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Chapter 1

I watch intently as the parking lot brightens up.

My newest clients have arrived, earlier than expected.

I'm a dance choreographer. I teach, perhaps the sexiest dance in the world, the Kizomba. I discovered the dance on my trip to Angola and fell in love with it ever since.

The Portuguese dance is a slow, intimate dance with a lot of sensual hip movements. Thankfully, I have good genes. With an ass that moves with ease, it didn't take me long to pick up the dance.

There aren't many dance studios that teach this sensual dance. But with its growing popularity, more people travel far distances to get an appointment with me.

Jai and Neha Sharma are my latest clients; they are also my final clients for the day. Their appointment was only supposed to be at 7:00, but their car is parked off in the parking lot by 18:30. What I can't understand is why they don't just come up already.

I always research my clients, so I know what I'm dealing with. When I came across Jai's Facebook profile, my research extended for longer than simply knowing my client's sake. I browsed through all his photos and, let's just say, he looks fitting to be a Bollywood god.

Ten minutes pass, and there is still no sign of the couple. I can see movement in the car, and for a moment, I consider they may be passing the time. Curiously, I decide to peep out the window from the second floor of the building, where I rent my dance studio.

My jaw drops as I fix my gaze inside the car. I'm not normally nosy or one to obsess over other people but based on the pictures I saw of Jai on Facebook, I couldn't help but look on.

The parking lot was empty, and they most probably thought no one could see them. I watch on as Neha runs her hands up Jai's strong arms. Her hands move over to his perfect jawline. I couldn't see much, but from his pics on Facebook, I could only imagine this brought a smile to his face, deepening those irresistible dimples. She runs her hands through his thick, black hair as he throws his head back in ecstasy.

A lustful tingle crawls up my thighs as I watch the couple making out in their car. Wishing I was closer, I involuntarily slipped my hands under my tights and feel the wetness forming in my panties. I feel like such a pervert, but I keep my focus on the sexy couple.

My finger slipped inside my panties as I circled my finger around my wetness. My breathing picked up as I watch Neha reach for her husband's zip.

Jai laid back in his car seat as his wife slipped her hands inside his pants.

I continue watching from above, confident they wouldn't see me through the slight opening of the blinds. From where I was standing, I couldn't see much of his cock, but if it is anything like his physique, then it's large and rock hard.

A wave of envy floods over me as Neha lowered herself on him, taking his dark, delicious cock in her mouth. I can't help but wish that were me, instead. The thought alone has me rubbing my pussy furiously. I imagine taking him in and feeling his skin brush against my tongue and penetrate my insides.

Inevitable moans escape my mouth as I watch on, patiently waiting for them to fuck. It's as if Neha read my mind.  I watch as she flips her leg over Jai and finds a seat on his cock.

Her beautiful long, black hair fell back as she took him in and allowed herself to be filled by him.

I breathe harder as a finger slips inside my opening. I fantasize about Jai filling me with that raw dick instead, rubbing against the flesh of my insides.

As Neha rides on Jai's cock, I grind harder, pressing my thumb against my clit. I held the pressure on my wet cunt as my insides filled with pleasure shooting through my body like a jolt of electricity. I watched on as Jai's body shook with his orgasm, filling Neha with his cum.

From then, I knew I would not stop until I got my taste.

I barely have time to neaten myself up, when I hear the bell ring.

After taking in a deep, sharp breath, I answer the intercom. I clear my throat of guilt, before speaking. "Daniela's dance class, hello?"

"Hi, this is Jai and Neha. We're here for a dance class?" 

Oh, my fuck! His voice filled my insides with lust.

I press the buzzer, allowing them in.

My heart raced as I heard the happy couple walking up the stairs, towards my studio. How do I look them in the eye and remain professional after seeing them fuck just a few minutes ago?

As I extend my hand forward to greet Jai and his beautiful wife, Neha, I knew, I simply had to have more. Jai extends in his hand confidently. His big, strong hands swallow mine, and even though his hands are dry now, I know that a few seconds ago, these strong fingers were inside his wife's cunt.

"It is so good to meet you finally," Neha calls out. 

I turn my eyes to focus on the Indian goddess. For a moment, I can't help but feel envy towards her. I would much rather have preferred to be bouncing on his delicious man's cock. It takes just one glance at her to understand why he would choose her. 

Jai wears a cologne that drives my senses insane, sending me into a drooling high.

"Daniella?" Jai asks, breaking my train of thought.

After a few moments of gazing dreamily into his dark, fierce eyes, I remind myself why they're here.

"Yes! Yes, I am Daniella, and this is my dance studio. Welcome in."

"So, what made you guys want to learn the Kizomba?" I ask curiously.

"Well, we saw a few videos on YouTube, and I convinced my husband to come for lessons," Neha responds. "He always aims to please me," she adds and quickly shoots a seductive look towards her husband.

I smiled at the couple pleasantly, before allowing them to get comfortable.

Neha has done her research. She has dressed the part, wearing high heels and a stretch jean that curvaceously shapes her body.  She has the most perfect ass, perfect for this dance.

After asking the couple a little more about them, I discovered Jai was a very wealthy banker. That said, he struck me as the type that wouldn't boast about his achievements. Neha was a receptionist, but there really isn't a need for her to work.

Neha has the most beautiful hair I've seen. She has long black hair that flows from her head and falls on her curvaceous ass. I can't help but think I could never compete with such beauty.

"Shall we begin?" Neha asks, breaking the formalities.

"Certainly. Let's start!" I tell the couple.

I instruct them to sway their hips delicately in a circular motion, with just enough movement in their hips to leave their ass bouncing. With Neha's beautiful ass, she picked up on the dance quicker than most my clients. Jai, on the other hand, needed a little extra assistance.

I stand behind Jai and grab hold of his hips as I direct the movement of his hips. I could feel electricity course through my body as I touched him. I turn to face the large mirror covering the one side of the wall. For the first time, our eyes made contact. Through the mirror, he stared into my eyes for perhaps longer than required. When Neha finally spoke again, he had a delay in turning his eyes from me and onto his beautiful wife.

"Do you have a bathroom?" Neha asks suddenly.

"Oh, yes. As you walk out, there's a door at the end of the corridor on your left," I respond. "Where were we?' I turn back to Jai as his wife leaves the room.

"So, when you dance the Ki-"

"You really are a beautiful woman," Jai interrupts me, catching me off-guard.

I blush awkwardly at the unexpected complimented and manage to utter a shy, "thanks."

"I'm sure you have a line of men, dying to join your class?" He smiles at me with an evil grin on his face.

For the first time, I witness those deepened dimples in person. A weakness fills my knees as I look back at him in the mirror.

It's almost as if he knows I'm boiling for him. Even though he notices me blushing, he holds his fierce, seductive gaze.

I have never felt this way about a client before. As weakness fills my body, I feel myself becoming more unprofessional by the second.

A few moments pass, and I stand behind him again, with my hands on his hips, perhaps a little lower than required. A part of my hand slips on his ass, as I control the motion in which his ass moves with every beat of the samba music playing in the background.

"Did you enjoy the show?" Jai asks suddenly.

I freeze, with my hands tensing up on his ass cheeks. Holy fuck, he saw me! 

Jai turns to look behind him, and I release my grip on his butt cheeks, leaving a devious grin on his face.

"Um, what...what do you mean?" I ask, trying my best not to sound guilty.

Jai turns around me. This time, his eyes look directly in mine and not through the mirror.

"Did you enjoy watching Neha and I fuck?" He asks.

"Um...I...err!" I begin. "I'm so."

Suddenly, his laughter fills my studio. "Wait, seriously. Don't stress about it. If anything, I find having an audience a turn on."

The entrance of my studio suddenly opens, and Neha walks in. "Have you made any progress with my husband?" Neha asks.

Beads of sweat run down my forehead as I look back at Jai, in search of a response.

If only I could dim the lights or run outside, that might help the brightness of my red skin.

Jai smiles at Neha, before responding. 

"Yeah, I think I'm getting this whole hip thing," he said and swayed his hips better than some of my advanced students. 


Chapter 2

My heart pounds violently in my chest as I watch the couple leave my studio.

The Kizomba is a sensual dance, where I teach my clients how to make love to their sounds of the music with nothing, but their bodies. 

With all my clients, it ends there. 

This was not the case with Jai.

Even though I know he caught me watching them fuck red-handed, I still couldn't help but want more of them. I get the feeling he wanted the same when he walked in; he was as stiff as a log. After saying what he needed to, he was suddenly able to compete with the best of them.

I suspect he knew he could dance. It's almost as if he wanted me to place my hands on his hips so I can get a good feel for him.

As I drive home, more thoughts fill my heads. I couldn't see much of what happened in the car, so I use my imagination to fill in the blanks. Images of Jai thick cock enter my head. I consider lowering my hands onto my wet pussy but fight the urge to do so. If I land up in a car accident, I may never see the Indian God again.

I feel like such a whore. What kind of woman wants a married man and doesn't care? What has gotten into me?

My phone's screen lights up as I get home.

Hey.

I wanted to surprise my wife and get a few lessons on the side. Would you consider private lessons?

I will gladly pay extra if you're willing to come to us?

Jai

That familiar pulsating feeling courses through my body as I read his text. After a few moments of consideration, I eventually respond.

Hi Jai.

Yeah, I do. I can meet you at your place for a lesson or two. Just let me know when,

Daniella,

Pulling up into the Sharma's driveway, I quickly realize Jai is a lot more successful than he let on. He is a man, so confident in himself, that he doesn't need to flaunt his successes. I find that incredibly sexy in a man.

"Hi," I greet.

Jai rejects my hand and leans in to hug me instead. I allow it. In fact, I welcome it. I feel weak as he wraps his strong body around me.

Mr. Sharma wears pants short enough to pass as underwear. My face turns a different shade of pink as I notice the outline of his cock.

"You look...comfortable," I tell him, searching for something to break the silence.

"Yeah, this is my dancing outfit. You like it?" he smirks.

"Love it!"

All my suspicions are confirmed. If his dick is this big when flaccid, I can only imagine the size when erect.

Jai and Neha have a beautiful home. It reeks of wealth as you walk in. Or, perhaps that's incense? 

Either way, I love the smell. The home is exquisitely decorated, with beautiful Indian finishes. 

"I feel like I should take my shoes off," I comment as he leads me through his home.

My reflection in the tiled floor reveals my pink face. Thankfully, I'm not wearing a skirt to give away the wet patch developing on my skirt as I walk behind Jai.

"Take your shoes off?" Jai questions at first, soon responding to his own question. 

"Actually, that's a brilliant idea. Let me give you a hand." Jai drops to his knees, with one knee extended forward. He looks up at me and pats on his knee; a clear signal to place my foot on his knee. 

I watch as the bulky Eastern hunk pulls on each shoe-lace. He looks up at me as he gently lifts my shoe. I try to hold the gaze, but he's eyes intimidate me. My pussy quivers with desire as he yanks on my socks and lowers them, before pulling them off.

"You have beautiful feet," he comments.

For the first time, I steal a glance at his feet. The wet patch on my pussy starts to spread as I take in the sight of his perfect, masculine toes. 

Jai is older than me, but not by much. Yet, he makes me feel like a high school kid, anxious to speak with her crush. 

"So, where are we going to practice?" I ask.

"We could practice in the bedroom if you'd like?"

The expression on my blank face must have been priceless because he burst into laughter.

"Relax, I'm only messing with you! Can we practice in the lounge? Would that work?"

"Yeah, sure!"

I make a sad attempt at putting my professional hat back on. "So, how much do you remember from our last session?"

"That it's a sexy dance?' Jai grins.

"Exactly! It's a very sexy dance. Your role as the male is to lead. You lead the woman to believe she is the sexiest thing you have ever laid your eyes on. You make her feel like you want nothing more than to take control of her and make mad love to her." 

I got a bit carried away, especially after knowing how I feel about the man. 

"So, I dance with my eyes as well as my body?" Jai asks while narrowing his eyes seductively at me.

"Exactly! Yes, that's the exact look you need to give her." As the words escaped my lips, I soon realized his seductive look was intended for me.

My eyes shy away, pretending as if I didn't notice him to reveal my clothes with his eyes.

Samba music filled the lounge as I walked up behind Jai and grabbed hold of his hips again. Focusing on a dance lesson when your pussy quivers and begs for attention is the hardest thing to do.

Jai turned around to face me, and I noticed the bulge developing in his short.

"If I am going to learn how to do this dance properly, shouldn't I be facing you?"

Apart from his growing hard-on, Jai was filled with interest. The interest grew in his eyes exponentially as he looked at my plump lips.

My lips are dry, and I fight the urge to lick them. That's about the only part dry right now.

"Yeah, you have a point. You should be facing me."

I swallow hard as Jai grabs onto my hips.

"Let's try this again," he adds.

I could feel Jai's warmth as his body leaned in closer towards me.

With his hands placed firmly on my hips, he begins moves his strong hands up and down my thigh. I should stop him, but I can't. I don't want to.

"You know," he tells me suddenly. "I think I might have developed a crush on you."

"Really?" I ask, surprising myself with enthusiasm in my voice.

"But... you're married?" I say eventually.

"That doesn't mean I cannot find a woman as beautiful as yourself attractive," he smirks.

Fuck me, those dimples again!

"To be honest," I tell him. "I may be guilty of a little crush, myself."

He smiles at me in response. It was a smile that said, I know. 

I suddenly found a newfound braveness as I placed my hand on his hips as well. 

I get the feeling Jai has done this before. In no time, he sways his hips back and forth, with ease. He keeps catching me steal glances of the outline of his cock under those pants.

I open my mouth to say something, but Jai leans forward, cutting my sentence short, as he slips his tongue into my mouth.

At first, I'm surprised and stand frozen, but soon welcome him as my tongue reciprocates and begins kissing him passionately.

Mr. Sharma's hands snake up from my hips and onto my back, pulling me in closer as we continue to kiss.

"You sure you don't want to go to the bedroom?" Jai asks again, with his tongue still inside my mouth.

I pull my tongue out, and my eyes meet his.

"Let's go."


Chapter 3

My pussy quivers with excitement as I enter the bedroom.

Standing at the door, Jai turns to me, pushing the door closed behind him.

"From the moment I laid eyes on you, I wanted you here in this bedroom."

My face turns a familiar shade of red as I struggle to make eye contact. My heart raced on as he leaned closer towards me.

"Now, I want you to tell me what you'd like me to do with you?" Jai continues.

My weakened knees are suddenly interrupted by the thought of Neha, his wife!

"Wait! I can't do this! This is all wrong!" I tell Jai and try squirming out of his grasp.

"I thought you want this?" Jai says. The seduction in his voice makes this even harder.

"I do... but."

"But, what?"

"Your wife!"

I suspected Jai would retract, but instead, he leaned in closer. I glance down and can see the outline of his cock thickening. He looks at me up and down with so much lust, before replying. "Actually. She likes it."

I stand in front of the Indian God, filled with confusion when my thoughts are suddenly interrupted.

"I hope you won't mind me being here?" Neha asked.

My heart pounds violently inside of my chest as I watch her walk out with a sexy set of red, lacy lingerie.

"I mean, if you are going to fuck my husband, the least you could afford me is the privilege of watching?"

A devious grin forms on Neha's face as she sways seductively towards the bed.

"Um, I...I am so sorry!" I mumble, struggling to make eye contact with the Goddess in lace.

"Not at all! As Jai told you, I enjoy watching him punish bad girls like yourself!"

Neha falls back on the bed, folding her legs seductively before she continues. "My only hope for you is that you can handle his big cock when he enters you."

My knees fell weak when I heard her describe his cock. Jai turns my head to face him. My entire body pulsates with desire at his touch. I can't help but move my hands on his hips, even with his wife watching us.

Jai lets out a seductive grin as he continued to work his fingers down my body, leaving me craving for more.

"Oh," I yelp as he glides his strong hands over my ass, grabbing hold of each cheek.

My eyes grew wide as I moved my hands over Jai's large cock. Neha giggled at the expression on my face. I have never had anything as large inside me. I'm not sure if I'm ready.

"He's going to fuck that little pussy of yours with that huge cock of his," Neha tells me proudly. Neha maintained her devious grin as Jai's hands slipped under my bottoms. For the first time, I feel his strong hands touch against my skin, causing an uncontrollable moan to escape my mouth. He grabbed on my ass and pulled me into his body.

"I'm going to fuck you real good," Jai tells me, causing a shudder to fill my body.

I surprised myself as I opened my mouth to speak. 

"I want that cock in me so badly," I tell Jai.

Neha seems pleasantly surprised as well as I watch her grin in the corner of my eye. I found myself turned on by this newfound courage.

Jai's hand remain planted firmly on my smooth ass as he looks down on me with a pleasant look in his eye.

Grabbing his thick cock through the fabric, I echo my request. "I want this cock inside me!"

At this moment, I don't care about being professional or that I was ready to fuck a married man, while his wife watched us. The only thing I care about is having my aching pussy satisfied.

Suddenly, Jai's strong hands grabbed onto my pants, together with my underwear and pulled both down to my ankles. I step out of my pants and watch as Jai lets out a smile as he observes my pussy.

Jai grabs the bottom of my shirt and pulls it over my head. He doesn't hesitate to reach behind me and lift the straps on my bra, before throwing this one side.

I stand completely naked in front of the couple and have never felt more vulnerable in my life.

I watch on anxiously as Neha slips a finger inside her panties.

Jai grabs me by the wrists and holds both hands behind me as he sinks his mouth into my neck. My cunt buzzed with desire as he danced his tongue around my neck and shoulder.

"You taste like honey," he tells me.

I'm too occupied with taking in the pleasure to respond.

"Fuck," I bite my lip as his tongue snakes lower towards my tits. He continues to hold my hands behind my back. Nibbling gently on my skin, his tongue soon reaches my nipples. Jai looks up at me and holds the eye contact as he takes in each nipple.

"Oh fuck!" I moaned again as he squeezed and twisted each bud in his mouth.

"You have the most perfect cunt," Neha says from the bed.

"Oh," I breathed as Jai lowered his tongue further to investigate. I try freeing my hands from his strong grasp, but he holds on tight until his tongue finally meets my aching cunt.

My legs begin to shake, and my head falls back as I feel his warm breath on my pussy. He starts by running the tip of his nose against my wet cunt.

"You're so wet!" Jai commented.

I'm wet, and I have my student's face on my cunt. I couldn't care less, right now I have a burning desire to get pleasured, and that is all that matters. I thrust my pelvis forward into his face.

The thought of Neha looking at my aching cunt while her husband is seconds away from slipping his tongue inside me, drives me insane.

"Fuck!" I groan. Jai extends his tongue yet again on my longing cunt and snakes his way down the perfectly shaven path leading to my pussy.

I inhaled as the tip of his tongue reach my cunt.

"Show her how you can eat a pussy!" Neha commented while slowly removing her panties.

Her husband doesn't need any further convincing as he stretches his tongue forward, meeting my opening. His grip on my hands tightened as he got his first taste of my cunt.

"Oh! Fuck!" I scream.

The warm moisture of his tongue started at my opening and draw up around my clit.

The pleasure is becoming unbearable. If this wet torture continues, I fear I may cum in Jai's mouth.

"You cunt tastes so good," he comments, before throwing himself into my cunt again.

"Fuck!" I groan. The sensation of him slipping inside me feels magical. It leaves me craving for more. I desperately want his thick cock inside me.

Jai finds my clit with his mouth and begins sucking gently. I don't think I can last much longer!

It's as if he read my mind.

Jai slowly lifts his mouth from my aching cunt and releases the hold on my hands.

My weak knees push forward as he pulls me towards the bed, laying me down gently next to his wife. Her cunt is inches away from my face, and the smell of her sweet pussy fills my senses as she continues rubbing her finger against her wetness.

"Let's see just how tight you are?" Jai says.

I feel his thick finger slip inside me. He wasted little time before stretching my insides, preparing me for what's about to come.

"Oh, oh, ah!" I panted as he slipped in the second finger. Even with his large fingers, I know this is nothing compared to the size of his cock.

Jai's fingers continued to glide in and out of my yearning cunt.

"Fuck! I'm going to cum!" I scream. With that, Jai released the pressure on my cunt.

"We wouldn't want you to cum too early," Neha says.

I watch in desperation as Jai lifts himself off the bed and slowly pulls down his brief. My panting grows with every second that passes as I wait to see Jai's cock finally.

As Jai pulled down his pants, his thick cock bounced with excitement.

"Holy fuck!" I comment. "That will never fit!"

"Not unless I make it fit," Jai replies.

Jai has the most perfect cock I have ever seen. Like his physique, his cock is hard and chiseled with bulging veins throbbing all around it. His cock is easily the width of my little wrists. As nervous as I may be about taking him in, a bigger part of me finds the idea of being stretched that much exhilarating.

"Have you seen his balls?" Neha asks suddenly.

"Yeah, they're huge!" I respond, speaking as if he weren't there.

"You know what they say about men with big balls?"

I look up at Neha.

"Big cum?" I ask innocently.

Neha simply smiles in response.

I lifted myself eagerly to take him in my mouth.

Jai's lips parted as I grabbed on the base of his cock with my little hands.

"Fucking hell!" Jai groaned as I opened my mouth and covered his head with my wet mouth. I didn't get very far before gagging, struggling to take him in.

Jai wasted very little time and grabbed on my head, before thrusting forward. He forced me to take in his thick prick, stretching the insides of my mouth. I pulled out for air before Jai grabbed on my head and thrust his cock into me again.

"FUCK!" Jai groaned as he finally pulled out, allowing me to gasp for air.

Every part of my being is filled with lust.

"I need to save my cum for that beautiful little pussy of yours," Jai says finally, holding his thick cock at its base proudly in his hand.


Chapter 4

Neha continues to tease my thighs with her nails as Jai crawls up towards my yearning cunt.

"Babe, I want you to stick it hard in her tight pussy," Neha instructs.

"Won't we need condoms?" I ask desperately as his cockhead rubbed against my clit.

Jai laughs in response.

"Fuck her raw!" Neha pleaded.

Before I could catch my breath, Jai found my opening and started pushing his thick cock inside me.

"Oh fuck!" I cried as my walls tightened around his thick cock. I grabbed onto the sheets and squeezed my eyes closed with every inch he thrust inside me.

Once half his cock was inside me, Jai paused, allowing me to stretch, before pushing deeper into me.

I grabbed onto Jai thigh, not to stop him, but to beg for more. Jai withdrew his cock, before slipping it back inside me. Every time he withdrew his thick cock, I wanted him back inside me with desperation. The pain has given way to blissful ecstasy as his cock rammed in and out of me.

I look over at Neha and watch as she begins fingering herself with a violent force. The sight of her man fucking another woman has her going crazy. With every ball slap against my ass, Neha gets closer to her climax.

Turning back to Jai, I looked him in the eye, my mouth open with desperation. "Fuck me harder!" I begged.

Aiming to please, Jai's smooth rhythm turned into a fast-paced grind as he slammed in and out of my yearning cunt.

I feel my climax fast approaching as I grabbed onto the sheets again, with my head thrown back, squirming in ecstasy.  As Jai continued fucking my wet pussy at a rapid pace, Neha's leg kicked into mine as I watched her body twitch and her face fills with pleasure.

"Fuck, I'm going to cum!" Jai screamed. At this point, I'm not about to stop him. I desperately want to feel his warm cum shoot against the insides of my cunt. As Jai throws his head back, his climax meets mine.

I pant desperately, and Jai groans as I feel his body tense up.

"Fuck!" We scream simultaneously.

His hard cock throbs against the walls of my cunt as he pushed his warm cum deep into my pussy. After four hard jerks, Jai collapses onto me.

He leaves his cock inside me as he struggles to catch his breath.

I barely managed to regain my breath, but all I know is that I want more!

The three of us lay on the bed in our post-euphoric ecstasy.

Neha is the first to speak. "Jai has fucked a few ladies, but none have made him, or me, cum so hard!" She giggles.

I can't help but feel proud of myself as Jai finally pulled his cock out. I watch as a string of cum escapes my cunt.

With the burning desire having subsided, I turned back to Jai.

"Great! Now I'm going to need that hip movement for our dance practice," I tease.
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