives and takes as it wills, and to those who venture into its depths with courage."
He met my eyes, a subtle smile playing on his lips, and I felt a flush creep up my neck, memories of his lingam buried deep within me flashing unbidden.
As we ate, the venison melted on my tongue, its rich flavor an echo of the wild passion we had shared. William praised the dish effusively, his voice that soothing baritone that still made my yoni quiver.
"This meat is unparalleled, Your Majesty. The spices... they awaken the senses in ways I've never known."
His words carried a double meaning for my ears alone, and I hid my smile behind a sip of drink.
But Vellacci's mood soured the air like vinegar in milk. She picked at her food, her fork clattering against the plate more than necessary, her dark eyes shooting daggers at William with every glance. She bristled at his proximity to me, at the laughter that escaped my lips, rare and genuine, in response to his tales of England.
"Why honor this white demon with our food, Amma?"
She muttered under her breath, loud enough for me to hear but not the full court.
"He and his kind are vipers in our garden."
I shot her a warning look, but her disapproval hung heavy, a silent accusation that twisted my gut with guilt. She was right to hate; the British had stolen her father, ravaged our land. Yet here I was, feasting with one, my body still singing from his touch.
As the meal drew to a close, William set down his goblet and cleared his throat, his expression turning solemn.
"Your Majesty, members of the court," he began "I am deeply grateful for this hospitality, for the hunt, and for the feast born of our shared labors."
" But duty calls me back to my post. I must depart at first light to deliver your response to Colonel Dickinson."
A hush fell over the hall. I felt a pang in my chest, sharp as a dagger's edge, the knowledge that this might be our only encounter, a fleeting union in a world of empires and enmity. But I composed myself, rising to my feet with regal poise.
"William Windsor, you have been a worthy companion this day. May the roads be kind to you, and may the goddess watch over your journey."


I extended my hand, and he took it, his fingers lingering in a final, hidden squeeze that sent warmth flooding through me. He bowed low, his golden hair catching the torchlight, then turned and left the hall, escorted by a guard.
The doors closed behind him with a resonant thud, and the court turned to me, their faces a mix of curiosity and concern. Vikram spoke first, leaning forward.
"Your Majesty, what was the message from the colonel? We have waited patiently, but the presence of that Britisher... it unnerves us all."
I sat back down, my voice steady and commanding, the weight of queenship fully upon me once more.
"Colonel James Dickinson proposes an alliance--a treaty of friendship and mutual defense. In exchange for our warriors and knowledge of the southern passes, he offers arms, gold, and the assurance that Sivaganga remains sovereign."
"The goal: to crush Tipu Sultan of Mysore before he turns his gaze southward."
Gasps rippled through the room. Periya Marudhu's fist clenched on the table, his eyes blazing.
"The audacity! They seek to use us as pawns in their games."
Vellacci's face lit with fierce approval, her earlier anger shifting to pride in me. "And your response, Amma?"
I met their gazes one by one, my chin lifted high.
"I refused. I told the messenger to inform his colonel that I would sooner raise my sword against the East India Company than against Tipu."
" We will not be divided; we will not be conquered through flattery and false promises. Sivaganga stands alone, strong and unyielding."
The court erupted in cheers, goblets raised in fervent toasts.
"Long live Queen Velu Nachiyar!" they cried, the hall echoing with loyalty and resolve.
Yet as the night wore on, and I retired to my chambers, the taste of venison lingered on my lips, mingled with the phantom salt of William's skin. In the quiet, guilt warred with satisfaction, as if Muthu's apparition watched from the shadows, but my body, sated for the first time in years, whispered that the goddess had blessed this indulgence. The hermit's words echoed faintly: perhaps this was but the beginning. I knew in my heart this would not be the last of my William, our destiny is now woven together.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
To be continued...


        White Dreams For Indian Wife Ch. 12

        Father and son watch the love of their lives get colonized.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/white-dreams-for-indian-wife-ch-12

Title: White Dreams For Indian Wife Ch. 12

Author: durgakali

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: Father and son watch the love of their lives get colonized.

Tags: indian female, bleached, raceplay, wmif, indian male, bwc, white male, tamil, imif, big white cock




Disclaimer:
This work of fiction will most likely be long, so if that's not what you want and you just want to quickly get to the sex in the story, then please find another story. This story will contain themes of interracial sex, voyeurism, infidelity, raceplay, cuckolding, and romance, so if that's not what you want, please find something else. All individuals who participate in any sexual acts in this story are all over the age of 18.
Paul's POV:
It has been over a month since Ambika and I separated. I could still remember that painful day when she said Zach was her true love. It was like a punch in the gut seeing him when she brought him home. Tall, white, well built, and looked like he would put any of the sexiest men alive to shame. I knew then the truth, she had fallen for him the day she fucked him for the first time. There was no way I could compete with him, he was taller, better looking, younger, and white.
When she kissed him in front of me and my son it felt like my whole world stood still. My beautiful loving Tamil wife passionately kissing that white boy had me frozen in awe, sorrow, and arousal. I was only brought back to reality when my son exploded with anger. I had to restrain him with every bit of my strength as he struggled to free himself. Thank god, my strength held out on that day, otherwise Ravi would have cut that white boy and maybe Ambika pieces. I guess it was my love for my wife that made me able to restrain my son at that moment, despite being in my forties. The drive to my parent's house was the longest drive I ever took to their place. It was like every second lasted twice as long.
My parents were accommodating, I tried to lie to them about me and Ambika having problems, but my mother could see right through me. She knew I was in a state of depression rather than anger and frustration. She wasted no time in getting the truth out of me, I couldn't keep them in the dark indefinitely.
My parents erupted with rage when they learned what Ambika had done. My mother, who never considered Ambika as a worthy daughter-in-law, cursed her name to no end. She told me that Hindu witch had done what she warned me from the beginning. I tried to reason with her that this might be just a phase but she called me a hopeless fool for still loving my wife. Maybe she is right, I might as well be a hopeless fool after everything I heard and seen.
My father who welcomed Ambika with open arms, now swore that he will never allow her to set foot in this house ever again. He called her a demon possessed whore that drug our family's name through the mud. He called my father-in-law and gave him an earful. There were choice words exchanged through the phone which I knew ended any sort of good will among our families.
Just as I thought it couldn't get darker for me, last week Ambika sent me a picture that made my heart drop to my stomach. It was her kneeling with two other women, they were young, one Asian and another middle eastern from what I could tell. Ambika and the two young women had cum painted liberally across their faces as they beamed with pride at the camera.
The picture made my cock hard as a rock, my beautiful wife's face covered in that white stud's cum. She had given him what she denied me as well as having a foursome with him. Emotions of betrayal, love, jealousy, happiness swirled in my chest. It was a feeling that was indescribable. Then she sent another picture, this time, Zach's big white cock resting on all three of them. My cock was leaping for joy, while my heart sank into despair. After a few minutes I simply replied with a heart emoji and "I love you", what else was there to say?
My mother and father noticed I was feeling more down than usual after my wife kicked me out. They tried to inquire but I just lied to them that my boss gave me more work than usual. They bought it, and I worked an extra 2 hours at the plant to give the lie validity. However my parents were urging me to start dating white Christian women to get over Ambika. They believed whole heartedly that this was God's punishment for accommodating idols in my home. They believed if I were to wed a Christian woman, my life would be next to perfect.
They could never understand the love I have for my Ambika, even if I were to go through with it, my heart would only have room for Ambika and it would be a miserable existence for me and for the poor woman.
My only source of sexual release now was through my trusty right hand, and Ambika's new presents for me. God she looked stunning, my dick would be hard as a rock when I opened those sexy pictures she sent me. She looked amazing covered in his cum in the first two pics. I always fantasized about her face painted with streaks of cum, white seed dripping from her chin and forehead. The picture was better than any of the images my mind ever conjured up. I guess she just needed the right man to awaken her inner goddess.
I was lost in my thoughts about all the sexy things she was up to with her boyfriend. That lucky son of a bitch, he must be living every white boy's fantasy of banging that hot exotic milf in the neighborhood. Suddenly I could hear my mother calling out to me in the kitchen.
"Paul!"
"Sorry amma (Tamil for Mother), I was just lost in my thoughts."
"No doubt thinking about that harlot again, when are you going to get over her, she threw you away like a disposable commodity!"
"I just can't fall out of love with her, it's not as easy as switching off a switch in my brain, she and I loved each other and built a family."
"Paul, you need to get over this irrational affinity for a woman who betrayed you." My father said with concern.
"Your mental health would suffer if you endlessly pine for her all the while she is bedding that white rascal."
"Now dear, don't blame that young white man for that harlot's decision."
"Come now Ruth, you can't be defending the white man forever, it took two people's involvement for the collapse of our son's marriage."
"Sweetheart, you just don't understand white men like I do, I am sure it was that harlot's seduction that was the spark for that young man to fall into sin."
My father just shook his head, and continued watching the T.V.
"Anyway, eat your breakfast before it gets cold."
I took the plate from my mother and quickly began eating my breakfast, wolfing down the Dosa with the chicken curry. My mother noticed my increased pace in devouring the food and shot me a disappointed look.
"Why are you eating so fast, it's Saturday."
"I know mom, it's just that I want to go to the bible study my co-worker invited me to, to help with the Ambika situation."
It was a complete load of shit, I wanted to gaze upon my Ambika, she shot a text yesterday night that her boyfriend was going to be fucking her all day while Ravi was visiting his girlfriend in college. I know spying on her is wrong but I can't help it, it's been weeks since I saw her beautiful face and radiant smile.
"Why so early though?"
"He is busy with another matter after 3 hours from now."
"Then ask God sincerely to provide you with a God fearing Christian woman."
"Yeah mom I'll try..."
"You better, God is not pleased with idolatry of any kind, he is above all things."
"I know mom, just let me go through this with peace."
"Alright."
I quickly finished my breakfast and got in my car to drive back to my old neighborhood. As I was driving down the road, my heart raced just thinking of the steamy sex they were going to have or were already having at this very moment. This is going to be one of the most unique and memorable days for me, filled with arousal, love, and depression.
I finally arrived in my familiar neighborhood and wisely decided to park my car in the neighborhood park and walk down to my house. Excitement flooded my body, I'm going to see my wife in action with him for the first time, not pictures, the whole thing. I jerked off to the thought of her having passionate sex with Zach ever since she confessed the day she cheated on me with him. Each step felt like I was closer and closer to uncovering a dreadful yet pleasurable truth.
I reached my street and my house was just a few steps away. I decided to be quiet as a mouse and approached slowly and silently. Only Ambika's and Zach's car are in the driveway, good, hopefully Ravi is spending time with his new girlfriend, the longer the better. I silently opened the backyard door and slowly closed it half way to not make any noise. What the fuck am I doing, I'm sneaking around my own house and spying on my wife like a peeping tom. God, if you are real, please let this go smoothly, don't let my wife, her boyfriend or our neighbors notice me.
I crawled to our master bedroom window, and thankfully the blinds were open. I took a quick peek and nobody was there. It was quiet, eerily quiet. Maybe they were having breakfast late. Whatever the case, I'm not going to linger here any more than thirty minutes. After a minute or two I could hear someone doing the dishes, yeah they were just done eating breakfast. I could faintly hear them approaching. I quickly unzipped my pants and released my dick from its fabric confining.
"Babe, that spicy Dosa sausage you cooked up was amazing, do you make it often?"
"No, the idea just came yesterday to me."
I wanted to try something new, something fresh."
"I thought an English sausage wrapped in Indian crepe would be an amazing combination."
I finally saw them appear in the bedroom. My beautiful wife, dressed in her more revealing purple sari showing a good amount of her shoulder and naval area. My dick immediately stirred at the sight of her. God, she looked amazing as always, motherhood and age certainly blessed her with curves in all the right places. Big tits, big ass, a subtle mommy belly, and her shoulder as well as her clavicle area had just the right amount of fat to barely hide her bones perfectly.
"Just like us, huh?" Zach said with that cocky white boy demeanor he first arrived at our house.
Ambika went up to him and wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him the most sexy look I ever saw on her face.
"Exactly like us, your English sausage in my Tamil dosa." She said, seduction dripping from her voice like honey.
Their dirty talk even though tame for now got my dick leaping.
They kissed slowly and sensually, it was like watching art in motion. Her lips made love to his lips like they were divine. After 2 minutes they released and looked at each other, admiring their respective attractiveness.
"Do you think Ravi will be out all day with his girlfriend?"
"I don't think we're going to see him until evening at the earliest, do you want to fuck me in the couch or in the kitchen?"
"No, I just wanted him to hear you moaning in pleasure from my big white cock."
"Zach you're such a kinky jerk, wanting to keep rubbing your conquest of my pussy in my son's face like that."
"Admit it, it's hot isn't it, a white boy just a few years older than him made his mom a big white cock slut."
"Yeah, but I'm just sad that Paul couldn't see us in action. I know I sent those pictures but it's not the same."
"Who knows, maybe your pervy cuckold husband might be spying on us right now."
"I wish, god knows that man never got to witness the glorious sex between us."
Shit, did he see me enter the backyard?
No, he would have pointed it out to her. That fucking prick has the nerve to think that I would be spying on him fucking my wife, even though I am doing just that right now..
My heart hammered against my ribs as I crouched there under the bedroom window, pants around my ankles, my cock throbbing painfully in my fist. The afternoon sun beat down on my back, but I barely felt it. All I could focus on was the scene unfolding inside my own master bedroom, the room where Ambika and I had conceived Ravi, where we'd made love countless times. Now it was Zach's territory. The white boy who had stolen my beautiful wife, and my house.
"You're terrible, Zach. Paul's probably at his parents' house right now, eating dosa and probably pining for me while his mom is ranting about how he married hindu prostitute."
She ran her manicured nails, painted a deep maroon I'd never seen her wear before, down the front of his tight white t-shirt, tracing the ridges of his abs.
"But, the off chance he is watching... mmm, let him. Let him see how a white stud colonizes his Tamil wife."
Zach smirked, that cocky grin that made my stomach twist even as my dick jerked in my hand. He was shirtless now, the morning light catching on his broad, pale shoulders and the light dusting of blond hair across his chest. He grabbed a handful of her sari pallu and yanked it down in one smooth motion, exposing the deep neckline of her blouse. Her heavy breasts, fuller than I remembered from the last time I'd touched them, strained against the thin purple fabric, dark nipples already hard and visible.
"Fuck, I love when you talk like that, babe," he growled.
He spun her around so her back was to the window, her ass--round, thick pressed right up against his crotch. I had a perfect side view.
"Tell me again how much better my big white cock feels than your husband's little brown one."
Ambika moaned softly as he ground against her, her eyes half-lidded with lust. She reached back and palmed the massive bulge in his sweatpants.
"So much better, Zach. Paul's little brown dick... it was sweet. Comfortable."
" Yours however? Great Goddess, it ruins me every single fucking time. Stretches my Tamil pussy so deep I forget my own name."
" Makes me cum like a desperate whore who has been big-dick deprived for months."
I stroked my cock faster, God this was so fucking hot. Shame burned in my cheeks, but I couldn't stop. The way she said it: Tamil pussy, little brown one--hit me like a drug. The degradation she poured out was exquisite, harsh but extremely erotic. Pre-cum leaked over my fingers as I watched Zach's big hands roam over her body like he owned it.
He tugged the hooks of her blouse open with practiced ease, letting her big round tits spill free. They were magnificent: dark, round, heavy, with wide black areolas and nipples that begged to be sucked. Zach cupped one roughly, pinching the nipple until she gasped with pleasure.
"Look at these big fat Indian tits," he murmured against her neck.
"Made for white hands. Made for white babies, too, one day."
He then kissed her shoulder, and bit down lightly, making her whimper.
"Gonna knock you up one of these days, Ambika. I'm going to colonize that Desi womb with half-white kids while Paul jerks off to the pictures of your growing belly."
Ambika's head fell back against his chest, eyes fluttering shut in pure bliss.
"Yes... fuck, yes. I want that. I need that. I want to carry your child while Paul watches my belly grow. I want him to know every time I get fucked raw by your big white cock."
I nearly came right then and there. My balls tightened, but I slowed my strokes, desperate to make this last as long as possible. This was better than any picture she'd sent me. This was live.
Zach spun her again, pushing her gently onto the bed so she was on all fours facing the window. Her sari was bunched around her waist now, blouse hanging open, tits swaying heavily beneath her. She looked straight toward me, though I knew she couldn't see me through the reflection and the distance, and smiled that sexy, loving smile I used to wake up to every morning.
"Paul, baby... if you're out there, watch me get fucked like you never could. Watch as my body burns for Zach and his big white cock."
Zach dropped his sweatpants. His cock sprang free--thick, long, veiny, the head already glistening with precum. 12 inches of rock hard ivory glory was going to destroy my wife's pussy in front of me. It looked obscene next to her dark brown skin. He slapped it against her ass cheek once, twice, leaving a wet streak.
"Tell him," Zach ordered, lining himself up.
Ambika locked eyes with the window again.
"Paul... his cock is so much bigger than yours. Thicker. Whiter. It owns me now."
Her voice cracked as Zach pushed in--slow, deliberate, letting me see every inch disappear into her tight, shaved pussy. She was soaking; I could see her juices coating him already.
"Oh Shakti... yes...you're stretching me so fucking good!"
Zach groaned in pleasure as he bottomed out slowly, balls-deep in my wife.
"Still so fucking tight for me, God, your pussy is the best, second to none, Paul's pathetic desi dick could never have known the true warmth of your pussy this deep."
"Tiny compared to you." she gasped, pushing back against him.
"Never filled me like this. Never took me to the summit of pleasure."
He started thrusting--long, powerful strokes that made her heavy tits swing and her ass ripple. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the air, mixed with her moaning and his grunts.
"That's it, my little Tamil slut. Take that white cock. Show your cuck husband how a real man, a white man fucks."
I was stroking in perfect rhythm with his thrusts now, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes even as my cock wept pre-cum. Love, pain and lust swirled together until I couldn't tell them apart. My beautiful Ambika--my wife, the mother of my son--looked happier than I'd ever made her. Her face was flushed, lips parted, eyes glassy with pleasure. Every thrust made her cry out words I never thought I'd hear from her.
"Harder, Zach... fuck me like Paul never could... breed your Indian whore..."
" Bitch, I'm going to make you scream in pleasure like I always do, now get ready!"
I felt anger flood my body as he called my wife a bitch, all the dirty talk of Ambika being a slut or whore added to the sex but this made me want to go in there and beat him with an inch of his life. I quickly chided myself, Ambika would be absolutely livid, if I were to just barge on in.
I continued watching in silence as Zach delivered a powerful smack to her ass.
The crack of Zach's palm against Ambika's thick Tamil ass echoed through the bedroom like a gunshot. Her dark-brown skin rippled under the impact as she cried out in pleasure.
"FUCK YES, ZACH! SPANK YOUR DESI WHORE HARDER!"
Another smack. Then another. Her ass jiggled beautifully with each one, and I could see her shaved pussy clenching around his thick white shaft, creamy juices already dripping down her thighs. My own brown dick throbbed violently in my fist as I pumped it faster, pre-cum slicking my palm. God, she looked so perfect like this--on all fours in the bed we once shared, sari bunched uselessly around her waist, heavy tits swinging like ripe mangoes, nipples dark and stiff. And him... that towering white stud behind her, pale muscles flexing, his 12-inch monster stretching her wide open. I hated how perfect he looked.
"Paul's pathetic little brown dick never made you cream like this, did it, babe?" Zach growled, slamming into her with a wet, obscene slap.
"Tell him. Tell your cuck husband how my big white cock is rewriting your Tamil pussy."
Ambika's eyes were locked on the window again, that same loving, wicked smile on her face as if she really could see me crouching there like a desperate pervert. Her voice was husky, broken by moans.
"Paul... baby... he's so much bigger. So much thicker. Every inch of this white cock is hitting spots you never even touched."
" I'm sorry, but your desi dick feels like a finger compared to him. He's ruining me for you forever. I'm his now. His Tamil slut. His big-white-cock-addicted soon to be wife."
The words sliced into me like a knife, but my cock surged harder than it ever had in our marriage. Jealousy burned hot in my chest--pure, agonizing envy for this white boy who had stolen everything. He was taller than me, built like a Greek god, and that pale, veiny monster that made my wife's eyes roll back. I could see it glistening every time he pulled out, coated in her juices, twice as thick as mine and impossibly long. How could I compete?


Zach grabbed her long black hair like reins and yanked her head back, arching her spine as he pounded her harder.
"That's right. This pussy belongs to white cock now. Say it for Paul."
"IT BELONGS TO WHITE COCK, IT BELONGS TO ZACH'S BIG WHITE COCK!!!" she screamed.
"Your big white cock, Zach! Paul could never fuck me like this. Never make me cum this hard. I love you... I love you so much more than I ever loved him!"
Those words-- I love you so much more--hit me like a freight train. My heart shattered even as my balls drew up tight. She meant it. I could hear it in her voice, see it in the way her body melted for him. She wasn't just cheating anymore. She had completely fallen for this white stud. Kicking me out. Moving him into our house.
My wife--my beautiful, traditional Tamil wife--was head over heels for a younger white man who treated her like his personal exotic fucktoy. The pain was exquisite. I wanted to cry. I wanted to barge in and stop it. But mostly I wanted to keep stroking, to watch every second of my replacement claiming what used to be mine.
Zach suddenly pulled out, his cock slapping wetly against her ass. "On your back, curry slut. I want Paul to see your face when I breed you."
Ambika flipped over eagerly, spreading her thick thighs wide, knees bent, feet planted on the mattress. Her sari was a ruined mess, blouse completely open, tits spilling out. She looked straight at the window again as Zach climbed between her legs and sank back inside her in one brutal thrust.
"Ohhh fuck, yes! Fill me, baby!"
He started fucking her missionary-style, slow and deep at first, letting me watch every inch disappear into her dark, puffy pussy lips. Then faster. Harder. Her tits bounced wildly with every thrust. Zach leaned down and sucked one dark nipple into his mouth, biting just hard enough to make her gasp.
"These tits are gonna look so good full of milk when I knock you up."
"Half-white babies sucking on these brown nipples while Paul watches from the corner like the pathetic cuck he is."
Ambika's hands clawed at his broad white back, nails digging in.
"Yes! Breed me, Zach! Put a white baby in me! I want to carry your child while Paul signs the divorce papers. I want him to see my belly swell with your seed!"
I was panting now, fist flying over my cock, tears blurring my vision. Envy clawed at me--raw, burning jealousy for the way she looked at him. The way she kissed him like he was her whole world. He was everything I wasn't: super tall, well built, white, and hung like a fucking horse. And she had fallen completely. My wife--the mother of my son--was in love with his big white cock more than she'd ever been with me.
Zach suddenly stood up, still buried deep inside her. In one smooth motion he scooped her up--those powerful white arms lifting her curvy 180 pound Tamil body like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locked behind his back. He held her there, suspended in the air, and she started bouncing her on his cock.
Ambika's head fell back, mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. Her heavy tits bounced against his chest, dark nipples dragging across his pale skin.
"Oh Shakti! You feel even more bigger inside me now!"
He grinned that cocky white-boy grin and slammed up into her, gravity helping him drive even deeper.
She looked right at the window again, eyes glassy with lust and love.
"Paul... he's carrying me! Fucking me standing up like I'm weightless! His big white cock is so deep... I can feel it in my womb."
" I'm gonna cum so hard on him. I love him, Paul. I'm in love with this white stud and his superior cock. I'm never going back to your subpar brown dick. Never!"
The jealousy was a living thing inside me now--twisting, aching, making my chest hurt even as my orgasm built like a freight train. I envied every inch of him. His height. His muscles. The way his pale skin contrasted so obscenely with her rich Tamil brown. The way his heavy white balls slapped against her ass with every upward thrust. He was colonizing her--body, heart, everything. And she was letting him. No, she was begging for it.
Zach's pace turned savage. He bounced her harder, grunting with effort, sweat glistening on his pale chest. "Gonna... cum, babe. Gonna.... flood this Tamil pussy. Are you ready to take every drop while your cuck husband watches?"
"YES! CUM INSIDE ME! BREED YOUR INDIAN WHORE! MAKE ME YOURS COMPLETELY!"
I couldn't hold back anymore. As Zach roared and buried himself balls-deep, his thick white cock pulsing visibly as he pumped rope after rope of cum into my wife, Ambika screamed in orgasm--her whole body shaking in his arms, pussy milking him greedily. I exploded too, shooting thick spurts of my own cum onto the side of the house, knees buckling as I watched the woman I love completely surrender to another man.
They stayed like that for a long moment--him holding her in the air, still buried inside her, kissing her deeply while his cum leaked out around his shaft and dripped down her thighs. She whispered something against his lips that I couldn't hear, but I knew what it was.
I love you, Zach.
The pain was almost unbearable. But so was the arousal. I tucked my spent, twitching cock back into my pants, legs shaky, and slipped away from the window like the broken cuck I had become. My wife had moved on. She had fallen completely for a white boy and his big cock.
Zach didn't put her down right away. He kept holding Ambika, her thick dark brown thighs still wrapped around his waist, his big white cock still buried deep inside her cum-filled pussy. God, they looked like Yin and Yang in that position. He was tall, she was short, he was hard and muscular, and she was soft and curvaceous, he was pinkish white, she was brownish black. He was young and she was old. They contrasted heavily against each other, like if night and day blended together.
Thick white seed was already leaking out around his shaft, dripping in slow strings down her dark inner thighs and onto the bedroom floor we used to keep spotless. Ambika's head rested against his broad pale shoulder, her long wavy black hair spilling over his chest like silk. She looked completely blissed out--eyes half-closed, lips parted in a soft satisfied smile.
They stayed like that for what felt like forever, just breathing together, his strong white arms cradling her curvy Tamil body as if she weighed nothing. He gently kissed her forehead, then her eyelids, then the tip of her nose, tender, possessive kisses that made my stomach twist with fresh jealousy. This wasn't just fucking anymore. This was intimacy. The kind she used to share with me after making love to each other. Now it belonged to him.
Finally, Zach lowered her gently onto the bed. Ambika stretched luxuriously, her heavy dark breasts spilling sideways, nipples still stiff and glistening from his mouth. He climbed in beside her and pulled her close, spooning her from behind. One muscular white arm draped possessively over her waist, his large pale hand cupping the underside of one big heavy brown tit, thumb lazily circling her dark areola. Her big round ass nestled perfectly against his crotch, his softening but still impressive cock nestled between her cheeks. They looked like the perfect couple--tall white stud and his exotic Tamil goddess. My wife glowed in his arms, happier than I'd seen her in years. She looked nothing short of a living goddess.
I crouched there under the window, my spent cock still twitching in my hand, cum cooling on the siding of the house. The sight of them cuddling hurt worse than the raw fucking. The casual affection. The way she sighed contentedly and wiggled back into him, whispering something I couldn't hear. The way he nuzzled her neck and murmured back, making her giggle softly. This was real. She had fallen for him completely.
My phone buzzed silently in my pocket, thank god I'd put it on vibrate before sneaking over. I pulled it out carefully, heart hammering. It was a new message from Ambika.
The picture loaded: Zach's big, pale hand possessively squeezing one of her dark brown tits, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, her wide black areola spilling between his knuckles. Her nipple was pinched lightly between his thumb and forefinger. The contrast was divine, ivory skin against rich ebony. Fresh cum glistened on her inner thigh in the background. The caption read:
Just got freshly fucked by my big white boyfriend 😍 He filled me so deep, Paul. Still leaking his cum from my pussy. Thinking of you watching. ❤️
My spent cock gave a pathetic twitch, already trying to harden again. The jealousy surged--sharp, aching envy for those strong white hands that got to touch her so freely now. I typed back quickly, thumbs shaking:
❤️
I love you.
That was all I could manage. What else was there to say? She had moved on. She moved him into our house, and is going to divorce me in about 11 months. And here I was, hiding outside like a pathetic cuck voyeur, stroking myself raw while another man cuddled my wife.
Inside, Ambika's phone lit up on the nightstand. She reached for it lazily, still nestled against Zach's chest. I saw her read my message. A soft, affectionate smile spread across her face--the same smile she used to give me when I brought her flowers after a long day.
Zach noticed. He peered over her shoulder, that cocky smirk returning.
"Let me guess--your little brown cuck sent another heart emoji? What a cuck. Still simping while I'm the one balls-deep in his wife."
" Bet he's out there right now jerking his pathetic desi dick to the thought of me breeding you."
Ambika turned in his arms, placing a gentle hand on his pale chest. Her voice was soft but firm, laced with that familiar warmth I knew so well.
"Zach, stop. Don't mock him like that." She kissed his jaw tenderly.
"Paul is still my husband--for now. And he's been nothing but loving through all of this. Most men would have lost their minds, screamed, or tried to hurt us."
" But Paul... he's different. He still loves me. Deeply. Even after everything. Even after seeing how completely I've fallen for you and your big white cock."
"That's sweet. It's rare. He's my loving cuck, and nothing is going to change that part of him. I'll always care about him for that."
Zach chuckled, but there was a hint of reluctant respect in his eyes. He squeezed her tit again, possessively.
"You're too soft on him, babe. But fine... if your little Tamil cuck wants to keep sending hearts while I claim this pussy, I guess I can live with it. As long as you know who owns you now."
Ambika smiled, nuzzling back into his neck. "I do, baby. You own me. Body and heart. But Paul will always have a special place."
" He gave me Ravi."
" He loved me when I was just a shy horny Tamil girl. And now he's letting me be happy with you. That kind of love... it's beautiful in its own way."
She sent another quick reply to me--nothing but a single red heart emoji and three kiss marks.
I stared at my phone, throat tight, fresh tears burning my eyes even as my cock stirred again at the thought of them cuddling post-sex, talking about me like this. The pain of her defending me while lying naked in another man's arms was almost too much. Envy clawed at my insides--envy for Zach's youth, his size, his effortless dominance, his ability to make her glow like that. He had taken everything. My wife. My bed. My future. And yet... knowing she still saw me as her "loving cuck" somehow made the humiliation sweeter. More addictive.
I stayed crouched there a few more minutes, watching them drift into lazy after-sex cuddles--his pale hand lazily stroking her dark skin, her fingers tracing the muscles of his arm. Then, quietly, I slipped away, heart aching, cock already twitching at the thought of the divorce papers... and the new life she was building with her tall, hunky white boyfriend.
But I knew I'd be back. Sneaking, watching, stroking. Because no matter how much it hurt, I couldn't stop loving her.
I drove back to my parents' house in a daze, the taste of salt from my own tears still on my lips. My cock was soft now, but my heart felt like it had been hollowed out. Every red light gave me too much time to replay the scene: Ambika glowing in Zach's arms, his pale hand lazily owning her dark breast, the way she defended me as her "loving cuck" while cuddling naked against his superior white body. The jealousy was a living fire in my chest. He had taken my wife, my bed, my future. And she had let him. No... she had chosen him over me.
By the time I parked in my parents' driveway, the ache had become unbearable. I couldn't hold it in anymore. Sitting in the car, hands shaking, I pulled out my phone and typed a desperate text to Ambika:
Ambika, please... don't go through with the divorce. I still love you more than anything. I can't stop loving you. You can fuck Zach whenever you want, as much as you want, I don't care anymore. I just want to live together with you again. Please. I'll sleep in the guest room. I'll watch quietly. Just don't stop being my wife. I need you in my life.
I hit send before I could delete it, then stared at the screen, pulse racing.
A few minutes later, my phone rang. It was her.
I answered immediately, voice already cracking.
"Ambika..."
"Paul," she said softly. Her voice was gentle, but there was steel underneath--the same calm certainty I'd heard when she first told me she was leaving.
In the background I could faintly hear Zach moving around, probably still shirtless, that cocky smirk on his face.
"I got your text. I need you to listen to me, okay?"
I swallowed hard, already feeling the tears burning behind my eyes.
"I've already made my decision," she continued, firm but kind.
"I'm not coming back as your wife. Zach and I... it's real. He hasn't just colonized my pussy, Paul. He's colonized my heart."
"That big white cock of his woke something in me I didn't even know existed. He's my soul mate. The man I was always meant to be with. Nothing you say or do can change that. Not now. Not ever."
The words landed like punches. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, fighting the sob rising in my throat.
"But... I love you. I'll do anything..."
"I know you do," she said, her tone softening even more.
"And I still love you too, Paul. It may not be the way a wife loves her husband anymore. But it is romantic. Deeply romantic. You've shown me a kind of love most women never experience."
Fresh tears spilled down my cheeks. I was on the verge of breaking completely, realizing there was no hope left. She was gone. Truly gone. Moved on to her tall, hunky white boyfriend who could make her scream in ways I never could.
Ambika must have heard the pain in my silence. Her voice turned even gentler, almost maternal.
"Shh... don't cry, baby. I'm still here for you. I want you in my life. Just... differently now. Thank you for the amazing marriage we had all these years."
" You were a good husband. You gave me stability, our beautiful son, and so much quiet love."
And thank you for leaving quietly when I moved Zach in. Most men would have fought, screamed, tried to hurt us." But you... you stepped aside like a gentleman. That meant everything to me."
I choked on a sob, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. "I just wanted you to be happy..."
"You did that," she whispered.
"And now our love has evolved. It's no longer physical. It's completely spiritual now. Pure. Holy, even. You're not losing me, Paul. You're gaining something deeper."
There was a long pause. I could hear her breathing, calm and content, while in the background Zach muttered something I couldn't make out--probably mocking me again. Ambika ignored him.
Then, with a playful lilt in her voice, she teased, "Tell me something... am I still your goddess, Paul?"
The question hit me like a wave of warmth through the pain.
Without hesitation, enthusiastically, I answered, voice thick with tears but full of devotion: "Yes... yes, Ambika. You're my goddess. You always will be."
She let out a soft, moved sigh. I could almost picture her smiling, those full lips curving gently, perhaps while Zach's hand rested possessively on her thigh.
"Oh, Paul... that touches me so deeply. This love you have for me--it's too holy and pure to go back to being husband and wife."
" It would cheapen it. You're my loving cuck, my devotee. And I cherish that more than you know."
I sat there in the car, phone pressed to my ear, tears streaming freely now, but a strange peace mixing with the devastation. My beautiful Tamil wife--mother of my son, the woman I built a life with--was gently, lovingly ending our marriage while affirming a new, elevated bond. She belonged to Zach now. To his big white cock, his white body, his younger, presence. The jealousy still burned--sharp envy for everything he had that I didn't--but her words wrapped around the pain like silk.
"I love you, Ambika," I whispered, broken but sincere.
"I love you too, Paul," she replied tenderly. "Now go inside. Rest.
She hung up.
I sat there for a long time, staring at the phone, heart aching with loss and twisted arousal. My wife was gone. But my goddess remained. And somewhere in that spiritual, painful, erotic evolution, I knew I would keep loving her, watching her, envying Zach, stroking to the memory of his big white cock claiming what used to be mine.
Later that night, long after I had dragged myself inside my parents' house and pretended everything was fine during dinner, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. I was lying in the dark guest room, still replaying Ambika's gentle but firm words from the phone call. The ache in my chest hadn't faded, but neither had the constant, humiliating throb between my legs.
It was a video from Ambika. No caption. Just a thumbnail that made me catch my breath: her beautiful dark face looking up, lips parted, with the unmistakable pale shaft of Zach's cock nestled between her heavy brown tits.
I plugged in my earphones with shaking hands and hit play, heart hammering so loudly I was sure my parents would hear it through the wall.
The video opened with Zach's deep, confident voice behind the camera.
"Look at these perfect Tamil tits, baby. You're built for big white cock."
Ambika was on her knees in our old bedroom, completely naked, her curvy dark brown body glowing under the soft lamp light. Her massive, heavy breasts--darker areolas wide and inviting--were wrapped tightly around Zach's thick, veiny white cock. The contrast was amazing. She pressed them together with both hands, squeezing his pale shaft as she slid them up and down in slow, sensual strokes. Her nipples were rock hard, brushing against his skin with every movement.
"Mmm... your big white cock feels so good between my tits," she purred, looking straight into the camera with lust-drunk eyes.
"So much longer and thicker than Paul's little brown one."
Zach groaned in pleasure, the camera shaking slightly as he thrust gently between her soft, warm cleavage.
"That's it, my Indian slut. Fuck my cock with those fat Desi breasts. Show your cuck husband what real worship looks like."
Ambika smiled and sped up, her tits jiggling and bouncing with every stroke. She leaned down and spat on his cock for extra lubrication, then took the head into her mouth on every upward glide, sucking noisily while her breasts continued milking him. The wet, sloppy sounds filled my earphones. My own cock was instantly rock-hard again, leaking pre-cum as I pulled it out and started stroking desperately.
Zach's breathing grew ragged. "Fuck... I'm close. Gonna paint that pretty Tamil face."
Ambika moaned around his cockhead, eyes sparkling with excitement. "Yes, baby. Cover my face. Mark me as yours."


With a deep grunt, Zach pulled his cock free from her tits and aimed it at her face. The first powerful rope of thick white cum erupted straight onto her waiting tongue. Ambika opened her mouth wider, hungrily catching as much as she could, swallowing the first spurt with an audible gulp. Then the rest came in heavy, pulsing jets splattering across her cheeks, nose, forehead, chin, and full lips. Thick, pearly strands of his white seed dripped down her dark skin, some landing in her eyelashes, some sliding toward her mouth.
She looked utterly ruined and radiant at the same time.
Ambika licked her lips slowly, savoring the taste, her tongue scooping up what had landed there and swallowing again with a satisfied moan.
"Mmm... your cum tastes so good, Zach. So much thicker and creamier than Paul's ever was."
Zach's voice was low and commanding as he kept the camera focused on her cum-glazed face.
"Good girl. Now give your cuck a goodnight kiss."
Ambika looked directly into the lens, her beautiful face glistening with fresh loads of Zach's cum. She smiled that loving smile I knew so well, then puckered her cum-covered lips and blew a slow, sensual flying kiss straight at the camera.
"Goodnight, Paul," she said softly, voice dripping with affection and dominance.
"Your goddess just got her face painted by her white bull. Jerk off to this video tonight, baby. In fact, from now on, this is how I want you to get your sexual release."
" No dating other women. No trying to move on. You belong to me, even though we're separated and will be divorcing."
" You're my loving cuck. My devotee. Your orgasms are mine now. Stroke that sweet little brown cock only to me. Understand?"
She blew another kiss, cum still dripping from her chin, then the video ended.
I came instantly.
Thick spurts of my own cum shot across my stomach and chest as I watched the frozen image of my wife's cum-glazed face sending me that flying kiss. Tears of humiliation, love, and overwhelming envy mixed with the pleasure ran down my face. The jealousy was sharper than ever--envy for Zach's big white cock that had just erupted all over the face I used to kiss goodnight, for the way Ambika swallowed his load so eagerly, for the casual ownership in his voice.
But her words... "You're mine... your orgasms are mine now"... they wrapped around my broken heart like warm chains.
I lay there panting, phone still in hand, staring at the cum-streaked face of the woman who used to be my wife. My Tamil goddess. She had completely fallen for another man--taller, younger, and better hung. She moved him into our house, plans to divorce me, and is now building a new life with him. And yet she still claimed me in the most humiliating, erotic way possible.
I typed back with trembling fingers, heart emoji after heart emoji, followed by:
I understand, my goddess. I love you. I'll only cum for you from now on. Goodnight.
A few seconds later, another message from her:
Good boy ❤️ Sleep well knowing your wife is sleeping with a big white cock buried inside her.
The pain of loss and the thrill of total surrender mixed into something I could no longer live without.
I was hers.
Forever her cuck.
Forever in love with my goddess, helplessly envious of the white boy who now owned her body and heart.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Ravi's POV:
Valentine's Day. The one day of the year that was supposed to be about romance, flowers, and stolen kisses with my girlfriend. It was a shame that Meena and I got together well after that romantic day, even though that wonderful day has long passed, I felt even a belated celebration of that day should be obligatory with my first relationship. Instead, my heart was pounding for an entirely different reason as I walked down the dorm hallway, a modest bouquet of red roses in one hand and a small box of her favorite Indian sweets in the other along with a dairy milk in my pocket.
Meena.
My sweet Meena had completely turned my world upside down in the past weeks. The Tamil girl I'd recently started dating had awoken overwhelming happiness in me, something I had not felt in a long time since I was a stupid little kid. She was my girlfriend, my goddess, my queen, my future wife. Her daily good-morning texts and sexy videos of her getting fucked by Chad's big white cock always made my day.
I wasn't angry. Fuck, I was happy for her. Proud, even. Watching Mom glow in Zach's arms, hearing her scream how much better his big white cock felt... it had twisted something deep inside me. Instead of rage, it brought a strange, throbbing joy. If Mom could find that kind of pleasure with a tall white stud, why shouldn't my girlfriend?
I stopped outside Meena's dorm room door. The thin wooden door did nothing to muffle the wonderful sounds coming from inside.
Heavy, rhythmic moaning. Wet slapping skin. A deep male grunt.
"Oh fuck... Chad... yes, right there! Harder, baby!"
"Your big white cock is hitting so deep!"
Meena's voice--high, desperate, breaking with pleasure. My cock twitched in my chastity cage, desperately wanting to be free once it heard Meena's beautiful moaning.
I pressed my ear closer. The bed was creaking violently now.
Chad's voice cut through: "That's it, you busty Indian whore. Take that big white dick. Your tight Desi pussy was made for this!"
Meena whimpered loudly, the sound turning into a long, wailing moan as she clearly came.
"I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Oh goddess... your white cock is ruining me!"
"OH GOD!!!"
"OH FUCK!!!"
"FUCK!!! I'M CLOSE!!!!"
My heart swelled with a weird mix of love and arousal. She sounded so happy. So free. So completely lost in pleasure I knew I could never give her. I stood there, flowers in hand and Indian sweets in the other, cock rock-hard, smiling like an idiot.
Their moaning built to a crescendo. Chad growled something filthy about painting her "curry munching face," and Meena begged for it, voice cracking with another orgasm.
"GET ON YOUR KNEES AND STICK OUT YOUR TONGUE, DOT HEAD!" He roared.
This irked me but I remembered this was all sexy bedroom talk for my girlfriend, she lives for this racial dirty talk in the bedroom.
"I'm ready white daddy, mark your desi whore, paint my Tamil face with your white nut!"
"I'M ABOUT TO BUST!!!"
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!!!!" He roared.
Then silence, broken only by heavy breathing and soft, satisfied giggles from my girlfriend.
I waited another minute, giving them time to come down. Then I knocked.
"Chad, see who it is, I can barely walk..."
"Got it."
I heard his footsteps approaching. The door opened slowly as he struggled pulling up his pants, I presume.
Chad stood there, sweat glistening on his pale chest. His sweatpants were barely pulled up, the massive outline of his softening cock still visible. He looked surprised to see me.
" .....Meena it's......"
I quickly raised a finger to my lips, sternly gesturing for him to stay quiet. Chad's eyebrows shot up, but he smiled and stepped aside, letting me in without a word.
"Who is it, Chad?"
I shot him a threatening look to keep quiet, I wanted to surprise my Meena. The skinny white boy got the message. I slowly entered her bedroom.
The room smelled like sex--musky, sweet, with a faint trace of Meena's jasmine perfume. She was still on the bed, completely naked, her tall well proportioned curvy body glowing with a light sheen of sweat. Her big round but perky brown tits rose and fell with her breathing. Her smooth shaved pussy was puffy from the absolute pounding Chad had given her.
And her face... God, her beautiful face.
Thick ropes of Chad's cum painted her cheeks, forehead, nose, and full lips. One heavy glob had landed on her left eyelid, making her blink slowly. She looked utterly ruined and radiant. Like a true desi slut who had just been claimed.
Meena's eyes widened when she saw me.
"R-Ravi!" She sat up quickly, one hand flying to her cum-glazed face, trying to wipe it away in panic.
"I... you didn't tell me you were coming... sorry let me just--"
I gently caught her wrist.
"Don't,"
"You look absolutely divine right now, your face can never be tainted for me...."
Her eyes filled with tears instantly. The cum on her lashes made them sparkle even more.
"Ravi...you.. you really mean that? "
I nodded, setting the roses and sweets on her desk next to the small clay idol of the headless Durga.
"I love you," I whispered, cupping her sticky cheek with my palm. The warm cum smeared against my skin, but it only made my cock throb harder in my cage.
"I love seeing you happy. I love hearing how much pleasure he gives you. I listened to you fuck him for the last 5 minutes before knocking. It doesn't make me love you any less.
A sob escaped her, happy and overwhelmed. Tears mixed with Chad's thick load as they slid down her face. She threw her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss.
Her lips were slick with another man's cum. I could taste the salty, bitter flavor as our tongues met. It should have disgusted me. Instead, it felt sacred. Like I was sharing in her awakening. This was holy not dirty, it was divine love that I was privileged to experience.
We kissed for a long time, slow and romantic, right there on her messy bed while Chad watched from the doorway with an amused smirk. Meena's naked body pressed against my clothed one, her cum-covered tits rubbing against my shirt. When we finally broke apart, she was smiling through the mess on her face.
"Thank you," she whispered, forehead resting against mine.
"You're the best boyfriend any girl could ask for. I love you so fucking much, Ravi. Even when I'm being a total slut for white dick... you still make me feel like your goddess."
"You are my goddess," I replied, echoing the words I'd heard my dad use for mom countless times.
"And I'm your loving... stag."
"Happy belated Valentine's day, my love."
"Oh, Ravi you didn't have to..."
Chad chuckled softly behind us. "Damn, you two are something else. I'll leave you two lovebirds to it. Happy belated Valentine's to you two." He said as he proceeded to leave.
"Hey Whiteboy."
"Yeah, Ravi?"
"Thanks for fucking my queen."
Meena giggled as she leaned her head on my shoulder.
"No problem bro, my big white cock is always down to colonize your girl's pussy." He said giving me a thumbs up.
He grabbed his shirt and slipped out quietly, closing the door behind him.
Meena pulled me down onto the bed with her.
"Stay with me? We can still have our Valentine's day even though that day has passed."
I smiled, kissing her soft succulent lips.
Meena's soft breathing against my chest felt like the only real thing in the world right now. Her naked, cum-glazed body was pressed warmly against my clothes, her dark brown tits sticky where Chad's load had dripped down. The scent of sex--thick, musky white cum mixed with her sweet jasmine and aroused Tamil pussy--filled the dorm room and made my cock strain painfully against my jeans.
I pulled back just enough to look into her eyes. Even with thick white streaks still painted across her pretty face, she looked like a goddess to me. My own little Durga--victorious, glowing, marked by her white bull.
"Meena..." I whispered, my voice thick with need and love.
"I want to worship you right now. Like you deserve."
Her eyes widened, a fresh sparkle cutting through the cum on her lashes.
"Worship me? What do you mean baby..."
I swallowed, my heart hammering. I never ate a girl's pussy out before, but I desperately wanted to taste her, she was undeniable.
"I want to eat your pussy. I want to taste you...worship the vagina of the girl I love. I want to make you feel good after that white boy fucked you so hard."
Meena's breath hitched. A delighted smile spread across her cum-smeared lips.
"Oh Shakti you really mean that? After Chad just got done rearranging my guts? You sure you want to...?"
I cupped her cheek lovingly. And maintained direct eye contact so that she knew my desire for her had crushed my pride.
"I already kissed you with his cum on your face didn't I?"
"This would be no problem for me now."
"Forget what that stupid insecure boy said when you talked to me for the first time, it's an honor and a privilege to give you oral."
"And to just let you know, I've never given a girl oral before, you'll be my first and only, so don't expect too much."
She let out a soft, happy whimper and kissed me again. When she pulled back, her voice was breathy with excitement.
"Yes... yes, Ravi. I'd love that. Getting fucked senseless by my white bull and then getting kissed and eaten out by my sweet, loving Tamil boyfriend on the same day? This is better than any actual Valentine's day!"
She moved with eager grace, turning onto her hands and knees on the messy bed. Her curvy Tamil body arched beautifully, her round dark brown ass pushed up toward me, her thick thighs slightly spread. Fresh pussy juice mixed with Chad's pre cum was still slowly leaking from her puffy, well-fucked pussy lips, dripping in slow, obscene strings onto the sheets. Her tight little asshole winked just above it, cute and untouched.
Meena reached back with one hand, guiding my head gently but firmly between her legs.
"Come here, baby. Taste your girlfriend. Worship me like the loving devotee you are."
I didn't need any more encouragement. I buried my face between her soft brown cheeks, my tongue immediately sliding through her soaked folds. The taste hit me like lightning--salty, bitter pre cum mixed with her sweet, tangy Tamil pussy juices. I groaned loudly into her cunt and started feasting like a starving man.
"Ohhh... fuck, Ravi!" Meena whimpered, her voice breaking into a high pitched delighted moan.
She pushed her ass back against my face, grinding gently.
"Yes... eat it. Eat this freshly fucked Tamil pussy. You're suuuuuch a good boy... my perfect loving boyfriend."
I licked deeper, sucking greedily at her entrance, swirling my tongue to scoop out all her juices. The more I swallowed, the harder my cock throbbed in its cage. Her pussy was still swollen and sensitive from Chad's pounding, clenching around my tongue as I worshipped her. Meena's whimpers turned into breathless gasps and moans, her small body trembling with pleasure.
"Mmm... just like that... you're making me feel so good after he ruined me. Two different kinds of pleasure on Valentine's Day... my white bull stretching me and my Tamil boyfriend cleaning me up. Oh Goddess, I love you so much!"
Encouraged by her words, I moved higher. My tongue traced up from her dripping pussy to her tight, cute little butthole. I circled the puckered ring slowly at first, then pressed the tip of my tongue against it, pushing inside.
Meena's whole body jolted. A sharp, surprised whimper escaped her lips--pure, new pleasure.
"R-Ravi! Oh my... what are you--ahhh!"
She pushed back harder, her voice turning into a long, shaky moan as I rimmed her properly for the first time.
"That feels... so different... so dirty and good! No one has ever... oh fuck, your tongue in my ass while I'm still leaking from my pussy... I'm going to melt!"
I feasted on her asshole with the same devotion, licking, sucking, and gently probing with my tongue while my fingers reached around to rub her clit. Meena was lost now--whimpering, moaning, and babbling incoherently in a mix of English and Tamil. Her curvy frame shook as waves of brand-new pleasure rolled through her body.
"Yes... yes, baby... rim your goddess... taste my ass after I got fucked by big white cock... I never knew it could feel like this... you're making me melt with your tongue!"
Her thighs trembled violently. I could feel her getting close again--pussy clenching and leaking while her asshole fluttered against my tongue. I doubled down, sucking gently on her tight ring and flicking her clit faster.
Meena came with a muffled cry, burying her face into the pillow as her body convulsed. Fresh girl-cum mixed with the remnants of Chad's pre-cum flooded my mouth. I kept licking through her orgasm, worshipping every inch of her until she collapsed forward onto the bed, panting and glowing.
She rolled onto her back, pulling me up into her arms. Her face--still streaked with drying cum--was radiant with love and satisfaction. She kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my lips without hesitation.
"Ravi... that was incredible," she whispered, eyes shining with happy tears.
"Getting railed by Chad's big white cock and then having you worship my pussy and even my ass... I feel like a true goddess."
Meena lay curled against me, still beautifully naked, her soft skin warm and slightly sticky from sweat and the remnants of Chad's cum. She traced lazy circles on my chest with her finger while I held her close, breathing in the mixed scent of sex, jasmine, and her.
After a few peaceful minutes, she sat up with a playful little smile. "You brought me something, didn't you? I saw the box on the desk."
I grinned and reached over to grab the small box of Indian sweets I had bought for her--soft, syrupy Mysore pak and some of her favorite coconut burfi.
" I know Valentine's day has passed by, but I wanted to get you something regardless."
"Here is a dairy milk as well."
The sweet aroma of ghee and cardamom filled the room, cutting through the heavier smell of sex. Meena picked up a piece of Mysore pak, took a slow, sensual bite, and let out a contented hum.
"Mmm... so good."
She broke off a small piece and brought it to my lips.
"Here, share with me, baby."
I opened my mouth and let her feed me. The rich, buttery sweetness melted on my tongue as our eyes stayed locked. She fed me another piece, then took one for herself, deliberately licking a bit of syrup from her fingers while looking at me with that mix of love and mischief I'd come to adore.
We sat there on her messy bed, sharing the sweets like a normal couple--except she was still naked, her face and thighs still marked with another man's dried cum, and her pussy freshly fucked and leaking. The contrast made everything feel even more intimate, more forbidden, and somehow more perfect.
When the box was nearly empty, Meena leaned back against the headboard, pulling her knees up slightly.
She looked thoughtful for a moment, then asked softly, "Ravi... can I ask you something serious?"
"Of course," I said, wiping a bit of syrup from her lower lip with my thumb.
"Do you still feel jealous? When I have sex with Chad... when I tell you how much I prefer white cock over desi dick."
"Be honest. I want to know how you really feel inside."
I took a slow breath, thinking carefully. The question didn't surprise me; we had talked about it before, but things had deepened since then.
"At first... yeah, there was jealousy," I admitted, looking into her eyes.
"It hurts, knowing you are craving a big white cock more than mine."
Meena listened quietly, her hand resting on my thigh.
"But now?" I continued, my voice growing steadier.
"It's different. The jealousy is still there sometimes... but it's mixed with something else."
"Something hotter. I get this rush when I think about you getting fucked by Chad."
" When I hear you screaming how much you love big white cock, how Tamil guys like me can't compare... it turns me on. A lot. I'm happy for you."
"Proud, even. Like... you're experiencing something amazing that I could never give you, and that makes your pleasure even sweeter to me."
Meena's eyes softened with emotion. She leaned forward and kissed me tenderly, her lips now tasting faintly of sweets and the faint salt of Chad's load. When she pulled back, there were happy tears shining in her eyes again.


She let out a relieved, delighted little laugh and hugged me tightly, her naked body pressing against mine.
"You're so special, Ravi, in more ways than you think. Most Tamil boys would never accept this and wallow in their insecurities. But you... you get it. You understand. And that makes me love you even more."
"I do prefer white boys over any other race, and I always will."
"Their cocks are bigger, thicker... they fuck with so much confidence and stamina. They make me feel small and owned in the best way."
" But you...you're the exception...you're the only one who makes me feel truly loved. Cherished. Worshipped. That's something no hot white boy with a big dick can give me, no matter how amazing the sex is."
I smiled at her, my ego completely crushed by her words but my heart rejoicing she still picked me in the end to be her happily ever after.
Meena grinned and fed me the last piece of coconut burfi, then licked the syrup from my lips.
"Good boy. Now... since you worshipped me so well, maybe later you can watch Chad fuck me."
"That would be fucking amazing, watching you bounce on a big white cock live, I don't think it could get any better than that."
"Then stay the night Ravi, watch as I turn into a bleached queen tonight, your cock would be twitching all night."
"Alright, I'll shoot my mom a text informing her I'm staying over."
I sent my mom a text and she responded immediately.
Mom: Of course sweetie, hell you can come back Sunday evening, have fun bonding with your beloved!
: I will mom, have fun with your boyfriend.
"What did she say, Ravi?"
"She approved of me staying over."
"Fuck yes, I'm gonna make you cum all night!"
"Speaking of cumming, I still haven't unlocked your chastity cage, you haven't said a word about it Ravi, how come?"
"That's because I no longer want a say on when my chastity cage comes off, that's up to you, babe."
"Awwww! You're such a sweetheart, Ravi!"
"Take your clothes off, I want to see my boyfriend's sexy chaste black body!"
I hastily undressed until the only covering was my pink cock cage that my dick was painfully throbbing against.
"Oh my God, there is so much pre cum leaking from your cage!
"You poor thing, let mama relieve that pent up devotion."
I smiled at my Meena, her eyes were star struck looking at the long string of pre cum just hanging from the tip of my cage. She gave me a seductive smile and knelt down in front of me and stuck out her tongue. God she looked so hot when she did that. She proceeded to scoop the dangling pre cum up to the tip of my dick, and wiggled the tip of her tongue between my pee hole. It was electric, the new pleasure washed over my entire body.
She unlocked me from my cage, and my dick immediately sprang up desperately wanting her affection. Meena started stroking my dick slowly.
My dick already began expanding in size upon its release, now with her gently stroking it was close to full mast.
"Awww, is little Ravi excited to see me?"
"Here, mama is going to give you a big kiss."
She puckered her lips and pressed it against my dick head.
"Mmmmwaaaaaahhh!
God she is so good at teasing me, my dick never got this hard, this fast from any other girl before.
Meena's fingers wrapped around my cock like it was the most precious thing in the world, stroking me with slow, loving pumps that made my hips jerk. Her eyes were wide and sparkling, even with Chad's dried cum still flaking on her cheeks and chin. She looked so fucking beautiful like this--naked, freshly fucked by her white bull, and now completely focused on me.
"Mmm, look at you, baby... so hard for mama already. I've been waiting for this moment. Our first time. Just you and me... no cage."
She pushed me gently onto my back on her messy dorm bed, the sheets still damp with Chad's sweat and her juices. My heart hammered as she swung one thick, smooth thigh over my hips and straddled me. Her curvy dark brown body hovered above mine. Her big perky tits swaying, dark nipples stiff, her shaved pussy glistening and puffy from the pounding she'd just taken. She reached down, grabbed my cock, and rubbed the head up and down her slick slit, coating me in the warm, sticky mix of her cream.
"Oh Ravi... I'm so excited," she whispered, voice trembling with genuine joy.
"I love you so much for this. For letting me be me... for worshipping me after he ruins me... and now for giving me your cock like this."
She lined me up, her wet heat kissing my tip. I could feel her pussy fluttering, eager. She sank down just a little--barely the head pushing inside her--and then suddenly froze. Her eyes widened, and she lifted herself off me completely, my cock slapping wetly against my belly.
"Meena? Why'd you stop? Did I do something wrong?"
She bit her lip, a mischievous little smile spreading across her cum-streaked face.
"No, no, sweetie... you're perfect. It's just... I just had the sexiest idea. Hold on."
She climbed off me gracefully, her big round ass jiggling as she padded over to her dresser drawer. I watched, cock throbbing painfully in the cool air, as she rummaged through it--panties, socks, a couple of half-empty lube bottles, some old chargers. She never used condoms; I knew that from every video she'd ever sent me. In all of them, Chad fucked her raw, bare, flooding her Tamil pussy with thick white loads while she screamed how much she needed it. She'd told me once that after the very first time with a new guy, if they were going steady, she would never bother with protection again. It was her rule.
She finally pulled out a single foil packet, holding it up triumphantly like a prize.
"Aha! Found one. Still in date, too."
I sat up on my elbows, confusion mixing with the ache in my balls.
"A condom? Meena... what? You never use those with Chad."
" In every single video you sent me, he's balls-deep raw, creaming inside you, and you're begging for it. Why are you putting one on me?"
She crawled back onto the bed, straddling my thighs again, and tore the packet open with her teeth. Her eyes sparkled with that wicked, loving glint I was starting to crave.
"Because only white boys get to cum in me raw without marrying me."
She rolled the thin latex down my aching black cock. It felt humiliatingly tight, like a barrier between us.
"Chad, all the others... they get my bare pussy without commitment. They earn it just by being white boys who know how to ruin a Desi girl."
" But you? My big, strong, loving Tamil boyfriend? "
"You have to marry me first if you want to feel this tight little Tamil cunt raw. No exceptions."
My stomach twisted. Upset didn't even cover it--jealousy and hurt flared hot in my chest.
"That's... that's not fair, Meena."
" I love you."
"I just ate you out after Chad wrecked your pussy and I rimmed your ass, as well. And I still don't get to feel you bare? After everything?"
She leaned down immediately, pressing her soft, sticky tits against my chest and kissing me slow and deep, her tongue tasting like sweets and faint salt. Her hand stroked my condom-covered cock gently, soothing.
"Shhh, baby, don't get upset," she murmured against my lips, voice soft and maternal, full of affection.
"I want our wedding night to be special. If we go raw right away... it would diminish it."
" That first time I will feel my future husband's bare cock sliding into me with no barriers, no protection... I want it to be perfect. Sacred. Like the moment I become your wife for real."
I want to look into your eyes on our wedding night, feel you raw for the very first time, and know it's because you earned every inch of me."
"Not because we rushed it on some random day after Chad just finished inside me."
She kissed my forehead, then my nose, then my lips again, slowly grinding her wet pussy along the latex-covered length of my cock.
"This doesn't mean I love you any less. It means I love you more."
" You're not just some guy I fuck for fun. You're my forever. My devoted Tamil stag, or should I say buffalo. My king on our wedding night. Until then... we use protection. Okay, sweetie?"
The hurt eased, replaced by that warm, addictive mix of humiliation and devotion. I nodded, throat tight.
"Okay... fine. Our wedding night... just you and me, raw, no one else."
"Good boy," she purred, eyes lighting up with pride.
She rose up on her knees again, positioned my wrapped cock at her entrance, and sank down slowly--inch by inch--until I was buried to the hilt inside her.
"Ohhh fuck, Ravi... you feel so good."
Her walls clenched around me, hot and silky, still creamy from Chad. She started riding me with long, sensual rolls of her hips, her big brown tits bouncing in my face.
"See? Still feels amazing. My boyfriend's 8 inch cock inside me... after my white bull's 10 inch cock stretched me out."
" Mmm, this is the first time I'm downsizing in cock, and I don't feel like it's a downgrade...just different."
I groaned, hands gripping her thick hips as she rode me faster, her curvy body gleaming with sweat. The latex made everything slightly numb, but the sight of her face still painted with another man's cum, pussy swallowing my cock, moaning my name--made up for it tenfold. She leaned down, kissing me messily while she ground her clit against my pelvis.
"Tell me you love me like this," she whispered hotly.
"Tell me you love fucking me with a condom while Chad gets to breed me raw."
"I love it," I gasped, thrusting up into her. "I love being yours...completely.
Meena smiled proudly and rode me faster, her pussy squeezing around my latex-covered cock.
After a few minutes, Meena spun around, giving me a perfect view of her fat brown ass. She reached back, spread her cheeks, and sank back down onto me reverse cowgirl.
"Fuck, look at that ass," I growled, gripping her hips.
Meena giggled and started bouncing, her round ass cheeks clapping loudly against my thighs. I watched in awe as my cock disappeared between those perfect globes again and again.
"You like watching my big Indian ass bounce on your cock, baby?" she moaned.
"Even after Chad fucked it earlier?"
"Yes... God yes."
She leaned forward, arching her back, and rode me like a pornstar -- fast, deep, and filthy. Her pussy made wet, obscene sounds around me as she worked herself up and down.
Fuck, I could see this view forever, her ass was so perfect, so round, so fucking big. Every time she would descend--her cheeks clapped in the most beautiful way. It was a glorious sight to behold, Chad was a lucky motherfucker to be experiencing this on the regular.
Meena eventually climbed off and lay on her back, spreading her thick thighs wide for me.
"Come here, baby, make love to your queen." she whispered.
I moved between her legs and pushed back inside her in missionary. We locked eyes as I started thrusting. This position felt a lot more intimate. I could see every expression on her beautiful face -- the pleasure, the love, the slight smirk when she remembered I was wearing a condom.
I fucked her steadily, deep and loving. Meena wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me closer.
"Harder, Ravi... fuck your Tamil goddess," she moaned.
I picked up the pace, pounding into her. Her big tits bounced wildly with every thrust. She reached between us and rubbed her clit, eyes fluttering.
"Yes!, Fuck Yes!.....keep going baby, you're fucking me so good!"
"You're so beautiful like this," I panted, driving into her deeper.
"Your beautiful breasts bouncing with every thrust... your soft belly... these wide breeding hips."
" I love every inch of your feminine body, Meena. You're perfect."
She locked lips with me and our tongues danced passionately, god this was by far the best sex I've had. Even with a condom, Meena was giving me so much more pleasure than any of the girls I've been with.
We released and I transitioned my kisses to her neck as she moaned quietly. I know I could never give her the mind blowing orgasms Chad gives her. But I didn't care. I will offer my goddess all that I have.
I stopped pumping my dick and lifted her ankles up.
"Oh shit, Ravi, are you going to fuck me in that position?"
"Yeah, you're flexible, right?"
"I'm more than flexible, go ahead sweetie."
I put her ankles behind her head as she looked at me in awe.
"Meena, I'm gonna pound the shit out of you-- you're gonna feel every bit of my 255 pound muscular body driving into you."
"Fuck, Ravi, it's been some time since I had a guy your size do this to me, please baby, fuck the shit out of me. Don't be gentle and hold back, I want to feel the power of my buffalo."
Without needing any more encouragement, I drove into her violently as I firmly held her legs in place."
"BAYBEEE!!!!" She squealed in pleasure.
Again another hard powerful thrust.
"SHIT, I'M CREAMING ON YOUR DICK!"
As I pulled back I saw the beautiful coating of her cream right on the condom, Meena seemed to cream a lot, this was already more than what I'm used to.
I'm gonna make sure she leaves my condom covered dick completely white by the end of this.
I continued plunging into her like a battering ram, strong powerful thrusts that shook her entire body and the bed.
"OH SHAKTI, I"M GONNA FUCKING CUM!!!"
I drove with all my might into her busty body, making sure she orgasms. I might not have 10 inches but I'm not going to allow that from giving amazing orgasms to my girl.
"FUUUUUCCCCCK!!!" She yelled out as she orgasmed.
Her breathing was heavy after my most powerful thrust, she sure can fuck a lot, after getting dicked down by Chad's monster cock to now getting battered by my dick, she was no short of a sex goddess.
I pulled out and as I suspected, my condom went from clear to creamy white. My baby girl sure could cream on a cock.
Meena eagerly took my Cream covered cock into her mouth and slowly started sucking. She had those slutty sex starved eyes as she was bobbing her head on my dick. God this was an amazing sight, it took every ounce of my will power I had not to bust a load. I'm gonna make sure I fuck her in as many positions as I can before nutting. Thank god she put a condom on, otherwise I would have busted a load already.
Meena stopped sucking and pulled my dick out of her mouth. She replaced all her cream with her saliva, god I love messy blowjobs but she took it to another level.
Meena giggled, looking at all the saliva that was driving off my appendage now.
"Fuck, mama, thank god you put the condom on or I would have busted already."
"Think of this as training sweetie, eventually you'll get used to my wet ass pussy before I give it to you raw. So that you can be prepared on that wonderful day we reach paradise together."
I smiled at her, knowing full well what she was saying would be true. Why spoil myself now when I can enjoy the fruits of delight before we consummate our marriage. I couldn't wait to get married to her, she was my best friend, my lover, my queen, and goddess.
She kissed my cheek and straddled me. She wrapped her legs around my waist and enveloped her arms around my neck. She grinded against my cock until she managed to take it in.
We were face to face, chest to chest, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist as if she was hanging on for her life. I held her thick ass and rocked her up and down on my cock.
"Ohhh Ravi... this feels so intimate," she moaned loudly, grinding against me.
"I love feeling you so deep!"
I kissed her neck and whispered hotly, "I love how your body fits against mine. These big round.. soft tits pressed against my flat hard chest... your thick thighs squeezing me... your wet pussy gripping me so perfectly."
"You're the sexiest woman alive, Meena."
We moved together slowly at first, then faster, lost in each other. Meena's loud moans filled the room as she rode me in my lap. This position indeed felt more intimate, whereas previously it was more animalistic.
"Mmmhh! Yes, baby! Praise me," she whimpered, her nails digging into my shoulders.
"Tell your goddess how much you love her body while you fuck her. I want to hear it."
I thrust up gently but firmly, bouncing her on my lap as I spoke passionately:
"I love these wide breeding hips," I growled, squeezing them hard.
"They're made for carrying babies. I love how your ass feels in my hands -- so big, so soft, so fucking juicy."
" And these heavy pierced tits..." I leaned down and sucked one dark pierced nipple into my mouth, making her cry out.
"Ahhh! Fuck, Ravi! Suck on them harder!" Meena moaned loudly, arching her back and pushing her chest into my face.
"They're all yours, baby. These big brown tits belong in your mouth."
I switched to the other nipple, sucking greedily while continuing to thrust up into her.
"You're so wet, Meena," I panted between licks.
"Even after Chad stretched you out, your pussy still feels so tight and hot around me. I love how creamy you get."
Meena's moans grew louder and more desperate. She started riding me faster, bouncing on my cock while staying in my lap.
"Oh my god, yes! Keep talking dirty to me, baby!" she cried.
"Tell me how much you love fucking me after he's ruined me!"
"I love it," I groaned, gripping her ass tighter and thrusting harder.
"I love fucking my goddess right after your white boy has piped you down."
" Your pussy is still so slick from him... and yet you're riding my cock like this. You're so fucking sexy, Meena. Your curvy body was made for pleasure."
Meena threw her head back, moaning loudly as she ground her clit against me with every roll of her hips.
"Fuuuuck, Ravi! You're so deep like this! I can feel you hitting my cervix... Oh shit, it feels so good! Keep praising me, baby. Tell me what you love about your desi slut!"
I kissed her deeply, our tongues tangling as I continued fucking her passionately in lotus.
"I love your soft belly... I love these thick thighs wrapped around me... I love how your big ass jiggles when you ride me," I whispered hotly against her lips.
"You're the sexiest woman I've ever seen. So curvy, so fertile-looking, so fucking womanly. I could stay inside you like this forever."
Meena's breathing became ragged. She pressed her forehead against mine, staring into my eyes as she rode me harder.
"I love you so much, Ravi," she moaned loudly, her voice breaking with pleasure.
"I love how you worship my body... how you love me even when I'm a total slut for white cock. Fuck me deeper, baby! Make me cum on your cock!"
I tightened my grip on her ass and started thrusting up harder, bouncing her on my lap with powerful strokes. She didn't just take it, she fucked back, vigorously bouncing on my cock. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the room as she moaned uncontrollably.
"Yes! Yes! Right there! Oh my god, I'm getting so close!" she cried out, her entire body trembling.
"Cum for me, my goddess," I growled, kissing her fiercely.
"Cum all over your buffalo's cock."
Meena's moans reached a fever pitch as her orgasm hit her hard. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around me as she came, screaming my name.
"Ravi! I'm cumming! Fuuuuck, I'm cumming!"
Shit, once again, I was on the edge of spilling my seed. I wanted to savor every moment for as long as I could. Meena can have as many orgasms as she wants while I can only have one before I can go again in an hour.
We were both panting and exhausted after just 50 minutes of passionate fucking. Meena and I were pressing on the gas as hard as we could--both wanting to impress each other. But how long can we keep this pace up?
After her powerful orgasm in the lotus position, Meena's body was still trembling in my arms. She kissed me deeply, then slowly lifted herself off my cock with a wet pop. She gave me a naughty, playful smile as she crawled forward on the bed.


Meena got on all fours, arching her back beautifully and pushing her massive brown ass toward me. Then she started twerking -- making her thick, juicy ass cheeks bounce and clap hypnotically right in front of my face.
"Mmm, look at this ass, baby," she teased, looking back over her shoulder with a wicked grin.
"Are you getting tired already, Ravi? We've only just started..."
I watched in awe as her big round ass rippled and jiggled. Even after multiple orgasms, she was still full of energy and hungry for more.
"Far from it," I replied, my voice thick with lust, even though deep down I wasn't sure how long I could keep up with her insatiable hunger.
Still, I was determined. I wanted to make my goddess cum for at least another hour.
I reached forward and gave her left ass cheek a soft, affectionate slap, then the right one. The sound echoed lightly in the room.
Meena giggled cutely and immediately twerked even harder, making her ass bounce faster and more aggressively.
"Oooh! Fuck yes!" she moaned.
"Slap my ass again, baby. That just turned me on even more!"
I gave her another couple of soft but firm spanks, watching her cheeks jiggle beautifully. I was amazed by her sexuality. No matter how many times she came, Meena was always ready for more. Always craving. Always wet and eager. She really was a goddess.
I slapped my condom-wrapped cock against her twerking ass cheeks a few times -- thwack, thwack, thwack -- watching them ripple from the impact. Then I lined myself up and pushed inside her with one smooth, deep thrust.
"Fuuuuck, Ravi!" Meena moaned loudly as I buried all 8 inches inside her.
"Yes, baby! Fill me up!"
I started fucking her hard and slow, giving her deep, powerful thrusts. Each time I bottomed out, my heavy balls swung forward and slapped against her swollen clit. The wet, filthy sound of skin meeting skin filled the room.
"Oh my god... yes... just like that!" Meena cried out, pushing her ass back against me.
"Your balls feel so good hitting my clit every time you thrust!"
I kept the slow but intense rhythm, savoring the sight of her thick ass rippling every time I drove into her. I reached forward and gripped her wide hips, pulling her back onto my cock with every stroke.
"Pull my hair, baby," Meena moaned desperately. "Grab it and fuck me harder!"
I hesitated, my hand hovering near her long dark hair. Something inside me refused.
"I... I can't, Meena," I admitted, still thrusting deeply.
"I've pulled other girls' hair before, but they weren't you. You're my girlfriend. My goddess. It just feels wrong to handle you like that."
Meena turned her head to look back at me, her eyes soft with love even as she moaned from my thrusts.
"Awww, baby..." she said tenderly, her voice full of affection.
"It's okay. I understand. You're so sweet for that. Come here..."
She reached back, grabbed my hand, and placed it on her hip instead.
"Just fuck me like this. I love how you treat me."
We continued in doggy style, both of us turning our heads to look at the full-length mirror on the wall. The sight was incredibly hot -- my tall, muscular black body behind her curvy brown figure, my cock disappearing between her thick ass cheeks with every thrust.
"Fuck, we look so hot together," Meena moaned loudly, staring at our reflection.
"Look at you ruining this Tamil pussy... my strong Tamil man claiming what's his."
"I agree," I groaned, picking up the pace.
"You look like a fucking goddess getting fucked from behind."
I started thrusting faster and harder, my hips slapping loudly against her ass. Meena's moans grew louder and more frantic as another orgasm built inside her.
"Oh shit... Ravi! I'm getting close again!" she cried out, pushing back desperately.
I fucked her with everything I had, pounding her deep and fast. Her big ass bounced wildly with every thrust. I looked at her clock and it was 15 minutes since we got into the doggy position. Fuck, I got to at least get it to 30 minutes. I continued vigorously thrusting with a more reasonable pace as Meena still kept thrusting back. How the fuck does she do it?
Not wanting to be outdone, I was determined to keep thrusting, her ass cheeks never waited always fucking me right back. I slapped her big brown butt as we got to the 30 minute mark, turning her on even more. She fucked back with such force, I never had a girl this wild in bed. One thing is for sure, our sex life would be very active, it was a good thing she had Chad ready and waiting as well as hunting for a new white dick. I don't think I could do this day in and day out.
"Cum for me, baby," I growled.
"Cum on my cock again."
Meena screamed in pleasure as her second orgasm hit her hard. Her pussy clenched and spasmed violently around me as she came, juices soaking the condom and dripping down her thighs.
"RAVI! I'M CUMMING! FUUUCK!!!!!"
I kept thrusting through her orgasm, holding her hips tightly as her body shook with pleasure.
Meena's second orgasm in doggy left her panting and trembling, her thick ass still pushed back against me. I was breathing hard, sweat dripping down my chest and back. My legs were starting to burn and my heart was pounding heavily, but I refused to slow down.
Meena looked back at me over her shoulder, her face glowing with pleasure and a hint of concern.
"Baby... you're breathing so hard,"
"Should we slow down a little? We can cuddle for a bit and then keep going..."
I shook my head immediately, gripping her hips tighter.
"No," I said firmly, still thrusting deep into her.
"I'm going to keep fucking you until noon. We still have almost an hour left before lunch. I'm not stopping."
Meena smiled warmly, clearly impressed and turned on by my determination.
"You're so stubborn... but I love it," she purred.
She reached over to her nightstand and grabbed two bottles of water, handing one to me while opening the other for herself.
"Here, drink up, my strong buffalo. I don't want you getting dehydrated."
She took a long sip from her own bottle, making sure I didn't feel like I was the only one who needed a break.
I drank greedily, embarrassed that Meena -- after multiple intense orgasms -- still seemed to have more stamina than me. She was truly insatiable. I felt a sting of shame that my goddess was outperforming me in endurance, but it only made me more determined.
Meena turned around and pushed me gently onto my back. She crawled between my legs and gave me a slow, sensual blowjob. Her warm, wet mouth enveloped my condom-covered cock, sucking me lovingly while her tongue swirled around the head.
"Mmm... rest for a minute, baby," she murmured between long, sloppy sucks. "Let mama take care of you."
Her mouth felt incredible -- slow, wet, and full of affection. She took her time, humming around my shaft, stroking the base with her soft hand. After a couple of minutes, I felt refreshed and my energy surged again.
I suddenly sat up, grabbed Meena under her thick thighs, and lifted her effortlessly off the bed. She let out a delighted gasp as I stood up, holding her in the air.
"Oh my god, Ravi!" she moaned, completely turned on by my strength.
"You're so fucking strong... I love it!"
She quickly wrapped her thick legs around my waist and her arms around my neck, clinging to me. I lined up my cock and thrust back inside her, holding her up in a full standing carry fuck.
"Fuuuuck!" Meena cried out loudly as I started thrusting up into her. "Yes, baby! Hold me just like this!"
I kept a steady, powerful pace, bouncing her on my cock while standing. Her big tits bounced against my chest with every thrust. I looked into her eyes as I fucked her.
"Has Chad ever fucked you like this?" I asked, voice low and intense. "Holding you up in the air while pounding your pussy?"
Meena moaned loudly, her nails digging into my shoulders.
"He tried... but he was too weak. He could only hold me for a minute or two before his arms gave out," she admitted breathlessly.
I thrust harder, driven by pride.
"What about Ryan?" I asked, not wanting to be outdone.
Meena bit her lip, eyes rolling back slightly from the pleasure.
"Ryan... he fucked me like this for a good twenty minutes once..."
A surge of competitive fire ran through me. I gripped her fat ass tighter and started thrusting even deeper.
"Well, I'm going to fuck you like this for thirty minutes," I growled determinedly.
"I'm not putting you down until you cum at least twice more."
Meena's eyes widened with lust and excitement. She kissed me messily, moaning into my mouth as I continued bouncing her on my cock with strong, steady strokes.
"Fuck yes, baby, wreck my fucking pussy!"
I didn't waste any time. I started thrusting up into her with powerful, deliberate strokes, using my strong legs and core to bounce her curvy body on my cock. Gravity did half the work, allowing me to drive deep into her soaked pussy with every upward thrust.
"Thirty minutes," I growled against her ear, my voice thick with determination. "I'm not putting you down until I've fucked you for a full thirty minutes like this."
Meena's eyes rolled back in pleasure as she clung to me, her heavy breasts bouncing wildly against my chest with every thrust.
"Fuuuuck yes, baby!" she cried out loudly. "Prove it! Show me how strong my Tamil buffalo is! Pound this pussy in the air like you own it!"
I tightened my grip on her fat ass cheeks and started fucking her harder, my hips snapping upward with vigorous force. The wet, obscene sound of my cock slamming into her creamy cunt filled the room.
"God, Meena... you feel so fucking good," I groaned, breathing heavily.
"Your pussy is gripping me so tight. This thick, perfect body... these juicy thighs wrapped around me... I love how heavy and soft you feel in my arms."
Meena moaned shamelessly, her voice getting louder with every deep thrust.
"Ahhh! Yes! Talk to me, baby! Tell your goddess how much you love destroying her cunt while holding her up like a fucktoy!"
I thrust even harder, my balls slapping against her ass as I powered into her.
"I love how fucking insatiable you are," I panted.
"No matter how many times you cum, you still want more. You're a real goddess... my curvy, cock-hungry Tamil goddess."
Meena's moans turned into desperate cries as I found a punishing rhythm. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock as her first orgasm in this position started building fast.
"Oh shit... oh shit, Ravi! I'm gonna cum already!" she screamed, her nails digging into my shoulders.
"Don't stop! Fuck me harder! Make me cum while you're holding me like this!"
I gave her exactly what she wanted. I bounced her harder on my cock, driving deep and fast. Meena's entire body started shaking.
"I'm cumming! Fuuuuuuck, I'm cumming on your cock!" she wailed, her pussy spasming violently around me.
Her juices gushed out, soaking the condom and dripping down my balls as she came hard in mid-air, her legs trembling around my waist.
I didn't slow down. I kept thrusting through her orgasm, determined to push her further.
"Good girl," I growled. "That's one. Give me another."
Meena was panting, eyes glassy with lust. "You're so fucking deep... I love it! Keep going, baby! Use me!"
The minutes ticked by. Five... ten... fifteen. My arms and legs were burning, but the sight of Meena moaning and bouncing on my cock fueled me. I refused to stop.
At the twenty-minute mark, Meena's second orgasm hit her even harder.
"Oh my god, Ravi! I'm cumming again! Fuuuuck, you're ruining me!" she screamed, her body convulsing in my arms.
Her pussy clamped down like a vice as she came for the second time, her juices squirting around my thrusting cock. I checked the clock on the wall. Thirty-two minutes. I had gone two minutes over.
"Fuck it."
"I'm not stopping until I cum deep inside you."
Meena's eyes lit up with pure ecstasy.
"Yes! Cum for me, baby! Fill that condom while you're holding your goddess in the air!" she moaned loudly, kissing me sloppily.
"Give it to me! I want to feel you explode!"
I fucked her with everything I had left -- hard, fast, powerful thrusts that made her entire body jolt in my arms. Our tongues tangled in a deep, loving, desperate kiss as the pressure became unbearable.
"I'm cumming, Meena!" I groaned into her mouth.
"Me too! Cum with me, Ravi!
We exploded together in perfect unison.
My cock pulsed violently inside the condom as I pumped rope after thick rope of cum into it, my entire body shaking with the force of my orgasm. At the same time, Meena's pussy spasmed wildly around me as she came for the third time, screaming into our kiss. Our bodies trembled together, locked in the standing carry position as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over us.
We stayed like that for a long moment -- me still holding her suspended in the air, my cock buried deep inside her, both of us breathing heavily through the intense shared orgasm. I didn't put her down. I just held her there, staring into her beautiful brown eyes with pure love and devotion.
Meena looked back at me with tears of overwhelming pleasure and affection in her eyes. She turned her head slightly toward the full-length mirror on the wall.
"Look at us, baby..." she whispered breathlessly, still impaled on my cock.
"Look how perfect we look together."
I turned my head and gazed at our reflection. My tall, muscular, black body holding up her curvy, dark brown figure in the air. Her thick thighs wrapped around me, her big ass resting in my strong hands, her breasts pressed against my chest. We looked like we were made for each other.
"We really are the ultimate Tamil couple," Meena said softly, her voice full of pride and love.
"My strong buffalo... carrying his goddess so effortlessly."
I kissed her deeply again, still holding her suspended, our bodies joined as one.
"I love you, Meena,"
"I love you more, Ravi."
"Thank you for proving how much you can handle your goddess."
Our shared orgasm left us both breathless and trembling. I held Meena suspended in my arms for a long, intimate moment, our foreheads pressed together, eyes locked in silent devotion. Finally, with careful strength, I gently lowered her back onto the bed, my arms and legs burning from the long carry fuck.
The moment her feet touched the mattress, Meena reached down between us with a wicked, hungry smile. She wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock and slowly pulled the condom off. It was heavy -- the reservoir tip swollen and filled most of the way with my thick, creamy load. A long string of cum dripped from the opening as she held it up between us.
Without breaking eye contact, Meena tilted her head back slightly, opened her mouth, and squeezed the condom from the bottom up. Thick ropes of my cum poured directly onto her tongue in heavy, obscene streams. She let some of it spill over her lips and chin on purpose, moaning softly as she collected every drop.
"Mmmmmm..." she purred seductively, her eyes never leaving mine as she swallowed slowly, savoring it.
I stared at her in complete awe, my heart pounding. The sheer, unfiltered sexuality of the moment hit me like a wave. This was the same girl who had just been screaming my name in the air, and now she was greedily drinking my cum straight from the condom like it was the most precious thing in the world.
"Meena..."
"Why did you do that? You could have just thrown it away..."
She licked the inside of the empty condom clean, then crawled closer to me on the bed, her naked body glistening with sweat. She looked up at me with pure love and lust in her eyes.
"Because your seed is sacred to me, Ravi."
" I refuse to waste even a single drop of it. Whether it's going down my throat or into my womb on our wedding night, your cum belongs inside me. Nowhere else."
She reached up and gently stroked my softening cock, her fingers still sticky.
"You gave me so much today," she whispered.
"You fucked me for over thirty minutes while holding me in the air like I weighed nothing. You made me cum so many times... The least I can do is honor every drop you gave me."
I was speechless for a moment, overwhelmed by the intensity of her words and actions. The contrast between her filthy behavior and the deep love behind it made my chest tighten with emotion.
"You're really something else,"
"My perfect, insatiable goddess."
Meena smiled brightly and snuggled against my chest, kissing my skin tenderly.
"And you're my sweet, loving buffalo," she replied.
"Strong enough to carry me... and devoted enough to let me be who I am."
She looked up at me with sparkling eyes, a playful yet sincere smile on her lips.
"Besides... I love the way you taste. Especially after you've worked so hard for me."
"This is just the beginning, Ravi,"
"You and me... our own little Tamil family one day. With Chad and maybe other white bulls I can keep on the side as long as you're okay with it."
"But at the end of the day, I come home to my loving Tamil husband. Forever."
"Meena, I'm okay with Chad but I'm not too sure about other white boys, I'm not against it but...."
"Last thing I want is a guy like Ryan fucking you again." I said with contempt dripping from my words.
"Oh, baby I'll never fuck that douchebag again, you don't have to worry about that, but I'm good with sticking to just Chad if that's what you're comfortable with."
She could have tried to convince me in adding other white boys but she agreed instantly once she knew my discomfort to that notion, she was the one for me. My heart softened towards her having multiple white partners.
"Who knows, maybe you could have a roster of white boys to fuck, as long as they know you're my girl and respect our relationship."
"Oh my God, really Ravi?"
"Yeah, at first it was hot really seeing you suck and fuck a big white cock, but I don't want it to be just what I'm into, I want you to be free."
"If you find a white boy that turns you on and respects our relationship, you have my blessings to take him to bed."
"Fuck, you're so fucking amazing Ravi, thank you so much."
"I just got to inform Chad, I'm not too sure he will be happy with it since I might not be available as I am now."
" I'll just make up for it by sharing him with some of my desi girl friends who are single at the moment."
"Speaking of Chad, he may have a bigger dick than me, but he never fucked you in the standing carry fuck position for as long as I have."
"It's good to know there is one thing that I'm better in fucking than him."
I smirked at her with pride.
"Oooooooh, look at you getting all proud, I guess that one goes to you but Chad gives me better orgasms than you will ever be able to." She giggled.
I pulled her close to me and rained kisses down her neck, god she just knew how to turn my gears.
"Oh fuck Ravi, keep kissing me like that."
Then the obvious hit me, pieces that I should have put together but I overlooked being distracted by my attraction to Meena.
Ryan was her ex boyfriend, Murugan hates Meena, Meena said she rejected Murugan. Murugan told Yusuf and I that a desi girl had insulted him along with her boyfriend Ryan. I still remember confronting that swine and humiliating him in front of Murugan and Yusuf as I showed the video of me beating the shit out of him and the other video of me fucking Heather.
Meena was no doubt that desi girl.
Anger flooded my body, Meena may be my girl but I'm not going to let this slide, she humiliated a fellow Tamil while fucking that pig.
I pulled back from kissing her.
"What's wrong Ravi, why did you stop?"
"Why do you look so pissed off all of a sudden?"
"Meena, you wouldn't lie to me right?"


"Ofcourse not baby, I would never lie to you."
"Then answer my question truthfully."
"Alright, fire away."
"You were that desi girl that humiliated Murugan in front of Ryan, Ryan insulted him as well and you added onto it, didn't you!"
Panic enveloped her face, she thought I would never bring this up with her.
"Ravi.... It's complicated....."
"No it's not."
"You rejected him, that's fine."
"You insulting him, your own fellow Tamil brother while fucking that pig, that's just what a self hating Tamil woman would do."
"I don't hate myself, I thought it was just hot that I had every Indian boy fuming when I was with Ryan, him being racist added to it and made it more hotter as I watched Murugan seethe."
I looked at her disgusted.
"Come on Ravi, it was just harmless teasing, I'm sure his dick was hard as a rock when it happened and he probably stroked himself to that situation countless times."
"No Meena, it didn't have that effect on him, but do you know what it did to him?"
She didn't bother responding.
"He was depressed for over a week, he couldn't look me or Yusuf in the eye, as if he lost all his dignity."
"Ravi....."
"There's no excuse for what you did, Meena, you can dislike him all you want, but to humiliate him like that--your own Tamil brother, even though you have a vendetta against us Tamil guys, that is just despicable."
She looked at me with those pouty eyes. I would have yielded to her under other circumstances but I had to stand strong.
"Ravi, I didn't intend for him to mope about it for a week, I was high on the fact I was fucking white guys."
"It made me more horny when I got any south Indian boys fuming over Ryan fucking me, in fact I hoped he would jerk off to it."
"Jerk off to the fact that his Tamil sister was in the arms of his enemy, insulted him, and reveled in the fact that he was powerless before his enemy." I said with disgust dripping from my voice.
"Tell me, what's there to be turned on from that, Meena?"
"Well Ravi, I know it sounds strange, but, seeing your own race of women in the arms of your enemy will ignite a fire in your loins like no other."
"You know what Meena, I'm glad I beat up that swine, I'm just sad that it happened before when you two got together."
"Still have some of that bitterness left in you I see."
"Let's get this straight, I will never get over the fact you put that swine's cock in you, now tell me how would you have reacted once I got done beating up your ex?"
"I would have had the look of defeat, humiliated that the big white guy that I was fucking got his ass beat, you happy?"
"Does it make you feel better knowing you avenged your friend?"
"Yes, but I'm kind of betraying him by being with you aren't I?"
"Well you already made me your girl, Ravi."
"I know, and I'm now caught between a rock and a hard place, you or my two friends in this college, even if I'm not that close to them."
"Tell me Ravi, if your hand was forced, who would you choose?"
I sighed, to be honest I really didn't know.
"I don't fucking know Meena, and you better not try to find out."
"No promises sweetie." She said as she threw her arms around me and kissed me.
She nuzzled her head against me, evaporating the anger that flared up in me earlier.
"For a girl who loves fucking white guys, and hates Tamil guys. You sure do show a lot of affection towards me."
"I don't hate Tamil guys Ravi."
"I love teasing them, showing them that they can no longer get away with bringing nothing to the table other than being Tamil and expecting Tamil girls to show unconditional loyalty to them."
"They will actually have to put effort into their body, mind, and spirit."
"I strip away their illusions of safety and complacency that Tamil culture has provided them and show them that nature supersedes culture."
"Trust me, it's for their own good. Introspection and reflection will be good for their soul once they can see past their jealousy and bruised egos."
"I show them the dark skin Tamil girls they look down upon can get a white boy to fuck and or fall in love with them, while they fail in their desperate attempts to get a white girl."
"I know you're not including me in this, I did nothing but adore your complexion."
"Ravi, you're different from them in not only appreciating my dark beauty, you're...... special unlike the rest."
"Meena I know I'm not your typical Tamil guy, but I'm sure there are other tall, jacked Tamil guys out there, you just have to look around."
"I'm not talking about your body Ravi, I'm talking about your spirit."
"You lost me, I'm not even going to bother what you mean by that, probably religious mumbo jumbo stuff."
"She loves you Ravi."
"Who? My mom?"
"Your mom loves you but I'm not talking about your mom, I'm talking about the great Goddess, the mother of the universe."
"Look Meena, I hate Durga, Kali, or whatever Hindu goddess you're talking about, why would she love me?"
"I'll tell you when the time comes, but just know this, everything will be alright."
How could she be so sure? Whatever the case, I think it's time she took a shower, the stench was starting to reek now and I wanted to take her out.
"You need to take a shower young lady, you don't want to be smelling funny when we are at cracker barrel."
"Aww, you're taking me out?"
"I know it's not valentine's day but as your new boyfriend I got to take you out."
"Then take a shower with me, Ravi."
"Yeah, I'm not smelling all too good myself after you hugged me."
Meena's eyes lit up with playful delight. She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward her tiny dorm bathroom, her naked, cum-streaked body swaying with each step. Dried flakes of Chad's load still clung to her cheeks and chin. The contrast between her beautiful smile and the filthy evidence of her with Chad made my cock twitch again even though I had just cum.
"Come on, my big strong buffalo," she teased.
"Let your Goddess clean you of her filth."
The bathroom was small and steamy within seconds of turning on the hot water. Meena stepped under the spray first, sighing happily as the water cascaded over her dark brown skin, washing away the sticky remnants of Chad's cum. I followed her in, closing the glass door behind us. The space was tight -- perfect for bodies to press together. My tall, muscular 6'3" frame dwarfed her curvy 5'8" figure, but right now I felt completely at her mercy.
Meena turned to face me, water streaming down her face, washing the last traces of white from her lashes and lips. She reached up, cupped my face with both hands, and pulled me down into a slow, deep kiss under the shower. The water made everything slick and warm. Her tongue tasted faintly of the sweets we had shared earlier, mixed with the faint saltiness that still lingered.
"You were so good today, Ravi," she whispered against my lips, her wet breasts pressing softly against my chest.
"Kissing me with his cum still on my face... eating my freshly fucked pussy... even rimming my ass."
" Most Tamil boys would have stormed out in rage. But you... you worshipped me like I really am your Goddess."
I wrapped my arms around her waist, my large hands resting on the generous curve of her ass.
"You are my Goddess, Meena. Even when you're being a total slut for white cock... you're still my girl. "
She smiled, eyes sparkling with affection, and reached for the body wash. Squeezing a generous amount into her palm, she began lathering my chest and shoulders, her small soft hands gliding over my hard muscles. The soap foamed white against my dark Tamil skin.
"Look at you," she murmured, almost reverently, tracing the ridges of my abs.
"So tall... so strong... so much bigger and more powerful than Chad could ever dream of being."
"He can stretch my pussy and make me scream, but he could never hold me in the air and fuck me like you could. Never protect me the way you do."
Her soapy hands slid lower, cupping my heavy balls and gently cleaning around the base of my softening cock.
"My big strong buffalo... wild and fierce on the outside, but so gentle and loving on the inside."
I groaned softly as her fingers worked. The warm water and her touch felt incredible after the intense emotions of the day. I took the body wash from her and returned the favor, lathering her shoulders, her plump breasts, and the soft curve of her belly. My thumbs circled her dark nipples until they stiffened again under the spray.
When I reached between her legs, she parted her thighs willingly. I washed her puffy, well-fucked pussy with careful, reverent strokes, fingers gently cleaning away the last traces of any remaining juices. She moaned quietly, hips twitching.
"Does it still feel sore?" I asked.
"A little...," she admitted, biting her lip.
"He really stretched me out today. But your tongue made it feel so much better earlier." She leaned up and kissed my jaw.
"Thank you for not being grossed out. For turning something dirty into something... sacred."
We stood like that for a long minute, just holding each other under the water, bodies pressed close. The steam wrapped around us like a cocoon. For the first time all day, the heavy scent of sex faded, replaced by the clean smell of soap and her jasmine shampoo.
Meena suddenly giggled and turned around, pressing her round ass back against my crotch.
"Wash my back, baby."
I obeyed, soaping her shoulders, her spine, then lower -- kneading the generous flesh of her ass cheeks. When my soapy fingers slipped between them and gently circled her tight little asshole, she shivered and pushed back against my hand.
"Mmm... you really like that spot now, don't you?" she teased, voice husky.
"It's part of you," I answered honestly.
"If it makes my Goddess feel good, I want to learn every inch."
She moaned softly as I cleaned her thoroughly, then turned back to face me. Her hand found my cock again, stroking it slowly under the water even though I was still soft from our earlier orgasm.
"You know what I love most about you, Ravi?" she said, looking up into my eyes.
"You're not trying to compete with Chad in the ways that don't matter."
" You let him have my pussy raw... you accepted to have your penis caged for me... but you gave me something he never could."
" Real love."
" Real worship."
" A future."
" That makes you far greater than any guy I've been with."
I felt a rush of warmth in my chest -- and a fresh throb of humiliated arousal between my legs.
"Even if I have to wear a condom until our wedding night?"
"Especially then," she whispered.
"Because the first time we fuck raw... when you finally slide into me with nothing between us... it will mean everything. It will be sacred."
We stayed under the water until it started to run cooler, kissing, touching, and talking softly. She washed my hair with her shampoo, giggling when the floral scent clung to my short black hair. I conditioned hers, massaging her scalp until she purred like a contented cat.
When we finally stepped out and dried each other off with her fluffy pink towel, Meena looked up at me with that radiant, loving smile -- the one that made all the jealousy and confusion worth it.
"Ready for our belated Valentine's date, my buffalo?" she asked, already reaching for a fresh pair of panties and a sexy sundress.
"Cracker Barrel, then maybe we come back and I ride you again... or we just cuddle and watch a movie?"
"Whatever you want, Meenakshi. As long as I'm with you."
After drying each other off and stealing a few more slow kisses in the steamy bathroom, Meena slipped into the form-fitting floral dress that hugged her curvy Tamil figure -- bright yellow with thin straps that showed off her smooth brown shoulders and a very short hem that flirted with her thick thighs and big bubble butt. She looked radiant, freshly showered and glowing, the faint scent of jasmine and soap replacing the earlier heavy musk of sex.
I put my clothes back on, still feeling the warm afterglow of the shower and the intense emotions of the day.
"Ready, baby?" Meena asked, grabbing her keys from her desk.
"Yeah... but I can drive you in my car, after all you've had a busy afternoon."
Meena laughed, a bright, melodic sound, and shook her head.
"Nope. I'm driving. No offense, it wouldn't look nearly as sexy if we stepped out of your corolla in front of all the white people."
" My Ferrari would look much better."
"Alright."
Meena took my hand, leading me out of her room. In the parking lot, her Ferrari 458 Italia waited like a sleek white predator. Meena would look so fucking good striking a pose next to it or on it.
"Babe, can you strike a sexy pose while sitting on the front of your car? I want to take some shots of my baby girl killing it."
"Ofcourse, babe!"
" I can't believe that thought has never crossed my mind!"
She stood in front of the car, ass out, her hands behind her hair.
"You look fucking amazing in that pose Meena, just keep still."
I pulled out my phone and took the photo.
"Show me Ravi, did it come out right?"
"Here, your dark brown skin contrasts very nicely with white.."
"I guess in more ways than one." She smirked at me and looked at the photo.
"It's a good photo but I think we can get more racier shots, how about it Ravi? Or do you want to go to Cracker Barrel right away?"
"Lets take a couple more shots Meena, I'm probably going to make one of these my wallpaper."
"Wallpaper huh?"
"Guess I got to amp up my sluttiness then."
"Go ahead mama, turn up the heat."
I took several photos of her in racier poses, but the one I saved as my wallpaper was where she sat on the front of her car, ass arched, her hands pressing her tits together, her head tilted upwards, and legs crossed.
"Jesus you look so fucking sexy in this pic!"
She smiled at me and kissed my cheek.
"Come on big boy, are we going to eat or are you going to fawn over those photos all day?"
I pulled her close to me.
"I can never not get enough of you...you're my fucking drug now."
Suddenly I heard Murugan's voice from a distance, he was close by and didn't seem to notice me yet. Fuck, I gotta hide and hopefully he doesn't see me. I let go of Meena, and shot her a worried look which she understood. I quickly hid behind the pick up truck that was behind her Ferrari.
I could hear his voice getting a little louder, then I heard Acharya's voice as well, Why is Murugan still hanging around with that fucking snake? I would have instantly chided him for still fucking around with that midget but the position that I am in right now I couldn't do shit.
"Man why don't you tell that black ass buffalo to fuck off?"
That was definitely him, that vile brahmin serpent. I guess Murugan is never going to cut him off.
"You're just jealous my guy, he's been railing all the hot white girls on campus and that's got you feeling some type of way."
"I can't believe you're standing up for that low iq, Hindu phobic, vermin, he called Lord Ram a coward who hid behind bushes."
"Look I don't agree with everything the guy says, but come on, he's Tamil just like me, and besides Ravi and I there's no other Tamil guy on this campus."
"Murugan, you are putting your ethnicity above dharma, that is a sin, you need to drop that fool."
Then there was just silence for ten seconds or so.
I guess they must have seen Meena.
"Well look what we have here, it's the black ass desi bitch with an itch for white dick!" said Acharya.
"Shut the fuck up dork, I'm really not in the mood to argue with you idiots." Meena shot back.
"Oh come now Acharya, I'm sure miss colonized here just got ditched by that white boy she was fucking, after all, we all know women of color are viewed by white boys as "Fun time" not "Long time"."
They started laughing. I felt bad for Meena that I just left her there, I should be defending her, but, in my predicament, I couldn't.
"Yeah, laugh it up you nerds, and for the record, he didn't break up with me, I broke up with him, and also I can fuck him anytime I want. He's still my fuck buddy at the end of the day."
"You're so proud to be a white man's whore aren't you, race traitor." Murugan growled.
"Awww, you still haven't gotten over the fact that I rejected you?"
Anyways, let's just say my new man would be quite the surprise for you, but to answer your question, yes, I'm a white man's whore, and I'm proud of it!"
"Big white cock for life!" Meena proclaimed loudly.
"Since you like big white cock so much, I got 9 inches of superior Aryan dick for you to feast on," said Acharya.
"9 inches? More like 3 inches of Nepali shortcoming."
Murugan started laughing. My blood was boiling after that little midget just hit on my girl.
"Looks like she got you there Acharya, just leave it to me, I'll show you how to deal with this self hating Tamil bitch."
"You couldn't be further from the truth Murugan, I love myself, I love being a Tamil baddie that makes white boys tent their pants whenever I walk by."
" You're just bitter that Tamil girls are not settling for sub standard Tamil guys like you anymore and turning to white guys."
Meena why do you have to keep on insulting him, he's one of us.
"You are a self hating Tamil bitch don't try to deny it, and besides I got a white girl now with big ass titties, just got back from fucking her."
"So yeah, you and every other Indian bitch is an afterthought."
"Are you sure she's white, or is she a little darker?" Meena asked, knowing the truth.
"She is white enough, you fucking skank!"
Yeah he was blowing hot air, he told me the girl was Mexican, now he's lying saying she's white when it's actually a desi girl.
"Tamil boys and their obsession with white skin, a tale as old as time."
" It's sad really, hating on their own dark skin baddies but salivating at a white girl that won't even look their way, how pathetic."
"You're one to talk you white boy loving gutter whore, probably fucked over half the white guys on campus and still couldn't find one of them to actually like you besides the free pussy."
"Trust me Meenakshi, you're nothing more than a pump and dump, a literal walking cum bucket for white boys, no white guy wants you to be the mother of his son no matter how pretty you are or how far you bend over backwards for them."
My heart was racing, what my friend said to my girl infuriated me but how could I be mad at him, I was the same way before I fell in love with Meena. Her silence seemed to indicate that she was hurt by his words. Dammit I couldn't console her without being discovered.
"Come on bruh, she's about to cry." Acharya chuckled.
"Looks like you're at a loss for words, thevidya ( Tamil for whore)." Murugan mocked.
Meena didn't even bother responding, there was absolute silence from her end.
"Come on Acharya, let's not keep wasting time with this semen demon, we gotta get to round 50 on zombies."
I heard the two laughing and claiming how they destroyed a disgusting whore as they walked off to Acharya's room. After a few seconds it felt like the coast was clear. I immediately withdrew myself from hiding and quickly walked over to Meena who was standing still.
"Meena I'm so sorry."
Meena turned around and met my eyes, she wasn't sad but looked like she was in deep thought.
I hugged her tightly, wanting to see how she would respond. She hugged me back without hesitation.
"It's okay Ravi, you don't have to apologize, you made this clear to me from the beginning."
"I know, but I still feel guilty about it, I should have defended you when they were degrading you, my heart sank when I didn't hear you responding to them anymore."
"It's no use in continuing to argue with them, it was just going to waste time anyways."


"Come on, let's get going, I'm feeling pretty hungry myself."
"Alright."
I knew she was masking her pain, the last thing Murugan said must have gotten to her. We got in her car and she quickly pulled out of the parking lot and we were on our way.
I wanted to make sure she was alright. I decided to ask her if she was feeling down by what Murugan said.
"Meena, are you hurt by what Murugan said? Be honest."
"Ravi, I'm not hurt, just reminded of the fact that some of his words had truth to it."
"Is it the part about you being a cum bucket, and no white guy would ever see you more than a cum dump?"
She giggled.
"No Ravi, he's wrong about that, Chad wanted to be with me romantically even after all the cheating on his side."
"So no, I still have a white guy that I can shack up with if I wanted to, but that's not my issue."
"Then what is it, babe?"
"The one thing Murugan said that was true however is that no matter how pretty I am, no matter how pleasant I am, no matter how freaky I am in bed, a white guy will never look at me as the mother of his son."
"Meena that's not true, I'm sure lots of white boys would love to put a baby in you."
"Ravi it isn't about putting a baby in me, that's a kink lot's of guys have, and just because a guy puts a baby in me does not mean he really likes me."
"Look Ravi, a white guy could play house with me, and would be happily willing to raise our child together, but only if that child was a girl."
"How do you know this Meena?"
"I know because I asked both Ryan and Chad this question."
"What did they say?"
"Ryan laughed at me and told me he had no plans of ever impregnating a non white. Fuck them? Sure, but never make a family with one."
"Well that's to be expected from that swine, but what about Chad?"
"Chad replied that starting a family with me would be a dream, all the amazing sex, the money, and the joy of raising our hypothetical daughter."
"Why did he jump to the thought of a daughter, it's a 50/50 chance of the child being a boy or a girl."
"Yes, that's why I immediately told him that our child could be a boy as well."
"When I said that, his face changed from a happy to a displeased look."
"I asked him what's wrong, and he just said that he would really like a daughter first."
"I knew then the truth."
"I could never give them a white son."
I felt sorry for her at that moment, I don't know why I should feel sorry about her previous white boyfriends not wanting to have a half white son with her, but I did.
"Ravi, can I ask you something..."
"Sure babe, anything."
"If you and I were not together, would you be willing to have a son with a white woman?"
"Ummm.....I'm not sure Meena. I never thought about the future...just the here and now."
"How about this, would you want a son who is pure Tamil like you or a son that is half Tamil and half some other race."
"I'd rather my son be pure Tamil, I want him to be like me in body and mind or greater, big, dark skinned, fit, and so on."
"It's the same with all men, Ravi, they want to see themselves or an improved version of themselves in their sons."
"That's why they don't want a son with me."
"Well Meena, I can only give you a pure Tamil son."
"Ravi, I have wanted a pure Tamil son ever since I first laid eyes on you."
"Really?" You've wanted me since you first saw me at the library with Murugan and Acharya?"
"Yes, when you were so obviously trying to take quick glances at me while pretending to study."
"Hard not to, when a Tamil baddie is radiating queen energy like none other."
She giggled, and slapped my thigh.
"Do you gas up all the girls you're with?"
"No, I knock them down a peg or two, but you, you're undeniable...."
I saw the curve of her smile as she concentrated on the road, she was blushing heavily.
"Ravi, when I first saw you, I couldn't believe a Tamil boy could look so good, you dispelled a lot of beliefs I had about Tamil guys."
"Really, like what?"
"I used to think Tamil boys were just either scrawny little nerds or pudgy unathletic buffoons who thought they were the shit, but you turned my world upside down."
" My heart skipped a beat and my pussy quivered when our eyes met that day."
"And I knew then that I had to have you no matter what, I wanted to be your wife, the mother of your son, and the one true love of your life."
I was amazed, she wanted me from day 1, she was meant for me.
"Meena, say if you never met me, what would you have done? Would you have gotten into a relationship with another white guy?"
"No Ravi, after Chad I was pretty much done with white boys in the context of relationships."
"I was considering the idea of having a long distance relationship with one of my Onlyfans Tamil subscribers that lived in America."
"Odd, you said you didn't like Tamil guys or Indian guys in general."
"For the most part I don't and there are a lot of reasons for that, however my heart softened towards the Tamil guys on Only fans who celebrated me for having sex with a white guy."
"I figured it would be the best of both worlds, I get to have a loving loyal boyfriend while also having as much sex with any white guy I wanted."
"However with you it's even better, I get to have a tall, well built, attractive, loyal Tamil boyfriend that I'm head over heels in love with and I still get to experience a big white dick."
"I get to have the best cake ever and eat it too!"
"Yeah you got the perfect set up Meena, my queen gets to have it all."
"Ravi, you don't know how happy you make me, I can't imagine my life without you now."
"Same, babe."
We pulled into the Cracker Barrel parking lot a few minutes later. As we stepped out of her flashy white Ferrari, several heads turned -- especially white guys staring openly at Meena in her short yellow sundress. She looked incredible: thick thighs, big ass, full breasts straining against the fabric, and that radiant post-sex glow still on her face.
Meena noticed the stares and leaned into me, wrapping her arm around my waist.
"See that?" she whispered. "They all want me. But I'm with you."
I kissed her cheek and wrapped my arm around her waist as well.
All the white guys we passed were tenting their pants at the sight of Meena. Their white and asian girlfriends gave her dirty looks as she confidently walked past them. I knew my girl was the baddest babe around, but the difference in quality between her and every other girl here was astounding. These girls weren't ugly either, all of them were at least average to smoking hot. Fuck, I was really lucky Meena wanted to be with me, there really wasn't a girl that could compare to her in any aspect.
"You're giving all these drooling white boys a hard on, I bet they're undressing you in their minds, babe." I whispered into her ear.
"It's a talent of mine to turn on white boys, and let's not forget about you stud, you got these white girls checking you out as well." She whispered back.'
She was right, these girls were checking me out, most of them being the blonde sorority types. Their white boyfriends seethed as their girlfriends eye fucked me, I made sure to stare every one of these pink fuckers down as I passed them by.
We got a booth near the window to keep an eye on her Ferrari, in case some crazy motherfucker tried to jack it or damage it.
"So Meena what are you going to get?"
"Crispy homestyle chicken with mashed potatoes and green beans along with green beans and carrots, it's what I usually get when I'm here."
"Good choice, I'll have that as well. Along with the smokehouse grilled chicken with the same sides."
"Chicken twice?"
"I know it's boring but the fried chicken is for taste and the grilled chicken is for me to get my protein in."
"How much meat do you eat Ravi?"
"It depends, at least a pound a day to 6 pounds at most."
"6 pounds?"
"Yeah, when you're my size and really hungry you can consume that amount in a day."
"But typically I eat 2 to 3 pounds of meat a day on average."
"You've been eating like that since you were little?"
"Kind of, I wasn't shoving down 2 pounds of meat down my throat as a kid but I definitely ate way more meat than most other kids my age."
"When did this start exactly; this hyper meat consumption?"
"Around 9."
Finally a waitress came to our booth, she was a stunning ginger with a freckled face.
"Meena, it's good to see you again!"
"Hey Aubery, it's good to see you as well, are these horny boys tipping you properly?"
"If the guy is single, then I get a good amount but if he is with someone then it's pretty much 15 to 20 bucks at the most."
"Who's the new guy?"
"This is Ravi, my boyfriend, we just got together recently."
Aubery smiled at me and looked back at Meena.
"Wow Meena, I never thought in a million years you would be dating a Tamil guy."
"I know Aubery, but hey, life is full of surprises."
"Ravi, this is my friend Aubery, she and I played volleyball together in high school."
I didn't respond and simply looked at her with an impatient face. I'm not one for meeting new people and making small talk, I came here to eat and have a good time with my girl."
"Geez, he's certainly not the friendly type."
"Ravi, would it kill you to say hi to my friend."
"Look Aubery, I came here to take my girl out on a date, I didn't come here to engage in meaningless conversations with strangers, if you could take our orders I would very much appreciate it."
"Ravi! Are you always this rude to people?!"
"No Meena, I just don't like being nice to people I don't know."
"It's okay Meena, at least you don't have to worry about this one cheating on you with any girl that looks his way."
"How do you know that, Aubery?"
"Usually when guys are this rude and brazen with us, it's most likely because they've been around and aren't swayed by a pretty face."
"They've been there and done that. And could do it again anytime they want."
I smirked at the red head, she could certainly read me very well.
"Are you ready to take our order, Aubrey?"
"I'm ready," she said as she pulled out her phone.
"I'll take Meena's first, I'll get back to you after I get her order."
"What would you like Meena?"
" I'll get the crispy homestyle chicken with mashed potatoes and gravy along with the green beans and carrots."
"Would that be all?"
"Yes, I'm cutting sugar for the next two months."
"Okay, now what about you mister high and mighty?"
"I'll have everything that she ordered in addition to the smokehouse grilled chicken with the same sides."
"Your orders might take some time, it's a little busier than usual."
"It's okay Aubery, my boyfriend and I won't even notice the time once we start talking."
Aubrey smiled at me and looked at Meena.
"Does he know Meena?"
Meena bit her lip and winked at me.
"Aubery, he knows everything, and when I mean everything, I mean my dating history and my spicy videos."
"Oh my God Meena! He's a keeper!"
"I know, he's a real sweetheart once you get to know him, right now he is very rough around the edges at first glance but he's a good guy deep down."
"Well, good luck you two, I'll go get your food ready."
"Ravi, sweetie, are you upset that I told her about you knowing my bleached history?"
"No, babe, as long as it isn't someone I know or someone at our university. I'm cool with you letting some of your girlfriends know, besides I want to be in their good books, I don't want them trying to break us up."
"You don't have to worry about my friends Ravi, they will all come around after they know how much you love me."
I took her hand in mine and she blushed, if she was 5 shades lighter she would have been red as a tomato.
"Well, Meena since the food might take some time, I think it's a good time to get to know each other better. I know we talked considerably before, but it was about my issues. I want to know all about you and your family."
"Likewise, Ravi."
So do you want to start or should I begin first?"
"I'll start Ravi, since I already got to meet your mom, I kind of know more about you than you know about me."
"Alright."
"Growing up before my dad and mom divorced, I was your typical Tamil girl, I excelled in my studies, and was the pride and joy of my parents."
"Everything changed after my parents divorced and my mom moved her white boyfriend into our home."
"How did it change? Did you miss your dad? Did you not get along with your mom's boyfriend?"
"After my mom's boyfriend moved in, I felt weird about the whole thing."
"I missed my dad, and Travis, my mom's boyfriend, felt like a stranger in my house that I had to live with."
"My relationship with my dad slowly changed from a carefree loving relationship to one of a strict academic focused one."
"I don't know for sure, but I think my mom leaving him for a white guy might have done a number on his psyche to the point he might have connected me with her."
"He would always criticize me for not making all 100s on my report cards, and would interrogate me if I was talking to boys."
"100s? Meena, the worst my mom would be about grades would have been "Why didn't you get all As", seems like you had one of those annoying Tamil dads."
"Yeah, he was very strict about it. Our relationship deteriorated rapidly by the time I entered high school, I simply stopped listening to what he wanted of me and lived my own life."
"I would rarely visit him as he became bitter and bitter, always insulting my mom and telling me I was becoming like her."
"Shit, your mom must have destroyed him."
"He destroyed himself, Ravi."
" Even before the divorce and my mom's affair he was always insecure about his earnings and got extremely jealous when my mom was making much more than him."
"He tried controlling her spending, asking where she went if she came back 5 to 10 minutes late, accusing her of infidelity every week, and generally being a pain in the neck for her when she was home."
"Of course, my mother did not like this one bit, she would argue with him constantly, insulting his income and other shortcomings."
"It was a lot to hear at my age at that time but I still have a vivid memory of it."
"Sounds like your mom is a red hot chili pepper, kind of like my mom."
"Yeah, she has a lot of spunk in her, after she divorced my father, she made a promise to herself that she would never let a man control her ever again."
I rolled my eyes, her mom was a typical Indian feminist, complaining about controlling Indian men but would lay out the red carpet for a white man.
"Why did you roll your eyes?"
"Your mom must have hated being with your controlling father, but I'm sure she bends over backwards for her white partner."
"You're wrong Ravi, my mother is a strong independent woman, she does not take shit from no man, whether he be White or Tamil."
"My stepfather is no more than a bipedal golden retriever in her house, he never starts arguments with her and agrees with everything she says."
"I have never once in my life heard him raise his voice to her."
"Look Meena, I know we are deeply in love with each other, but you better not try to make me like how your mom treats your stepdad."
"Never sweetie, I want us to be equal in our relationship, I don't ever want to make you feel that you're beneath me, I will always have the utmost respect for you, Ravi."
"Good, I'm glad we're clear on that."
"Speaking of your stepdad, what's he like?"
"Is he rich, tall, good looking?"
"He isn't rich, he's 6 foot on the dot and he's a good looking guy for his age."
"So, I'm guessing your mom upgraded."
"Precisely Ravi, it stung my dad like crazy, he couldn't stop disparaging my mother whenever I used to visit him, he also said nasty remarks about white men, calling them locusts and parasites."
"Well, I'm sure it must have been a shit storm when he found out about your white fever."
"Yeah he slammed my phone on the ground."
" When did that happen?."
"In one of my visits during my sophomore year, I had my screen saver saved as a hot photo of Zac Efron."
"He saw my screen light up when one of my friends called me and saw the photo of Zac Efron. He immediately grabbed my phone and went ballistic."
"He interrogated me on why I had a white boy as my screen saver, and if the guy in the photo was my boyfriend."
"I explained that the guy in the photo is my celebrity crush. His face contorted into a violent expression before he slapped the shit out of me and threw my phone on the ground."
"Talk about overreaction, he should have at least started yelling at you."
"I know, but I guess seeing me lusting after a white boy must have opened the wound of my mother's affair."
"Needless to say, after that I stopped visiting him and I was more sympathetic to my mother's affair."
"Did he call you after you stopped visiting him?"
"Yes, he tried many times but I didn't bother picking up because I didn't want to get yelled at and threatened."
"However, one day I did, after he was calling non-stop."
"What did he say?"
"There was a brief silence on the phone and he just unloaded on me, he called me a worthless good for nothing daughter, that I will be a whore like my mother, and that he regrets ever marrying my mother and having me."
I took her hand in mine and gave it a gentle squeeze, it must be hard for her to share this with me.
"Meena, your father is just upset, I don't think he means it."
"He does Ravi, you don't know him, I do."
"After that I went completely no contact with my father, he is an angry, bitter, misogynistic, hateful man, I don't ever want to see his face again."
I could see the anger in her eyes when telling me her experience with him, maybe this played a factor in her disdain for Tamil guys.
"Least to say, I didn't care too much for my father from that point on, I was determined to have a hot white boyfriend in high school, however that never panned out."
"How come, you're fucking gorgeous, I'm sure you must have had a roster of white boys lined up for you to pick out for prom."
"No, Ravi, most of the good looking white boys in my high school at that time were all with the typical suburban white girls, all I had left to pick were the mid white boys."
"So you were completely single in Highschool?"
"Yes, at best I had a few make out sessions with some of the football jocks."
"It wasn't until college I lost my virginity to Ryan."
I felt anger flood my body, of all the white boys to pop her cherry it had to be him.
"Ravi, I know that might not sit well with you, but I really liked having a big strong white boy as my boyfriend at that time, it made me feel like a queen and it pissed off all the desi boys."
"You just didn't like it when the insults started flying your way and out of the bedroom."
"Yes, and also the fact that when I took him to meet my mother he insulted my mother to her face, calling her a "dot head bitch" when my mother insulted his intelligence."
"A few days after, we were pretty much done, there was no way I could have a peaceful life with that racist, misogynistic, douchebag."
"Did your step dad defend your mother's honor when Ryan insulted her?"
"He tried but he was clearly outsized and intimidated by Ryan, Ryan told him that if he even put a finger on him, he would give him an ass kicking that would be unlike anything he ever experienced before."
"Needless to say my step father couldn't take Ryan on, he was 4 inches shorter than him and weighed about 80 pounds less."
"It was a big commotion for my family that day, my mother went ballistic and Ryan kept up the insults. He even called my half brother a "disgusting mutt", this sent my mother into a frenzy and she threw her cup at him."


"Damn talk about drama, I always knew that bitch ass white boy had a mouth on him, but to insult your mother and your brother, while your step dad watched helplessly."
"That's gotta be humiliating."
"Right, that's why I was so happy when you showed me that video of you beating the shit out of him, it was like you were avenging my family's honor."
"Except I wasn't, I fought him for the reasons I told you before."
"I know, but still it felt like karma after what he did to me and my family."
"I learned then that if a white boy is willing to be racist to Indian guys then he is very well capable of being racist to Indian women."
"After that incident, I still tried to make the relationship work with him despite everything."
"Wow, even after that you still clung onto him, did he ever appreciate the lengths you went for him?"
"No Ravi, he told me that I was just a exotic pet to him that he uses for a quick nut, he never intended to make me his forever, he told me that honor is only for a white girl, not an inferior ethnic."
I was so glad I busted up his lip when I fought him, to talk to my Meena like that, I should have gotten in more body shots before I knocked that overgrown swine out.
I gently ran my fingers through Meena's hair, and tucked a few strands behind her ears. God she was beautiful, I could look at her for hours.
"Meena, that prick had no right to talk to you the way he did, no white girl I had ever seen in my life even holds a candle to you, he should have thanked his lucky stars you ever fucked him."
"Ravi, you're so sweet, you make me feel like the most beautiful girl in the world."
"You are, babe."
"Awww, my buffalo is so loving."
"My Goddess is second to none."
She smiled and squeezed my hand.
"Coming back to your step dad, do you call him "Dad", since you had a falling out with your biological father?"
"No Ravi, I just call him by his name, it's not to honor my bio dad or anything like that, it's just the fact that my step dad came into my life at a much later stage and I already knew who my real father was."
"It feels weird to call my step father, "Dad"."
"However, my half brother does call him dad."
"Does your mother have a problem with you not calling him dad?"
"No, she is cool with me not referring to her husband as dad."
"Oh, so when you take me to meet your family one day, can I just call your step dad by his name?"
"I'm not going to call him sir or uncle, and you better not make me say it."
"You can just call him by his name, Ravi."
"You told me after Ryan, you went open season on white cock, were you looking for a potential boyfriend or just wanted revenge fucks to get Ryan out of your mind?"
"Both actually, first and foremost I wanted to get back at Ryan for dumping me, I fucked about 3 to 4 white boys every week in the middle of my first semester."
"I made sure to send Ryan hot pics of different white cocks painting my ass and tits."
"I'm sure he might have felt some type of way about it."
"Yeah he certainly did, he called me a white man's cum bucket."
"But I know he secretly missed fucking my pussy, no matter how hard he tried to hide it."
"I'm guessing either during this or by the end of it is when you met Chad?"
"Chad and I got together after I finished my white boy fucking spree, and I wanted to get into a secure relationship."
"He was that hot nerdy Zac Efron-esque white boy in my gender studies class that I had an eye on, and hoped he would make the first move at the beginning of the semester, but alas, he never did."
"So you made the first move?"
"Kind of, I didn't flat out ask him to be my boyfriend like I did with you on the first day we met, but it developed into a passionate relationship quickly."
"The first time we had sex, I couldn't believe he was packing a monster of a white cock, after all he was a skinny white guy, but life has ways of surprising you."
"Yeah you can say that again, I mean look at us, two Tamil college students who fucked nothing but white, now look where we are."
"Exactly, Ravi."
"How did your mom and stepdad feel about Chad?"
"They fucking love him, after Ryan any mild mannered white boy would be a godsend to them. My mom still suggests I get back with Chad."
"I guess Chad got along with your brother as well?"
"Yeah, they were cool with each other, but I wouldn't say they became friends."
"Look if your brother, your step-dad, or your mom try to disapprove of our relationship don't think I will just sit back and let them insult me. I will give tit for tat if they want to play that game with me."
"I don't know about my brother or my step dad but my mom will disapprove."
" She vehemently told me not to entertain any south Asian males when I went to college, which wasn't hard for me to obey until I met you."
"Did you tell your family about me, Meena? Now that we are a couple, they should know."
"No Ravi, I haven't. I don't know how to approach her with our relationship. I'll try to tell her by the end of this week, and please don't antagonize my mother when I take you to my place."
"I won't say anything nasty to her if she doesn't say anything nasty to me."
"Please Ravi, knowing her classist nature and her disdain towards Tamil men, I'm sure she would make snide comments."
" Please try to ignore them, sweetie. I know it's hard, but please babe, I need you to control your anger when she gives you shit."
Meena looked at me with those beautiful pouty eyes and I couldn't help but give into what she wanted.
"Alright, fine, I'll bite my tongue but please come to my defense if you don't want me to defend myself."
"Of course, babe, like I would let my mom disrespect my man. Don't worry she will accept you sooner or later."
Our conversation got me working up my appetite as my stomach constantly growled from hunger. Fortunately our food arrived just in time. Our server a white boy in his 20s I presume, who looked to be about Meena's type: white, tall, and with boyish good looks, was already undressing Meena with his eyes.
"Here's your order Ma'am, sorry we are pretty busy today."
"Well, the good thing is I'm sure your pockets will be full by the end of your shift today."
"I hope so, I have to refill my wallet after I bought a new phone for my girlfriend for her birthday."
"Awww, looks like you give your special lady the queen treatment."
"That I do, I'm sure your boyfriend here I presume does the same."
"Yes, he certainly does--just a little differently." Meena said, looking at me with a warm smile.
I could see the outline of his cock straining against his pants as the conversation came to an end, my baby girl was making all these white boys bricked up. Even if they got a girl at home.
"Well, enjoy you two, I gotta get to the other customers before they get mad." He chuckled.
I took a big bite out of my homestyle chicken and devoured it quickly so I could get to the smokehouse grilled chicken before the heat dissipated.
"Wow, Ravi I saw you eat before but you're just inhaling the food now."
I finished giving the meat a few chews before swallowing it.
"Yeah, I really don't like eating cold or lukewarm meat."
" I also don't like the taste of cold chicken as well, since I only have one meal I should be able to finish it before it starts getting cold."
I took a bite of a large chunk out of my grilled chicken and thought about what she likes to do for fun. I want to spend quality time with my girl outside the bedroom as well.
"You know that white boy was bricked up talking to you."
"Yeah, I noticed, he's a hottie as well, too bad he would cheat on his girl if I made a move on him."
"Probably, you're pretty much irresistible."
"Thank you Ravi, you're so sweet with the compliments, do you mind if I flirt with him a little if he brings our bill."
"I don't mind, hell you can even fuck him if you want, provided he doesn't piss me off."
"Really Ravi, I thought you wanted me to stick to Chad for now?"
"Meena, every second I spend with you, my boundaries and discomfort weaken."
"You're a beautiful bird Meena, you're meant to fly wherever you please, not confined to a cage built by my own insecurities and anger."
She smiled at me, happy that I wanted her sexual liberation throughout our relationship.
Then both of us were silent, taking in the moment. Neither of us had anything to say beyond this point, everything was open now. Not wanting to continue the prolonged silence I decided to ask her about her interests.
"Meena, what do you like to do for fun?"
"I love having sex with white boys."
"I meant outside of sex."
"Let's see, I love shopping, I love playing volleyball, I love to trek, I love to read, oh and I love.. and I mean LOVE to travel."
"Those are some of my favorite things to do off the top of my head."
"Nice to know, trekking sounds fun, I always wanted to trek the western ghats."
"Me too Ravi, hey I could book a ticket to India once our finals ends, we have over 2 months to explore India together or as a family."
"When you mean family you mean your family or mine?"
"Both Ravi, your mom, her boyfriend, my mom, my brother and my step dad."
"It would be an interesting trip, but what else would we do besides trek the mountains? We have over 2 months of vacation."
"There's lots to do, Ravi. Important things, I will explain later, is it okay if I bring Chad along as well."
"Yeah, as long as you or your mom has the money for it."
"Money is not an issue for her, she can throw 20 grand out of her purse like you can dump a penny out of your wallet."
This came as no surprise, after all Meena was driving a Ferrari, but would her mom even spend a penny on someone else other than her family.
"What about you Ravi?"
"I don't have many hobbies, and some of them might not sit well with you."
"Like what, babe?"
"Drawing, working out, hunting, and fighting."
"I always wanted to go hunting, could you take me one day?"
"Sure, I'm surprised you even want to go hunting since you're a Hindu, but I'll arrange something with my cousin next semester."
"You have a cousin here?"
"Yeah, he's my dad's older brother's son, since I'm the only child to my mom and dad, he's more of a brother to me than anything."
"He's 6 years older than me, and has some property that my paternal grandfather bought for him. I'll introduce you two when we go hunting on his property."
"In the meantime, you should get your hunting license."
"Got it, what will we be hunting around that time?"
Her leg brushed against mine as she batted her eyes at me seductively.
"I was hoping I could get to hunt a big, handsome stag."
"Make up your mind babe, am I your buffalo or your stag?"
"I changed my mind, buffalo suits you better, a stag is smaller than a bull but a buffalo would be the same size or larger."
" You're much more physically imposing than Chad, so he's my white taurine bull and you're my black buffalo bull."
"Anyways, kink aside, you could bag your fist buck during Christmas break, does that sit well with you or do you have other plans?"
"I should be free during Christmas time, I'll inform my mother about the trip in December so those two to three weeks are booked."
"Nice."
"Ravi, you also said you like to draw, right?"
"Yeah, what of it? It was something that I liked to do ever since I was little."
"Are you a great artist?"
"Well, I don't know about great, I can sketch very well, but painting is not my forte."
"Can I make a request, sweetie?"
"Sure."
"When we get back to my room, can you draw me nude? I want to be your muse."
"That sounds hot as fuck babe, wait, I got something better."
"What is it?"
" When we get back, I'll draw you nude, but I will draw you as goddess Durga, fierce and sexy, stepping on Mahishasura who I will draw as myself."
"Oh Shakti, Ravi you just made it ten times hotter now, fuck yes, I would love that!"
I finished my homestyle chicken and immediately started tearing into the smokehouse grilled chicken. It seems our conversation had really excited Meena, her pierced nipples were straining against her chest, begging to be freed and sucked.
"Ravi, sweetie, now that I shared most of my history, can you tell me what your life was like starting from childhood?"
"Yeah."
Meena looked at me with utmost interest as I was about to tell my life's story up until now.
"Where to begin, I guess I'll tell you from the beginning from when I was 5 years old."
"At that age I was like any other kid, I watched cartoons on TV, played with my action figures and wished I had super powers."
"I got along with everyone, I was a very different individual from who I am now."
"I was very outgoing. I had a considerable amount of friends in school and in the neighborhood."
"In school, I was not particularly the best student, but I excelled in math and history, those were the two subjects that I could ace in my sleep."
"Did you have a diverse set of friends, Ravi?"
"Yeah, I was friends with different kinds of people...."
"Wow, that is a stark contrast to your circle now."
"Yeah, I'll get to that, but at the time I was cool with everyone, I didn't really look at race all that much at the time, all that I noticed was that everyone looked different."
"You didn't have any Indian friends growing up, and what about girls?"
"Meena, Indians were not that common in my area, I was almost always one of the only 2 or 4 Indian boys in all my schooling."
"So I really didn't have any Indian friends during that time."
"As for girls, I mostly didn't care for them, their interests didn't align with mine when I was really young."
"I'm sure you could have made lots of Indian friends in the temple, your mom took you to the temple right?"
"She did, but I didn't really like it, it didn't interest me and she only went occasionally anyway."
"It was the same when my dad took me to church with my grandparents a couple of times, I didn't like it."
"I hated sitting and listening to some guy ramble on about something I had no interest in, when all I wanted to do was play some video games."
"What about when you were older, Ravi, I'm sure that would have opened up more doors for you to converse with some of the other kids at the temple."
"By that point, I stopped going to the temple with my mother and even then she rarely went to the temple, most of the time she would just pray at our puja room."
"Oh I see, you told me before your parents let you choose your own path in life."
"That's right Meena, it was one of the best decisions they ever made, I could make my own decisions without anyone coercing me or forcing me to subscribe to a philosophy or ideology."
"So what was the point that made you radically change to the reclusive, aggressive, volatile, intimidating individual that I know and love?"
I chuckled.
"Were you intimidated when you first saw me?"
"Well, kind of, but I was attracted to you as well."
"I wanted to come up to you and start a conversation but as you know Chad was with me and Murugan would have tore into me if I got within 3 feet of you."
"Yeah it was best you didn't at that time, my blood boiled when I saw you with Chad, I would have told you to fuck off and called you a bunch of nasty names."
"Well it was a good thing I approached you when you were by yourself after having gotten your little revenge with Brittany and Heather."
"Yeah, I was less heated after that, but you know what?"
"What?"
"Even though I had two attractive white girls on that day kissing me, I still felt jealous of Chad."
"Awww, looks like you had a love-hate crush on me."
"Right, now getting back to my history."
"I wouldn't be that carefree oblivious kid forever though."
"My personality would forever change on that one day that defined my outlook on life."
"Was it something traumatic?"
"Traumatic? No, it was enlightening."
"What happened?"
"I was about 9 at the time, I told my mom to shut the fuck up for telling me to put away my video game handheld when I went to bed."
"Oh my god, you were that disrespectful at that age!!!"
"Yeah, I guess my hormones were kicking in early."
"Least to say, my dad was fucking pissed, he gave me 2 hard lashes with his belt and stopped."
"Then, he did something that would change my outlook on life."
"He threw his belt to the side and told me to fight him."
"Woah, this is interesting Ravi, from what I heard no Indian father deliberately allows their son the chance to hit them back."
"Right. I was intimidated to fight him at first, I mean I was just a kid and he was a 6' 1'', 250 pound grown ass man that looked like a comic book super hero."
"However, my anger consumed my fear and I fought him regardless of the outcome."
"What happened?"
"What do you think happened? I got my ass beat severely even though he held back considerably."
"Did it humble you, Ravi?"
"Hell no, far from it, I knew then what I had to do."
"And what would that be?"
"I had to develop the body and skills to kick my father's ass."
"After that ass whopping, I started working out and I swore to my dad that one day I would beat him up."
"He just laughed at me and said that I could never beat him in a million years no matter what I did."
"This just made me all the more determined, there wasn't a day that went by that I didn't push my body to the breaking point, and of course I consumed a lot of protein and fiber to fuel it."
" Sensing my will to beat him, my father put me in a boxing gym, later on when I got to middle school, I asked to be put into a Muay Thai gym."
"Did you feel that boxing wasn't cutting it for you?"
"It wasn't that it wasn't cutting it, boxing is the best when it comes to punches, however it does nothing for you if you wanted to use something else besides your fists."
"Muay Thai trains you to use pretty much everything when it comes to striking."
" I didn't really care for the punching aspect of Muay Thai as I felt boxing was superior to it in that aspect."
"I took the knees, elbows, kicks, sweeps, and clinching from Muay Thai and added it to my boxing."
"From what you are saying, you were 5 steps ahead when it comes to fighting compared to your peers?"
"Right, and as you know middle school and puberty go hand in hand."
"I got into a lot of fights, leading me to be suspended from school multiple times, but it was worth it since I beat the shit out of those bitches."
"Sheesh, Ravi, the worst I got was a detention for non-stop talking to my friends, looks like you were quite the trouble maker."
"I'm sure your mom was stressed having to deal with you at that time."
"I love how you just assumed I was the one who started all my fights, weak ass punks should have never tried to test me in the first place."
"All of them thought they could kick my ass but in the end found their heads kissing the ground."
"Were they all white, babe?"
"No, some were, at least two were black and one of them was Mexican."
"My fists don't discriminate against those who want to play the alpha male game with me."
"Wow, I'm guessing you must have had a lot of fights going into high school as well?"
"No, not really, I only had one fight in high school."
"What, you're telling me you beat up a bunch of people in middle school but were mellowed out in high school?"
"Not exactly, it's just that most people left me the fuck alone and for many good reasons."
"Some of them were already aware of my history since they were from the same middle school as I was."
" Also my height and build deterred every idiot from challenging me, and there were more severe repercussions for fighting in high school."
"But there was one guy that did try to fight you, considering everything."


"Kind of, we didn't actually fight in high school but during our graduation party."
"That's crazy, were you both drunk?"
"No, we were both sober."
"Was he white?"
"Yup, the biggest white boy I ever fought."
"He was bigger than Ryan?"
"Yes, by a good amount, but Ryan is the biggest white boy that I fought that was natural."
"When Ryan and I fought, he was 6' 4'' and weighed 260 pounds with decent definition to his muscles. I reckon your first ex was about 12 percent body fat."
"So how big was this guy?"
"He was as lean as me --10 percent body fat I reckon, the same height as Ryan, and weighed 285 pounds."
"That is a mountain of a man, how the fuck did you ever beat him?!"
"Well we gauged each other's strength from freshman year when we wrestled, he was nowhere near as big then, he was roughly my size at that time."
"However, once I saw him in sophomore year, he blew the fuck up in size, he was a lot more muscular, and I mean a lot more, that's when I knew he was on something."
"To gain that much size in that little time, there was no way he was natural if you know what I mean."
"Was he on steroids?"
"I don't know for sure. He could have done God knows what: Tren, Sarms, TRT, HGH, or done the whole 9 yards, who knows, but one thing was clear to me, he was not natural."
"I wrestled him again and he was just too hard to grapple with, he would pin me to the mat no matter how many times I tried."
"But I got better and better the more I wrestled him even though I lost, it would take him longer and longer to pin me."
"I also locked in on working out and eating more, I wanted to get to my father's weight by senior year."
"Did you make it?"
" Yep, I was Six foot two and a quarter and weighed a little more than my dad at 252 pounds -- 2 days before I began my senior year."
" So how did it go with the extra mass?"
" He couldn't take me down anymore, by that time I had enough mass and strength to prevent getting pinned by him, although he did push me around."
"However, I noticed he got tired much more quickly since I could now put up more resistance than before."
"All that extra unnatural muscle made him pay the toll on his stamina, I knew this would be the key to beating a guy this size."
"At the graduation party, the redneck white boys wanted to see me get my ass kicked by that juiced up hog, but they were disappointed after the first 5 minutes of him failing to take me down."
"His punches were so slow I could see them coming easily and effortlessly weave or block them."
"You knocked him out, baby," Meena said as she looked at me with pride.
"Well I didn't knock him out cold with a single punch, but I was raining punches to his head as he covered up and couldn't defend himself before his body just went limp."
At this point, I finished both my plates and Meena had only eaten half of her chicken.
"Babe, eat your chicken before it gets cold."
"I was so intrigued by your life's history Ravi that I barely focused on eating my food, don't worry the chicken is still hot, say Ravi have you worked or are you working now?"
"I used to work but not anymore. I had my first job during senior year as a weekend warehouse stocker at Walmart. Twelve-hour shifts -- Saturday and Sunday, 8 AM to 8 PM."
"Unloading trucks, throwing heavy boxes, stocking shelves before the store opened on Monday."
"It was hard physical work, but I actually liked it."
Meena raised an eyebrow. "You liked it? Most people would hate that kind of job."
I shrugged. "The work itself didn't bother me. What I hated were the people."
"Especially the manager?"
"Yeah," I said, my jaw tightening slightly at the memory.
"Some scrawny, pencil-necked white guy named Kyle. Maybe 5'9", 145 pounds soaking wet."
"The type who got off on power-tripping because he finally had authority over guys twice his size."
"He'd always give me shit. Nitpicking how I stacked boxes, saying I was moving too slow, trying to act like a hard ass in front of everyone."
"I had to walk away multiple times so I wouldn't wring his skinny neck."
Meena's eyes sparkled with interest. "Did he know you could break him in half?"
"He knew. That's why he did it."
"Little men with a little bit of power love testing people they couldn't before. It was the only time in my life I actually had to practice real self-control."
She reached across the table and squeezed my hand, her thumb stroking my knuckles.
"Knowing you and your temper, I'm surprised you hadn't beaten him to a pulp, but I'm glad you practiced self restraint, it must have been difficult for you."
I gave her a small smile.
"Had to. I wanted the money, and I wasn't about to let some weak-ass manager ruin it. But yeah... every weekend I fantasized about smashing his face into a pallet."
Meena giggled and leaned forward, lowering her voice seductively.
"I bet you could've folded him like a lawn chair. But I'm glad you didn't. Because that same patience and control... you give it to me now."
"Even when I'm being a total slut for white cock."
She bit her lip, eyes full of love and lust.
"That's why I fell so hard for you, Ravi. You're strong enough to destroy someone... but you choose to be gentle with me instead."
"So you put up with Kyle's shit, was it because you needed the money?"
"I wanted the money not that I needed it, I also wanted to experience working, and persevere through his shit, I wanted to show that white boy he couldn't break me."
She smiled softly, pride clear in her eyes. Then she tilted her head curiously.
"Did you ever ask me if I worked back in high school?"
I raised an eyebrow. "No, actually. Did you?"
Meena nodded, taking a small bite of her chicken before answering.
"Yeah, I worked part-time during my junior and senior year. I was a fast food worker at Chick-fil-A."
"Mostly making food in the back -- sandwiches, nuggets, fries, the works. It wasn't glamorous, but it paid decently and gave me some job experience and dealing with people."
I couldn't help but smirk at the image.
"You? Making chicken sandwiches in a uniform? I bet you had all the managers and customers simping hard."
Meena laughed brightly, covering her mouth.
"Oh my god, yes! The amount of free food and tips I got just for smiling at the drive-thru window was ridiculous."
"Some of the white boys who came through would literally stutter when they saw me. A couple even asked for my number while I was handing them their orders."
She leaned forward with a playful glint in her eyes.
"But the best part? My manager was this strict older white lady who hated how much attention I got. She tried to put me on cleaning duty all the time to keep me away from the front."
"I still managed to flirt with a few cute guys when she wasn't looking though."
I chuckled. "Sounds like you were already practicing being a tease back then."
"Guilty," she said with a wink.
"But I was a good employee. Fast, clean, and never complained about the long hours on my feet. It taught me how to hustle."
She squeezed my hand again, her expression turning a bit more sincere.
"It also made me appreciate what I have now. I don't miss smelling like fried chicken after every shift... but it was good for me. Built character, as they say."
I nodded, genuinely interested. "Did you quit when you started college?"
"Yeah, once I got into university I stopped. I wanted the college experience-- I wanted to focus on my studies... as well as other things," she added with a mischievous smile.
Our high school job experiences have been completely different--me throwing boxes in a warehouse while dealing with a shitty manager, and her charming customers at Chick-fil-A.
"Sounds like we both had to work our asses off in different ways," I said.
Meena smiled warmly.
"Exactly. But look at us now... sitting here together. Life works in mysterious ways, doesn't it?"
"Yeah... it really does. When I first got to university, I was pissed off all the time."
" Everywhere I looked, I saw beautiful South Indian babes from dark-skinned Malayalis to Telugu baddies -- walking around campus holding hands with white boys."
Laughing, kissing, clearly head over heels for their white boyfriends. It burned me up inside."
Meena watched me quietly, her eyes soft and attentive.
"So I retaliated like an idiot," I continued.
"I started fucking as many white girls as I could get my hands on. Blondes, Brunettes, Goths, Redheads--you name it."
"I'd take them back, rail them, and then talk shit about desi girls. I called them 'white man's whores,' 'race traitors,' all kinds of nasty things."
" I was angry, jealous, and bitter as hell, my ego was wounded and this was the only way I could cope with it."
I let out a small, self-mocking laugh.
"I thought I was winning some kind of war. But really, I was just hurt. Hurt that girls who looked like you didn't seem to want guys like me."
Meena's hand found mine across the table again. She squeezed it gently, her thumb stroking my knuckles.
"And then I met you," I said, looking straight into her eyes.
"The greatest bleached baddie on campus. The girl who had probably taken more white cock than most Indian girls could dream of."
"And the cherry on top, you were a Tamil like me, so it stung extra hard when I saw you getting frisky with Chad."
"You were everything I claimed to hate... and you completely defeated me."
I smiled, shaking my head.
"You conquered my heart, Meena. All that anger, all that resentment -- it slowly melted away the more time I spent with you."
"Now here I am, sitting across from the girl I used to hate in my head... and I've never been prouder or happier in my life."
Meena's eyes glistened. She brought my hand to her lips and kissed it tenderly, her gaze full of love and affection.
"I'm so glad you lost that fight, Ravi. Because I was waiting for someone like you. Someone strong enough.....secure enough, to love me even after knowing everything I've done."
She leaned forward, voice dropping intimately.
"And now you're mine. My tall, strong, sweet Tamil bae. The only one who gets to call me his wife one day."
I felt a rush of warmth in my chest.
The conversation had grown quieter, more intimate. The noise of the busy Cracker Barrel faded into the background as I looked at Meena across the table. Her beautiful dark face, those expressive eyes, the way her full lips curved when she smiled at me -- it all hit me at once.
I leaned forward slightly, lowering my voice.
"Meena... I want you to know something," I said, my throat tight with emotion.
"I love being locked for you. I really do. Thank you for putting me in chastity."
Her eyes widened with surprise and joy.
"I know it sounds crazy," I continued, "but putting that cage on me... it changed something inside me. It made me fall even deeper in love with you than I thought was possible."
" Every time I feel it pressing against me, every time I leak and throb but can't do anything about it... it reminds me that I belong to you. Completely."
I paused, gathering my thoughts as warmth spread through my chest.
"I meditate on you all the time now. Your smile. The way your voice sounds when you moan. Your sweet jasmine smell. The way your presence fills every room you walk into."
"Your wild, insatiable lust for big white cock... and the way you still come back to me, choosing me as your man."
" It's all mixed together in my head. I've never felt anything like this before."
Meena's face lit up with pure, overwhelming joy. Her eyes shimmered as she stared at me like I was the most precious thing in the world.
"Oh Ravi..."
Under the table, her foot slowly slid up my leg until her hand discreetly reached between my thighs. She gently caressed the hard pink chastity cage through my pants, her fingers tracing the outline with loving, possessive strokes. The light pressure made me throb helplessly inside the cage.
"You have no idea how happy that makes me," she said softly, still stroking me under the table.
"You're my endgame, Ravi. My forever. No one can ever take me from you. My heart is yours. Body and soul."
She leaned closer, her voice dropping into a tender, almost sacred whisper.
"Just like Goddess Durga is always pictured standing over Mahishasura... we will always be together."
"I may ride the white bulls and let them use me like a slut... but I will always come back to my buffalo."
"My strong, devoted, loving Tamil king who worships me even when I'm covered in another man's cum."
Her fingers continued their gentle, loving caress over my locked cock.
"You wearing this cage for me... it proves how deeply you love me. And it makes me love you even more. I'm so proud of you, baby. So incredibly proud."
She gave the cage one last affectionate squeeze before pulling her hand back, her eyes shining with happiness.
"I can't wait to marry you, Ravi. I can't wait to be your wife... while still being your personal white-cock-addicted goddess."
I reached across the table and held her hand tightly, my heart full to bursting.
"I'm yours, Meena. Locked or unlocked. Forever."
The words had been building inside me for a while. I took a slow breath and looked Meena straight in the eyes, my voice low but steady.
"Meena... I want you to forget about the previous conditions."
She tilted her head slightly, curious.
"I don't want you holding back anymore when you're with Chad,"
"No more 'light teasing only.' No more worrying about hurting me. Say whatever you want."
"Insult me. Make fun of my cock. Call me a pathetic Tamil cuck, a small-dicked desi boy, whatever comes to your mind. I want you to be completely free."
Meena's eyes widened, a spark of surprise and excitement flashing across her face.
"Ravi... are you sure?" she asked softly, though I could already see the thrill in her expression.
"You told me before that--"
"I know what I said," I interrupted gently.
"But I've changed. Or maybe I've finally accepted what I really want."
"I don't want you filtering yourself anymore."
" When you're riding his big white cock, when he's stretching you, when you're moaning like a slut... I want you to humiliate me if that's what you feel like doing."
" I can take it."
"I want you to be my Parvati and Kali."
I leaned forward, my voice dropping even lower.
"Make fun of my cock compared to his. Tell him how much better he feels. Tell him I could never fuck you the way he does."
"Call me your loyal Tamil cuck boyfriend. Do whatever you feel is hot."
Meena stared at me for a long moment, her cheeks flushing. Then a slow, wicked, loving smile spread across her lips.
"Oh Shakti, Ravi..."
"You have no idea how wet that just made me."
Under the table, her foot slid up my thigh again, pressing gently against my caged cock.
"You're really giving me permission to go all out?" she asked, biting her lip.
"To be as mean and nasty as I want while Chad fucks me?"
I nodded.
"Yes. No limits. Say the filthiest shit that comes to your mind. I want all of you, even the unfiltered wild goddess."
Meena's eyes darkened with lust and overwhelming affection. She leaned across the table and kissed me passionately, not caring who might see.
"You're perfect," she whispered against my lips when she pulled back.
"So fucking perfect. I'm going to be such a cruel little bitch to you when I'm with him... and then I'm going to come home and kiss you like this."
She gave my cage one last loving press with her foot.
"Thank you, baby. I love you so much for trusting me like this."
The playful, filthy energy between us softened. I held Meena's hand tighter across the table, looking into her eyes with a seriousness that made her pause.
"Meena you mean so much more to me than just sex, kink, and orgasms."
She blinked, her expression shifting from playful to attentive.
"You're my best friend," I continued.
"The person I want to talk to about everything. The one who makes me laugh, who challenges me, who makes me want to be better."
"I can't think of a single time before you where I was this genuinely happy just... being with someone."
I swallowed hard, my thumb stroking the back of her hand.
"Even when we're not fucking, even when we're just eating, talking, driving around, or sitting in silence... I feel at peace."
"You're not just my goddess. You're my person. The one I want to wake up next to every day for the rest of my life. The one I want to build something real with."
Meena's eyes glistened. She didn't say anything for a few seconds, just stared at me with raw, overwhelming affection.
"Ravi..." she whispered, her voice cracking slightly. "You have no idea how much that means to me."
She brought my hand to her lips and kissed it tenderly, then pressed it against her cheek.
"I've had lots of amazing sex. I've had white boys who could make my body feel things I didn't even know were possible. But I've never had this."
" Never had someone who sees all of me -- the wild, filthy, ambitious, emotional, complicated me -- and still chooses me every single day. Not just for my body... but for me."
A happy tear slipped down her cheek.
"You're my best friend too."
"My safe place. My home. I can be the biggest whore on campus and still come back to you and feel like the most loved girl in the world. That's priceless."
"I love you, Ravi."
We stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads touching, ignoring the busy restaurant around us.
"Finish your meal babe, let's head back to your room."
"Give me 3 minutes and we'll be outta here, is it okay if I invite some of my desi friends over to my room?"
"I want them to meet the man I love, I know Sita has already met you but I want some of the others to meet you as well."
"Yeah, it's fine, I just hope it won't cause drama, Meena."
"They won't babe, they'll be on their best behavior, I'll make sure of it."
She quickly finished emptying her plates of any food, making sure to not waste anything. God, she sure can eat, I guess she took so long only because she wanted to have a conversation with me. After a few minutes, Aubery returned with the check, placing it in the middle of the table with a friendly smile.
"Hope everything was good for you two," she said warmly.
Before I could reach for the bill, Meena's hand shot out and snatched it first. She gave me a playful but firm look.
"I got this one, baby," she said sweetly, already pulling out her card.
I raised an eyebrow. "Meena, let me pay."
"Nope," she replied, shaking her head with a grin.
"You're my man now. I want to spoil you whenever you're with me."
Aubery chuckled as she watched the exchange. "Aww, that's cute. She must really like you, huh?"
Meena giggled and leaned toward Aubery conspiratorially, cupping her hand to whisper something into the waitress's ear. I couldn't hear everything, but I caught fragments:
"...he ate my pussy right after Chad finished fucking me... kisses me with cum still on my face... lets me be as much of a slut as I want... wears a cage for me... calls me his goddess..."
Aubery's eyes widened progressively as Meena whispered. By the end, her cheeks were flushed and she let out a surprised little laugh, glancing at me with newfound curiosity and respect.
"Damn, girl," Aubery whispered back, grinning.
"You really hit the jackpot. Most guys can't even handle a girl texting her ex."
"He is one in a billion...... could I ask you for a favor?" Meena said, lowering her voice playfully.
"That cute white boy who served us earlier -- the tall one with the nice smile. Do you think you could get me his number? I'd love to call him later."


Aubrey blinked in surprise, then let out a soft, knowing laugh. She glanced toward the back where the server was working, then back at Meena.
"Girl... you don't waste time, do you?" she teased. "His name is Tyler. I'll see what I can do. Give me a second."
Aubrey walked off with a grin, shaking her head. Meena turned back to me, biting her lip excitedly.
"Is that okay, baby?" she asked, reaching across the table to hold my hand.
"I just thought... since you said I could flirt with him..."
I gave her hand a gentle squeeze, my cock twitching in my pants at the boldness.
"It's fine."
Meena's eyes softened with love and lust. She brought my hand to her lips and kissed it tenderly.
"You really are the best boyfriend in the world," she whispered. "I love how secure you are. It makes me want to be even wilder for you."
A few minutes later, Aubrey returned with the receipt and a small slip of paper. She slid it across the table to Meena with a wink.
"Tyler's number."
"He seemed pretty excited when I told him."
"Said you're 'the hottest girl he's ever seen."
Meena giggled happily and slipped the paper into her purse.
"Thank you, Aubrey. You're the best."
"I can't believe I just did that," she whispered, squeezing my hand.
"But it felt so good. Knowing I can be this free... because I have you waiting for me."
I nodded, feeling that familiar mix of jealousy and pride.
Meena pulled back, beaming with pride as she looked at me.
"You two are adorable," Aubery said as she walked.
"And a little terrifying. In the best way, have a good day you two!"
"You too, Aubrey!"
When Aubery was out of earshot, Meena reached across the table and took my hand again, squeezing it lovingly.
"I also told her the truth about us," she said softly.
"How you worship me. How you're secure enough to let me be wild. How, you're the only man I want to marry."
She brought my hand to her lips and kissed my knuckles tenderly.
"I'm so proud to be yours, Ravi."
I felt a deep warmth settle in my chest as I looked at her -- my beautiful loving goddess, proudly claiming me in public after everything we'd done today.
"Come on Meena, let's head out, I want to make out with you in your room."
"Same, Ravi."
We left the restaurant and walked to her Ferrari, but just as we were about to get in, Meena looked at me mischievously.
"What's on your horny little mind, baby girl?"
"I was just thinking, if I should call Tyler now or should I wait until we talk things over with Chad."
"Call him now, Chad doesn't get a say on who you fuck, you're free Meena, free to fuck whoever you want."
She pulled out the small slip of paper Aubrey had given her. Tyler's number. She looked at me with that playful, excited glint in her eyes.
I nodded. "Go ahead."
Meena smiled brightly and dialed the number. She put the phone on speaker so I could hear everything. It rang only twice before Tyler picked up.
"Hello?" His voice sounded surprised but eager.
"Hey Tyler," Meena said sweetly, her voice dripping with flirtation. "It's Meena...the Indian girl you served earlier."
There was a brief pause, then Tyler's voice came through enthusiastic and slightly nervous.
"Holy shit -- yeah! Of course I remember you. You're... wow. Easily the hottest girl I've ever seen in my life. I've been thinking about you since you left."
Meena giggled, clearly enjoying his reaction. She leaned against the Ferrari, giving me a mischievous look.
"Really? Even though you have a girlfriend?"
Tyler sighed, but there was no shame in his tone.
"Yeah... I do. I love her. She's my childhood friend. We've been together for years. But... I've always had a thing for ethnic girls. Black, Latina, Asian, Indian -- I can't help it."
" You girls are just irresistible to me. My girlfriend is a classic white girl... cookie-cutter, you know? I care about her a lot, but the sexual spark just isn't the same anymore."
Meena's expression shifted. She looked a little conflicted.
"I feel bad for her."
"I don't want to be a homewrecker."
Tyler let out a small sigh.
"Look... I probably shouldn't say this, but my girlfriend is actually pretty racist against minority women."
" Especially girls like you. She's made comments before. So... take from that what you will."
Meena's eyes went wide. A wicked smile slowly spread across her face.
"Oh really?" she purred, her voice low and dripping with seduction.
"Well then... I'm going to need some reparations from your girlfriend. Sexual compensation from you for all those nasty words she's been saying."
She paused, biting her lip teasingly.
"Are you down for that... colonizer?"
Tyler's voice immediately got excited. "Fuck yes. I'm going to colonize all your holes, Meena. I've been dying to know what that pretty Indian pussy feels like."
Meena giggled, clearly turned on. She looked straight at me as she replied.
"My boyfriend would love that."
There was a stunned pause on the other end.
"Wait... your boyfriend knows you're talking to me right now?"
Meena smiled at me lovingly and answered without hesitation.
"He's standing right here. He's the one who told me to call you. He loves watching me get fucked by white boys."
Tyler let out a stunned laugh. "Damn... you two are something else. I'm down whenever you are."
Meena blew a kiss into the phone. "I'll let you know soon, Tyler. Be ready for me, baby."
She hung up and immediately stepped into my arms, kissing me deeply in the parking lot. When she pulled back, her eyes were sparkling with lust and affection.
"You're really okay with this?"
I nodded, my caged cock throbbing.
"I meant what I said. You're free, Meena. Fly wherever you want.....the world is your oyster."
She kissed me again, slower and full of love.
"No matter where my wings take me, I will always fly back to the man I love."
The drive back to Meena's dorm was quiet but comfortable. Her hand rested on my thigh the entire way, occasionally giving me gentle squeezes. When we finally stepped inside her room and closed the door, Meena didn't waste any time.
She turned to me with a soft, seductive smile and immediately began undressing. Her yellow sundress slipped off her shoulders and pooled at her feet, revealing her naked body underneath. No bra. No panties. She stood there confidently, her curvy dark brown figure on full display -- big but perky breasts, wide hips, thick thighs, and a big round ass.
"Take your clothes off, baby," she said sweetly but firmly.
I blinked. "Why?"
Meena stepped closer, her hands sliding up my chest.
"Because I love looking at your sexy, muscular black body."
"From now on, whenever you're in my room, I want you completely naked. No clothes. Just you naked -- my strong, Tamil buffalo. I want to see every inch of your sculpted body."
Her words sent a rush of heat through me. There was something deeply intimate and submissive about the request. I obeyed without another word, stripping down until I stood completely naked in front of her. My pink chastity cage heavily contrasted against my black body, my cock straining helplessly inside it.
Meena's eyes roamed over my body with open hunger and affection. She smiled approvingly.
"Mmm... perfect," she whispered.
She took my hand and led me to the bed. We lay down together, and she immediately snuggled into me, pressing her soft, warm body against mine. Her head rested on my chest as she wrapped one leg over me, her hand gently caressing my caged cock.
We stayed like that for a few peaceful minutes, just breathing together. Then Meena reached for her phone and dialed Chad.
"Hey... yeah, it's me. Can you come over? ... No, right now. I want to go over our sex life."
She hung up and looked at me with a loving but excited expression.
"Why did you call him, you don't have to explain anything to him?"
Meena traced a finger along the edge of my chastity cage as she answered.
"I want Chad to properly understand our relationship dynamic, otherwise he might get the wrong idea."
" I know that we all talked on the phone when you and I became official, but now that you've updated me regarding the humiliation aspect, as well as having Tyler in the mix -- Chad shouldn't be blindsided."
"I want him to see how deeply I'm in love with you. How secure and special you are. And..."
She bit her lip, her eyes sparkling.
"I want him to start building a desi girl harem with my friends. Priya, Sneha, Anika...all of them... they all deserve to experience what I have."
"I want Chad to bless them with his thick 10-inch big white cock, so far they've been dealing with average to above average white cocks."
"They never saw a monster white cock like Chad's let alone felt one. Since I'm completely in love with you now, I don't want to be selfish with him anymore."
"He can fuck my friends too... as long as he respects that I'm yours and that I'll be seeing other white boys."
"He may be my ex, but he still has feelings for me and wouldn't want to share me outside of you, with him having a harem it will sweeten the deal."
She kissed my chest tenderly.
"Is that okay with you, baby?"
I held her closer, my heart pounding with a complex mix of emotions -- love, arousal, and acceptance.
"Yeah, it's okay."
Meena smiled brightly and nuzzled into me even more, her naked body warm and soft against mine as we waited for Chad to arrive.
A soft knock came at the door about fifteen minutes later. Meena smiled excitedly and hopped off the bed, still completely naked. She opened the door and pulled Chad inside quickly, locking it behind him.
Chad's eyes immediately went wide when he saw me sitting naked on the bed, my pink chastity cage clearly visible, and Meena standing there just as bare.
"Uh... damn," Chad muttered, looking between us.
"Did I interrupt something?"
Meena giggled and shook her head. "No, baby. Get naked. Right now."
Chad raised an eyebrow but didn't argue. He stripped quickly, tossing his shirt, pants, and boxers aside. His thick 10-inch white cock hung heavy between his legs, already starting to thicken at the sight of Meena's naked body.
Once he was fully nude, Meena walked over to me and sat on my lap, facing Chad. She wrapped one arm around my neck possessively and looked straight at him.
"Chad, I need you to listen carefully," she said, her voice calm but serious.
"I'm never going to be your girlfriend ever again. I will always belong to Ravi. He's my man. My future husband. My heart is completely his."
"Also, I'm going to take fuck other white boys besides you, you're my bull I don't belong to you. I already met a white guy at cracker barrel today and gave him my number."
Chad nodded slowly, listening.
Meena continued, her tone gentle but firm.
"I want you for the hot interracial sex. The--raw, filthy race play. The way you stretch me and make me scream."
"I love your big white cock and how you fuck me like a slut... but that's all it is. Sex. My love, my devotion, my future -- that's all for Ravi. Do you understand?"
Chad looked at me for a moment, then back at Meena. He gave a small, respectful nod.
"Yeah... I get it."
"You're his girl. I'm just the bull."
Meena smiled brightly, clearly relieved and happy with his response.
"Good boy," she purred. Then her expression turned mischievous.
"And because I'm Ravi's girl now...... I'm going to let you have my desi friends."
"Priya, Sneha, Samantha, Preeti, Laxmi, Saraswati, Anika... all of them. You can have your own little desi harem. Fuck them, breed them, make them obsessed with your cock. That's what you always wanted, right?"
Chad's eyes lit up with pure excitement. A wide grin spread across his face.
"Fuck yes, I always wanted to fuck your desi friends!"
"Are you serious?"
"Dead serious, after all I'm going to be fucking other white boys."
"They're all curious now. Especially after seeing how happy I am with Ravi, in some of the pictures I sent them."
"You can have them and me... as long as you respect my sexual independence. No trying to win me back. Just hot filthy interracial sex."
Chad looked genuinely thrilled. His huge cock was now fully hard, pointing upward. Jesus fucking Christ, his cock looks even bigger than in the videos Meena sent.
"Damn... a whole desi harem," he muttered, almost in disbelief.
"This is the best deal I've ever had."
Meena giggled and reached back to stroke my caged cock lovingly while looking at Chad.
"Perfect. Now you understand the dynamic. Ravi is my king. You will always be my favorite bull. And my friends are about to become your bleached bunnies."
She turned her head and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth while her hand continued gently teasing my locked cock.
"I love you so much," she whispered against my lips. "Thank you for all of this."
It was my turn to sweeten the deal, along with Chad's future Indian harem, I can give him my old white girl harem fuck buddies as compensation for being with his ex. I don't know why but I felt sorry for him. To lose Meena must be pretty devastating, a girl like that is once in a lifetime and no amount of women could make up for her. I can't give him every girl I fucked right off the bat, but Brittany would be cool with our secret.
"Ummm... Chad," I said, my voice steady.
"I know losing Meena must be pretty rough. A girl like her is once in a lifetime."
Chad looked at me, surprised I was speaking up.
"So... I'm willing to give some of my old white girl fuck buddies to you."
" I can't give you all of them right away, because I don't want them knowing about my situation, but Brittany would probably be down."
Chad stared at me for a second, processing my words in his head trying to understand what he just heard.
"Really bro? You would do that?"
"Yes, after all I'm with Meena now, she completely owns my body, mind and spirit."
"So I have no need for other women in my life, and I want them to experience the sex Meena is having with you."
I turned to Meena, to make sure she was okay with it.
"Babe, you're cool with it, right?"
"Of course, baby boy, you just made this set up twice as hot and romantic now, giving up your white girl harem for me, and surrendering them to my ex. God, that is such a power play."
"So how about it Chad, are you ready to reconquer some white pussy?" She cooed.
"Hell yeah, I'm gonna make those white girls forget all about Ravi once they feel my 10 inch monster in their coochie."
He was going to be bedding so many women now, hopefully he never tries to wiggle into Meena's heart again.
"Meena, I know we discussed our plans for the future that day, but have you informed Ravi about it?"
Meena started blushing uncontrollably.
I was confused and highly curious, what were they talking about.
"What's Chad talking about babe?"
"It's... its... something I should have told you but I was too scared how you would react, so I kept it to myself-- I wanted to reveal it to you when the time was right."
"That time is right now Meena, what could it possibly be that would make me mad after everything that happened between us?"
"Ravi...I....I....." She paused, she was struggling in telling me her little secret with Chad.
I hugged her, wrapping my arms around her making her feel as safe as possible.
"Meenakshi, I will love you no matter what."
"Ravi, I know I have asked a lot of you already but...."
She searched my eyes for any signs of fear or discomfort.
"I want our firstborn to come from Chad, I want a mixed baby with him first before I have a child with you....."
The words hung heavy in the air. She quickly continued, her voice soft and vulnerable.
She searched my eyes desperately for any sign of anger or rejection.
"I know I've already asked so much from you..."
I held her gaze, my heart pounding. The request was huge -- maybe the biggest she'd ever made. But looking at her vulnerable, hopeful face, I already knew my answer.
Meena's words settled over the room like a heavy, sacred weight. She watched me anxiously, waiting for my reaction.
I held her tighter, my arms wrapping fully around her naked body as I looked straight into her eyes.
"Meena... if you want our firstborn to be Chad's, then yes, I accept it. I want you to have whatever your heart desires."
Her lips parted in surprise.
I continued, my voice thick with emotion.
"You could have multiple babies with multiple white boys, and I wouldn't love you any less."
"Not even a little. Any child that comes from you -- whether they have Chad's pale skin or light eyes-- will still be my child. Because they grew inside the woman I love."
"I will protect them. I will love them as much as I love you."
Tears instantly welled up in Meena's eyes. A sob of pure joy escaped her as she kept hugging me with desperate strength, as if her life depended on it. Her face buried into my chest as hot tears spilled onto my skin.
"I love you... I love you so much, Ravi," she cried, her voice muffled against me.
"You're more than everything I ever dreamed of."
I held her lovingly, one hand stroking her back while the other cradled the back of her head. I pressed my lips to the top of her head, kissing her softly again and again.
"I've got you, babe," I whispered. "Always."
Chad sat there completely stunned, his mouth slightly open. He looked back and forth between us, shaking his head in disbelief.
"Bro... I don't get it," he finally said.
"When Meena asked me to wear the chastity cage as punishment for cheating on her, I refused."
"I got pissed and told her no way. But you... you wear it willingly. You never even cheated on her. And now you're sitting here saying you'll raise my child with her?"
"How the fuck do you do it, man?"
I looked at Chad while still holding Meena close.
"Because I love her unconditionally," I answered simply.
"My pride, my anger... all of it got destroyed by her. Not in a bad way. She broke through all of it with her kindness and patience."
"The way she looks at me, the way she's affectionate with me after being with you, the way she chooses me every single day despite having every option in the world."
"It defeated me completely. And I'm glad it did."
Meena lifted her head from my chest, tears still streaming down her beautiful face, but now she was smiling with pure pride and love. She looked radiant as always, no matter the fluid on her face.
Chad leaned back, still processing everything.
I glanced over at the large poster on Meena's wall -- Goddess Durga, fierce and powerful, standing triumphantly over Mahishasura, her trident piercing his heart.
Like Meena said, we are them and they are us......I guess in a symbolic way. That reminds me, I promised to draw her as Durga and myself as Mahishasura.
Chad shrugged his shoulders and sighed.
"Couldn't be me, but I will be more than happy to fuck and impregnate your girl."
Meena, looked at him and smiled contentedly, she had everything she could ever want now.
"Now that everyone is on the same page, let's talk about our arrangement regarding our future baby."
"Chad, I know we talked a little bit about that on the phone, but now that Ravi's here we can plan it out properly with no one being left in the dark."
I took a seat on her bed and Meena sat on my lap while Chad took a seat at the nearby study chair.
Meena looked over at me, and tenderly caressed my cheek.
"Ravi sweetie, would you be okay if Chad wants to co-parent our firstborn, since he will have a hand in bringing our first child into the world."
I was not sure, I don't know what to feel about another man being a father to my future hypothetical child. However, no matter how much I may love her child, our first child's DNA will have half of his. It would be wrong to not let him see his own son or daughter if he wants to be in his child's life.


"I'm cool with Chad co-parenting, but Chad, look at me when I tell you this."
"Yeah, Ravi?"
"I will let you co-parent with my future wife since you will be the child's biological father."
"If you ever try any baby-daddy drama.... I don't need to tell you what I would do, right?''
"Don't worry bro, I have no ambition to ruin your family, but can you be financially responsible for the child, I don't want to pay child support."
"Also, not sure if I can be a part of the child's life, it depends on my future wife's decision."
"That works as well, Meena and I will be taking care of our child regardless."
"However, we do need your medical history and need you to be in contact with us in case there is any issue regarding the child's health."
"Got it."
I turned toward Meena and smiled, she had everything she could ever want in her life now.
"Never in my life did I think that I would listen to my future husband and my future baby daddy talk about matters regarding my firstborn, I'm so fucking blessed."
I took her hand and kissed it softly, she deserved the world.
"Meena, I want to draw you now, this conversation got me sidetracked after I just remembered I told you I would draw you as Durga."
She sat up quickly, her heavy breasts bouncing with the movement.
"Yes! Oh my god, yes!" she squealed, clapping her hands together. "I've been waiting for this!"
Chad raised an eyebrow, looking genuinely surprised.
"Wait, you draw? I thought you were just another meathead who only knew the gym."
Meena immediately turned on him with a sharp glare.
"Chad!" she scolded, her tone stern.
"Don't judge Ravi at first glance like that. You don't know anything about him. He's incredibly talented. He's deep, artistic, and thoughtful. Stop underestimating my man."
Chad raised his hands in surrender, looking slightly embarrassed. "Alright, alright. My bad."
Meena was already giddy with excitement. She hopped off the bed and rushed to her closet, pulling out a large sketchpad, pencils, charcoal, and erasers. She arranged everything neatly on the bed and looked at me with sparkling eyes.
"Come on, baby. Draw us."
I sat up and took the sketchpad. For the next twenty minutes, I worked in focused silence while Meena and Chad watched. I sketched Meena as a powerful, sexy, and completely naked Goddess Durga -- fierce and beautiful, with multiple arms, flowing hair, and a commanding presence. She was stepping triumphantly on me as Mahishasura -- a big, muscular, dark Tamil warrior lying on the ground, her bare foot planted firmly on my broad chest.
When I showed them the rough sketch, Meena leaned in close, studying it with a critical eye.
"It's really good, baby." "But I want you to make some changes."
She pointed at the Goddess's face.
"Make her look at Mahishasura with love... not just victory. Even as she drives the trident into his heart, her eyes should be full of affection and tenderness."
Then she gestured at the figure of Mahishasura.
"And change his expression. Not pain or defeat. I want peace. Love. Complete surrender at the Goddess's feet. Like he finally understands and accepts his place beneath her."
I nodded and went back to work, adjusting the expressions carefully. Meena watched over my shoulder the entire time, occasionally giving soft suggestions.
Chad stayed quiet, observing silently.
When I finally finished the revised drawing, Meena gasped softly. The image was striking: a radiant, naked Durga (Meena) standing dominantly over a powerful but surrendered Mahishasura (me). Her foot rested on my chest, her trident pierced my heart, yet both our faces showed deep love -- hers tender and possessive, mine peaceful and devoted.
"This is perfect," she whispered.
"This is us. This is exactly how I see you and me."
She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her naked body pressing against mine.
"Damn bro, you made Meena a badass multi armed hottie, you got everything from her big titties to her thighs just right."
"Yeah, babe you sure are tuned in with my body despite not being too familiar with it, you're a great artist as far as I am concerned."
Meena stared at the finished drawing for a long moment, her eyes misty with emotion. She traced a finger gently over the image -- the powerful, naked Goddess Durga (her) standing triumphantly over the muscular, surrendered Mahishasura (me), her foot planted on my broad chest, her trident piercing my heart with love rather than hatred.
"This is going up right now," she whispered.
She hopped off the bed, and carefully removed the drawing from the sketchpad. From her closet she pulled out a sleek black frame she had apparently bought months ago "just in case." With careful, almost reverent movements, she placed the artwork inside and sealed it.
Chad and I watched as she walked over to her wall of posters -- large, vibrant prints of Goddess Durga slaying Mahishasura and Kali dancing triumphantly on Shiva. Meena hung the new framed drawing right in the center, perfectly positioned between the two divine images.
She stepped back and admired it, hands on her wide hips.
"Look at that," she said softly, voice thick with pride. "My strong Tamil buffalo... learning to surrender at his Goddess's feet."
The three images together created a striking visual: Durga stepping on Mahishasura, Kali on Shiva, and now us -- Meena as Durga and me as the willing, loving Mahishasura. It felt sacred. Powerful. Erotic.
Meena turned to both of us with a bright, determined smile.
"Alright, boys. Time to make this official in another way." She gestured between Chad and me.
"Chad, you're going to be the biological father of my firstborn. Ravi, you're going to be my husband and the father who raises our children."
" That means the two of you are going to be in each other's lives for a very long time. So... you're going to become friends. Real friends."
Chad blinked, then broke into a genuine grin.
"Honestly? I'm down. I've always wanted a jacked dude as an actual friend instead of just some guy who bullies me at the gym. No offense, man."
I shifted uncomfortably on the bed, still naked. I wasn't exactly the friendly type. My circle had always been tiny -- Murugan and Yusuf -- and even then, we weren't super close. I mostly kept to myself.
Meena noticed my hesitation immediately. She climbed onto the bed and straddled my lap, cupping my face with both hands.
"Baby," she said softly, looking into my eyes.
"Chad is going to help me give you a daughter. You're going to help me give me a son one day. We're building something real here. I need my two favorite men to get along. Please? For me?"
"How do you know that he's going to give you a daughter and not a son as well as me giving you a son?"
"I have a way of knowing that, I'll tell you later."
I sighed, glancing at Chad, who looked surprisingly hopeful.
"Fine," I relented. "We can try."
Chad's face lit up like a kid on Christmas.
"Sweet! Bro, you have no idea how hyped I am. I've wanted to get jacked for years but I keep putting it off."
"Can you help me get big like you, I mean not as big since you're taller and broader but I want the biceps, the forearms, the abs and chest as well as the legs."
I studied him for a second. He was skinny but had decent width to his chest and his wrist seemed above average."
"I'll help you," I said.
"But you have to actually put in the work. No half-assing it. Chad."
"I started doing calisthenics and eating a fuck ton of meat since I was 9."
"The body you're seeing right now is made from a decade of hard physical work, consuming protein like no tomorrow and of course my dad's genetics."
"Deal!"
"Protein intake first. You need at least 1.5 to 2 grams per pound of bodyweight if you want to put on lean muscle as fast as you can naturally."
" Eat clean -- chicken breasts, eggs, fish, ribeye for iron and zinc, rice but keep it minimum, oats and veggies for fiber and other nutrients. No junk. Track your calories."
Chad nodded eagerly, already pulling out his phone to take notes.
"Gym at 7:30 AM sharp, every other weekday. No excuses. We'll do a push-pull-legs split with heavy compounds. Squats, deadlifts, bench, overhead press."
Meena grinned from my lap, clearly thrilled.
"I'll make sure he shows up," she promised. "If I have to drag him by the balls, I will."
Chad laughed nervously. "She's not joking."
Meena leaned in and kissed my cheek, then looked at Chad with a teasing smile.
"You're going from High School Musical Zac Efron to Baywatch Zac Efron, got it? I want you big, strong, and full of testosterone when you put that baby in me."
Chad's eyes widened with excitement. "Fuck yes. I'll be there, 7:30 on the dot."
I gave him a serious look. "If I can't make it then Meena's in charge of getting your ass to the gym."
Meena nodded, stroking my chest. "Don't worry, baby. I'll make sure he works his fucking ass off."
Chad chuckled but looked genuinely motivated.
"This is the best deal I've ever had. A desi harem, workout advice from a beast, and... well, everything else."
Meena kissed me deeply, then turned to Chad with a satisfied smile.
" This is perfect."
I held her closer, still a little apprehensive about expanding my tiny social circle, but willing to try -- for her.
The three of us sat there in comfortable silence for a moment, the framed drawing of Meena and I watching over everything like a divine blessing.
The room fell into a comfortable silence after the intense conversation about Chad's future harem, the baby plans, and the framed Durga artwork now hanging proudly on the wall. Chad was still sitting in the study chair, glancing between Meena and me with a thoughtful expression.
He suddenly broke the silence with a grin.
"Hey, remember when we were on the phone earlier and I mentioned playing BO3 Zombies? You down for a few rounds, man? It's been a minute since I had someone decent to play with."
I leaned back against the headboard, still naked with Meena curled against my chest. It really had been a long time since I picked up a controller. Between workouts, classes, and everything happening with Meena, gaming had taken a backseat.
"Yeah, why not," I said. "I could use a break to just kick back and have some fun."
Meena's eyes lit up with excitement. She hopped off my lap and practically skipped over to her gaming setup.
"Perfect! I'll get my PC ready. Two monitors, boys -- you can both play while I watch and cheer you on."
She powered on her high-end gaming rig, the dual monitors glowing to life. Within minutes, she had BO3 loaded and handed controllers to Chad and me. Chad took the chair while I sat on the edge of the bed, Meena settling comfortably in my lap, her naked body warm against mine.
The three of us dove into Zombies. Chad and I coordinated decently at first -- calling out rounds, covering each other, buying perks. We were locked in, trash-talking lightly as the zombies swarmed. We made it all the way to round 20 before a horde overwhelmed us in the tight corridors.
"Damn," Chad groaned, tossing his controller lightly onto the desk. "Round 20. Not bad, but we got sloppy at the end."
Meena, who had been watching quietly with her chin resting on my shoulder, let out a dramatic sigh.
"Noobs," she teased, shaking her head. "I could do way better than that."
Chad laughed. "Yeah right. You've never even played this map properly."
I smirked. "She's probably never touched a controller in her life."
Meena smiled that mischievous, confident smile I was starting to adore. She slid off my lap and took the controller from Chad.
"Actually... I played it a lot after I bought Black Ops 3 for Chad last semester. On this very PC."
Chad's eyebrows shot up. "Wait, seriously?"
"Watch and learn, boys."
She restarted the game on solo. From the very first round, her movements were smooth and decisive. She knew every trap, every weapon spawn, and exactly when to train the zombies. Chad and I watched in growing disbelief as she breezed past round 20 without breaking a sweat. She hit round 25, then 28, moving with the calm precision of someone who had mastered the map.
At round 32, she let out a bored little sigh.
"Alright, this is getting repetitive," she said casually. She deliberately let a horde surround her character and ended the game.
She turned around in the chair, controller still in hand, and gave us both a smug little smirk.
"How does it feel being shown up by a girl?"
Chad stared at the screen in disbelief. "What the fuck... how?"
I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the cheek, pride swelling in my chest.
"Damn, babe."
"You just humbled both of us. I'm actually impressed."
Meena giggled and leaned into the kiss.
Chad shook his head, laughing.
"You should seriously think about becoming a gamer girl. Your OnlyFans would absolutely skyrocket if you started streaming."
Meena shook her head immediately, her expression turning more serious.
"No, I don't want that. I want to stay mostly anonymous."
" I'm serious about becoming a veterinarian one day. I don't need my future colleagues or clients finding out about my spicy side. This is just for fun and stress relief."
She handed the controller back to Chad and crawled back into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck.
Chad smiled, genuinely respectful. "Fair enough. Respect."
I held Meena closer, running my hand down her bare back. The sight of her effortlessly dominating the game had been surprisingly hot.
"Bro, I gotta ask... what got you into this?" Chad said, gesturing between himself and Meena.
"Like, watching your girl get fucked by my big white cock. I honestly thought you'd be intimidated as hell and cut her off the moment you found out."
I took a slow breath, my hand resting on Meena's thick thigh. The question didn't surprise me. I glanced at Meena, who gave me an encouraging nod.
"It started with my mom," I said quietly.
Chad's eyebrows shot up. Meena squeezed my hand gently, already knowing parts of the story.
I continued, voice steady but heavy with memory.
"My mom. She cheated on my dad with this tall, built white boy named Zach. Much younger than her, just a few years older than us."
"He's hung like a fucking horse. She didn't just cheat -- she left my dad for him. Moved him into our house. Started fucking him and brought down the house with her moaning and screaming."
" She even recently made me watch them fuck."
Chad's mouth fell open slightly. "Wait... you watched your own mom get railed?"
"Yeah."
"I hate Zach with every fiber of my being. He destroyed my family. But... I was secretly turned on."
" Watching my beautiful Tamil mom getting absolutely destroyed by his big white cock... it did something to me."
" It made me aware how sexy a Tamil woman looks when she's taking a big white cock."'
" After they finished, I went to my room and started beating my meat to the vivid memory of my mom getting fucked but I quickly stopped."
"I didn't want to masturbate to that snake fucking my mom, and I thought about you two going at it just like my mom and Zach."
I looked at Meena, then back at Chad.
"Then I started seeing videos of you and Meena, when we all had the whatsapp group call. The way she moaned for you, the way she came undone on your cock, it made me fall for her hard."
"Seeing the raw sexual energy you two have for each other made my dick hard as steel, it was filled with jealousy from knowing I could never give her the pleasure you can."
" And extreme arousal for her since she's receiving amazing orgasms. I want my girl to have the best things in life."
"Your dick is probably the best she's ever going to get, and I celebrate her pleasure now, as well as her happiness and freedom."
Meena looked at me with pride, and squeezed my hand gently.
Chad sat there stunned, processing everything. After a long pause, he asked hesitantly, almost respectfully:
"...Is your mom a baddie?"
Meena answered before I could, a proud smile on her face.
"Oh, she's a baddie alright. His mom is fucking stacked, all the tits a guy could want and an ass that rivals mine."
"She's a fun sized five foot milf, who's built for white cock."
Chad's eyes widened, clearly imagining it. "Holy shit..."
I smirked, a strange mix of pride at the desirability of my mom. It would be great if Chad was fucking her instead of that smug swine. Wait, maybe he could.
"I still hate Zach for breaking up my family. I'll probably never be on good terms with him. But if I had my way I'd much rather my mom fuck you than him."
Chad looked completely floored. "Wait... you're serious?"
"Dead serious," I said, locking eyes with him.
Chad let out a stunned laugh, shaking his head. "Ravi... you're on another level. I don't even know what to say."
Meena was visibly turned on, biting her lip as she shifted in my lap. Her hand slid down to gently stroke my caged cock.
Chad leaned forward, suddenly motivated.
"Well... if I'm ever going to have a shot at your mom, I need to step my game up. I'm already hung like a horse. Now I'm going to get jacked like you. I want to be the complete package."
I nodded. "We'll work on that at the gym. But like I said -- you have to put in the work."
Meena giggled, clearly excited by the direction the conversation had taken.
"I'll help too," she purred. I want my future baby daddy to be big and strong when he breeds my tight little Tamil pussy." She said as she winked at him.
Chad grinned, a new fire in his eyes. "I'm in, what's your mom's name bro?"
"Her name is Ambika, she already saw the size of your cock in the video that Meena sent me, and let's just say she's impressed."
"Guess I got her boy toy beat by a couple of inches?" Chad said with a cocky expression.
"I got bad news for you buddy...He's an inch, maybe two longer than you," I continued bluntly, "and just as thick. He's also six-foot-six and built like a Greek statue."
"My mom is completely enthralled by him right now -- his size, his height, his muscles, the way he dominates her in bed."
" She's not going to fuck you just because you have a big dick. You need to become the full package if you want any real chance."
Chad sat back, processing the information.
Meena, still sitting comfortably in my lap, nodded in agreement.
"Ravi's right, Chad."
"His mom is used to getting absolutely wrecked by a tall, muscular white stud with a massive cock. She's not going to settle for anything less."
"But I believe you can do it. You already have the dick. Now we just need to build the body to match."
She reached over and squeezed Chad's arm encouragingly.
"I'll help you get jacked. We'll go to the gym together. I'll make sure you eat right, train hard, and lose that skinny nerdy look."
" We can even get you a couple of tasteful tattoos -- something that makes you look more masculine and dominant."
"Trust me, by the time we're done, you'll be turning heads left and right, no matter the woman."
Chad's eyes lit up again with renewed determination. The idea of getting tattoos seemed to excite him.
"Fuck... alright. I'm in. No more half-assing it. I want to be the kind of guy your mom can't resist.
" I can never be six foot six, but I sure as hell can get swole, get some badass ink, and try some penis lengthening devices."
I smirked slightly, impressed by his sudden fire.
"Good. Then be at the university gym tomorrow at 7:30 AM sharp. No excuses. We'll start lifting heavy."
Meena giggled and kissed my cheek, clearly thrilled by how the conversation was unfolding.
"My two favorite boys working together... this is going to be fun," she purred.


"I can't wait to see you get bigger and stronger, Chad." Chad grinned, a cocky but motivated expression on his face.
"Bet. I'm turning this nerdy white boy body into a beast. Your mom won't know what hit her."
The energy in the room had shifted -- competitive, sexual, and strangely collaborative. Meena looked between us with pure satisfaction, her hand gently stroking my chest while she leaned back against me.
This strange little trio was starting to feel like something real. Twisted, unconventional, but real.
Meena's eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked between Chad and me. She clearly wasn't done playing matchmaker for the night.
"I think it's time to motivate you properly, Chad," she said with a wicked grin.
"You need more than just motivation from Ravi and me."
She reached for her phone and started a group call. Within seconds, three female voices answered.
"Sneha, Samantha, Preeti -- come to my room right now. I have something you all need to see."
Fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Meena, still completely naked, opened it with a bright smile.
Sneha a curvy Telugu baddie with long wavy hair, Samantha a voluptuous Mallu bombshell with thick thighs and a sultry smile, and Preeti a stunning Delhi beauty with sharp features and an athletic build stepped inside. All three froze when they saw Meena standing there naked, her body still glowing from earlier activities.
"Meena, what the fuck?" Sneha laughed, eyes wide.
"Are we having a girls' night already? You want us to fuck you right now?"
Meena giggled and shook her head.
"Not today, girls. We can play later if you want. Right now, I want to give you all something better." She gestured toward Chad, who was still sitting in the chair, and then toward me.
"This is Chad as you all know, my ex boyfriend and now my fuck buddy. And this is Ravi, my boyfriend and future husband."
The three girls turned their attention to me first. Their eyes immediately dropped to the pink chastity cage locked around my cock.
"Oh my god," Preeti smirked. "Is that... a cage? You actually locked him up?"
Samantha bit her lip, clearly amused. "That's actually kind of sweet. He must be really devoted to you, Meena."
Sneha tilted her head, teasing.
"Look at him blushing. He's cute when he's shy. How does it feel knowing a desi baddie got your dick in a cage?"
I didn't know what to say. These three beautiful brown babes were all smoking hot in their own way, but none of them compared to my Meena. I stayed quiet, feeling a mix of embarrassment and strange arousal.
Meena kissed my cheek softly and smiled at her friends.
"He's the best. Now... let me show you why I called you here."
She walked over to Chad, grabbed the waistband of his sweatpants, and yanked them down in one smooth motion. Chad's thick 10-inch white cock sprang free, already semi-hard and swinging heavily between his legs.
The three girls' eyes went wide. Their jaws dropped.
"Holy fuck..." Sneha whispered.
"That's... that's real?" Samantha breathed, stepping closer.
Preeti was speechless for a moment, then let out a shaky laugh. "Meena wasn't exaggerating. That's the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life."
Chad smirked, clearly enjoying the attention. "You can touch it if you want, girls. It doesn't bite."
One by one, they succumbed to curiosity. Sneha reached out first, wrapping her soft brown fingers around the thick shaft. She stroked it gently, watching it swell even bigger in her hand. Samantha followed, leaning in to kiss the head softly. Preeti was the boldest -- she dropped to her knees and gave the underside a long, slow lick.
"Oh my god," Preeti moaned. "It's so heavy... so thick."
Meena watched with a proud, satisfied smile as her friends worshipped her ex's massive cock.
"So... what do you think, girls?"
"Would you like to be part of Chad's desi harem? He's going to be fucking me from time to time, and I'm down to share."
The girls looked at each other, then back at Chad's now fully hard 10-inch monster.
Preeti answered first, still gently stroking him. "I'm in. After the shitty breakup I had, I need this."
Samantha nodded eagerly. "Same. Justin cheated on me. I'm done with the average white dick, I need a real big white cock. I'm down to be in the harem."
Sneha gave the head one more kiss before standing up, cheeks flushed. "After all the white boys I've been fucking since college... none of them compared to this. Count me in."
Meena clapped her hands together happily and kissed me deeply, clearly thrilled.
Chad looked like he had just won the lottery, his massive cock still being gently stroked by three beautiful Indian babes.
Meena watched with a satisfied smile as her three friends continued gently stroking and kissing Chad's massive 10-inch cock. After letting them enjoy the sight for another minute, she clapped her hands lightly.
"Alright, girls," Meena said, her voice playful but firm.
"That's enough for now. You can have him, starting tomorrow, figure out your timings."
" I just called you over to see the proof. Consider this your official introduction to Chad's big white cock."
The girls reluctantly pulled back, each of them still staring hungrily at Chad's throbbing erection.
Sneha licked her lips. "We're definitely telling the other desi girls on campus about this. They need to know there's a monster white cock available."
Samantha nodded eagerly. "Half the Indian girls I know are tired of average dick. This is going to spread like wildfire."
Preeti gave Chad's cock one last affectionate squeeze before standing up.
"Consider us your hype women. We'll make sure every curious desi baddie knows where to find you."
"God, I can't wait to get properly bleached by this white monster." said Sneha.
"Chad, are you ready to colonize all of us tomorrow, I'm sure Sneha and Preeti will wear you out, we could spread your cock around day by day."
"I'm more than capable of leaving you all quivering and exhausted in a day, but if you're going to spread the good news to other brown babes, then yeah, I need time to recharge."
Each of the three girls then turned to Meena. One by one, they gave her a deep, passionate kiss -- full tongue, soft moans, hands roaming over her naked body. Sneha kissed her first, slow and sensual. Samantha followed, sucking on Meena's lower lip before pulling back with a wink. Preeti was the most intense, grabbing Meena's ass and making out with her like they were alone in the room.
Both Chad and I watched, completely mesmerized. My caged cock throbbed painfully at the sight of four beautiful Indian girls making out so freely. Chad's massive dick twitched visibly, still rock hard.
When the girls finally left, Meena closed the door and turned back to us with a proud grin.
"See, Chad?" she purred, walking over and stroking his chest. "You already have three desi baddies eager for your cock."
"Soon you're going to have to bed a different Indian girl almost every day. Think you can handle that?"
Chad grinned, his eyes dark with lust. "Fuck yes. I'm more than ready. This is a dream come true!"
Meena laughed softly and gave his cock a teasing stroke.
"Good. That high sex drive of yours -- the one that made you cheat on me -- is finally going to be useful."
"You're community dick now, baby. Every desi girl on campus is about to find out how good a real white bull feels."
Chad looked like he was in heaven.
Meena then turned to me.
"Ravi, baby... why don't you call Brittany? See if she's down to join Chad's growing harem."
I nodded and pulled out my phone. Brittany answered on the second ring.
"Hey, Ravi!"
"How's things going with Meena?"
"It's going good Brittany, we're officially boyfriend and girlfriend now, just not public about it."
"Oh my God, Ravi, I'm so fucking happy for you!"
"Meena is absolutely perfect for you, you won't ever regret making her your girl!"
"I know Brit, she's the one, she's the one who I want to be with for the rest of my life."
"Awww, that's so cute, so you finally got over her sleeping with white boys I presume?"
"Yeah, in fact I like it now, I never knew that having my girl being sexually liberated would be so fucking sexy!"
"Ravi, you kinky motherfucker! I knew you had it in you!"
"The way you used to talk about Meena back when you were still fighting it... I could tell you were fighting yourself more than anything."
"I'm proud of you, babe. Seriously. Not every guy can handle a woman like Meena."
"She needs someone strong enough to let her be free while still owning her heart."
Meena overheard and smiled proudly, leaning in to kiss my jaw.
Brittany continued, her voice turning playful and curious. "So... does this mean you're fully on board with her getting railed by white cock while you stay loyal?"
"Completely," I said without hesitation.
"She's my goddess. I want her to have everything she desires."
There was a brief pause, then Brittany's tone shifted into something more mischievous.
"Mmm... that's hot as fuck, Ravi. You've come a long way from the jealous guy who used to fuck me just to get back at white boys for fucking Indian girls."
"So... why are you calling me exactly? Not that I mind hearing your voice."
I glanced at Chad, who was watching with raised eyebrows, then at Meena, who gave me an encouraging nod.
"Actually... Chad's here right now," I said.
"Meena already got him a desi harem as of now. And... I was wondering if you'd be interested in being a part of his white girl harem."
"As proof of my devotion to Meena I want Chad to have every white girl I've fucked."
Brittany went quiet for a second, then let out a low, excited whistle.
"You're really offering me up to your girl's ex? The same guy who's been fucking Meena?"
"Is Meena okay with it, I know he's her ex but still, I don't want to break the girl code."
Meena took the phone from my hand and looked at me with a slutty expression before answering Brittany.
"Brittany, I'm all for it, I don't mind if Chad is fucking other girls now that I have Ravi as my boyfriend, besides I always felt selfish for not sharing Chad when we were together."
"Meena but is he worth it to fuck, I know you have a thing for white boys, but I like my men to be tall, dark, and dominant."
" Brittany, you got to give some of these nerdy white boys a chance, I promise you those skinny white boys usually end up being the ones with the biggest dicks."
"No way!"
"Why don't you come over to my room and find out, you can use Ravi's cock as a reference."
"On my way, I should be over in a few minutes."
"Don't be surprised when I open the door to you naked, the sexual energy in my room is extremely high right now."
"That's fucking awesome, I'm going to put a big wet one on you the moment I see your girlie!"
"Fuck get over here, It's been a while since we were intimate." Meena purred.
"I'm on my way, give me ten minutes."
Meena hung up and handed the phone back to me, looking extremely pleased with herself. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, before pulling back.
"Are you really okay with this, baby?"
"Yeah... I am."
Meena hung up the phone and looked at me with that familiar wicked, loving glint in her eyes. Without saying a word, she reached down between my legs and gently unlocked the pink chastity cage. The moment it clicked open, my cock sprang free -- thick, heavy, and already hardening rapidly after being denied for so long.
She gave it a few slow, affectionate strokes, smiling as it swelled to its full 8 inches in her soft hand.
"There we go," she purred. "Brittany's going to want a proper comparison."
Chad was sitting in the chair across from us, slowly stroking his massive 10-inch white cock with long, lazy pumps. He was rock hard, veins bulging along the thick shaft, the head glistening with pre-cum. His eyes were wide with pure excitement.
"Fuck... this has been the best day of my life so far," Chad muttered, almost to himself, still stroking.
"I woke up fucking the shit out of Meena, got my dick worshipped by three smoking hot desi baddies, and now my ex-girlfriend's new boyfriend is offering me one of his old white fuck buddies? I must be dreaming."
Meena smiled at him warmly, still gently playing with my now-free cock.
"You're going to be sleeping with most of the girls on campus soon, Chad -- whatever race they are," she said sweetly.
"I'm more than down to help you build more harems. Black girls, Asian girls, Hispanic girls... you name it. I have connections. But only if you follow through on getting jacked like you promised Ravi."
Chad's hand sped up on his cock, clearly turned on by the promise.
"Fuck yes," he groaned.
"I'll get huge for you, Meena. I'll turn this nerdy body into something that makes every girl on campus wet. Desi, black, Asian, Latina -- I want them all riding this white cock."
Meena giggled and leaned back against my chest, still stroking me slowly while watching Chad pump his massive dick.
"Keep that energy. The more you grow, the more girls I'll send your way. Think of it as my thank you gift for all the times you ruined my pussy so perfectly."
Chad let out a low, horny laugh, his eyes flicking between Meena's naked body and my now-exposed cock.
"I can't wait for Brittany to get here," he said, still stroking.
"This is insane. Your girl's helping me build a harem while you watch... and you're cool with it. You two are something else."
"Enjoy it white boy, your cock was made to fuck pussy, I should have realized it sooner." Meena cooed.
A few minutes later, there was a loud knock at the door. Meena bounced over to answer it. The moment she opened the door, Brittany stepped inside and immediately pulled Meena into a passionate, hungry kiss.
Their lips locked deeply, tongues visibly dancing as Brittany's hands roamed over Meena's naked curves. Brittany was wearing a tight crop top and short denim skirt that showed off her toned white body. The two girls made out shamelessly right there in the doorway for a long moment before finally pulling apart, both of them breathing a little heavier.
Brittany smiled at me first. "Hey, Ravi..." Then her eyes shifted past me and landed on Chad, who was lazily stroking his massive, fully hard 10-inch white cock with a cocky grin on his face.
Her jaw dropped.
"Holy... fucking... shit," Brittany whispered, eyes wide as saucers.
Meena giggled and moved behind her, pressing her naked body against Brittany's back. She reached around and cupped Brittany's big white tits from behind, squeezing them playfully through her top while whispering in her ear.
"Go on, baby. Touch it. Feel what a real white bull brings to the table."
Brittany didn't need to be told twice. She stepped forward slowly, almost in a trance, and wrapped her soft white hand around Chad's thick shaft. Her fingers couldn't even fully close around his enormous girth.
"Oh my god..." she breathed, slowly stroking him from base to tip, taking in every detail -- the bulging veins, the fat pink mushroom head, the sheer weight and thickness of it.
"This is... insane. I can't even wrap my hand around it."
Meena kissed Brittany's neck teasingly. "See? What did I tell you?"
Brittany glanced over at me, her eyes flicking down to my now-hard 8-inch black cock. The comparison was stark. Chad's monster dwarfed mine not just in length, but especially in girth. She bit her lip, clearly turned on.
"Chad's white cock is the biggest I've ever seen in my life," Brittany said honestly, still slowly pumping him.
"It makes Ravi's dick look small in comparison. I always thought white guys had medium-sized dicks and black guys had the biggest... but this... this is on another level."
Chad smirked, clearly loving the attention.
"That's just a myth pushed by porn and insecure black dudes," he said confidently.
"White guys have the biggest cocks on average. Look up 'bleached' later -- you'll see the truth."
Brittany nodded, still mesmerized, continuing to stroke him.
"I will... fuck, I definitely will."
Without another word, Brittany leaned in and kissed Chad passionately. Their tongues met as she kept slowly jerking his massive cock. Meena and I watched the scene unfold, both of us deeply aroused.
When they finally broke the kiss, Brittany was flushed and breathing hard.
"Meena... can I take him back to my room right now? I need this inside me."
Meena smiled and shook her head playfully.
"You can have him tomorrow, or any other day. But tonight, I want Chad to fuck me while Ravi watches. That's the plan."
Brittany's eyes lit up with pure lust.
"That's so fucking hot," she moaned.
She pulled out her phone and quickly snapped a picture of Chad's enormous cock.
"I'm sending this to Heather and a couple other girls."
She looked at me with a proud, almost emotional smile.
"Ravi... you're really doing this. You're giving up your old fuck buddies to help your girlfriend's bull build a harem. That's next-level devotion."
I shrugged, a little embarrassed but mostly at peace with it.
"That was the plan all along," I said. "But now you've made it easier."
I quickly sent her the numbers of every white girl I'd ever hooked up with. Brittany's eyes widened as she received them.
"I know almost all of them," she said excitedly.
"They're going to lose their minds when they see this picture. Trust me -- they'll all be down to fuck Chad."
Brittany gave Chad one last intimate, hungry kiss, stroking him slowly before pulling away.
She turned to Meena and me.
"You two look so fucking cute together," she said sincerely.
"Ravi, I'm proud of you for overcoming all that toxic masculine pride and letting love win. And Meena... congratulations on locking down what I couldn't."
The girls shared one final passionate kiss at the door -- deep, wet, and full of affection. Both Chad and I watched in awe as their tongues danced.
When they finally separated, Meena giggled and asked us teasingly, "Did you boys find that hot?"
Both Chad and I answered at the same time:
"Yes!"
The girls laughed. Meena led Brittany out the door, giving her one last kiss on the cheek before closing it.
The room felt charged with electricity. Chad was still rock-hard, slowly stroking himself. Meena turned back to us with a satisfied, glowing smile.
"This is going to be a very fun year," she purred.
Meena eventually pulled away from our embrace with a satisfied little sigh. She stretched her arms above her head, her curvy naked body on full display, then smiled at both of us.
"Alright, my two favorite boys. I'm going to make you both dinner. You've earned it after today."
She slipped on a tiny silk robe that barely covered her ass and moved into the small kitchen area of her dorm. Soon the room filled with the comforting aroma of chicken breasts sizzling in spices, fresh green vegetables being washed, and the tangy scent of sambar simmering with rice.
While Meena cooked, I turned to Chad.
"Before we go any further tonight, I want to see where your fitness level is at."
"Drop and give me as many push-ups as you can."
Chad nodded eagerly and got down on the floor. He managed a solid thirty push-ups before his arms started shaking. Not bad for his skinny frame, but nowhere near impressive yet.
"Not bad. You can naturally put on 30 to 50 pounds of muscle if you're consistent. With good genetics, we can get you to a strong, ripped 200 pounds in about 10 years."
Meena glanced over from the stove, stirring the sambar with a wooden spoon.
"I think he can hit 50 pounds in ten years if he really dedicates himself," she said confidently.
"He already has great genetics where it counts the most. Imagine him as a ripped Viking stud at 200 pounds -- thick chest, big arms." Meena said dreamily.


Chad's face lit up with inspiration. "I'm going to make it happen. For real."
I had him do some extra calisthenics -- pull-up attempts, planks, and bodyweight squats -- to gauge his current strength. He was weak but willing. That was a good start.
When Meena finished cooking, she plated the food beautifully: juicy spiced chicken breasts, fresh steamed green vegetables, and generous servings of sambar with rice. She invited us over to her small table, kissing both of us softly on the lips before we sat down.
Chad took his first bite and let out a pleased hum.
"This is the first time you've ever cooked for me," he said, looking genuinely touched.
Meena smiled warmly as she scooped rice and sambar with her fingers, the traditional Tamil way.
"Only because my Ravi is here," she replied playfully.
"It would feel wrong to let you fuck me in front of my boyfriend without at least feeding you both first."
Chad shook his head in disbelief, still processing everything.
"I still can't believe this is happening."
"I never thought Ravi would agree to be your boyfriend... let alone watch me fuck you with my big white cock."
He took out his wallet and handed Meena 10 dollars, which she placed on the table. I guess they must have made a bet about this.
Meena giggled and took another handful of rice, eating elegantly with her fingers.
Chad used a spoon, looking a little out of place.
"How do you guys eat like that?" he asked, watching us.
Meena smiled. "It's a Tamil tradition. Eating rice with our hands connects us to the food. It tastes better this way."
Chad just shook his head.
As we ate, Meena turned to me with a more serious but loving expression.
"Ravi... before Chad fucks me tonight, are there any boundaries you want to set?
"Would you be uncomfortable with us kissing passionately?
"Any sex positions that bother you?"
"Are you okay with the heavy race play we usually engage in while we fuck?"
I took her hand in mine and squeezed it gently.
"The sky is the limit for your sexual fun, Meena," I said sincerely.
"I just don't want you being slapped or hit in the face. That's my only hard limit."
I looked at Chad. "Don't do anything violent with her. Ever."
Chad nodded respectfully. "Got it."
Meena continued, "What about spanking, choking, or pulling my hair?"
"I'm okay with all of that."
"As long as Meena is comfortable with it and you don't go too hard on the choking."
Meena smiled brightly. "I definitely want to be fucked roughly by Chad... but yes, let's keep choking reasonable."
Chad agreed immediately.
Then Meena looked at me with that seductive, vulnerable gaze I loved.
"Ravi... are you still okay with me humiliating you while Chad fucks me? Can I make fun of your penis? Call it pathetic and small? Compare it to Chad's big white cock?"
I smiled at her, feeling a deep, peaceful surrender wash over me.
"Drive the trident into my heart, my goddess."
Meena's eyes filled with overwhelming love and joy. She leaned over and kissed me passionately, tears of happiness glistening on her lashes.
"I thought I couldn't fall any deeper in love with you, Ravi... but you keep making me fall harder every single day. You are truly my Mahishasura -- strong enough to surrender completely."
The three of us finished dinner in warm, charged silence, the anticipation for the night ahead growing with every passing minute.
After dinner, Meena's energy was still high. She looked radiant, her silk robe loosely tied around her curvy body as she stood between Chad and me. She reached out and gently grabbed both of our arms, pulling us closer until the three of us formed a small circle.
"I want us to make a pact," she said softly, her voice full of love and seriousness. "Right here. Right now."
She looked at Chad first, then at me, her eyes shining with emotion.
"Chad... Ravi... you two are going to be in each other's lives forever because of me."
" Chad, you're going to be the biological father of my firstborn. And Ravi... you're going to be the man who raises that child as his own."
"You're going to be the father in every way that truly matters -- the protector, the provider, the one who's there every single day."
She squeezed both our arms tighter.
"So I want you two to promise me -- right now -- that you will be friends for life."
"Real friends. Not just two guys who tolerate each other because of me."
"I need my bull and my husband to actually get along, to support each other, to have each other's backs. Can you both do that for me?"
Chad looked at me, then back at Meena. He gave a genuine nod.
"I'm down," he said. "For real. I've never had a guy like Ravi in my life -- someone strong, loyal, and actually secure."
"If we're both going to be part of this family in different ways... yeah. I want us to be friends."
I met Chad's eyes and nodded as well.
Meena's face lit up with pure joy. She pulled us both into a tight group hug, kissing each of us on the cheek.
"Thank you," she whispered. "That means everything to me."
She pulled back slightly but kept holding our arms, her expression turning more playful yet still sincere.
"Now... about the dynamic between the three of us," she continued.
"I want to make this very clear so there's never any confusion."
She looked at Chad first.
"Chad -- you are sexually dominant over me. When we fuck, you own me. You can be rough, filthy, and completely in control. I want that from you."
"But that's only for the bedroom, if I ever catch you talking spicy out of the bedroom, I'm kicking you in the balls, I don't tolerate actual racism, got it?"
"Got it, Meena."
Then she turned to me, her eyes softening with love.
"Ravi -- I am sexually dominant over you. You're my devoted buffalo. You worship me, you submit to me, and you let me be as much of a slut as I want."
Finally, she looked between both of us.
"And Ravi -- you are dominant over Chad in all non-sexual ways."
" If he ever does anything to me that you don't like, you have the power and authority to immediately stop him."
"You're the man of the house. The protector. The final say."
Chad let out a small laugh, shaking his head in amusement
.
"So... it's like rock-paper-scissors," he said. "I dominate Meena. Meena dominates Ravi. And Ravi dominates me outside the bedroom."
Meena giggled brightly, clearly delighted by the comparison.
"Exactly!" she said, squeezing both our arms again.
"But it's more than that. It's balance. It's harmony. The three of us together make something beautiful."
She leaned in and kissed me first -- slow, deep, and full of love. Then she turned and kissed Chad -- passionate and hungry, but clearly different in tone.
When she pulled back, she looked at both of us with pure satisfaction.
The three of us were still sitting around the small table after finishing dinner. Chad leaned back in his chair, his massive cock still semi-hard and resting against his thigh. He looked at me with a slightly hesitant but honest expression.
"Ravi... I just want to make sure one more time," he said carefully.
"You're really okay with the heavy racial dirty talk when I fuck Meena?"
He paused, then continued, wanting to be completely transparent.
"I'm going to be calling her a lot of shit -- dot head, curry muncher, pajeeta, that kind of thing."
"And I'll probably call you a small-dicked black ass curry boy too, just to really spice it up."
"I get nasty when I'm deep in the moment. If that's going to be a problem, tell me now."
Meena giggled beside me, clearly excited by the idea. She leaned into my side and kissed my shoulder.
"I love the extra masala Chad brings to the bed with his racial slurs," she purred. "It makes me so wet when he degrades me like that."
I looked at both of them calmly. After everything we had already discussed and been through today, this didn't shock me anymore.
"I'm cool with it," I said steadily, "as long as Meena is cool with it. She's my goddess. If this turns her on and makes the sex better for her, then go all out."
Meena's face lit up with pure joy and lust. She kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth for a long, grateful moment before she pulled back.
"You really are perfect, Ravi," she whispered against my lips.
Chad let out a relieved breath and grinned.
"Fuck, you two are next level. I promise I won't cross any lines you set, but when I'm balls-deep in your girl... I'm going to talk a lot of shit."
Meena bit her lip and looked between us with hungry eyes.
"Good," she said softly.
"Because I want you to be as nasty as you want tonight, Chad."
"Call me every filthy racial name you can think of while you stretch my Tamil pussy. And call my boyfriend a little black curry cuck. I want to hear all of it while Ravi watches."
The air in the room grew thick with anticipation once again. Chad's cock was already starting to harden fully again at the promise of what was coming.
Meena stood up from the table, letting her silk robe slip off her shoulders and fall to the floor, revealing her naked curvy body.
"Come on, boys," she said seductively. "Let's move this to the bed. I want my bull to fuck me while my loving boyfriend watches."
She took both of us by the hand -- her strong Tamil buffalo on one side, her favorite white bull on the other -- and led us toward the bedroom with a sultry smile.
Once inside, Meena turned to me with that commanding yet loving gaze I had come to crave.
"Ravi, baby... lie down on the floor for me," she instructed sweetly.
"I want to sit on your face. Make my pussy nice and wet for Chad while I suck his big white cock."
I obeyed instantly, lowering myself onto the cool floor without hesitation. My heart raced with devotion as I lay on my back, looking up at my goddess.
Meena smiled proudly. "Good boy."
She stepped over me, her thick thighs on either side of my head, and slowly lowered her beautiful brown pussy onto my waiting mouth. The moment her warm, puffy lips made contact with mine, I dove in hungrily -- licking, sucking, and worshipping her with long, devoted strokes of my tongue.
At the same time, Meena leaned forward and sensually wrapped her soft hand around Chad's massive 10-inch white cock. She stroked him slowly at first, admiring the thickness, before lowering her head and taking him into her warm mouth.
"Mmmph..." she moaned around his shaft as I ate her out with increasing passion.
Chad groaned in pleasure, one hand resting on the back of her head.
"That's it, baby. Suck that big white cock while your boyfriend cleans your pussy."
Meena picked up the pace, making it extra sloppy for him. She pulled back, spat thick strings of saliva onto his veiny shaft, then plunged back down, coating every inch of his monster cock with her warm spit. Wet, gagging sounds filled the room as she worked him deeper, her lips stretching wide around his girth.
Meanwhile, I was lost between her thighs. I sucked on her swollen clit, swirled my tongue inside her creamy folds, and lapped up every drop of her sweet nectar. Meena moaned loudly around Chad's cock as I brought her to her first orgasm within minutes -- her thighs trembling around my head as her pussy gushed onto my tongue.
"Fuuuuck, Ravi... yes!" she cried out, pulling off Chad's dick for a second before diving back down even sloppier than before.
Chad grunted and started thrusting into her mouth, face-fucking her with controlled but powerful strokes. Thick wads of saliva dripped from her lips and chin, falling onto her tits and thighs as she gagged enthusiastically on his monster.
"That's my dirty little curry slut," Chad growled, pushing deeper. "Choke on that big white cock while your cuck boyfriend eats your pussy."
Meena came again on my tongue -- harder this time -- her whole body shaking as she moaned around Chad's thrusting shaft. Saliva was everywhere now, coating his cock, running down her chin, dripping onto my face as I continued devouring her.
Finally, Meena pulled her mouth off Chad's glistening, saliva-drenched cock with a wet pop. Thick strings of spit connected her swollen lips to his fat pink head.
She giggled breathlessly, looking down at me with pure love and lust in her eyes.
"Thank you, baby," she moaned, still grinding her soaked pussy against my mouth.
"Thank you for these amazing orgasms you give me with your tongue. You're such a good boy for mama."
I kept licking her gently as she caught her breath, my face completely covered in her juices.
Meena slowly lifted herself off my face, her thighs glistening with her juices and my saliva. She looked down at me with a radiant, loving smile, her lips still swollen from sucking Chad's cock.
She leaned down and gave me a soft, affectionate kiss, tasting herself on my lips.
"You've been such a good boy, Ravi"
"Now I want you to pull over my study chair and take a seat. I'm going to put on an amazing show for you tonight."
My heart raced with excitement. I quickly got up, moved her study chair to a perfect viewing angle near the bed, and sat down naked, my hard 8-inch cock standing straight up, throbbing in anticipation.
Meena turned to Chad with a sultry smile. He immediately stepped forward and cupped her heavy brown breasts from behind, fondling them possessively. His white hands squeezed and kneaded her soft flesh, thumbs circling her dark pierced nipples until they stiffened. Meena moaned softly and leaned back into him, grinding her ass against his massive cock.
They started kissing sensually -- deep, slow, and passionate. Chad's tongue explored her mouth while his hands continued worshipping her tits. The contrast of his pale skin against her rich brown body was mesmerizing.
I watched them in awe, my cock leaping for joy at this glorious sight. My hand instinctively wrapped around my shaft and I began slowly stroking myself.
"You two look so fucking hot together."
Meena broke the kiss just long enough to look over at me. She blew me a loving kiss, her eyes sparkling with affection even as Chad continued fondling her breasts.
"There's a lot more to come, baby boy" she purred.
"Control yourself. Don't cum yet. The night is only just beginning."
I nodded, slowing my strokes to a teasing pace. I remembered all those long nights locked in chastity, meditating on her -- visualizing her like this, being pleasured by a superior white cock while I worshipped from the sidelines. I had trained myself for this moment. I would only spill my seed when my goddess commanded it.
Meena smiled proudly at my self-control, then turned back to Chad. She reached down and stroked his massive 10-inch white cock with long, sensual movements while he continued playing with her tits and kissing her neck.
The show had officially begun.
I sat back in the chair, slowly stroking my throbbing cock, completely mesmerized by the erotic display unfolding before me -- my beautiful Tamil goddess being worshipped and fondled by her white bull, both of them putting on a sensual performance just for me.
Meena pulled away from Chad with a playful smile and crawled onto the bed on all fours. She arched her back deeply, proudly presenting her massive, round bubble butt toward me. Then she began wiggling it teasingly -- making those thick, juicy brown cheeks bounce and clap hypnotically, putting on a loving show just for me.
"Like what you see, baby?" she purred, looking back over her shoulder with a seductive smile.
I couldn't help but stare in awe, my hand still slowly stroking my hard cock.
"Fuck, Meena... your ass is perfect."
"So big, so round, so fucking juicy. That fat Tamil bubble butt was made to be worshipped. You look like a goddess presenting herself like this. I could watch you shake that ass for hours."
Meena giggled happily at my praise and wiggled her ass even more enthusiastically, making her cheeks ripple and clap louder.
She then shifted slightly, angling her perfect ass toward Chad while still looking back at me with loving eyes. Chad stood at the edge of the bed, slowly stroking his enormous 10-inch white cock, the thick veins pulsing under his grip.
Chad looked over at me with a cocky smirk.
"Are you ready, black curry boy?" he taunted. "I'm gonna be bleaching the fuck out of your girl tonight."
I nodded, my cock twitching hard in my hand.
Chad didn't hesitate. He brought his palm down hard on Meena's right ass cheek with a loud SMACK!
"AHhh!" Meena cried out in ecstasy, her body jolting forward. "Fuck yes! Slap my ass again!"
Chad grinned and delivered another powerful smack to her left cheek. The sound echoed through the room as her thick brown flesh rippled beautifully.
"God damn, look how wet this pussy is already,"
Meena moaned and winked at me seductively.
"Ravi is to thank for that," she said breathlessly.
"My baby boy got me nice and creamy with his tongue."
I smiled back at her, my heart full of love.
Chad then began smacking his massive white cock against her dark brown ass cheeks -- thwack, thwack, thwack -- like he was beating a drum. The heavy, meaty sounds filled the room as his thick 10-inch monster slapped repeatedly against her soft, jiggling flesh, leaving wet streaks of pre-cum on her skin.
The view was absolutely mesmerizing.
This was hotter than any video Meena had ever sent me. Watching her on all fours, proudly shaking her fat Tamil ass for Chad while he slapped his superior white cock against it... it was overwhelming. My cock throbbed violently in my hand as I stroked myself slowly, completely captivated by the erotic sight before me.
Meena looked back at me again, her eyes full of lust and affection.
"You like watching this, baby?" she moaned.
"You like seeing your goddess's big brown ass get worshipped by a big white cock?"
"Yes..." I breathed, unable to look away. "It's the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Chad continued smacking his heavy cock against her cheeks, clearly enjoying the power dynamic.
"Get ready, curry slut."
"This big white dick is about to own every inch of you while your boyfriend watches."
Meena moaned loudly in anticipation, still wiggling her ass invitingly.
Chad lined himself up and began to slowly push his thick cock into her tight Tamil pussy. Inch by inch, he stretched her open. Meena's eyes rolled back and she let out a long, trembling moan.
"Ohhh... fuck, Chad... you're so fucking big!!!"
She wasn't even halfway down his shaft before her whole body convulsed. She came hard on his cock, her juices gushing around him as she cried out in pleasure, staring straight at me the entire time.
Chad didn't stop. He kept pushing deeper until he was buried balls-deep inside her. Then he started thrusting -- slow and powerful at first.
"That's right, you dirty curry slut," he growled, smacking her ass hard again. "Take every inch of this superior white cock. Your tight little Tamil pussy was made for this."
SMACK! SMACK!
He rained hard slaps on her ass as he picked up the pace, calling her every filthy name he could think of.
"You like that, don't you Dot head?"
"Oh my goddess, yes daddy, I love how you smack my ass!"
"That's right, you curry munching whore, get dominated and colonized by big white cock!"
"OH FUCK YES!!!"
"You sure are hungry for white cock aren't you little pajeeta cumdump, you've already got yourself another whiteboy to fuck, forgetting about your daddy have you?"
"I'm so sorry daddy, I want to be colonized by all white cock! I have to have them all!"
"Fuck, I'm gonna stretch your desi pussy so much that every other white cock will be second to mine!"
Meena moaned loudly in submission, pushing back against him eagerly.


"Yes, Daddy! Fuck your little curry slut! Stretch my Tamil pussy with that big white cock!"
She was creaming hard on him now, her juices coating his thick shaft as it pounded into her. Her eyes lit up with mischievous delight as she looked straight at me.
"Mmm, he's right, baby," she moaned breathlessly.
"Your black cock is so cute... but it's nothing compared to Chad's big white monster."
" You'll never stretch me like this. You'll never make me cum this hard. You're just my loving little curry cuck, aren't you?"
Every humiliating word from her lips pierced my heart like a trident -- sharp, deep, and intoxicating. Yet I looked back at her with nothing but pure love and admiration. I was so proud of her. So in awe of her pleasure.
Meena searched my eyes for any discomfort... but found only devotion. She smiled at me lovingly for a moment, her expression softening with affection even as Chad pounded into her harder.
Then she turned her head back toward Chad and let loose with even more filth.
"Fuck me harder, Daddy! Show my pathetic Tamil boyfriend how a real man fucks his girl!"
"All you Tamil boys are the same -- small dicks and big egos. But white cock... white cock owns us. It owns me. It owns every desi slut who's ever tasted it!"
Chad groaned and started furiously pounding her, his hips slamming against her fat ass with wet, powerful slaps. The bed creaked violently under the force as he railed her.
"That's my good little pajeeta whore," he growled.
"Creaming all over superior white cock while your boyfriend watches like the pathetic cuck that he is."
Meena's moans grew louder and more desperate as she came again, her body shaking violently while Chad continued destroying her pussy.
I kept stroking myself slowly, lost in the intoxicating blend of humiliation, love, and pride. My goddess was in absolute ecstasy and so was I.
I watched Chad absolutely rail my beautiful Meena as I sat in the chair, slowly stroking my throbbing cock. This was divine, like Meena and I were having a higher level of sex.
He had her on all fours, gripping her wide hips like handles as he pounded into her from behind with relentless power. The wet, obscene sound of his thick white cock slamming into her soaked Tamil pussy filled the entire room. Meena's moans were loud and shameless, her heavy breasts swinging wildly beneath her with every brutal thrust.
Within the first few minutes, she came hard -- her whole body shaking as she screamed in pleasure. Then again. And again.
I counted every orgasm. By the fifteen-minute mark, she had already cum nine times on his cock. Six. More orgasms in fifteen minutes than she had with me during our entire passionate session earlier. She wasn't lying when she said Chad gave her better and more frequent orgasms than I ever could.
And yet... there was no bitterness in my heart. Only overwhelming peace and love.
I had beaten up the biggest white boy on campus. I had paraded white girls around in front of them. But here I was -- completely bested in bed by a scrawny, nerdy white boy who was dominating the love of my life. And I couldn't have been happier as my penis throbbed in lust, and my heart pounded with love for my queen.
Chad reached forward and grabbed a thick handful of Meena's long dark hair, yanking her head back sharply. He started fucking her with slow but extremely long and powerful strokes -- pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in with enough force to send powerful ripples throughout her curvy dark brown body. Her fat ass cheeks clapped loudly against his hips with every deep thrust.
"FUUUUCK! DADDY!" Meena screamed in ecstasy, her voice breaking.
"YOU'RE SO FUCKING DEEP! YOU'RE RUINING ME!!!!!"
Chad grinned and looked over at me, his eyes full of arrogant pride as he continued pounding her.
"You see this, pathetic curry cuck?" he growled.
"This is how a real man fucks your girl."
"You could never fuck her with your pathetic small black dick like the way I can with my big white cock!"
"Look at her creaming all over my superior white cock, curry boy!"
Meena moaned loudly in agreement, her eyes locking onto mine even as her body jolted with every thrust.
"He's right, baby," she gasped, her voice dripping with lust and humiliation.
"Your sweet black cock could never handle all this ass like Chad can. It's too small... too pathetic."
" You could never satisfy me like this. Never make me cum this hard."
" You're just my loving little curry cuck... my devoted Tamil buffalo who gets to watch white bulls breed me!"
Every degrading word landed like hot coals on my body -- sharp, burning, and strangely addictive. My cock twitched violently in my hand as I kept stroking, slower now, savoring the intense mix of humiliation and love.
Chad laughed and slammed into her even harder.
"You may have beaten up Ryan and fucked plenty of white girls" he taunted me directly, still yanking Meena's hair back.
"But big white cock always wins in the end. Doesn't it, curry boy?"
Meena cried out in pleasure as another orgasm ripped through her, her pussy gushing around Chad's thick shaft.
"YES, DADDY! WHITE COCK OWNS ME! TAMIL BOYS LIKE RAVI COULD NEVER COMPETE!"
I looked into her eyes and saw nothing but love beneath the filth. She was checking on me even while lost in ecstasy -- making sure I was still okay. I smiled back at her with pure adoration, letting her see exactly how I felt.
There was no anger. No resentment. Only peace.
My goddess was in heaven, sitting on her throne. And I was exactly where I belonged -- watching, worshipping, and loving her completely.
Chad suddenly pulled out of Meena with a wet pop. Before she could even catch her breath, he flipped her onto her back with ease. Meena let out a delighted moan as she spread her thick thighs wide for him, her dark brown pussy glistening and puffy from the pounding she had already taken.
Chad climbed between her legs and pushed back inside her in one smooth, deep thrust. Meena's back arched off the bed as she cried out in pleasure.
"Ohhh fuck, Chad... yes!"
He immediately leaned down and captured her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. Their mouths moved together like they had done it a thousand times before -- slow, hungry, and full of history. It wasn't just fucking anymore. They were making love right in front of me.
The contrast was breathtaking. Meena's rich, blackish-brown skin glowing against Chad's pale, pinkish-white body. Her thick, curvy Tamil figure wrapped around his lean but strong frame. It looked divine. Sacred, even.
Chad started pumping into her vigorously, his hips slamming against her ass with powerful strokes, but their lips never parted. Meena locked her thick legs tightly around his waist and wrapped her arms around his head, pulling him deeper into the kiss as if she never wanted to let go.
I could see it in the way they moved -- this wasn't just sex. They were commemorating something. The deep love they once shared as boyfriend and girlfriend, before Chad cheated on her the second time and they broke up. For a moment, it felt like they were reliving their best days together.
My cock was leaking copious amounts of precum, dripping down my shaft as I stroked myself slowly. The sight was overwhelming. My beautiful goddess, moaning into another man's mouth while he fucked her with long, deep strokes. Her legs squeezing him, her nails digging into his back, their bodies moving together in perfect rhythm.
If Meena got pregnant from this... I would happily step up. I would be her husband. I would be the father who raises that child. There was no doubt in my mind. I loved her through and through.
My heart began pounding violently in my chest at the thought -- my Meena, glowing with pregnancy, carrying Chad's baby as our firstborn. I had watched nature documentaries about male animals -- lions, zebras, bears -- brutally killing the offspring of rival males to ensure only their own bloodline continued. Nature had hard-coded males to guard their females' wombs from any other male.
But love was stronger than nature.
I didn't just want to fuck Meena and put babies in her. I wanted to watch her laugh. I wanted to see her smile every morning. I wanted to watch the joy on her face when she achieved her dreams. I wanted to grow old with her, hold her hand through every chapter of life, and raise her children -- whether they came from me... or from someone else.
Chad broke the kiss just long enough to look into Meena's eyes as he kept thrusting deep and steady.
"You feel so fucking good, baby," he groaned. "This pussy still feels like home."
Meena moaned loudly, her legs tightening around him as she pulled him back into another passionate kiss. Their bodies moved together like they were made for each other at that very moment.
I kept stroking myself, completely at peace. There was no bitterness. No rage. Only overwhelming love for the woman who had chosen me as her forever, even while giving her body to another.
This was our love.
Twisted. Beautiful. Sacred.
Then with surprising strength, she suddenly pushed Chad onto his back. He let out a grunt as she climbed on top of him like a predator claiming her prey. She reached down, grabbed his massive 10-inch white cock, and guided it straight into her soaked dark pussy. It slid in without any resistance -- her creamy folds swallowing every thick inch until she was fully seated on him.
She let out a long, satisfied moan as she settled down, her thick ass resting against his hips.
Then she looked straight at me.
Her eyes were dark with lust and love as she began to ride Chad slowly in the cowgirl position. Her big, beautiful brown breasts bounced heavily with every sensual roll of her hips. The sight was hypnotic -- her dark nipples hard, her soft belly flexing, her wide hips grinding in perfect rhythm as she took his entire length inside her again and again.
Chad looked up at her, then looked over at me with that cocky grin.
"Do you like the view, curry muncher?" he taunted.
"Your girl showed me this exact view many times before. She used to ride me just like this while talking shit about curry boys like you."
His words sent a sharp jolt through me, but they only made Meena ride him harder. Her fat ass clapped loudly against his thighs as she bounced faster, her heavy tits jiggling wildly with every powerful movement.
"Fuck yes, Daddy!" she moaned loudly, never breaking eye contact with me.
"Watch me, Ravi... watch how I ride this big white cock. This is what your goddess needs, this is what you can never give me."
I kept stroking my throbbing cock, completely mesmerized. I couldn't believe how lucky I was. This beautiful, insatiable Tamil goddess had chosen me. She had shot her shot at me when I was still bitter, resentful, and full of hate toward seeing Indian women with white men. She had patiently guided me, loved me through my anger, and led me lovingly to this wonderful, holy moment.
Meena smiled at me as if she could read my thoughts. Her big brown tits bounced hypnotically as she rode Chad faster, her thick thighs flexing with every rise and fall. She looked like a true goddess -- powerful, sexual, and completely free.
And I was the lucky man she chose to come home to.
Chad groaned beneath her, gripping her hips tightly as she slammed down on his cock.
"That's it, you filthy curry slut,"
"Ride that big white cock while your pathetic curry--cuck boyfriend watches."
Meena moaned even louder, her eyes still locked on mine with pure affection and lust.
"Yes, Daddy... I'm your curry slut...your personal cum dump...."
She kept riding him harder, putting on the most beautiful, filthy show just for me.
Meena suddenly lifted herself off Chad's cock.
She turned around smoothly, giving me a perfect view of her thick, round Tamil ass as she positioned herself in reverse cowgirl. She reached back, grabbed his massive 10-inch white cock, and sank down onto it in one smooth motion.
"Fuuuuck..." Chad groaned loudly as she took him to the hilt.
Meena didn't waste any time. She started riding him hard -- bouncing her fat brown ass up and down on his cock with powerful, rhythmic strokes. Her ass cheeks clapped loudly against his thighs with every descent, the sound echoing through the room. Chad's thick white shaft disappeared completely inside her tight Tamil pussy again and again, glistening with her cream.
I was completely taken back by her sexual appetite. She had already been fucked by Chad in the morning for who knows how long, then spent the afternoon fucking me passionately, and now here she was -- riding him like there was no tomorrow, like she could go on for hours.
It had already been over an hour and a half since I started watching them. Chad looked like he was on the precipice of nutting inside her, his face twisted in pleasure, but Meena looked like she was just getting warmed up. Her sexual recovery was unreal. She was collecting orgasms like trading cards.
She glanced back at me over her shoulder, her eyes full of love, and smiled seductively.
"Mmm... you like watching me ride him like this, baby?"
Then she looked down at Chad and spoke loud enough for me to hear every word:
"I made Ravi wear a condom when we had sex this morning... I told him he can only fuck me raw on our wedding night. Until then... only white cock gets to feel the true warmth of my pussy."
Chad groaned deeply, clearly turned on by her words. He thrust up furiously to meet her bounces, his hands gripping her wide hips.
"That's right, you dirty curry slut!" he growled.
"Ravi should never fuck you raw until he marries my personal curry cum dump. Until then, only white cock gets to breed this tight Tamil pussy raw!"
Meena moaned loudly in pleasure at his words, her pussy visibly clamping down around his thick shaft as another powerful orgasm ripped through her.
"Fuuuuck, yes Daddy!" she cried out, riding him even harder. "Only white cock owns me like this!"
Chad looked dangerously close to busting a load inside her, his balls tightening, his face strained with effort. But at the last second, he grabbed her hips and held her still, stopping himself from cumming.
Meena giggled breathlessly, still impaled on his cock, and looked back at me with pure affection and mischief in her eyes.
I kept slowly stroking my own leaking cock, completely lost in the beauty and intensity of the moment. My goddess was in her element.
Chad was sweating heavily now, his chest glistening, breathing hard from the long, intense session. Meena could sense he was reaching his limit. With a wicked, knowing smile, she lifted herself off his cock and got on all fours once more on the bed, this time facing directly toward me.
She arched her back deeply, pushing her thick, round Tamil ass high in the air, presenting herself like a goddess offering herself to her bull.
Chad didn't waste a single second. He grabbed her hips and slammed back into her with relentless fury.
"FUUUUUUCK!" Meena screamed in pleasure the moment he bottomed out. "Yes, Daddy! Pound me! Destroy my Tamil pussy!"
Chad started fucking her like a man possessed -- hard, deep, merciless strokes that made her entire body jolt forward with every thrust. Her heavy brown tits swung wildly beneath her as she cried out.
"Oh my god! Oh fuck! You're so deep! Harder, Daddy! Fuck me harder!"
SLAP SLAP SLAP SLAP
The sound of his hips crashing into her fat ass filled the room. Chad was grunting like an animal, his balls slapping against her clit with every brutal thrust.
"You fucking love this, don't you, you dirty curry slut?" he growled, smacking her ass hard.
"Take that big white cock! This is what your race was made for!"
Meena was lost in orgasms, screaming at the top of her lungs.
"Yes! Yes! I'm your curry whore! Your dot head cumdump! Fuck me like the pathetic Indian slut I am! Oh god, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'M CUMMING!"
She came hard, her whole body shaking violently as her pussy gushed around his thick white cock. But Chad didn't slow down. He kept pounding her mercilessly.
"Look at your pathetic black curry boyfriend watching," Chad taunted. "He could never fuck you like this. His tiny Tamil dick could never satisfy a curry whore like you!"
Meena's eyes were filled with tears of sheer pleasure as she looked straight at me.
"Ravi... baby... come hold my hand," she gasped between moans. "I want you with me when I cum again..."
I immediately got up from the chair and knelt down beside the bed. I took her hand in mine, interlocking our fingers tightly. There was so much love in her eyes -- even as she was being destroyed by another man's cock. Pure, unconditional love.
Chad continued railing her with powerful strokes, making her scream.
"FUUUUCK! I'm cumming again! Don't stop, Daddy! Breed your little pajeeta!"
Her grip on my hand tightened like a vice as another massive orgasm ripped through her. She bit down hard on the bedsheets, muffling her screams while her body convulsed.
Finally, Chad pulled out with a wet pop. He grabbed Meena by the hair and yanked her toward him. She let go of my hand as I sat back down in the chair.
Chad erupted across her face with a loud groan.
Thick, powerful ropes of white cum blasted across her beautiful dark brown face -- painting her forehead, cheeks, nose, lips, and chin. Load after heavy load covered her. He aimed the last few spurts directly onto her waiting tongue. Meena kept her mouth open like a good slut, eagerly accepting every drop.
When he was finally spent, she looked over at me -- her face completely glazed with Chad's thick white load -- and smiled with pure love and happiness.
I was in total awe of her radiant beauty. My heart hammered violently in my chest. Even covered in another man's cum, she had never looked more beautiful to me.
Meena crawled over to me and sat on my lap, straddling me. We stared into each other's eyes, taking in one another's presence. Then she asked softly, her voice trembling with emotion:
"Is this okay, baby? Do you still love me?"
I smiled, cupping her cum-covered cheek gently.
"I love you no matter what, Meena," I whispered. "Whether you have Chad's babies in you... or on you. You're my goddess. Forever."
Tears of happiness flowed down her cheeks, mixing with Chad's thick load. She leaned in and kissed me deeply. I kissed her back without hesitation -- passionate, romantic, and full of love. I could taste Chad's cum on her lips, but it didn't matter.
This was our love.
Chad watched us and let out a playful laugh.
"True love's kiss!" he said in jest.
We pulled apart slowly, still staring at each other in awe, our foreheads touching.
This was perfection, a love that was beyond anything that I could have hoped for.
she rested her head against my chest, her cum-glazed face nuzzling into me. I wrapped my arms around her and gently stroked the back of her head, running my fingers through her soft, slightly damp hair.
We stayed like that in comfortable silence, just breathing together. Her heart beat against mine. Even with Chad's thick load still painted across her beautiful face, she had never felt more like mine.
Chad stood quietly for a moment, watching us. There was no cockiness left in his expression -- only respect. He could clearly see the deep love between us.
"I think it's best if I head out," he said softly, a far cry from the dominant bull he was a few minutes ago.
"I'll give you two lovebirds some space to reflect on tonight."
Meena lifted her head slightly and smiled at him.
"Yeah... that's probably a good idea," she agreed gently.
Then her tone turned teasing. "But you better step your game up, Chad. If you're already tired from fucking me, how are you going to satisfy me and all the other women in your future harem?"


Chad chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck.
"Fair point," he admitted. "Guess I've got some work to do."
I looked at him seriously.
"Meena and I will be at the campus gym sharp at 7:15 tomorrow morning," I told him. "You better be on time. No excuses, white boy."
Chad nodded with genuine determination.
"I'll be there. Promise."
Meena gave him a quick hug and walked him to the door, still completely naked. She gave him one last soft kiss on the cheek before closing the door behind him.
When she came back, I was lying on her bed, staring up at the ceiling with a peaceful smile on my face. My mind was replaying everything that had happened tonight -- the love, the filth, the surrender, the connection. I felt lighter than I had in years.
Meena hopped onto the bed with a bright, affectionate smile and snuggled right into my arms. She pressed her warm, soft body against mine, resting her head on my chest again. I wrapped my arms around her tightly and kissed the top of her head.
We lay there in comfortable silence for a long moment, just enjoying each other's presence. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my chest while I continued gently stroking her hair.
"I love you, Ravi," she whispered, her voice full of emotion.
"Thank you for tonight. For everything."
I smiled and held her closer.
She nuzzled deeper into me, her cum-covered face pressing against my skin without shame. At that moment, nothing else in the world mattered.
Meena lay curled against my chest, her naked body warm and soft, still marked with the evidence of Chad's dominance. She looked up at me with those beautiful, sparkling brown eyes, a gentle but hungry smile playing on her lips.
"Ravi, baby..." she whispered softly, tracing a finger down my chest. "Do you want to fuck me again? I still want to feel you inside me tonight, of course with your dick wrapped up that is."
I smiled at my insatiable goddess. Even after everything -- after being fucked senseless by Chad for so long -- she was still craving more intimacy. More connection. More us.
"How are you even going to feel any pleasure from me now?" I asked gently, half-teasing, half-serious. "Chad just destroyed your pussy. You came so many times on his cock..."
Meena let out a soft, loving laugh. She reached up and stroked my cheek tenderly, her thumb brushing across my skin with pure affection.
"Chad was like spicy biryani," she murmured.
"He hit my mouth hard with all that loaded spice... all that heated raceplay, all that raw, filthy energy. It was intense. Overwhelming. Delicious in its own way."
She leaned in and kissed my lips softly, then pulled back just enough to look into my eyes.
"But now... you're going to be like my sweet payasam after eating biryani. Gentle. Warm. Comforting."
"You don't have to fuck me hard, baby. You don't have to try to give me the best orgasms. Just your sweet embrace... your loving worship... that's more than enough for me."
She kissed me again, slower this time, full of tenderness.
"I could care less if you were sporting a 4-inch shrimp," she whispered
"I love the man, Ravi. Not the orgasms. Not his cock. I love you."
" The way you look at me. The way you hold me. The way you accept every part of me -- even the filthy, slutty parts."
"That's what makes my heart full."
Her words washed over me like warm honey. I felt my chest tighten with overwhelming love for her. I pulled her closer, kissing her deeply, tasting the faint remnants of Chad's cum mixed with her sweetness. It didn't matter. Nothing mattered except her.
"I love you so much, Meena," I whispered.
"You really are my goddess."
She smiled against my lips, her eyes shining with happy tears.
"Then make love to me, my buffalo,"
"Nice and slow. Just you and me."
I reached for the condom on the nightstand, my heart full and at peace. No pressure. No performance. Just love.
I rolled the fresh condom onto my throbbing cock as Meena lay beneath me, legs spread invitingly. I entered her slowly, savoring every inch as her warm, creamy pussy welcomed me. We made love gently -- deep, slow thrusts filled with affection. Meena wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me tenderly.
"You feel so good, baby," she whispered. "My sweet Tamil buffalo..."
I gradually picked up the pace, still loving and intimate. Meena moaned softly, her hips rolling to meet mine. When I felt my first orgasm building, she quickly pulled the condom off just in time, and swallowed my cock. She drank every drop, then lovingly sucked my sensitive cock clean, gently biting and sucking on my balls with tender affection.
After a short rest, we made love again. This time she rode me slowly in cowgirl, her big brown breasts pressed against my chest. I lasted longer, but Meena's loving movements eventually pushed me over the edge once more. She removed the condom and swallowed my second load with a happy moan, then spent several minutes sucking and nibbling my balls while stroking me gently.
"You're perfect," she whispered, kissing my spent cock. "I love you so much, Ravi."
It was well past midnight. I was completely spent -- my balls thoroughly drained by my insatiable goddess. Meena had ridden me, sucked me, and milked two powerful loads out of me with pure love and devotion. My body felt heavy, my muscles tired, but my heart had never felt fuller.
Meena, however, was still glowing with energy. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, the subtle way her hips shifted against me. She was still hungry for more orgasms, yet she held herself back for my sake.
"We need our sleep, baby," she whispered tenderly, stroking my cheek. "We both have to get up early tomorrow."
She looked into my eyes with that soft, loving gaze I adored.
"Embrace me, Ravi. Cuddle me in bed. I want to feel your cock resting between my pussy lips as we fall asleep... bare."
I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding.
"You trust me that much?" I asked quietly. "You want my dick against your bare pussy with no condom?"
Meena smiled warmly and cupped my face with both hands.
"I trust you completely, my love."
"I know my Ravi would never take advantage of me. You've earned my trust a thousand times over."
Her words moved me deeply. Her bare pussy was sacred, not something to be taken cheaply on a random night. It was meant for our wedding night, the moment I would finally feel her completely.
"I agree," I whispered, pulling her closer. "Your raw pussy is something I will strive toward. It's holy.
It was well past midnight. I was completely spent -- my balls thoroughly drained by my insatiable goddess. Meena had ridden me, sucked me, and milked two powerful loads out of me with pure love and devotion. My body felt heavy, my muscles tired, but my heart had never felt fuller.
We slipped under no blankets -- just our naked bodies providing each other warmth. I lay on my side as Meena pressed her back against my chest. I guided my softening cock so it nestled gently between her warm, slick pussy lips, the head resting right against her entrance without entering. She sighed happily and pulled my arm around her, placing my large hand over one of her soft, brown breasts.
We snuggled deeply, skin to skin, stealing slow, lazy kisses against each other's necks and shoulders. Her heartbeat matched mine. The scent of her skin, mixed with the faint remnants of the night's passion, surrounded us like a cocoon.
"I love you, Ravi," she whispered into the darkness.
"I love you more, my goddess," I replied, gently squeezing her breast as I held her close.
Sleep found us both like that -- wrapped in each other's warmth, hearts intertwined, bodies connected in the most intimate, trusting way.
I hadn't slept like that since I was a tired boy working to be bigger and stronger than my dad one day.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Warm, wet pleasure pulled me gently from sleep.
My eyes fluttered open to the most beautiful and sexiest sight I had ever woken up to.
Meena was already awake, her head nestled between my thighs. Her soft, full lips were wrapped lovingly around my morning wood, sucking me with slow, passionate devotion. Her tongue swirled around the head, teasing the sensitive underside as she took me deeper into her warm mouth.
"Mmm..." she moaned softly around my shaft when she noticed I was awake, her eyes sparkling with affection as she looked up at me.
One of her hands gently fondled my heavy balls, rolling and massaging them tenderly while her other hand stroked the base of my cock in perfect rhythm with her mouth. She sucked me with such loving hunger -- not rushed, but deep and worshipful, as if my cock was the most precious thing in the world to her.
"Good morning, my sweet handsome buffalo," she purred, pulling off just long enough to speak before sliding her lips back down my length with a wet, sensual glide.
"I woke up early... and I couldn't resist tasting my favorite Tamil cock."
I groaned, my hand instinctively moving to stroke her hair as she continued sucking me passionately. Her cheeks hollowed beautifully with every bob of her head. She fondled my balls with gentle squeezes, occasionally licking and kissing them before returning to my throbbing shaft.
"You're so hard for me already," she whispered lovingly between long, sloppy sucks.
"Even after last night... your body still yearns for your goddess."
I was speechless, lost in the warm, wet heaven of her mouth. Meena's eyes never left mine as she worshipped me -- sucking, licking, stroking, and fondling with pure adoration. The morning light filtering through the window made her look like a living dream.
This was the perfect way to wake up.
Meena continued her loving cock worship with pure devotion. Her warm, wet mouth slid up and down my shaft in slow, sensual strokes while her soft hand gently fondled and massaged my heavy balls. She hummed happily around my cock, her tongue swirling lovingly along every vein and ridge.
I groaned softly, my fingers threading through her hair as I watched her beautiful face bob between my legs.
Then, without warning, a loud morning fart escaped from her. Meena immediately froze, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. She pulled off my cock with a wet pop, covering her mouth.
"Oh my god, Ravi... I'm so sorry," she whispered, clearly mortified. "That was so.... I--"
I didn't let her finish. I sat up quickly and pulled her into a tight, loving embrace, wrapping my strong arms around her naked body. I kissed the top of her head and chuckled softly.
"Stop apologizing, babe."
"You just performed a completely natural bodily function. And honestly... even your farts sound sexy as fuck."
Meena pulled back slightly, stunned. Her eyes searched mine for any sign of disgust, but found only affection and amusement.
"Really?" she asked, still blushing.
"Really," I said, smiling. I cupped her face and kissed her deeply, pouring all my love into it.
When we parted, I added, "You're human, Meena, even though I call you my goddess. Beautiful, messy, real. I love every part of you."
She melted against me, kissing me again with overwhelming passion and gratitude.
"I held it in because I wanted to surprise you with a morning blowjob," she admitted shyly.
"I really needed to go to the bathroom, but I didn't want to leave you."
I chuckled and gave her thick ass a playful slap.
"Well, now you're going to go to the bathroom before you pass something worse than gas."
"Go take care of yourself, baby, then I gotta go as well."
Meena giggled, relieved and touched by my reaction. She gave me one last soft kiss on the lips before slipping out of bed and heading to the bathroom, her curvy hips swaying as she walked.
I lay back with a peaceful smile, my heart full. Even in the small, imperfect moments, I loved her more.
Meena returned from the bathroom a few minutes later, looking refreshed and glowing. She had washed her face and brushed her teeth, but her naked body still carried the faint scent of last night's passion. She smiled shyly at me as she crawled back onto the bed.
"Your turn, baby," she said softly. "I left the extra toothbrush on the sink for you."
I nodded and headed to the bathroom. After relieving myself and brushing my teeth with her spare toothbrush, I felt cleaner and more awake. When I stepped back into the bedroom, Meena was sitting on the edge of the bed waiting for me.
She looked at me with soft, vulnerable eyes.
"No guy has ever embraced me the way you did when I farted," she admitted quietly.
"Ryan called me a nasty curry whore and looked disgusted."
" Chad... he tried to hide it, but I saw the visible look of disgust on his face. But you... you pulled me close and told me it was sexy. You made me feel accepted. Loved. Even in that moment."
I walked over to her without hesitation and pulled her into a tight, warm embrace. Her naked body melted against mine as I wrapped my strong arms around her.
"Nothing," I whispered into her hair, "and I mean nothing could ever make me look at you with disgust, Meena, after yesterday."
" You're my goddess. Every part of you -- the beautiful, the messy, the real -- I love all of it. You never have to hide anything from me."
Meena let out a soft, emotional sigh and hugged me tighter, pressing her face into my chest.
"You have no idea how much that means to me."
"I've never felt this safe with anyone."
She pulled back just enough to look up at me, her eyes shining. Then she grabbed my hand and led me toward the bathroom.
"Come shower with me," she said playfully, tugging me along.
The moment we stepped under the warm spray, Meena pressed her wet, curvy body against mine. Our lips met in a quick but passionate make-out session. The water cascaded over us as our tongues danced slowly, lovingly. Her big soft breasts pressed against my chest, her hands roaming over my back and shoulders while I gripped her thick ass, pulling her closer.
The kiss grew deeper, and more heated. Meena moaned softly into my mouth, then slowly sank down to her knees in front of me. The water streamed down her face as she looked up at me with pure adoration.
Without a word, she took my cock into her warm, wet mouth. She gave me a full, loving blowjob -- slow, sensual, and passionate. Her tongue swirled around the head, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with tender care. She fondled my balls gently with one hand while sucking me deeper, humming happily around my cock.
"Mmm... you taste so good, baby," she purred between long, wet strokes. "I love waking up to this."
I groaned, my hand resting gently on the back of her head as she worshipped me. The warm water, her soft moans, and the loving way she sucked me made the moment incredibly intimate. She took her time, savoring every inch, occasionally pulling off to kiss and lick my balls before sliding me back into her mouth.
It didn't take long before I felt my orgasm building. Meena sensed it and sucked harder, looking up at me with eager, loving eyes.
"I'm going to cum..." I warned, breathing heavily.
She moaned encouragingly and kept sucking until I exploded in her mouth. Thick ropes of cum shot across her tongue as she swallowed every drop, never breaking eye contact. When I was spent, she gently sucked me clean, then stood up and kissed me deeply, sharing the faint taste of my release.
We held each other under the water for a long moment, foreheads pressed together, hearts beating in sync.
I released my hold on her as I began to lather soap onto her well toned curvaceous body. She likewise did the same. Our hands worked in slow deliberate attempts to worship each other's bodies as we were washing each other of the filth of last night's passion.
After drying each other off and stealing a few more slow kisses in the steamy bathroom, we got out of the shower. I dug into my backpack and pulled out the spare gym clothes I always kept in it. A black compression shirt that hugged my muscular frame and a pair of dark workout shorts.
Meena, meanwhile, slipped into something far more eye-catching. She pulled on a pair of tight, glossy black gym leggings that perfectly accentuated her thick thighs and massive, round ass. Across the back, in bold white letters, it read "Bleached Bunny". She paired it with a sexy white crop top that barely contained her big mangoes. The words "I ❤️ BWC" were printed prominently across her chest.
I couldn't help but stare. She looked absolutely stunning -- powerful, confident, and unapologetically sexual as she lived her truth.
"Damn, Meena..."
"You look absolutely stunning in that. Those leggings are doing incredible things to your ass."
She smiled brightly and did a little spin, showing off how the fabric clung to her curves.
"You like it?"
"Is it okay that I'm wearing this? The words are pretty bold..."
I nodded without hesitation.
"It should be fine."
"It's Sunday morning. The gym should be almost empty -- just you, me, and Chad. No one else is going to be there to judge."
Meena stepped closer and kissed me softly on the lips.
"Good. I want to motivate Chad while we train him."
Before we left the room, I pulled her aside for a moment.
"When I can't make it to the gym here's what I want you to focus on with Chad,"
"Make sure he does heavy compounds -- squats, deadlifts, bench press, overhead press."
" Tell him to eat at least 1.8 grams of protein per pound of body weight. No skipping meals. Push him on progressive overload."
" If he starts complaining, remind him why he's doing this, if he still doesn't lock in, then tell him Tyler will be your primary bull if he can't get his act together. "
Meena listened carefully, then gave me a confident smile.
"Don't worry, baby. I'm going to make sure Chad really puts in the effort. I'll be on his ass the whole time -- literally and figuratively. He's going to get jacked for me."
She kissed me again, deeper this time, before pulling back with a playful wink.
"Ready to go turn my nerdy white bull into a beast?"
I smiled and took her hand.
"Let's do it."
Meena and I walked hand in hand toward the campus gym, the early Sunday morning air still cool and quiet. Her tight black leggings with "Bleached Bunny" printed across her thick ass and the cropped top that proudly declared "I ❤️ BWC" made her look like pure temptation. I couldn't stop stealing glances at her, my hand gently squeezing hers.
Just before we reached the entrance, my phone rang. Murugan's name flashed on the screen. My stomach dropped.
I answered quickly, trying to keep my voice casual.
"Hey, Murugan."
"Yo Ravi! I'm heading to the gym today. You down to work out with me? Yusuf's busy, and I need a spotter."
Fuck. I was already here with Meena. The last thing I needed was Murugan seeing us together.
"Yeah, I'm already at the gym actually," I lied smoothly. "I'll wait outside for you."
"Sweet, I'm like five minutes away. See you soon."
I hung up and let out a heavy sigh. Meena looked at me with a slightly saddened expression, her hand still in mine.
"You have to go with him?" she asked softly.
I pulled her into a tight hug, wrapping my strong arms around her curvy body and kissing the top of her head.
"I'm sorry, baby. I didn't expect this. You're going to have to coach Chad by yourself today."
Meena nodded understandingly, though I could tell she was disappointed.
"It's okay. Murugan would lose his mind if he saw me here with Chad... especially dressed like this," she said, gesturing to her bold gym outfit.
"He already hates me. This would just make it worse."
I kissed her cheek reassuringly.


"Murugan won't know what 'BWC' or 'Bleached Bunny' means. He's not that deep into that world."
Meena raised an eyebrow.
"You sure? It's pretty hard to miss these days. Almost every woman of color is hopping on the bleached train. There's a good chance he knows exactly what it means."
I shrugged. "Even if he does, he already knows you fuck white boys, so it doesn't really matter."
"I'll try to keep him under control."
Meena smiled and kissed me deeply, her soft lips lingering on mine.
"I'll focus on making Chad work hard," she promised. "Don't worry about me."
I gave her thick ass a firm, playful slap.
"Whip that white boy into proper shape, mama!"
She giggled brightly, the sound warming my chest, then turned and jogged into the gym, her ass bouncing beautifully in those tight leggings.
I waited outside, heart still racing from the close call. A few minutes later, Murugan appeared, walking with a purpose.
I could see the progress already, his arms and forearms looked bigger and more defined. He had gone from 160 pounds of pure Indian nerd to something closer to a young, fledgling Tamil warrior.
"Looking good, I can tell you've taken this shit seriously, keep that up and who knows? You might just hit 200 pounds lean with an empty stomach in a decade or so."
Murugan laughed, flexing his arm playfully. "It's the work... and a lot of creatine."
"Yusuf's been pushing me hard, to the absolute fucking limit, every time I feel like I'm gonna pass out walking back home."
"Good, that's dedication, if you keep this shit up then I know you're going to be turning heads left and right."
I made a mental note to tell Meena to make sure Chad started taking creatine, gotta maximize those newbie gains.
We headed inside together. The moment we stepped into the main lifting area, Murugan's expression darkened. His eyes locked onto Meena and Chad near the squat racks. Meena was spotting Chad as he did light squats to warm up, her hand lightly on his back, her "Bleached Bunny" leggings and "I ❤️ BWC" crop top on full display.
Murugan's jaw tightened instantly, anger flashing across his face.
"What the fuck..." he growled under his breath.
I put a firm hand on his shoulder.
"Calm down." I said quietly but sternly.
"Focus on your workout. Just ignore her. We're here to lift, and besides I already taught her a lesson at the library."
Murugan's fists clenched at his sides, but he reluctantly nodded, though his eyes kept flicking back toward Meena and Chad with clear disgust.
Meena shot him a cold stare right back as if to tell him that his judgment and anger wasn't going to intimidate her.
Meena and Chad stayed on the far side of the gym near the squat racks, while Murugan and I claimed the bench press area on the opposite side. The tension was thick in the air, but we kept our distance and focused on our workouts.
I spotted Murugan as he loaded the bar. He lay down, gripped it firmly, and pressed 250 pounds with surprising control. He knocked out a clean set of 8 reps, then looked up at me with pride.
"Damn, bro," I said, genuinely impressed. "250 looks comfortable for you now."
Murugan sat up, wiping sweat from his forehead.
"Yusuf told me I had to at least bench his body weight by the end of the semester. He's 242 pounds. I hit that goal and beat it by 8 pounds."
"Feels good to surpass your goals, now I'm addicted to hitting the gym, it's like leveling up in real life, well, kind of."
I nodded, respecting the progress. Murugan had always been the smallest of us, but he was putting in real work. From 160 pounds of pure Indian nerd to this -- he was turning into a solid Tamil warrior.
"Respect," "That's strong for your size. You went from struggling with 185 to repping 250 like it's 150 in a short time."
Murugan grinned. "I want more though."
I decided to push him. I added two more 25-pound plates on each side, bringing the bar to 300 pounds.
"Give it everything you've got," I told him.
Murugan lay back, took a deep breath, and unracked the bar. The extra 50 pounds clearly slowed him down. His arms trembled as he fought through the reps. He managed 6 solid ones before his strength gave out. I caught the bar effortlessly and racked it for him.
He sat up, breathing hard, staring at me in awe.
"Bro... your strength is insane," he said. "I want to be at least half as strong as you one day."
I smirked with quiet pride. In this moment, I felt like the bastion of Tamil pride on this campus -- strong, disciplined, and in control.
Murugan wiped his face with a towel. "What's your max bench, Ravi?"
"500 pounds," I said casually. "I hit it for 7 reps last time."
Murugan's eyes widened in disbelief. "500? No way. That's almost twice your body weight. You're bullshitting me."
I felt a flash of offense. "You calling me a liar?"
Murugan raised his hands defensively. "It's just... that's a crazy number, man. Hard to believe."
I didn't say another word. I motioned for him to get off the bench. I loaded the bar to 500 pounds -- four plates on each side. The bar bent slightly under the weight. I lay down, gripped it, took a deep breath, and unracked it.
The first six reps were hard but clean. On the seventh, I pushed with everything I had, my chest and triceps burning. As I fought for the rep, I glanced over at Meena. Testosterone surged through me at the mere sight of her, and I easily managed to complete the seventh.
She was on the other side of the gym, pressing her big breasts forward toward Chad to motivate him while he squatted. The sight of my goddess -- proud, confident, and sexy in her "Bleached Bunny" leggings -- sent another surge of raw power through me.
With a primal growl, I forced out an additional rep, locking the bar back on the rack with a heavy clang.
Murugan stared at me, mouth open in pure awe.
"Holy shit, Ravi... you actually did it."
I sat up, breathing heavily but feeling unstoppable. Across the gym, Meena had secretly watched the whole thing. When our eyes met, she gave me a look of pure adoration and pride. She didn't say a word, but that smile said everything.
I felt like a king being blessed by his goddess.
Meena and Chad stayed on the far side of the gym near the machines, working triceps. I could see her guiding him through the movements, her hand occasionally brushing his arm as she corrected his form. Meanwhile, Murugan and I moved to the leg press. He was putting in solid work, and I was genuinely impressed with how far he had come.
Then, to everyone's surprise, Ryan walked into the gym. I guess he thought I wouldn't be here on the weekends.
Murugan's face twisted with immediate contempt. Ryan noticed him first and shot him a mocking smirk -- the same arrogant look I remembered from last semester. But the moment his eyes landed on me standing next to Murugan, his expression shifted. He became cautious. He knew the beating I put on him last semester.
I stared him down, cold and unblinking, until Ryan broke eye contact first. His gaze then drifted across the gym... and landed on Meena and Chad.
His face changed instantly. A predatory grin spread across his lips as he walked straight toward them.
"Well, well, well," Ryan said loudly, his voice dripping with mockery.
"If it isn't my old curry cum dump... still chasing white cock, I see."
Chad tensed up. Meena straightened, but before she could respond, Ryan kept going, his voice loud enough for half the gym to hear.
"What's up, dweeb?" he sneered at Chad.
"You really think you can handle a whore like Meena? She needs a real white man -- not some skinny nerd."
Ryan turned back to Meena, his eyes roaming over her body in those tight "Bleached Bunny" leggings and "I ❤️ BWC" crop top.
"Come on, you little brown fucking machine," he taunted.
"You know you miss this cock. Ditch the loser and come back to my room. I'll remind you what a real white man feels like."
Meena's eyes narrowed, but I was already moving.
My heart pounded. Part of me desperately wanted to protect her, but another part worried about Murugan's reaction. Fuck it. My queen needed me. I wasn't going to stand by and watch her be insulted.
I stepped right up to Ryan, getting in his face.
"What's your problem, curry nigger?" he spat. "Can't you tell I'm trying to get my curry whore back?"
"Shut the fuck up, you shit-sprinkled swine-skinned bitch!"
"You shouldn't be opening your mouth after the ass-whooping I served you last semester."
Meena jumped in, her voice sharp and confident.
"Don't bother denying it, Ryan. I've seen the video. Everyone on campus has."
Chad chimed in, smirking. "Yeah, I loved every minute of watching Ravi beat the shit out of you Ryan."
Ryan barked at Chad, "Keep quiet, nerd, or I'll beat the fuck out of you!"
Meena flipped him off. "Choke on a dick, Ryan. You're not going to lay a hand on Chad. You're too much of a pussy to try anything with Ravi around."
I stepped even closer, my chest almost touching his.
"Why are you looking somewhere else, focus on me, pink bitch."
"Don't look for an easy way out."
Ryan laughed bitterly, trying to save face.
"Why the fuck are you so worked up over this slut anyway?" he sneered.
"She's the biggest white cock whore on campus. She probably fucked and sucked half the white boys here. I personally made her my curry cum dump."
I didn't flinch.
"Did you think I was going to stand by and talk shit about one of my people, you bitch ass white boy?"
Ryan's eyes flicked with rage.
"Oh, so you're both curry niggers. I should have known, she is only a few shades lighter than you."
"How does it feel knowing your women are chasing our big white cocks?"
"Hell if you know what her shirt meant, you wouldn't be so uppity right now gorilla."
"Did you forget that I fucked your bitch Heather, after I whooped your ass."
"Last time I checked I was single, so what this girl does doesn't really matter to me."
"I ran through white girls in my first semester and had every bitch ass white boy like you seething."
Ryan gritted his teeth in embarrassment. The entire gym had gone quiet. Meena delivered the final blow.
"The video of Ravi beating you up and fucking Heather has already circulated like wildfire."
"You're the biggest joke on campus -- a 6'4", 260-pound muscle head who got humiliated by my fellow Tamil brother here."
Ryan's face burned red. He stormed off without another word, shoulders hunched in defeat.
Meena turned to me, beaming with pride.
She mouthed a silent "Thank you". Chad gave me a respectful nod as I walked back toward Murugan.
The gym felt quieter than before, like everyone had sensed the tension. Murugan was standing by the leg press, arms crossed, his face twisted with barely contained rage.
He didn't even wait for me to reach him.
"Why the hell did you stand up for that filthy whiteboy-loving slut?" he hissed, keeping his voice low but sharp.
"Look at her -- parading around in those raceplay clothes like a proud whore."
" 'Bleached Bunny'? 'I love big white cock'? She hates Tamil guys like us, Ravi. She's made that clear a thousand times."
I sighed heavily, wiping sweat from my forehead. I knew this was coming. I had to choose my words carefully.
"I didn't do it for her," I said, trying to sound calm.
"I couldn't just stand there and let Ryan talk shit like that. Letting him disrespect one of our own -- even if she's... a white boy loving slut...it would've been a bitch move if had done nothing. I had to step up."
Murugan scoffed, shaking his head in disbelief.
"You should've let her deal with that meathead herself," he shot back.
"She brought this on herself. Last semester she was taunting me while being in his arms, laughing with him while they called me a pathetic Indian loser."
"And now you're defending her? After everything she's done?"
I felt a pang of guilt twist in my chest. Murugan's pain was real. Meena had humiliated him. But I had betrayed him by falling for her.
"What's done is done," I said firmly, trying to shut it down.
"I can't change the past. And I'm not going to sit back and watch some bitch ass white boy disrespect a Tamil girl, no matter what history she has. It's not right."
Murugan stared at me for a long moment, his jaw clenched. The disappointment in his eyes was clear.
Part of me wanted to tell him the truth -- that I was in love with her, that she had changed me -- but I knew that would destroy our friendship right here.
Instead, I just clapped him on the shoulder.
"Come on. Let's finish the workout. Focus on getting stronger. That's what matters right now."
Murugan gave me one last bitter look, then reluctantly got back on the leg press. But the air between us had grown cold.
Across the gym, I caught a quick glimpse of Meena. She was still coaching Chad, but her eyes flicked toward me for a brief second -- full of quiet gratitude and love.
I turned away before Murugan could notice.
This balancing act was getting harder by the minute.
After the tense leg press exchange, Murugan and I moved on to arms. We hit biceps and triceps hard -- curls, extensions, and cable work. Murugan was pushing himself, grunting through every rep. I stayed focused, trying to ignore the growing knot in my stomach.
We finished arms and moved to shoulders -- overhead presses, lateral raises, and rear delt flies. By the time we were wrapping up, both of us were drenched in sweat. I was just about to tell Murugan we should call it when I saw them approaching.
Meena and Chad walked over from the other side of the gym.
Murugan's face instantly twisted into a nasty scowl the second he saw her. Meena met his glare with a sharp, defiant look of her own, her chin held high. Chad walked slightly behind her, his hand resting possessively on her lower back.
I was nervous as hell. Why the fuck is she approachin me now? This was the last thing I needed.
Meena stopped a few feet away, her eyes softening when they landed on me.
"Thanks for stepping in earlier." she said calmly, careful not to hint at anything more.
"I appreciate it."
Before I could respond, Murugan exploded.
"Fuck off," he snarled at her. "Nobody wants you here, you filthy slut."
Meena's eyes narrowed dangerously.
"Still an insecure little dork, I see," she shot back. "Can't stand watching Tamil baddies winning, can you?"
Murugan's face turned red with rage. He stepped forward, voice rising.
"You're a Tamil man-hating whore!" he spat. "All you do is slurp white dick like a desperate cumdump! You disgust me! You bring shame on our community!"
Chad smirked and stepped up right behind Meena. Without hesitation, he reached around and boldly fondled her big tits from behind, squeezing them openly in front of us.
"Careful there, little guy," Chad taunted.
"I know you secretly like it, don't you? That white men are out here fucking Indian baddies like Meena. Bet it makes your little brown dick twitch, huh?"
"Face it bro, brown boys can't compete with white men, hell even your Bollywood babes are going white now."
Meena moaned softly at Chad's touch, leaning back into him while staring Murugan down with a victorious smile.
I stood there frozen, heart hammering. The tension was thick enough to choke on. Murugan looked ready to swing. I was stuck between protecting Meena and trying not to completely destroy my friendship with Murugan.
Murugan was seething. His entire body tensed up as he watched Chad boldly fondling Meena's big tits from behind, squeezing them openly in the middle of the gym like he owned her. The smug look on Chad's face made Murugan's blood boil.
"You little white shrimp," Murugan spat, his voice dripping with contempt.
"Last time I checked, I was heavier than your scrawny ass. Look at you -- struggling to bench what looks like your own body weight. Pathetic."
Chad just smirked and gave Meena's breasts another possessive squeeze, clearly enjoying the reaction he was getting.
Meena shot back without missing a beat, her voice sharp and confident.
"Chad's just started taking the gym seriously," she said, leaning back into Chad's touch.
"Meanwhile, you've been going at it all semester like you're trying to compensate for something...."
Murugan's face twisted with rage, but then a nasty smirk spread across his lips. He looked straight at Meena, eyes full of venom.
"You know what's funny?" he said, voice rising.
"It wasn't this little white shrimp who put that overgrown swine in his place last semester."
"It was my man Ravi -- a real Tamil brother -- who beat the shit out of him."
"A Tamil man had your back today while you stand here letting this white boy grope you like a cheap whore."
He laughed bitterly, shaking his head.
"And you still shit on Tamil guys every chance you get? You're a fucking stain on our people you bitch."
The air between them crackled with tension. I stood there silently, heart pounding, caught in the middle. Murugan's words stung because they were partly true -- I had defended her. But every word also made the secret I was keeping feel heavier.
Meena's eyes narrowed, but she didn't back down. Chad, still fondling her chest, just grinned like he was enjoying the show.
Meena didn't back down for even a second. She stared Murugan dead in the eyes, her voice sharp and cutting.
"Your friend here is a real man," she said, loud enough for the few nearby people to hear.
"He stepped up and defended my honor as a Tamil sister without hesitation. You? You're just a wimp who stood there like a coward."
"Too busy crying about Tamil girls choosing better men."
Murugan's face turned a deep shade of red. His fists clenched so hard his knuckles went white. The rage that had been simmering finally boiled over.
"Why the fuck would I ever help out a Tamil whore like you?!" he exploded, voice cracking with fury.
"You sleep exclusively with white boys and shit on Tamil guys every single day! You're a race traitor! A disgusting cumdump for white cock! Why should any real Tamil man defend you?!"
The gym went quieter around us. A few heads turned.
Meena smirked, completely unfazed. She tilted her head, her expression dripping with condescending amusement.
"Only strong men like Ravi are willing to defend their women," she said smoothly, "even when their women are fucking another race of men."
" That's real masculinity."
" Not this pathetic incel energy you're displaying, crying and seething because Tamil baddies won't settle for short, lame, insecure Tamil boys like you and are upgrading to white men."
Murugan looked like he was about to have a major crash out. His breathing was ragged, eyes wild with humiliation and anger. I stepped slightly between them, my hand firmly on his shoulder, trying to keep the situation from exploding.
"Enough," I said quietly but firmly, though my own heart was racing.
Meena gave Murugan one last dismissive look, then turned her gaze toward me. For a brief second, her eyes softened with gratitude and love before she masked it again.
Chad, still standing behind her with his hand resting possessively on her hip, just smirked -- clearly enjoying the chaos he helped create.
The tension in the air was suffocating. Murugan was breathing hard, staring daggers at both Meena and Chad. I could feel the weight of my secret pressing down on me heavier than ever.
This was getting dangerously close to blowing up in my face.
The tension had reached a breaking point. Murugan looked ready to swing, and Chad was still smirking with his hand possessively on Meena's hip. I couldn't let this escalate any further.
I stepped forward, my voice firm but calm.
"Please can you two just leave."


Meena looked at me for a moment, then giggled softly, her eyes sparkling with affection.
"Thank you again for being my hero today." she said sweetly, loud enough for Murugan to hear.
"It's good to know that there are real Tamil men that would protect Tamil women no matter the circumstance."
She rolled her eyes dramatically at Murugan before turning back to me with a warm smile.
Chad didn't hesitate. He pulled Meena into a deep, passionate kiss right there in front of us. His hands roamed boldly over her body -- squeezing her thick ass, fondling her breasts through the thin crop top. Meena moaned softly into his mouth, kissing him back just as hungrily, her body pressing against his.
I couldn't help but admire the sight. She looked so beautiful, so incredibly sexy -- her curvy Tamil body melting into Chad's pale frame, her big ass being groped openly, her big breasts pressed against his chest. The contrast was striking. My cock was leaking in my cage despite the situation.
Murugan opened his mouth to say something venomous, but I quickly put a firm hand on his shoulder, squeezing hard enough to silence him.
Meena finally broke the kiss, breathing a little heavier. She looked at me one last time and blew me a soft, grateful kiss, her eyes full of love and appreciation. Then she turned toward Murugan, flipped him off with a bright smile, and said cheerfully:
"Bye, Mr. 5-inch shrimp."
Murugan's face turned purple with rage. He looked like he was about to explode and charge at them. I tightened my grip on his shoulder, holding him back.
"Relax,"
"Not here. Not now."
We both watched as Meena and Chad walked out of the gym together -- her thick ass swaying in those tight "Bleached Bunny" leggings, Chad's hand resting possessively on her lower back. The moment they disappeared through the door, Murugan shrugged my hand off aggressively.
"I can't believe you defended that whore," he muttered bitterly.
Murugan was still fuming even after Meena and Chad had left the gym. He slammed a 45-pound plate back onto the rack with more force than necessary, his jaw clenched tight.
"I can't believe you went easy on that Tamil whore," he muttered, shaking his head in disappointment.
"You used to hate girls like her. Now you're defending her? Standing up for her like some simp? Bro... I think you've lost your edge."
His words stung more than I wanted to admit. I wiped the sweat from my face and tried to keep my voice steady.
"She wasn't worth my time or energy, Murugan," I said, forcing a casual shrug.
"She's just another brown hoe addicted to white dick. It's not something new."
"The whole campus is filled with them now. We'll waste our peace of mind arguing with brown hoes like her. It's pointless."
Murugan still looked pissed, but he listened.
"Besides, Yusuf and I are holding it down for us South Indian guys by fucking the white girls on this campus."
"These desi hoes know that. That's probably why she approached us today -- trying to get me to simp for her, acting like I'm her protector. But that shit didn't happen. I shut it down."
Murugan exhaled sharply, still glaring in the direction Meena had gone.
"Yeah... maybe," he muttered.
"Still pisses me off. She's been shitting on Tamil guys since day one, and now she's strutting around in 'Bleached Bunny' leggings like she's proud of it. Disgusting."
I nodded along, trying to play the part I knew he expected.
"Exactly. Let her chase white cock. We've got better things to do."
Inside, my stomach twisted. Every word felt like a betrayal -- of Meena, of what we had, of the love I felt for her. But I couldn't let Murugan see even a hint of that. Not yet.
We finished the rest of our workout in relative silence, the earlier energy between us dampened by the confrontation. Murugan was still angry. I was exhausted -- not from lifting, but from the constant tightrope I was walking.
As we headed toward the exit, I caught one last glimpse of Meena and Chad near the water fountain.
"Murugan, I gotta go," I said, trying to sound casual. "Something came up. I'll catch you later."
Murugan gave me a slightly suspicious look but nodded.
"Alright, bro. Hit me up if you wanna link again this week."
As soon as he turned toward the locker room, I grabbed my bag and headed out the side exit, moving fast.
I spotted them just outside the gym entrance -- Meena and Chad standing near a bench. Meena was laughing at something Chad said, her hand lightly resting on his arm. Even from a distance, she looked radiant in her bold gym outfit.
The moment Meena saw me approaching, her face lit up with a bright, loving smile.
"Ravi!" she called out softly, clearly happy I had returned so quickly.
Chad gave me a nod, a small smirk on his face. "That was fast. Is everything good with your boy?"
"Yeah," I said, breathing a little heavier from the jog. "He's gone. We're good."
Meena stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her body against mine without caring who might see.
"I missed you," she whispered, looking up at me with those beautiful eyes. "Even though it was only like forty minutes."
I hugged her back tightly, inhaling her scent. The tension from dealing with Murugan melted away the second I had her in my arms.
Chad chuckled. "You two really are something else. I'll let you lovebirds have your moment. Text me later, Meena."
He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and walked off toward the parking lot.
Meena stayed in my arms, tilting her head up to look at me.
"So... how was it with Murugan?" she asked gently, her fingers tracing small circles on my back.
"Rough. He's pissed. But I handled it."
She smiled softly and kissed my chest.
"My hero."
"Always protecting me... even when it's complicated."
I held her closer, feeling the warmth of her body through her thin crop top.
"Let's get out of here," I said. "I just want to be with you."
Meena nodded happily, taking my hand as we started walking back toward her dorm.
We walked hand in hand away from the gym, the morning sun now higher in the sky. Meena's fingers were intertwined with mine, her thumb gently stroking the back of my hand. Even after the tense confrontation with Murugan, she seemed light and content, swinging our arms slightly as we walked.
But the question had been burning in my mind since the moment she and Chad approached us.
"Why did you come over like that?"
"We could've avoided that whole confrontation with Murugan if you and Chad had just left the gym quietly."
Meena slowed her steps a little and looked up at me, her expression soft and sincere.
"I know it probably looked reckless," she admitted.
"But the second you stepped up and defended me from Ryan... I couldn't just walk away without thanking you right then and there."
"You chose to protect me -- even knowing Murugan was right there and would hate it. That meant everything to me, Ravi."
She stopped walking and turned to face me fully, placing both hands on my chest.
"I didn't care if Murugan got upset," she continued, her voice gentle but firm.
"He already hates me. Nothing I do will change that. But you... you chose to stand up for me in front of him."
"You chose me. I had to let you know how much that meant. I couldn't wait."
I looked down at her, my heart swelling with a complex mix of love, protectiveness, and slight frustration. She was impulsive, bold, and unapologetic -- qualities I both admired and sometimes worried about.
"I get it," I said, sighing softly. "I'm glad you felt that way... but next time, maybe wait until we're alone? Murugan's already suspicious. I don't want him figuring everything out and making our lives harder."
Meena smiled apologetically and rose up on her tiptoes to kiss me softly on the lips.
"I'm sorry, baby. I'll be more careful next time," she whispered against my mouth.
"But thank you again... for being my hero today."
I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her closer, kissing her back with quiet intensity. Even after everything -- the gym drama, the risk, the tension with Murugan -- holding her like this made it all feel worth it.
"You're worth it." "Always."
We continued walking hand in hand back toward her dorm, the campus paths still relatively quiet on a Sunday morning. The confrontation with Murugan kept replaying in my head, especially that final moment when Meena flipped him off.
I glanced down at her with a small, curious smile.
"So... why exactly did you call Murugan a '5-inch shrimp' when you flipped him off?"
"That felt pretty targeted."
Meena let out a bright, mischievous giggle, squeezing my hand playfully as she walked.
"Because it's true," she said with a sly little smirk.
"Murugan's girlfriend, Priya had sex with him."
"She told me his dick is only 5.5 inches. I wanted to get the last word in and completely seal my verbal victory. He deserved it after all the nasty shit he said to me."
I shook my head, half-amused, half-impressed by her sharpness.
"You sure know how to break down a Tamil guy's ego,"
"That one probably stung like hell."
Meena batted her long lashes at me innocently, though her smile was full of playful wickedness. She leaned into my side, pressing her curvy body against mine as we walked.
"Only the ones who deserve it," she purred.
"Besides... I prefer my Tamil men tall, strong, and packing something much more impressive than that."
She gave my hand another teasing squeeze, her eyes sparkling with affection and a hint of lust.
The walk back to Meena's dorm felt lighter than the tension at the gym. The moment we stepped inside her room and closed the door, Meena turned to me with that familiar playful, commanding smile.
"Remember the rule, baby," she said sweetly, already slipping off her crop top.
"Butt naked whenever you're in my room. I love seeing my strong, well-built Tamil buffalo wearing nothing but that pretty pink chastity cage."
I didn't hesitate. I stripped quickly, folding my gym clothes neatly and placing them on a chair. The cool air hit my skin as I stood completely naked in front of her, my cock locked securely in the pink cage, already straining against the confines.
Meena's eyes roamed over my body with open hunger and affection. She bit her lip, clearly pleased.
"Mmm... perfect," she purred. "Look at you. So tall, so muscular, so powerful... and completely mine."
She stayed naked as well -- her curvy brown body on full display -- and moved into the small kitchen area.
"I'm making us breakfast," she announced happily. "Idlis with coconut chutney... and lots of thick, meaty sausage for my hungry man."
I sat at her small table, unable to take my eyes off her as she cooked. The sight of my naked goddess moving gracefully around the kitchen -- her big, soft breasts swaying gently, her thick ass jiggling with every step, her wide hips and smooth brown skin glowing in the morning light -- was mesmerizing. Every movement was sensual without even trying.
She hummed softly while steaming the idlis and warming the chutney, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to catch me staring. She smiled knowingly each time.
When breakfast was ready, she brought two plates over and sat across from me. The idlis were soft and fluffy, the coconut chutney fragrant and spicy, and the thick sausages were perfectly grilled to perfection.
We began eating in comfortable silence at first. I tried to focus on the food, but my eyes kept drifting back to her -- naked, confident, and radiant as she ate. The way her big mango breasts rested on the edge of the table, the subtle bounce when she reached for more chutney, the way she licked a bit of sauce off her finger... it was impossible not to stare.
Meena noticed, of course. She gave me a teasing smile and took a slow bite of sausage, her eyes locked on mine.
"You're not even looking at your food, baby," she said playfully. "Is your naked goddess that distracting?"
I smiled, feeling warmth spread through my chest.
"I can't help it," I admitted. "You're too beautiful. Too perfect. I still can't believe you're mine."
Meena's expression softened with love. She reached across the table and took my hand, squeezing it gently.
"And you're mine, all mine."
This simple, domestic moment felt just as intimate as everything we had done the night before.
We were halfway through breakfast when Meena's phone buzzed on the table. She glanced at the screen and her eyes lit up with excitement. She picked it up, and answered while seductively sucking on a thick, juicy sausage, her lips wrapped around it as she looked straight at me.
Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she slowly slid the sausage in and out of her mouth, making soft, wet sucking sounds while talking.
"Hey Tyler," she purred, her voice dripping with flirtation. "I was hoping you'd call."
I sat there, naked except for my pink chastity cage, my locked cock straining painfully as I watched my goddess tease me while talking to another man. The contrast -- her sucking on that sausage like it was a cock while arranging to get fucked -- made my heart race.
Tyler's voice came through the speaker loud enough for me to hear.
"Yeah... my girlfriend went to her parents' house for the weekend. So... when can we meet up?"
Meena smiled wickedly, still slowly sucking on the sausage, her tongue swirling around the tip as she maintained eye contact with me.
"How about today?" she said sweetly.
"Since you're a stranger and not from my college, you should just come to my dorm room."
"That way there's no chance of your girlfriend accidentally walking in... and it's safer for me too, in case you turn out to be a crazy psycho or something."
Tyler laughed nervously on the other end.
"Fair enough. Your dorm sounds good. What time?"
Meena pulled the sausage out of her mouth with a wet pop and licked her lips.
"Whenever you can get here. But... I have one condition," she said, her tone turning playful.
"My boyfriend will be here watching. I want him there for my protection since I don't really know you yet. Is that okay?"
There was a long pause. Tyler sounded a little nervous.
"Another guy in the room? Uh... I don't know..."
Meena giggled and winked at me.
"Come on, Tyler. My pussy is too good to pass up, right? Ravi's cool. He just likes to watch. He won't interfere."
Tyler hesitated for a few more seconds, then let out a defeated breath.
"Fuck... alright. Yeah, I'm down. Your pussy looked incredible in those pictures you sent me this morning. I'll be there in like twenty minutes."
Meena's smile widened.
"Perfect. Oh and one more thing -- are you clean? I always fuck white cocks raw. I've never caught anything and I don't plan on starting now."
If you have any STDs then you can forget about the whole thing."
Tyler quickly reassured her.
"I'm clean, I swear. Got tested two weeks ago. I'm good."
Meena blew a kiss into the phone.
"Good boy. See you soon, Tyler. I can't wait to feel that cock."
She hung up, still sucking on the sausage teasingly as she looked at me with pure lust in her eyes.
"Another new white cock for your goddess today," she purred. "Are you excited, baby?"
I nodded, my caged cock leaking heavily as I stared at my beautiful, insatiable Meena, always hungry for more sex, more white cocks.
I reached across the table and took her hand, squeezing it gently.
"You should keep going," I told her softly.
"Don't stop with Tyler. Keep adding white boys to your roster. You deserve any white cock you desire, Meena. I want you to be free. I want you to enjoy yourself completely."
She let out a bright, happy giggle and leaned forward, kissing my knuckles tenderly.
"God, Ravi... you have no idea how much that means to me."
"Thank you for celebrating my sexual independence."
"Thank you for letting me be a true bleached bunny on the prowl for white cocks."
"You're more than everything I ever hoped for in a boyfriend. You're perfect."
She stood up and walked around the table, sliding into my lap. Her soft, naked body pressed against mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
"I want you naked and locked in your chastity cage when Tyler arrives," she purred into my ear, gently stroking the pink cage with her fingers.
"I want you leaking pre-cum down your cage the whole time he fucks me. Can you do that for me, baby?"
I nodded immediately, my voice thick with devotion.
"Anything for you, my goddess."
Meena smiled lovingly and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she ground her bare pussy against my locked cock.
"Good boy."
"I can't wait for Tyler to see how lucky I am."
"To have a strong, understanding Tamil man who lets me be the biggest white cock slut I want to be... while still belonging to him completely."
She rested her forehead against mine, both of us breathing softly together, lost in our own perfect, twisted love.
Meena's phone rang again. She glanced at the screen and her face lit up with a mischievous smile.
"It's Sneha," she said, picking up the call and putting it on speaker so I could hear.
The moment the line connected, the room filled with the unmistakable wet sounds of sex -- loud, rhythmic slapping of skin, desperate feminine moans, and a deep masculine grunt.
"Fuuuuck, Chad... yes! Harder, Daddy!" Sneha cried out, clearly getting railed.
Meena's eyes sparkled with delight.
"Sounds like my girl is getting properly fucked," she teased, giggling. "Give it to her, Chad!" She yelled into the phone.
Chad's voice came through, breathless and cocky.
"Shit, Meena... your friend's pussy is gripping me so tight! I'm balls-deep in this Telugu baddie right now."
Meena cheered him on enthusiastically, her voice full of playful encouragement.
"That's it, Chad! Make her cum hard! Give my friend that big white cock she deserves! Fuck her like the desi slut she is!"
Sneha's moans grew louder and more frantic in the background.
"Yes! Yes! I'm your desi whore now! Fuck me, Daddy!" she screamed.
Chad laughed, clearly enjoying himself.
"I've got three more desi babes to go by the end of the day," he boasted. "And tomorrow I'm fucking Brittany. This harem shit is the best thing that's ever happened to me."
The sounds intensified -- Sneha crying out as she neared orgasm, Chad grunting loudly as he pounded her. The call ended abruptly as they both hit their peak, Sneha's loud, wailing orgasm cutting off mid-scream.
Meena hung up with a satisfied, proud smile on her face. She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.
"Chad is loving the new setup already," she purred. "He's turning into such a good bull for my friends."
I nodded, my caged cock throbbing at the mental image.
"You should get into that bleached outfit you wore earlier,"
"The 'Bleached Bunny' leggings and the 'I ❤️ BWC' crop top. Greet Tyler at the door like that. It'll drive him crazy."
Meena's eyes widened with delight.
"That's extremely hot," she said, biting her lip.
"I love how you think, baby."
She stood up and quickly changed back into the bold outfit -- the tight black leggings that proudly displayed "Bleached Bunny" across her thick, round ass, and the sexy crop top that boldly declared her love for big white cock. The clothes hugged every curve of her curvy Tamil body perfectly, making her look like the ultimate bleached goddess.
She did a little spin for me, showing off how the words stretched across her chest and ass.
"How do I look?"
"Like the sexiest woman alive," "Tyler's not going to know what hit him."
Meena smiled brightly and leaned down to kiss me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth for a long, passionate moment before she pulled back.


"Thank you for encouraging me to be this free," "I can't wait for Tyler to see me like this."
She gave my caged cock one last teasing stroke, then stood up, ready for her next conquest.
A knock came at the door about twenty minutes later. Meena's face lit up with excitement. She was still wearing the bold gym outfit -- the tight black leggings that proudly displayed "Bleached Bunny" across her massive ass, and the cropped top that boldly declared "I ❤️ BWC" across her chest. She looked like pure temptation.
"Ready, baby?" she asked me with a wicked smile.
I nodded, sitting naked in the chair except for my pink chastity cage, my cock already straining against it.
Meena opened the door. Tyler stood there, looking nervous but eager. He was tall, athletic, with messy light brown hair and a boyish face. His eyes widened the second he saw Meena in her revealing outfit.
"Holy shit..." he breathed, taking in her curves. "You look even better than yesterday."
Meena giggled and pulled him inside by his shirt, closing the door behind him.
"Glad you like it," she purred. "This is for you."
Tyler's gaze flicked to me sitting in the chair, naked and caged. He looked a little uncomfortable but didn't back out.
" What's up bro, I gotta say you're a very lucky man."
"Yeah, she's a total baddie."
Meena nodded proudly and walked over to me, stroking my cheek.
"I know you saw him when you were serving us, but never got to know his name, you're going to be seeing him every now and then now that you're fucking me."
"This is Ravi. He's going to watch. He loves seeing me get fucked by white cock."
He was intimidated by my presence no doubt, but looked too horny to pass this opportunity up.
Tyler swallowed hard but nodded.
"Alright... as long as he's cool with it."
"I'm very cool with it," I said calmly, my voice steady. "Enjoy her, white boy, don't disappoint in giving her the orgasms she craves."
"That won't be a problem, I left multiple ethnic baddies quivering in pleasure when I was done with them."
Meena smiled at me lovingly, then turned back to Tyler. She pushed him toward the bed and started undressing him eagerly. Once he was naked, cock sprang free -- decently thick, but with good length, nothing compared to Chad's monster. I figured my cock was bigger as well.
Meena licked her lips and pushed him onto his back on the bed. Meena wrapped her soft hand around it and gave it a few slow strokes before leaning in and taking him into her warm mouth.
"Ohhh fuck..." Tyler groaned as she sank down, taking every inch.
"Mmm..." she moaned around his shaft, sucking him lovingly from the start.
Her head bobbed smoothly, lips sliding up and down his length as she coated him with thick saliva. She made it extra sloppy, pulling off occasionally to spit on his cock and stroke it while looking over at me.
"You like watching this, baby?" she asked me, her voice dripping with seduction.
I nodded.
"You look so fucking beautiful taking white cock. Meena."
Meena smiled proudly and dove back down, sucking Tyler deeper, gagging softly as she tried to take more of him. Tyler groaned, his hand resting on the back of her head.
"Fuck... your mouth feels amazing," he moaned.
After a few minutes of passionate sucking, Meena stood up, pushed Tyler onto the bed, and climbed on top in cowgirl. She sank down onto his cock with a loud moan.
"Oh yes... fill me," she gasped, starting to ride him. Her big brown tits bounced heavily as she moved faster. She looked back at me seductively.
"Remember, baby -- I don't let you fuck me raw. My bare pussy is white cock only until our wedding night."
Tyler groaned and thrust up harder.
"Fuck, that's so hot, your boyfriend has to wear a condom while I get to feel this tight Indian pussy bare?"
Meena rode him harder, moaning loudly.
"Yes! Only white boys get me raw! Ravi has to earn it on our wedding night!"
They switched to reverse cowgirl. Meena faced me, giving me a perfect view of her thick ass bouncing on Tyler's cock. She reached back and spread her cheeks, showing me how he stretched her.
"Watch me take him, baby," she moaned. "Watch how deep he goes."
Tyler smacked her ass hard.
"Ride that big white cock, you brown slut!"
Meena came hard, her body shaking as she screamed in pleasure. They moved into missionary. Tyler pounded her deep, their bodies pressed together as they kissed passionately.
"You're such a dirty curry whore," Tyler groaned between kisses. "Taking white cock while your cuck boyfriend watches."
Meena moaned into his mouth, her legs wrapped tightly around him.
"Yes, Daddy! Fuck me harder! Ruin my Indian pussy!"
Tyler thrust faster, grunting as he neared the edge. They fucked for 30 minutes in that position.
After several intense minutes of passionate fucking -- switching between cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggy, and finally missionary -- Tyler's breathing became ragged. He was buried deep inside Meena, thrusting with everything he had, their bodies pressed together as they kissed hungrily.
Meena broke the kiss just long enough to moan, "Cum for me, Tyler. Fill my pussy."
With a deep groan, Tyler pushed in as far as he could and erupted. His body tensed as he pumped rope after rope of cum deep inside her. Meena moaned loudly, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, clearly enjoying every pulse.
When he was done, she looked over at me and smiled that beautiful smile.
Tyler caught his breath, then gave me a fist bump.
"Bro... you're a good sport. Letting your girl fuck big white cocks while you have a small Indian dick. Respect."
Meena giggled and crawled over to me. She unlocked my cage, stroked me until I was fully hard at 8 inches, and looked at Tyler.
"Actually... Ravi's cock is bigger than yours," she said proudly.
Tyler stared in shock.
"No way... I thought Indian guys were rocking peanuts!"
"Not this one," she said.
"Ravi lets me sleep with white guys not because his dick is small... but because he loves me. He wants me to be free and indulge in my white boy fetish. That's real love."
"Sorry I didn't last longer," he said, still catching his breath.
"I would've gone longer, but the excitement and your amazing pussy were too much for me to handle. You're just... too good."
Meena smiled warmly and pulled him into a deep, affectionate kiss. When she pulled back, she stroked his cheek tenderly.
"You did good for a first-time fuck, baby" she reassured him softly.
"My pussy is elite. Not many guys can go without cumming for even five minutes inside me. You lasted longer than most. I'm impressed."
Tyler's face lit up with hope.
"Does that mean you want me to fuck you again?"
Meena nodded, her eyes sparkling.
"Yes, but on my time,"
"I also see another white guy -- my ex-boyfriend -- for sex, plus Ravi."
So the timings have to align right for us to fuck again. But I promise I'm going to call you for multiple repeats. You're too hot and tall to limit you to a one-time fuck."
Tyler grinned, clearly thrilled. He leaned in and gave her one last passionate kiss, his hands squeezing her ass as their tongues danced.
"Whenever you want me, I'm down."
Before he could say anything else, Meena tilted her head playfully and asked:
"Be honest... was I better than your racist white girlfriend?"
Tyler didn't even hesitate. He laughed softly and nodded.
"You're better in every single way,"
"You fuck me better. Your pussy feels way tighter and wetter. You're so much hotter. Your body completely blows my girlfriend's out of the water."
"Those thick thighs, that fat ass, those perfect tits... she can't compete."
Meena giggled happily, clearly pleased with his answer. She gave him one last passionate kiss, their tongues dancing for a long moment before she pulled back.
Tyler got dressed quickly, still looking dazed by everything that had happened. Before leaving, he gave me a respectful nod.
"Take care, man. You've got an incredible girl."
I nodded in response, indeed I did.
The door closed behind him.
Meena turned back to me and smiled with pure love and satisfaction. She crawled into my lap, straddling me, and rested her forehead against mine.
"You were amazing today, baby," she whispered. "Thank you for letting me be me."
I held her close.
"I love you, Meena. All of you."
Meena stayed in my lap and looked up at me with those beautiful brown eyes, a mix of curiosity and deep affection in her gaze.
"Ravi, baby..." she whispered softly, gently stroking my cheek with her thumb.
"Do you feel jealous that I let Tyler -- a brand new white boy I barely know -- cum inside my pussy while I made you wear a condom?"
"A little bit."
"But not a lot. Honestly... I find it extremely sexy."
"You own your body. It's your pussy, your rules. I have no say in it whatsoever. I'm just glad you love me."
" That you come back to me every time. That you still show me so much affection."
"A single kiss from you means more to me than all the sex with all the hottest women in the world combined."
Meena's eyes softened with overwhelming emotion. She melted completely into my arms, burying her face in my neck.
"You have no idea how much that means to me," she whispered, her voice thick with love. "You support my freedom... my desires... and now align with my feminist principles."
" You let me be who I am without trying to control me or shame me. I've never felt this loved, this safe, this respected before."
She rained endless soft, grateful kisses along my neck, my jaw, and finally my lips -- tender, passionate kisses that spoke volumes. Her body relaxed fully against mine.
"I love you so much, Ravi."
"I know I keep saying that a lot to you but I'll keep saying it because it's true and it's my favorite thing to say."
"You're more than everything I ever wanted. My strong, understanding, devoted Tamil soul mate."
"My buffalo who carries me through everything, who lets me plunge the trident into his hide, and still loves me all the same."
I held her tighter, stroking her back and kissing the top of her head.
"How's your OnlyFans coming along?"
Meena lifted her head from my chest, a proud, excited smile spreading across her face.
"It's been insane, babe."
"Ever since I posted those pictures of you in your pink chastity cage and our romantic kisses... the money has skyrocketed."
"My desi subscribers are obsessed. They all want to be you: locked, devoted, watching their dream girl get fucked by white boys while still being loved so deeply."
"And my white subscribers? They go crazy for the fact that I'm cuckolding a big dark skinned Indian guy like you with Chad. The contrast turns them on so much."
She traced a finger down my chest, clearly thrilled.
"My monthly income jumped from the usual two hundred thousand dollars or so... to three hundred and fifty thousand dollars last month. It's still climbing."
I couldn't help but smile with genuine pride. I kissed her cheek softly.
"Damn, baby... you're a boss ass baddie."
"Racking up the cash like a queen. I'm so proud of you."
Meena giggled happily and stroked the back of my head lovingly, her fingers running through my hair.
"All the money I'm saving from OnlyFans is for our future," she whispered tenderly.
"You will never financially struggle as long as I'm alive, Ravi. If you don't like working a regular job, then I've got you."
"You can be a house husband. I'll bring in the dough while you take care of our home and our little ones."
She kissed my jaw, then continued with quiet confidence, like if the goddess she worships has already determined our fate.
"By the time we're done with college, my investments in ETFs and US Treasury bonds alone could give us more than a sizable income for a comfortable middle-class family."
"We'll be set, Ravi. You don't have to worry about money ever again."
"You're incredible," I whispered, kissing her forehead.
"I don't know what I did to deserve you, Meena."
"You deserve it for your existence alone, sweetie."
Then it was my phone that was ringing.
"Who is it Ravi? Is it your mom?"
"Don't know, let me check."
I picked up my shorts and took my phone out, it was my maternal grandfather. Strange, he never calls me, hell we never saw eye to eye let alone carried on a conversation for more than a few sentences. I wonder what he wanted to tell me, shit I hope it's not something bad.
I picked up and answered his call.
"Hello, Thatha ( Tamil for grandfather), is everything alright?"
"Ravi... how do you live in that house?"
I was confused, what did he mean by that, why would he ask me that. Then it occurred to me, he might know about the situation at my place. Shit, it seems word is already out among my family members.
"What do you mean by that, Thatha?" I said as I stood up and walked a few steps away, keeping the phone close to my ear so she couldn't hear.
"How do you put up with that white snake living there, your mother has betrayed us all."
There was a moment of silence as I didn't know how to respond, so now he knows for sure. I decided to tell him what my father said to me on the day he left our home.
"Dad told me to protect her in case he tried to hurt her in any way..... that's why I stay."
"She doesn't deserve your protection, Ravi, not after what she did, she betrayed your father and threw him away like garbage."
"I was critical of your father at the start of the marriage, but I grew to respect him, he treated that vile woman with the utmost respect and devotion and got repaid with poison."
"How did you come to know all this Thatha?"
"Your father's parents gave me an earful about my cheap daughter. I was skeptical at first, as I thought your mother loved your father -- but it turns out I was wrong."
"Wait, you came to the house?" Meena looked at me with worry, she could sense something was a little off in our conversation.
"Yes, you weren't there at that time, otherwise what happened to me would have never happened."
"What happened?!" I said trying to remain calm, it must have been a firestorm, I'm sure my mom and him would have blown up at each other, but his voice indicated there was something more.
"I gave her an earful and slapped her for the disgraceful sin she had committed, she had that snake grab me and pin me to the wall."
"He told me that he would crush and humiliate me worse than when his British ancestors conquered India."
My blood boiled, no fucking way he put his hands on my grandfather. I knew I was going to put a beating on him one of these days, now that day won't be too long, in fact I'll do it tomorrow.
"Thatha, I didn't know this happened, if I was there, you would have not gone through that, I'm just surprised she didn't mention this to me."
"Why would she mention anything to you Ravi, she's a deceitful prostitute that served poison to those that cared for her."
Wouldn't put it past her to hide something, after all she's done.
"Thatha, I'm going to take care of this, you will feel much better soon, I guarantee it."
"Thanks, Ravi, I know we don't always agree on things but you're my paeran (grandson in Tamil) and I knew you would understand."
"I will immediately get to work, I'll call you later, Thatha."
"Bye, Ravi."
"Bye, Thatha."
Meena looked at me with inquisitive eyes, and I know her nosy ass would want to know exactly what my grandfather and I talked about.
"What's wrong baby, looks like your Thatha is upset about something."
"There's a little problem that I got to fix, Meena."
"Oh, what would that be, sweetie?"
"It's a family matter, it's not something that concerns you."
"Oh come on Ravi, I'm like family now, hell your mother said I'm her future daughter-in-law."
"Meena, I don't think my grandfather would want me to tell you what he told me, and out of respect for him. I'm not going to say anything."
"Alright, Ravi, It's not my place to interfere in whatever it is."
Thank god she didn't push this any further. However, this chastity cage needed to come off, can't be fucking horny when I have to butcher that smug swine.
"Meena take this chastity cage off me."
"But, why Ravi, you look so fucking sexy wearing it, you were happily rocking it a few minutes ago?"
"Meena take the fucking cage off!"
She was taken back by my sudden anger, but regained her composure.
"I'm not taking it off until you give me an explanation mister, remember you're my sweet buffalo, and I'm your goddess."
"Are you planning to fuck other women, it that what it is Ravi?"
"No, Meena. That's not it, I love you and only you, but trust me on this."
She looked conflicted but unlocked me nonetheless.
My cock sprang free, but did not get erect from all the pent up rage, despite her being naked.
"Ravi, I trust you, but at least tell me why you want it off?"
"Meena, this chastity cage for the time being is a hindrance to solving the problem that I discussed with my grandfather just now, it has nothing to do with girls."
"Let's leave it at that, I have to go back to my place to get started on it as soon as possible."
"Alright, Ravi, I know this is something that's important and urgent, when can I get to see you again, babe?"
"I'll be gone for a while Meena, I'll hit you up when the time is right, until then don't text or call me, got it?" I said as I got into my clothes and picked up my bag.
"Okay, just be safe, sweetie..."
"I will."
As I was about to open the door, I felt Meena hug me from behind. I knew exactly what she wanted before I left.
I turned around and looked at her before our lips met. We shared a deep passionate kiss before we parted ways.
"A good luck kiss, for my man." she said, looking at me with so much love.
I cupped her cheek and kissed her forehead once more before walking out.
I had to act fake in front of my mother for the rest of the day so as not to arouse any suspicion, but it was a small price to pay for what I'm about to do tomorrow.
To be continued..........
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I will not publish Chapter 13 until next year. I will write other stories.
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My name is Selvi.
I am a thirty-two year old Indian-American woman. I work as a pediatrician in Pearland, Texas. My parents came from Madurai, and I grew up in a home filled with the smells of dosa (South Indian batter bread) and sambar, the sound of Tamil film songs, and weekend trips to the Sri Meenakshi Devasthanam temple. I work at a busy clinic where I see little ones every day, and my salary is higher than my husband's--something we've always been proud of rather than competitive about. My husband, Karthik, is thirty-five, and works as a software engineer at a big energy company here in the Houston suburbs. He's 5'10" and skinny, with that lean, unathletic build and gentle face I fell in love with back in college.
We have two wonderful elementary-school boys: My firstborn Arjun, who is eight and in second grade, and Thiruvalluvar--we call him Vallu--who is six and in first grade. The boys are the light of our lives. They are both a spitting image of their father, they have Karthik's sharp features and his rich dark skin. Arjun is quick with numbers and loves soccer, while Vallu is more artistic and always draws colorful pictures of temples and our Gods. We go to the temple together almost every weekend. The rituals, the community, the prasadam (religious offering), it all keeps our Tamil roots strong even here in Texas.
Physically, I'm the opposite of my slender husband. I'm only 5'1", but curvy in all the right places. My skin tone although not at the opposite spectrum of my husband is more so of a dusky complexion. My breasts are large and heavy, full and round, my full D-cups strain against the blouses I wear. In addition I have been blessed with a big, round ass that sways when I walk in a saree, thick thighs that rub together after long days on my feet, a round feminine face with plump cheeks, full lips, and those big beautiful brown eyes that people always notice. Even after two pregnancies, I stay in shape with walks around the neighborhood and Bharatanatyam (Classical dance from Tamil Nadu) practice. Karthik used to adore every inch of me. Lately, though, things have felt... somewhat distant.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Today is a typical Thursday evening. The house smelled of the vegetable kurma (Type of South Asian curry) I had cooked earlier. Vallu was already in bed, tired but Arjun was at the kitchen table with his math homework spread out. I sat beside him in my comfortable cotton salwar kameez that hugged my curves gently--the top stretched across my heavy breasts, the pants loose but showing the thickness of my thighs when I crossed my legs.
"Amma (Tamil for mother), this one is so hard," Arjun said, frowning at the worksheet. "It's multiplication with carrying over. I keep messing up."
I smiled and leaned closer, wrapping one arm around his small shoulders. His head came up to my chest. "Let's look at it together, kanna ( Tamil for darling). You're smarter than you think. Show me what you did for the first problem."
He pointed to the numbers. "See? 47 times 8. I did 7 times 8 is 56, write 6 carry 5... but then I forgot the carry sometimes."
"That's okay. Let's do it step by step. First, multiply the ones place: 7 × 8 = 56. Write 6, carry 5. Now the tens: 4 × 8 = 32, plus the 5 you carried is 37. So the answer is 376. You were almost there!"
Arjun's eyes widened. "Wow, Amma! You did that so fast. You're really smart. How do you know all this? You help kids every day and still remember math?"
"You're a genius Amma!"
I laughed softly and pulled him into a warm snuggle. He relaxed against me, smelling of sandal soap and the temple sandalwood from earlier.
"Of course I remember, kanna. I studied very hard in school and college."
"But you know what? You're a genius too."
You figured out most of it by yourself. Since you're my son, when you grow up you're going to be even smarter than Appa (Tamil for Father) and me."
"Maybe you'll be a famous engineer like Appa, or a doctor, or even something bigger. I believe in you, Arjun."
He beamed up at me, his big eyes shining just like mine.
"Really, Amma? Even smarter than you? You know everything about bodies and medicines and math."
"Absolutely," I said, kissing the top of his head and hugging him tighter.
My round face rested against his hair for a moment.
"You have my brains and your father's determination. Now let's finish the next one together. 29 times 6."
We worked through the rest of the worksheet slowly, our voices filling the kitchen with patient explanations and encouragement.
"See? You carried the number perfectly this time," I praised after the fourth problem.
"Because you showed me, Amma. You make it easy. I wish I could be as good as you right now."
"You will be better, kanna. Much better. I'm so proud of how hard you're trying."
"After this, we can read one chapter of that Tamil storybook before bed if you want."
Arjun nodded eagerly. "Yes! The one about the clever crow. But first, this last row. 63 times 7... I think I got it now."
He worked it out with me guiding lightly. When he wrote the correct answer--441--he pumped his little fist.
"Yes! I did it, Amma!"
I pulled him into another big snuggle, my thick thighs shifting as I turned toward him.
"See? You're going to do great things. Appa and I love you so much."
We high-fived and put the worksheet away neatly in his folder. I glanced at the clock--Karthik would be home soon from work.
Just as Arjun and I were closing his backpack, the front door opened. Karthik walked in, looking tired but with an odd nervousness in his eyes. He set his laptop bag down and forced a smile.
"Appa!" Arjun ran to him. "Amma helped me with math. She's the smartest ever!"
Karthik ruffled his hair. "That's good, pa. Go wash up and get ready for bed. I need to talk to Amma for a bit."
Arjun gave me one last hug. "Goodnight, Amma. Love you."
"Love you more, singakutty ( Tamil for lion cub)," I called after him as he headed upstairs.
The house grew quiet once Vallu and Arjun were settled. I was still in the kitchen, wiping the table, when Karthik came up behind me. His hands rested lightly on my wide hips, but the touch felt tense.
"Selvi... we need to talk."
We moved to the kitchen table. I sat across from him, my curvy figure settling into the chair, my heavy breasts resting on the edge of the table as I folded my arms.
"What is it? You look serious."
Karthik took a deep breath, as his skinny fingers drummed on the wood.
"I've been thinking about this for months. I... I want an open marriage."
I stared at him, my eyes widening in shock. In all my years of marriage, I never once thought my husband would even propose anything remotely close to this.
"What did you just say?"
He leaned forward, voice low and pleading. "Just hear me out, Selvi. There's this white coworker...... her name is Emily..... "
"She's been flirting with me a lot lately--touching my arm in meetings, texting me jokes, complimenting me, and overall I think she's down to have sex with me."
My face instantly contorted into a scowl, he had some nerve to be telling me this so brazenly. Whoever this Emily is, I want him to cut her off immediately, does she know he's married?
"She does all this knowing you're married?" I asked with a stern tone.
"Yes, she knows about you, she saw our family photo on our desk."
I had to put up with entitled white women all my life, and it seems like there's no end. Now one has crawled into my marriage. But most of all, my husband let her. As much as it irked me, the fault is not on her, instead it falls on my husband who promised to be faithful in our marriage.
He continued, his desperate attempt to make this sound normal.
"I never slept with a white girl in college. I was a virgin when we got married."
"This feels like my only real chance, Selvi."
"I love you. I love our boys."
"And I don't want to trade that for her, ever."
"But this curiosity is killing me inside."
"Once..."
"Just once, Selvi."
"We can set rules. It doesn't have to change us."
"I know we can still be a happy family after the end of it, please Selvi I'm begging you. Just one night, and that's it, I'll never ask it again."
The anger that sparked within me when he mentioned the idea of an open marriage now turned into a roaring blaze. My round face flushed. Men.. fucking...men.
"Are you serious right now, Karthik?!"
"You come home after I just helped our son with homework and you want permission to sleep with your white coworker?!!!" I hissed as I tried not to raise my voice.
"All because of some college fantasy you missed out on?"
"Please, Selvi," he begged pathetically.
"I was a virgin before you. I never got to experience that fantasy I had in college, and she even looks like one of those sorority blondes I was crushing on before I met you."
"For the first time, a white girl is interested in me and it might be the last."
"I just want to know what it feels like. One time. I promise I'll be safe. No emotions."
"Then we'll be back to normal like if it never happened at all. You know I've always been loyal."
"That's why I wanted to tell you instead of sneaking behind your back."
I stood up, my thick thighs pressing together, my big butt shifting as I paced. My heavy breasts rose and fell with rapid breaths, trying to keep my anger down before I woke up my sons.
"Loyal? You call this loyal? I was a virgin too, did you forget!"
"Unlike you, the blood stained bed sheets of our wedding night proved it!"
"Here's the difference Karthik, you were a virgin in college because you failed to lose it, I was a virgin because I wanted to be pure for my husband."
He looked hurt from the obvious truth I stated, I knew he was not preserving his virginity for marriage, it was just his inability to get laid in college.
" You didn't think I had desires as well? White guys--tall, athletic ones--hit on me constantly."
" I had a desire to have sex with white guys in college, but I refrained from doing it because of my future husband, because of you, because I wanted my marriage to be without comparison."
"And also because I hated white men, I never wanted one to touch me after I learned what they did to our people, even though it was tempting with all the cute tall white boys on campus."
"And now you want me to just say yes so you can fuck your coworker?!"
He reached for my hand but I pulled away.
"Selvi, please. I'm begging you. This might be my only chance."
"It seems like you Tamil men never learn, always wanting to worship white skin no matter the cost."
"Selvi, I don't want to regret not taking this chance, just this once and never again!"
"We can make rules--no overnights, no raw sex, I'll be honest about everything."
"How about this rule, no fucking other women but your wife!"
"Selvi, It'll be quick, I swear, you won't even know it happened."
"Quick?" I laughed bitterly, my eyes narrowing.
"You think that makes it okay? What about our sons? Our Tamil values? You want to risk all of that for one white woman?"
"I know it sounds crazy," he continued desperately, voice cracking. "But I feel stuck. Every day at work she smiles at me and I wonder... what if?
"I love your body, Selvi."
"Your big breasts."
"Your thick thighs."
"Your big round ass"
"I worship them."
"But this is different. It's a fantasy I never fulfilled. Please. Just this once, for me."
I sat back down, trying not to lose it.
The conversation went back and forth for nearly an hour. He pleaded, listed all the reasons, described how Emily flirted without crossing lines yet. I countered with my hurt feelings, my sacrifices, the unfairness. Tears welled in my eyes at times, but I stayed strong.
"I can't believe you're still trying to convince me, Karthik, even after you see how it affects me?" I said as tears started falling down my cheek.
He didn't respond to me and just hung his head in shame, no apology, just saddened that I wouldn't give him the green light to go fulfill his desire. He slowly managed to bring his eyes to my own.
Finally I wiped my tears and looked him straight in the face, calm but resolute.
"If we do this open marriage, it has to be open on my side too. Completely fair. No double standards."
Karthik froze, shocked. His skinny body went rigid.
"What? You... you want to sleep with someone else?"
"I don't have anyone in mind as of now, but I'll see if I can find somebody while you're having fun with Emily."
"Why Selvi? You're happy with me, aren't you? You never said anything before."
"Why not?" I replied steadily.
"You want a white woman to fulfill your fantasy. I should get the same freedom to sleep with someone else."
"I've wondered what it would be like with a tall, strong white man. Someone broad-shouldered who could lift me easily, handle my curves properly. It's only fair, Karthik. You opened this door."
"Selvi, no. That's not what I meant at all!"
"I thought you'd agree just for me. You're my wife. The mother of my sons. It's different, I don't want you with another man."
"But you want to be with another woman?" I shot back. "That's hypocritical. Either both of us get this freedom, or neither does. Decide."
The back-and-forth continued. He paced, begged, to guilt me. I held firm.
Eventually, after long minutes of silence and more pleading, his shoulders slumped.
"Fine," he muttered, defeated but with a flicker of desperate hope.
"Open on both sides, Selvi, just to make it fair." He said begrudgingly.
He was already thinking he could sleep with Emily fast before I acted. I could see it in his eyes.
I nodded slowly. "Then it's settled."
The agreement hung heavy in the kitchen air. Our once-traditional Tamil marriage had cracked open. I felt rage, sadness, despair, and most of all fear that my marriage may be coming to an end. There was also a small feeling of thrill that refused to be drowned out by the negative emotions, as if it was like a light in the darkness.
I moved to the stove. Without a word, I warmed the vegetable kurma and rice I had made earlier, spooned a generous portion onto a plate, and set it in front of him with a quiet clink.
Karthik looked up at me hopefully. "Selvi, this smells amazing as always. You know your kurma is the best--better than my mother's. The spices are perfect tonight."
I didn't reply. I turned away, busying myself with wiping the already-clean counter, my breasts shifting under the top as I moved. The cold shoulder was deliberate. Let him feel the chill.
He tried again, voice softer. "Ma, please. I know this is a lot. But thank you for agreeing. I love you. This doesn't change how much I love our family you, Arjun, Vallu.."
Still nothing from me. I rinsed a glass and placed it on the drying rack. My eyes stayed fixed on the sink. Karthik ate quietly for a few minutes, the scrape of the spoon the only sound.
"Selvi... talk to me. Yell at me if you want. Just don't shut me out."
I finally glanced over my shoulder.
"Eat your dinner, Karthik. The boys have school tomorrow. I'm going to bed."
I left him there at the table and walked upstairs. I checked on Arjun and Vallu--both fast asleep, innocent and peaceful--before slipping into our bedroom. I changed into a simple nightie that clung to my figure, the fabric stretching across my large breasts and ending high on my soft thighs. Then I climbed into bed, turned my back to his side, and pulled the covers up.
A few minutes later, I heard him finish, wash his plate, and climb the stairs. The bedroom door clicked shut. The mattress dipped as Karthik got in behind me. His skinny arm reached around my waist, hand sliding up toward my heavy breast in that familiar way.
"Selvi..." he whispered, voice husky with a mix of guilt and need. "Let me hold you. We can still be close tonight."
I shrugged his hand away sharply, scooting further to the edge of the bed.
"Not tonight. I need space."
He tried once more, fingers brushing my thick thigh. "Please, ma. I'm sorry I hurt you. I just--"
"Goodnight, Karthik." My tone left no room for argument.
He sighed heavily and rolled over. Soon his breathing evened out into sleep, but I lay awake for a long time, staring at the dark wall.
Open marriage. The words echoed in my head. He already had Emily waiting--a tall, blonde white coworker ready to dance into his bed. And me? I had no one specific in mind. No secret crush, no lingering glances that stood out. I was the loyal Tamil wife, the dedicated doctor, the loving mother who helped Arjun with multiplication tables and snuggled him close. Yet here I was, agreeing to this. Part of me still burned with anger. Another part felt a strange, nervous excitement. If he could chase his fantasy, why couldn't I chase mine?
I imagined what kind of man I might want. Definitely someone white first and foremost to make it even with Karthik--someone tall, at least 6'2" or more, with an attractive face and a good, muscular physique. Broad shoulders, strong arms that could lift my 5'1" curvy body without effort, a hard chest I could press my big soft breasts against. Someone confident, experienced, who would know how to handle a woman with thick thighs, a big round ass, and full D-cup breasts. I wanted to feel desired, overpowered in the best way, taken care of physically in ways my husband never quite managed.
By early morning, the plan crystallized. I would set up a dating profile. But carefully--Karthik was already insecure enough. I slipped out of bed before dawn, around 5:15 AM, while he and the boys were still asleep. In the bathroom, I locked the door softly, turned on the light, and sat on the closed toilet with my phone. The mirror reflected my round face, big brown eyes still a little puffy from lack of sleep, my curvy figure in the nightie.
I downloaded a popular dating app, created a fresh profile under a slightly altered name--"SelviDeviTX"--and chose photos carefully: one modest headshot from a hospital event showing my beautiful eyes and smile, another in a saree that hinted at my deep cleavage and wide hips without being too revealing, and one from a family temple visit cropped to focus on me.
Now, the bio and preferences. I made them super blunt and rude on purpose. I wanted to filter out the hundreds of horny messages from every guy in the Houston area. No games, no wasting time.
Bio:
"32, curvy Indian wife and mother, now in an open marriage exploring my options. I'm short (5'1"), big natural breasts, thick thighs, big ass. Looking for WHITE MEN ONLY--tall (6'2"+), attractive, muscular/athletic build, confident, and well-endowed (7 inches minimum). If you're Black, Hispanic, Asian, Indian, or anything else, don't bother messaging. I'm not interested in short, skinny, or average guys white guys either. Be direct, send clear recent photos, and respect my boundaries. This is new for me, and I'm not in the mood to play any games. No endless chatting, flaking, or wasting my time with dick pics."
I set the filters aggressively: age 21-45, height 6'2" and up, body type athletic/muscular, ethnicity White/Caucasian only. I added in the prompts:


"What I'm looking for: A strong white man who can handle a thick, curvy Indian woman properly." And "Dealbreaker: Anyone who isn't tall, white, well built, and well endowed."
I knew it was harsh. Rude, even. But that was the point. It would scare off most men and attract exactly the kind I wanted--white men who matched the description and weren't put off by a direct, demanding woman. I uploaded everything, verified the profile, and set it to private or limited visibility for the first day while I tested the waters.
My heart raced as I refreshed the app. Already a few matches and messages popped up, but I ignored them for now. I deleted the app history, cleared the cache, and slipped my phone back into my robe pocket. Karthik would never know if I was careful. Insecure Indian men like him would spiral if they saw their wife openly hunting for tall, muscular white hunks.
I washed my face, brushed my teeth, and composed myself. When I stepped out, the house was still quiet. I started preparing breakfast--idli batter out, sambar warming--ready to wake the boys for school like any normal morning. But inside, everything had shifted. Karthik had his Emily lined up. I now had a net cast for the kind of man who could make me forget my "pure Tamil wife" past, at least for a few thrilling hours.
I went about the normal morning -- waking Arjun and Vallu, making breakfast, dropping them at school with hugs and kisses. I parked in the school lot for a few minutes and opened the app in the car. My phone instantly buzzed like crazy.
I was flooded with messages. Dozens already. Despite my harsh bio and strict filters, the responses poured in -- but the good news was that every single one came from tall, well-built white men. No one else had slipped through. I felt a rush of delight as I scrolled.
(Damn, Selvi. 5'1" with those curves? I'm 6'3", former college athlete, gym every day. Would love to show a thick Indian beauty what a real man feels like.) wrote Ryan, profile picture showing broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw.
I replied with a small smile: (Sounds promising, Ryan. I like confident tall guys. Tell me more about that 'real man' part 😉)
Another from Derek, 6'5", muscular build, dirty blonde hair: (Your body looks incredible. Those big tits and that ass in the saree pic... I'm 6'5" and thick where it counts. When can we chat more?)
I answered flirtatiously: (Mmm, I do have a lot to handle. You think you're up for it, big boy?)
Message after message -- tall white men in their late 20s to early 40s, engineers, doctors, trainers, all muscular and confident. I went through them one by one in the car, replying to their bold flirting with teasing answers of my own.
I didn't take any of it too seriously. There were simply too many options. I was delighted, almost giddy, at having my pick of the tallest, sexiest white men in the Houston area. These were the kind of hunky, broad-shouldered guys who could manhandle my curvy 5'1" body -- lift me, squeeze my thick thighs, bury their faces in my heavy breasts, and give me what Karthik never could.
The thrill made me feel powerful. My eyes sparkled as I checked a few more profiles, my face flushed. I had choices now. Real choices.
I drove home still buzzing. Karthik was surprisingly still there, grabbing his laptop bag for a slightly late start.
"Hey," I said casually as I walked in.
"So... are you going to sleep with Emily today?"
Karthik paused, looking a little guilty but determined to accomplish his goal.
"Yeah... I think I'll push it in that direction today. We're having lunch, and I'll see where it goes after work. Maybe drinks."
A small stab of hurt hit my chest. I felt my heavy breasts rise with a quick breath. But it wasn't as sharp as yesterday. Not anymore. Not with my phone full of tall, attractive, chiseled white men who were already eager to meet and fuck me. The pain went away as quickly as it came.
"Okay," I said simply, voice steady. "Have fun, I guess."
He searched my face, almost surprised I wasn't angrier.
"Selvi... you sure you're alright with this?"
"I'm fine, Karthik. We agreed. Go to work."
He nodded, gave me a quick, awkward kiss on the cheek, and left. I watched his skinny frame walk out the door, then headed to my own clinic shift.
All day at work, between seeing patients, writing notes, and checking on kids, my mind kept drifting back to the hunky white men in my DMs. Ryan's broad shoulders. Derek's 6'5" height. The way they described wanting to handle a thick Indian wife like me. I caught myself smiling secretly during lunch while I was eating parotta (South Indian flaky flat bread) with chicken curry. Imagining strong white hands on my big round ass, a muscular chest pressing against my big soft breasts, deep voices calling me sexy while they took their time with me. The fantasy made my thighs press together under my desk. Karthik had his Emily. I now had an entire lineup of tall, sexy white studs ready for me. The balance felt... fair. And exciting.
My shift at the clinic finally ended around 5 PM. I was exhausted but wired, my mind still drifting to those hunky white men in my inbox every spare moment. After saying goodbye to the last few colleagues, I climbed into my SUV in the parking lot, adjusted the seat for my short frame, and felt my thick thighs spread comfortably against the leather. My breasts strained against the professional blouse I wore, the top button undone for comfort after a long day. I glanced around to make sure no one was nearby, I then pulled out my phone and opened the dating app.
The notifications exploded. Dozens more messages had piled up since lunch. My phone buzzed continuously in my hand as I scrolled. The good news? Every single new match and message was from tall, well-built white men. My blunt, rude filters had worked perfectly.
(Selvi, your curves are insane for an Indian woman. That big ass and those heavy tits in the saree pic? I'm 6'4", gym rat, and I'd love to worship every inch) wrote one named Josh, his profile showing a muscular torso and confident grin.
I smiled and replied quickly: (Mmm, I do need a tall strong white man who can handle all this thickness. Tell me how you'd start...)
Another from Brandon, 6'6", broad-shouldered construction supervisor: (Holy shit, an exotic dark Indian beauty with a round face and big eyes. Bet you'd look amazing riding a big white cock. 260 lbs of muscle here if you want proof.)
My thick thighs pressed together in the driver's seat as I typed back flirtatiously: (Bold... I like that. Send a shirtless pic and we'll see if you measure up, big guy. 😜)
There were more -- compliments on my Indian beauty, my curvy figure, my "exotic" dark eyes and full lips. "Thick Indian goddess," "perfect big ass for grabbing," "those big heavy breasts must feel amazing," "I want to bury my face between your thighs." Each one sent a little thrill through me. I was delighted, almost giddy, having my pick of these tall, sexy white studs. I replied to several, keeping it light and teasing, not committing to anything yet. There were simply too many options to choose from right away.
But then I saw the disgruntled ones mixed in. They must have come across my profile and instead of moving on after reading my bio, decided to let their fragile egos shine.
A few Black guys raging: (Racist bitch, delete your profile.), (Colonized Cunt, go back to India), (White supremacist supporting whore, you can't compete with snowbunnies.)
An Indian guy: (Self-hating Madrasi (Prakrit for South Indian) randi (Hindi for prostitute), betraying your own kind for white cock!)
I didn't even bother opening their messages fully, let alone replying. Insecure noise. I swiped them away without a second thought and kept scrolling for the good ones.
Until I reached one from a guy named Trevor.
His profile picture hit me like a punch. He was extremely attractive -- the most attractive one yet. I found myself instantly drawn to him. My breath caught. God, he's fucking gorgeous.
But then I read his message, and my blood instantly boiled.
Trevor: (Hey Pajeeta, looks like your little curry cuck back home couldn't make you cum, so you're out here looking for superior white dick. Normally I would tell you to go back to India but your ass and tits are doing something to me.)
Rage surged through me. My face flushed hot, my eyes narrowing at the screen. How dare this racist asshole? My hands shook as I clicked on his full profile to gather ammunition before replying.
He was 6'7", and at a muscular 285 pounds, blue-eyed, long blonde haired -- a literal Nordic giant who looked like he fell out of Valhalla. But the rest of his pictures told a different story. There he was in front of a rundown white trailer park, leaning against a jacked-up pickup truck with oversized tires. Another photo showed him in a dirty construction worker uniform, hard hat under his arm, flexing his massive biceps. Low-income white trash, clearly. A redneck hick through and through, who always complained and blamed his failures on everyone else for his shitty life.
I had my weapon. I typed back furiously, my thumbs flying across the screen in a frenzy.
: (Listen here, you white trash hick. You look like you don't even have a pot to piss in, living in that trailer with your beat-up truck. I'm a doctor -- I probably make triple your fucking salary. I wouldn't dream of letting a racist conservative prick like you touch me. Stick to your trailer park whores and leave real women alone, you pathetic redneck!)
I hit send, heart pounding with anger. Then I tossed the phone into the passenger seat and started driving home, gripping the wheel tightly.
But as the miles passed, I couldn't stop thinking about him. Trevor. He was by far the most attractive man who had messaged me -- that towering height, those muscles, the long blonde hair, those intense blue eyes. The kind of raw, masculine power that could easily manhandle my curvy little body. Lift my 5'1" frame like I weighed nothing, pin me down, squeeze my heavy breasts, slap my big ass .... Oh Shakti what am I doing?
I hated myself for the thought. We -- Karthik and I -- were the staunchest liberals. We always voted blue down the ballot, supported progressive causes, donated to immigrant rights groups, and believed in equality. To hear this racist, conservative white man disparage me and my husband as "curry cuck" and "Pajeeta" made me livid. It was fucking disgusting.
At the same time, my body betrayed me. Reading his crude message again in my mind made my pussy damp. A warm, unwelcome wetness between my thick thighs. My nipples hardened against my bra. What the hell is wrong with me? I was angry, yes -- furious -- but desperately hoped he would reply. The mix of rage and forbidden arousal was confusing and intense, I hated it but yearned for it.
I pulled into the school pickup line, forcing a smile as my boys climbed into the back seat.
"Amma! You're here!" Arjun said brightly.
Vallu hugged his backpack. "Hi Amma. How was work?"
I tried to sound normal. "It was busy, kanna. How about you two? Tell me about your day."
Arjun noticed immediately. "Amma, why do you look upset, is something wrong?"
Vallu chimed in, full of concern. "Yeah, you look tired. Did a kid throw up on you again?"
I laughed softly despite everything, reaching back to squeeze their hands.
"Just a long day at the clinic, kanna. Nothing to worry about. Tell me what you learned today to cheer me up."
Arjun launched into an excited story about his math quiz.
"I got all the multiplication right because of your help yesterday! The teacher said I'm advanced."
"That's my brilliant boy," I praised, my round face softening. "I knew you could do it."
Vallu told me about his art project -- a drawing of the Sri Meenakshi temple with lots of colors. "I made it for you, Amma. We can stick it on the fridge!"
Their innocent chatter filled the car, and I felt my anger ease a little. I asked questions, laughed at their jokes, and conversed warmly with my two sweet little boys the whole drive home. Their voices, their love, grounded me. These were the reasons I stayed strong -- our Tamil family, our values, even if Karthik had cracked that foundation.
We got home. I changed out of my work clothes in the bedroom, slipping into a loose nightie that clung to my heavy breasts and thick thighs. My big ass jiggled slightly as I walked to the bathroom, phone in hand. My heart skipped a beat when I saw the notification.
Trevor had replied.
I locked the bathroom door, sat on the closed toilet, and opened the message, pulse racing with a toxic mix of fury and forbidden excitement...
"Amma! Amma!" Arjun's voice called from the kitchen, interrupting right before I could read it.
"We're hungry! Can we have milk and snacks?"
Vallu joined in. "Please, Amma! With the badam milk ( Indian almond milk) you make?"
I sighed, setting the phone down on the counter, my curvy body flushed and my mind spinning. Trevor's response waited there, unread. Part of me wanted to ignore the boys for just one minute. The other part -- the devoted mother -- won.
"Coming, my chella kutties (Tamil for cutie pies)!" I called out, adjusting my nightie over my breasts and headed towards the kitchen. The message would have to wait a little longer.
Arjun and Vallu were already at the table, backpacks half-unzipped, talking about their day. I poured warm badam milk into two small steel tumblers -- the almond milk fragrant with saffron and cardamom, just the way my mother taught me. Then I opened the airtight container and arranged a plate of crispy murukku, the golden spirals of spiced gram flour crunching satisfyingly as I placed them down.
"Here you go, kanna," I said, setting the tumblers and plate in front of them with a warm smile.
"Badam milk and murukku. Eat slowly."
Arjun took a big sip, leaving a little milky mustache. "Mmm, Amma! This is the best. You make it better than anyone."
Vallu nibbled on a murukku, eyes lighting up. "Thank you, Amma. It's so crunchy today!"
I sat down with them and began snacking on some murukku as well to get my mind off Trevor. However that failed miserably, my mind kept drifting upstairs to the phone -- to that towering 6'7" blonde giant and whatever crude, racist thing he might have written back.
Arjun tilted his head, studying me. "Amma... you look excited about something. Your face is different. Like when you plan surprises."
Vallu nodded enthusiastically, licking milk from his lips. "Yeah! You're smiling but also looking far away. What is it? Is it a secret?"
I blinked, caught off guard.
I reached out to ruffle Arjun's hair, then Vallu's.
"You two are too smart for your own good. Okay, I'll tell you. I was just thinking about a family vacation this summer. All four of us. Somewhere special."
Both boys' faces lit up instantly. Arjun pumped his fist.
"Yes! Vacation! Where, Amma? Disney World again? Or somewhere new?"
Vallu bounced in his chair, murukku forgotten for a moment. "Can we go to the beach? Or a place with big mountains? Tell us, Amma! Pleeeease!"
Their excitement was infectious. I felt a genuine warmth spread through my chest, pushing back some of the complicated feelings swirling inside me. These were my boys -- innocent, loving, the reason I worked so hard to keep our family together even as their father chased his white coworker and I opened the door to strangers in my marriage.
I leaned forward, my heavy breasts shifting under the thin fabric, and smiled at them.
"I was thinking... maybe India. You've never actually been there, only seen it in videos and stories we tell you."
" We could visit Madurai, where your grandparents are from. See the real Sri Meenakshi Temple -- the big one with all the colorful towers and sculptures. Eat fresh pongal(rice cooked in boiling milk) and filter coffee there."
Arjun's eyes widened. "The real temple? Bigger than the one in Pearland? With elephants?"
Vallu gasped. "And we can see the monkeys on the roofs? And eat all the sweets? Like in that Tamil movie you showed us?"
"Yes, exactly like that," I said, laughing. I pulled Vallu onto my lap for a moment as I hugged him close, then reached out to squeeze Arjun's hand.
"We'd stay with relatives, go to the beach in Chennai maybe, visit the hills. Appa and I haven't taken you there yet because you were little, but now you're big enough."
"That sounds amazing, Amma!" Arjun said, beaming. "Can we see where you and Appa got married?
Vallu nodded vigorously, sipping more badam milk. "I want to draw the big temple with all the colors. And bring back prasadam for my friends. Will there be fireworks at the temple like in the videos?"
We talked for a good twenty minutes. They asked endless questions -- about the food, the animals, the heat, whether they could ride in an auto-rickshaw, if there would be fireworks and processions. I answered patiently, painting vivid pictures, enjoying their pure joy. It felt grounding. Normal. A reminder of the loving Tamil-American mother I was.
"Finish your milk and murukku, chella kutties," I said eventually, kissing the tops of their heads.
"Then you can play for a bit before homework and dinner."
As they scampered off to the living room, still chattering excitedly about India, I cleared the table. My nightie clung to my curves as I moved hastily. The wholesome moment with my sons had calmed my anger, but the forbidden thrill remained. I wiped my hands and headed back to my bathroom, my heart beating faster, all the excitement and thrill was flooding my body once more after cooling off with my boys.
I locked the door again, picked up my phone, and opened the app. Trevor had indeed replied.
My breath caught as I saw his message...
At the bottom was a dick pic, and my breath caught sharply.
It was massive. He had taken the photo in what looked like his trailer bathroom, pressing his hard cock against a standard Glade air freshener bottle for scale. The bottle ended right at the start of his thick, flared dick head. His shaft was just as wide as the bottle -- obscenely thick, veiny, and heavy-looking. It looked like two of Karthik's dicks put together in girth alone, and it had to be easily twice as long as my husband's. Pale white skin stretched tight over pulsing veins, the head an angry purple-red. It was the biggest cock I had ever seen, even in porn.
My pussy clenched instantly. A hot, sudden flood of wetness soaked my panties. I could feel my thighs trembling, my big round ass shifting on the cool toilet seat as arousal surged through me. My nipples hardened painfully against the thin nightie, heavy breasts heaving with quick breaths. Oh god...
Just above the picture, his text made it worse:
(You got quite the mouth on you Pajeeta, you think you're a successful college educated woman and view real hard working men like me as beneath you. Except that you're not above me, it doesn't matter what you make or what your status is in life, you will always be a curry munching whore for me, always desperate for big white cock.)
Rage and lust crashed together inside me. I was even wetter now, my pussy throbbing, slick juices coating my inner thighs. My eyes were glued to the screen,as my face was flushed. The crude slurs -- Pajeeta, curry munching whore -- made me furious. It clashed with my heritage and my values, we taught our boys tolerance and equality. This racist, conservative redneck construction worker was everything we stood against.
Yet the words turned me on more than anything the polite, muscular white professionals had sent. The anger mixed with raw desire created a dangerous thrill. I imagined hate-fucking him -- while he called me those disgusting names, riding that massive white cock until I creamed and screamed, letting him use my curvy Tamil body like a whore just to prove I could take it. Make that hot, racist, bigot addicted to my pussy. My clit pulsed at the thought.


He's the one.
No more searching, no more scrolling. No more teasing dozens of tall white guys. My hunt had come to an end. Trevor -- the 6'7", 285-pound blonde giant, the low-income white trash redneck with the racist mouth and the monstrous dick -- was the one I wanted to fuck. The forbidden rush he brought out in me was stronger than anything else.
I went through my messages and blocked every other man on the app. Ryan, Derek, Josh, Brandon -- all of them gone with a few taps. Their compliments about my Indian beauty and curvy figure disappeared. Only Trevor remained.
I stared at his profile picture again -- that long blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, massive muscular frame that looked like it could break me in half. My hand slipped under my nightie almost without thinking, my fingers brushing over my soaked pussy lips. I was dripping. The mix of fury and lust made my head spin.
"You racist bastard... I'm going to make you pay for those words while I cum all over that huge white cock," I muttered to myself as I fingered furiously.
I heard the boys laughing. Reality pulled me back. I quickly closed the app, deleted the conversation history from my notifications, and washed my hands, splashing cold water on my flushed round face. My thick thighs were sticky, my heavy breasts sensitive and aching to be sucked. I took a few deep breaths to compose myself before heading back down to my sons.
The rest of the evening passed in a haze.helped Arjun and Vallu with their homework, made a simple dinner of rice, sambar, and poriyal, and tried to stay present for my sons even as my mind kept flashing back to Trevor's massive cock pressed against that Glade bottle and his degrading words. My pussy still felt slick and sensitive hours later. I had blocked every other man. My search had come to an end. Only that racist, 6'7" redneck giant remained.
Karthik's car pulled into the driveway around 6:45 PM. The boys ran to the door excitedly.
"Appa! Appa's home!" Arjun shouted, throwing his arms around his father as soon as he stepped inside.
Vallu hugged his legs. "Appa, guess what? Amma said we might go to India this summer! The real big temple!"
Karthik forced a weak smile and ruffled their hair, but his face told a different story. His skinny shoulders were slumped, his usual gentle expression replaced by clear frustration and disappointment. His eyes looked tired and defeated. He wasn't his usual self at all -- no enthusiastic questions about their day, no jokes about temple prasadam.
"That's nice, pa," he muttered quietly. "Go wash your hands for dinner."
The boys noticed too. Arjun glanced at me with a small frown before heading to the sink. Vallu lingered, holding Karthik's hand a moment longer.
"Appa, are you okay? You look sad."
"I'm fine, kanna. Just a long day at work," Karthik replied, but his voice lacked conviction. He avoided my eyes as he kicked off his shoes.
I watched him from the kitchen, my thighs shifting as I stirred the sambar one last time. My breasts rose and fell steadily under my nightie. Part of me felt a small, petty satisfaction seeing him like this.
After dinner with the boys -- filled with their excited chatter about India -- I sent them upstairs to brush their teeth and get ready for bed.
"Read one chapter each and then lights out. Amma and Appa need to talk."
Once they were settled, I served two plates of dinner and sat down across from Karthik at the kitchen table. The house was quiet now. I pushed his plate toward him.
"So," I said evenly, folding my arms under my breasts, pushing them up slightly.
"Did you do the deed with Emily today?"
Karthik froze with the spoon halfway to his mouth. He looked down at his plate, stammering.
"Uh... no."
"Not today. We had lunch together, but... her sister called during the break. She was on the phone the whole time talking about some family issue."
"Then we had to go back to work. I never really got the chance to... bring it up."
He wouldn't meet my gaze. His skinny fingers tapped nervously on the table. The stammering gave him away completely.
I leaned forward.
"That's not what happened, Karthik. You chickened out. You were too scared to actually approach her with the proposal, weren't you?"
He shook his head quickly, voice rising in denial.
"No, Selvi. That's not true. It really was the phone call. She was distracted the whole time."
I cut him off. "You could have simply asked her to talk privately after work. Or texted her. Or found five minutes during the day. But you didn't. You lost your nerve. In stark contrast to..."
I stopped myself before mentioning Trevor.
"You built this whole fantasy in your head just because a white woman flirted with you a few times. And when it came time to actually do something, you couldn't."
Karthik's face flushed with embarrassment and frustration.
"I didn't chicken out! You don't understand the office environment. It's not that easy to just proposition someone like that. I was waiting for the right moment."
I laughed softly. "The right moment? Karthik, you came to me begging, pleading, desperate to sleep with her. You said it was your only chance. And now you can't even ask?
"All this drama -- the open marriage, the tension, making me agree to this -- and come to find out it was all in your head from the beginning."
"Just because she smiled at you and touched your arm."
He adamantly denied it again, voice cracking. "Selvi, please."
"I'm going to talk to her tomorrow. I promise. I'll find a way."
I held his gaze steadily, my thick thighs pressed together under the table, still slightly damp from earlier.
"If you don't ask her by tomorrow, that means you're too scared to actually sleep with Emily. This whole thing was just a fantasy you built up. You don't have the confidence to go through with it."
Karthik looked miserable, pushing rice around his plate. The contrast with Trevor hit me hard at that moment. Trevor -- the racist redneck construction worker -- had sent me a dick pic on his second message, bold and crude, as if he already knew I would end up fucking him. No hesitation. No stammering. Just raw, arrogant confidence.
My husband, the man I had stayed pure for, couldn't even ask a coworker out for drinks after weeks of flirting.
The silence stretched. I took a bite of my food, watching him squirm. Part of me felt sorry for him. Another part -- the part still buzzing from Trevor's photo and words -- felt empowered.
Karthik finally muttered, "I'll do it tomorrow. You'll see."
I simply nodded. "We'll see."
The rest of the meal passed in a tense quiet. Later that night, after checking on the sleeping boys, I lay in bed beside my husband. He tried to reach for me again, but I turned away. My mind was elsewhere -- on a towering blonde giant who called me a curry munching whore and made my liberal Tamil pussy wet despite how much I hated him.
The ceiling fan spun lazily above us, casting slow shadows. I stared at it, my face calm on the outside but my mind still buzzing with Trevor's crude words and that monstrous white cock. Then I spoke, voice low in the dark.
"Has it ever occurred to you that maybe Emily never intended to sleep with you?"
Karthik sat halfway up instantly, offended. The mattress shifted under his sudden movement. He looked down at me, his face tight in the dim light from the hallway nightlight.
"What? Of course she does, Selvi. The hints were all there."
"The way she giggles when she talks to me, always touching my arm during meetings, smiling and laughing at everything I say."
"She leans in close, compliments me on my 'exotic' looks. It's obvious."
I turned onto my back, my curvy body settling, heavy breasts rising and falling under the thin nightie as I looked up at him. My thick thighs pressed together, still faintly damp from earlier.
"Just because a girl flirts with you does not mean she wants to sleep with you, Karthik."
He stayed propped on one elbow, staring at me in confusion
"But... the signals were clear. Why would she do all that if she wasn't interested?"
I kept my voice steady, almost gentle now.
"Some women might flirt with anyone, even those they're not attracted to, just because they enjoy the attention and validation. It makes them feel good. Desired. Powerful."
"It doesn't always mean they want to go further. Especially at work, where it's safe and exciting without risk."
"You're a married man, a colleague. Maybe she likes the thrill of harmless flirting, but that's all it is."
Karthik shook his head adamantly, his skinny chest puffing out a little.
"No. Not Emily. She's not like that. She's been very direct with the compliments. The way she looks at me... it's different. I know she wants it too. I just need the right moment tomorrow."
I smiled at him softly in the dark, my big beautiful dark eyes catching what little light there was. My round face held a mix of pity and quiet satisfaction.
"You will find out if that's true or not. Tomorrow, I suppose."
He lay back down slowly, clearly unsettled. The silence returned, thicker now. I could almost hear his thoughts spinning -- doubt creeping in despite his denial. I turned away again, facing the wall, my big ass shifting under the covers.
Inside, the contrast hit me harder than ever. My husband -- the man I had stayed pure for, the engineer, the father of my children -- couldn't even ask a flirty coworker for drinks without chickening out. Yet Trevor, the racist white trash redneck construction worker with the long blonde hair and giant physique, had sent me a dick pic on his second message, bold as brass, calling me a "curry munching whore" like he already owned me.
The thought made my pussy throb again. Anger and arousal twisted together. I squeezed my thighs tighter, secretly pressing them against my slick heat while Karthik lay unaware beside me.
Then my phone vibrated on the nightstand. Once. Twice. Then it kept going -- a steady stream of buzzes that lit up the screen repeatedly.
Karthik stirred beside me. "Selvi... who is it? Why is someone messaging you this late?"
I grabbed the phone quickly, heart racing. "It's probably one of my coworkers. Work issues -- you know how the clinic can be. Go back to sleep, Karthik."
He mumbled something but didn't push it, rolling over. I slipped out of bed, moved quietly. I padded to the bathroom, closing and locking the door behind me. The moment I was alone, my pussy was already wet with excitement, a fresh slickness coating my folds.
I sat on the closed toilet lid and opened my DMs.
(Answer me, Indian whore.)
(Where the fuck did you go, Pajeeta? Too scared now?)
(Curry Jeeta thinks she's too good for a real white cock? I own that thick brown ass now.)
(You wanted a superior white dick, didn't you? Don't play shy now, curry whore.)
Anger and arousal flooded my body in equal measure. My face flushed hot, my eyes were wide as I read his messages. How dare this racist hick? The slurs -- Indian whore, Curry Jeeta, Pajeeta -- made my blood boil. Yet my pussy throbbed harder with every insult. My nipples stiffened painfully against the nightie. This bold, arrogant redneck didn't care about anything. He spoke like he already owned me. The thrill was intoxicating.
I couldn't resist. I stood up, pulled the nightie over my head, and stood naked in front of the bathroom mirror. My curvy body stared back -- large D-cup breasts with dark nipples, soft belly, wide hips, thick thighs that rubbed together, and my big, juicy round ass. I turned slightly, arched my back, and took several sexy pics: one squeezing my heavy breasts together, nipples hard; another from behind showing my ass cheeks spread slightly, thick thighs glistening; one more with my round face in frame, lips parted, looking directly at the camera with a mix of anger and heat in my big dark eyes.
I typed a reply quickly:
: (Don't fucking blow up my phone you stupid hick! I'm trying to sleep. In fact, I'll put it on silent so you don't wake up my husband.)
Before hitting send, I quickly slipped back into the nightie, balled up some toilet paper, threw it into the toilet, and flushed loudly to cover my tracks. Then I sent the message along with the three pics.
I washed my hands, splashed water on my face, and took a deep breath. My pussy was soaked now, aching with need. When I stepped back into the bedroom, Karthik had already fallen asleep. His quiet, soft, cute snoring filled the room -- that familiar gentle sound I had listened to for years. I stood there for a moment, looking at his skinny frame, and smiled softly despite everything. I still loved him. He was the father of my beautiful boys, my partner through temple visits, late-night parenting, and building this life. He had pissed me off big time with this open marriage nonsense, but that love was still there, warm and steady beneath the anger and new excitement.
I slid back into bed carefully, pulling the covers over my body. My thick thighs squeezed together, pressing against my wet heat. I checked my phone one last time, putting it on silent as promised.
Of course, Trevor was already blowing it up again. New messages poured in.
(Fuck yes, look at those massive brown tits! Perfect for a white man to grab.)
(That fat ass is made for breeding, Pajeeta. Your curry cuck could never handle it.)
(Bet your pussy is dripping reading this, Indian slut.)
I smiled in the dark, biting my lip. My pussy got even wetter, clenching with fresh arousal. The sheer boldness of him -- not caring if my husband was right there, calling me every degrading name while demanding more -- turned me on like nothing else. Trevor didn't hesitate. He didn't stammer or chicken out like Karthik. He took what he wanted like a man.
I lay there beside my snoring husband, secretly touching myself under the covers with slow circles over my soaked clit, imagining that 6'7" muscular redneck giant throwing me around and using me while calling me his curry whore. My anger only made it that much hotter.
Sleep came slowly that night, filled with forbidden thoughts and the constant buzz of my silenced phone.
The next morning came too quickly. I woke before dawn, my body still humming from the late-night messages and secret touches under the covers. Karthik was still snoring softly beside me, his skinny frame curled up. I slipped out of bed quietly, my heavy breasts swaying under the nightie as I padded to the bathroom and locked the door.
I sat on the closed toilet and opened the app. Trevor had already messaged me again this early, demanding a reply.
(Wake up, Indian whore. Don't ignore me. Send more pics of that fat brown ass. I own you now.)
My blood boiled and my pussy clenched at the same time. That arrogant redneck. I typed back quickly, thumbs flying with fury and heat:
(Fuck off pink hick, I'll text you on my own time! You don't fucking own me!)
His reply was almost instant:
(Oh, but I will Pajeeta, I will.)
The smug confidence in those words sent another rush through me. I fired back without thinking twice:
(The only one who's going to be owning anyone here is me.)
Before I could overthink it, I stood up, stripped off the nightie, and took a bold nude selfie in the mirror. I arched my back, pushed my heavy breasts out, one hand holding the phone while the other flipped him off with a defiant middle finger. My round face looked fierce and aroused, big beautiful brown eyes staring straight into the camera, thick thighs slightly parted, big round ass visible in the reflection. I sent it along with the message.
(You're going to be begging to fuck me over and over once I ride your big white cock like the Indian goddess I am. I'll make you my bitch, you low iq hick!)
Satisfaction and nervousness mixed as I hit send. I quickly silenced my phone, dressed in my work clothes -- a modest blouse that still hugged my large chest and pants that accentuated my wide hips -- and began getting ready for the day. Makeup, hair, a touch of sindoor in my parting. The perfect Tamil-American doctor wife and mother on the outside.
I made breakfast for the family: idli with coconut chutney and sambar (type of South Indian vegetarian curry), fresh filter coffee brewing. The warm, familiar smells filled the kitchen. Arjun and Vallu came down sleepy but excited, chattering about their upcoming school day and the India trip idea.
"Amma, can we really see real elephants at the temple?" Vallu asked between bites.
I smiled, kissing the top of his head. "Maybe, kanna. We'll see. Eat up so we're not late."
Karthik joined us, looking nervous and distracted. I served him his plate without coldness this time. The heavy anger I used to feel toward him had softened. Now that big racist Trevor was waiting on deck -- that 6'7" muscular blonde giant with the monstrous cock and zero shame -- the betrayal felt more balanced. I had my own thrilling secret.
After breakfast, I dropped Arjun and Vallu at school with big hugs and "I love yous." Their innocent energy grounded me. When I returned home, Karthik was standing in front of the hallway mirror, adjusting his shirt, staring at his reflection with clear self-doubt. His skinny 5'10" frame looked even smaller somehow.
I walked up behind him and wrapped my arms around his waist tenderly, pressing my soft, curvy body against his back. My heavy breasts molded against him. He tensed for a second, then hugged my arms back, but there was doubt in the way he held me.
"Go get 'em, tiger," I said, kissing his shoulder. "You've got this!"
Karthik turned, searching my face with surprise and lingering insecurity.
"Selvi... you really mean that? After everything?"
I nodded. "We agreed. Go to work. Talk to her."
He gave me a small, grateful smile and left for the office. I watched his car pull away, then headed to my own clinic. The whole drive, my silenced phone sat in my bag like a live bomb. I knew Trevor would be replying to that nude and my bold message. The thought made my thighs press together in the driver's seat, my pussy already growing warm again.
For the first time since this open marriage idea started, I felt strangely empowered instead of just angry. Karthik had his fantasy to chase. And I had mine -- a towering, racist, low-income white trash hick who made me wetter than I cared to admit.
I arrived at the clinic and dove into my workday. The familiar rhythm of pediatric appointments helped ground me. My first patient was little Priya, a four-year-old Tamil girl with a bad cold. Her mother looked worried, but I smiled warmly, my face reassuring as I listened to the girl's chest with my stethoscope.
"You're being so brave, Priya kanna," I said softly, my big brown eyes meeting hers.
"Amma and I are going to make you feel better very soon. Do you like stickers? I have special temple ones today."
Priya nodded shyly and ended up giggling when I gave her a colorful Ganesha sticker.
Her mother thanked me profusely in Tamil. "Doctor akka( Tamil for big sister), you are so patient with them. The boys at home are lucky to have you."
I felt a genuine warmth in my chest. These moments reminded me who I was -- a dedicated doctor, a loving mother, a Tamil woman rooted in family and tradition.
The morning continued with similar wholesome interactions. A six-year-old boy named Ethan came in for his check-up. He was nervous about shots, so I let him listen to my own heartbeat first with the stethoscope.
"See? Even doctors have hearts that go thump-thump."
He left beaming with a lollipop and a high-five. Another little girl drew me a picture of a doctor with big eyes (just like mine) and I taped it proudly to my exam room wall.
Between patients, however, my phone kept buzzing in my pocket despite being on silent. Trevor was pestering me nonstop. Message after message flooded in during the brief gaps:


(Answer me, Pajeeta. That nude was hot but I want more.)
(When are you sending that fat ass again, Indian whore?)
(I'm stroking to your tits right now, curry slut. Reply or I'll keep blowing you up.)
(You think you can tease a real man and run? Bad move bitch.)
The constant pestering annoyed me. This stupid hick truly has no shame. My thick thighs shifted uncomfortably under my work desk as irritation mixed with that unwelcome throb of arousal. I had patients to focus on -- sweet little children who needed my full attention -- and this racist redneck was turning my phone into a nonstop harassment device.
During my lunch break, I couldn't take it anymore. I slipped into the staff bathroom, locked the door, and checked the messages. More of the same crude demands. My face flushed with anger, but my breasts felt sensitive and my pussy was growing damp again. The audacity of him turned me on as much as it enraged me. He was everything I hated. Toxic arrogant masculinity turned up to 11, but he was also the one man I knew who could give me the type of sex I wanted, no--I needed.
I decided to put him in his place.
I unbuttoned, pulled my bra down under my left breast, and started recording a video. Standing in front of the mirror, I seductively fondled my big left tit -- squeezing the soft, full flesh, pinching the dark nipple until it hardened. My big brown eyes stared into the camera with a mix of defiance and lust.
"You can't wait to fuck this pussy, can you white boy? Well, you're going to have to wait much longer until I decide. Not you. But I decide....when I want to fuck you."
"In the meantime, you better get your big white cock ready. Maybe fuck your fleshlights -- I know you have some, hick, don't try to deny it."
I batted my eyes seductively at the camera, hoping to make his big white dick throb with desire.
"Bye, colonizer. Bust a big fat nut to your Indian goddess."
I ended the video with a final squeeze of my breast and a mocking middle finger, then hit send before I could second-guess myself. The thrill rushed through me as I watched the message be delivered. I quickly fixed my blouse, washed my hands, and silenced my phone completely again.
The rest of the afternoon passed in a busy blur of check-ups, vaccinations, and parental consultations. I stayed professional and warm with every child, but my mind kept drifting to that sent video and what Trevor might reply. The contrast was surreal -- here I was, the respected Tamil doctor helping little ones, while secretly sending nudes and taunting a low-income white trash construction worker who called me every slur in the book.
By the end of my shift, I felt empowered. Trevor could blow up my phone all he wanted. I was in control. My body felt alive with forbidden energy as I drove to pick up my two boys.
I parked in my usual spot under the shade of a large oak tree, a little away from the main bustle of parents. The afternoon sun filtered through the windows, warming the inside of the SUV. I had just turned off the engine when my silenced phone vibrated insistently in the cupholder.
Another message from Trevor.
I glanced around quickly -- no one nearby paying attention -- and opened it. It was a video. Five minutes long.
My breath caught as I hit play with the volume low.
The video showed Trevor in what looked like his messy trailer bedroom. The towering 6'7", 285-pound blonde giant was completely naked, his massive muscular body glistening with sweat. His long blonde hair was tied back, blue eyes wild with lust. He had a brown fleshlight gripped in one huge hand and was fucking it vigorously, slamming his monstrous cock in and out with powerful, primal thrusts. The wet, obscene slapping sounds filled the car even at low volume.
He grunted and huffed like an animal, deep and guttural.
"Fuck yes... this is what your tight little Indian pussy is gonna feel like, Pajeeta. Gonna stretch this curry cunt wide open with my superior white cock!"
He kept going, pounding the fleshlight harder, his big heavy balls slapping against it.
"Gonna breed you like the filthy dot-head slut you are. Make you my personal Indian cumdump. Your little curry cuck husband is gonna watch while I ruin his doctor wife's womb!"
"Fuck... you disgusting street-shitting bitch, begging for big white dick like the cheap Bollywood whore you were born to be."
He unleashed every extreme racial slur imaginable for Indian women -- calling me things I had never even heard before, mixing them with graphic descriptions of how he was going to fuck my face, slap my big brown tits, destroy my thick ass, and leave me dripping with his cum while I thanked him. His voice was raw, dominant, unapologetic and completely unfiltered.
My pussy was instantly soaking wet. A heavy flood of arousal soaked through my panties and into the crotch of my work pants. My thick thighs trembled in the driver's seat. My heavy breasts heaved, nipples rock-hard against my bra. I was furious at the disgusting, racist filth... and unbearably turned on by it.
I replayed the video.
This time, even though it was risky in the school parking lot with parents and kids around, I couldn't stop myself. I slouched down slightly in the seat, glanced once more at the school doors to keep an eye out for my boys, and slipped my right hand down the front of my pants. My fingers dove straight into my dripping wet folds.
I fingered myself passionately, two fingers plunging deep while my thumb rubbed my swollen clit in fast circles. My big round ass shifted against the leather seat, thick thighs spread as wide as the steering wheel allowed. Soft, breathy moans escaped my lips as I watched Trevor destroy the brown fleshlight, imagining it was my curvy Tamil body he was wrecking.
"Oh god..." I whimpered as my eyes were glued to the screen.
His grunts, the slurs, the raw power of his massive white cock -- it was too much. My values screamed in protest in the back of my mind, but my pussy clenched harder around my fingers with every degrading word.
I rubbed faster, squeezing one of my heavy breasts through my blouse with my other hand, pinching the nipple. The risk of getting caught only heightened everything. My eyes fluctuated between the screen and the school entrance while my body trembled toward the edge.
Just as Arjun and Vallu appeared at the school doors, laughing and walking toward the pickup line, I came hard.
My pussy spasmed violently around my fingers. A powerful orgasm ripped through me, juices flooding my hand and soaking my panties completely. My thick thighs shook, my big ass clenched, and I bit my lip hard to stay quiet, my face flushed with ecstasy. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as Trevor's video continued playing, him still grunting and calling me his Indian whore.
The moment the orgasm peaked and began to fade, I moved with quick, practiced movements. I yanked my hand out, wiped it hastily on a tissue from the glovebox, straightened my blouse and pants, and fixed my hair in the mirror. My heart was pounding, but I forced a loving motherly smile just as the boys reached the SUV.
Arjun opened the back door first. "Amma! We're here!"
"Hi kutties!" I greeted them warmly, my voice steady and full of affection despite the lingering aftershocks between my legs.
"How was school today? Did you two have fun?"
Vallu climbed in after his brother, buckling up. "It was good, Amma! We learned about planets in science. Here I drew one for you!"
"That's wonderful, kanna," I said, taking the sketch paper my sweet Vallu drew on.
I was proud of his handiwork, he was definitely a skilled artist, maybe it would be best to cultivate his talents in that area instead of pushing him into becoming a doctor or engineer.
"Tell me everything on the way home. I missed you two so much."
As I started the car and pulled out of the parking lot, my soaked pussy still throbbed gently, and my phone sat silent in the cupholder with Trevor's filthy video saved. I was the perfect, loving Tamil mother on the outside -- driving my two boys home, asking about their friends and homework -- while inside, my body still hummed from cumming to the most degrading, racist white man imaginable.
The contrast was dizzying. And I was starting to crave more.
We pulled into the driveway after the short drive home. My legs were still a little shaky from the intense orgasm in the school parking lot, my panties soaked and my thick thighs sticky beneath my work pants. Trevor's filthy video and those degrading slurs still echoed in my mind, but the moment I saw my boys' smiling faces in the rearview mirror, I pushed it all down. They were my priority. Always.
As soon as we walked inside, I kicked off my shoes and headed straight to the kitchen.
"Go wash your hands, chella kutties. Amma is making badam milk and mixture for you."
"Yes, Amma!" They chorused happily.
I warmed the almond milk with saffron, cardamom, and a pinch of sugar, the familiar fragrant aroma filling the house and calming my racing heart. I poured it into their favorite steel tumblers and arranged a big bowl of crunchy mixture -- peanuts, fried dal, curry leaves, and sev. The boys settled at the kitchen table, still in their school uniforms, chattering excitedly.
I sat with them, as I sipped my own smaller glass of badam milk.
"So," I said warmly, my face glowing with affection, "tell me more about this India trip. You both seemed so excited in the car."
Arjun took a big sip, leaving a milky mustache.
"Yes, Amma! We want to go to Madurai. The real Sri Meenakshi Temple. Not just the one here in Pearland."
Vallu nodded vigorously, his eyes shining.
"I want to see Amman(Goddess / Divine Mother in Tamil) herself! Goddess Meenakshi in her temple. With all the colorful towers and the big halls. Can we go during the festival time, Amma? With the lights and everything?"
I smiled, reaching out to brush Vallu's hair back. "We can try, kanna. It would be special. Walking where your grandparents grew up, eating fresh temple prasadam, seeing the rituals."
The conversation flowed easily and wholesomely. They asked about the elephants, the gold-plated towers, the crowded streets, and whether they could buy lots of sweets and toys. I answered patiently, painting vivid pictures and laughing at their innocent questions. For a few precious minutes, the chaos with Karthik and the dangerous thrill with Trevor faded into the background. This was my real life.
Then Vallu suddenly jumped up. "Wait, Amma! I have something to show you!" He ran to his backpack and pulled out his notebook, handling it carefully.
He opened it and placed it in front of me with pride. "I finished it. It took me many weeks after school."
I looked down and my breath caught.
It was a stunning drawing of Goddess Meenakshi in all her glory and splendor -- adorned with jewels, holding her weapons and the lotus, standing majestically in the temple. The colors were vibrant and carefully layered. But the most beautiful, moving part was her face. The Goddess's nose, lips, round cheeks, and especially her large, expressive eyes were strikingly similar to mine. It was unmistakably inspired by me.
"Vallu..." I whispered, my eyes filling with tears.
Vallu beamed. "I made the Goddess look like you, Amma. Because you're the prettiest person in the whole world."
"I can't think of anyone more beautiful than you. And whenever I think of Goddess Meenakshi, my mind always pictures your face. You look like her to me."
Arjun chimed in proudly, leaning closer. "For us, you are our Amman (Divine mother/Goddess in Tamil). You gave birth to us, you take care of us every day, and you love us so much. You're the best mom in the whole world!"
That broke me. Tears of pure joy spilled down my cheeks. I pulled both boys into a tight embrace, kissing their soft cheeks again and again.
"My precious boys. Amma is so blessed. You two are the greatest gifts in my life!"
We stayed like that for a long moment, their small arms wrapped around me. The drawing of Meenakshi with my face lay open on the table -- a beautiful, innocent testament to how my sons saw me. Pure. Loving. Divine in their eyes.
Even amid all the crazy chaos -- Karthik's desperate fantasy, the open marriage, the filthy messages from that racist redneck giant waiting on my phone -- my life was still so incredibly blessed. These two sweet little boys, with their pure love, grounded me completely. I wiped my happy tears and kissed them again, savoring the warmth of this perfect, wholesome moment.
"Finish your badam milk and mixture," I said softly, smiling through the tears. "Then we can put Vallu's masterpiece on the fridge for everyone to see."
As they happily returned to their snacks, still talking about Madurai and the temple, I felt a deep sense of peace. Trevor could wait. These boys are my world.
After the emotional moment with Vallu's drawing, the boys finished their badam milk and mixture. I cleared the table, still wiping happy tears from my cheeks, and began preparing dinner. The kitchen was filled with the comforting aromas of rice, sambar, and a simple potato poriyal (Tamil stir fried vegetable dish). My body moved comfortably around the space -- my breasts swaying gently under my loose home top, my thighs brushing as I chopped vegetables and stirred the pots. The wholesome warmth of my sons' love lingered, making the chaos of the open marriage and Trevor's filthy messages feel distant for now.
Vallu wandered back into the kitchen while Arjun was finishing some drawings at the table. He tugged gently on my salwar.
"Amma, can you tell me the story of Goddess Meenakshi while you cook? The full one, please?"
I smiled down at him, my eyes softening with love. "Of course, kanna. Come sit here. You can help stir the rasam while I tell it."
Vallu climbed onto a stool beside me, watching eagerly as I handed him a spoon. Arjun looked up too, listening in.
"Goddess Meenakshi was born in Madurai into the royal family," I began, my voice warm and rhythmic, the way my own mother used to tell it.
"She was no ordinary princess. From a young age, she learned everything the boys learned -- hunting, sword fighting, archery, wrestling."
"She grew up strong and fearless. As she became a young woman, she became the greatest warrior Madurai had ever seen. No man could defeat her in combat."
"Many brave warriors came from far and wide to challenge her, but she defeated every single one."
Vallu's eyes widened. "Even the strongest ones, Amma?"
"Even the strongest," I confirmed, stirring the sambar.
"Her parents wanted her to get married, but she refused. She said she would only marry a man who could beat her in battle. However no one ever could, no matter how hard they tried."
"So she became queen and expanded her kingdom greatly. She conquered every king and brought their kingdoms under her rule. She even marched her armies to heaven itself."
Vallu leaned forward. "Did she fight with Lord Indra, Amma?"
"Yes," I said with a proud smile.
"She defeated Lord Indra easily. She defeated every male god who stood against her. Even Lord Vishnu was defeated."
Vallu gasped, amazed. "Really? I thought Lord Vishnu or Lord Shiva were the most powerful Gods! But our Goddess beat them?"
I chuckled softly, kissing the top of his head. "Shakti -- the divine feminine power -- is the force behind everything, kanna. Meenakshi showed that."
I continued the story as I finished the dishes. "She marched all the way to Kailash, Lord Shiva's home."
"She defeated his generals and even Nandi. When Lord Shiva himself came to face her in battle... something magical happened."
"The moment she saw him, she instantly fell in love with him. Her warrior heart softened. She asked Lord Shiva to marry her, and he agreed. "
"Their grand wedding took place right in Madurai, with all the gods and goddesses attending."
Vallu looked confused for a moment. "But Amma... isn't Lord Shiva already married to Goddess Parvati?"
I laughed gently and ruffled his hair. "Yes, my smart boy. Goddess Meenakshi is Goddess Parvati, born on earth."
Vallu's face lit up with understanding. "Oh! Like Lord Krishna is Lord Vishnu! I get it now."
"Exactly, kanna," I said, pulling him into a quick side hug.
But Vallu still looked a little thoughtful. I noticed and asked gently, "What is bothering you, my love? You can ask anything."
He hesitated, then said, "If she never fell in love with Lord Shiva... would she have beaten him too?"
I smiled proudly at his deep question.
"Yes, Vallu. Lord Shiva is incredibly powerful, but even he has to yield to Shakti -- the divine energy that creates and sustains everything in the universe. No one is above that force."
Vallu's eyes were wide with amazement. He sat straighter on the stool, clearly proud.
"Our family's goddess is so powerful, Amma! I'm glad you look like her. She's the strongest and the most beautiful!"
Arjun chimed in from the table. "Yeah! And you're our goddess, Amma."
My heart swelled again. I pulled both boys close for another affectionate hug, kissing their cheeks repeatedly. The dinner was ready, but this moment felt more nourishing than any meal.
The boys finished their dinner with satisfied sighs, plates nearly clean. Vallu patted his tummy.
"That was delicious, Amma. The sambar was perfect today."
Arjun nodded.
I smiled, kissing both their foreheads as I cleared the plates.
Now go brush your teeth and get ready for bed. Amma will come tuck you in soon."
Just as they scampered upstairs, the front door opened. Karthik stepped inside, looking even more defeated than the night before. His skinny shoulders were slumped, his face drawn and tired.
"Appa!" the boys shouted, rushing back down despite their bedtime routine. They threw their arms around him in their usual enthusiastic greeting.
Karthik hugged them back, forcing a small smile. "Hey, kutties. How was school today? Did you finish all your homework?"
Arjun answered first, proud. "It was good! We learned about planets. And yes, Appa -- we finished our homework really fast, even before Amma started making dinner."
Vallu added, "I showed Amma my drawing of Goddess Meenakshi. She cried because she liked it so much!"
Karthik ruffled their hair. "That's wonderful. I'm proud of you both."
But the boys noticed something was off. Arjun looked up at him with concern. "Appa, you don't look like your usual self. Is everything okay?"
Vallu nodded. "Yeah, you look sad. Did something happen at work?"
Karthik sighed and knelt down to their level. "It's nothing, kanna. Just some grown-up things at work. Nothing for you two to worry about. Now go brush your teeth and get into bed.
The boys hugged him one more time and headed upstairs. I watched from the kitchen doorway, as I wiped my hands on a towel. From the expression on Karthik's face -- the humiliation in his eyes, the way he avoided looking directly at me -- it was clear his attempt with Emily had not gone the way he expected.
I took the boys upstairs, helped them change into pajamas, said their prayers with them, and tucked them in with extra kisses. "Sleep well, chella kutties. Amma and Appa love you very much."
"Love you too, Amma," they chorused sleepily.
When I returned to the kitchen, Karthik was sitting at the table. I served a fresh, warm dinner for both of us -- rice, sambar, poriyal, and a side of curd. I placed his plate in front of him and sat down across from him.
We ate in relative silence for a few minutes. Then I decided to ask.
"So... did you ask Emily today?"
Karthik took a deep breath, staring down at his plate. His skinny fingers gripped the spoon tightly.
"Yes...."
"I asked her if she was interested in me... you know, more than just colleagues."


"And what did she say?"
He swallowed hard, clearly embarrassed. The humiliation was written all over his face.
"She said she wasn't interested in me that way."
"That her flirting was just her being nice. She's like that with everyone. She told me she was sorry if I misunderstood her signals."
The words hung in the air. I could see the frustration and defeat in his eyes -- the sting of rejection from the white coworker he had built up so much in his head. My husband, who had begged and pleaded for an open marriage because he thought this was his big chance, had been gently shut down.
A strange sense of relief washed over me. A weight lifted off my shoulders. Karthik wouldn't be sleeping with anyone. He had failed completely.
We continued eating in silence. The only sounds were the clink of spoons against plates. I felt a quiet, victorious satisfaction blooming inside me. I had secured a partner for myself -- the bold, massive, racist redneck Trevor with his monstrous white cock and zero hesitation. Karthik, despite starting all of this, had come away with nothing but embarrassment. Things were about to get very interesting now.
I looked at my defeated husband across the table -- the same man I had stayed pure for, built a family with, and still loved in my own complicated way -- and felt a mix of pity and empowerment. My body felt more alive than ever, my thighs pressing together as I thought about the filthy videos and messages waiting on my silenced phone upstairs.
Whatever happened next, my boys would always come first. But I was no longer just the loyal Tamil wife reacting to her husband's desires. I had my own path now.
After dinner, the kitchen was cleaned in near silence. Karthik helped dry the dishes without speaking much, his skinny frame moving slowly, still carrying the weight of rejection. I said goodnight to the boys one final time, checking that they were tucked in peacefully after their exciting day of stories and drawings. Their innocent faces reminded me why I had to stay strong.
Karthik and I headed upstairs to our bedroom. I changed into my nightie, the soft fabric stretching across my big breasts and hugging my hips and thighs, as Karthik viewed with hunger. Karthik slipped into his pajamas and sat on the edge of the bed. Before we lay down, he looked at me with tired, defeated eyes.
"Selvi... this open marriage.....it was a mistake," he said quietly.
"I'm ready to go back to just being with you. Only you. Let's close it. It was a stupid idea from the beginning. I should have never brought it up."
I froze, staring at him. Rage surged through me. Just because he had failed miserably with Emily, he wanted to selfishly shut everything down? After dragging me through all this emotional turmoil, after agreeing to fairness on both sides? My face stayed calm on the surface, but inside I was boiling.
"No."
Karthik looked confused.
"Why not? You don't even have a partner yet, and I haven't done anything. The open marriage wasn't even real."
That was it. I couldn't control my anger anymore, even though I still loved him after everything.
"Just because you failed in having sex with Emily, you want to shut this down? It was your idea, Karthik."
"You came to me begging, desperate to sleep with your white coworker because you never got to have sex with a white girl in college."
"You agreed it would be open on both our ends. And now that you got rejected and feel humiliated, you want to close it like none of this happened?"
"How selfish can you be?"
He opened his mouth, but I continued, voice low but intense so we wouldn't wake the boys.
"Karthik, I have a partner I'm talking to. We haven't made plans yet, but I will be figuring something out in the coming week."
His face crumpled with hurt and anger. He stayed silent for a long moment, breathing heavily.
"You never told me about any partner!"
I shot back quickly, "I don't have to tell you everything. And if I did, you would just become even more insecure than you already are!"
He swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. I could see the discomfort written all over his skinny face. A small, dark part of me relished it.
Finally, the question he'd clearly been holding back came out.
"Is he... is he white?"
The insecurity shone brightly in his eyes. I decided to go easy on him. I will not mention Trevor's towering 6'7" muscular build, his massive white cock, or his racist, degrading personality. That would make Karthik spiral completely. He might have a heart attack if he knew the full truth.
"Yes," I confirmed calmly. "He's white, and his name is Trevor, that's all you need to know."
The pain on Karthik's face was evident. His breathing grew heavier, his shoulders slumping further. He looked devastated.
I smiled softly at him, trying to end the conversation. "Now get to bed, Karthik."
He lay down without another word, turning his back to me. A few minutes passed in tense silence. Part of me -- the part that still loved him, the father of my beautiful sons -- felt a pang of guilt. I reached over and gently touched his hand, wanting to offer some comfort.
He pulled his hand away sharply.
I sighed deeply and turned onto my side, facing away from him. Fine. If he wanted to throw a fit because he failed and now knew I was going to be with a white man, that was his problem. I was going to fuck Trevor no matter what. The bold, racist, well-hung white giant had awakened something in me that Karthik's hesitation never could.
My phone lay silenced on the nightstand, full of Trevor's filthy videos and messages. Tomorrow, or soon, I will take the next step. My curvy Tamil body -- the one Karthik once worshiped but now felt he couldn't keep exclusive -- was going to experience what it truly craved. What it truly needed. A dominant white stud.
For now, I closed my eyes, thinking of my boys sleeping peacefully down the hall. They would always come first. But I had earned this freedom. And I wasn't giving it up, ever.
Around 2 in the night, I woke up suddenly, my body restless and heated. The house was completely silent except for Karthik's soft, peaceful snoring beside me. I turned and looked at his skinny frame, curled up and vulnerable in sleep. A small pang of guilt came over me. He was still my husband, the father of my precious boys, the man I had built this life with. But then the thrilling memories of Trevor's messages, that massive white cock, and his degrading slurs flooded back. The excitement was too strong. I was firm in my decision.
I leaned over and gave him a soft, gentle peck on his cheek. He didn't stir. I slipped out of bed quietly, my nightie clinging to my heavy breasts and thick thighs, and padded downstairs to the kitchen.
I drank a glass of cold water, but it did nothing to cool the growing sexual hunger between my legs. My pussy was already wet again, aching. I pulled out my phone and opened Trevor's messages. The filthy videos and words made my clit throb.
A naughty idea struck me.
I opened the fridge and took out a large cucumber -- thick, firm, and bigger than my arm. I held it against the Glade air freshener bottle from the counter for comparison. It was almost identical in girth. Perfect. I had never bought a dildo out of respect for Karthik -- seeing something twice his size in our bedroom would have destroyed his confidence. But tonight, I needed this.
I sat on one of the kitchen chairs, pulled my nightie up to my waist, and spread my thighs wide. I teased my swollen pussy lips with the cool, slightly slender end of the cucumber, rubbing it up and down my slick folds. The sensation made me gasp softly. When my entrance had relaxed and expanded from the teasing, I slowly pushed the tip inside.
Little by little, I thrust it in and out. Soft gasps of pleasure escaped my lips as I worked it deeper. After three minutes of gentle thrusting, I had only taken about a third -- roughly the depth of Karthik's penis. My pussy had already stretched nicely around it.
I came quietly on the cucumber, biting my lip hard, my heavy breasts heaving inside the nightie.
Curious now, I pulled it out and measured. The full cucumber was a smidge past 12 inches long. The wet, sticky part from my juices measured exactly 4 inches. So that was Karthik's length. I had never measured him directly before, but now I knew.
For Trevor, I grabbed the Glade bottle and put it against the cucumber and estimated. His massive cock had extended about an inch or more past the bottle, which itself was 8.3 inches. That put Trevor anywhere from 9.25 to 9.75 inches. He was massive, easily over double the size of my husband in length and equal in girth to the Glade bottle.
My arousal spiked higher. I pushed the cucumber back in, slowly working more of it inside me. My pussy devoured inch after inch until only a small handle remained. I thrust with increasing pace, my thick thighs quivering, big round ass shifting on the chair. The orgasms that followed were far more potent than anything I had experienced with Karthik. Wave after wave crashed through me.
I clenched my teeth to stay quiet, but one particularly strong orgasm made me cry out accidentally -- "Oh fuck!" -- the words echoing in the quiet kitchen.
I froze instantly, hand clamped over my mouth in shock, heart pounding. I listened carefully. The boys' rooms were silent. Karthik's snoring continued upstairs. Thank Shakti. No one had woken up.
A naughty thrill filled me at the risk. I continued furiously pumping the cucumber in and out of my soaked pussy, chasing orgasm after orgasm until the clock showed 3:30 AM. My curvy body was covered in a light sheen of sweat, my nightie damp between my heavy breasts.
Finally satisfied, I pulled the cucumber out slowly. I measured the wet, sticky length again -- 10 full inches. 10 fucking inches. A proud smile crossed my round face. I could definitely take Trevor's dick.
I considered washing it, but the running water might wake Karthik or the boys. Instead, I simply placed the glistening cucumber back in the fridge.
I crept back upstairs, and checked my phone one last time. Trevor had sent nonstop new videos -- him pounding the brown fleshlight even harder, grunting my name mixed with every slur. I bit my lip, pussy still twitching.
I typed quickly:
: (Just you wait white boy, I'm gonna make that dick bust until it can't no more. You'll be begging for repeats, you'll do anything for my Indian pussy you racist, fascist, colonizer! 🥒💦 🫦)
I hit send, made sure the phone was on silent, and slipped back into bed beside my husband.
Karthik was still sleeping peacefully, unaware. I closed my eyes with a satisfied, wicked smile, my well-fucked pussy still gently pulsing underneath my panties. Tomorrow would bring new possibilities.
I woke up a little before 6 AM, my body still humming from the intense late-night session with the cucumber. My pussy felt tender and satisfied, but the moment I remembered Trevor's messages waiting on my phone, fresh heat pooled between my thick thighs. Karthik was still sleeping peacefully beside me, his skinny chest rising and falling softly. I slipped out of bed quietly, my nightie riding up my wide hips as I padded to the bathroom and locked the door.
I sat on the closed toilet and opened the app. Trevor had gone wild with hunger overnight.
Message after message flooded the screen:
(Give me your number, Pajeeta. I need to call you and hear that curry munching Indian accent. Bet it sounds so fucking slutty when you moan for white cock.)
(Don't make me wait, whore! My dick is hard just thinking about your thick Indian accent.)
(Send your number now or I'll keep texting till your cuck husband wakes up!)
He had also sent several new videos. In one, he had printed out my photos -- the ones of my big breasts and big round ass -- and taped them to his trailer wall. He was stroking his massive white cock furiously, grunting my name mixed with the worst slurs. In the final video he came hard, thick ropes of white cum splattering across my printed face and tits.
My pussy clenched hard at the sight. I quickly relieved myself, then spread my thick thighs wide on the toilet seat. My hand dove between my legs, fingers rubbing my swollen clit and plunging into my still-sensitive hole. I fingered myself furiously, biting my lip to stay quiet as I watched Trevor stroke and cum on my pictures again and again. The degrading words, the raw hunger in his voice, the sheer audacity -- it was driving me insane.
My lust for him was growing stronger by the day. It wasn't just a want anymore. I needed to fuck him. I needed that 9.5-inch or so thick white cock stretching me open, that racist redneck giant manhandling my curvy 5'1" Tamil body while calling me every filthy name. The thought made me cum hard on my fingers, thighs shaking, heavy breasts heaving inside my nightie.
I cleaned up, composed myself, and got ready for the day -- showering quickly, putting on a modest blouse and pants that still hugged my big breasts and wide hips, adding a touch of sindoor and kajal. The perfect Tamil wife, mother, and doctor on the outside. While being a desperate white cock slut on the inside.
When I stepped out of the bathroom, Karthik was already up and heading toward it. He looked at me for a moment. No "Good morning, sweetheart." No loving smile. No gentle kiss on my forehead. Just a tired, hurt silence.
I gave him the silent treatment right back. I walked past him without a word, my alluring ass swaying left and right for him to see, and headed downstairs to make breakfast for the family.
The kitchen soon filled with the comforting smells of idli batter steaming and fresh filter coffee. My mind, however, kept drifting back to Trevor's demanding messages and those cum-covered photos. My pussy still tingled. Breakfast for my boys and husband felt almost surreal while my body burned with secret hunger for the tall, racist white hunk who wanted to ruin me.
It was Friday -- the last workday of the week for both Karthik and me. Tomorrow and Sunday the boys had Tamil school in the morning followed by temple in the evening, which would give me several uninterrupted hours to be bolder with Trevor now that Karthik already knew I had someone. The thought sent a dark thrill through me as I drove to work.
I parked in my usual spot at my clinic. Before heading inside, I checked my phone. Trevor was still blowing it up on the dating app with increasingly demanding messages.
I took a deep breath, my thick thighs pressing together in the driver's seat. It's time.
I typed my real phone number and sent it to him with a short message: (Don't make me regret this, hick.)
Almost instantly, my actual phone started ringing. Unknown number. My heart hammered in my chest. This wasn't just texting anymore. I was about to hear the voice of that hot, racist white giant in real time. My hands shook. I let it ring out.
He called again immediately. I didn't pick up.
Third ring. My pussy was already getting wet from the sheer audacity. I answered on the third ring.
There was a long ten-second silence on the line. I could hear him breathing. Then his deep, low, masculine voice came through, rough and confident.
"Why didn't you pick up, Pajeeta? Don't you know when a white man calls you, you answer immediately?"
Fury and raw arousal exploded inside me at the same time. My face flushed hot, my big brown eyes narrowing as I gripped the phone tighter in the car.
"Excuse me? Who the fuck do you think you are, you low-IQ inbred pig?!!!" I snapped back, voice low but venomous.
"You think just because you have a big white dick you can order me around like I'm your personal whore? Fuck you!"
He laughed, a deep, arrogant laugh that made my dark nipples harden.
"There's that mouth again. Keep talking like that and I'll have to drive down there and stuff it full of superior white cock, you dot-head street-shitter."
"You Indian bitches act all high and mighty with your fake DEI degrees, but deep down you're all desperate for real white American dick!"
My pussy throbbed hard, soaking my panties. I was furious -- this was everything my liberal values stood against -- yet I couldn't stop.
"Oh please, you trailer park redneck," I shot back.
"You probably fuck your sister and your cousin in that rusty truck of yours. Low-IQ fascist hick!"
"Go jerk off to your Trump flags and leave real women alone, you pathetic pink-skinned pig!"
"Real women?" he growled, voice getting rougher.
"You mean fat-assed Indian cows like you?"
"Keep running that curry-munching mouth, Pajeeta."
"I'm gonna enjoy breaking that tight little curry nigger pussy and making you scream "'Yes master!'" while your cuck husband listens from the closet."
"Just like my nigger whore, who talked a good game just like you're doing right now before she eventually succumbed to my cock!"
"All she's screaming now is that white cocks matter!"
We went back and forth like that for several heated minutes. Heavy racial slurs flying from both sides. He called me every derogatory term for Indian women he could think of. I unloaded on him with every insult I could muster for white trash rednecks. The anger felt electric. My big breasts rose and fell rapidly, my thick thighs squeezed together in the car seat, my pussy dripping wet from the toxic, hateful energy.
By the time I finally told him I had to go into work, my voice was breathless and my panties were ruined. The call ended with him promising more videos and me telling him to "go fuck a watermelon, inbred."
I sat there in the parking lot for a moment, breathing hard, my body flushed with lust. I was going to fuck this racist bastard for sure.
I silenced the phone completely, fixed my makeup in the mirror, and headed into the clinic -- the respected Tamil pediatrician once again, while my mind replayed every filthy word he had said.
Friday passed in the familiar rhythm of the clinic. I saw my usual stream of little patients -- checking fevers, listening to chests, giving shots while distracting kids with stickers and silly faces. A sweet five-year-old Indian boy named Rohan clung to his mother until I let him listen to my own heartbeat with the stethoscope.
"See? Even doctors get nervous sometimes. But you're very brave!"
He left smiling. Another little girl drew me a picture of a doctor and I praised her artwork genuinely. It was not as good as my Vallu's but still very good.
During my lunch break, I sat in the small staff lounge, finally pulling out my silenced phone. I was about to check how many missed calls and messages Trevor had sent when one of the nurses, Rachel, sat down across from me with her salad.
"You won't believe what happened to me last weekend," she started, lowering her voice.
I put my phone down. "What happened?"
Rachel leaned in. "I met this guy on tinder. Seemed normal enough -- good profile, decent chat."
"I went to his apartment for a hookup. As soon as I got there, I saw him trying to spike my drink when he thought I wasn't looking."
"Oh my god, Rachel." I gasped.
"I called him out immediately. He tried bluffing, saying I was imagining things, but I grabbed my purse and got the hell out of there as fast as I could."
"I'm never doing random hookups again. From now on, it's at least three dates, and sex only at my place if I feel safe."
"Good call, Men are fucking insane these days, you never know which ones you should look out for."
The story hit too close to home. Trevor was nothing like a "normal" guy. He was a towering, openly racist redneck construction worker who called me every vile slur imaginable and got off on it. If he could talk to me like that, what might he actually do if I went to his trailer?


The realization sank in deeply. If -- no-- when -- I hooked up with Trevor, it could never be at his place. Too dangerous, too isolated. And definitely not at my house -- I would never risk bringing that near my boys or Karthik. It would have to be an upscale hotel. Neutral ground. Public enough to feel safe, private enough for what we both clearly wanted.
And... I would need protection.
As a staunch liberal Democrat who had always been anti-gun, who believed in stricter laws and had argued against firearms in the house, the idea felt deeply uncomfortable. But with a man like Trevor -- a giant racist who openly fetishized degrading Indian women -- the risk was real. He could kidnap me. He could be a serial killer hiding behind that hot, muscular exterior, wanting to cut me up like Jeffrey Dahmer. My curvy Tamil body, my big beautiful eyes, my heavy breasts and thick booty -- all of it could become a trophy for some twisted fantasy.
I excused myself from the conversation politely and stepped into the staff bathroom for a moment. My heart was racing. The thrill of Trevor's filthy voice from the earlier call still lingered, making my pussy wet even now, but Rachel's story had injected cold, necessary fear.
Safety first, I told myself. Hotel. And yes... I would look into buying a gun. Something small I could keep in my purse. I hated the idea, but for this -- for the raw, hateful, massive-cocked experience I now needed -- it was absolutely required.
I finished my shift in a thoughtful haze, the contrast between my wholesome day with children and the dangerous, racist white man waiting in my messages sharper than ever. When I finally checked my phone in the car before picking up the boys, there were dozens of missed calls and new videos from Trevor.
My thighs squeezed together as I started the engine. I was going to fuck him. But I was going to do it smart.
I left the clinic and drove to pick up Arjun and Vallu from school. The wholesome routine helped steady my nerves after the intense conversation with the nurse and the flood of filthy messages from Trevor still waiting on my silenced phone. When the boys climbed into the back seat, their bright faces and excited chatter about Tamil school tomorrow immediately warmed my heart.
Once we arrived, I settled them at the kitchen table. I poured warm badam milk into their steel tumblers and arranged a big plate of animal crackers -- their favorite crunchy snack. The familiar fragrance of cardamom and saffron filled the kitchen as I sat with them for a few minutes.
"Eat slowly, kanna," I said lovingly, ruffling Vallu's hair.
While the boys happily munched on the animal crackers and sipped their badam milk, chatting about school and their excitement for Tamil school and temple this weekend, I pulled out my phone on the other side of the table. I kept one eye on them, smiling and nodding at their stories, while discreetly researching handguns.
My liberal values screamed at me the entire time. But after Rachel's story and the very real danger Trevor represented -- a 6'7" racist redneck giant with unpredictable rage and lust -- I couldn't take chances. If things got messy, I refused to end up as some victim without any way to protect myself.
After careful research on reputable sites, I settled on a compact, reliable handgun -- a small 9mm that would fit easily in my purse, easy to handle for someone my size, with good reviews for self-defense. I ordered it from a licensed online dealer that offered quick shipping and background check processing. I also looked into getting my Concealed Handgun License (CHL). Texas made it relatively straightforward. I filled out the initial application form and scheduled an appointment for the required training class for the following week.
If anything goes wrong with Trevor, I don't need legal troubles on top of it, I thought, my face staying calm for the boys even as my pulse quickened. Better to be prepared than sorry.
"Amma, why are you smiling at your phone?" Arjun asked curiously, licking milk from his lips.
I quickly locked the screen. "Just checking some important doctor things, kanna. Are you both finished? Good. Now go wash your hands and play for a bit before we start Tamil homework."
As the boys scampered off, I leaned back in the chair. The contrast felt surreal -- serving snacks to my innocent Tamil sons while secretly buying a gun to protect myself so I could safely fuck a racist white construction worker who wanted to degrade me in every possible way.
My pussy gave a small, traitorous throb at the thought of Trevor.
I was really doing this.
After the boys finished their snacks, I sent them to play for a while and started preparing dinner. The kitchen soon filled with the comforting aromas of Tamil home cooking -- I made rice, a flavorful sambar with drumstick and vegetables, rasam, and a simple beans poriyal. Even while cooking, my mind kept drifting to Trevor's filthy voice from the call earlier and the gun I had just ordered. The danger, the risk, the raw excitement... it all made my pussy tingle with forbidden heat.
Karthik's car pulled into the driveway around 6:30 PM. The boys immediately ran to the door.
"Appa! Appa's home!" Arjun shouted excitedly, throwing his arms around his father as soon as he stepped inside.
Vallu hugged his legs tightly. "Appa! We had animal crackers today. And Amma is making sambar!"
Karthik hugged them back, but the warmth didn't reach his eyes. His face still carried that same humiliated, depressed look from last night -- shoulders slumped, gentle features drawn tight with defeat and lingering pain. He looked smaller somehow, his skinny 5'10" frame weighed down by rejection and the knowledge that I now had a white man I was talking to.
"Hey, boys... how was your day?" he asked them quietly, ruffling their hair without his usual enthusiasm.
The boys, innocent as always, didn't press too much. "It was good!" Arjun replied.
Vallu added, "Amma told us more about Goddess Meenakshi yesterday. She's so strong!"
Karthik gave a weak smile. "That's good. Go wash your hands. Let's all eat together."
We all sat down as a family at the dining table. I served everyone generous portions, my face calm and motherly as I placed plates in front of my boys and husband. My eyes flicked occasionally to Karthik. The tension between us was thick, even as the boys chattered happily about Tamil school, temple, and their excitement for the weekend.
"Amma, can we get extra sweets at the temple on Sunday?" Vallu asked between bites.
"Of course, kanna," I said warmly, reaching over to wipe a bit of sambar from his cheek.
Arjun looked at his father. "Appa, are you coming to Tamil school with us tomorrow?"
Karthik nodded slowly, forcing another small smile. "Yes, pa. I'll come."
The dinner continued with the boys carrying most of the conversation -- talking about their friends, the drawings they made, and plans for the weekend. I participated fully, laughing at their stories and encouraging them, my thighs pressed together under the table while my mind secretly replayed Trevor's deep, arrogant voice calling me a "curry munching whore."
Karthik ate quietly, barely speaking. The humiliation from Emily's rejection and my firm refusal to close the open marriage still hung over him like a dark cloud. He avoided looking directly at me most of the time. I felt a complicated mix of pity and quiet victory. He had started this. Now he has to live with the consequences.
Once the boys finished, I sent them upstairs to get ready for bed. "Brush your teeth and change. Amma will come and read you a short story."
The boys had gone upstairs to brush their teeth and change into pajamas. Karthik and I remained at the dining table with the half-cleared plates between us. The silence was heavy and uncomfortable. I could see the humiliated, depressed look still etched on his face. After a long moment, I decided to speak.
"I ordered a gun today," I said calmly, my voice steady. "And I'm going for the required training class for my Concealed Handgun License next week."
Karthik's head snapped up. His eyes widened in complete bewilderment.
"A gun? Selvi... you've always been against owning guns. You've argued with me for years about it. Why now? What changed?"
I met his gaze directly, my dark eyes unflinching. "Do you really want to know?"
He swallowed hard, then nodded. "Yes."
I took a slow breath.
"It's for my safety. If the guy I'm talking to turns out to be a crazy psycho when I meet up with him, I want to protect myself."
Karthik's jaw dropped. He stared at me in shock, his skinny face going pale as the full meaning sank in. His wife -- the same woman who had always been a staunch liberal, anti-gun Democrat -- was now buying a firearm so she could safely fuck her white partner. The humiliation in his eyes deepened into something raw and painful.
I sighed softly, seeing the hurt flash across his face. I reached across the table and gently stroked his cheek with my fingers, my face softening for a moment.
"I've already made up my mind about sleeping with him, Karthik. I'm going to do it."
The words clearly stung him like hell. I watched his throat work as he struggled to process everything. He looked away sharply, pain and anger written all over his expression. Without saying a single word, he pushed his chair back, stood up, and walked straight to the bedroom.
I sat there alone at the table for a few minutes, listening to the quiet sounds of the boys getting ready for bed upstairs. Part of me felt sorry for him -- he was still my husband, the father of my beautiful sons. But another, stronger part felt firm in my resolve. He had opened this door with his desperate fantasy about Emily. Now I was walking through it on my own terms.
I cleared the rest of the table, then went upstairs to read the boys a short story and tuck them in with kisses and "I love yous." When I finally entered our bedroom, Karthik was already under the covers, facing away from my side of the bed.
I changed into my nightie and lay down beside him, the tension between us thicker than ever. My mind, however, was already drifting toward Trevor.
I lay in bed beside Karthik, the silence between us thick and suffocating. He remained facing away from me, his skinny back tense under the covers. My body still hummed with unresolved heat from the day -- the call with Trevor, the gun research, the constant ache between my thick thighs. I couldn't resist any longer.
I reached for my phone on the nightstand and unlocked it. Trevor had already called three times since I got home. My pulse quickened. The messages were flooded with fresh dick pics -- his massive, veiny white cock in various angles, hard and leaking, sometimes gripped in his big construction-worker hand. One particularly obscene photo showed it resting against a printed picture of my cleavage.
Then I saw the meme he had sent: a side-by-side of JD Vance and Usha Chilukuri Vance, with the caption:
"You and me soon, little Pajeeta."
A surprised chuckle escaped my lips before I could stop it. The audacity of this racist redneck comparing us to that couple while calling me "little Pajeeta" was ridiculous... and strangely arousing.
Karthik grunted in displeasure from his side of the bed, shifting uncomfortably but still refusing to turn around.
I looked at his back for a moment, then made a bold decision. I sat up, swung my thick thighs over the edge of the bed, and stood. My nightie clung to my breasts and hips as I walked toward the bedroom door.
Karthik immediately noticed. He rolled over, his voice tight. "Selvi... where are you going?"
I paused at the door,my eyes sparkling with defiance. "I'm going out of the house for twenty minutes. I need to talk to my lover."
The words landed like a punch to his gut. Karthik's face crumpled -- eyes wide with shock, pain, and fresh humiliation. He looked like he had been physically struck. His mouth opened but no words came out. He simply stared at me, breathing heavily.
I gave him a small, almost sweet smile -- the same smile I gave our boys when reassuring them. Then I turned, grabbed my keys from the dresser, slipped on sandals, and left the bedroom. I heard him make a small, broken sound behind me, but I didn't turn back.
The thrill of being so open about it with my husband surged through me like electricity. My pussy was wet again as I walked out of the house, my big ass swaying, heavy breasts bouncing slightly under the thin nightie. I got into the car and drove the short distance to our quiet neighborhood park. It was dark and mostly empty at this hour, just a few distant streetlights glowing.
I parked under a tree, turned off the engine, and immediately called Trevor back. My heart pounded as the phone rang. This was getting dangerously real... and I was loving every second of it.
I sat in the dark parking lot of the neighborhood park, the car engine off and windows slightly cracked. My heart was racing. I slipped one hand under my nightie and started fondling my heavy left breast, squeezing the soft, full flesh and pinching my hard nipple as I waited for Trevor to pick up. The thrill of being out here, openly calling my racist lover while my humiliated husband sat at home, made my pussy throb.
After three rings, he answered.
I spoke first, my voice low and teasing. "Hey, White boy... you've been thinking about me?"
Trevor let out a deep, arrogant laugh. "Looks like you're finally breaking, you uppity feminist Pajeeta!"
"Not a chance, you hick," I shot back immediately, my fingers tightening on my breast.
"Just called to know how many times you've nutted thinking about your Indian goddess. Bet you never did this for any basic white woman."
He growled into the phone.
"Oh I've been pumping load after load to your fat brown tits and that fat ass, you curry-munching whore."
" While you were probably getting fucked by your skinny little cuck husband with his tiny curry dick, I was painting your pictures white."
" You think you're better than me, Doctor Pajeeta? Keep dreaming."
I laughed breathlessly.
"Keep telling yourself that, inbred trailer trash. You're the one obsessed with an Indian woman's body."
"How many times did you cum today, pink pig? Be honest."
We went back and forth like that for several minutes -- heavy, nasty racial banter flowing easily. He called me every degrading term he could think of. I fired back with every insult I could muster for white trash rednecks. The anger and raw lust mixed perfectly, making my panties soaked.
Then his tone turned commanding.
"Enough talking. Meet me tomorrow. I'm not waiting anymore. I want that thick Indian pussy."
I smirked, pinching my nipple harder.
"No. I will fuck you when I want to fuck you, not when you demand it, you low-IQ colonizer!"
The conversation shifted when he asked, curious but crude, "You Telugu like that Usha bitch? I've been researching all you inferior street-shitters. Different kinds of monkey species down there in India."
I rolled my eyes but couldn't help smiling at his ignorance. "Close, but no. I'm Tamil, you racist idiot."
He didn't miss a beat.
"I don't give a fuck what kind of Pajeeta you are. You're all the same. You're still gonna be screaming on my big white cock, begging for more while I breed that curry womb."
His words hit me hard. A fresh gush of wetness flooded my panties, creating a little puddle beneath me on the seat. I bit my lip hard to suppress a moan, my heavy breasts heaving as I squeezed them.
We talked a little more before I finally told him I had to get back home. The call ended with him promising more videos and me telling him to "save his loads for a real woman."
I sat there for a moment in the dark car, breathing heavily, my nightie disheveled and my panties soaked. The thrill of being so bold -- telling Karthik I was going to talk to my lover, then actually doing it -- was intoxicating.
I fixed my clothes, wiped the seat as best I could, and drove back home with a wicked, satisfied smile on my face.
Karthik was still awake when I returned, but he said nothing as I slipped back into bed. The power dynamic in our marriage had shifted completely, and I was starting to enjoy it.
The next morning -- Saturday -- the house felt heavy with tension. Karthik was moping around like a ghost, his skinny frame slumped, eyes downcast, barely speaking during breakfast. He avoided looking at me directly and gave short, quiet answers when the boys asked him questions. The humiliation from Emily's rejection and my firm decision to proceed with my white partner was clearly still crushing him.
After we finished eating, I pulled him aside gently while the boys were getting ready for Tamil school.
"Karthik," I said softly but firmly, "why don't you take the boys to Tamil school today?"
" It'll be good for you to get out of the house and take your mind off things. They'd love spending that time with their father."
He looked at me for a long moment, pain flickering in his eyes, but he nodded without argument.
"Okay. I'll take them."
The boys were excited when I told them Appa was driving them. They hugged me goodbye with their usual energy, chattering about the new verses they would learn and seeing their friends at temple later. Once they left, the house fell quiet.
I went to our bedroom and decided to try on the new red bodycon dress I had bought months ago. It was meant to impress Karthik for our 5th anniversary -- a sleek, figure-hugging piece that I had never worn outside the house. I slipped out of my clothes and pulled it on.
Standing in front of the full-length mirror, I turned slowly, admiring my reflection.
The dress clung to every curve like a second skin. It was short enough to show off my thick thighs, and the deep neckline displayed a generous amount of my heavy, full breasts. My waist dipped in nicely before flaring out into wide hips and a big, round ass that looked incredible in the tight fabric. I had no fat rolls, no unwanted bulge -- just thick, feminine curves in all the right places. My round face looked beautiful with my big brown eyes and full lips, my long black hair falling over one shoulder. Even after two pregnancies, my body was still stunning.
I ran my hands over my sides, turning to admire the way the dress accentuated my big ass. A wicked smile crossed my lips.
Trevor's big white cock would leap for joy seeing me in this, I thought, my pussy growing wet at the idea. This dress was made for a man like him -- a tall, muscular, dominant white man who would want to rip it off me.
I couldn't resist.
I set up my phone on the dresser, hit record, and slowly caressed my big breasts through the tight red fabric. I squeezed them together, lifted them, let them bounce slightly, my fingers tracing the deep cleavage while I looked directly at the camera with a sultry, defiant expression.
I stopped the video, typed a quick caption -- "What do you think of this dress, White boy? Imagine peeling it off your Indian goddess..." -- and sent it to Trevor.
My heart raced as I hit send. I stood there in the red bodycon dress, admiring myself again, feeling powerful, desired, and dangerously sexy. Karthik might be moping, but I felt more alive than I had in years.
I wondered how long it would take Trevor to reply... and what filthy things he would say when he saw me like this.
I was still standing in front of the mirror in the tight red bodycon dress, admiring how it hugged my curvy figure, when my phone buzzed almost instantly with Trevor's reply.
(Holy fuck. Get on video call RIGHT NOW, Pajeeta. My big white cock is throbbing so hard it hurts seeing you in that slutty red dress. Don't you dare make me wait!)


A rush of heat flooded my body. My heavy breasts felt tight against the fabric, my nipples hardening visibly. My thick thighs squeezed together as fresh wetness soaked my panties. The arrogant demand in his message made me furious... and incredibly aroused.
No more short teasing videos, I decided. It's time this big racist redneck gets some live action.
I locked the bedroom door, propped my phone against the mirror on the dresser, and hit the video call button. My heart pounded as it rang. Trevor picked up almost immediately.
The screen showed his rugged, handsome face -- long blonde hair tied back, piercing blue eyes, strong jaw, and that cocky smirk. He was shirtless, his massive 285-pound muscular frame filling the frame. I could see the edge of his trailer behind him.
"Fuck..." he growled the second he saw me. His eyes widened with raw hunger as they roamed over my body in the red dress
. "Look at you, you thick little Indian whore. That dress is painted on your fat brown tits and that fat ass. Turn around. Slowly."
I felt a surge of defiant heat. Instead of obeying immediately, I smirked at the camera and ran my hands up my sides, cupping my heavy breasts and squeezing them together, making deep cleavage spill over the neckline.
"You like what you see, you inbred hick?" I purred, my voice low and teasing. "This body is worth more than your entire trailer park. Bet your tiny white trash brain is melting right now."
Trevor's breathing grew heavier. He angled the phone downward, showing his massive white cock already rock-hard and leaking, throbbing visibly in his fist.
"Keep talking shit, Pajeeta," he grunted, stroking himself slowly.
"That uppity curry mouth is gonna feel real good choking on this superior white dick. Now turn the fuck around and show me that big brown ass."
I turned slowly, arching my back so the tight red fabric stretched obscenely over my round, juicy ass. I looked back over my shoulder at the camera, biting my lip.
"Like this, White boy?" I asked, giving my ass a light slap that made it jiggle.
"This is what a real Indian goddess looks like. Not those basic white girls you're used to. You'll never be able to handle all this thickness." I said, my voice dripping with seduction like honey.
Trevor groaned loudly, his hand moving faster on his thick cock.
"God damn... I'm gonna destroy that curry cunt. Bend over more. Spread those thick thighs. Show me where my big white cock is going to ruin you."
The racial banter and his raw hunger made my pussy drip. I bent forward, pulling the hem of the dress higher up my thick thighs, giving him teasing glimpses while continuing to fondle my heavy breasts and talk back to him with every filthy insult I could think of.
For the next several minutes, I gave him the live show he demanded -- posing, touching myself, taunting him -- while he stroked his massive cock and told me in graphic detail exactly how he was going to use my body.
The power I felt while teasing this racist giant, combined with the danger and forbidden thrill, left me soaked and breathless.
The video call was getting hotter. I was bent slightly forward in my tight red bodycon dress, ass pushed out toward the mirror, when Trevor's eyes suddenly narrowed. He leaned closer to his screen, staring past me.
"Wait... what the fuck is that on your wall?" His voice dropped into a dark, amused growl. "Is that a family photo? You, that skinny curry cuck, and your two little brown kids?"
My stomach flipped. In the heat of the moment I hadn't realized the family portrait -- the one from last Diwali, all four of us smiling in traditional clothes in front of the temple -- was clearly visible behind me on the bedroom wall.
Before I could say anything, Trevor's face twisted into a cruel, satisfied smirk. He stroked his massive white cock faster, eyes gleaming with nasty excitement.
"Oh this is fucking perfect," he laughed lowly.
"Not only am I gonna colonize that tight Indian pussy and breed you full of superior white babies... I'm gonna make you divorce that pathetic little curry husband of yours."
" I'm moving into your nice suburban house like the British coming back to rule you inferior monkeys."
"Your little curry boys? They'll call me Master while I fuck their mother in the same bed you made them in."
A violent mix of rage and raw, shameful arousal slammed into me. My pussy clenched hard, flooding my panties as I stared at the screen.
"You sick, racist piece of shit!" I started, voice shaking with fury.
But Trevor just grinned wider, pumping his thick cock.
"Keep talking back, Pajeeta. That liberal curry mouth is gonna sound real pretty screaming 'Yes Master' while I ruin your tight little pussy."
"Your sons will grow up knowing a real man -- a white man owns their mother. I'll have you walking around the house in nothing but that red dress with my cum dripping down your thick thighs."
My heavy breasts heaved inside the dress. My nipples were painfully hard. I hated how much his disgusting words turned me on. The sheer taboo filth of it -- this low-life redneck talking about destroying my family while I stood in the same bedroom where my sons were conceived -- made my clit throb violently.
I turned fully toward the camera again, one hand squeezing my breast hard while the other slid down between my thighs, pressing the tight fabric against my soaked pussy.
"You're a disgusting, inbred racist pig," I breathed, voice husky with lust and anger. "You'll never touch my family."
Trevor laughed again, deep and mocking.
"We'll see about that, whore. Now pull that dress up and show me that married Indian cunt. I want to see how wet you got thinking about me taking everything from your cuck husband."
My fingers trembled as I slowly lifted the hem of the red bodycon dress, exposing my soaked panties to the camera. The thrill of being this filthy while Karthik and the boys were out was overwhelming.
I was losing control... I couldn't stop...I didn't want to stop...I won't stop.
Trevor's eyes dropped to the soaked crotch of my panties as I held the red bodycon dress up. A dark, mocking laugh rumbled from his chest -- low, victorious, and full of cruel amusement.
"God damn, look at that," he chuckled. "Your married Indian pussy is fucking dripping. That little curry cunt is weeping for white cock while your family photo smiles behind you. Pathetic."
Humiliation burned across my round face, my big beautiful dark eyes stinging with shame even as my body betrayed me completely. My thick thighs trembled, my heavy breasts heaved inside the tight dress, and my soaked pussy clenched visibly against the ruined fabric. I was mortified... and more aroused than I had ever been in my life.
Trevor kept stroking his massive white cock, slow and deliberate, as he continued.
"You're not the first, Pajeeta. I've destroyed plenty of marriages before."
"Black wives, Mexican wives, Asian wives -- all left their pathetic husbands once they got a taste of this big white dick."
"Made them divorce those losers and come crawling back to me every time they needed a real man. They still hit me up to this day begging for sex."
"You're gonna be next on that list, Doctor Selvi. Just a matter of time."
His words should have disgusted me. They did disgust me. But they also lit a fierce fire in my chest.
No. Absolutely not.
I was not going to chicken out now. I was going to prove this racist redneck wrong. I would fuck him -- hard, raw, and on my own terms -- but I would come out the other side exactly the same: a loving Tamil wife and devoted mother. I would not divorce Karthik. My sons would never know this disgusting man existed. My family would stay intact.
If I backed out now, he would just gloat that I was scared his dick would destroy my marriage and family. I refused to give him that satisfaction.
I stared straight into the camera, my voice defiant as I rubbed my soaked panties.
"You wish, you inbred white trash colonizer," I spat back, fingers pressing harder against my dripping folds.
"You can dream about breaking my family all you want. But I'm going to fuck you, drain that big white cock dry, and still go home to my husband and sons like nothing happened."
"I'm not like those other women.You're not going to break me."
Trevor's dark laugh filled the phone again, his hand pumping faster.
"We'll see about that, little Pajeeta. We'll fucking see."
I kept the video call going for a few more intense minutes, teasing him mercilessly while touching myself, letting the hateful, degrading banter push me closer to the edge. The mix of fury, shame, and overwhelming lust was intoxicating.
I was really going to do this.
And I was going to win.
I smiled seductively at the camera, my big beautiful brown eyes half-lidded with defiance and lust. The fire in my chest only burned hotter. You think you can break me? Watch this, you racist bastard.
Without a word, I reached behind me and slowly unzipped the red bodycon dress. I peeled it off my curvy body like a second skin, letting it pool at my feet. I stood completely nude in front of the mirror -- 5'1" of thick, fertile Tamil beauty. My heavy D-cup breasts hung full and soft with dark, stiff nipples. My waist curved in before flaring out into wide hips and a big, round, juicy ass. My thick thighs rubbed together, glistening slightly from how wet I was. My face looked flushed and my long, black, wavy hair cascading over my shoulders.
I turned sideways, then gave him exactly what he wanted.
I bent forward slightly and shook my ass for him -- slow, deliberate, hypnotic waves that made my big brown cheeks jiggle and clap softly. I looked back over my shoulder at the camera with a wicked, challenging smile.
Trevor's eyes widened with raw hunger. His breathing turned into heavy grunts.
"Fuuuuck... that's it. Look at that fat Indian ass. God damn, you're built for breeding, Pajeeta."
He was visibly more turned on, his massive hand stroking his thick white cock faster. Then he moved the phone closer, bringing his enormous dick right up to the camera.
The massive, flushed purple head filled my screen -- thick, veiny, and leaking precum. It looked even bigger up close. The sheer size made my pussy clench hard.
"Kiss it," Trevor ordered, his deep voice rough with lust. "Kiss the head of the big white cock that's gonna ruin your life, curry whore."
I leaned in closer to my phone, as I brought my full lips right up to the screen. I pressed a slow, wet kiss directly onto the image of his massive cockhead, my tongue flicking out teasingly as if I were really tasting him.
"Mmm..." I moaned softly, pulling back just enough to speak. "You wish I was on my knees for real, don't you, hick? This is all you're getting for now."
Trevor groaned loudly, his cock twitching violently on camera. "You're such a filthy little tease. I'm gonna make you choke on every inch of this when I finally get my hands on you."
I stayed nude for him, continuing to tease my body -- squeezing my breasts, shaking my ass, rubbing my soaked pussy while we traded more degrading insults. The mix of hatred and overwhelming desire was pushing me dangerously close to the edge.
Deep down, my resolve remained steel-hard.
I will fuck you. I will drain you. And I will walk away still the same loving wife and mother.
This racist redneck had no idea who he was dealing with.
I stared straight into the camera, my round face flushed with a mix of fury and lust. Without warning, I raised my hand and flipped him off with a defiant middle finger, my eyes blazing with hunger and anger.
"Jerk that big white cock to me, you inbred pig!" I snapped.
Before he could respond with another degrading comment, I ended the video call abruptly.
My phone immediately started ringing again -- Trevor calling back. I let it ring. Once. Twice. Three times. I didn't pick up. I wasn't going to give that racist inbred trash any more of my time or my body today. He could suffer with blue balls and his hand for now.
I saved his number under "Trevor 🍆❤️" -- a twisted little joke that made my pussy throb even as I rolled my eyes at myself. I silenced the phone completely and tossed it onto the bed.
I stood there naked for a moment longer, breathing heavily, staring at our happy family photo on the wall. My reflection in the mirror looked powerful -- thick in all the right places, big heavy breasts, big round ass, soft but strong. This body was mine. My family was mine.
Trevor could fantasize about colonizing me, breeding me, destroying my marriage all he wanted. I was going to fuck him on my terms, drain every drop from that massive white cock, and still walk back into this house as the same loving Tamil wife and mother I had always been.
I wasn't going to let him win.
I quickly slipped back into comfortable clothes, cleaned up the slight mess I had made, and went downstairs to prepare a light lunch for when Karthik and the boys returned from Tamil school. My heart was still racing, my panties soaked, but my resolve had never been stronger.
I finished preparing lunch -- a simple but hearty meal of rice, leftover sambar warmed up, curd, and some fresh cucumber salad. I left it covered on the stove to stay warm for when Karthik and the boys returned from Tamil school. The house was peacefully quiet, sunlight filtering through the windows, carrying the faint scent of spices and home.
I walked to the bedroom once more. My eyes were immediately drawn to the large family photo hanging on the wall -- the four of us smiling brightly during last year's Deepavali celebration. Karthik's gentle face, my round smiling face with my big brown eyes, and our two beautiful boys in their traditional clothes. It was perfect. Pure. Ours.
I stood there in front of it for a long time, my body still humming from the video call with Trevor. I gently touched the frame.
You will never destroy this, I thought fiercely. No matter how hard you fuck me. No matter how many powerful orgasms you give me. No matter how much my body craves that massive white cock. I am still their Amma. I am still his wife. This family's foundation. And I will continue to be all those things after I go to town on your racist big white cock, not just once but many times after that.
I was a woman first before I became a wife, before I became a mother -- I was a woman. A sensual, curvy, passionate woman with needs and fire in her blood. Lately, I had been only a dutiful wife, a loving mother, and a professional Pediatrician. Temple visits, school runs, clinic shifts, cooking, helping with homework. The woman part of me had been slumbering for so long.
But Karthik's desperate open marriage proposal -- and Trevor's raw, racist, conquering hunger -- had awoken her again. The holy trinity of femininity: Woman. Wife. Mother. All three could exist. I didn't have to sacrifice one for the others.
I closed my eyes and silently thanked my husband.
Thank you, Karthik. As angry as I was with you... you brought this out in me. You gave me permission to feel this alive again. Even if you regret it now.
When he comes back home with the boys, I decided, I would not keep giving him the cold shoulder. Even if he was still withdrawn and hurt, I would be warmer. Kinder. Because no matter how much I needed to fuck Trevor, no matter how thrilling and filthy it was going to be, Karthik had unintentionally handed me this key to my own womanhood, that I kept locked away.
I took a deep breath, feeling strangely at peace with my decision. I changed back into comfortable clothes, touched up my sindoor, and went downstairs to wait for my family.
My boys would always come first. My marriage would survive this, and if it didn't I will still be close to my boys no matter what. And Trevor... Trevor was going to get the ride of his racist life.
But I would still be Selvi -- the proud Tamil doctor, the loving mother, and hopefully the devoted wife -- when it was all over.
I sat down and watched a devotional Tamil movie about the Great Goddess, and my heart felt even lighter than before. By the time the movie finished I felt certainty that my life is taking a turn for greater joy and happiness. The goddess is watching over me, I will not fall, I cannot fall.
I smiled to myself as I heard the car pull into the driveway.
Karthik and the boys returned home a little later than usual, carrying bags from our favorite Indian restaurant. The rich aroma of chicken biryani and sweet payasam filled the house as they walked in.
I smiled lovingly at Karthik, my round face warm and genuine. " You know I made lunch, but I guess we could all eat a little heavy today. You got our favorites. Thank you."
He gave a small nod, still looking subdued, but the boys' excitement helped ease the tension. We all sat down together at the dining table for lunch.
I served everyone generous portions while asking the boys, "So, my two geniuses, what did you learn today at Tamil school?"
Arjun spoke first, mouth full of biryani. "We learned new Thirukkural verses about honesty and hard work, Amma. And we practiced speaking only in Tamil for one full hour!"
Vallu nodded enthusiastically. "I drew another picture of Goddess Meenakshi. The teacher said it was very good!"
I listened with genuine delight, praising them and asking follow-up questions. Karthik ate quietly, occasionally smiling at the boys' stories but avoiding my eyes. The meal felt almost normal -- a loving Tamil family enjoying weekend lunch -- even if the undercurrent of tension between Karthik and me remained.
After we finished eating, the boys asked to play video games. I nodded. "Okay, but only for one hour. Then temple preparation."
Once they were settled happily in the living room, I turned to Karthik. I took his hand gently.
"Come with me," I said softly. "Let's have some husband-wife time."
He hesitated but followed me to the bedroom. As soon as the door closed, I pulled him into a warm, loving hug. My heavy breasts pressed softly against his chest. He reluctantly reciprocated, his skinny arms wrapping around my waist.
I pulled back, got on the bed, and patted the spot beside me. "Lie down with me."
He did, but he still avoided looking directly at me, staring at the ceiling instead. I turned on my side to face him.
"How are you feeling?" I asked gently.
"I... I don't know," he admitted, his voice quiet and strained.
I reached out and stroked his cheek lovingly.
"Everything will be alright, Karthik. Thank you for asking me for an open marriage."
He turned his head sharply, confused and puzzled, searching my eyes. "What?"
I continued brushing my palm against his cheek.
"It opened a part of me that I had been suppressing for so long. That slumbering woman inside me... she has come roaring back like a fierce tigress. Thanks to you."
Karthik looked stunned. "Selvi... I'm sorry. I never should have suggested this. It was a stupid mistake."
I smiled softly and forgave him.
"I was hurt, confused, and most of all afraid when you first brought it up. Afraid of what it would do to our love, our marriage, our family."
"But after thinking deeply... I feel this open marriage could actually become a catalyst to make our bond as husband and wife even deeper."
He frowned, still confused. "How? How is this white man sleeping with you supposed to bring us closer?"
I sighed, sat up, and slowly undressed in front of him. I peeled off my top and pants, then my bra and panties, revealing my bountiful curvy body in all its glory. My D cup breasts hung full and soft, nipples already stiff. My thick thighs, wide hips, and big round ass were on full display. I lay back down beside him, completely nude.



Karthik's small 4-inch dick immediately strained hard against his pants, visibly tenting.
I reached down and caressed his little cock gently through the fabric. I decided to be even more bold, and daring.
"Your small dick never made me orgasm the way I needed. It never felt truly fulfilling."
"This open marriage has shown me what a big white cock looks like -- twice as thick as your little shrimp and more than twice as long."
He flinched, hurt and shocked. I quickly caressed his face again, pulling him into a deep, passionate kiss. We kissed for a full minute, tongues meeting tenderly. When we broke apart, I looked at him with pure unadulterated love.
"I love you, Karthik. Not because of your cock, your height, or your looks. There are men out there who are better looking, taller, with better physiques and much bigger cocks."
"I love you because you are kind, loving, and supportive of me -- especially of my success. You never felt jealous when I started making more money."
"You don't control me or my spending. You are an amazing father and a hard-working man who does long shifts for this family."
"Those are the things I love you for. Nothing will ever change that."
His face softened, but he still looked apprehensive.
I kissed his cheek tenderly.
"If this is too much for you, I won't see my white partner for sex. But I want you to think about it seriously for two weeks before we decide to go through with it... or completely close the open marriage."
Karthik looked stunned. "You... you really mean that?"
"Yes," I said sincerely, stroking his hair.
"You matter more to me than any excitement or orgasms. If this hurts you too much, I won't go through with it. I was only so adamant about keeping it open because I was hurt and angry with you at first."
He lay there silently, processing everything, his small erection still straining against his pants as he stared at my naked body.
I waited patiently beside him, my heart full of complicated love, resolve, and lingering hunger for what was to come.
I reached out and took his hand, interlacing our fingers. My voice was soft, loving, but steady.
"Karthik... you're strong," I whispered.
"Stronger than you realize right now. You're strong enough to let me have sex with my white lover. I truly believe in you."
He blinked, staring at me like I had spoken in another language.
"I believe in you. You're a good husband. A wonderful father."
"You support my career even when I earn more. You love our boys with all your heart. You can handle this. It won't break us. It can make us stronger... if you let it."
Karthik swallowed hard. His voice cracked when he finally spoke. "Selvi... I don't know if I'm that strong."
"You are," I said firmly, leaning in to kiss his forehead, then his lips again -- slow and full of affection.
"I see your strength every day. In the way you work hard for this family. In the way you love me even now, after everything. I trust you to be strong enough for this."
"And I promise you -- no matter how good the sex is with him, no matter how many times he makes me cum... I will always come back to you."
"To our bed. To our family. Because you are my husband. My partner. The man I chose."
Karthik lay there silently, breathing unevenly, his small cock still hard against my thigh as he processed my words. I could see the emotional storm inside him -- jealousy, hurt, arousal, love, and fear all fighting for dominance.
I truly believed he could handle it.
And deep down, I knew I needed this experience with Trevor too much to turn back now.
The rest of Saturday passed in a strange but somewhat softer atmosphere. Karthik was still quiet and processing everything I had told him, but he didn't pull away when I stayed close. On Sunday morning, we got ready as a family for the temple.
I decided to wear something bold.
I chose a beautiful, deep emerald green sari that I had bought but never dared to wear to the temple before. The blouse was short-sleeved, barely covering my shoulders, with a deep neckline that showed generous cleavage. The sari itself was draped low on my hips, leaving my soft waist and navel completely exposed. The thin, silky fabric clung to every curve -- hugging my big heavy breasts, accentuating my wide hips, and draping teasingly over my big, round butt and thick thighs. A touch of gold jewelry, Jasmine flowers in my hair, and my usual sindoor completed the look.
When I stepped out of the bedroom, Karthik's eyes went wide. His gaze traveled slowly over my body -- lingering on my exposed navel, the deep cleavage, and the way the sari swayed with my hips. For the first time in days, I saw real hunger and attraction in his eyes, mixed with surprise.
"Selvi..." he murmured, voice slightly hoarse. "You look... incredible."
I smiled at him warmly and gave him a small twirl. "Thank you."
The boys were too excited about the temple to notice much, but Karthik couldn't stop stealing glances at me the entire drive.
At Sri Meenakshi Devasthanam in Pearland, the atmosphere was vibrant as always -- the smell of camphor and incense, the sound of nadaswaram, families gathered for the weekend rituals. But today felt different.
As we walked through the temple halls, I felt dozens of eyes on me. Men -- Tamil, other Indian, and even some white visitors -- couldn't take their eyes off my curvy figure. Their gazes lingered on my exposed waist, my heavy breasts straining against the blouse, the sway of my big ass under the green sari, and my thick thighs straining against the sari with each step. Some tried to be discreet, others stared more openly. A few younger men whispered to each other. Even some of the older uncles did double-takes.
I felt powerful. Desired. Womanly.
Karthik walked beside me, one hand occasionally brushing my exposed lower back. I could feel his mix of pride, jealousy, and arousal. The contrast was delicious -- my loving husband beside me while other men eye-fucked my body from head to toe in this holy space.
We performed the rituals together as a family -- offering prayers to Goddess Meenakshi, receiving prasadam (religious offering), and watching the boys excitedly participate. I prayed sincerely for strength, for my family's happiness, and for the courage to walk the path I had chosen.
Throughout the visit, I carried myself with quiet confidence, my big brown eyes calm while my body drew attention like a magnet. The sexy green sari felt like armor and temptation at the same time.
On the drive home, Karthik was unusually quiet again, but I caught him adjusting himself in the driver's seat more than once. The boys chattered happily in the back.
I smiled to myself.
This new version of me -- the woman who had awakened -- felt truly alive.
We returned home from the temple in the late afternoon. The boys were tired but happy, chattering about the prasadam and the beautiful alangaram of Goddess Meenakshi. As soon as we stepped inside, I told them gently, "Go wash up and change into your comfortable clothes. You can play in your rooms for a while."
Arjun and Vallu nodded obediently and headed upstairs.
The moment their bedroom doors closed, Karthik couldn't wait any longer.
He came up behind me while I was still in my sexy emerald green sari. His skinny arms wrapped around my waist, pulling me back against his body. His hands immediately caressed my soft, exposed belly, fingers tracing slow circles over my navel and the smooth skin that had been on display all day at the temple.
"Selvi..." he whispered hoarsely, lips pressing hot kisses along the side of my neck. He kissed me passionately, sucking gently, his breath warm against my skin.
"You looked like Goddess Meenakshi herself today. I couldn't take my eyes off you. Every man in the temple was staring at you... and I'm privileged to be your husband."
I melted back into him, my big round ass pressing against his growing erection through the thin sari. His hands roamed lovingly over my womanly curves -- squeezing my soft belly, sliding up toward the underside of my heavy breasts.
"I'm so blessed," he murmured between kisses.
"I have a goddess who loves me, who gave me two beautiful sons. I'm so sorry, ma. I was stupid... so stupid for ever mentioning wanting to fuck Emily. When I already have everything I could ever want right here at home."
His words moved me deeply. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. I turned in his arms, facing him, and cupped his face with both hands.
"Karthik..." I whispered, my voice riddled with longing.
He continued, eyes sincere and a little misty.
"Today at the temple... I saw how the white visitors looked at you. They were eye-fucking you so openly. And instead of just feeling jealous... I also felt proud. Proud that I get to wake up next to you every morning. Proud that you're my wife."
I pulled him into a deep, loving kiss. Our tongues met tenderly as I pressed my curvy body against his. When we finally broke apart, I rested my forehead against his.
"Thank you for saying that," I whispered. "It means everything to me."
We stood there in the living room for a long moment, wrapped in each other -- my sexy green sari still draped beautifully over my thick, fertile figure, his hands gently exploring the exposed skin of my waist and back. The tension that had been building between us for days seemed to ease, at least for now.
Even with Trevor's massive white cock and filthy promises waiting in my phone, this moment reminded me why I was fighting so hard to keep my family intact.
Karthik was still my husband.
And I still loved him.
The passion between us only grew after that embrace. Karthik took my hand and led me upstairs to our bedroom, locking the door behind us. The boys were still happily playing in their rooms with the door slightly open, their laughter drifting down the hallway.
As soon as the lock clicked, Karthik pulled me close again. His hands roamed hungrily over my body, sliding across my exposed waist and up to my heavy breasts still wrapped in the green sari. We kissed deeply, desperately. I helped him unwrap the sari, letting the beautiful emerald fabric fall to the floor until I stood naked before him.
He worshipped my body with his hands and mouth -- kissing my neck, sucking on my dark nipples, squeezing my big round ass as I moaned softly. I undressed him quickly, his small 4-inch erection springing free, hard and eager.
We moved to the bed. I lay back, spreading my thick thighs for him. Karthik climbed between them and pushed inside me. I was already wet from the day's tension and the video call with Trevor. He groaned loudly as he entered, burying his face between my heavy breasts.
He didn't last long.
After only a minute or two of eager thrusting, Karthik shuddered and came inside me with a quiet gasp, his body tensing then relaxing.
"I'm sorry, ma..." he whispered, embarrassed, still buried inside me. "I couldn't hold back. You looked so beautiful in that sari today."
I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him closer, kissing his forehead tenderly.
"Don't apologize, Karthik," I said softly, stroking his hair.
"I actually find it a compliment that you can't last long inside me. It means I still turn you on that much."
"And even if you could last longer... your little 4-inch shrimp has never given me one real orgasm in all our marriage."
"But I still love you. So much. Your touch, your love, the way you hold me -- that's more than enough for me."
Karthik chuckled against my breasts, a mix of self-deprecation and affection. He lifted his head to look at me.
"Your white boyfriend is going to blow me completely out of the water when it comes to fucking you," he said, voice quiet but surprisingly accepting.
I giggled and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss, our tongues dancing lovingly. In my heart, I rejoiced. My husband was softening. He was beginning to embrace this new chapter of my sexual liberation instead of fighting it with hurt and jealousy. It gave me hope that we could actually make this work -- that I could explore this wild, filthy side with Trevor and still come home to the man I loved.
We stayed like that for a while, naked and cuddling, exchanging soft kisses and gentle caresses. For the first time in days, the tension between us felt lighter.
I still craved Trevor's massive white cock with an intensity that scared me.
But right now, in this moment, I was exactly where I needed to be -- in my husband's arms, loved and loving.
We were still lying naked in each other's arms, my curvy body pressed warmly against Karthik's, when my phone started ringing on the nightstand. The screen lit up with the contact name: Trevor 🍆❤️
Karthik noticed it immediately. His eyes widened slightly as he read the name and the very obvious emojis. He turned to me, voice quiet but steady.
"Are you... going to talk to your boyfriend?"
I smiled softly and shook my head, reaching over to silence the call without even looking at it.
"No," I said tenderly, cupping his face.
"Right now I want to spend my time loving my husband. That big-dicked white boy can wait."
Karthik's expression softened with a mix of relief and arousal. He leaned in and kissed me deeply, his hand sliding down to caress my thick thigh. When we parted, he looked into my eyes with vulnerable honesty.
"How big is his dick?" he asked.
I searched his face. "Do you really want to know?"
He nodded. "Yes. My ego has been completely crushed these past few days... but now I just want to love you completely."
"At first I felt embarrassed and jealous that I had no one while you already had a guy lined up. But now... I find it extremely hot."
His words touched me deeply. I hugged him tightly, my big tits pressing against his chest as I kissed his forehead.
"You are the best husband I could have ever asked for, Karthik."
I reached for my phone, rejected Trevor's call, and temporarily blocked his number. Then I went into my hidden gallery, found the saved picture of Trevor's massive cock, and turned the screen toward Karthik without hesitation.
Karthik's jaw dropped. His eyes widened in pure shock as he stared at the photo of Trevor's enormous, veiny 9.5-inch white cock.
"Fuck... Selvi," he breathed. "It's double my size in length and girth..."
I smiled gently and corrected him. "More than double."
He kept staring at the picture for a long moment, breathing heavier. Then he looked up at me -- at my naked curvy body, my beautiful round face, my big dark eyes -- with a complex mix of love, pride, awe, and arousal.
"My wife..." he whispered, voice thick with emotion, "is going to have the best sex of her life in the coming weeks!"
I pulled him into another deep, passionate kiss, my heart swelling. At that moment, I felt closer to him than I had in a very long time. The open marriage that had started with anger and pain was slowly transforming into something new -- something raw, honest, and strangely strengthening. My husband has accepted my need for a big white cock, no easy feat for an Indian husband. I was happy beyond measure to have such a husband.
I still craved Trevor with an intensity that made my pussy wet just thinking about him.
But right now, I was exactly where I belonged -- in my husband's arms, loved, accepted, and desired.
We lay tangled together in the afterglow, my naked curvy body pressed warmly against his skinny frame. Karthik's hand gently stroked my thick thigh as he stared at the ceiling, a strange mix of emotions playing across his face. After a long silence, he spoke softly.
"I'm happy for you, Selvi... I really am," he said quietly. "But... can I ask you something?"
"Of course, sweetheart."
He swallowed hard, looking vulnerable.
"Do you... do you lose respect for me because I think it's hot that you're going to sleep with your big-dicked white stud? Does it make you view me as less of a man?"
The question hung in the air between us. I could see the deep insecurity in his eyes -- the fear that admitting his arousal at my upcoming infidelity somehow diminished him in my eyes.
I cupped his face with both hands and looked straight into his eyes with nothing but love.
"No, Karthik," I said tenderly.
"I didn't lose respect for you. Not even a little bit. And I don't view you as less of a man."
I kissed him softly on the lips before continuing.
"Being a man isn't just about who has the bigger cock or who can fuck harder."
"You are still the man I chose."
"The man who works hard for our family. The man who supports my dreams even when I earn more than him. The man who is an incredible father to our boys."
"The man who loves me enough to be honest about his fantasies, even when it's painful."
I stroked his cheek gently.
"Yes, I'm going to sleep with a well-hung white man. And yes... part of you finds that hot."
"That doesn't make you weak. It makes you secure enough in our love to explore this with me. It takes real strength to admit something like that."
"So no -- I don't respect you any less. If anything, I respect you more for being brave enough to face these complicated feelings instead of shutting them down."
Karthik's eyes softened. He let out a shaky breath and pulled me closer, burying his face in my neck.
"I love you, Selvi," he whispered against my skin.
"I love you too," I replied, kissing the top of his head.
"And nothing is going to change that. Not Trevor. Not anyone."
We stayed like that for a long time -- naked, honest, and closer than we had been in weeks. The road ahead was still complicated, but in that moment, our marriage felt stronger for the honesty we were finally sharing.
The intimacy with Karthik had left me supercharged -- my body buzzing with confidence and fresh desire. I kissed him once more, then stood up with a wicked gleam in my eyes.
"I'm putting this sexy green sari back on," I told him. "And I'm going to video call Trevor while wearing it. I want to tease him... show him exactly what a real Tamil Goddess looks like."
Karthik's eyes darkened with arousal. His small cock twitched visibly.
"Fuck... that's incredibly hot," he breathed. "You in that sari, fresh from my cum, teasing your white boyfriend... God, Selvi."
He kissed my cheek, then quickly dressed. "I'll take the boys out to play cricket in the backyard. Take your time."
Once I heard them go outside, I carefully re-draped the emerald green sari. The fabric clung obscenely to my curves -- deep cleavage spilling from the tight blouse, my soft waist and navel fully exposed, the material hugging my wide hips and big round ass. I looked like pure temptation.
I locked the bedroom door, set up my phone, and called Trevor on video.
He answered instantly. His rugged face filled the screen, long blonde hair messy, blue eyes already hungry.
"Goddamn, Pajeeta," he growled the second he saw me.
"You put that slutty little green sari back on? Look at those fat brown tits trying to burst out. Turn around slowly. Show me that fat Indian ass right now."
I smiled seductively at the camera and turned, arching my back so the sari stretched tight over my big round ass.
"You like what you see, White boy?" I purred, glancing over my shoulder.
"This is what a proper Tamil wife looks like. My husband just fucked me while I was wearing this... and now I'm showing it off to you."
Trevor let out a low, dangerous laugh, already palming the massive bulge in his pants.
"You filthy fucking whore."
" Your skinny curry cuck just pumped his pathetic little load into you and now you're parading that married pussy for superior white cock? Shake that fat brown ass for me. Harder."
I obeyed, rolling my hips and making my ass cheeks jiggle under the thin green silk.


"Mmm... you wish you could slap it, don't you, inbred hick?" I taunted.
"This ass is worth more than everything in your dirty trailer."
"Keep running that uppity mouth, dot-head," he snarled, pulling his massive white cock out on camera and stroking it."
"I'm gonna wreck that tight curry cunt so bad you'll be limping back to your cuck husband."
"You gonna wear this same sari when I finally breed you? Let him see the cum stains from a real man?"
I turned back to face the camera, squeezing my heavy breasts together until they nearly spilled out of the blouse.
"You're so fucking disgusting," I moaned, my voice dripping with lust and contempt.
"A low-IQ pink pig like you doesn't deserve this body. But I'm still going to let you ruin me... just once, maybe more if you do a good job...."
Trevor grinned viciously, pumping his thick cock faster.
"That's my good little curry slut. Keep talking like that and I'll have you screaming 'White cock owns me'"
"Fuck you, you racist redneck fascist. I'm not addicted to anything except making low-IQ pink pigs like you beg."
"This married Indian l pussy is going to milk every drop from that fat white dick and then I'll go kiss my husband with the same lips that's going to wrap around your cock. You'll never own me, hick."
"Oh I'm gonna own every inch of you, dot-head."
"Gonna breed that brown womb full of white babies."
"You'll be calling me 'Master' and cooking me dinner in nothing but that sari with my cum running down your thick thighs."
"Admit it -- your curry pussy is dripping for this racist white cock right now."
I turned back to face the camera, one hand sliding down to rub my soaked pussy through the sari as I bit my lip.
"My pussy is dripping because I love hating you, you disgusting pig."
"You're nothing but a low-life construction worker with a big dick and a tiny brain."
"I'm going to ride you until you're the one screaming for more of this Indian goddess cunt."
Then I'll go home and hug my loving husband and my little ones."
He was stroking faster and his breathing was ragged, "That's my filthy Pajeeta. Keep talking shit while you show me that married hole."
"Gonna make you crave white cock more than your own culture. You're already ruined for your husband and you know it."
"Keep dreaming, you pathetic pink pig. I'll fuck you, drain those heavy white balls dry, and still be the same proud Indian wife and mother. "
"You'll be the one addicted, begging for my curry cunt like the desperate desperate white dog that you are."
The words flew back and forth between us filled with pure venom, pure hatred, pure burning lust for each other. Every insult made my nipples harder and my pussy wetter. I hated how much I loved this. The way he degraded me, the way I degraded him... it was turning me on more than anything ever had.
I was completely lost in the toxic, filthy energy of the call, my beautiful curvy body on full display for this racist redneck while my loving husband and children played cricket just outside.
Then I heard the back door open.Karthik and the boys had come inside after playing cricket for about thirty minutes. Shakti, have I engaged with this white trash for that long? I could hear their voices and laughter, but I couldn't stop. The thrill of continuing while my family was home only made me wetter.
"That's it, you fat-assed curry slut. Keep shaking those big brown tits for me. I'm gonna cover that pretty Tamil face in so much white cum you'll look like a glazed donut."
I moaned softly while squeezing my breasts, "Mmm... keep dreaming, you racist inbred pig."
"This goddess' body is too good for your pathetic white trash load. You'll be lucky if I even let you cum on my feet."
The filthy banter continued as I heard footsteps nearing the bedroom.Karthik must be taking the boys near the kitchen to cool them off with some Maaza mango juice. I kept teasing Trevor, rubbing my soaked pussy through the sari, when I heard Arjun's innocent voice from just outside the bedroom door.
"Appa... what does 'dot head' mean, I heard a strange voice from your bedroom? And 'Pajeeta'? Amma just said 'hick' too..."
Karthik laughed awkwardly, trying to sound casual.
"Oh, your mother is just joking around with one of her friends on the phone, kanna."
"It's silly grown-up talk. Nothing important."
"Why don't you both go to your rooms and play for a little while? You can have your mango juice after some time."
I heard the boys' doors close. Karthik was clearly protecting them from the sexual and racial filth coming out of our bedroom. A pang of guilt hit me, but it was quickly drowned out by another degrading comment from Trevor.
A minute later, I sensed Karthik standing right outside the bedroom door, waiting silently. I could almost feel his hurt through the wood -- every racist slur Trevor threw at me was stinging him deeply.
I decided it was time to wrap up.
"Alright, you disgusting pink pig... I have to go. My family is home."
"Not yet, whore. Give my big white cock one more big kiss before you run back to your cuck."
I leaned close to the camera, puckered my full lips, and planted a long, wet kiss directly onto the image of his massive cockhead, making sure to moan softly so he could hear it.
"Mwah... there. Happy now, hick?"
Trevor groaned in satisfaction. I quickly ended the call, blocked him temporarily again, and smoothed down my sari.
"Come in, sweetheart," I called out warmly.
Karthik opened the door and stepped inside. His expression was a complicated mix of arousal, hurt, and lingering love. He closed the door behind him quietly.
I walked over to him and wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body against his.
I could see the pain in his eyes as he looked at me
He stood there for a moment before speaking, his voice low and strained.
"How can you let him talk to you like that?" he asked.
"Calling you dot-head, curry slut, Pajeeta... all those disgusting names."
"Why did you choose him when you could have picked someone respectful?"
"Someone who wouldn't mock our race, our culture, our religion?"
"The words stung, but I understood where they came from. I walked closer and took his hands in mine."
"At first, I did have respectful suitors," I said honestly.
"Tall, polite, professional white men who complimented my beauty and my career."
"But when I saw Trevor's first message -- so crude, so openly racist -- something in me snapped."
"I was filled with rage... but also this intense, confusing attraction."
"He's a 6'7" muscular white stud, and he was so bold. He didn't hide who he was. That raw arrogance... it drove me wild."
I squeezed his hands tighter.
"I both hate and love the heavy racial banter we have. The way he degrades me, the way I insult him back... it lights a fire in me I've never felt before."
"It makes me so wet, Karthik. I can't explain it fully, but it does."
Karthik's eyes filled with fear. His voice cracked. "Selvi... I'm scared. What if you fall for him? What if you leave me and the boys for that racist bastard?
"He talks like he wants to own you completely."
I pulled him into a tight hug, pressing my body against his and stroking the back of his head lovingly.
"Never," I whispered fiercely.
"I became a slut for Trevor's big white cock... but I will always be your loving wife. No matter what happens."
"No matter how many times he fucks me, how hard he makes me cum, or how filthy he talks to me."
"You are the father of my children. You are the man I built this life with."
"Nothing will change that."
I pulled back slightly so I could look into his eyes.
"You are my home, Karthik. Trevor is just sex. Intense, degrading, hot, mind-blowing sex... but that's all it is. I promise you."
Karthik searched my face for a long moment, still hurt but slowly softening in my arms. I held him close, letting him feel my warmth, my love, and my sincerity.
Karthik searched my eyes for a long moment after I finished speaking. Then something shifted in his expression -- the fear in his eyes slowly melted away, replaced by a quiet, growing sense of security. He leaned in and kissed me deeply on the lips. His hands rested gently on my exposed waist, thumbs stroking my soft skin.
When he pulled back, he looked at me with genuine pride shining in his eyes.
He kissed my forehead sweetly, lingering there for a few seconds, then whispered playfully against my skin:
"My wife is going to colonize the colonizer!"
I couldn't help it -- I burst into soft laughter, the sound warm and genuine. The playful twist on Trevor's own arrogant words, coming from my gentle husband, was both ridiculous and incredibly endearing. I wrapped my arms around his neck and hugged him tightly, my heavy breasts pressing against his chest through the green sari.
"You're really okay with this?" I asked softly, still smiling.
Karthik nodded, resting his forehead against mine.
"I'm still scared. Still jealous. But... I believe you. I trust you. And hearing you say you'll always be my wife... it means everything."
We stood there in the bedroom, wrapped in each other, the tension that had poisoned our marriage for days finally beginning to ease. My sexy green sari was still slightly disheveled from the video call with Trevor, but right now, in this moment, I felt more connected to my husband than I had in a long time.
I kissed him again, slower this time, pouring all my love into it.
"Thank you for being strong enough to try," I whispered. "I love you, Karthik. Always."
He smiled against my lips, his hands gently squeezing my wide hips.
"I love you too, my goddess."
Outside, we could hear the boys playing quietly in their rooms. The house felt warm again, like our family was still whole, even as new and complicated desires pulled at us.
I knew the road ahead with Trevor would be intense, filthy, and life-changing.
But standing here in my husband's arms, I felt more certain than ever that I could both be the devoted wife and mother I have always been, and the awakened, lustful woman I was becoming.
We stayed wrapped in each other's arms for a while, the warmth of our reconciliation settling over us. Karthik pulled back slightly and looked into my eyes, his expression a mix of love, lingering jealousy, and genuine concern.
"So... when are you going to sleep with him?" he asked quietly. "And more importantly -- where? After hearing the way he talks to you... all that racist filth... I'm worried about your safety, Selvi."
I caressed his cheek gently, touched by his concern.
"I won't meet him at his place -- that's too dangerous," I assured him. "It will be at an upscale hotel here in the Pearland area. Somewhere public enough to feel safe, but private for what we want to do. I'm not stupid about this."
Karthik nodded slowly, still looking a little anxious.
"And when?" he asked.
"After I get my CHL," I replied. "That should be toward the end of next week. My gun shouldn't take too long to arrive either. I'll take it to the range a few times to get comfortable shooting it before I meet him."
Karthik's eyes softened with a surprising spark of arousal. A small, shy smile appeared on his face.
"If I can come along to the range with you... that would be so hot," he admitted. "Seeing my beautiful Doctor wife shooting a handgun? It's kind of badass."
I laughed softly, warmth blooming in my chest. I pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. When we finally broke apart, I rested my forehead against his.
"I would love that," I whispered. "Having my supportive husband there cheering me on at the range... it means the world to me."
We held each other tightly, the moment feeling strangely intimate and healing. Even as I prepared to give my body to a racist, dominant white giant, my husband was finding ways to support me -- and even get turned on by parts of it.
The path ahead was still complicated, but in that moment, I felt more loved and understood than I had in a long time.
========================================================================
The following week passed in a strange but purposeful blur.
I started my Concealed Handgun License (CHL) training on Monday evening. The class was straightforward -- safety rules, basic handling, legal responsibilities. I felt deeply uncomfortable the entire time, sitting there as the liberal, anti-gun Tamil doctor I had always been. But every time doubt crept in, I reminded myself why I was doing this. Trevor was dangerous. Unpredictable. I refused to be helpless.
On Tuesday morning, while the boys were at school and Karthik was at work, a package arrived. I signed for it quickly and brought it inside, heart beating faster.
Inside the box was my new SIG Sauer P365, along with several boxes of ammunition. It was small enough to fit comfortably in my purse, easy for me to handle despite my petite 5'1" frame, and highly reliable according to all the reviews I had read.
I stared at the gun for a long moment in the kitchen, a wave of conflicting emotions washing over me. This felt so far removed from the person I had always been.
I made sure the boys were nowhere near before carrying everything upstairs. I hid the gun and ammunition high up in the back of our bedroom closet-- completely out of reach for little hands. I locked the closet door for extra safety just in case.
Sitting on the edge of our bed, I let out a long breath.
This is really happening.
Part of me still hated that I had to do this. But another part -- the awakened woman who craved Trevor's massive white cock and degrading touch -- felt safer knowing I had protection. I would practice at the range later this week with Karthik by my side, just like he wanted.
That evening, when Karthik came home, I told him the gun had arrived. His eyes widened with that familiar mix of concern and dark arousal.
He hugged me tightly and whispered, "We'll go to the range together this weekend. I want to see my wife handle it."
I kissed him deeply, grateful for his support even through his pain.
The days ahead felt heavy with anticipation. My CHL training continued. My practice at the range was scheduled. And soon -- very soon -- I would finally meet Trevor in that upscale hotel room.
My family remained my priority. My love for Karthik and our boys was unshakable.
But my body... my body was aching for the racist redneck giant who wanted to ruin me.
========================================================================
After dropping the boys off with our usual babysitter, Karthik and I drove to an indoor shooting range on the outskirts of Pearland. The car ride was quiet but charged. I wore a fitted black athletic top that hugged my heavy breasts and a pair of tight black leggings that accentuated my thick thighs and big round ass. My SIG Sauer P365 was safely stored in a locked range bag on the back seat along with several boxes of 9mm ammunition.
When we arrived, the sharp smell of gunpowder and the muffled pops of gunfire filled the air. I completed the mandatory safety briefing, rented a lane, put on my ear protection and safety glasses, and set up my target -- a standard human silhouette.
Karthik stood behind me, watching intently.
I loaded the 10-round magazine with steady hands, chambered a round, and took a proper stance -- feet shoulder-width apart, slight bend in my knees, two-handed grip. The gun felt surprisingly natural now after my training classes.
I fired.
The first shot hit dead center in the chest.
The second followed right beside it.
Then the third, fourth, fifth -- all tight in the vital zone.
I could feel Karthik's eyes on me, wide with amazement. Between reloads, I glanced back at him and smiled. He gave me a thumbs-up, clearly impressed.
"Damn, Selvi..." he muttered under his breath as I dropped the empty magazine, reloaded smoothly in under three seconds, and continued firing. Every single round landed exactly where I aimed -- center mass, heart area, head shots. The recoil was manageable, and my accuracy only improved with each string.
After emptying several magazines, I cleared the gun, set it down safely, removed my ear protection, and turned to him with a proud, slightly flushed smile.
Karthik immediately stepped forward and pulled me into a tight hug. He held me close, his face buried in my hair for a moment.
"You were incredible," he whispered, voice full of genuine awe.
"So accurate... the way you reload, the way you handle it like it's second nature. My wife is a total badass."
Thank you for coming with me, Karthik."
"It really means a lot that you're supporting me through all of this. I couldn't do it without you."
He kissed my forehead tenderly, then my lips.
"I'm proud of you."
We stood there for a few moments longer, wrapped in each other's arms amidst the distant sounds of gunfire. The surreal contrast wasn't lost on me -- my gentle Tamil husband watching his once anti-gun wife practice shooting so she could safely sleep with her racist white boyfriend. But in that moment, I felt grounded, loved, and ready.
We finished up at the shooting range after another solid session. I felt more confident with the SIG Sauer P365 in my hands. Karthik had cheered me on the entire time, and his proud smile meant more to me than I could express. After cleaning up and packing everything away, we picked up the boys from the babysitter and headed home.
As soon as we walked through the door, Arjun and Vallu scurried off to their rooms, excited to play with their toys and tell each other stories about their day.
I turned to Karthik in the living room, my heart beating a little faster. I stepped close to him, placing my hands on his chest.
"Karthik... are you completely ready for this?" I asked softly.
"For me to get fucked by my racist white hunky boyfriend?"
He didn't hesitate. He pulled me into a deep, passionate kiss, his hands gripping my waist as our tongues met. When he finally pulled back, his voice was husky but sincere.
"I've been ready," he whispered. "As ready as I'll ever be."
I smiled and rested my forehead against his. "Good. I'm thinking of meeting him at an upscale hotel here in Pearland next week. Somewhere safe and private."
Karthik nodded slowly, then a shy, curious look crossed his face. "Are you... going to prepare yourself for him?"
"I want to buy a 10-inch white dildo for practice," I admitted, my cheeks warming slightly. "I need to get used to the size, if that's okay with you."
His eyes lit up with a mix of arousal and innocent excitement. He asked cutely, almost boyish.
"Ofcourse you can, can I watch you use it on yourself?"
I couldn't help but giggle, feeling both amused and turned on by his reaction. I stroked his cheek lovingly.
"Only if you won't get hurt seeing me moan loudly on it... and cumming on it like I never did with you." I winked.
Karthik swallowed hard, but there was clear desire in his eyes. He nodded.
"I want to see it," he whispered. "All of it."
I kissed him again. The path ahead was still filled with complicated emotions, but in this moment, we felt closer than ever -- honest, vulnerable, and strangely united in this new chapter of our marriage.
Trevor was waiting.
And soon, I would be ready for him.
Later that evening, after the boys had gone to sleep, Karthik and I sat together on our bed with my laptop. The atmosphere between us was intimate and charged. I was still wearing the emerald green sari from earlier, loosely draped.
I opened a popular adult toy website and started browsing. Karthik sat close beside me, his hand resting on my thick thigh as we scrolled through the options together.
We looked at several realistic dildos. I filtered for white skin tone, 10 inches in length, and thick girth. After comparing a few, I found one that looked very close to what Trevor had shown me -- a thick, veiny, 10-inch realistic white dildo with a strong suction cup base.


"This one," I said softly, clicking on it.
"It's 10 inches long and as thick as Trevor's cock. The reviews say it feels very realistic."
Karthik stared at the screen, breathing a little heavier. His small erection was clearly visible in his pants again.
"Add it to the cart."
I added the dildo and selected the fastest shipping option -- two-day express delivery. I wanted enough time to practice and stretch myself properly before meeting Trevor.
As I entered the payment details, Karthik leaned in and kissed my neck.
The order went through. Two-day shipping confirmed.
I pulled him into a deep kiss. My heavy breasts pressed against his chest as his hands roamed over my body.
"Thank you for doing this with me," I whispered between kisses. "It means a lot that you're not just accepting it... but that you're here with me."
"I love you, Selvi. Even if this is crazy... I want to be part of it."
In two days, my new 10-inch white dildo will arrive. In addition, I also ordered a chastity cage secretly right after, it will arrive tomorrow, but will not be in use until after I use the dildo.
And my training to take Trevor's massive cock would begin.
Karthik and I spent a little more time cuddling and kissing. Eventually, I pulled back gently and cupped his face.
"I'm going to talk naughty to Trevor before bed," I told him softly. "I'll do a video call with him from the car so I don't wake the boys."
Karthik looked at me for a moment, then leaned in and kissed me deeply, his hand squeezing my thick thigh.
"Good luck seducing that racist white bastard," he whispered against my lips, a strange mix of jealousy and arousal in his voice.
I smiled and kissed him one last time. "I love you. I'll be back soon."
I slipped on a light robe over my nightie, grabbed my phone, and quietly went downstairs and out to the car. I started the engine just enough to run the AC, parked in our driveway, and made sure the windows were up.
I called Trevor on video.
He answered almost immediately. His rugged, handsome face appeared on the screen, long blonde hair loose, blue eyes already dark with hunger.
"Well, well... look who's calling me late at night," he drawled, his deep voice sending a shiver through me. "You miss this big white cock already, Pajeeta?"
I leaned back in the driver's seat, letting the robe fall open so he could see my nightie clinging to my heavy breasts.
"Maybe I do, you arrogant inbred hick," I purred, my voice low and teasing. "My husband just fucked me earlier... but I'm still wet thinking about how a real man would handle me."
Trevor groaned and angled the camera down, showing his massive white cock already hard in his hand.
"Fuck... you're such a dirty little curry slut. Fresh from your cuck's pathetic dick and already craving superior white meat. Show me those fat brown tits. Now."
I smiled seductively and slowly pulled my nightie down, letting my heavy breasts spill out. I squeezed them together for him, pinching my dark nipples while looking straight into the camera.
"Like this, White boy?" I moaned softly.
"These tits are too good for your trailer trash hands... but I might let you slap them around when we finally meet."
"Goddamn, I'm gonna slap those fat udders, while I pound your married Indian cunt. You gonna moan like a whore for me, Pajeeta? Beg for my big white cock like the desperate dot-head you are?"
"Only if you earn it, you racist pink pig. Keep stroking that thick white dick for me. I want to see how hard you get thinking about ruining a proud Indian wife."
The filthy, hateful banter flowed easily between us again. Every degrading word from him made my pussy throb. Every insult I threw back at him made him stroke faster. I teased my breasts and rubbed myself through my panties while he called me every racist name in the book.
The thrill of doing this right outside my family home, with Karthik waiting inside, only made it hotter.
The filthy banter had me soaked, but I decided it was time to tell him my plans.
"Listen up, you racist white trash hick," I said, squeezing my breast hard.
"I've made up my mind. We're meeting next week. I'll book an upscale hotel in Pearland -- nice, clean, safe. I'm not stepping foot in your shitty trailer park trash. I don't trust you enough for that."
Trevor's hand slowed on his cock for a second before he grinned viciously, eyes gleaming with dark excitement.
"Oh? The uppity little Pajeeta doctor is too good for my trailer, huh? Afraid the big bad white man will drag you into his dirty redneck den and breed you like a street whore?"
"Exactly. I'm not stupid. You'll meet me at a proper hotel like a civilized person... even if you're just a low-IQ inbred colonizer."
"I'll let you know the exact place and time once I book it. And you'd better show up with that big white cock ready to destroy my pussy."
"Fuck yes! I'll fuck you so hard in that fancy hotel room the entire staff will hear you screaming for white cock."
"You're gonna be limping out of there with my cum leaking down your thick thighs, you curry-munching slut. Your cuck husband will smell me on you when you get home."
I moaned softly while rubbing my soaked pussy.
"Keep dreaming, pink pig. I'll drain every drop from that fat white dick and still walk out looking like the perfect Indian wife. You're just a temporary toy. Don't get any ideas about owning me."
"We'll see about that, dot-head. Next week can't come soon enough. I'm gonna wreck that married Indian cunt so bad you'll be ruined for your husband forever."
"Goodnight, you disgusting racist bastard. Dream about this Indian goddess while you jerk that big white cock."
I ended the call, breathing hard, my panties completely ruined. I fixed my nightie, composed myself, and headed back into the house.
Karthik was waiting for me in bed. I slipped in beside him, still aroused from the call, but was eventually able to find sleep.
The next morning, I woke up with a clear, wicked intention.
I wanted to give Trevor the full Indian experience -- the ultimate Tamil goddess fantasy. After my shower, I sat at my vanity and adorned myself with every piece of traditional gold jewelry I owned. I carefully placed my beautiful Indian nose ring through my left nostril. Then came the heavy gold jhumkas in my ears, multiple gold necklaces layering beautifully over my deep cleavage, thick gold bangles on both wrists, and a long gold chain around my waist that sat low on my hips, accentuating my curves.
I chose a simple but elegant cream-colored blouse and matching petticoat, then draped a rich maroon silk sari that clung to my body. The combination of the traditional jewelry with my curvy figure made me look like a living temple idol -- fertile, sensual, and unmistakably Indian as I admired myself in the mirror.
When I stepped out of the bedroom, Karthik was in the hallway. His eyes went wide, his jaw literally dropping as he took me in.
"Selvi..." he breathed, completely blown away. His gaze traveled slowly from the nose ring, down to the layers of gold on my neck and chest, the way the sari hugged my heavy breasts and wide hips, and the gold chain resting on my soft belly.
"You look... incredible...."
I smiled at him warmly, doing a slow little turn so he could see the full effect -- the way the gold jewelry shimmered against my brown skin with every movement.
"Thank you, dear."
"I want to give Trevor the full Tamil experience when we meet. I'm even thinking... I want to pierce my nipples with gold before I see him."
" Small gold rings. I know it will drive that racist white bastard absolutely wild."
Karthik's breath hitched. His eyes darkened with a potent mix of jealousy, arousal, and awe. He reached out and gently touched the gold chain around my waist, fingers tracing my exposed skin.
"You really are going all out for him...."
I leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips.
"That's right, I want that big white racist bastard obsessed with me."
He nodded slowly, still mesmerized by how I looked -- the traditional Indian jewelry making my already stunning curves look even more exotic and tempting. The contrast of the sacred symbols of my culture paired with my intention to seduce a racist white man was powerfully erotic.
I felt incredibly sexy, powerful, and ready.
Arjun and Vallu came running down the stairs and stopped dead in their tracks. Their little mouths fell open as they stared at me.
"Amma...!" Arjun whispered in complete wonder.
"Amma... you look like Goddess Meenakshi herself! The real one!" Vallu said with a look of absolute wonder in his eyes.
I smiled warmly and knelt down to their level.
"Do you really think so, kutties? Or are you sweet boys just wanting to make your amma happy?"
Vallu nodded vigorously, reaching out to gently touch one of my gold necklaces.
"Yes you really do! You have the nose ring, and the gold, and your eyes... you look exactly like the goddess in my drawing! Did you become her, Amma?"
Arjun stepped closer, mesmerized. "You're so beautiful, Amma. Like you walked out of the temple. The real Sri Meenakshi!"
Their pure, innocent admiration filled me with overwhelming love. I pulled both boys into a tight hug, kissing their cheeks repeatedly.
" My cute kutties, you two are so sweet!"
"Amma now feels like Goddess Meenakshi herself when you look at her like this."
Karthik stood watching us, a soft, complicated smile on his face -- pride, love, and a smidge of sadness all mixed together.
I stood up, still glowing from my sons' reaction, and gave Karthik a sexy wink. The full traditional Tamil jewelry and sari made me feel incredibly sensual and powerful.
The day went by as usual, my CHL license was now within reach, and the days were shortening when it came to seeing Trevor. I felt more confident with my 9 mm than ever before, if there ever comes a time that I have to put that sexy overgrown swine down, I knew I could do it.
========================================================================
After I completed my CHL training and received my license, I sat Karthik down in our bedroom one evening after the boys had gone to sleep. I was wearing a simple nightie that clung to my curves, and I took his hands in mine.
"Karthik," I said gently but firmly, "from now on, our marriage will be open on my end only. I don't want you seeking other women anymore -- especially not Emily."
"You don't need her to make you cum. You have a goddess of a wife right here who will drain your cock whenever you want."
He looked at me, surprised but listening carefully.
I continued, my voice soft but resolute.
"I need Trevor now. I need a big white cock in order to be able to cum vaginally."
"Your little 4-inch brown dick has never been able to do that for me, no matter how much I love you. This is what I need for my body."
Karthik was quiet for a moment, then nodded respectfully. "Okay, Selvi. I understand. I agree."
I smiled lovingly and kissed his cheek. "Thank you, dear."
I took his hand and guided him to lie back on the bed. I pulled out the brand new 10-inch white dildo we had ordered. It was thick, realistic, and veiny -- a very close match to what Trevor had shown me. I lubed it generously, then straddled Karthik's lap so he could watch everything up close.
I slowly lowered myself onto the massive dildo.
"AHHH..." I moaned loudly, my eyes fluttering as the thick head stretched me open.
Inch after inch disappeared inside me slowly until I had taken nearly 9 inches. My breasts bounced as I started riding it, my thick thighs flexing.
"Oh Goddess... yes..." I gasped, my voice breathy and full of pleasure. "It's so deep... so thick..."
Karthik watched with wide eyes, his small 4-inch erection straining in his pants. The difference was obvious and humiliating. My moans were louder, deeper, and far more unrestrained than they had ever been with him. My pussy was visibly stretched around the thick white shaft, creaming heavily as I rode it with increasing speed.
"Fuck... it feels so good," I whimpered, bouncing harder.
"This is what I need, Karthik... a big white cock that actually fills me up..."
He could clearly see how much more pleasure I was receiving from the 10-inch white dildo compared to his own. It was humbling for him -- watching his curvy, beautiful Tamil wife lose herself on a big white toy while he sat there with his much smaller brown dick.
I rode it passionately until I came hard, moaning loudly and shuddering on top of the dildo, my juices dripping down the shaft.
After I came down from the orgasm, I leaned forward and kissed him passionately.
"See?"
"This is why I need Trevor. But I will always come back to you. You are my husband. The father of my children."
Karthik nodded, breathing heavily, both aroused and humbled by what he had just witnessed.
After our intense session with the 10-inch white dildo, I felt bold and empowered. I had secretly ordered something extra when we bought the dildo -- a small metal chastity cage with a cute heart-shaped lock and key. I didn't want to scare Karthik by mentioning it too early, so I kept it hidden until now.
I slipped off the bed, still completely naked, and walked to my closet. I reached into the back and pulled out the small black box. When I turned around, Karthik's eyes widened at the sight of the shiny metal chastity cage in my hands.
"Selvi... what is that?" he asked, startled and a little alarmed.
I climbed back onto the bed and sat beside him, holding the cage gently in my palm. The metal was cool and smooth, the heart-shaped lock dangling from it.
"I want you to put this on," I said softly.
He stared at it, then at me. "Why?"
I leaned in and stroked his cheek lovingly.
"Because our marriage has evolved for the better. I want you locked and leaking for me -- every time I fantasize about Trevor... every time I go to fuck him."
"I want you to feel that ache and denial while I enjoy what I need. It will make our connection deeper."
Karthik let out a long, defeated sigh. He looked into my eyes for a long moment, searching them. I held his gaze with nothing but love and quiet dominance.
Finally, he nodded slowly.
I kissed him deeply, pouring all my affection into it. My heavy breasts pressed against his chest as our tongues met. When I pulled back, I gently took his small, still-hard 4-inch dick in my hand. I carefully fitted the metal cage around it, locking it snugly with the heart-shaped padlock.
Click.
The sound was final and intimate.
I took the tiny key and attached it to my Thaali (mangalsutra) -- the sacred necklace that symbolized our marriage. The key now rested securely nestled deep between my large, heavy breasts, warm against my skin.
I looked down at my husband -- naked, locked, and completely mine -- and smiled with satisfaction and love.
"There," I whispered, kissing him again. "Now you're truly mine in every way. And I'm still yours."
Karthik touched the cage lightly, breathing shakily, but he didn't protest. He simply pulled me into his arms and held me tight.
The power dynamic in our marriage had shifted permanently.
And I felt more alive than ever.
A wicked new thrill ran through me. I grabbed my phone from the nightstand and smiled down at him.
"Stay just like that, ma," I whispered.
"I want to take some pictures."
Karthik's face flushed with deep humiliation, but he didn't resist. He lay back as I took several clear photos of his small, locked 4-inch dick -- the shiny metal cage contrasting against his brown skin, the heart-shaped lock gleaming. The sight of my husband's cock completely denied made my pussy throb with excitement.
I was going to show this to Trevor.
The thought of my strong, racist white hunk seeing my husband's pathetic locked dick sent a surge of dark arousal through me. I knew it would give Trevor an overwhelming sense of victory.
I kissed Karthik's forehead tenderly. "I'm going to sext Trevor now. I don't want you looking at my messages, okay? It will only hurt you."
Karthik swallowed hard but nodded. "Okay... I won't look."
I smiled at him lovingly, then moved to the other side of the bed. I opened my messages with Trevor and attached the clearest photo of Karthik's locked cock, and hit send, along with a text.
: (Look what I did for you tonight, White boy 😈)
Trevor's reply came almost instantly.
Trevor: (HOLY FUCK. You actually locked your curry cuck's tiny dick?! 😂😂 That's the most pathetic thing I've ever seen. Good girl, Pajeeta. That little brown shrimp doesn't deserve your pussy anymore. 🚫🕉️🧔🏾🍤)
Trevor: (From now on, make your husband pussy-free. That married Indian cunt belongs to MY BIG WHITE COCK ONLY!)
A fresh wave of arousal hit me hard. I bit my lip, my thighs pressing together as I read his commanding, arrogant words.
: (Mmm... I'll think about it. Only if our little date this coming Saturday at the hotel goes nicely. Be a good white boy and I might keep my husband locked while you ruin me 😘)
Trevor: (Fuck yes. Saturday can't come soon enough. I'm gonna stretch that tight Tamil pussy so good your cuck will never feel it again.)
I put my phone down, breathing heavily, my nipples hard and my pussy dripping. I looked over at Karthik, who was watching me with a mixture of arousal and quiet pain.
I crawled back to him, kissed him deeply.
"I love you Karthik."
" I want you to know that you're unbelievably strong for wearing that cage for me."
Even as I prepared to give myself to Trevor, my heart still belonged here -- with my husband, my family, and the life we had built.
But my body... my body was already aching for Saturday.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
The days leading up to Saturday passed in a surreal, intoxicating rhythm.
Karthik's transformation was radical and complete. Ever since I locked his small cock in the metal chastity cage and hung the key on my Thaali -- nestled securely between my heavy breasts -- he became utterly devoted to me. He no longer let me lift a finger around the house.
He woke up early to cook breakfast for the boys and me. He handled all the cleaning, laundry, and evening dinner preparation. While I relaxed on the couch or in our bedroom, sexting Trevor, Karthik would quietly bring me fresh filter coffee or snacks without being asked. He even started giving me foot massages in the evenings while I casually chatted with my white adonis.
The first two days, he pleaded softly a few times to be released -- his voice shaky with desperation as his poor caged dick strained against the metal. But by the third day, the pleading stopped. Now he seemed almost peaceful, even happy, whenever his eyes drifted to the small bulge in his pants or the key resting between my breasts.
I was so incredibly proud of him.
"You're making me feel like a queen, dear." I told him one evening as he folded laundry while I lounged in a silk nightie.
I pulled him close and kissed him deeply. "I love this version of you. So attentive. So devoted."
He blushed and smiled shyly.
"I just want to serve you, Selvi. Seeing you happy... makes me happy."
Meanwhile, I was texting and video-calling Trevor every chance I got. In the car after dropping the boys off, during my lunch breaks at work, and late at night when Karthik was asleep. The filthy, racist banter between us only grew more intense. Trevor kept sending videos of him stroking his massive white cock, telling me exactly how he was going to ruin my "curry cunt" on Saturday. I teased him right back, sending pictures of my body in different outfits and reminding him that he still had to earn the right to fuck me.


Every degrading word from Trevor made my pussy wetter. Every time I sent him a new photo, I felt powerful.
Karthik never complained when he saw me smiling at my phone. He simply continued serving me -- cooking, cleaning, taking care of the boys -- while I prepared myself mentally and physically for my first time with Trevor.
On Thursday night, as Karthik massaged my feet, I looked down at him.
"You've been such a good husband, I'm so proud of how you've accepted this."
He kissed my ankle gently, eyes full of complicated devotion.
"I'm yours, Selvi. Completely."
Saturday was now only two days away.
My body was aching with anticipation. My mind was made up.
I was going to let Trevor destroy me in that hotel room... and then come home to the loving, locked, devoted husband who had learned to worship me in ways I never imagined.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Friday morning, after dropping the boys off at school, I sat in my car and booked the hotel room.
I chose a nice upscale hotel in Pearland -- elegant, discreet, and safe. I reserved a luxurious king suite for Saturday night. My fingers trembled slightly as I confirmed the booking.
I immediately texted Trevor.
: (Hotel booked. Hilton Garden Inn in Pearland. Be there by 8:00 AM sharp tomorrow. We can grab breakfast first before we get intimate. Don't be late, White boy.)
Trevor: (Fuck yes. I'll be there with my big white cock ready for you, Pajeeta. Can't wait to ruin that married curry pussy all day!)
That evening, after dinner, I sat the boys down on the couch and pulled them close.
"Amma has something to tell you," I said gently.
"Tomorrow, Amma is going to have a sleepover with one of her friends. I won't be coming back home until Sunday morning."
Both Arjun and Vallu's faces fell immediately.
Vallu looked up at me with sad eyes. "But Amma... you never went before?"
Arjun hugged me tighter. "Do you have to go, Amma? Can't you stay with us?"
My heart squeezed painfully. I pulled both of them into a big, warm hug, and kissed their soft cheeks again and again.
"Chellakutties, Amma will miss you as well, but Appa will have lots of fun with you tomorrow. "
"You'll get special father-son bonding time. You can play cricket, watch movies, play video games and eat whatever you want. Doesn't that sound nice?"
Karthik stepped in right away, smiling warmly at them.
"That's right. After Tamil school tomorrow, we're going to have an awesome day together. We can order pizza and play cricket and video games all day!"
The boys slowly cheered up, though they still clung to me tightly. I held them for a long time, savoring their sweet love and innocence, before finally letting them go play.
The loving wife and mother would step back and make way for the lustful goddess within me tomorrow, for too long she has slumbered, now she must take her place among the other 2.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Friday night, after the boys were fast asleep, I slipped into bed beside Karthik and snuggled close to him, pressing my curvy body against his skinny frame, and wrapped my arms around him.
I kissed his neck gently and whispered, "Have fun with the boys tomorrow, okay? Take them to the park after Tamil school, spoil them a little. Make it a special father-son day."
Karthik nodded, his hand resting on my wide hip. "I will."
I paused for a moment, then looked into his eyes. "And I want you to stay locked the entire time I'm with Trevor. No taking the cage off with the spare key, got it?"
He swallowed but didn't argue. I stroked his cheek lovingly.
"One last time, are you really okay with this? With me spending the night with him tomorrow?"
Karthik was quiet for a few seconds, then gave me a small, peaceful nod. His eyes were soft, accepting, almost serene.
"Yes," he whispered. "I'm okay with it. I've accepted my new role... as your loving, submissive husband."
His words sent a warm, powerful thrill through me. I smiled and kissed him deeply, my tongue sliding against his. When we parted, I reached down between his legs and playfully massaged his locked balls through the metal opening, feeling how tight and full they were.
"Good boy," I purred softly, giving them a gentle squeeze.
Karthik let out a shaky breath, his caged dick straining uselessly against the metal.
I turned over, pushing my big, soft round ass back against his cage. He spooned me from behind, wrapping his arms around my waist and burying his face in my hair. I could feel the hard metal of the cage pressing between my ass cheeks as he held me close.
We stayed like that -- my body nestled perfectly against my locked, devoted husband. Tomorrow I would finally give myself to Trevor, but tonight I belonged to Karthik in the sweetest, most intimate way.
"I love you," I whispered into the darkness.
"I love you too," he murmured against my neck, his voice full of quiet surrender.
With his arms around me and the key to his chastity resting safely between my heavy breasts, I drifted off to sleep -- excited, nervous, and strangely at peace.
Saturday was coming.
And I was ready.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I woke up early on Saturday morning, long before the sun had fully risen. My heart was already racing with a potent mix of nervousness, guilt, and overwhelming excitement. Today was the day.
I slipped out of bed quietly, careful not to wake Karthik, and went to the bathroom to get ready. After a long, hot shower, I stood in front of the mirror and began dressing with deliberate care.
I chose a sleek, deep red bodycon dress that I had bought specifically for this occasion. The fabric was incredibly tight, clinging to every inch of my curvy 5'1" figure like a second skin. It hugged my heavy D-cup breasts, accentuating their full, round shape and creating deep, mouth-watering cleavage. The dress clung to my soft waist, wide hips, and especially my big, juicy round ass, ending high on my thick thighs. It was sexy, modern, and left very little to the imagination.
Then came the jewelry.
I put on every piece of traditional Indian gold I owned. The delicate nose ring with its small ruby, heavy gold jhumkas that dangled from my ears, multiple layered gold necklaces that rested beautifully between my newly golden pierced breasts, thick gold bangles on both wrists, and a long, elegant gold chain that sat low on my hips, accentuating my fertile curves. I even added a small gold maang tikka on my forehead.
When I finally looked at myself in the full-length mirror, I was stunned.
I looked like the perfect blend of western and eastern desire -- a voluptuous Tamil goddess wrapped in a tight, slutty western dress, dripping in traditional Indian gold. My big beautiful dark eyes looked striking with the jewelry, my round face glowed, and my body appeared impossibly fertile and tempting. The contrast was breathtaking.
I turned slowly, admiring how the dress and jewelry worked together -- the modern tightness highlighting my thick thighs and massive ass, while the gold made me look sacred, exotic, and almost regal.
Karthik stirred in bed and sat up. When his eyes landed on me, they widened in pure awe and lust.
"Selvi..." he breathed, completely speechless for a moment. "You look... unbelievable...."
I smiled at him seductively, doing a slow turn so he could see everything.
"This is what I'm wearing for Trevor today," I said softly. "The full Indian experience... but wrapped in something that will drive him crazy."
Karthik swallowed hard, his eyes roaming over my body -- lingering on my deep cleavage, exposed waist, and the way the dress hugged my ass. The small bulge in his chastity cage was clearly visible under the sheets.
I walked over to him, leaned down, and kissed him deeply, my gold bangles jingling softly.
"Wish me luck," I whispered against his lips.
He kissed me back with surprising passion, his hands gently squeezing my hips.
"Be safe," he murmured. "And come back to us."
I nodded, my heart full of love and excitement, then finished getting ready.
Today, I was going to meet Trevor.
And I was going to give him the night of his life.
I climbed into my car, adjusted the seat, and took a moment to steady myself. Before starting the engine, I reached into my purse and double-checked for my SIG Sauer P365. I pulled it out carefully, checked that the safety was on, then ejected the magazine. It was fully loaded. I slid the magazine back in with a satisfying click and put the gun back into my purse.
I let out a long, deep breath, staring at my reflection in the rearview mirror. My big beautiful brown eyes looked both nervous and determined. The gold jewelry shimmered against my brown skin with every movement.
This is really happening, this is really fucking happening. Excitement coursed through my body.
I started the car and began driving toward the upscale Hilton Garden Inn in Pearland. My thighs pressed together under the tight dress as I drove. Every red light gave me a moment to breathe and think about what I was about to do -- give my body to a racist, arrogant, well-hung white construction worker who wanted to degrade and conquer me.
My pussy was already wet with anticipation.
The hotel came into view. I parked in the guest parking lot, checked my makeup and jewelry one last time in the mirror, and took another deep breath.
I grabbed my purse (with the gun safely inside), my overnight bag, and stepped out of the car. My gold bangles jingled softly as I walked toward the entrance, my big round ass swaying in the tight red dress, heavy breasts bouncing with each step.
I walked into the elegant lobby of the Hilton Garden Inn, my gold bangles jingling softly with every step. The tight red bodycon dress clung to me like liquid silk, hugging my heavy breasts, narrow waist, wide hips, and big round ass. The moment I approached the reception desk, the two staff members (a young man and woman) both did a visible double-take. Their eyes widened as they took me in -- the perfect blend of traditional Indian beauty and modern seduction.
The man's gaze lingered a second too long on my cleavage and exposed waist before he caught himself. The woman gave me a slightly envious but impressed smile.
"Welcome, ma'am," the man said, clearing his throat. "Checking in?"
"Yes," I replied with a calm, confident smile. "Reservation under Selvi."
While he processed my booking, I could feel their eyes on me. I stood tall, shoulders back, letting my curvy figure and gold jewelry do the talking. I looked like a goddess who had stepped out of a temple to claim her desire.
Once I had the key card, I headed to the elevator and went up to the suite. The room was beautiful -- spacious, luxurious, with a large king bed, soft lighting, and a nice view. I closed the door behind me, set my overnight bag down, and immediately went to the mirror.
I checked my makeup and jewelry one final time. I touched up my deep red lipstick, made sure my eyeliner was sharp, and adjusted my nose ring and necklaces so they sat perfectly between my breasts. I turned slowly, admiring how the dress made my ass look enormous and how the gold waist chain highlighted my fertile curves.
I looked like the ultimate Tamil fantasy -- a traditional Indian wife dressed to be ruined by a white man.
My phone buzzed.
Trevor: (On my way to colonize that married Indian pussy, Pajeeta. I'll be there in 15 minutes. Be ready for me, whore.)
A fresh rush of wetness flooded between my thick thighs. I took a deep breath, my heavy breasts rising and falling in the tight dress.
This was it.
I sat on the edge of the bed, heart racing, gold jewelry shimmering under the lights, and waited for the racist white giant who was coming to claim me.
Eighteen minutes felt like forever, I feared he would flake since it's past 15 minutes.
I paced the luxurious hotel suite, my gold bangles jingling with every nervous step. My heart was hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears. This was really happening. I was about to fuck a giant, racist, sexy white man who had spent weeks degrading me in the most filthy ways possible.
Then the doorbell rang.
I froze. He was here. I took a deep, steadying breath. My hands smoothed down the tight red bodycon dress one last time, making sure my heavy breasts were displayed perfectly and my gold jewelry shimmered against my dusky brown skin.
I walked to the door gracefully, and opened it.
The moment I had been waiting for weeks was worth it. Trevor stood there in all his Nordic glory.
He was even taller than I imagined -- a towering 6'7" wall of muscle. His long blonde hair was tied back, his piercing blue eyes locked on me with raw hunger. His shoulders and arms were thick and powerful, the kind that could easily manhandle my curvy little body. That cocky, arrogant smirk on his handsome face made my knees weak.
I was instantly wet, the moment I laid my eyes on him.
Then a sudden rush of courage and arousal flooded me. Before he could say a single word, I jumped up on my tiptoes, threw my arms around his thick neck, and kissed him passionately. My soft lips crashed against his, my tongue immediately seeking his. Trevor was clearly taken aback for half a second -- but then he groaned deeply and reciprocated with equal hunger.
His strong arms wrapped around me and lifted me effortlessly off the ground as if I weighed nothing. He stepped inside the room, kicking the door shut behind us with his foot, never breaking the kiss. Our tongues danced wildly, hot and desperate. His big hands immediately dropped to my big round ass, squeezing and groping the soft, heavy flesh through the tight red dress as he held me up.
"Mmmph--" I moaned into his mouth, my gold bangles clinking as my arms tightened around his neck. I could feel the massive hardness of his cock pressing against my thigh through his jeans.
Trevor pulled back just enough to growl against my lips, his voice deep and rough, "Fuck, you really are a thirsty little Indian whore..."
I answered by kissing him even harder, sucking on his tongue, my thick thighs wrapping around his waist as he carried me deeper into the room.
This was it.
No turning back now.
I broke the kiss with a gasp, my lips swollen and my breathing ragged. I was still wrapped around his massive body, my thick thighs gripping his waist as he held me up effortlessly.
"White boy," I panted against his mouth, "we're gonna get breakfast before I fuck the shit out of you. I ain't fucking you on an empty stomach."
Trevor let out a deep, arrogant chuckle, his blue eyes gleaming with lust and dominance.
"Oh we're getting breakfast alright," he growled, "but it's gonna be a proper all-American breakfast. None of that smelly curry shit you people eat."
I narrowed my eyes at him, even as my pussy throbbed.
"You racist piece of shit," I hissed, but my voice came out breathy and turned on.
In response, Trevor's big hands squeezed my big round ass hard, his strong fingers digging into the soft, heavy flesh through the tight red dress. I couldn't stop the quiet, needy moan that escaped my lips.
"Mmmh..."
He smirked victoriously and pulled me back into another hungry kiss. Our tongues danced passionately, wet and aggressive, tasting each other like we wanted to devour one another. I moaned into his mouth as he continued groping and kneading my ass like it already belonged to him.
After a long, heated moment, Trevor finally lowered me back down to the floor. My legs felt shaky. He kept one possessive arm wrapped around me, his large hand resting firmly on my big ass as we left the room.
We walked down the hallway toward the hotel's dining area like that -- his tall, muscular 6'7" frame towering over my curvy 5'1" body, his hand openly claiming my ass with every step. My gold jewelry jingled softly, and I could feel the eyes of a few hotel guests on us. The contrast was obscene: a traditional, jewelry-laden Tamil woman in a slutty red dress being led by a giant, cocky white redneck who clearly owned her in that moment.
My heart raced with excitement.
Breakfast first.
Then... he was going to destroy my pussy.
We sat across from each other in the hotel's upscale restaurant. Trevor had ordered a massive all-American breakfast -- scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, hash browns, and pancakes drenched in syrup. I ordered a smaller plate with eggs, fruit, and toast, though my appetite was secondary to the tension crackling between us.
Trevor took a big bite of sausage, chewing arrogantly while his blue eyes devoured my body in the tight red dress and gold jewelry. After swallowing, he leaned back and smirked.
"So tell me, Pajeeta... why the fuck did you even marry that skinny curry husband of yours? Have kids with him? You should've been with a white man from the start. If it ain't white, it ain't right."
I felt a flash of white-hot fury surge through me. My fingers tightened around my fork, but I kept my expression calm and composed. I didn't want to cause a scene in this nice restaurant.
I finished chewing the piece of sausage on my fork, swallowed it slowly, and met his gaze with steady, eyes.
"I love my husband," I said evenly, my voice low but firm.
"I'm proud of being Indian. I'm proud of my culture, my heritage, my Tamil roots. I don't need a white man to fulfill my life, Trevor."
"I chose Karthik because he's a good man -- kind, supportive, and an amazing father."
Trevor let out a loud, mocking laugh that drew a few glances from nearby tables. He leaned forward, his muscular arms resting on the table.
"You say that now," he grinned arrogantly. "But you'll need a white man soon enough. That's just biology, baby."
My panties were absolutely soaked. The sheer arrogance of this racist bastard, combined with how ridiculously hot he looked, was driving me insane. I seductively bit my lower lip, tilting my head as I looked at him.
"We'll have to see about that... won't we, white boy?"
Trevor's smirk widened into something darker, more possessive. He reached under the table and squeezed my thick thigh hard, his voice dropping low.
"Oh I'm gonna colonize you completely, Pajeeta. I plan to take you away from that pathetic curry husband."
"I'm moving into your nice little suburban house as your only sexual partner... and your new Master."
"Your boys will get used to calling me Daddy while I fuck their mother in the bed you made them in."
My breath hitched. My pussy clenched hard at his filthy, dominant words. I was dripping down my thighs, my gold jewelry suddenly feeling very warm against my flushed skin.
I didn't reply. I simply gave him a slow, challenging smile, my big brown eyes locked on his blue ones.
Breakfast was almost over.
And I couldn't wait to get him upstairs.
I leaned forward over the table, my big heavy breasts nearly spilling out of the tight red bodycon dress, gold necklaces resting seductively between my deep cleavage. I locked eyes with Trevor.
"Once you experience this pussy, you're going to want no other woman besides me. After this weekend... you belong to me. I own you starting from now, white boy."
Trevor stared at me for a beat, then let out a deep, dark chuckle. His hand under the table squeezed my thick thigh harder, fingers digging into my soft flesh possessively.
"You really think so, Pajeeta?" he growled, smirking arrogantly.
"You think that married curry cunt is going to own me? That's adorable."


"I'm gonna fuck you so raw and deep this weekend you'll be ruined for any other cock -- especially that pathetic little brown shrimp your husband has."
" You'll be the one owned, you uppity curry slut."
I smiled seductively, biting my lower lip as I felt a fresh rush of wetness soak my panties.
"We'll see about that," I hissed.
"I'm going to drain you dry and make you addicted to this Indian body. You'll be begging to fuck me... and only me."
Trevor's blue eyes burned with lust and dominance. He gave my thigh one last hard squeeze before pulling his hand back.
"Finish your food, whore," he said, voice rough.
"The sooner we get upstairs, the sooner I can start breaking that proud brown pussy."
I took one last bite, my heart racing, my body on fire. The tension between us was electric -- pure hate, lust, and raw power struggle.
We were both ready.
And soon, he would find out just how serious I was about owning him.
We finished our breakfast quickly, the air between us thick with hunger. Trevor paid the bill, and we headed back up to the room. The moment the door clicked shut behind us, he grabbed me.
Trevor pulled me into a deep, aggressive kiss. His large hands immediately went to my heavy breasts, squeezing and fondling them roughly through the tight red bodycon dress. I moaned into his mouth, my body arching into his touch as his strong fingers kneaded my fat tits.
"Mmm... yes..." I whimpered, my pierced nipples rock-hard against his palms.
We kissed hungrily for a long moment before I pulled back, breathing heavily, my lips swollen. I looked up at his towering frame with a seductive smile.
"I'm going to do a traditional Tamil dance for you," I purred. "To get that big white cock hard as a rock."
Trevor smirked and sat down on the edge of the bed, legs spread, watching me like a predator.
"Show me, Pajeeta."
"Wait," I whispered seductively.
I slipped away from him and went to my overnight bag. I pulled out the rich maroon silk sari I had brought.
Trevor watched with dark, hungry eyes as I changed right in front of him. I peeled off the red bodycon dress, letting it drop to the floor, standing completely naked for a moment except for my gold jewelry. Then I slowly draped the maroon sari around my curvy body -- wrapping it low on my hips so my soft waist and navel were exposed, tying the tight blouse that pushed my heavy breasts up and created deep cleavage. The gold waist chain and all my traditional jewelry shimmered beautifully against the silk.
I looked like the ultimate Tamil fantasy -- a traditional, jewelry-adorned Indian wife and mother dressed to seduce.
"Now," I said with a sultry smile, "I'm going to dance for you."
I started a slow, sensual, and erotic version of Bharatanatyam (South Indian dance). My hips swayed gracefully, my hands moved in fluid mudras, my gold bangles and necklaces jingling softly with every step. I danced closer to Trevor, my thick thighs and big round ass moving hypnotically under the silk sari.
Little by little, I stripped while I was dancing.
I let the pallu fall from my shoulder, exposing my tight blouse and deep cleavage. Then I untied the blouse, letting my heavy breasts spill free, bouncing as I continued the dance. Next, I unwrapped the sari skirt, sliding it down my wide hips and thick thighs until it pooled at my feet.
I finished the dance completely nude in front of him -- wearing nothing but my traditional Indian gold jewelry. My heavy breasts, soft waist, wide hips, thick thighs, and big round ass were all on full display, the gold shining against my brown skin.
Trevor's reaction was visceral. His massive white cock was throbbing painfully in his pants, the huge bulge tenting obscenely as he stared at me with raw, animalistic lust.
I was extremely pleased. I could see how desperately hard he was for me -- that arrogant racist white stud completely entranced by his Tamil goddess.
I stood there, breathing heavily from the dance, and gave him a seductive, challenging look.
"Your move, white boy...."
Trevor stood up from the bed, towering over me like a blond giant. Without saying a word, he grabbed the hem of his tight gym top and pulled it off in one smooth motion.
My breath caught in my throat.
His upper body was breathtaking -- broad, powerful shoulders, thick pectoral muscles, and a set of rock-hard abs that looked like they were carved from stone. Every muscle was defined and rippling under his pale skin. It was such a stark, overwhelming contrast to Karthik's slender, meek physique. My pussy clenched hard at the sight.
He didn't stop there.
Trevor hooked his thumbs into his bulging shorts and pushed them down along with his boxers in one go. His massive 9.5-inch white cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already rock-hard. It throbbed violently, twitching upward and slapping against his chiseled abs, the fat purple head glistening with precum.
I bit my lower lip hard, staring at it with raw hunger. It looked even bigger in person.
Without waiting for encouragement, I slowly approached him. My gold jewelry jingled softly with each step. I reached out with both hands and wrapped my soft fingers around his thick white shaft. It was so hot, so hard, and so much thicker than my husband's. I stroked him slowly and sensually, my palms gliding up and down his veiny length, feeling every ridge and pulse.
God... he's more than twice Karthik's length and girth, I thought, my pussy dripping as I compared them in my mind.
"Mmm..." I moaned softly, looking up into his blue eyes while continuing to stroke him lovingly.
"Look at this big white cock... so much bigger than my husband's little brown one."
Trevor groaned deeply, his muscular abs flexing as my hands worked him. His cock twitched powerfully in my grip, leaking more precum over my fingers.
I kept stroking him sensually, savoring the contrast, the power, the sheer size of him.
I kept stroking his massive white cock with both hands, my soft fingers gliding up and down the thick, veiny shaft. It was throbbing so hard, leaking so much precum that it was already dripping down over my knuckles.
"Mmm, look at you," I teased, my voice low and sultry.
"You're dripping so much precum already, just from me stroking your dick. I bet if I even put my lips around this big white cock, you'd bust a fat nut all over my face like a desperate teenager."
Trevor groaned deeply, his muscular abs flexing as his cock twitched violently in my grip.
"Get on your fucking knees," he growled, his voice rough with lust.
"Suck this big white cock like the slutty dot-head bitch you are."
His dominant words sent a fresh flood of wetness down my thighs. I immediately dropped to my knees in front of him, the carpet soft under me. My gold jewelry jingled as I looked up at his towering 6'7" muscular frame, my big beautiful brown eyes locking onto his small blue ones.
I wrapped my succulent lips around his fat, juicy dick head, sucking gently on the swollen tip. Trevor let out a loud, pleasure-filled moan as he stared down at me.
"Fuuuuck..." he groaned, one hand sliding into my hair. "Look at those pretty brown eyes staring up at me while your whore lips stretch around my cock. No wonder the British couldn't leave India."
I moaned around his thick head, the vibration traveling down his shaft as I took more of him into my warm, wet mouth. The taste of his precum coated my tongue, salty and masculine. I sucked him deeper, my cheeks hollowing, my heavy breasts bouncing slightly with the movement as I worked him with devotion and hunger.
Trevor's grip tightened in my hair, his hips pushing forward slowly, feeding me more of his massive white cock.
I looked up at Trevor with my big brown eyes and decided to stop holding back. I made my mouth even sloppier, letting my saliva flow freely as I sucked him. I bobbed my head faster, taking more of his thick white cock into my warm, wet mouth, coating every inch with thick, messy spit. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the hotel room as I sucked him eagerly.
Trevor groaned in pleasure and took control. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and started pistoning his hips, fucking my mouth with powerful, confident strokes. He didn't ask if I was okay. He didn't hesitate. He just used my mouth like he owned it.
"Mmmph--!" I moaned around his cock, the vibrations traveling down his shaft.
The roughness turned me on beyond words. Karthik would always pause and nervously ask if he was doing anything wrong, if I was comfortable. But Trevor didn't care. He just took what he wanted, and that unapologetic masculine dominance made my pussy drip like a faucet.
Thick strings of my saliva ran down my chin, dripping onto my heavy breasts, then sliding down my soft belly and thick thighs before falling onto the carpet. My mouth was a sloppy, drooling mess -- it felt like my throat itself was having an orgasm from the way his massive cock plunged in and out.
"Gluck--gluck--gluck--"
His heavy balls slapped against my chin with every thrust. My mascara started to run slightly from the intensity, but I didn't care. I was soaking wet between my legs, my juices running down my inner thighs.
"Fuck yes, you sloppy Indian whore!" Trevor growled, looking down at me with pure dominance.
"Look at you drooling all over my big white cock like a cheap street slut. That's it -- choke on it, little Pajeeta!"
I moaned loudly around his throbbing shaft, my eyes watering but never breaking eye contact. I was completely lost in the rough, filthy pleasure of being used by this towering racist white man while my husband waited at home, locked in chastity.
My mouth was his now.
And I was loving every second of it.
Trevor suddenly gripped my head with both of his strong hands, fingers tangling tightly in my hair. Before I could prepare myself, he started pistoning his massive white cock even faster into my mouth, fucking my face with raw, brutal force.
"Gluck--gluck--gluck--gluck--gluck--"
I started gagging hard around his thick shaft, my throat convulsing violently as he drove deeper with every thrust. Thick, messy saliva poured out of my stretched lips in heavy strings, dripping down my chin, splattering onto my heavy breasts, and running down my soft belly before falling onto the hotel carpet below me. My pussy was absolutely dripping wet -- hot juices running down my thick thighs and forming a small, shameful puddle on the floor beneath my knees.
He didn't relent. He just kept pounding my mouth relentlessly, using it like a tight, warm fucktoy. The same mouth I kissed my loving husband with every night, the same mouth I kissed my sweet boys goodnight with, was now being thoroughly fucked into submission by this towering racist white man.
"DON'T YOU DARE PULL BACK FROM MY COCK YOU FILTHY COCK HUNGRY BROWN MONKEY!"
Trevor roared loudly, his heavy balls slapping wetly against my chin with every savage thrust.
"This is what your slutty Indian mouth was made for -- choking on superior white cock. Choke on it, curry bitch!"
Tears of effort and overwhelming pleasure streamed down my cheeks, mixing with my running mascara and thick saliva. My throat bulged visibly around his massive girth, but I didn't pull away. I moaned and gagged loudly around him, my hands gripping his muscular thighs for support as he used my face without mercy for his own selfish pleasure and ego.
The degradation, the roughness, the sheer dominant power he exerted over me -- it was driving me absolutely wild. My pussy clenched and dripped even more, my juices making the carpet wet beneath me as I knelt there like a submissive slut for him.
I was completely at his mercy.
Trevor continued fucking my face with more powerful, brutal strokes, his thick cock slamming deep into my throat. I gagged and choked around him, tears streaming down my cheeks, saliva pouring messily from my stretched lips.
Then, suddenly, he pulled out with a wet pop.
I coughed repeatedly, gasping for air, thick strings of saliva dangling from my chin and lips. My voice was hoarse as I looked up at him and my eyes were watering.
"You selfish, inconsiderate asshole!" I rasped, still catching my breath.
Trevor just laughed at me with condescension, I was dealing with a true colonizer, a modern day conqueror.
"Don't act high and mighty, you loved every fucking second of it, you dirty Indian whore. Now get those pretty lips on my big white balls. Make sure to suck them nice and good."
I obeyed without a second thought, my pussy dripping even more at his commanding tone. I leaned forward on my knees and gently took his heavy, shaved right testicle into my warm, wet mouth. It was so big and full -- filling my mouth completely in a way that made me moan softly around it.
I sucked on it seductively, my tongue swirling lovingly over the smooth skin as I batted my big brown eyes up at him. I tugged gently with my lips, caressing and worshipping his heavy ball while my hand stroked the thick shaft above me.
Trevor let out a deep, pleasure-filled moan, his muscular abs flexing as he looked down at me.
"Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuuccccck!"
"No other woman has ever sucked my balls like this," he groaned.
"You're a natural, you filthy Pajeeta cum dump."
His compliment sent a surge of pride and arousal through me. I sucked harder, my tongue working his right testicle with devotion, then switching to the left one, lavishing both of his heavy egg sized testicles with wet, loving affection.
At that moment, on my knees with his balls in my mouth and his massive white cock resting against my face, I made a firm decision in my mind.
He will be my one and only white man. For the rest of my life.
No one else would ever get this from me, Selvi the slut was his to own and use.
I was completely his -- at least in this filthy, secret part of my life.
I sucked on his heavy balls for a while longer, alternating between them, my tongue swirling lovingly around each one. Then I slowly pulled his left testicle out of my mouth with a wet pop. It was drenched in my thick saliva, shiny and glistening as it swung heavily between his legs.
I continued stroking his massive white cock with both hands, my soft fingers gliding up and down the thick, veiny shaft as I looked up at him seductively.
"Don't I get some loving, White boy?" I cooed, my voice breathy and teasing.
"My nipples want your lips wrapped around them and your tongue swirling around them... or are you too inexperienced in that area?"
Trevor's eyes darkened with lust. Without a word, he reached down, grabbed me under my thighs, and lifted me effortlessly off the floor. I wrapped my thick legs around his waist and my arms around his thick neck as our mouths crashed together in a passionate, hungry kiss. We kissed like we were starving for each other -- tongues dancing wildly, lips sucking, moaning into each other's mouths.
After five intense minutes of making out, Trevor pulled back, his blue eyes burning with desire. He threw me onto the bed. I yelped in surprise as I bounced on the mattress, my heavy breasts jiggling.
Before I could recover, Trevor was on top of me, his massive muscular body pressing me down into the bed. He immediately took my big right breast into his mouth, sucking on it with desperate, hungry need -- as if he had been waiting weeks to do this. His tongue swirled around my dark, stiff nipple, sucking hard.
I moaned quietly, my back arching as pleasure shot through me. He was giving my nipples more attention and pleasure than Karthik ever had. I lovingly caressed Trevor's head, running my fingers through his long blonde hair as he sucked and alternated between my heavy tits.
Then he pushed both of my breasts together and took both nipples into his mouth at the same time, sucking and licking them hungrily.
"Ohhh fuck..." I moaned loudly, my body shuddering with overwhelming pleasure. Waves of ecstasy coursed through me as he worshipped my sensitive breasts. My pussy was dripping wet, soaking the sheets beneath me.
Trevor was devouring me like a man possessed, and I was completely lost in the pleasure he was giving me.
Trevor continued sucking on my nipples with desperate hunger, his mouth alternating between my heavy breasts. He groped and shook them with raw possessiveness, his large hands squeezing the soft, full flesh like they were his favorite things in the world -- like they had always belonged to him.
I moaned loudly in pleasure, my back arching as waves of intense stimulation coursed through me. He was groping and shaking my big titties with such hunger and confidence -- something Karthik had never done. My husband had always been gentle and respectful, but Trevor was treating them like property he had every right to claim.
"Oh Goddess... yes..." I whimpered, my fingers tangled in his long blonde hair as I held his head to my chest.
I couldn't believe it. These were the same breasts that had fed my two sweet sons, that Karthik had kissed so lovingly for years -- and now they were being roughly fondled and sucked by a racist white man who would hate my children if he ever met them. The taboo, the degradation, the sheer contrast made my pussy drip even more.
Trevor pulled back slightly, his blue eyes dark with lust as he looked at my glistening, saliva-covered tits.
"These fat brown udders are mine now, Pajeeta," he growled, slapping one of my big heavy breasts and watching it jiggle.
"I'm gonna mark them up so your cuck husband sees who they really belong to."
I moaned again, my body trembling with pleasure and shame. The same breasts that had nourished my family were now being claimed by this racist brute -- and I was loving every second of it.
Trevor suddenly stopped sucking on my nipples and pulled back. He looked into my eyes with a long, intense stare. For thirty seconds, we just gazed at each other -- his blue eyes burning with raw hunger, my big brown eyes filled with lust and surrender. No words were needed. We both knew it was time to end the foreplay and get to the main course.
He positioned himself between my thick thighs, his massive white cock resting against my soaked pussy lips. He teased me first, rubbing the fat head up and down my slick folds, coating himself in my juices.
I moaned loudly in anticipation, my hips bucking desperately.
"Enough with the teasing, you giant hick," I gasped. "I need that big white dick in me now!"
Trevor smirked and slowly pushed forward. My pussy stretched around his enormous girth, expanding to accommodate his size. He entered me gently at first, thrusting back and forth in shallow strokes as he elongated my vaginal depth.
The pleasure was overwhelming. Even his gentle strokes gave me more pleasure than Karthik's fastest thrusts ever had. He filled me up completely -- stretching my walls and putting delicious pressure on every sensitive spot inside me.
He kept thrusting slowly, deliberately, until he found my G-spot with the head of his enormous cock. Then he picked up the pace.
I came immediately -- hard and sudden -- my pussy clenching and gushing around his thick shaft as waves of ecstasy crashed through me.
"Ahhh--fuck!" I moaned loudly, my back arching, my big heavy breasts bouncing.
Trevor let out a mocking laugh, still thrusting as he watched me cum on his cock.
"This was just the tip of the iceberg, Pajeeta," he growled with arrogant satisfaction. "I'm not even halfway in you yet."
I was overwhelmed with excitement and pleasure. I knew today and tomorrow morning were going to be some of the most orgasmic days of my life.
I wrapped my thighs around his waist, pulling him deeper, ready for everything he was going to give me.
Trevor started picking up the pace little by little. His massive white cock slid in and out of me with increasing vigor, stretching me open in ways I had never felt before. I was moaning loudly now, my voice echoing in the hotel room as his thick shaft resized my pussy just like I had done with the cucumber -- but this felt ten times more pleasurable. It was flesh against flesh, hot and alive, his muscular body slamming against mine with every thrust.


I held onto him tightly, my arms wrapped around his thick neck and my thick thighs locked firmly around his waist. My gold jewelry jingled with every powerful thrust as he fucked me deeper than before.
Then Trevor really began fucking me.
He plowed into me with a rapid, relentless pace, completely expanding my vagina to his full length and stretching my walls to their absolute limit. His big white cock kissed every sensitive spot inside me with every thrust.
He was a white fucking machine.
I screamed in pleasure, orgasms crashing through me one after another. Every fourth thrust sent me over the edge again, my pussy clenching and gushing around his thick shaft as I came hard.
"OH GOD--FUCK--YES!!!!" I cried out, my voice breaking. "IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD...... YOUR BIG WHITE COCK IS MAKING ME CUM AGAIN AND AGAIN!!!!"
Trevor grinned in satisfaction, his blue eyes locked on mine as he kept pounding me. He leaned down and kissed me passionately, his tongue invading my mouth while I moaned and screamed into the kiss, my body shaking with continuous orgasms.
"Mmmph--!"
I moaned loudly against his lips as I kissed my hunky white lover back, completely lost in the overwhelming pleasure he was giving me.
Trevor kept fucking me vigorously, his massive white cock plunging in and out of my stretched pussy with ease now that my body had completely accommodated his size. I had creamed all over his thick shaft, and I could see it -- his cock was even whiter, glistening and coated thickly with my creamy juices as he slammed into me.
He broke the kiss and smiled that smug arrogant colonizer smile.
He leaned over me, his muscular body dominating mine as he started engaging in heavy raceplay talk, his voice rough and degrading.
"Take that big white cock, you filthy curry slut," he growled, thrusting hard.
"This is what your tight little Pajeeta pussy was made for -- getting ruined by superior white meat."
"Your skinny curry husband could never stretch you like this, could he?
"SAY IT YOU DOT HEAD WHORE!!!"
I couldn't respond with words. The sheer pleasure was overwhelming. All I could muster were heavy, desperate moans and shaky whimpers, my voice breaking with every powerful thrust.
"Ahh--fuck--yes--!" I cried out, my body shaking.
"You love it, don't you?" he taunted, pounding me faster.
"Getting fucked by a racist white alpha male while your cuck husband waits at home, like the little beta curry boy that he is."
"You're just a cheap Indian street-shitter who needs a big white man-- big white cock to feel like a real woman."
"Say it, Pajeeta. Tell me how much you love being my brown fucktoy."
I could only moan and whimper in response, my thick thighs trembling around his waist as another orgasm built inside me. The harsh, demeaning words only made the pleasure more intense, my pussy clenching and creaming even more around his cock.
Trevor grinned down at me, clearly enjoying how helpless I was under his verbal and physical onslaught.
"That's right, you dirty dot-head bitch. Cum on this white cock like the pathetic curry whore you are."
I screamed in ecstasy as another powerful orgasm ripped through me, my body shaking uncontrollably as I came hard on his massive white cock.
The degradation, the pleasure, the sheer dominance -- it was all too much.
Trevor suddenly pulled out of me, his massive white cock glistening with my cream as he moved to change positions. The sudden emptiness made the pleasure quickly diminish, leaving me aching and desperate. I immediately reached out and grabbed his thick, slippery cock with both hands, not letting him stand up.
"Please... don't stop," I whimpered, my voice needy and broken. "Keep fucking me... I need it."
He laughed, looking down at me with pure dominance.
"Look at you," he grinned. "Already so cock-addicted to me. Pathetic little Pajeeta slut."
I was too far gone to care about the humiliation. I stroked his massive shaft desperately, my pussy still throbbing and dripping.
"Master... please," I begged, the word slipping out before I could stop it. "Please fuck me just like before. I need your big white cock in me!"
Trevor's eyes lit up with victory. He smirked arrogantly.
"Master what?" he demanded.
I swallowed my pride, my body trembling with need.
"Master please fuck my curry hole with your big white cock," I moaned, my voice shaking with desperation.
Trevor smiled that arrogant, victorious smile, claiming his victory over me.
"Good little curry slut," he growled.
He told me to get in the doggy position. I obeyed immediately, turning over like a bitch in heat. I arched my back, pushing my big round ass up toward him, my face pressed into the pillow as I waited for him to take me.
I may have lost this battle, but I would not lose the war. By morning, before I left this hotel room, I was going to make him beg to see me again and again. I was going to make him addicted to my brown pussy and make sure he only wanted to fuck me from now on.
Trevor didn't put his dick in me right away. Instead, he gave a firm, hard smack to my big round right ass cheek. The loud slap echoed in the room, sending a sharp mixture of pain and pleasure shooting through me.
"Ahh!" I cried out, my body jolting forward.
He immediately squeezed and caressed the stinging cheek, his large hand groping the soft, heavy flesh possessively.
"Look at this fat brown ass," he growled, his voice thick with lust and mockery.
"So big and juicy. Perfect for a white man to own. This is what happens when you feed a curry whore too much rice and butter chicken -- she grows an ass made for breeding."
I moaned, pushing my ass back toward him, desperate for more.
"Please... fuck me," I begged, my voice shaky with need. "I need your big white cock inside me..."
Trevor laughed darkly and smacked my ass again, harder this time.
"Not yet, you impatient curry slut. You're going to have to wait. I'm going to smack this fat Indian ass some more first."
He brought his hand down repeatedly, spanking my big round ass with firm, stinging slaps. Each smack sent jolts of pain and pleasure through my body, making my pussy drip even more.
"Who does this ass belong to?" he demanded, smacking me again.
I whimpered, my voice breaking. "You... it belongs to you..."
"Louder, dot-head," he growled, spanking me harder. "Tell me who owns this fat curry ass."
"You do!" I moaned loudly, my ass cheeks burning red from his hand.
"My ass belongs to you, Master!"
Trevor laughed in satisfaction, continuing to smack and grope my ass, while I moaned and begged for his cock like a desperate wanton slut.
The humiliation, the pain, the pleasure -- it was all driving me wild, and I was loving every delicious second of it.
Trevor didn't waste any more time. He grabbed my wide hips with both hands and thrust into me from behind in one powerful stroke, burying most of his massive white cock inside my stretched pussy.
I cried out in pleasure as he started fucking me relentlessly in doggy position, pumping in and out like a machine with no mercy. He delivered firm, powerful slaps to my big round ass with every few thrusts, the sharp smacks echoing in the room as my cheeks jiggled from the force.
This position felt even better than missionary. His enormous cock was hitting every sensitive spot inside me -- my G-spot, my anterior fornix, my posterior fornix -- with perfect accuracy. He was incredibly skilled, guiding his thick shaft effortlessly to bring me wave after wave of intense orgasms.
I had never thought sex could feel this good.
"OH GOD--FUCK--YES--!" I screamed, my voice breaking as another powerful orgasm ripped through me. "IT'S SO DEEP... SO FUCKING GOOD...!"
I was so glad Karthik had brought up the idea of open marriage. This experience was going to make me an even more amazing wife after I returned home.
Just as I was thinking about him, my phone started ringing on the nightstand right next to the bed. It was Karthik.
Trevor didn't stop. He kept pounding me hard, his hips slapping against my big round ass as he fucked me without mercy.
"Stop... for a moment..." I gasped, trying to reach for the phone, but Trevor ignored me completely and continued thrusting even harder.
I moaned loudly in pleasure, unable to stop myself. My phone kept ringing, and a wave of guilt hit me. Karthik might just want to check if I was okay... but I couldn't answer him right now. I was moaning too loudly, too lost in the pleasure of being fucked by Trevor.
The phone stopped ringing for a moment, then started again.
Trevor laughed mockingly as he kept pounding me. "Your beta cuck husband is interrupting me while I'm fucking his Pajeeta wife--my curry whore? Pathetic."
I couldn't defend Karthik. All I could do was cry out in pleasure as Trevor's cock hit my deepest spots again and again.
Karthik called a third time. The phone kept ringing insistently. The guilt was overwhelming, but I was paralyzed by the intense orgasms flooding my body.
Trevor got annoyed at the disturbance. He reached over, grabbed my phone from the nightstand, and pressed it against the top of my left ass cheek.
Karthik's voice came through, concerned. "Selvi? Is everything okay? I just wanted to check--"
Before he could finish, the sounds of me getting thoroughly fucked filled the line -- my loud moans, the wet slapping of Trevor's cock pounding my pussy, the sharpsound of his hand smacking my ass.
"OH GOD--YES--FUCK ME HARDER--YOUR BIG WHITE COCK IS SO MUCH BETTER--AHHH I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!!!!"
Karthik went completely silent. The sounds continued for a few more seconds before he abruptly ended the call.
Trevor laughed and tossed the phone aside, never stopping his relentless fucking.
"That's right, cuck," he growled. "Listen to your wife getting ruined by a real man."
I couldn't speak. I could only moan and cum again as Trevor continued destroying my pussy in doggy style, his massive white cock claiming me completely.
Trevor continued fucking me relentlessly in doggy position, his massive white cock slamming into me with powerful strokes. He leaned over my back, his deep voice right next to my ear as he started humiliating Karthik even more.
"Your pathetic little curry cuck husband is probably sitting at home right now, locked in his tiny cage, wondering why his wife needs a real man to satisfy her," he growled, delivering a hard smack to my ass.
"What a beta bitch. A skinny, worthless dot-head who can't even make his own wife cum. No wonder you're here getting fucked by a superior white cock."
I moaned loudly, my body shaking from the pleasure, but I stayed silent.
Trevor smacked my ass again, harder. "Who's hotter, slut? Me or your weak little husband?"
I couldn't hold back. "You... you're way hotter," I moaned, my voice breaking.
Trevor laughed and kept pounding me. "Who's more of a man? Who fucks you better?"
"You... Trevor... you're more of a man," I cried out, another orgasm building inside me.
"You fuck me so much better than him... oh god--!"
Trevor grinned in satisfaction. "That's right. Now join me in humiliating your pathetic cuck husband. Tell me how much better I am than him."
I hesitated, guilt flooding me. I couldn't bring myself to do it. The pleasure was overwhelming, but the guilt was too strong.
Trevor didn't like my silence. He picked up the pace, fucking me even harder and delivering powerful, stinging smacks to my big round ass.
The pleasure became almost unbearable. I bit down hard on the pillow to stop myself from screaming at the top of my lungs as wave after wave of intense orgasms crashed through me.
Still, Trevor didn't stop. He kept degrading my husband while delivering more powerful thrusts.
"Your husband is a worthless beta cuck who doesn't deserve this pussy. Say it, Pajeeta. Tell me how much better I am."
Finally, the pleasure won. I relented, moaning into the pillow before lifting my head.
"He's... he's a pathetic little cuck," I gasped, my voice shaky with guilt and ecstasy.
"You're so much better... your big white cock is so much bigger and better than his tiny brown one... he could never fuck me like this... never give me this type of pleasure..."
Trevor laughed triumphantly and fucked me even harder, rewarding me with another powerful orgasm.
I felt guilty through all of it -- deeply guilty for saying those things about my loving husband. But the added pleasure it brought was undeniable. The humiliation mixed with the mind-blowing sex made every orgasm stronger.
I was completely lost in the moment, my body surrendering to Trevor while my heart still held onto Karthik.
Trevor didn't slow down. He grabbed a fistful of my long black hair and yanked my head back roughly, using it like a handle as he fucked me even harder. His powerful hips slammed against my big round ass with relentless force, his thick white cock stretching and pounding my pussy without mercy.
I loved the rough sex he was giving me. My gold jewelry jingled beautifully with every brutal thrust -- the bangles on my wrists, the necklaces around my neck, the waist chain -- creating a rhythmic, erotic melody as my body shook.
"OH FUCK--YES--HARDER--!" I screamed, my voice hoarse and broken.
Trevor leaned over me, his muscular chest pressed against my back, his hot breath on my ear as he growled degradingly.
"I'm not just fucking you, Pajeeta," he snarled, yanking my hair harder.
"I'm fucking your entire culture."
"That Indian jewelry you're wearing? It was made so white men like me could get turned on by Indian women and have hotter, dirtier sex."
"Your gold bangles, your nose ring, your necklaces -- they're all just decorations for white cock to enjoy while I ruin your brown pussy."
His words sent a fresh wave of shameful pleasure through me. I moaned loudly, my pussy clenching around his massive white cock as another orgasm built inside me.
The contrast was overwhelming -- my traditional Tamil gold jewelry jingling as this racist white man fucked me like a whore, claiming not just my body but my culture itself.
I was completely lost in the rough, degrading pleasure, my body surrendering to him as my gold jewelry continued its beautiful, rhythmic jingling with every powerful thrust.
As Trevor continued fucking me relentlessly from behind, yanking my hair and pounding my pussy with his massive white cock, my mind drifted for a moment amidst the overwhelming pleasure.
I thought about the colonial gaze. The dark history of colonialism in India. I had always been fiercely anti-imperialism, reviled by the age of colonialism. I remembered back to my freshman year in college, how I had debated passionately with that arrogant white boy in my gender studies class about the horrors of white colonialism -- the exploitation, the violence, the lasting trauma it had on people of color. I had marched in student protests, raised my voice against patriarchy, oppression, and imperialism, read feminist theory late into the night, and dedicated myself to fighting against the very systems of oppression that Trevor represented.
And now here I was -- cumming hard on a racist, sexist, fascist white man's big white cock.
The irony was deliciously beautiful.
All my struggle against white oppression, all my feminist rage, all my anti-fascist activism... it felt like it had led me to this moment. As if every protest, every debate, every book I had read was so I could have this glorious, filthy, mind-blowing sex with this bigoted white man.
"OH FUCK YES--HARDER--!" I screamed, my body shaking with another powerful orgasm as Trevor's thick cock slammed into me.
The contrast was intoxicating. My gold jewelry -- symbols of my proud Indian heritage -- jingled wildly as this racist white brute fucked me like he owned me. The same woman who had once shouted "No to colonialism!" in college protests, is now moaning like a whore for the very type of man she used to fight against.
I moaned loudly, my pussy clenching around him as another orgasm crashed through me. The irony only made the pleasure more intense.
I was completely lost in it and didn't want it to stop.
As Trevor continued railing me from behind, his massive white cock pounding deep into my stretched pussy, my mind kept drifting back to my feminist college days.
My pride for my culture and my love for Tamil men shielded me from white boys despite being heavily attracted to them in college. I couldn't allow a white boy to fuck me after everything their ancestors had done to my people. I was a proud Tamil woman, and I wanted to celebrate my Tamil heritage by uniting with a Tamil man. Otherwise I would have lost my virginity to one of those colonizers long ago.
That's when Karthik arrived in my life -- that sweet, considerate, loving college boy who was now my husband. We were in tune with our culture and religion. I was always so proud of that fact.
But now here I was -- whimpering and moaning under a hunky, racist white man's cock.
The irony was overwhelming. The same woman who had marched in anti-colonial protests, who had fiercely debated against white imperialism in gender studies classes, who had sworn never to let a white man touch her... was now getting her pussy destroyed by one.
"OH GOD--FUCK--YES--KEEP FUCKING ME LIKE THAT!" I screamed, my voice breaking as another powerful orgasm ripped through me.
My gold jewelry jingled wildly with every brutal thrust, my big round ass rippling from the force of his hips slamming into me.
I moaned loudly, my body betraying me as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. The contrast was intoxicating. My proud Tamil heritage, my loving Tamil husband, my beautiful Tamil sons -- all of it felt so far away in this moment as this racist white brute claimed my body.
Trevor suddenly pulled his massive white cock out of my dripping pussy. Before I could even catch my breath, he grabbed my head with both hands and violently turned me around to face him.
"Taste yourself on me, you filthy slut," he commanded, his voice rough with lust. His cock was completely covered in my thick pussy cream, glistening and creamy from how hard I had cum on him.
I eagerly took his cock into my mouth, sucking my own juices off his thick shaft while stroking the rest of his massive white cock with both of my hands. I moaned around him, savoring the taste of my own arousal mixed with his.
Trevor groaned in pleasure at the warmth of my mouth and the skill of my hands. "Fuck yes... you're such a good little cock-sucking Pajeeta whore."
I sucked him passionately for a few minutes, bobbing my head and swirling my tongue around his fat head, my hands working the thick shaft in perfect rhythm. Then I pulled his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop and smacked it against my face in a slutty manner, giggling as I did it.
Trevor's eyes widened with raw lust. "God damn... you're such a filthy slut," he growled, clearly turned on by my slutty behavior.
I smiled up at him seductively, still holding his throbbing cock against my cheek. It was now time for me to go on the offense.
I pushed him back onto the bed, climbing on top of him with a wicked smile. "My turn, White boy," I purred.
I positioned myself so his massive white cock was nestled between my heavy breasts. I pressed them together around his thick shaft, creating a tight, warm tunnel of soft brown flesh. Then I started moving -- sliding my tits up and down his cock in a slow, sensual tit job.
"Mmm... look at that," I moaned, looking up at him with big, seductive eyes.
"Your big white cock looks so good between my fat Indian tits. You like that, you racist hick? Fucking a proud Tamil woman's breasts while her husband waits at home?"


Trevor groaned loudly, his hands reaching down to squeeze my heavy breasts as I worked them around his shaft.
"Fuck yes... keep going, you dirty Pajeeta whore."
"Titty-fuck that big white cock like the slut you are!"
I smiled and increased my pace, sliding my soft, heavy breasts faster along his thick length, my gold necklaces jingling between them. I leaned down and spat on his cock, making it even slicker as I continued the sensual tit job.
I kept sliding my heavy breasts up and down Trevor's thick white cock, giving him a slow, sensual titjob. My soft, full tits wrapped tightly around his shaft, the gold necklaces between them jingling softly with every movement. I leaned down and took the fat, pink head of his cock into my mouth, sucking on it eagerly while my breasts continued working the rest of his length.
Trevor groaned loudly in pleasure, his muscular abs flexing as he watched me.
"Fuck... that's it, keep going.,"
"Suck on that big white dickhead while you titty-fuck me with those fat brown udders. You look so good with my dick between your tits."
I moaned around his head, my tongue swirling over the sensitive tip as I sucked harder. My hands pressed my breasts even tighter around his shaft, sliding them faster as I worshipped his cock with my mouth.
The contrast was amazing, my traditional Indian gold jewelry shimmering against my brown skin as I degraded myself for this racist white man. My heavy breasts bounced and jiggled around his thick shaft, my saliva dripping down from my mouth onto his cock, making everything slick and messy.
Trevor's groans grew louder, his hands reaching down to squeeze my breasts as I worked him.
"You're such a natural whore," he moaned. "Keep going just like that... fuck..."
I looked up at him with my big brown eyes, my lips wrapped around his cockhead, and kept pleasuring him with everything I had.
Trevor suddenly pulled his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop. Before I could react, he grabbed me and pulled me onto his massive body as he lay back against the bed. Our mouths met in a passionate, hungry kiss -- tongues dancing wildly, lips sucking, both of us moaning into each other.
When we finally broke the kiss, I was breathing hard, my heavy breasts heaving against his muscular chest. I reached down between us, grabbed his thick white cock, and guided it to my soaked, dripping pussy.
I slowly lowered myself onto him, taking his massive length inside me inch by inch. A loud moan escaped my lips as I felt him stretch me open again.
Once he was fully inside me, I started riding him cowgirl style. First, I ground myself against him, rolling my hips in slow, sensual circles, feeling his thick cock rub against every sensitive spot inside me.
"Mmm... fuck... you feel so good," I moaned, my hands on his chest for balance.
Then I began bouncing on his cock -- riding him harder, my heavy breasts bouncing with every movement, my big round ass slapping against his thighs. My gold jewelry jingled wildly as I rode him.
Trevor moaned in pleasure, his hands gripping my hips as he looked up at me with raw lust.
"Ride that big white cock, you filthy Pajeeta slut, bounce on it like the desperate Indian whore you are."
"Oh Fuck yes Master! You feels so fucking good!"
I picked up the pace, completely lost in the pleasure of riding his massive white cock. My curvy body moved with abandon, my thick thighs flexing as I fucked him harder and harder.
I rode Trevor's massive white cock with increasing intensity, my thick thighs flexing as I bounced up and down on his lap. Every downward thrust sent his enormous length deep inside me, stretching my pussy walls to their limit and hitting spots I never knew existed. The sensation was overwhelming -- a perfect mix of fullness, pressure, and delicious friction that made my entire body tremble to the core.
"Oh god... so deep..."
My inner walls clenched around him, milking his shaft as I rode him harder, my juices coating his cock and dripping down his balls.
The pleasure was unlike anything I had ever felt with Karthik. Trevor's size filled me completely, putting constant, delicious pressure on every sensitive spot inside me. Each bounce made my heavy breasts jiggle wildly, my gold necklaces bouncing between them as I lost myself in this beautiful rhythm.
I could feel another orgasm building already -- a deep, powerful one that started in my core and spread through my entire body. My pussy fluttered and clenched around his thick shaft, my thighs shaking as I rode him faster.
"Fuck... your cock is so big... it's hitting everything..." I whimpered, my eyes half-closed in ecstasy.
The way he stretched me, the way he filled me so completely -- it was addictive.
I was completely lost in the sensation -- my curvy Tamil body moving with abandon on top of this racist white giant, my gold jewelry jingling wildly as I chased wave after wave of pleasure.
This was what I had been missing.
My heavy breasts jiggled wildly, my gold jewelry jingling with every movement as I chased another orgasm. Trevor's hands gripped my wide hips tightly, guiding me as he thrust up to meet me.
I could feel him getting closer -- his cock throbbing inside me, his breathing growing ragged. He was on the edge, about to bust the biggest load of his life.
Suddenly, he pulled out of me with a wet pop and squeezed the base of his dick hard, trying to hold back. His massive white cock twitched violently, leaking precum as he fought to control himself.
"Fuck..." he groaned, amazed.
"No woman has ever made me this close this fast. You're incredible, Pajeeta. I thought I was going to break you... but you're taking everything I throw at you like a champ."
I smiled seductively, still straddling him, my pussy dripping onto his abs.
"What's the matter, White boy? Is my Indian pussy too much for you to handle?"
Trevor pulled me down into a passionate kiss, his tongue invading my mouth with desperate hunger. This was the woman he had been looking for all his life -- the one who could match his sexual needs, the one who wouldn't be worn out by his intense fucking. We kissed like young lovers who had been separated for years, our bodies pressed together, both of us needing each other with an intensity that surprised us both.
We were each other's sexual soul mates.
In that moment, nothing else mattered -- not my husband, not my family, not the guilt. Just this raw, animalistic connection.
He suddenly picked me up as if I weighed nothing, causing me to give a cute, surprised yelp. He held me in the air, my thick thighs instinctively wrapping around his waist, my arms around his thick neck. We looked into each other's eyes longingly, both of us knowing exactly what we had to do.
I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist and my arms around his neck lovingly. Trevor supported me by holding both of my big round ass cheeks in his strong hands, his fingers digging into the soft flesh.
We turned slightly so we could both see our reflection in the large hotel mirror. Trevor's towering 6'7" muscular frame holding my curvy 5'1" body -- my gold jewelry still on, my heavy breasts pressed against his chest, my big round ass in his hands. We looked so good together -- the contrast of his pale, powerful body against my brown, fertile curves was intoxicating.
"We look so good together," Trevor murmured, his voice husky with lust.
I kissed him playfully on the lips and agreed with a smile. "We do... don't we, White boy?"
Trevor started thrusting gently at first, his massive white cock sliding in and out of my soaked pussy as he held me up. I bounced back against him, meeting his thrusts as we fucked in the standing carry position. We kept looking at each other -- and at our reflection in the mirror -- admiring our respective attractiveness.
The sight of us together like this -- him holding me up effortlessly, my curvy body bouncing on his cock, my gold jewelry jingling with every thrust -- was incredibly erotic. I moaned softly, my arms tightening around his neck as I rode him.
"Fuck... you feel so good," I whispered against his lips, kissing him again as we continued fucking in this intimate, powerful position.
Trevor groaned, his hands squeezing my ass as he thrust deeper. "You're perfect, Pajeeta... my perfect little Indian slut."
We kept going like this, slow, deep thrusts turning into more passionate bouncing, both of us lost in the moment. Our bodies and reflections in the mirror created the hottest sight I had ever seen.
My heavy breasts bounced wildly against his muscular chest, my gold jewelry jingling with every slam of our bodies. Trevor squeezed my soft, big round ass with both hands, his strong fingers digging into the flesh as he kept fucking me relentlessly.
I never thought sex could feel this good -- it was like it was divine. Here I was, a married wife to a Tamil man and mother to two beautiful Tamil boys. I was a proud Tamil woman who took pride in her rich roots. An ardent feminist that despised everything conservative, and had a hatred of white men ever since I knew the history of colonialism in India.
But here I was bouncing on the big white cock of the most racist, vile human being I had ever met -- and god, he was fucking sexy as hell. Tall, muscular, and attractive as fuck.
The contrast in physicality -- my 5'1" to his 6'7", my dusky brown skin to his pinkish white, our polar opposite ideologies, and the fact that I was a married mother -- all added to my pleasure beyond words. I was at the summit of carnal pleasure, and had no plans of going down anytime soon.
I could see it in Trevor's eyes -- the desire for me, not just physically, but wanting more. He wanted to own me, to claim me completely.
And at that moment, I was letting him.
"OH GOD--FUCK--YES--HARDER!!!" I screamed, my voice echoing in the hotel room as another powerful orgasm crashed through me.
My pussy clenched around his thick white cock, creaming all over him as I rode him relentlessly.
Trevor groaned, his hands squeezing my ass even harder as he thrust up into me with violent force.
"Take that big white cock like the liberal slut you are!"
I kissed Trevor passionately in response. My arms wrapped tighter around his neck, holding on for dear life as our tongues danced wildly together.
"Mmmph--fuck--yes--!" I whimpered into the kiss, my voice muffled by his lips as another wave of pleasure crashed through me.
Trevor hungrily reciprocated, his tongue invading my mouth with the same dominant energy he was using to fuck me. His strong hands gripped my big round ass tightly, pulling me down onto his massive white cock with every upward thrust.
The kiss was sloppy, desperate, and full of raw hunger -- our tongues swirling, lips sucking, both of us moaning into each other's mouths as he continued to rail me in the standing carry position.
My gold jewelry jingled wildly with every powerful slam of his hips, my heavy breasts pressed against his muscular chest as I held onto him tightly.
This moment -- kissing this racist white giant while he destroyed my pussy -- was absolute bliss.
I never wanted it to end.
Trevor kept going, his massive white cock thrusting deep inside me as we released the passionate kiss. We looked into each other's eyes as this intimate moment deepened with every second. His rough, possessive grip on my big round ass softened, turning into a more gentle, almost loving caress as I continued bouncing on his cock.
I could feel it -- his racist heart was beginning to develop real feelings for me. The race play had died down, and he was more into the sex, more into me, than he was about dominating me.
Our eyes stayed locked as I rode him, my curvy body moving with a slower, more sensual rhythm now. The intensity was still there, but it had shifted into something deeper, more intimate.
Trevor's hands gently squeezed and caressed my ass, his blue eyes full of a mix of lust and something more tender. My gold jewelry jingled softly with every movement, my heavy breasts bouncing against his muscular chest as I took him deeper.
This moment felt different -- more than just raw, hateful sex. There was a connection forming, one I hadn't expected.
I leaned in and kissed him again, slower this time, as we continued moving together in perfect sync.
As I continued riding Trevor's massive white cock, something shifted inside me.
I was beginning to develop feelings for him.
The man I hated with all my heart -- the racist, arrogant, white supremacist redneck who represented everything I had fought against -- was also the man I was falling for, slowly but surely.
It was more than just sex now. The way he looked at me, the way he touched me, the way he fucked me... it was awakening something deeper, something I hadn't expected.
A moment of guilt sprang up -- sharp and painful, thinking of Karthik and my boys waiting at home. But it was quickly quieted and overshadowed by another powerful orgasm crashing through me on his cock.
"OH GOD--YES--YES--!" I screamed, my body shaking as my pussy clenched hard around his thick shaft, creaming all over him again.
Trevor groaned in pleasure, his hands squeezing my ass as he thrust up into me.
I looked into his blue eyes, my own big brown eyes filled with a mix of lust, confusion, and something warmer, more dangerous.
I was falling for him.
And I didn't know how to stop it, or even if I wanted to stop it.
I realized this was the moment to strike -- to bring this white racist giant crumbling in pleasure.
I began to ride him harder, bouncing back with great force on his massive white cock. My thick thighs flexed powerfully, my big round ass slamming down onto him with every bounce. My heavy breasts bounced wildly, my gold jewelry jingling loudly as I fucked him with intense passion.
Trevor groaned in pleasure, his hands gripping my hips as he looked up at me with wide eyes. He had never had a woman fuck back with such intensity and passion.
I leaned down, my lips close to his ear as I continued riding him hard.
"Has any other woman ever given your cock this much pleasure?" I moaned, my voice breathy and teasing. "Has any white woman ever bounced on your dick like this?"
Trevor let out a defeated groan, his muscular body tensing beneath me.
"No..." he admitted, his voice strained with pleasure. "No woman has ever fucked me like this..."
I smiled triumphantly, riding him even harder, determined to make him completely addicted to me.
This racist white giant was mine now.
I kept riding him with that same intense rhythm, bouncing hard on his massive white cock as we both moaned in pleasure. My thick thighs flexed powerfully, my big round ass slapping against him with every downward thrust. My heavy breasts bounced wildly, my gold jewelry jingling loudly as I fucked him with everything I had.
"Promise me," I moaned, my voice breathy but commanding. "From now on, you're only going to see me for sex and intimacy. No other woman."
Trevor didn't respond, his hands gripping my hips as he thrust up to meet me, groaning in pleasure.
I bounced even harder, my pussy clenching around his thick shaft, determined to wither away his will to deny me sexual exclusivity.
"Promise me," I demanded again, my voice more commanding this time as I rode him relentlessly. "Say that you're mine!."
Trevor finally relented, his voice strained with pleasure.
"I'm yours... no woman can compare to you now... fuck--!"
Satisfied, I leaned down and lovingly kissed my racist white lover, our tongues dancing passionately as I continued riding him.
In that moment, I felt a deep, possessive satisfaction. He was mine now.
I looked into Trevor's eyes, my voice breathless and desperate.
"Fuck me harder," I moaned. "Give me everything you have."
Trevor obeyed, thrusting into me with everything he had. His massive white cock slammed deep inside my pussy, pounding me with raw, powerful force. I screamed in pleasure, my voice echoing in the hotel room as wave after wave of intense ecstasy crashed through me.
"I'm close," Trevor grunted, his muscular body tensing as he fucked me relentlessly.
"I'm about to cum too," I gasped. "Hold it in... release when I say so."
Trevor obeyed, his face strained with effort as he kept up the brutal pace, fighting to hold back his orgasm.
After thirty intense seconds, I was right at the edge of another powerful orgasm.
"Cum inside me," I moaned. "Unload in my pussy now!"
Trevor grunted loudly and exploded inside me. I pulled him into a passionate, romantic kiss as his cock pulsed violently, rope after rope of thick white cum flooding my raw vagina and shooting straight into my womb.
He came so much -- flooding my pussy with so much cum that it started dripping out of me, running down my thighs and onto the floor as we stayed locked in our passionate embrace.
Our tongues danced together as he filled me completely, our bodies trembling in shared delightful ecstasy.
This was everything I had been craving.
After our powerful orgasms finally subsided, we broke the kiss and looked into each other's eyes. Trevor's blue eyes were no longer filled with that dominant, arrogant hunger to break me. Instead, I saw tenderness, possessiveness, and a deep longing for me.
I had won the war.
This racist white giant -- the man who had wanted to conquer and degrade me -- was now looking at me with something more. Something real.
I smiled softly, my fingers gently stroking his cheek as I remained impaled on his still-hard cock, his cum slowly leaking out of me.
"You're mine now," I whispered.
Trevor didn't deny it. He simply pulled me closer, holding me in his strong arms as we stayed connected, our bodies and hearts tangled in this unexpected intimacy.
I had won.
Trevor lowered us both onto the bed, his strong arms still holding me close as we cuddled together. I stayed tightly embracing him, my curvy body pressed against his muscular frame, my head resting on his chest as I listened to his heartbeat.
I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was close to lunch time. We had fucked for over two hours -- not bad for a first time.
Trevor gently caressed my cheek, his fingers tracing my soft skin with surprising tenderness.
"Selvi..." he whispered.
My heart skipped a beat. I was shocked. All this time he had been calling me "Pajeeta" to mock and degrade me, and now he was saying my name as if it was sacred.
I caressed his cheek in response, my fingers brushing against his stubble.
"Oh Trevor," I said softly, "you can keep calling me Pajeeta..."
He smiled, pulling me even closer as we lay there together, our bodies still connected in the afterglow.
Trevor held me close, his fingers still gently stroking my cheek as he looked into my eyes with a tenderness I hadn't expected from him.
"I want to call you by your name now," he said softly. "Now that I've completely fallen for you."
"The way you fuck back with so much enthusiasm... how you worship and love on my white cock like it's the most sacred thing in the world to you... no other woman has ever given me that much passion before."
He paused, his blue eyes warm as he brushed a strand of hair from my face.
"Selvi is a beautiful name for a beautiful goddess like you."
My heart fluttered at his words. The man who had spent weeks degrading me with every racist slur imaginable was now looking at me with genuine affection. I smiled, leaning in to kiss him softly.
"You can call me Selvi in moments like this" I whispered against his lips. "But I still like it when you call me Pajeeta... when you fuck the shit out of me."
He chuckled and pulled me tighter, our bodies still intertwined as we lay in the afterglow.


At that moment, the line between us had blurred even more. Hate, lust, and something deeper were all tangled together.
We lay together in the afterglow, our bodies still intertwined. I traced my fingers along his muscular chest, feeling the rise and fall of his breathing. After a moment, I looked up at him curiously.
"Why have you never settled down with a woman?"
"You have the looks... you would have no trouble having a girl stay loyal to you after a night with you."
Trevor was quiet for a few seconds, his hand gently stroking my back. When he finally spoke, his voice was surprisingly vulnerable.
"I never felt any real connection with a woman after I nutted in her," he admitted.
There was always this sense of disgust almost... after I had ejaculated inside a woman. Like the chase was over and there was nothing left. But with you, Selvi... I feel happy. At peace."
His words touched something deep inside me. The same man who had spent weeks calling me every degrading name was now opening up to me in a way I hadn't expected. I leaned in and kissed him softly, my heart swelling with a complicated mix of emotions.
I was falling for him too.
And in that moment, lying in his arms, I didn't want to fight it.
Trevor continued, his voice low and sincere as he held me close.
"I haven't really changed," he admitted. "I'm still racist. I'm still everything you hate about me."
" But I like you... more than just as a sexual partner or a fuck buddy."
" The way you responded to my raceplay with your own, the way you owned your sexuality, the way you challenged me at every turn... it turned me on."
" It made me respect you even as I degraded you."
He paused, his fingers gently tracing my back.
"The sex was beyond what I was expecting. I went in trying to break you like the rest of the women I had fucked. You, however, took it all and turned the tides."
" The way you took control was so sexy to me."
He looked into my eyes with surprising vulnerability.
"I promise you I won't so much as look at another woman for you. You've completely ruined any other woman for me."
I looked into his blue eyes, my heart racing as I decided to be honest with him.
"I'm falling for you too," I confessed softly.
"Even though I never intended to when I planned to fuck you. I thought I would fuck you and have you begging for seconds."
" Now... I want you as well."
Trevor's expression softened further. He pulled me closer, his strong arms wrapping around my curvy body as he kissed me tenderly.
We stayed like that for a long time -- naked, vulnerable, and connected in a way neither of us had expected.
The racist white man who had wanted to conquer me... and the proud Tamil woman who had wanted to use him... had both found something real in each other.
I didn't know what the future held, but in that moment, I didn't fucking care.
I was exactly where I wanted to be.
Trevor suddenly looked downcast, his blue eyes clouding over with sadness. It surprised me after the vulnerable, intimate conversation we had just shared.
"What's bothering you?" I asked gently, stroking his cheek.
He sighed heavily, his muscular arm still wrapped around me.
"You're married," he said quietly. "We could never truly be together as lovers... maybe as fuck buddies."
" It's a shame, because you're the only one I've ever developed real feelings for."
His words hit me with a mix of sadness and relief. I pulled him closer, kissing his forehead tenderly.
"I know," I whispered. "This is complicated. But what we have right now... it's real too. And I don't want to lose it."
We held each other in silence for a long moment, both of us aware of the difficult reality we were facing.
Trevor held me close, his voice low and serious.
"You could divorce your husband to be with me," he said. "I planned to take you away from your curry husband and make you my personal Indian slut... but now I want to make you my wife."
His words hung in the air between us. I felt a mix of shock, flattery, and deep conflict. The same man who had spent weeks degrading me was now offering me a future -- one that would destroy everything I had built with Karthik and our boys.
I looked into his blue eyes, my heart racing as I tried to process what he was saying.
"I... I can't just leave my family," I whispered, my voice trembling. "My boys... my husband... they're my world."
Trevor's expression softened, but there was still that possessive hunger in his eyes.
"I know it's complicated," he whispered, stroking my cheek. "But I want you, Selvi. Not just for sex. I want you as my wife."
I didn't know what to say. The offer was tempting in its own twisted way, but my love for Karthik and my sons was too strong to ignore.
Trevor continued, his voice soft but insistent as he held me close.
"You could divorce your husband and have custody of the kids."
"We could all live together. I could buy a house out in the country and get your boys a golden retriever."
" We could be a family, Selvi."
His words hit me like a tidal wave. I was tempted -- unimaginably so. The thought of having this hunk as my husband while still being with my kids sounded too good to be true. A life where I could have Trevor's passion and strength, and still raise my boys in a stable home.
But reality crashed back in.
"I don't know what my two boys would want more than their mother and father being together," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.
Trevor's expression softened, but I could see the desire in his eyes -- the longing to claim me completely.
The offer was tempting. Dangerously tempting.
But my love for Karthik and my commitment to my family was still stronger.
Trevor stroked my hair gently, his fingers running through my long black strands with surprising tenderness.
"You're such a loyal wife," he murmured, his voice low and sincere. "I respect that. But the offer is still on the table for you anytime. Whenever you're ready... I'll be here."
I closed my eyes, leaning into his touch as a complicated mix of emotions washed over me. His words were both comforting and tempting -- a door left open to a completely different life.
Trevor held me closer, his fingers still gently stroking my hair as he spoke.
"Since I'm now sexually exclusive to you," he said softly, "I want you to be sexually exclusive to me. We may not be husband and wife yet... but we will always be each other's sexual soulmates."
His words sent a shiver through me. The idea of exclusivity with this man -- this racist, dominant white giant who had completely upended my world -- was both terrifying and exhilarating.
I looked into his blue eyes, my heart racing as I considered his request. Part of me wanted to agree immediately, to claim him as mine in every way. But another part -- the devoted wife and mother -- still held back.
"I... I don't know if I can promise that yet," I whispered, my voice trembling.
"I have a family. A husband. Children. But... I want you too. More than I ever expected."
Trevor nodded slowly, understanding but not pushing.
"We'll figure it out," he murmured, pulling me into another deep kiss.
His kiss had found its mark on my heart.
In that moment, I changed my mind.
I decided that I would be sexually exclusive to him.
I would keep Karthik locked in chastity. I would make him pussy-free -- not even blowjobs or handjobs. He would have to jack off in our master bathroom for any sexual release. However, I would not divorce Karthik. That would be too painful for me, for him, and especially for our boys.
Karthik had already given me two beautiful sons. We had sex many times before, none of it ever making me orgasm. Sex between Karthik and me was a one-way street. This was a solid alternative to leaving him.
I looked into Trevor's blue eyes, and made my decision.
"I'll be sexually exclusive to you," I whispered. "No one else. Just you."
Trevor's eyes lit up with triumph and something deeper -- genuine happiness. He pulled me into another passionate kiss, his strong arms wrapping around my curvy body.
At that moment, I felt a strange peace. I could have this -- the intense, mind-blowing sex with Trevor -- while still being the loving wife and mother I had always been.
It was the best of both worlds.
And I was going to make it work.
"I've decided to keep Karthik in chastity," I told him softly.
"Completely making my body off limits for him. He'll only be allowed to jack off in the bathroom for release. No sex. No blowjobs. Nothing but kissing and feeling me."
Trevor's eyes widened with pure joy. He cupped my face lovingly in his large hands, his thumbs stroking my cheeks.
"Do you really mean that?" he asked, his voice filled with hope.
I nodded, my heart steady. "Yes. I mean it."
Trevor's expression turned serious for a moment. "What if Karthik refuses? "
I let out a long sigh, my face becoming serious as I looked at him.
"If Karthik doesn't agree to this," I said firmly, "then let's say we might have to get a house in the countryside and you will have to put up with two energetic Indian kids."
Trevor stared at me for a long moment, and smiled at me.
In that moment, the future felt both terrifying and exciting.
I had made my choice.
I looked into Trevor's eyes, my voice steady but serious.
"If Karthik refuses, and I decide to take the kids and live with you as your wife... then you can't be racist around my kids. I will not tolerate you not even raising your voice to my little ones."
Trevor stared at me for a long moment, his expression softening as he processed my words. He nodded slowly, his hand gently stroking my cheek.
"I understand," he said quietly. "I won't. For you... I'll try."
I leaned in and kissed him softly. The future was uncertain, but I was ready to face it -- whatever path it took.
We cuddled together in the hotel bed until around 12:00 PM, our bodies tangled in a comfortable, intimate silence. Trevor's strong arms wrapped around me, his fingers gently tracing patterns on my back as I rested my head on his chest. It felt strangely peaceful -- this giant, racist white man holding me with surprising tenderness after the intense sex we had shared.
Eventually, we got dressed. I slipped back into my sexy red bodycon dress and gold jewelry, while Trevor put on a simple shirt and jeans that still showed off his muscular frame. We decided to go out for lunch at a nearby Indian restaurant.
The moment we walked in together, every head in the restaurant turned toward us. The Indian staff and customers stared openly -- some with surprise, others with clear disapproval. Indian men in particular couldn't take their eyes off us. Their gazes lingered on my curvy figure in the tight dress and gold jewelry, then shifted to the towering white man beside me with obvious discomfort and judgment.
Trevor didn't seem to care. He placed a possessive hand on my lower back as we walked to the buffet, filling our plates with fragrant biryani, butter chicken, naan, and other dishes. I could feel the weight of the stares on us the entire time -- the contrast of a short Tamil woman with a tall, muscular white man was impossible to ignore.
I felt a mix of embarrassment and thrill. Part of me wanted to shrink away from the attention, but another part -- the awakened woman who had embraced this forbidden path -- felt empowered by it.
We sat down at a corner table, and Trevor smiled at me across the food.
"Everyone's staring at us," he said with a cocky grin. "They know you're mine now."
I smiled back, my heart racing as I took a bite of the fragrant biryani.
This was my life now -- complicated, thrilling, and full of contrasts. And I was already in love with it.
We finished our food at the restaurant, the stares from other patrons following us the entire time. The meal had left me feeling rejuvenated -- the spicy flavors and carbs giving me a second wind.
As soon as we stepped back into the hotel room and the door closed behind us, I immediately started undressing Trevor. My hands moved with hungry urgency, pulling off his shirt to reveal his muscular chest and abs, then yanking down his pants and boxers in one motion. His massive white cock sprang free, already half-hard and twitching at the sight of me.
I pushed him back onto the bed and climbed between his legs. Without hesitation, I hungrily took his cock into my mouth, sucking the thick head and swirling my tongue around it as I stroked the shaft with both hands.
Trevor groaned loudly, his head falling back against the pillows as he watched me.
"Fuck... I love this relentless sexual hunger from my baby girl," he moaned, his hand gently resting on my head. "You can't get enough of this big white cock, can you?"
I moaned around his shaft in response, taking him deeper into my warm, wet mouth as I bobbed my head with eager devotion. My gold jewelry jingled softly with every movement, my heavy breasts swaying as I worshipped his cock.
The taste of him, the thickness, the way he throbbed against my tongue -- it was addictive.
I was completely lost in pleasuring him, my pussy already wet and aching for more.
We had sex throughout the afternoon, switching positions and taking 20-minute breaks before resuming. Trevor fucked me in missionary, doggy, cowgirl, and standing carry -- each round more intense than the last. I came multiple times, my body completely surrendering to his massive white cock and dominant energy.
During the evening, we watched a movie together as we cuddled lovingly on the bed. I rested my head on his muscular chest, his arm wrapped around me as we enjoyed the quiet moment.
My phone rang. It was Karthik.
I picked up, my voice calm but firm.
Before he could even speak, I answered.
"I'm busy right now, don't call me until tomorrow morning at 8:00."
Karthik was silent for a moment before responding softly. "Okay... I love you."
"I love you too, see you tomorrow Karthik."
I turned back to Trevor, snuggling closer to him as the movie continued. The contrast between my loving husband at home and this passionate, dominant white man beside me was surreal -- but in this moment, I was exactly where I wanted to be.
During the night, Trevor and I made love to each other -- a slower, more intimate kind of sex than the raw, animalistic fucking we had earlier. Our bodies moved together with tenderness and passion, our hands exploring each other with gentle caresses rather than rough grabs.
I took some positions from the Kama Sutra and tried them with Trevor. We started with the "Lotus" position -- me sitting on his lap, facing him, my legs wrapped around his waist as I rode him slowly. Our foreheads pressed together, our eyes locked as I moved my hips in slow circles, feeling his thick white cock deep inside me.
Then we tried the "Mare" position -- me on top, leaning back with my hands on his thighs as I rode him with deeper, more controlled movements. Trevor's hands gently caressed my breasts and waist as he looked up at me with adoration.
We switched to the "Yawning" position -- me on my back with my legs raised and spread wide as he thrust into me slowly and deeply, our bodies pressed close. Every thrust felt intimate, every kiss full of emotion.
Throughout the night, we made love. Slow, passionate, and deeply connected. My gold jewelry jingled softly with our movements, a beautiful contrast to the raw sex we had earlier.
In those moments, I felt completely seen and desired by him -- not just as a conquest, but as a woman he truly wanted.
And I realized I was falling for him even more.
We fell asleep naked after our intimate love making at around 1:00 AM, wrapped in each other's arms. Trevor possessively wrapped his muscular arms around my soft mommy belly, holding me close as if he never wanted to let go. I had my big round butt pressed firmly against his big white dick, which rested snugly between my two big brown butt cheeks.
It felt strangely perfect -- this giant, racist white man holding me with such tenderness after the intense, degrading sex we had shared earlier. My curvy Tamil body fit against his powerful frame like it was meant to be there.
I drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face, my heart full of complicated but undeniable feelings for him.
Tomorrow morning I would have to go back home to Karthik and the boys.
But for tonight, I was exactly where I wanted to be.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I woke up early the next morning, feeling Trevor's morning wood straining firmly between my big round ass cheeks. His massive white cock was already rock-hard and throbbing against me, making my pussy wet with fresh desire.
I decided to wake him up with a blowjob.
I carefully turned around in bed, positioning myself between his legs. I gently took his big white cock into my mouth, sucking it slowly and sensually. My lips wrapped around the thick head as I swirled my tongue around it, while my soft hands lovingly stroked his long, veiny shaft.
Trevor slowly woke up, groaning in pleasure as he saw the amazing sight of his new Indian girlfriend waking him up with an amazing blowjob. His hand gently placed on top of my head, fingers running through my hair as I continued sucking passionately.
"Mmm... fuck, Selvi," he groaned, his voice husky with sleep and lust. "That feels so good..."
I moaned around his cock, taking him deeper into my warm, wet mouth as I bobbed my head with devotion. My heavy breasts pressed against his thighs as I worshipped his massive white cock with everything I had.
This was my way of showing him how much I wanted him -- completely, without reservation.
I continued sucking Trevor's big white cock, my lips wrapped tightly around his thick shaft as I bobbed my head with passion. My hands stroked the part I couldn't fit in my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head as I moaned softly.
Trevor suddenly pulled out his phone and started recording me.
I freaked out, pulling back with a gasp, my lips still shiny with saliva.
"Why would you do that?" I asked, my voice a mix of shock and concern.
Trevor looked at me with lust-filled eyes. "It's so hot, baby. I want a video of you sucking my big white cock. All the other women I fucked let me do it."
" Please, Selvi... let me record you. I want to watch this later when I miss you."
I hesitated, my heart racing. The idea of being recorded like this -- on my knees, sucking a white man's cock while wearing my traditional gold jewelry -- was both terrifying and thrilling. But I was worried about my job, my reputation.
"Fine,"but I need to put on some heavy makeup first to protect my identity."
I quickly went to the bathroom and applied heavier makeup -- darker kohl around my eyes, bolder lipstick, and a few other touches to make me look different enough that I wouldn't be easily recognized. When I came back, I felt a strange mix of nervousness and excitement.
I got back on my knees and took his cock back into my mouth, sucking him passionately as Trevor recorded me with his phone.
"Mmm... that's it, you beautiful Pajeeta slut," he groaned, his hand gently guiding my head as he filmed.
"Look at those big brown eyes staring up at me while you suck my big white cock. So fucking perfect."
I moaned around his shaft, my hands stroking him as I gave him the show he wanted. The camera made everything feel even more forbidden and erotic.
I was completely lost in the moment -- a proud Tamil wife and mother on her knees for a racist white man, letting him record it all.


Trevor kept calling me his sexy little Pajeeta as I stroked his thick white cock and sucked on his heavy balls. I giggled and winked at the camera, my big brown eyes looking directly into it as I worshipped him.
"I love being a desi whore for my white master," I moaned, my voice breathy and slutty as I took his balls back into my mouth.
Trevor groaned, his hand gently guiding my head as he continued filming.
"I conquered an Indian wife and mother from her beta curry husband," he taunted, his voice full of arrogant pride.
"That pathetic little cuck could never satisfy you like I can. You're mine now, isn't that right Pajeeta?"
I shook my ass in response, delivering an extremely erotic view to the camera as I continued sucking and stroking him.
Trevor's voice grew even rougher. "Compare your husband's cock to mine, slut. Show me how small that brown dick is."
I stopped sucking and used my hand to demonstrate, making a gap between my index finger and thumb to show how small Karthik's cock was compared to Trevor's massive white one. I giggled as I did it, then buried my face back into his crotch, sucking on his balls with renewed enthusiasm.
"Small brown ones can never compete," I moaned, looking up at the camera. "White cock is way better."
This sent Trevor over the edge. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and unloaded on my face -- rope after thick rope of hot white cum adorning my beautiful face. I had never let Karthik do this to me, but I loved it from Trevor -- like I was a goddess receiving her offering.
I smiled up at the camera, my face covered in his cum, feeling completely owned and desired.
I scooped up each strand of cum Trevor had shot on my face, licking it off my fingers and swallowing it with a slutty giggle. The taste of him was salty and masculine, and I loved how filthy it made me feel.
Trevor finished recording the video, his phone still pointed at me as I cleaned the last drops from my chin.
I snuggled close to him, resting my head on his muscular chest as I asked, "Is that video just for you... or are you posting it on any porn sites?"
Trevor smiled arrogantly and kissed the top of my head.
"I'm posting it on Reddit," he said. "Specifically on a raceplay subreddit called r/saynotodesibois."
I was curious. He opened the subreddit on his phone and showed me. I was amazed at all the desi women bedding white men -- pictures, videos, stories of Indian women having sex with white men.
"Wow..." I whispered, scrolling through the posts.
Trevor kissed me again. "My post is going to break the subreddit. The mods are going to pin it."
I was so giddy, my heart racing with a mix of nervousness and excitement.
"I'll be checking that subreddit to see if I'm going to go viral," I said with a playful smile, snuggling closer to him.
The thought of our video -- me on my knees, covered in his cum, worshipping his big white cock -- being seen by thousands of people sent a dark thrill through me.
I was completely addicted to this forbidden world now.
We used the bathroom and did our morning activities before stepping into the shower together. The warm water cascaded over our bodies as I passionately embraced Trevor, wrapping my arms around his thick neck.
"Fuck me hard in the shower," I whispered against his lips.
"This will be the last time before I can arrange another meeting with you."
Trevor's eyes darkened with lust. He obliged immediately, lifting me up against the shower wall and thrusting into me with raw, animalistic force. We fucked like rabbits -- his powerful hips slamming against me, my thick thighs wrapped around his waist as I moaned loudly. The water made everything slick and intense, our bodies slapping together as he pounded me relentlessly.
It was animalistic -- rough, primal, and full of hunger. But at the climax, it became romantic too. We kissed deeply as we both came together, our bodies trembling in shared ecstasy. Trevor's massive white cock pulsed inside me as he filled me with his cum, our foreheads pressed together, eyes locked in a moment of pure connection.
We stayed like that for a long time -- the water running over us as we held each other, both of us knowing this was a temporary goodbye.
"I'll see you soon,", kissing him one last time.
This weekend had changed everything.
And I couldn't wait for the next time.
We stepped out of the shower around 8:00 AM in the morning. We had been fucking like rabbits for an hour and a half -- intense, passionate, and completely addictive.
Trevor was still kissing my neck passionately, his hands roaming over my wet, curvy body as I reached for my phone. It was Karthik calling, right on time as I had asked him to.
I picked up immediately, my voice slightly breathless.
"Hey, sweetheart," I said, trying to sound normal as Trevor continued kissing my neck, his hands squeezing my big round ass.
Karthik's voice came through, gentle and concerned. "Good morning. Just checking in like you asked. How are you?"
I bit my lip to suppress a moan as Trevor's lips found a sensitive spot. "I'm... good. Just getting ready to head home soon. How are the boys?"
"They're fine," Karthik replied. "Miss you already. When will you be back?"
"Soon," I promised, my free hand reaching back to caress Trevor's hair as he continued his affectionate assault on my neck. "I love you. See you soon."
"I love you too," Karthik said softly before hanging up.
I put the phone down and turned to Trevor, pulling him into a deep kiss.
"I have to go soon," I whispered against his lips. "But I don't want to."
Trevor smiled and held me closer.
"Then don't," he murmured. "Stay a little longer."
I knew I couldn't. But in that moment, I wished I could.
After the call with Karthik, I decided it would be best to leave now. My little ones would be missing me, and my motherly instincts were calling me to return to them.
I kissed Trevor one last time -- a deep, lingering kiss full of affection and promise.
"I have to go," I whispered against his lips. "My boys need me."
I got dressed, slipping back into my red bodycon dress and gold jewelry, looking at myself in the mirror one final time. I turned to Trevor, taking in his towering, muscular form for one last lingering look.
Trevor stepped closer, his blue eyes searching mine.
"Are we boyfriend and girlfriend now?" he asked, his voice surprisingly vulnerable.
I smiled softly.
"Of course, babe. You're my white boyfriend... and Karthik is my Indian husband."
Trevor pulled me into one final, passionate kiss before I left the room, my heart full of emotions as I walked out of the hotel.
I drove back home, the morning sun shining through the windshield as I reflected on everything that had happened with Trevor during Saturday.
The way he had taken me in every position, the rough, animalistic sex mixed with moments of surprising tenderness. The way he had called me his Pajeeta, his whore, his slut -- and then whispered my real name like it was sacred. The way his massive white cock had stretched and filled me in ways Karthik never could. The orgasms that had left me shaking and breathless.
I thought about the guilt I felt when Karthik called -- hearing my moans through the phone as Trevor fucked me. The way I had cum so hard while my husband listened on the other end.
And yet... I didn't regret it.
The weekend had awakened something in me -- a side of myself I had suppressed for years. A sensual, liberated woman who craved passion and intensity.
I still loved Karthik. I still loved my boys. They were my world.
But Trevor... Trevor had become something I couldn't ignore anymore.
I smiled to myself as I pulled into our driveway, my gold jewelry still on, my body still tingling from the memories.
I was home.
But a part of me was already counting the days until I could see Trevor again.
I parked the car in our driveway and stepped out, still wearing the red bodycon dress and gold jewelry from the night before. My body felt deliciously sore, my pussy still tingling from the intense sex with Trevor.
Karthik opened the front door to greet me, his eyes widening slightly as he took in my appearance -- the sexy dress, the traditional jewelry, the glow on my face. He gave me a small, loving smile, though I could see the complicated emotions behind it.
Before I could say anything, my two sweet boys rushed out of the door, their faces lighting up with pure joy as they embraced me in a warm, enthusiastic hug.
"Amma! You're back!" Arjun exclaimed, squeezing me tightly.
Vallu buried his face in my waist, his voice muffled but happy. "We missed you so much, Amma! But we had a good time with Appa. We played cricket and made ice cream sundaes!"
I knelt down and hugged them both tightly, kissing their cheeks repeatedly as my gold bangles jingled softly.
"I missed you too, kutties."
"I'm so happy to be back with you."
Karthik stood in the doorway, watching us with a soft, complicated smile. He looked relieved to have me back, but I could see the questions and pain lingering in his eyes.
I stood up, still holding the boys' hands, and walked toward him. I gave him a warm, loving kiss on the cheek, my gold jewelry brushing against him.
"I'm home," I said softly, looking into his eyes.
And in that moment, I felt the full weight of my double life -- the devoted mother and wife, and the woman who had just spent the night with her white lover.
The boys had already eaten the idlis their father made them, and Karthik set a plate for me sensing my hunger from all the passion I must have had last night.
I sat down at the table, as I took a bite of the warm idlis with coconut chutney. Karthik watched me quietly, his eyes full of complicated emotions -- love, hurt, acceptance.
The boys chattered happily about their day with Appa, completely unaware of the tension between us. I smiled at them, my heart full as I ate, my body still tingling from the night with Trevor.
Karthik sat across from me, a small, understanding smile on his face as he watched me eat.
Karthik and I entered our bedroom, closing the door behind us. We stared at each other for a long minute, the air thick with unspoken words and emotions. The tension from the weekend hung between us, but so did the love.
Karthik finally broke the ice, his voice soft and hesitant.
"How was it?" he asked.
I took a deep breath, my gold jewelry still on from the night before, my red bodycon dress hugging my curves. I looked into his eyes, my heart full of complicated feelings.
"It was... intense," I said honestly. "More than I expected. He was rough, dominant... but also surprisingly tender at times. I came so many times, Karthik. More than I ever have before."
I paused, searching his face for any sign of pain or anger. Then I decided to be completely honest.
"And... I have feelings for him," I confessed softly.
"I didn't expect it, and I promised it would be just sex, but I do have strong feelings for Trevor. I'm sorry."
Karthik's face crumpled with hurt, his eyes filling with pain. I quickly pulled him into a tight hug, stroking his hair as I held him close.
"But that doesn't take away from how much I love you," I whispered.
"You are my husband. My partner. The father of my children."
"Nothing will change that. I praise you for being such a strong, supportive husband through all of this. I couldn't have asked to be married to a better man."
Karthik held me tightly, his body trembling slightly. He was hurt, but he accepted it. I noticed the small wet spot on his shorts -- he was leaking from the chastity cage, his arousal clear despite the pain.
Karthik pulled back slightly, his voice quiet. "What is Trevor to you now? A fuck buddy?"
I decided to be honest, looking into his eyes with love and sincerity.
"He's more than that," I said gently.
"He's someone I have real feelings for. But you are my husband. My home. He is different, he's my boyfriend, my sexual soulmate."
Karthik nodded slowly, processing everything as he held me close.
The conversation was raw, painful, and honest -- but it was necessary.
And in that moment, our love felt stronger for it.
I held Karthik close, my voice gentle but firm as I continued.
"I also promised Trevor that my body would be exclusive to him," I said softly.
"Since he promised he would be exclusive to me. No other women for him. And no other men for me -- except you, of course just not with your penis."
"You're still my husband. I'll always be intimate with you in other ways... but my pussy is for Trevor now and..."
Before I could finish, Karthik immediately protested, his body tensing in my arms.
"No, Selvi. That's too much. I can't accept that. I'm your husband. I should still be able to... to be with you that way!"
" We've been married for years! How can you just cut me off like that? It's not fair. I love you! I need you!"
I consoled him, stroking his cheek lovingly. "We can still hug and kiss. We can still be intimate in other ways. But your penis can't touch my body ever again, only Trevor gets to have his penis stimulated by me."
"I need something more fulfilling. You know your little 4-inch dick has never been able to make me cum the way I need."
"This is better for both of us."
You can still have my love, my affection, my body in every other way. Just not penetration or any penile stimulation from me."
He still didn't accept it, shaking his head with pain in his eyes.
"It's too much. I can't do this. I feel like I'm losing you completely. How can I just sit by while another man -- a racist white man -- takes what should be mine?"
"What about our vows? What about our family? I can't live like that, Selvi. It would destroy me."
I finally let out a deep breath, my voice becoming serious.
"If you don't accept not having access to my body sexually," I said firmly, "then I will divorce you and be with Trevor. I will take the boys with me too."
Karthik was stunned, his face paling as he stared at me.
"Selvi... Trevor is a racist bigot," he whispered, his voice cracking.
"How can you even consider leaving me for him? He hates everything we stand for -- our culture, our religion, our people."
"He would never treat you or the boys with respect. You can't do this to us. To our family."
"Trevor may be a racist bigot but he loves me. And he promised to treat the kids nicely if I left you."
"He said we could have a house in the countryside, get the boys a golden retriever, and make sure they're taken care of."
"It's not ideal, but if you can't accept this arrangement, then I have to choose what's best for me. For my happiness. For my needs."
Karthik looked devastated, tears welling in his eyes as he processed my words.
"You would really take the boys away from me? After everything we've built together? I love them more than anything."
" I can't lose them. I can't lose you. Please, Selvi... don't do this. We can find another way!"
I pulled him into a tight hug, stroking his hair as I held him close.
"I don't want to lose you either, Karthik. That's why I'm giving you this choice."
"We can make this work. You can still be my husband, my life partner, the father of our children."
"But I need this for myself. I need Trevor's big white cock to feel truly satisfied. And you can have me in every other way -- my love..... my affection, all of that will remain."
He was silent for a long moment, his body trembling in my arms. Finally, he nodded slowly, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Okay... I'll accept it. I don't want to lose you or the boys. If this is what you need, I'll try my best to love you through it."
I kissed him tenderly, my heart aching but full of love for him.
"Thank you, Karthik. I was afraid that I might have had to divorce you."
We held each other for a long time, the weight of our new arrangement settling over us. Karthik was hurt, but he accepted it. And I was grateful for his strength.
The conversation was raw, painful, and honest -- but it was necessary.
I kissed him deeply, my lips pressing against his with all the love I had for him. I undressed him slowly, my hands sliding over his skinny body as I removed his clothes until he was completely naked except for the metal chastity cage around his small cock.
"The new arrangement will only benefit our marriage," I whispered against his lips, my fingers tracing the metal cage.
"Look how devoted you've been to me ever since I caged you." I pointed to the leaking precum dripping from the cage. "You're always turned on for me now. Always ready to serve me."
I pushed him gently onto the bed, climbing on top of him as I kissed him passionately. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close as our tongues danced together.
I pulled back from the kiss, looking into his eyes with love and confidence.
"How much better it is for you to be always turned on instead of shooting your load and losing your arousal for me," I said softly.
"This is the next step in our marriage -- a deeper form of love and intimacy between husband and wife."
Karthik looked up at me, his eyes full of complicated emotions -- hurt, arousal, acceptance. But he held me tighter, nodding slowly as he accepted his new role.
I kissed him again, my curvy body pressed against his, feeling the metal cage against my thigh as we embraced.
Our marriage was evolving.
Karthik kissed me tenderly, his lips soft against mine as he held me close. When we parted, he looked into my eyes with a mix of hurt and reluctant acceptance.
"I'm hurt," he admitted quietly. "But... I think I could grow to like this Masala marriage."
I couldn't help but giggle at his choice of words, my laughter light and genuine as I rested my forehead against his.
"Masala marriage," I repeated with a smile. "You've described our marriage perfectly, Karthik. Spicy, complicated, and full of flavor."
He chuckled softly, pulling me tighter into his arms as we lay together in bed. The tension between us had eased, replaced by a new, strange kind of intimacy -- one built on honesty, acceptance, and the unique path we were forging together.
In that moment, I felt a deep love for him -- my husband, my partner, the man who was willing to grow with me through this "Masala Marriage."
And I knew we would find our way.
Karthik looked at me with hopeful eyes, his voice soft and pleading.
"Will you take the chastity cage off now?" he asked.
I smiled mischievously, my fingers tracing the metal cage around his small cock making sure to never touch any skin in that area out of respect for Trevor.
"No, I love having you locked. Maybe until after Monday you can jerk yourself off in the toilet." I teased.
Karthik sighed, a mix of frustration and arousal in his expression, but he didn't argue. He simply pulled me closer, accepting his new role as my locked, devoted, pussy free husband.
I kissed him tenderly, my heart full of excitement for the amazing times ahead.
The day went by like every other weekend -- family time, the boys playing and laughing as Karthik and I stole intimate glances at one another. Our eyes would meet across the room, full of complicated love, understanding, and the new dynamic we were navigating.
During the night, after the kids were fast asleep, Karthik and I were passionately making out naked in our bed. His hands roamed over my curvy body, my big breasts pressing against his chest as we kissed deeply, our tongues dancing with renewed hunger.
My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I glanced at it, seeing a message from Trevor.
I picked it up and read it, a thrill running through me.
Trevor: You're blowing up babe, the mods pinned our video! ❤️
Karthik noticed my reaction and pulled back slightly, as he also read the message.


"What is he talking about?" he asked.
I hesitated for a moment, then showed him the message, my heart racing as I wondered how he would react to the news that our video was now public on that subreddit.
I decided to be transparent with Karthik. I opened Reddit on my phone and went to r/saynotodesibois. The video Trevor had posted -- the one of me on my knees, sucking his big white cock and covered in his cum -- was pinned at the top with a massive number of likes, comments, and Reddit awards.
I was blown away by the amount of views and likes the video had. Thousands of upvotes, hundreds of comments, and awards pouring in. The title was something like "Proud Tamil wife worships her first white cock" with a caption that made my cheeks burn.
Karthik leaned in to look at the screen, his eyes widening in shock as he saw the video and the reactions.
"Selvi..." he whispered, his voice a mix of awe, hurt, and arousal.
I nodded, my heart racing as I scrolled through some of the comments -- some praising my beauty and enthusiasm, others with heavy raceplay that made me both embarrassed and turned on.
"I didn't expect it to blow up like this."
Karthik was silent for a moment, processing everything as he looked at the video of his wife being used by a white man.
The reality of our new life was becoming very public.
And I was strangely excited by it.
Karthik and I scrolled through some of the horny comments together on the subreddit. The reactions were overwhelming -- men praising my body, my enthusiasm, my beauty as I worshipped Trevor's big white cock on camera.
"Damn, that Indian wife is so fucking hot. Look at those tits and that ass. I'd love to be the one breeding her," one comment read.
Another: "This is why we need more desi wives going white. She's loving that BWC. Hot as fuck!"
Karthik's eyes widened as he read them, a strange mix of pride and arousal on his face.
"I can't believe how many men want you," he whispered, his voice husky. "My wife... you look so hot on video. They all want you. And I get to serve you."
I smiled at him, kissing his cheek as I continued scrolling. The comments were filthy, explicit, and full of admiration for my performance. Some were heavy on raceplay, others simply praising my curves and enthusiasm.
Karthik's small caged cock was leaking again, the wet spot on his shorts growing as he read the comments.
"I'm proud of you,Selvi."
"Proud of how hot you are. How desired you are. Even if it's... like this."
I hugged him tightly. Our marriage was truly evolving in ways I never could have imagined, and for the better.
Karthik and I went to sleep together in each other's arms, our bodies intertwined in the quiet of the night. I woke up earlier than him, the morning light filtering through the curtains. My body was still deliciously sore from the weekend with Trevor, and a smile played on my lips as I reached for my phone on the nightstand.
There was a new message from Trevor -- a dick pic of his massive white cock, hard and throbbing, with the caption:
"My dick misses your tight Indian pussy already, Selvi."
I smiled, my pussy tingling at the sight. I quickly typed back:
: (My pussy is already missing your big white cock too, babe ❤️)
His reply came almost immediately.
Trevor: (Did your husband accept being pussy free? Your body should only sexually pleasure me from now on, either married or divorced.)
I glanced at Karthik, still sleeping peacefully beside me, then typed my response.
: (Yes, babe. My husband agreed. So no house in the countryside, or having to be a stepdad for my kids.)
Trevor: (Good girl. I knew you'd handle it. Can't wait to fuck you again soon. Your pussy is mine now!)
: (I know. I'm already thinking about the next time I can sneak away to see you. My body is craving you already.)
Trevor: (Fuck, I love hearing that. You're my perfect little Indian slut. Keep that cuck locked and denied for me. Love you babe 😍)
: (Love you too 💗)
I put the phone down, my heart racing with a mix of excitement as I snuggled closer to my husband. Our Masala Marriage was just getting started, Trevor and I would be fucking soon, not at the hotel but in his trailer park, and once our bond deepens further he's going to colonize me right here in my martial bed, when Karthik is at work and the kids are at school. I couldn't wait for the days to come...
Epilogue:
It has been two years now since Trevor first fucked me that fateful weekend in the hotel. So much has changed since then, yet so much remains the same. I sit here in our living room, watching my beautiful family -- Karthik playing with our sons, and our little daughter napping in her crib. Life has taken an unexpected but wonderful turn.
Two years ago, I returned home from that weekend with Trevor, my body sore and my heart full of conflicting emotions. Karthik was waiting for me with open arms, even though he knew what had happened. He held me that night as I had feelings of guilt, love, and confusion. He assured me he still loved me and was okay with whatever decision I took, after some back and forth between us.
A few weeks later, during one of my subsequent passionate encounters in my marital bed with Trevor, I discovered I was pregnant. I must have forgotten to take my pills, or something else happened that I was not aware of. The timing left no doubt -- it was Trevor's child. It seemed like I was meant to have my womb colonized by Trevor. I told Karthik immediately, my hands shaking as I showed him the positive test. He was quiet for a long moment, then pulled me into a hug.
"I still love you," he whispered. "And I'll love this baby too, if you decide to keep it. Whatever you choose, I'm with you."
I decided to keep the baby. It felt right. This child was a part of me, a part of the passion I had experienced, and I couldn't imagine not bringing her into the world.
Karthik was supportive and loving throughout the pregnancy. He went to every doctor's appointment with me, held my hand during the ultrasounds, and rubbed my feet when they swelled. When we discovered it was a girl, we both cried tears of joy in the clinic. Karthik kissed my forehead and said, "She'll be beautiful, just like her mother, we finally get to have the little girl we always wanted."
I gave birth to a beautiful half-white, half-Tamil baby girl. She had my brown eyes and soft brown skin with a hint of her father's fairness, and the most adorable tuft of blonde hair. We named her Meenakshi, after the Goddess I had always loved -- a name that honored my Tamil heritage while embracing the new chapter of our lives.
The nurse in the delivery room was stunned when she saw the baby. She looked at Karthik and me, both dark-skinned, and then at our light-skinned, blonde-haired daughter.
"Um... did either of you have any European ancestry in your family tree?" she asked awkwardly.
I chuckled, still exhausted but glowing with happiness.
"No. Her bio father will be here shortly. This is my husband, not the biological father of my newborn daughter."
The nurse's cheeks turned bright red, and she stammered an apology before quickly leaving the room. Karthik just smiled and held my hand tighter, kissing our daughter's forehead.
Trevor arrived later that day, looking nervous but excited. He held his daughter for the first time, tears in his eyes as he whispered, "She's perfect."
The years since have been a beautiful, complicated blend of our two worlds. Karthik remains my husband, my rock, and the father who raises our children with love and dedication. Trevor is a part of our lives -- my lover, Meenakshi's father, and a man who has learned to temper his racism around our family. He visits regularly, and the boys have grown to accept him as "Uncle Trevor," though they don't know the full truth yet.
Our "Masala marriage" has worked better than I ever imagined. Karthik is still locked most of the time, finding his pleasure in serving me and our family. Trevor and I meet when we can, our passion as intense as ever. And through it all, I remain a devoted mother and wife, balancing the two men who have shaped my life in such different ways.
Looking back, I have no regrets. The path I chose was messy, painful, and full of love. And I wouldn't change a thing.
The End.


        