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Chapter 1



The city lights of Mumbai flickered outside the limo window, casting a kaleidoscope of colors against Kourtney’s naked flesh. Her full breasts swayed hypnotically as she bent over Ethan’s lap, her lips wrapped around his throbbing erection.



Her plump lips engulfed his cock, each gulp making him harder than the one before. The fervent sound of her moans around him filled their solitary space, bouncing off the cold windows and sinking right into Ethan’s eardrums like a sweet symphony of lust.



“God, I love this thick cock of yours,” Kourtney cooed, lavishing his throbbing shaft with wet, sloppy kisses that made him groan in pleasure. The 40-year-old MILF possessed the body of a woman half her age but the cocksucking skills of an experienced woman. Her mouth slid over his stiffness with practiced ease, her tongue tracing intimate patterns along the ridge of his veiny hardness.



Ethan’s fingers tangled in her long, black hair as he guided her movements, his piercing green eyes never leaving her face. He looked down at the woman servicing him with such carnal expertise; her fully exposed breasts hung full and ripe for his hands as he cradled them. He tweaked the turgid nipples to see her squirm and mewl in delight, each whimper echoing around inside the plush limo.



As she continued her sloppy ministrations, 18-year-old Ethan Blackwood glanced down at the leather-bound notebook resting beside him. The name “Tom“ had been crossed out in bold ink, and just beneath it, “Rajesh” awaited a similar fate. The sight only fueled Ethan’s hunger for vengeance, his grip on Kourtney tightening.



“Your mouth feels fucking good,” he growled, forcing her to take more of him into her throat.



Kourtney obediently complied, gagging slightly as her cheek pressed flush against his thigh. She then popped his dick out of her mouth, her tongue eagerly lapping up the precum that smeared across her flushed skin. She looked up at Ethan, brown eyes dark with desire.



She popped off his slick erection with a lewd sound, dark chocolate eyes hooded as they met his vibrant green gaze. “Master,” she gasped, wiping her saliva-slick lips against the back of her hand, “tell me what you want next.” Her voice was breathless with anticipation, setting fire to Ethan’s loins.



“Keep sucking, bitch,” he commanded, the dark timbre of his voice sending shivers down her spine as she eagerly returned to pleasuring him.



As Kourtney’s feverish actions brought him closer to the brink, Ethan’s thoughts raced. He knew time was running short, and he couldn’t afford to let Rajesh slip through his fingers. The cruel business owner had caused far too much pain, and it was Ethan’s duty to put an end to his misdeeds.



“Fuck… I’m close,” Ethan warned, as Kourtney’s tongue swirled around the sensitive head of his cock.



The newspaper rattled as Ethan spread it out on the seat, his eyes scanning the bold headline while Kourtney’s lips left a trail of soft, wet kisses along the length of his throbbing erection. “Rajesh Kapoor,” Ethan read aloud, the name souring in his mouth. “Escapes justice yet again.”



Kourtney’s tongue darted out, licking long, slow strokes up and down his shaft. “What did he do this time?” she purred, her voice low and sultry.



“Released an untested drug into the public,” Ethan replied, anger simmering beneath his words. “Thousands dead because of him.” He clenched his fist, gripping a handful of Kourtney’s dark hair. “Did I tell you to stop sucking, slut?”



As commanded, Kourtney wrapped her lips around Ethan’s dick, taking him in deeper with each bob of her head. Gagging sounds filled the limo as he pushed her further, forcing her to take all of him.



Ethan glanced back at the article, his eyes locking onto a photo of Rajesh standing beside a stunning woman. Her
 sari
 clung to her voluptuous curves, revealing the hint of large breasts and a perfect figure. She was Aishwariya, Rajesh’s wife – a former beauty queen and actress, her youthful face seemingly untouched by time. Though in her late 30s, she had the body of a college girl.



Her fair to medium skin glowed with a warm undertone, accentuating the allure of her features. Aishwariya’s eyes were mesmerizing; large and almond-shaped, they held a rare blue-green hue that ensnared gazes, framed delicately by long, dark eyelashes. Her well-groomed eyebrows arched elegantly above them, while her full lips boasted a natural rosy tint. High cheekbones sculpted her visage, lending it an air of regal elegance. Beneath her defined jawline and slightly rounded chin lay the final strokes of the masterpiece that was her captivating face.



Suddenly, Kourtney’s ministrations became even more fevered as if she had sensed Ethan’s attention drifting away from her luscious body. Each bob of her head elicited gasps and grunts from him; he was close to painting her waiting mouth white.



The sight of Aishwariya filled Ethan with illicit thoughts of being entangled between her legs, his hard cock buried deep within her welcoming wetness. A surge of hot lust shot down his spine at the thought, making him thrust into Kourtney’s mouth in frenzy. He could imagine Aishwariya moaning beneath him while he pounded into her relentlessly – cataloging each cry for mercy against the backdrop of his insatiable libido until he bathed her inner sanctum with his release.



His grip on Kourtney’s hair tightened, driving her further down onto his cock. He couldn’t help but thrust deeper into Kourtney’s willing mouth, forcing her to gag harder on his throbbing erection. Saliva and precum dripped down her chin, mingling with the sweat that coated her heaving breasts.



Kourtney’s eyes widened in surprise, but she didn’t dare question him. She simply continued to suck voraciously, her choking sounds heightening his arousal even further.



“Damn you, Rajesh,” Ethan thought, his resolve hardening like steel. “I’ll make sure you pay for all the lives you’ve destroyed.”



In the dark, seductive confines of the limo, Ethan felt both the thrill of risk and the intoxicating pull of forbidden desire. And as Kourtney’s lips worked their magic on him, he knew that his mission in Mumbai had just become much more dangerous – and infinitely more enticing.



The limo came to a stop outside Rajesh’s opulent, gated house. Ethan pulled his cock free from Kourtney’s eager lips and commanded her to kneel before him, her tongue extended. With a guttural groan, his hot seed jetted out in thick ropes that painted Kourtney’s face and breasts, some splattering onto her upturned lips as she gasped for breath.



“Tell me, Ethan,” Kourtney panted, wiping his seed from her cheeks with trembling fingers. “How are you going to infiltrate that fortress?”



“Leave that to me,” he replied, his green eyes flashing with determination. “Thanks to what I learned from that monk, any woman I touch can’t resist but turn into a submissive slut for me.”



“Is that what you did to me?” Kourney purred as she gave the tip of his cock a slow, sensual kiss.



Ethan smirked. “Yes, and it’s what I’ll do to them. All in good time…”



 









Chapter 2



Ethan’s heavy boots thudded against the Kapoor’s polished marble floor as he boldly strode through the grand entrance, his eyes drinking in the luxurious details of their opulent dwelling. The door closed behind him with a satisfying click, sealing off the outside world and trapping him within this den of forbidden desire. He smirked, knowing the real personal trainer was comfortably enjoying his paid-off sick day while Ethan played his role.



“Ah, you must be the new personal trainer,” Rajesh Kapoor sneered as he approached, his condescending gaze scrutinizing Ethan’s muscular frame. “I hope you’re as skilled at your… profession as you are at looking like a meathead.” He chuckled, his wrinkled face unable to hide the disdain he felt for those he deemed less worthy than himself.



“Mr. Kapoor,” Ethan replied smoothly, extending his hand in greeting. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I assure you, my skills as a personal trainer are more than sufficient.”



“Is that so?” Rajesh said, eyeing Ethan’s outstretched hand before reluctantly shaking it. He quickly released his grip, as if touching a mere servant was beneath him.



“Indeed,” Ethan assured him, his piercing green eyes locked onto Rajesh’s. His mind raced with thoughts of what he had planned for the women of this household. A shiver of excitement ran down his spine, electric anticipation coursing through his veins. “I’m here to improve the health and well-being of your wife, Mr. Kapoor.”



“See to it that you do just that,” Rajesh warned, his voice dripping with authority. As he turned to leave, he threw one last barb. “Remember, you are here to work, not to ogle my family.”



“Of course, sir,” Ethan responded, suppressing a wicked grin.



Aishwariya Kapoor glided into the room like a dream, her sari hugging her voluptuous curves and accentuating her ample breasts. Ethan’s eyes locked onto hers, the air crackling with an undeniable chemistry between them.



“Ah, there you are,” Rajesh sneered, looking his wife up and down with disdain. “Took you long enough.”



“Rajesh, please,” Aishwariya murmured, her voice soft as silk, but laced with a hint of resignation. It was clear she had grown accustomed to her husband’s condescension.



“Meet Ethan, your new personal trainer,” Rajesh said mockingly, gesturing toward the muscular man standing before them. “Let’s see if he can do anything to help you regain some semblance of your former glory.”



“Nice to meet you, Ethan,” Aishwariya said, extending her hand, her eyes never leaving his. As their hands met, a jolt of electricity surged through them both, setting their forbidden desires ablaze.



“Likewise, Mrs. Kapoor,” Ethan replied, his voice husky and filled with promise. He held her gaze for a moment longer, sending an unspoken message – they would explore this connection further.



The door swung open again, and Aliya Kapoor – the 19-year-old daughter of Rajesh and stepdaughter of Aishwariya – sauntered in, her alluring figure outlined by her form-fitting dress. At first, she glanced at Ethan dismissively, but when her eyes took in his chiseled physique, they widened.



“Who’s this?” she asked, licking her lips unconsciously as her mind began to conjure up sinful scenarios starring the handsome stranger.



“Your mother’s new personal trainer,” Rajesh snapped.



“Interesting,” Aliya purred, her eyes raking over Ethan’s body, lingering on his biceps and toned abdomen.



As the tension in the room escalated, Ethan reveled in the power he held over these two beautiful women. With each beat of their racing hearts, they were drawn further into his seductive web.



The dance had begun, and Ethan was eager to see it through to its wicked crescendo.



The air grew heavy with unspoken desires, each breath laced with the scent of forbidden lust. Rajesh’s voice cut through the tension like a whip. “Aliya, I don’t want you seeing that boyfriend of yours any longer,” he commanded, his tone dripping with authority.



“Ugh, Dad! You can’t control my life,” Aliya retorted, her eyes flashing with defiance. She crossed her arms, pushing her chest outwards, accentuating her curves - a silent challenge to her father’s decree.



“Enough!” Rajesh barked, dismissing her frustration with a wave of his hand. “I won’t have this discussion again.”



Ethan watched the exchange with a predatory smile, his green eyes gleaming in anticipation. He could sense the simmering rebellion in Aliya, her desperation for freedom only fueling his own dark desires. But it was time for him to set the stage for his true purpose here.



“Excuse me,” he said smoothly, feigning politeness as he slipped away from the heated confrontation. “I need to prepare for our training session.”



The moment Ethan stepped into the kitchen, the intoxicating aroma of ripe fruits greeted him. He found the maid hunched over a cutting board, her knife slicing through the succulent flesh of one fruit after another. Her focus was intense, her hands working skillfully.



“Ah, just what I was looking for,” Ethan murmured, his eyes narrowing on the colorful array of fruits spread across the countertop. The maid barely acknowledged his presence, her attention consumed by her task.



Ethan leaned against the counter, his muscular arm brushing against the maid’s hip, and she flinched at the contact, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. He smiled inwardly, knowing that even the slightest touch from him stirred something primal within her.



“Carry on,” he told her, his voice low and seductive. “I’ll just be a moment.”



As the maid resumed her work, Ethan’s gaze lingered on the fruit salad, his mind calculating the perfect moment to execute his plan. With each slice of the knife and each stolen glance at his sculpted form, the anticipation built, driving him closer to the edge of exhilaration.



This game of temptation and control was only just beginning, and Ethan reveled in the knowledge that he held all the cards. Soon, the Kapoor household would succumb to the irresistible allure of their darkest desires, and he would be the one to set them free.



The scent of ripe fruit filled the air, intoxicating and tempting. Ethan’s pulse quickened at the thought of what was to come. He knew this was a risk, but the thrill of it only heightened his desire.



“May I?” he asked the maid, gesturing toward the fruit salad. She nodded, momentarily distracted by the smoldering intensity in his green eyes.



“Of course, sir,” she replied, her voice barely a whisper.



Ethan’s fingers brushed against hers as he reached for the bowl, sending a shiver down her spine. With expert precision, he slipped the special fruit into the mix – a small, exotic-looking berry that promised to unlock hidden passions within Aishwariya and Aliya. The deed done, he stepped back, allowing the maid to return to her task.



“Thank you,” he said, his voice laced with seduction. “I’m sure they’ll enjoy it.”



***



As the family gathered around the table later, Ethan watched from the doorway, his heart pounding in anticipation. The air was thick with tension, each bite of the fruit salad bringing them closer to surrendering to their primal desires.



“Aliya, try some,” Aishwariya encouraged, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “It’s delicious.”



“Fine,” Aliya conceded, reluctance evident in her voice. Yet, as she took a bite, her expression softened, an involuntary shiver running through her body.



“See, I told you,” Aishwariya teased, her own cheeks flushed with arousal. She locked eyes with Ethan, the desire between them palpable even from across the room.



“Give in to it, my dear,” he thought, his lips curling into a predatory smile. “Soon you’ll know what it means to truly feel alive.”



Aishwariya’s gaze lingered on him, her pupils dilated and her breaths shallow. She took another bite of the fruit salad, her tongue darting out to catch a stray droplet of juice. It was a small gesture, but one that sent a bolt of desire straight to Ethan’s core.



“Is everything all right?” Rajesh asked his wife, oblivious to the erotic undercurrents pulsing through the room.



“Everything’s perfect,” Aishwariya purred, her voice husky and inviting. She glanced at Aliya, who had also become flushed, her fingers trembling as she scooped up another spoonful of fruit.



“Enjoy yourselves,” Ethan thought, his satisfaction growing as he watched the aphrodisiac take effect. The seeds of forbidden desire had been planted, and soon the entire Kapoor household would be ensnared in a web of passion, lust, and ultimately, submission.









Chapter 3



Ethan’s heart raced as he pushed open the door to Aliya’s bedroom, his eyes immediately drawn to her writhing form on the bed. Moans of pleasure filled the room, echoing in his ears like a siren song. Aliya’s back arched, her fingers working their magic between her legs, unaware of his presence.



“Such a naughty girl,” Ethan thought, feeling the heat rise inside him. He couldn’t deny the growing desire that pulsed through his veins with each step toward her.



Her moaning continued, oblivious to his presence, and it only fueled his carnal hunger.



Ethan approached the bed slowly, deliberately, every muscle in his body tensed with anticipation. His green eyes never left Aliya’s quivering form, drinking in the sight of her flushed skin, the delicate curve of her neck, and the way her black hair fanned out across the pillow.



“Ungh… yes…” Aliya gasped, her hand moving faster. Ethan sensed the opportunity before him, the chance to seize control and claim her for his own.



She still didn’t sense him, lost in her erotic reverie. In the dim light of the room, Ethan’s figure cast a shadow over her writhing body, and he knew this was his moment.



Ethan’s fingers brushed against Aliya’s trembling hand, the sensation sending shivers up her spine. She snapped out of her self-induced trance, her wide, lust-filled eyes locking onto his emerald gaze.



“Wh-what are you doing here?” she stammered, her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and arousal.



“Shh,” Ethan whispered, silencing her with a single word. He focused on the power he had honed under the monk’s guidance, channeling it through his touch. In the hushed twilight, Ethan took a moment to marvel at Aliya’s flushed body beneath him. His eyes traced the contours of her breasts, nipples hardened from the intensity of his attention. Each gasp and moan that slipped past her parted lips drove him further into a frenzy of need.



His hands moved with intent, fingers dancing across her sensitive skin, leaving trails of heat in their wake. As he passed over her flat belly, dipping into the dip of her navel, Aliya squirmed beneath him. Her breath hitched as he ventured lower, fingers brushing against the curls shielding her sex.



“Can’t you feel it, Aliya? The burning need deep within you?” His voice was low, seductive – a dangerous lure. “I can give you what you crave.”



Her breath hitched as the air around them seemed to crackle with electricity. Ethan continued to trail his fingertips along her flushed skin, igniting a fire within her that she couldn’t resist. Her heart hammered in her chest, every beat echoing the growing ache between her thighs.



“Let me do things to you no one has ever done before,” he murmured, his words laced with dark promises. “I will make you scream my name until you forget your own.”



Aliya’s mouth opened in a silent gasp, her body quivering with anticipation. As Ethan leaned closer, his hot breath fanned across her face, each sinful whisper driving her further into the depths of desire.



“Imagine it, Aliya… My hands gripping your hips, my lips trailing down your neck.” His words painted a vivid picture in her mind, causing her arousal to surge to new heights. “I’ll pin you against the wall, spread your legs wide, and taste every inch of you.”



Torn between fear and longing, Aliya fought to regain control of her senses. But the more she struggled, the stronger Ethan’s power became, ensnaring her in a web of forbidden desire.



“Take me,” she breathed out in a husky whisper. A dare. A demand. An invitation to sin.



Ethan grinned wickedly, his fingers continuing their maddening dance across her sensitive flesh.



Aliya’s chest heaved, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as Ethan’s fingers left a trail of fire on her trembling skin. The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with tension and need.



Aliya shivered at the sensation, a mixture of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She knew she should resist, that giving in to Ethan’s dark allure would only lead to heartache and ruin. But the magnetic pull of his touch was impossible to ignore.



“Kiss me,” Aliya breathed, her voice barely more than a whisper. It was all the permission Ethan needed.



His lips hovered just inches from hers, their breath mingling in the charged silence. Time seemed to slow down, each second stretching into an eternity as anticipation coursed through Aliya like a fever.



Her thoughts raced, a whirlwind of desire and uncertainty. Was she really about to give in to the forbidden temptation that was Ethan Blackwood? The consequences be damned – she needed to taste him, to feel the full power of his embrace.



Unable to bear the throbbing ache any longer, Aliya closed the gap between them, crashing her lips against Ethan’s with a desperate hunger. Their mouths melded together perfectly, tongues dancing in a passionate tangle that stole the breath from their lungs.



Ethan’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. Aliya could feel the hardness of his erection pressing against her, sending jolts of electricity up her spine.



“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Ethan growled against her lips, his voice rough with lust.



Aliya panted, her fingers digging into the muscles of his back as she fought to keep her balance. She knew they were walking a dangerous path, but in that moment, she couldn’t bring herself to care.



As their bodies pressed together, the world outside their heated embrace seemed to fade away. All that mattered was the searing connection between them, the intoxicating mix of fear and desire that threatened to consume them both.



Ethan’s fingers laced through Aliya’s silky black hair, pulling her even deeper into their fervent embrace. Their tongues danced together, exploring and tasting each other hungrily, as the air around them seemed to grow thick with desire. With every brush of their lips, every feverish touch, they ventured further into the forbidden territory that lay between them.



“Touch me,” Ethan breathed against Aliya’s mouth, his voice raw with need. His hand moved over hers, guiding it down his body until it came to rest upon the throbbing bulge beneath his jeans. He could feel her pulse quicken at the contact, her breath hitching in anticipation.



With a small nod, Aliya tentatively wrapped her fingers around Ethan’s erection, feeling the heat and hardness of him through the thin fabric. The sensation sent shivers of pleasure coursing through Ethan’s body, igniting a fire within him that threatened to consume them both.



“Like this?” she whispered, her grip tightening around him as she began to move her hand up and down in a steady rhythm.



“Fuck, yes,” Ethan groaned, his head falling back as waves of ecstasy washed over him. “Don’t stop.”



As Aliya continued to pleasure him, Ethan’s hands roamed over her body, seeking out the sensitive peaks of her breasts beneath her shirt. His fingertips grazed the hardened buds, causing her to moan into his mouth as the intensity of their actions grew.



“Tell me what you want,” Ethan demanded, his voice low and commanding as he continued to stroke her through the fabric.



“More,” Aliya whimpered, her body trembling with need. “I want more of you, Ethan.”



“Then you shall have it,” he promised, his eyes darkening with lust as he prepared to claim her completely. Their breaths mingled, their bodies pressed together, as they surrendered to the irresistible pull of their forbidden desire.



Ethan’s eyes burned with relentless desire as he pulled Aliya onto the bed, their lips still locked in a feverish dance. The soft sheets beneath them seemed to fade away, leaving only the heat of their bodies pressed together. Aliya felt a shiver run down her spine as Ethan’s hands deftly undressed her, his touch leaving a trail of fire on her flushed skin.



“I want to taste every inch of you,” he murmured, his voice low and full of lust.



Aliya gasped as she lay naked before him, her pulse racing at the anticipation of what was to come. She could feel the intensity of his gaze, his green eyes raking over her body as if he were trying to consume her with just his stare.



With a predatory grin, Ethan quickly shed his own clothes, revealing the sculpted muscles that rippled beneath his tanned skin. He positioned himself between her quivering thighs, his erection poised at her entrance. Aliya looked up at him, her dark eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement.



“Are you ready for me, slut?” Ethan whispered, his tone dark and commanding. “Are you ready to be mine?”



“Please, Ethan…” Aliya begged, her need for him consuming her every thought.



In one swift motion, he buried himself deep within her, eliciting a cry of pleasure from both of them. Their bodies entwined, moving in perfect harmony as they succumbed to their primal urges. Moans and gasps filled the room, mixing with the sound of flesh against flesh as Ethan drove into her with an insatiable hunger.



“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Ethan growled, his breath hot against her neck as he thrust harder and faster. “You love being my little whore, don’t you?”



“Y-yes,” Aliya stammered, her body wracked with pleasure. “I’m your slut, Ethan. Yours alone.”



Their tongues tasted each other, exploring and seeking, entangling in a dance of passion. Their lips moved together like they were made for this moment, their bodies melting into one another. Aliya’s moans only fueled Ethan’s desire, making him thrust deeper into her insatiable heat with every movement. She felt her walls clench around his thick length, welcoming him inside as if they’d always been made for each other. He groaned against her lips, his erection throbbing as she gripped him tightly.



“You feel so good,” he muttered, his hands roaming over her supple skin.



Driven by their illicit desire, they lost themselves in a frenzy of need, the risk of discovery only heightening their passion. As their bodies collided, each powerful thrust pushing them closer to the edge, Aliya’s mind was consumed by one thought: she belonged to Ethan, and she would do anything to please him.



“Say it again,” he demanded, his voice dark and dangerous as he continued to pound into her. “Tell me who you belong to.”



“I belong to you, Ethan,” she moaned, her voice trembling with ecstasy. “I’m your bitch, your whore… yours forever.”



Her breath hitched in anticipation as he kissed and nipped his way down her neck, leaving a trail of delicious goosebumps in his wake. “Do you like that?” he whispered against her sensitive skin, licking and sucking until he reached the valley between her breasts. His tongue circled a hardened nipple, causing her to arch into him even more. A soft mewl escaped her parted lips as she shivered with delight beneath him.



Her fingers dug into the muscular planes of his back, pleading for more of this intense connection. As their climax approached, the world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the intoxicating rhythm of their bodies crashing together. And as the last vestiges of control slipped away, they surrendered themselves completely to the darkness that bound them together.



Aliya’s eyes rolled back as waves of ecstasy washed over her. She screamed out, the sound nearly drowned by the pounding rain outside. Her body convulsed, nails digging into Ethan’s back.



“Fuck, yes!” she cried, her voice shaking with pleasure.



But Ethan didn’t relent. His hips continued to piston into her, fueled by his own insatiable need. He gripped her hips, pulling her closer to him with every powerful thrust. The wet sound of their bodies colliding filled the air, mingling with Aliya’s increasingly desperate moans.



“More, Ethan,” she whimpered. “Please, don’t stop.”



“Tell me you’re mine,” he growled, sweat trickling down his brow as he drove into her with animalistic hunger.



“Yours,” she gasped, her mind consumed by the overwhelming sensations coursing through her. “I’m yours, Ethan.”



As they continued their frantic coupling, all thoughts of propriety and consequence vanished. In that moment, there was only raw passion and forbidden desire.



But then, amidst the haze of lust, Ethan’s gaze flickered to the doorway. Aishwariya stood there, transfixed. Her wide eyes shimmered with unmistakable desire, and her hardened nipples pressed against the silk of her sari.



“Aliya,” he whispered, his voice strained with arousal. “Your stepmother’s watching us. Let’s show her how much you love being fucked by me,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “Show her what a whore you are for my cock.”



“Fuck me, Ethan,” Aliya moaned, wrapping her legs around his waist as she submitted to the illicit pleasure that consumed them both.



Aishwariya’s trembling hand slipped between her thighs, the sight of Ethan and Aliya’s passionate coupling igniting a fire within her that she couldn’t ignore. She bit her lip, desperately trying to stifle the moans threatening to escape as she rubbed herself in time with their frenzied thrusts.



“Fuck me harder, Ethan,” Aliya cried out, her voice filled with unrestrained lust.



Ethan’s eyes locked with Aishwariya’s as he pounded her stepdaughter, his emerald gaze piercing through her very soul. In that instant, a silent understanding passed between them – they both knew that this moment would forever change their lives, that there would be no turning back from the path they had chosen to walk together.



“Your stepmother wants this, too,” Ethan growled into Aliya’s ear, his breath hot against her skin. “She’s touching herself, watching us. The sight of you taking my cock makes her wet.”



“Let her see… let her see what she’s missing,” Aliya panted, her dark eyes alive with defiance and desire.



Aishwariya’s heart pounded in her chest as she watched Ethan take control of Aliya, his powerful strokes eliciting cries of pleasure from the beautiful young woman beneath him. The thought that she would soon be submitting to his primal desires sent shivers racing down her spine, and she found herself wanting nothing more than to feel his touch on her own body.



“Fuck her, Ethan,” Aishwariya whispered, her voice barely audible as she continued to pleasure herself. “Show her who she belongs to.”



“Aliya, your stepmother wants me to fuck you even harder,” Ethan said, his voice strained with arousal as he maintained eye contact with Aishwariya.



“Then do it,” Aliya hissed, her body begging for more. “Give her a show she’ll never forget.”



Ethan’s eyes narrowed, and he drove into Aliya with renewed ferocity, each powerful thrust causing her to moan and scream in ecstasy. The room filled with the sounds of their forbidden tryst, the air thick with raw passion and primal lust.



A bead of sweat rolled down the side of Ethan’s face as he locked eyes with Aishwariya, their mutual desire palpable in the charged atmosphere.



“Aliya… I’m close,” he grunted through gritted teeth, feeling the building pressure within him.



“Me too, Ethan… don’t stop,” Aliya panted, her body writhing beneath his, her nails digging into his back.



“Such a dirty little girl,” Ethan growled, savoring the intensity of their connection. “You’re going to come for me, aren’t you?”



“Y-yes,” she stuttered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies colliding.



“Good,” Ethan smirked, increasing his pace, every fiber of his being focused on the shared climax that teetered on the brink of reality. He could feel Aliya’s muscles clench around him, her body trembling as it echoed his own growing desperation.



“Let go, Aliya. Let go with me,” he urged, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control.



“Ah! Ethan!” Aliya cried out, her body arching off the bed as an overwhelming wave of ecstasy washed over her. Her orgasm triggered Ethan’s own release, and he groaned loudly, his body shuddering as he spilled himself inside her.



As their climaxes subsided, Ethan collapsed onto Aliya, their chests heaving as they struggled to catch their breaths. The room fell into a hushed silence, broken only by the sound of their labored breathing.



“Fuck,” Ethan whispered, his voice heavy with emotion and exhaustion. “That was…”



“Unforgettable,” Aliya agreed, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his damp skin. For a moment, they lay there, tangled in each other’s arms, allowing themselves to bask in the warmth of their illicit encounter.









Chapter 4



The dim light of the kitchen cast a moody glow on Aishwariya, who stood by the counter, her toned body showcased in tight yoga pants and a workout bra revealing ample cleavage. She exuded an air of elegance even as she prepared a cup of tea, unaware of the impending surprise.



Ethan, his muscles still glistening from his intimate encounter with Aliya, entered the kitchen silently. His piercing green eyes darkened as he studied Aishwariya’s figure, a predatory smile forming on his lips. He knew that he could easily manipulate her, just like he had done with others before.



As Aishwariya busied herself with the tea, Ethan approached her from behind, his footsteps barely audible. The heat radiating off his body was palpable, causing Aishwariya to shiver slightly as he closed the distance between them.



Suddenly, Ethan pressed his body against hers, grinding his hardening erection against her firm butt. A gasp escaped her lips, her wide blue-green eyes reflecting shock and confusion.



“E-Ethan! What are you doing?” she stammered, trying to regain her composure.



He leaned in closer, his breath tickling her earlobe as he spoke. “Giving you what you want.”



Aishwariya’s pulse quickened, her rational mind struggling to stay in control. This was wrong, she knew it, but there was something about Ethan that made her crave the danger, the risk, the excitement.



As she tried to catch her breath, Ethan’s hot whispers sent shivers down her spine.



“Rajesh doesn’t satisfy you, does he?” he murmured into her ear, his words dripping with lust. “His little cock can’t give you what you need.”



Aishwariya bit her lip, unable to deny the truth in Ethan’s words. She had been longing for a real man, someone who could make her feel alive again. “Y-you don’t know what you’re talking about,” she stammered, her voice betraying her as her body responded to Ethan’s proximity.



“Oh, but I do,” he whispered, his fingers brushing against her inner thigh. “I can be that man for you, Aishwariya.”



Her resolve crumbled, and Aishwariya found herself leaning into him, their lips meeting in a passionate embrace. Ethan’s tongue explored her mouth, dominating and claiming her as his own. Their bodies pressed together, the heat between them threatening to consume them both.



“Please, Ethan,” she gasped between kisses, her hands gripping his muscular arms. “I-I need you.”



With a predatory grin, Ethan hoisted Aishwariya onto the counter, her legs wrapping around his waist as they continued to kiss fervently. He held her tight, as if daring anyone to try and take her away from him.



“You’re mine, Aishwariya,” he growled, his green eyes piercing through her very soul.



“Take me, Ethan,” she whispered, surrendering to the darkness that called to her. “Make me yours.”



As their lips met once more, Ethan’s hands roamed her body and his voice filled her with sinful promises, she couldn’t bring herself to care.



Ethan’s fingers danced provocatively over every curve and dip of Aishwariya’s body. The squeeze of her ample breasts and firm ass ignited a wild flame within her, inciting raw animalistic urges in him that neither could resist any longer. The exploration was slow but insistent – a promise of things that were yet to come. Their bodies writhed against each other – two silhouettes dancing in the dim flickering light of the kitchen – the heat between them ready for combustion at any moment.



“Ah, Ethan,” she moaned into his mouth, her fingers digging into the muscles of his back. “I need you so much.”



“Trust me, baby,” he whispered against her lips, the seductive darkness in his voice only fueling her desire. “You won’t be disappointed.”



As they kissed, Ethan marveled at how easily he had managed to ensnare the beautiful Aishwariya. She was like putty in his hands, completely submissive to his every whim, her body responding almost involuntarily to his expert touch. He reveled in the power he held over her, knowing full well the risks they were taking.



A sudden creak from the door jolted them both back to reality, their hearts freezing with terror as Rajesh Kapoor unexpectedly stepped into the kitchen. In an instant, Ethan and Aishwariya broke away from each other, frantically scrambling to regain their composure as the older man blinked in surprise.



“Ah, there you are, Aishwariya,” Rajesh remarked, oblivious to the illicit encounter that had just transpired between his wife and their houseguest. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”



“R-Rajesh!” Aishwariya stammered, her chest heaving with the effort of maintaining her outward calm. “I didn’t realize you’d be home so soon.”



Ethan stood behind Aishwariya, his heart hammering in his chest, praying that Rajesh wouldn’t notice the unmistakable signs of their lustful rendezvous.



A bead of sweat trickled down Aishwariya’s temple, her body still humming with the remnants of her heated encounter with Ethan. The young man stood like a shadow behind her, his presence so subtle that even Rajesh remained oblivious to it.



“Really, Aishwariya,” Rajesh scoffed, “you ought to take better care of yourself. It’s not becoming for a woman of your status to look so… disheveled.” His words were barbed, intended to wound her pride.



“Perhaps I just need a good workout, Rajesh,” she replied coyly, her voice laced with innuendo. “It’s been too long since I’ve had a proper sweat.”



Ethan stifled a smirk at Aishwariya’s wit, seizing the opportunity presented by Rajesh’s distraction to inch closer to her. His crotch pressed against her thinly clothed ass. As he began to lightly grind his crotch against her, Ethan sensed her eyes widen and breathing quicken. He could practically feel the heat radiating from her skin, their forbidden desire a tangible force threatening to consume them both.



Standing on the other side of the kitchen counter, Rajesh was unaware of what was occurring just outside of his sight. Rajesh continued to drone on, oblivious to the dangerous game unfolding right under his nose. As he prattled about some business deal, Ethan’s hand surreptitiously found its way to Aishwariya’s waist, his fingers brushing against the fabric of her tight yoga pants.



“Tell me, Aishwariya,” Rajesh said, clearly more interested in hearing himself speak than anything else, “do you think I should invest in that new pharmaceutical venture? It could be quite profitable.”



“Profitable indeed,” she murmured, her breath hitching as Ethan’s skilled fingers slipped past the barrier of her clothing and sought out her wetness. A shiver ran through her spine, her mind struggling to focus on the conversation as Ethan’s touch threatened to overwhelm her.



“Y-yes, Rajesh,” she managed, her voice taut with the effort to maintain her composure. “I’m sure you’ll make a… ah, wise decision.”



“Of course I will,” Rajesh boasted, his ego bolstered by her feigned praise. “I always do.”



Ethan’s fingers slipped inside her yoga pants, sliding past the damp lace of her panties. Her breath hitched as he found that sweet spot between her thighs, making her squeeze her legs together involuntarily in response. Aishwariya’s body responded with an eagerness that betrayed her true desires.



“Ethan,” she breathed quietly into his ear, arching her back and pressing herself closer to him. The sensation of his hand exploring her most private areas nearly pushed her over the edge.



As Rajesh’s self-important monologue filled the kitchen, the lovers played a dangerous game of their own, teetering on the edge of discovery and surrendering to their forbidden passion.



Aishwariya writhed against his hand, desperate for more contact. It was a delicate dance, one that Ethan reveled in, his dark desires driving him to push Aishwariya to the brink. And as he stood behind her, hidden from Rajesh’s prying eyes, he knew that she was his – body, mind, and soul.



Aishwariya’s breath hitched as Ethan’s fingers glided through her wetness, teasing her with a deft touch that was both intoxicating and maddening. She clenched her jaw, desperate to maintain her composure in the face of overwhelming pleasure.



Still engaged in conversation with the oblivious Rajesh, Aishwariya felt a rush of daring when Ethan’s fingers gently separated her folds, finding her slick entrance. The risk of being caught heightened their pleasure, forcing them to stifle their moans of pleasure and keep their faces neutral.



A bead of sweat trickled from Ethan’s brow as he plunged two fingers deep inside her moist core. The sensation made Aishwariya gasp silently – the mix of thrill and fear causing an explosion within. She bit down hard on her lower lip in an attempt to suppress any sounds that threatened to escape.



“Rajesh,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “the wedding renewal… It’s going to be beautiful, isn’t it?”



“Ah, yes,” he replied, oblivious to his wife’s internal turmoil. “I’ve spared no expense.”



As Rajesh droned on, Aishwariya focused on the sound of his voice, using it as an anchor against the waves of desire that threatened to consume her. Her body trembled under Ethan’s expert ministrations, every nerve ending alight with a fire only he could stoke. And as Ethan plunged a third finger into her cunt while pressing his clothed cock between her ass cheeks, she loudly sucked wind.



“Are you alright, dear?” Rajesh asked, a hint of concern slipping into his voice. He couldn’t have known just how close Aishwariya was to succumbing to the illicit passion building within her.



“Y-yes,” she choked out, her eyes fluttering shut for a brief moment before snapping open once more. “Just… excited for the renewal.”



“Good,” Rajesh said, arrogantly smirking. “You should be.”



Behind her, Ethan’s smirk mirrored Rajesh’s, but it held a darker, predatory edge. His fingers danced along her slick folds, driving Aishwariya ever closer to the precipice of ecstasy. He could feel her body quivering beneath his touch, teetering on the edge of surrender.



“Remember, Aishwariya,” Rajesh continued, lost in his own self-importance, “this ceremony is not just about us. It’s a statement of our power and influence.”



“Of course, Rajesh,” she gasped, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the counter for support. Just a little more, and she knew she would crumble under the force of her impending climax.



“Good girl,” Rajesh said, completely unaware of the double meaning his words held for Aishwariya.



As Rajesh turned to leave the kitchen, Ethan pressed his thumb against Aishwariya’s sensitive nub, sending her tumbling over the edge. She bit down on her lip, fighting to hold back the moan that threatened to escape her throat, even as her body shuddered with pleasure.



Rajesh’s footsteps receded down the hallway, leaving Aishwariya alone in the kitchen with Ethan.



Ethan continued his carnal exploration with practiced finesse – his thumb circling her clit while his fingers worked tirelessly inside of her. Their eyes met – a silent language understood only by those teetering on the edge of ecstasy. He could tell she was close.



As her body tensed, signaling the imminent orgasm, he quickened his pace – his fingers diving deeper and seeking her most sensitive spots until it hit her like a tidal wave. She clung tightly to him as waves of pleasure rippled within her, trying hard not to scream out in ecstasy.



“Feeling better now?” Ethan’s voice contained an edge of smugness.



The lingering scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, a forbidden reminder of their dangerous game. Ethan withdrew his glistening fingers from Aishwariya’s depths, the wetness clinging to it like a silken thread.



“Clean them,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative as he held his finger before her trembling lips.



Aishwariya hesitated for only a moment, her eyes locked onto Ethan’s piercing green ones, before she obediently parted her lips and took his finger into her mouth. She took each one separately, sucking them dry as if they were Ethan’s dick. Her tongue swirled around him, tasting her own desire mixed with the intoxicating flavor of his touch. She could feel the power he held over her, an unbreakable bond forged in the fires of their lust.



“Good girl,” Ethan murmured, smirking at her submission. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her cheek as he whispered, “You’re mine now, Aishwariya.”



Her body burned with need, fueled by the knowledge that she was betraying her husband with each stolen touch. Unable to resist, she tilted her head back and met Ethan’s lips in a searing kiss, their tongues dancing together in a primal rhythm. The taste of her own arousal on his lips only served to heighten her desire, reinforcing her submission to him.



Ethan’s hands roamed her body, gripping her hips and pulling her closer, ensuring she felt every inch of his growing erection. Aishwariya whimpered into the kiss, desperate for more yet terrified of what might happen if they were discovered.



“Please, Ethan,” she begged, her voice barely more than a whisper as she broke away from the kiss. “I need you.”



Aishwariya’s breath hitched as Ethan’s tongue traced a path down her neck, leaving goosebumps in its wake. The forbidden nature of their tryst only heightened the burning need that consumed her.



“Find me… in the shower,” she panted, her voice quivering with anticipation. “I want you there.”



“See you there,” Ethan winked, his voice low and seductive.









Chapter 5



Ethan silently slipped into the master bathroom, steam clouding his vision. The sound of water cascading over Aishwariya’s luscious body filled the air like a sensual symphony, fueling his desire. He smiled to himself, knowing the power he had over her.



Stripping his clothes, he stepped into the glass shower without a word, his muscular frame moving behind Aishwariya with predatory grace. The forbidden desire in him grew stronger as the water enveloped him. Ethan moved forward until his naked dick ran across her smooth ass. He felt her tremble, but she did not turn around.



“Time for your first workout,” he whispered, his hands reaching out to caress her slick skin. A fire ignited within them both as he slid his dick between her ass cheeks. His strong hands cupped her breasts, feeling her hard nipples pressed against his palms.



Aishwariya moaned, her voice barely audible above the falling water. She tilted her head back, whispering in Ethan’s ear. “I want you to take me… right here… right now.”



Ethan reveled in the power he held over this beautiful, married woman. He was an expert at manipulation, trained by a monk in the art of seduction through touch. And Aishwariya was his plaything. The risk only heightened the pleasure.



“Seems we’re both aching for a taste of danger,” he said, gripping her hips as their bodies pressed together. The steam swirled around them, concealing their illicit embrace, but it couldn’t hide the raw passion that burned between them.



As their bodies intertwined, the line between lust and control blurred, leaving them both captivated by the thrill of the forbidden.



Water droplets cascaded down Aishwariya’s body, glistening like diamonds under the shower’s warm spray. Ethan licked his lips as he drank in the sight of her, feeling his desire pulse with every beat of his heart.



“I’m going to make you scream my name,” he murmured.



Their lips met in a passionate kiss, tongues intertwining as desire coursed through their veins. He pressed himself against her, leaving no doubt about his intentions.



Aishwariya’s breath hitched at his kiss, her eyes filled with unbridled lust as her smooth tits pressed against his naked chest. “Yes, Ethan… please…”



Ethan’s hands roamed over her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh, eliciting soft moans from her lips. They continued kissing as he dominated her, his grip on her body both possessive and intoxicating.



“Can you imagine how it would feel if someone were to walk in right now?” he mused, relishing the thrill of their illicit rendezvous. “Would you beg me to stop?”



Aishwariya’s chest heaved with each ragged breath, her body trembling under his touch. “I don’t care, Ethan… just take me. Now.”



Satisfaction curled through him like smoke, his control over her complete. This forbidden desire was a drug, and Ethan reveled in its potent high. As the steam swirled around them, concealing their sin, they succumbed to the heat of their passion, consumed by the risk and the ecstasy of the moment.



Ethan’s eyes burned with desire as he stared down at Aishwariya, his voice commanding. “On your knees,” he ordered, the dark timbre of his voice sending shivers down her spine.



Aishwariya obeyed without hesitation, sinking to her knees on the slick shower floor, the water cascading over her body like liquid fire. As she looked up at him, her blue-green eyes were filled with a mix of submission and desire, her heart pounding wildly in her chest.



“Take me into your mouth,” Ethan demanded, his piercing green gaze never leaving hers.



She hesitated for a moment, the thought of what they were doing causing a thrill of fear to ripple through her. She belonged to another man, but that only made the forbidden act even more enticing. Her pulse racing, she leaned forward, pressing her lips against the tip of Ethan’s throbbing cock. She kissed it like a horny lover – her kisses sloppy and wet against his pulsating shaft.



“Show me how much you want this,” he growled, his hand tangling in her wet black hair, guiding her movements.



Her lips wrapped around him, causing Ethan’s hips to jerk involuntarily at the sensation. She bobbed her head up and down, taking more of his cock into her mouth with each gentle suckle while her other hand found its way to his balls, teasing and massaging them through the water. The wet sounds of their bodies moving together echoed in the small enclosed space as they lost themselves in this forbidden dance. Aishwariya’s breasts rose and fell with every gasp for air, water droplets clinging on to her perfect body like a second skin that only added to its allure.



“Such a good slut,” Ethan murmured, his breath hitching with pleasure as her warm, wet mouth enveloped him. “You were made for this, weren’t you?”



Aishwariya felt a surge of pride at his words, her sense of propriety all but forgotten in the heat of their passion. She had never known such raw, primal desire, and it thrilled her to her core.



The sound of her breathing quickening mixed with the pounding water, creating an erotic symphony that filled the small bathroom. His hands found their way to her hair, gripping it tightly yet gently as he guided her movements on his dick. The slickness of their skin against each other created a wet slide of pleasure that made them both shudder in anticipation.



“God, you’re amazing,” Ethan breathed, his fingers tightening in her hair, urging her to take him even deeper. “But I’m not done with you yet.”



A bead of sweat trickled down Aishwariya’s forehead, mingling with the steamy droplets of water surrounding them. She could feel Ethan’s grip tighten on her face, his fingers digging into her cheeks as he guided her movements, thrusting himself into her warm, wet mouth.



“Take it all, Aishwariya,” he commanded, his voice low and seductive. “Show me how much you crave it.”



Her head bobbed up and down, her slurping sounds loud and lewd. The sensation of his throbbing member filled her senses, the very essence of forbidden desire consuming her thoughts.



“Shit, you’re so good at this. Is this how you got that small-dick husband to marry you?” Ethan panted, his breathing ragged with pleasure. “But I want more.”



As the steam continued to fill the shower, Ethan pulled her up. Their lips intertwined once more, their tongues dancing with a hunger that seemed to match the intensity of their need. Ethan’s hands found the small of her back, pressing her against the cold glass of the shower wall, pinning her there as if he owned her.



Aishwariya melted into his touch, surrendering completely to his strength and control. Her nipples hardened under his grasp as he slid one hand down to her soft core, two fingers sinking into her wetness. She gasped at the intrusion, arching her back in response as she moaned. He thrust his fingers deeper, finding her sweet spot and rubbing it gently but firmly.



“Tell me what you want,” he demanded as he roughly kissed her neck and tits.



“Please… fuck me,” she whimpered breathlessly, her voice raw with desire. Her body burned for him; it had been too long since she’d felt such intense passion. She could feel his cock throbbing against her stomach, ready for release.



Without warning, Ethan lifted her up and positioned himself at her entrance. He paused for a moment, savoring the anticipation before plunging deep inside her with one powerful stroke that made them both shudder. He groaned into their kiss as he filled her completely, his hips meeting hers in a rhythm that echoed through the steamy shower stall. She wrapped one leg around him like a vice, pulling him even closer as they moved together in a dance of lust and power play.



The slick sound of skin on skin filled the air as they moved in perfect syncopation, water dripping off their bodies like diamonds falling to the shower floor. Ethan’s hips pumped harder now, claiming what was his in every way.



“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled, his control slipping as he lost himself in the sensation of her slick heat enveloping him. “I can’t get enough of you.”



Aishwariya bit her lip, her nails digging into his strong shoulders as he drove deeper into her. The risk they were taking only heightened the intensity of their passion, a delicious thrill that coursed through her veins like wildfire.



“Tell me how much you want it, Aishwariya,” Ethan demanded, his voice a mix of authority and lust. “Tell me how badly you need me to fuck you.”



“I need you, Ethan,” she moaned, her breath fogging the glass as she struggled to maintain her composure. “Please, don’t stop.”



Ethan rocked his hips against hers in a rhythmic pattern that drove them both closer to their peak. The force from each thrust made Aishwariya’s body slide up and down against the cold glass, increasing the friction between them.



The steam swirled around them like a sultry embrace, a heady mixture of need and anticipation filling the air. Aishwariya’s back pressed against the cold glass, her legs wrapped tightly around Ethan’s waist as he thrust into her relentlessly. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed through the room, a symphony of pleasure that resonated deep within her soul.



“Tell me you’re mine,” Ethan whispered in her ear, his breath hot and urgent against her skin. “Say it, Aishwariya.”



“I’m yours,” she breathed, her voice shaking with the intensity of her desire. “Only yours, Ethan. Your whore! Your bitch!”



“Good girl,” he murmured, rewarding her submission with a possessive kiss that left her gasping for air. As his lips traveled down the curve of her neck, Aishwariya’s nails dug into his back, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each passing moment.



“Fuck, Ethan!” she screamed, unable to contain the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her veins.



“Look at me,” he commanded, his eyes locked on hers as he continued to pound into her. Aishwariya obeyed, her vision swimming with the intoxicating blend of pain and ecstasy that threatened to consume her whole.



“Harder,” she begged, her voice a ragged whisper as she met his gaze. “Please, Ethan. Make me feel alive again.”



A wicked smile played at the corners of his mouth. And with that, he redoubled his efforts, his thrusts growing more powerful and frenzied as he sought to claim every last inch of her.



As Ethan alternated between kissing her mouth and her neck, Aishwariya knew that she was lost, forever ensnared in the web of seduction and desire that he had so skillfully woven around them both. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, the precipice of pleasure drawing ever closer with each desperate gasp for air. And when she finally tumbled over, it would be with his name on her lips, a testament to the power he held over her heart and soul.



Aishwariya’s heart raced as she clung to Ethan, her breath hitching in her throat with every powerful thrust. The steam billowed around them, creating a world of sensuality and desire that threatened to consume them both. Her body trembled, on the verge of shattering into a thousand pieces under his touch.



“Does that feel good?” Ethan whispered darkly, his voice laced with the promise of even more delicious torment. “You love it when I fuck you like this, right under your husband’s nose?”



Aishwariya could barely choke out a response, her mind spinning as the wicked words stirred something deep within her. It was wrong, so terribly wrong, but the thrill of danger only seemed to heighten her arousal. She bit her lip, trying to hold back a moan, but it escaped anyway, spilling forth in a desperate plea for more.



Without warning, the bathroom door creaked open, and Rajesh entered the bathroom. Aishwariya’s heart leaped into her throat, panic gripping her like a vice as she realized what was happening. But Ethan never faltered, continuing to fuck her with unwavering intensity even as her husband unknowingly stood mere feet away.



“Aishwariya, it’s me,” Rajesh called out, his voice muffled by the thick curtain of steam. Oblivious to the erotic tableau unfolding before him, he began humming softly to himself, lost in his own thoughts.



Ethan smirked, leaning in close to whisper hotly in Aishwariya’s ear. “Looks like we have company,” he murmured, his tone dripping with wicked amusement. “But don’t worry… I’m not done with you yet.”



With a sudden, forceful motion, Ethan flipped Aishwariya around, pressing her face and tits against the cold glass wall of the shower. He gripped her breasts’ underside tightly, forcing her face against the slick surface as he plunged into her from behind. Aishwariya could feel his fingers digging into her flesh, a delicious mixture of pain and pleasure that left her feeling utterly helpless.



The shower glass rattled with Ethan’s thrust, seeming ready to break as Ethan pounded her into it like a caveman. Aishwariya’s massive tits and ecstasy-filled face pressed into the glass, barely hidden out of Rajesh’s view by the steam.



“Tell me how much you want me,” Ethan demanded, his voice low and urgent as he continued to ravage her body. “Tell me what a dirty little slut you are for my cock.”



Aishwariya couldn’t help herself – the words tumbled from her lips in a feverish whisper, each confession only serving to fan the flames of her desire. She was drowning in a whirlpool of lust and debauchery, unable to resist the pull of Ethan’s dark embrace.



Rajesh’s voice sliced through the thick steam, an unwelcome intrusion in the midst of Aishwariya’s sinful pleasure. “Aishwariya, have you seen my hair gel?” he asked, completely unaware of Ethan’s presence and the deliciously wicked act they were engaged in.



“Uh… yes, I think it’s over there,” Aishwariya managed to choke out as Ethan continued to thrust into her from behind, each powerful stroke sending shivers down her spine.



“Where?” Rajesh pressed, his tone laced with impatience.



“Behind… the hand soap,” she replied, her voice strained as she fought to contain her moans. She couldn’t believe this was happening – being taken by Ethan while her husband stood mere feet away, clueless to their transgression.



“Ah, found it!” Rajesh exclaimed triumphantly, still engrossed in his own trivial matters. He began to lather his body, humming tunelessly to himself.



“Tell him how good it feels,” Ethan whispered darkly into Aishwariya’s ear, his breath hot against her skin. The risk, the danger of it all only served to heighten her arousal.



“Rajesh, this new showerhead is fantastic,” Aishwariya said through gritted teeth, her heartbeat thundering in her ears. “It really… hits all the right spots.”



“Really?” Rajesh responded, his interest piqued. “I’ll have to try it next time.”



“Definitely,” she murmured, gasping softly as she restrained her screams. She felt like a ragdoll in his grasp, powerless to resist Ethan’s commanding touch.



“By the way,” Rajesh continued, oblivious to the dark undercurrents of their conversation, “I wanted to discuss our plans for the weekend. We’re having dinner with the Mehtas, remember?”



“Of course,” Aishwariya managed to reply, her voice barely a whisper as Ethan’s pace became even more fevered, his cock driving into her mercilessly. “I’m really… looking forward to it.”



“Good,” Rajesh said, satisfied. “We need to make a strong impression on them. The business deal is nearly finalized.” With that, he stepped out of the bathroom, leaving Aishwariya and Ethan alone once more.



As the bathroom door closed behind him, Aishwariya let out a shuddering breath, her body trembling with a mixture of fear, relief, and unbridled lust. She could feel Ethan’s smirk against her neck as he continued to ravish her, each stroke of his hips bringing her closer and closer to the edge. And as she finally succumbed to the pleasure, she knew that there was no turning back from this path of forbidden desire.



“Mine,” he growled possessively, driving himself deeper into her vulnerable body. “You belong to me now.”



Aishwariya’s only response was a choked whimper as she felt him release himself inside her, his seed flooding her depths and marking her as his own. Her mind reeled at the thought of being so completely claimed by this enigmatic young man, but her body betrayed her, shuddering with pleasure as he continued to grind against her.



“Say it,” Ethan demanded, pulling back slightly to look into her eyes, his gaze intense and unyielding. “Tell me you’re mine.”



“I… I’m yours,” Aishwariya breathed, the words feeling both terrifying and exhilarating as they left her lips. She knew that there could be no turning back from this moment, that she had willingly surrendered herself to this dangerous game of seduction and risk.



“Good girl,” Ethan murmured approvingly, pressing a searing kiss to her lips before wrapping his arms around her and pulling her flush against him. They stood like that for several long moments, their bodies entwined beneath the shower’s dying spray, the steam gradually dissipating to reveal the tangled web of desire and deceit they had woven together.









Chapter 6



The full moon’s silver light seeped through the sheer curtains, casting a haunting glow on the master bedroom. Ethan Blackwood slinked into the room with the stealth of a practiced predator, his piercing eyes fixed on his prey. His heart raced in anticipation, fueling his desire for control and revenge.



Rajesh Kapoor lay beside Aishwariya, snoring softly, oblivious to the danger looming over him. Ethan’s lips curled into a sinister smile; this powerful man was no match for his charm and skill.



Aishwariya slept soundly, her chest rising and falling beneath her delicate night blouse. Ethan approached her side of the bed, his muscular body tense with excitement. He reached down to carefully unbutton her blouse, revealing her voluptuous breasts and toned body.



“Such perfect flesh,” he whispered, drinking in the sight of her nudity.



“Who’s there?” Rajesh mumbled, stirring in his sleep.



Ethan froze, holding his breath, but Rajesh soon slipped back into unconsciousness. The old man wasn’t even aware of how close he’d come to discovering the truth.



“Too easy,” Ethan smirked as he continued his mission.



Staring at the topless Indian MILF, Ethan couldn’t help but admire Aishwariya’s beauty, a testament to her former career as an actress and beauty queen. Her black hair framed her face in soft waves, and her blue-green eyes held the promise of hidden depths. She was the perfect canvas for his nefarious desires.



The moonlight painted Aishwariya’s body with an ethereal glow, beckoning Ethan to indulge in her forbidden flesh. He leaned down, his lips finding the curve of her breast, and began to taste her, enveloping her nipple in the heat of his mouth.



“Ah,” Aishwariya moaned softly, a shiver running through her as she stirred from her sleep.



“Shh,” Ethan whispered against her skin, his smirk growing wider. “This is our little secret.”



Aishwariya’s breath grew heavier, her chest rising and falling as Ethan kissed and groped her tits. The darkness of their shared desire made the sensations all the more intoxicating. She arched her back, pressing herself further into Ethan’s eager mouth.



“More,” she panted, unable to resist the pull of his special touch. Her heart raced in her chest, thundering in her ears as she gave herself over to him completely.



Ethan moved to her other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. His skilled fingers trailed down her abdomen, grazing her navel before dipping lower still.



“Please,” Aishwariya begged, her voice a desperate whisper. Despite the danger of their tryst, she couldn’t help but crave the pleasure only Ethan could provide.



“Greedy girl,” he teased, his breath warm against her ear as he continued his exploration of her body. “You’ll have to be silent if you want me to continue.”



Aishwariya bit her lip, nodding her agreement. The thrill of being caught only heightened her arousal, and she reveled in the knowledge that her husband slept mere inches away, blissfully unaware of the erotic display unfolding beside him.



Ethan’s hands roamed her curves as his lips sought out her most sensitive spots.



“Ah… Ethan,” she panted, struggling to keep quiet as her desire threatened to overwhelm her. The room seemed to close in around them, their breaths mingling as they lost themselves in each other.



“Good girl,” Ethan praised, pausing to admire the sight of Aishwariya writhing beneath him.



Moonlight spilled through the thin curtains, casting an ethereal glow on Aishwariya’s flushed skin. Ethan’s green eyes burned with a feral intensity as he lowered his gym shorts, freeing his throbbing cock from its confines.



“Here’s your midnight snack, bitch,” he growled, his voice low and dangerous.



Aishwariya gazed at him, her eyes wide with lustful anticipation. She bit her lip, feeling the dampness between her thighs, the heat of their secret encounter saturating the air around them.



“Please,” she whimpered, desperate for him to fill her need.



The bed creaked softly as Ethan slid between the sheets, his muscular frame pressing against the silk material, making it crackle. He paused, taking in the sight of Aishwariya’s naked body beneath him, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. Her black hair was a halo around her face, framing it like a crown, and her beautiful eyes were alluring as they fluttered shut with sleep.



Ethan’s hand trailed down her side, stopping just above where her panties met her thighs. Slowly, ever so slowly, he traced his fingers along the delicate lace until he reached her moist folds. His breath caught in his throat at the warmth that greeted him there; she was already aroused. With one swift move, he slipped her panties down to her knees and then off entirely. The smooth material slid easily over her legs as if eager to reveal all of those secret places he wanted to explore.



He leaned over her again, pressing his lips to the soft skin of her inner thigh and inhaled deeply. She smelled of lavender and womanhood – sweet and intoxicating. His tongue darted out to taste her, lapping at the nectar that coated her folds greedily. Aishwariya gasped softly, shuddering beneath him as she felt his hot breath against her sensitive skin. She couldn’t help but arch up into it, allowing more access for him to taste her fully.



“Ah… Ethan,” she moaned softly, unable to resist his touch or hide the growing desire in her voice.



Without further ado, Ethan climbed on top of her, gripped her hips, and entered Aishwariya with a swift and forceful motion. She gasped in pleasure as he thrust deep inside her, filling her completely.



“Ah, Ethan,” she moaned, her nails digging into his muscular arms. The sensation of him stretching her tight walls sent shivers down her spine.



Ethan grinned wickedly, relishing in the power he held over this once untouchable beauty queen. “You like that, don’t you? Lying next to your sleeping husband while being fucked by another man?” he taunted, leaning closer to whisper dark promises in her ear. “Tell me how much you need me.”



Aishwariya’s pulse raced, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as she struggled to find words. “I… I need you so much, Ethan. Please, don’t stop.”



“Such a greedy little slut,” he chuckled, his thrusts growing more insistent. “I wonder what your husband would think if he knew his precious wife was begging for my cock?”



Their bodies moved together in a rhythmic dance of passion, fueled by the same twisted desires and hidden yearnings. Ethan pummeled into Aishwariya, each thrust echoing through the silent room. Sweat beaded on their skin as the heat of their secret encounter intensified. His cock pumped in and out of her tight folds, filling her completely with his hard length. She could feel his gradual increase in speed, mirroring the growing intensity of her moans and gasps. The sounds of their lovemaking bounced off the walls, amplifying the forbidden thrill as the bed beneath them creaked with their movements.



Ethan’s hands roamed her body possessively, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples hard enough to make her cry out, her back arching further into his touch. He groaned against her neck, his lips leaving trails of fire on her skin. Aishwariya’s fingers dug deep into his shoulders as he took control, pushing her further down into the mattress with every powerful stroke. Her hips bucked up to meet him, urging for more as she lost herself in his masterful moves.



Her walls clenched around him, milking him for every drop of pleasure they could get. His rough hands gripped her hips tighter as he thrust harder, claiming her body as his own. The scent of sweat and desire filled the air around them; it was intoxicating, heady with lust and power.



The thought of Rajesh waking up beside them, discovering their sordid tryst, made Aishwariya’s heart pound even faster. But there was no denying the thrill it brought, the illicit pleasure of being taken by this young, powerful man while her husband slumbered mere inches away.



“Please,” she whispered again, her voice a broken plea. “Don’t stop.”



Ethan’s thrusts grew even more forceful as he drove her towards the edge of ecstasy. Their moans harmonize in the dark room. The scent of sweat and lust hung heavily in the air as they moved together, a forbidden dance of desire.



“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Ethan growled, his hand gripping her hip with bruising force. He reveled in her vulnerability, the way she opened herself to him completely.



“Harder,” Aishwariya panted, her eyes locked on his, begging for more. She couldn’t get enough of him, this young man who had awakened a hunger within her that she never knew existed.



He smirked, increasing the intensity of his thrusts, making her cry out in pleasure.



“Y-yes… just like that.” Her fingers dug into his back, leaving behind crimson crescents as she held onto him for dear life.



Ethan leaned down, whispering filthy promises in her ear. “You’re mine now, Aishwariya. I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll forget your husband’s name.”



Aishwariya’s heart raced. As he pistoned into her, she felt the coil within her tightening, pulling her closer and closer to the edge.



“God, Ethan, don’t stop!” Her legs wrapped around his waist, desperately clinging to him as the pressure built.



“Come for me, you dirty little slut,” he snarled, his thrusts relentless, driving her to the brink.



With a shuddering gasp, Aishwariya’s orgasm crashed over her in violent waves, her nails raking down Ethan’s back. She clung to him, riding out the pleasure until she was left shaking and breathless.



“Good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her sweat-slicked skin. “But we’re far from done.” A wicked glint sparkled in his green eyes as he continued to claim her body, their forbidden desires consuming them both.



Ethan’s powerful thrusts shook the bed beneath them, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythmic cadence. Sweat glistened on their entwined bodies as he drove her closer and closer to the brink, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force.



Their hips slapped together in a rhythm that echoed through the room, muffled by the thin walls but present nonetheless. The sound of skin on skin filled the air – erotic and raw. Each thrust deepened the connection between them, their sweat mingling on their bodies as they moved together in perfect harmony.



He stared down at her, watching her gasp for air as he pounded into her wetness. Her breasts bounced with each forceful entry. His own heart pounded in his chest like a drum, matching the pace of their lovemaking.



“Are you ready to come again, Aishwariya?” he growled, his voice dripping with lust as he watched her writhing beneath him.



“Y-yes,” she gasped, her eyes glazed over with pleasure, barely aware of her surroundings. “Please, Ethan… make me come again.”



“Such a greedy little slut,” he purred, his green eyes darkening with desire. “Beg for it.”



“Please, Ethan,” she pleaded, her voice shaking as she felt another orgasm building within her. “I need it. Make me come… make me scream your name.”



With a wicked grin, Ethan slammed into her with renewed fervor, her moans rising in pitch as the coil within her threatened to snap once more. Her mind was a whirlwind of ecstasy, unable to focus on anything but the intoxicating pleasure coursing through her veins.



Finally, Aishwariya’s second orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing around Ethan’s cock as she screamed his name, lost in her own hedonistic bliss. The sound of her pleasure echoed through the room, shattering the fragile silence that had enveloped them.



“Fuck, yes,” Ethan hissed, his own arousal spiking at the sight of her completely undone before him.



Suddenly, Rajesh stirred beside them, his sleep-addled brain struggling to process the salacious scene unfolding mere inches away. He squinted, trying to clear his blurry vision as he attempted to comprehend what was happening. However, without his glasses, he was all but blind.



“Wha… what’s going on? What’s that noise?” he mumbled, still half-asleep.



Ethan didn’t miss a beat, continuing to fuck Aishwariya with ruthless determination, his fingers digging into her flesh as he moved within her. His heart hammered in his chest, the thrill of the risk only serving to fuel his lustful desires. Fucking Aishwariya next to her husband as he unknowingly watched pushed Ethan tot he edge.



“Shh,” Aishwariya whispered urgently, her eyes wide with panic as she clutched Ethan’s shoulders, praying that Rajesh would not fully awaken. “Rajesh… go back to sleep.”



“Wha… what are you two doing?” Rajesh mumbled, his voice groggy and disoriented from sleep.



“Exercise, darling,” Aishwariya replied breathlessly, her eyes locked on Ethan’s, pleading for him to continue even as she lied to her husband. “It’s a new routine we’re trying out.”



The dim moonlight filtering through the curtains cast an eerie glow over Aishwariya’s sweat-slicked body, her chest heaving with each thrust from Ethan. His hips slammed into hers, his cock buried deep inside her, as he savored the delicious risk of their forbidden encounter.



Ethan’s lips curled into a wicked grin, his fingers tightening around Aishwariya’s breast as he continued to fuck her. He leaned in to capture her lips in a searing kiss, drowning out her moans while taunting her unsuspecting husband.



Rajesh furrowed his brow, still half-asleep and struggling to make sense of the situation. “At… at this hour?” he asked, his voice wavering with uncertainty.



“Couldn’t sleep, and I thought it would help relax me,” Aishwariya lied, her voice trembling with the effort of maintaining her composure under Ethan’s relentless assault. “Go back to sleep, love. We’ll be done soon.”



Ethan couldn’t believe Rajesh was buying this, the absurdity of the situation only adding fuel to his lustful fire.



“Alright,” Rajesh muttered, rolling over and allowing himself to be lulled back to sleep by the steady rhythm of Ethan’s thrusts, utterly oblivious to the carnal pleasure being shared mere inches away.



As Rajesh’s breathing deepened once more, Ethan pulled back from their heated kiss, his green eyes blazing with dark desire. “You’re such a naughty little liar,” he whispered huskily, his voice dripping with lust.



Aishwariya’s heart raced, her mind reeling from the high-stakes deceit, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan as Ethan drove into her with renewed vigor.



“Keep quiet, my slut,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “Remember, we have a sleeping husband beside us.”



A bead of sweat trickled down Aishwariya’s flushed cheek as Ethan paused, withdrawing from her slick heat. She could feel the dampness on her skin, the result of their forbidden passion. With a wicked grin, he adjusted himself, moving up her trembling body until his throbbing cock found its new resting place between her ample breasts.



“Press them together for me,” Ethan commanded in a low growl, the dark hunger in his eyes impossible to ignore. Aishwariya obeyed without hesitation, her hands guiding her breasts to embrace his thick member, providing him with the tight space he craved.



“Like this?” she asked breathlessly, her voice barely more than a whisper as she sought to please him. Her wide blue-green eyes looked up at him, filled with a mix of trepidation and excitement, like a moth drawn to a flame.



“Perfect,” he replied, his voice dripping with lust as he began to slide himself between her soft, welcoming mounds. The sensation of her warm flesh enveloping him was intoxicating, each movement sending shivers up his spine as he fought to maintain control over his mounting desire.



“Look at me,” Ethan demanded, his fingers tightening around her wrists as he held her in place. As she met his piercing green gaze, he continued to thrust between her breasts, his movements becoming more urgent, more primal. “You’re mine now. Remember that.”



“Y-yes,” she stammered, unable to tear her gaze away from his intense stare. The knowledge that she was submitting to this man, allowing him to claim her in the most intimate of ways, sent a shiver down her spine.



“Good girl,” he praised, his voice dark and seductive as he continued to use her body for his pleasure. Aishwariya could feel the heat radiating from him, the raw power that seemed to emanate from his very core.



As their passion escalated, the risk of discovery only amplified the intensity of their encounter. With each thrust, they were pushing the boundaries, daring fate to intervene. But for now, at least, the shadows remained their ally, concealing their illicit tryst from the world beyond.



“Kiss it,” Ethan commanded, his voice thick with arousal. Aishwariya obeyed, eagerly pressing her soft lips against his slick cockhead as he continued to titty fuck her. She reveled in the taste of him, each wet kiss leaving a tantalizing trail of precum dripping from her lips.



Aishwariya’s lips glistened with saliva and precum as she looked up at Ethan, her blue-green eyes full of lust and submission. The forbidden nature of their encounter only served to heighten the pleasure coursing through their bodies. As Ethan thrust his throbbing cock between her ample breasts, the sound of skin on skin echoed in the dimly lit room.



“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” Ethan growled, his hips picking up speed as his climax approached. Aishwariya could feel the heat radiating from his body, the intensity of his desire threatening to consume them both.



She had never imagined herself in such a position, yet the depravity of it excited her. Her heart raced, and her thoughts were a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Was she betraying her husband? Or was she simply indulging in a secret fantasy that had always lurked beneath the surface?



“Get ready for it, Aishwariya,” Ethan warned, his breath hitching as he neared his orgasm. Driven by a mixture of excitement and fear, Aishwariya braced herself for what was to come.



With a final, powerful thrust, Ethan groaned in ecstasy, releasing his hot load onto Aishwariya’s face. The sticky warmth splattered across her cheeks, her forehead, and dripped down onto her lips. It was a mark of possession, a symbol of their forbidden passion.



As Aishwariya stared up at Ethan, her face coated in his cum, she couldn’t help but feel a perverse sense of pride. She had submitted to him, allowed herself to be used and degraded, yet she had never felt more alive.



“Remember who you belong to,” Ethan whispered, his green eyes ablaze with triumph. And in that moment, Aishwariya knew that she would never forget the taste of his cum on her lips or the thrill of their secret passion.



Aishwariya panted heavily, her eyes still locked with Ethan’s as she reached for the corner of the bedsheet to wipe away the evidence of their encounter. However, before she could clean Ethan’s cum from her face, Ethan stopped her.



“Leave it,” he commanded, his voice husky and authoritative. A shiver raced down Aishwariya’s spine at the sound of his words, a newfound excitement coursing through her veins. “Sleep next to your husband with my cum on your face.”



“But… Rajesh…” she whispered, glancing fearfully at her husband, who remained blissfully unaware just inches away from them.



“Let it remind you of what we’ve done tonight,” Ethan said, his piercing green eyes filled with lust and determination. “You’re mine now, Aishwariya.”



Swallowing her apprehension, Aishwariya nodded in submission, accepting her new role as Ethan’s plaything. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the head of his cock, giving him a tender goodnight kiss, tasting herself and their shared passion on his skin.



“Good girl,” Ethan murmured, a wicked smile playing on his lips. With that, he slipped out of the master bedroom.



Ethan prowled down the dimly lit hallway, his heart pounding with adrenaline and satisfaction. Despite the risk, the thrill of taking Aishwariya right under her husband’s nose had fueled his desire like never before. He knew he’d crave more, and soon enough, he would have it.



As he entered his own room, he found Aliya waiting for him, naked and eager. Her dark eyes sparkled with anticipation, clearly aware of the forbidden pleasure her stepmother had just experienced.



Ethan’s predatory gaze locked onto Aliya’s naked form, her supple breasts and the curve of her hips inviting him closer. He could feel his cock stirring once more, ready to claim his next conquest.



“Did you enjoy yourself with my stepmom?” Aliya asked teasingly, her dark eyes filled with hunger as she traced a finger down her collarbone.



“Immensely,” Ethan replied, the memory of Aishwariya’s moans still echoing in his mind.



Aliya smirked, biting her lower lip as she spread her legs, revealing her glistening sex. “Then come get your prize.”



Ethan didn’t need to be told twice. He strode over to Aliya, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her into a searing kiss.









Chapter 7



Ethan’s thumb hovered, a rhythmic drumming against the cool glass of his phone screen. Each tap a silent command for her to answer. The room’s shadows played over his chiseled face as the ringtone echoed in his spacious, dimly lit apartment.



“Answer, Kourtney,” he muttered under his breath, his voice a husky growl swallowed by the anticipation that clung to the air like thick incense.



The screen blinked to life, and there she was – Kourtney’s image, raw and unashamedly sensual. Her chest bare and her large breasts hanging freely, she wore only her panties. Ethan’s green eyes darkened with a predatory gleam.



“Talk to me, Ethan,” Kourtney’s voice purred through the speakers, velvet laced with the edge of hunger. Her free hand ran over her hardened nipple. “I’ve been waiting.”



Ethan leaned back, allowing the shadows to swallow him whole, save for the stark outline of his broad shoulders and the sharp angles of his jaw. He spoke, each word a deliberate caress, sculpting the air between them with the weight of his progress.



“Rajesh’s wife and daughter,” he began, voice low, a whisper that held the power of a shout, “are now puppets dangling from my strings.” His lips curved into a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. It was a smile of conquest, of a chess player moving towards checkmate.



“Good,” she whispered back, her tone laced with the thrill of the game they played, a dance of shadows and seduction. “Very good.”



“It’s time for the final moves. And then… checkmate.”



Kourtney’s chest heaved, each breath a shaky note in the symphony of her mounting desire. Ethan’s words, a velvet darkness, enveloped her senses, urging her deeper into their shared abyss of anticipation. Her fingers, trembling with need, traced the contours of her bare skin, circling the peaks of her breasts. She pinched her nipples, firm and sensitive, a gasp escaping her lips – a siren call to the man who commanded her body even from afar.



“Touch yourself,” Ethan’s voice cut through the charged air, a command that seized her will and bent it to his intent. “Imagine my hands on you, Kourtney. Feel my touch burning your skin.”



She obeyed, her hands gliding across the soft mounds of her chest, the mere thought of his touch igniting a fire within her. With each caress, she felt the heat spread, a scorching path that only Ethan’s hands could chart.









Chapter 8



The candlelight cast a flickering glow on Aishwariya’s exposed cleavage, her revealing sari hugging her voluptuous form. The guests gathered around the long table of Rajesh’s dining hall, their eyes drawn to her like moths to a flame.



“Such a beauty,” one man whispered to another, licking his lips as he ogled her breasts. “What I’d do to trade places with Rajesh for one night…”



Aishwariya’s cheeks flushed with desire, but she made no move to cover herself. Instead, she took her seat between Ethan and her husband, the dangerous glint in Ethan’s green eyes making her pulse race.



“Looking ravishing tonight, Aishwariya,” Ethan murmured, his fingers slipping under the sheer fabric of her sari to tease at her delicate panties.



“Thank you, Ethan,” she replied breathlessly, her body shivering with anticipation. Her eyes danced between her husband, Rajesh, and Ethan, keenly aware of the daring game they were playing.



As the dinner was served, Aishwariya purposely let her spoon slip from her grasp, clattering to the floor in a cacophony of noise. Heads turned as she feigned surprise.



“I’m so clumsy! Let me get that,” she said sweetly, flashing a demure smile before lowering herself to retrieve the spoon. Underneath the table, her heart pounded in her chest, adrenaline coursing through her veins as she crawled towards Ethan, emboldened by the forbidden thrill of it all.



Her trembling hands unzipped his pants, freeing his erect member. Raising her head, she let his cock sit on her face and she quietly giggled, feeling his dick grow against her skin. She gazed at him, her eyes wide with hunger, as he looked at her. With a wick, she grabbed the base of his dick and enveloped it in her warm, eager mouth.



Aishwariya let out a soft moan around Ethan’s cock as it filled her mouth, tasting salty and masculine. Her tongue danced along the shaft and her lips worked it rhythmically, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel Ethan’s warm, rough hands on head, guiding her as she sucked him off skillfully. His breathing became heavier, louder; she looked up at him from under lowered eyelashes to see his face contort with desire. His musky scent filled her nostrils and mixed with the aroma of spices from the dinner spread on the table.



“Shit,” Ethan groaned quietly, gripping the edge of the table tightly as the ambiance of casual conversations surrounded them. He could feel the heat of her desire as her lips and tongue worked their magic, sending waves of pleasure coursing through him.



Above the table, the guests laughed and chatted, completely oblivious to the lascivious act unfolding beneath them. Aishwariya’s heart raced as she continued to pleasure Ethan, the thrill of being caught adding fuel to her lustful fire.



The sound of cutlery clinking against plates and glasses resonated softly in the background as she took more of him into her mouth, running her tongue along the vein that traveled along the length of his shaft. She felt it twitch beneath her touch and took more of him deeper into her throat, savoring the salty-sweet taste that pooled in her mouth. Saliva and precum ran down her chin, mixing with her makeup and she sloppily gave Ethan a blowjob to remember.



Aishwariya’s sari rustled lightly against the hardwood floor as she moved closer to Ethan’s lap, occasionally brushing against his thigh or hip. She heard faint whispers from across the table but paid them no mind – all she could focus on was pleasing him as best she could.



Wondering where her stepmother was, Aliya peered underneath the table. Her eyes widened and flashed with intrigue, her pulse quickening as she observed her stepmother’s hidden actions beneath the table. A wicked grin formed on her lips, her own desire for Ethan gnawing at her.



“Oops,” she said, feigning innocence as she dropped her spoon. The metallic clang echoed through the room as she crawled under the table, her heart pounding with excitement.



Slipping into the shadows, she crawled her way to Aishwariya. Their eyes met, a shared understanding passing between them as Aliya leaned in.



With a seductive smile, Aliya bent down next to her stepmother. She took hold of the cock and drew it out of Aishwariya’s moth. Aliya then ran her tongue along Ethan’s cock, tasting the pre-cum and his musk. She wrapped her soft lips around it, taking him in deeper as she moaned around him.



After she had her fill, Aliya’s tongue danced with Aishwariya’s, teasing and caressing his shaft as she began to suck him off together. The sight of the two women pleasuring him drove Ethan wild; he couldn’t believe his luck. As they worked in perfect harmony, taking turns to please him, their saris rustled and whispered against the wood floor, adding to the erotic atmosphere. He gripped the table tightly to keep from losing control as they sent shockwaves of pleasure through his body.



“Fuck,” Ethan hissed through gritted teeth, his hand gripping Aishwariya’s hair firmly. His swollen cock throbbed as the two women fought for dominance, their mouths and tongues dancing around him in an erotic ballet of lust and desire.



The taste of their saliva mixed together was intoxicating, each woman adding her unique flavor to the brew that coated his throbbing cock. Aishwariya’s eager movements teased the head, while Aliya took more of him deeper into her mouth, unafraid of pushing boundaries. Their bodies pressed against each other under the table, their soft curves aligned as they worshiped his hardness. Their breasts brushed against each other, causing a rush of desire to surge through them both as they lost themselves in their lustful actions.



Above the table, Rajesh cleared his throat, drawing the attention of the gathered guests. “I just want to say how truly lucky I am to have such a loyal wife like Aishwariya,” he began, completely unaware of the forbidden acts unfolding just beneath him.



As Aishwariya sucked hungrily on Ethan’s dick, Aliya dove down to lavish attention on his balls, her soft lips and wet tongue teasing and tantalizing him. She reveled in the depravity of it all, her mind racing with the thrill of knowing they could be caught at any moment.



“Doesn’t she look stunning tonight?” Rajesh continued, gesturing towards Aishwariya’s empty chair. Laughter and murmurs of agreement filled the air, the irony of the situation heightening the riskiness of their actions.



Ethan’s thoughts swirled with images of the two sexy women worshiping him, their heads bobbing in unison as they took turns tasting his length. He reveled in the control he held over them, their submission to him intoxicating.



“Gosh, I can’t believe how far we’ve come,” Rajesh mused, still praising Aishwariya’s loyalty and devotion. Little did he know that mere inches away, her mouth was filled with another man’s cock, sharing it with her own stepdaughter.



The tension mounted as the women continued their relentless assault on Ethan’s senses, the forbidden desire and risk driving them all to new heights of pleasure. In the darkness beneath the table, a wicked game unfolded.



The soft moans and wet sucking sounds emanating from beneath the table were almost drowned out by the laughter and conversation above. Ethan’s piercing green eyes remained locked on Rajesh as he gripped Aishwariya’s hair, guiding her movements while she took him deeper into her throat. With each forceful thrust, her eyes watered, but she showed no sign of stopping.



“Another thing about my beloved wife,” Rajesh continued, oblivious to the debauchery unfolding below, “is her impeccable taste in fashion. Just look at that exquisite sari she’s wearing tonight.”



Aishwariya pulled back for a moment, gasping for air. Seizing the opportunity, Aliya leaned in to press her lips against her stepmother’s, their tongues dancing together. The stepdaughter and stepmother kissed like passionate lovers, their arms wrapped around one another and they shared Ethan’s precum.



Ethan watched as the two women took Ethan’s cock between their lips, kissing each other on either side of it with their gazes turned toward him. Their desire and submission were evident in every move they made, fueling Ethan’s lust for control even further.



“Let’s not forget Aishwariya’s unwavering support and dedication to our family,” Rajesh added, raising a glass in honor of his wife. The guests echoed his sentiment, completely unaware of the true nature of Aishwariya’s commitment.



As Rajesh’s words filled the air, Ethan tightened his grip on Aishwariya’s hair, driving his length down her throat once more. He could feel the pleasure building within him, threatening to consume him entirely. His mind raced with fantasies of the two beautiful women worshiping him, their bodies intertwined and at his mercy.



“Fuck,” Ethan thought, unable to resist the urge any longer. He could feel his climax approaching, the intensity of their actions and the thrill of the forbidden pushing him over the edge. Amidst the chaos of the dinner party, a moment of ecstasy loomed, waiting to be seized.



“Isn’t it wonderful to see such a happy couple?” someone commented from across the table, completely unaware of the dark secret hidden beneath them. The risk and deception only served to heighten the pleasure, drawing Ethan, Aishwariya, and Aliya further into the depths of their desire.



With a primal groan, Ethan released his hot load onto both Aishwariya and Aliya’s faces, the sudden burst of pleasure marking them with his essence. Their eyes widened in surprise at the force of his climax, a testament to their skillful ministrations.



“Shit,” Ethan thought, his heart pounding as he felt the last waves of ecstasy course through him.



Covered in his cum, the two women again kissed. Their eyes locked with Ethan’s as their lips men, soft moans escaping them as they cupped each other’s clothed tits. Ethan felt himself growing hard again as he watch them.



Aishwariya and Aliya quickly wiped their faces, their fingers slick with his seed, as they scrambled from under the table. They emerged just as Rajesh turned his attention back to them, raising an eyebrow at the strange substance on their faces.



“Is everything alright?” he asked, his tone laced with mild concern. “What happened to your faces?”



“Uh,” Aishwariya stammered, her mind racing for an explanation. She glanced at Aliya, who seemed equally flustered. “There was some dust underneath the table that accidentally got on us.”



“Really?” Rajesh said, skepticism lining his voice.



“Must be the cleaners,” Aliya chimed in, her quick thinking saving them from further scrutiny. “You know how they sometimes miss spots.”



“Ah, I see,” Rajesh nodded, accepting their explanation. He turned back to his guests, completely unaware of the forbidden acts that had taken place just inches away from him. “Apologies for the interruption, everyone. Now, where were we?”



As the conversation resumed, Aishwariya and Aliya shared a fleeting glance, their hearts still racing from their risqué encounter. The thrill of their secret remained unspoken between them, a tantalizing taste of what could await them in the future.



The pulsating beat of the music echoed through the dimly lit banquet hall, the intoxicating scent of lust and desire wafting through the air. Ethan leaned back in his chair, his piercing green eyes locked onto Aishwariya and Aliya as they exchanged uneasy glances, their faces still glistening with remnants of his dominance.



“Careful, ladies,” he purred, his voice low and seductive. “Wouldn’t want dear Rajesh to catch on to our little secret.”



Aishwariya’s chest heaved with each shallow breath, her cleavage spilling over the edge of her revealing sari. She shot Ethan a venomous glare but said nothing, too afraid of drawing attention to their previous transgressions.



“Fuck him,” Aliya whispered, her dark eyes flicking towards her stepmother.



Ethan’s lips curled into a predatory smile as he drank in the sight of the women before him, their bodies ripe for the taking. His fingers itched with a carnal hunger, desperate to trace the contours of their curves once more.









Chapter 9



The scent of incense wafted through the large Hindu temple in Mumbai, as guests adorned in vibrant colors and traditional attire gathered for the wedding renewal ceremony. Portraits of Aishwariya and Rajesh – a seemingly happy couple – decorated the temple and was adorned with flowers.



Amidst the growing crowd, Ethan’s piercing green eyes locked onto Aliya’s, a wordless exchange signaling their escape. Finding her, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her toward him.



“Aliya, come with me,” Ethan whispered, his voice barely audible over the sound of the temple bells.



“Where?” she asked, her heart racing with anticipation.



“Somewhere we can be alone.”



As they discreetly slipped away from the ceremony, their fingers entwined, Ethan led Aliya to a secluded spot near a pillar hidden in shadows. The risk of being caught heightened the intensity of their encounter.



“Shit,” Aliya said. “I’m so horny for you.”



Ethan pushed Aliya toward the pillar and advanced toward her. With a forceful motion, Ethan lifted Aliya’s sari dress, revealing that she wore no panties beneath the fabric. He smirked, feeling the power of his touch already taking effect on her.



“Such a naughty girl,” he teased, his breath hot on her earlobe. “You knew what you were doing when you decided not to wear any panties, didn’t you?”



“Y-yes,” Aliya admitted, her cheeks burning with a mixture of shame and excitement.



Ethan’s eyes flashed with predatory intent as he pinned Aliya against the cold, ancient pillar. His hands gripped her waist tightly, pulling her in for an intoxicating kiss that left her gasping for air. Their tongues danced together, a heated exchange of passion and desire.



As their tongues tangled and wrestled, the sweet taste of masala chai from Ethan’s lips mixed with the earthy aroma of incense in Aliya’s mouth. Ethan’s rough hands slid down her thighs, pushing them apart as he pressed closer against her damp pussy. She whimpered into his mouth, encouraging him to devour her sounds with his own moans. Their bodies swayed in rhythm with the foreign music playing in the distance, creating an erotic melody that only they could hear.



“Shit, you taste so good,” Ethan growled, unzipping his pants and releasing his throbbing erection.



“Someone might see us,” Aliya whispered, her voice wavering with trepidation.



“Let them watch,” he murmured, his breath hot on her neck. “Maybe they’ll learn something.”



Aliya moaned softly, her body betraying her as she surrendered to the undeniable chemistry between them. She couldn’t resist Ethan’s magnetic pull, even though she knew the consequences would be catastrophic if they were caught.



Ethan’s hands roamed over her body like a sculptor studying his masterpiece, a wicked grin playing on his lips as he discovered each curve and crevice that made her uniquely Aliya. His touch ignited a fire within her that threatened to consume them both.



“Fuck me, Ethan,” she panted, her voice barely audible above the distant, rhythmic chanting from the ceremony. “Make me yours.”



Ethan freed his cock. He then kissed her deeply as he thrust forward, plunging into her wet heat. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to fuck her against the pillar.



Ethan’s thrusts quickened, his hips snapping forward as he pushed deeper and deeper inside Aliya’s slick, wet pussy. Her moans of pleasure became louder as the forbidden act fueled their lust. Her fingers gripped the fabric of his shirt tightly, leaving tiny indentations in the cotton from her nails. The rough texture of the pillar bit into her back with every passionate kiss and thrust.



“Ah, god… yes… ” she cried out, her voice muffled by their feverish kisses.



The world beyond the shadows of the temple ceased to exist as they lost themselves in each other, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony.



Ethan’s thrusts grew more powerful, his pulsating dick plunging fully into Aliya’s wet heat. Each stroke was accompanied by the lewd slap of skin against skin, a primal symphony that filled the air around them. He buried his face in the crevice of her neck, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal as he pounded her like a piston.



“Ah, Ethan… yes!” Aliya gasped, her legs and arms wrapping around him in an attempt to draw him even deeper inside her. She could feel the intensity of his desire, a dark and seductive energy that threatened to consume them both.



“Fuck, Aliya,” he groaned, his voice ragged with lust. “You feel so damn good.”



As Ethan’s hips continued their punishing rhythm, Aliya felt a wave of pleasure building within her. The forbidden nature of their encounter only served to heighten her arousal, making each touch and whispered word all the more intoxicating.



“Harder, Ethan… please…” she begged, her fingernails digging into his shoulders as her body trembled on the edge of orgasm.



“Are you ready to cum for me, my little plaything?” Ethan taunted, smirking at the way her eyes glazed over with need.



“Y-yes… oh shit, yes…” she stammered, struggling to hold back the torrent of ecstasy that threatened to overwhelm her.



With a final, desperate cry, Aliya surrendered to the pleasure coursing through her veins, her moans growing louder as her climax washed over her like a tidal wave. Ethan responded by intensifying his rhythm, driving her further and further into the abyss of ecstasy until she thought she might lose herself entirely.



“Shh,” he murmured, pressing his lips to hers in a searing kiss that muffled her cries. “We wouldn’t want anyone to hear us now, would we? I’m just getting started with your pussy.”



As their tongues tangled together in a passionate dance, Aliya realized with a start just how close they were to being discovered. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, but instead of fear, it was accompanied by a thrill she couldn’t deny.



“Let them hear,” she whispered against his lips, her voice filled with defiance and dark desire. “Let the world know that I belong to you, Ethan.”



Their rhythm became faster and more intense as Ethan gripped Aliya’s hips tighter, aligning their plunges perfectly. Aliya’s breath hitched in her throat, the pleasure coursing through her body making her vision blur. Tears of ecstasy welled up in her eyes as she felt another orgasm building within her.



“Again, Ethan… please,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible above the sound of their bodies colliding.



His grip on her waist tightened as he doubled his efforts, pounding her harder and faster than before.



“Ah… oh, yes…” Aliya moaned, her nails digging into Ethan’s shoulders as she clung to him for dear life. The sweet torment of his relentless thrusts left her body quivering with need, the precious line between pain and pleasure blurring beyond recognition.



“Your body craves this, doesn’t it?” Ethan taunted, his voice dripping with satisfaction as he watched her unravel beneath his touch. “You were made for this, Aliya. Made to be taken by me.”



“I… I can’t hold back any longer,” she confessed, her cheeks flushed with arousal and a hint of shame. “I’m going to… Ethan, I’m…”



“Then come for me again,” he ordered, his words sending a jolt of electricity through her veins. “Show me just how much you need me.”



As if on cue, Aliya’s entire body tensed, her back arching as she cried out in ecstasy. Her second orgasm ripped through her with even greater force than the first, leaving her gasping for breath as her body shuddered uncontrollably.



“Good girl,” Ethan praised, his tone dark and possessive as he continued to fuck her mercilessly, driving her towards the edge of sanity and beyond. “Now it’s my turn.”



“Please, Ethan… mark me forever,” Aliya begged, her eyes filled with a mixture of lust and desperation. “Cum inside me… make me yours.”



His pace finally reaching its climax, he growled deeply into her neck before releasing himself inside her with force. A torrent of warmth filled Aliya, and she cried out in ecstasy around him. Her walls clamped down tightly on his cock, sending shockwaves of pleasure through them both.



As their bodies trembled together in the aftermath, Aliya struggled to catch her breath as she and Ethan shared a final kiss. As they did, Aliya’s hand jerked off his now-flaccid dick to clean it.



The heady scent of incense and lust hung heavy in the air as Ethan zipped up his pants. The echo of approaching footsteps sent a jolt of adrenaline through him, and he knew they had only moments to compose themselves.



“Aliya,” he hissed urgently, his eyes darting towards the approaching figure of Rajesh Kapoor, her father. He could see the shock and confusion etched upon the older man’s face as he took in their disheveled appearances.



Aliya, still panting for breath, smoothed out her dress with shaking hands, but not before a trail of cum dripped down her leg, betraying the sinful secret of their encounter. Her heart raced at the thought of being caught, but she forced herself to remain calm as she met her father’s bewildered gaze.



“Wh-what’s going on here?” Rajesh demanded, his eyes flitting between Ethan and Aliya.



“Father… I…” Aliya stammered, her dark eyes wide and innocent as she quickly concocted an explanation. “Ethan was just helping me stuff something inside my dress.”



Rajesh hesitated, his furrowed brow betraying his lingering doubts. But ultimately, blinded by his trust in his daughter’s words, he reluctantly accepted her excuse. “Very well, Aliya,” he replied, his voice strained. “Just be careful next time.”



As Rajesh walked away, Ethan smirked, his green eyes glinting with satisfaction..









Chapter 10



Aishwariya, resplendent in her traditional Indian bridal attire, glided through the lavish temple like an ethereal goddess as she headed toward the area for the ceremony. Her tight saari clung to every curve of her body, accentuating her waist and revealing a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. The
 maang tikka
 on her forehead shimmered in the ambient lighting, drawing attention to her enchanting brown eyes. Her makeup was professionally done, not a spec out of place.



Ethan, his own desires ignited after the tryst with Aliya, lurked behind a wall, keeping a predatory gaze on Aishwariya. He craved the taste of her lips, yearned for the sweet surrender of her body to his touch. The knowledge that this woman belonged to another, that she was Aliya’s stepmother, only heightened Ethan’s craving for her.



When she came close, he grabbed her and pulled into the shadows with a forceful jerk. She let out a quick yelp but did not resist. Ethan pushed her against a wall, his body grinding against her as his lips found her neck.



“I want you… right now,” he whispered as his hands found purchase on her ass, gripping her firmly as he closed the distance between them, sealing their lips together in a fiery, passionate kiss.



“Take me,” Aishwariya breathed against his mouth, her body trembling with desire. It was as if Ethan’s touch had stripped away any inhibitions she may have had, leaving her hungry for more. “I need you inside me.”



“Patience,” Ethan murmured, feeling a surge of power at her submission. He was in control now, and he intended to savor every moment. “First, let me see just how much you want me. Show me how far you’re willing to go.”



“Anything,” she panted, her eyes pleading with him. “I’ll do anything you want.”



“Good,” Ethan said, the darkness of his desires casting a shadow over his features. “Then get on your fucking knees, my slutty Indian bride.”



Ethan’s hunger for Aishwariya was insatiable, his eyes devouring her as she knelt before him, the scent of her arousal heavy in the air. The sounds of the wedding renewal echoed around them, heightening the risk of their forbidden encounter.



“Show me your devotion,” Ethan commanded, his voice deep and seductive. His piercing green eyes locked onto hers, daring her to defy him. Aishwariya, with a sultry gaze, lowered herself to her knees, her hands shaking slightly as she reached for the waistband of his pants.



“Anything for you,” she purred, her blue-green eyes never leaving his as she slowly exposed his throbbing cock. Grabbing its base with her cold hand, she took a moment to admire it before leaning forward, her warm breath ghosting along his length. A shiver of anticipation ran down Ethan’s spine, his fingers twitching with the urge to touch her.



Her tongue darted out, teasing the sensitive head of his cock before trailing down the shaft. “You taste so good,” she whispered, her words sending sparks of desire coursing through him. She licked her lips, her eyes filled with lust as she wrapped her soft lips around cock.



The feel of Aishwariya’s warm, wet mouth engulfing him made Ethan groan, his hips jerking forward involuntarily. His hands found her hair, tangling in the long dark locks as she bobbed her head up and down, taking more of him into her mouth. He could sense the faint hint of alcohol on her tongue, mixed with the sweetness of her own flavor.



Her throat worked as she took him deeper, and he fought to maintain control. She moaned around him, vibrating her nose against his thigh in an attempt to deepen the sensation for both of them. It was intoxicating, and despite his best intentions, Ethan couldn’t help but thrust his hips forward, driving himself further into her eager mouth.



Her nails scraped lightly against his ass through the fabric of his pants, and he gasped at the newfound pleasure.



“Fuck,” Ethan groaned, his hands tangling in her thick black hair as he guided her movements. He could feel the wet heat of her mouth enveloping him, her tongue swirling around him, driving him wild with need. He reveled in the power he held over her, the way she submitted to him completely.



“Take it all,” he growled, forcing her to take more of him into her mouth. He began fucking her mouth as if it was his personal pleasure hole, forcing her to gag and slurp on his dick. Her eyes watered slightly, but she didn’t protest, her moans vibrating against his cock as she continued to please him. It was intoxicating, the intensity of the sensations amplified by the knowledge that at any moment, they could be discovered.



Her tongue swirled and circled, sliding up and down his shaft as she took him deeper into her mouth with each passing moment. Her cheeks hollowed as she accepted more of him, eager to please this man who held her in his thrall. She moaned around him, her throat working diligently to accommodate his girth.



“Tell me how much you want this,” he demanded, his grip tightening in her hair as she struggled to speak around his girth.



“Your cock is all I want… all I need,” she managed between gasps, her saliva slick on his shaft as she continued to worship him. “You own me, Ethan.” Her words only served to stoke the fire within him as he began to thrust harder into her mouth, seeking release amidst the danger and desire.



As they teetered on the edge of ecstasy, the sounds of the wedding rituals continued just beyond the wall, a reminder of the precariousness of their passionate encounter. But neither could bring themselves to pull away, lost in the thrill of their forbidden desires and the overwhelming pleasure that bound them together.



She moved faster now, bobbing her head up and down on his cock, taking him in long slow strokes that made his insides clench with need. The sound of their shared breathing filled the air as their passion grew. Each time she reached the back of her throat, he felt himself about to explode in pleasure from her skilled ministrations.



Ethan’s eyes locked onto Aishwariya’s, his cock driving deep into her mouth with each powerful thrust. Her eyes watered as she stared up at him, determination and lust shining through her tears. The slapping of his balls against her chin punctuated the silence between them. Saliva and precum glazed her chin, her face flushed. Wearing her Indian bridal outfit, it was an erotic image that made Ethan desire more.



“Fuck, you look so hot dressed like an Indian MILF bride, sucking my dick,” Ethan groaned, the sight of her submission in traditional attire fueling his desire.



Aishwariya’s eyes rolled back in ecstasy.



“Take it, whore,” he snarled, ramming his cock down her throat. Aishwariya gagged but didn’t waver, her hands gripping his thighs for support. The jingling of her jewelry, mingling with the wet sounds of her slurping, created a sinful symphony that filled the hidden space.



His primal need for dominance surged as he continued to fuck her face, the knowledge of their secret sin just beyond the wall only adding to the excitement. Aishwariya’s eyes – glistening with unshed tears – never left his, her devotion unwavering even as her mascara began to run.



Ethan reveled in the control he held over her, his fingers tightening in her hair as he guided her movements. “You’re my filthy little slut, aren’t you?” he taunted, smirking at her muffled agreement. “Tell me how much you love being my whore.”



“Y-yes, I’m your whore, Ethan,” Aishwariya choked out between ragged breaths, her voice hoarse from the relentless pounding of her throat. “I-I love it… I live to serve you.”



The words sent shivers down Ethan’s spine, his grip on reality slipping as the intensity of their encounter threatened to consume him. The risk, the lust, and the power all culminated in a dark, seductive dance that neither could resist.



“Good girl,” he growled, his cock twitching at the thought of just how far Aishwariya had fallen for him, her entire world now revolving around his pleasure.



Ethan’s pulse raced as Aishwariya’s mouth worked him like a well-oiled machine, her slurps echoing off the stone walls of their hidden alcove. He reveled in the sight of her tear-streaked face and disheveled hair, a perverse trophy to his control over her.



Just as Ethan’s thoughts threatened to spiral into an all-consuming haze of desire, a familiar voice shattered the illusion, pulling him back to reality with a jolt.



“Ah, Ethan! Have you seen Aishwariya? I’ve been looking for her everywhere,” Rajesh asked, his eyes scanning the area with growing concern. Standing on the other side of the low-wall, Rajesh could not see his wife as she kept Ethan’s cock in her mouth.



Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest, adrenaline coursing through his veins as he quickly calculated his next move. Maintaining eye contact with Rajesh, he shook his head, feigning innocence. “No, I haven’t seen her. Maybe she’s getting ready for the ceremony?”



Aishwariya giggled, her soft laughter vibrating against Ethan’s dick. However, she didn’t miss a beat, continuing to pleasure Ethan even as her husband stood mere feet away, entirely oblivious to their sordid rendezvous. Her dedication sent a thrill down Ethan’s spine, only heightening the eroticism of the moment. He pumped his hips faster, driving deep into her willing mouth as she took him to the brink of ecstasy.



“Must be,” Rajesh muttered, clearly distracted. “I just hope she doesn’t take too long. The rituals are about to start.”



Ethan smirked, unable to resist the opportunity for a little mischief. “I’m sure she’ll come soon enough,” he said, the double entendre hanging heavy in the air.



Rajesh’s brow furrowed, but he seemed none the wiser, already turning to leave in search of his wayward wife. As he disappeared around the corner, Ethan’s mind whirled with the intoxicating blend of lust and danger that had become their secret affair.



“Such a good little slut, sucking my cock while your clueless husband searches for you,” he whispered to Aishwariya, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you?”



Aishwariya’s eyes locked onto his, the fire of her submission burning bright within their depths. She nodded fervently, her muffled moans barely more than whispers as she continued her eager ministrations.



Ethan felt a surge of power at her devotion, an insatiable hunger that demanded satisfaction. As the sounds of the wedding ceremony intensified beyond their hiding place, he knew they were playing a dangerous game – one that could destroy them both if they weren’t careful.



But in that moment, with Aishwariya’s lips wrapped around him and Rajesh none the wiser, he couldn’t bring himself to care.



With a grin, Ethan wrenched his throbbing cock from Aishwariya’s eager mouth, her lips glistening with precum as she gasped for breath. She reached desperately for it, but he slapped her hand away.



“Such a good little whore,” he growled, stripping her blouse off with a rough tug. The sound of tearing fabric mingled with the distant murmur of wedding guests, each tear intensifying the delicious risk of their carnal secret.



“Please, Ethan,” Aishwariya panted, her chest heaving as she pressed her full, round breasts together, her nipples hard with anticipation. “Use my tits. Fuck them like the perverted slut I am.”



“Shit, you’re filthy,” Ethan’s voice was dark with lust as he positioned himself between her ample cleavage. “Nobody would ever suspect the perfect Indian bride, would they?” He pushed his cock between her soft, inviting breasts, feeling her heart race beneath the tight grip of her flesh.



“Never,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his as she eagerly squeezed her tits around his pulsing shaft. “Only you know what a dirty whore I really am.”



“Damn right,” he chuckled, his hands gripping her shoulders as he began to thrust, his cock sliding effortlessly between her pillowy mounds. The sensation was electric, every nerve ending in his body screaming with pleasure as Aishwariya moaned, her jewelry jingling softly with each movement.



The sounds of the ceremony continued beyond their hiding place, an intoxicating reminder of the forbidden nature of their tryst. As the tight warmth of Aishwariya’s breasts enveloped him, Ethan felt himself teetering on the edge of control, unable to resist the primal need to possess her entirely, to claim her as his own, even if only for this stolen moment.



“Tell me you’re mine,” he demanded, his voice low and dangerous as he drove into her cleavage with increasing intensity. “Tell me who you belong to.”



“You,” Aishwariya moaned, her eyes wide and desperate. “I’m yours, Ethan. Only yours.”



“Good girl,” he purred, a wicked smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.



Aishwariya’s full breasts glistened with sweat as she pressed them together, her dark nipples brushing against each other. She looked up at Ethan with a sultry gaze, her eyes gleaming with wicked desire.



Aishwariya moved her chest up and down, her breasts engulfing Ethan’s rigid member. Her soft flesh squeezed him tightly, creating an exquisite friction that sent shivers of pleasure coursing through his veins. He groaned as his balls slapped against her with every thrust.



“Shit, Aishwariya… you feel incredible,” he panted, his eyes locked onto the erotic sight before him. He could feel the pressure building in his loins, the familiar need to release threatening to consume him.



“Harder, Ethan,” Aishwariya begged, her voice breathy and desperate. “I want you to use me like your personal fuck toy.”



Her words ignited something feral within him, and he began to piston into her cleavage with renewed vigor, the sound of his balls slapping against her skin echoing in the small space.



“Where is Aishwariya?” Rajesh’s voice suddenly rang out, frantic and impatient. The wedding rituals were about to begin, and his beautiful wife was nowhere to be found. “Has anyone seen her?”



Ethan smirked, his mind racing with thoughts of how close they were to getting caught. It only heightened the thrill of their forbidden rendezvous, spurring him on as he continued to fuck Aishwariya’s tits.



“You’re going to make me cum, babe,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.



“Make me wear your cum like a badge of honor, Ethan. Mark me as yours,” she moaned in response, her eyes pleading as she continued to work her breasts around his cock. “Make me wear your cum like a badge of honor, Ethan. Mark me as yours.”



“Not yet, bitch,” Ethan replied. With a final, powerful thrust, he pulled his dick out from between her tits.



Aishwariya’s naked chest heaved as she bent over the cold, ancient wall, her saree hitched up around her waist. Ethan’s heart raced with anticipation and taboo excitement. She looked back at Ethan, her eyes dark with lust.



“Ready for more?” he growled. Ethan stood behind her. With one hand, he grabbed her hip, and his other hand grabbed a fistful of her sweat-drenched hair for leverage as he positioned himself between her legs.



“Fuck me hard,” she begged, relishing the thrill of submission.



Ethan slid into her wet heat in one smooth motion, making her gasp as he filled her completely. The sounds of their skin slapping together echoed through the hidden corner they had found. Aishwariya’s moans were punctuated by the jingling of her jewelry, creating an intoxicating symphony that fueled their passion.



It was a symphony of moans and groans, gasps and whimpers. The sound of her tight pussy gripping his cock filled the space as they moved together in a rhythm only known to them. Her nails dug into the stone, her skin tasted salty with perspiration beneath his lips. The scent of sex mixed with the fragrance of their blossoming flowers surrounding them. Every thrust sent shockwaves through their bodies, every moan fueled by the fear of getting caught but the need for each other overpowering it all. The texture of her skin, soft yet hot against his palms as he gripped her waist, left him aching for more.



“Such a dirty bride you are,” Ethan whispered hotly in her ear as he yanked her hair, forcing her to arch her back and scream. “Imagine if they knew what a slut you are for my cock.”



“Your slut,” she panted, pushing back against him, meeting his every thrust. “Only yours, Ethan.”



“Damn right,” he replied, picking up the pace, slamming into her with reckless abandon. “You’re going to cum for me, aren’t you?”



“Y-yes,” she stammered, feeling the pressure building inside her.



“Good girl,” he praised, his fingers digging into her hips, leaving marks that would surely be discovered later.



Aishwariya’s moans grew louder, no longer able to contain herself as ecstasy threatened to overtake her. Unbeknownst to them, their fevered coupling had drawn attention. Hushed whispers and curious glances began to circulate among the wedding guests, all searching for the source of the sultry sounds.



His thrusts grew harder as he drove into her wet heat, desperate for release in this hidden space while the world outside celebrated a wedding ritual. Her head tilted back in ecstasy as she met his gaze, their eyes locked in an intense exchange of power and desire. She looked like a goddess half-dressed in traditional Indian attire now dirtied with sweat and lust as her naked tits bounced with Ethan’s thrusts.



“Can’t hold it, Ethan… I’m going to cum,” she gasped, her body trembling with need.



“Cum for me while everyone wonders where their precious bride has gone,” he urged.



Her climax hit her like a tidal wave, washing over her in an all-consuming crescendo of pleasure and sin. Aishwariya’s nails clawed at the wall as Ethan continued to pound into her, driving her orgasm higher and higher.



“Such a good little whore,” he murmured, a wicked grin curving his lips.



Ethan’s grip tightened on Aishwariya’s hips as he drove himself into her with savage abandon, the sound of his balls slapping against her growing louder and more insistent. Her moans reached a fever pitch, fueling Ethan’s hunger for dominance over this once untouchable beauty.



Their pace quickened as they sought to find solace in each other’s bodies once again; Aishwariya’s hips rose to meet every stroke while her fingernails scratched whatever they could reach.



“Take it all, you filthy whore,” he growled, his thrusts unrelenting. “You fucking love being my dirty secret, don’t you?”



“Y-yes, Ethan!” she gasped between moans, beads of sweat rolling down her exposed back. “I’m your slut! Only yours!”



Their bodies moved together in a wet and desperate rhythm, the sound of their skin sliding against skin mixed with the jingling of her jewelry. It was a sinful melody that echoed around them, though no one could know it yet. Aishwariya’s breasts shook with each thrust, her nipples hard as rocks from desire



Feeling her body tense under his touch, Ethan knew she was close to another orgasm. He reveled in the power he held over her, the intoxicating control that made her submit to his every desire.



“Look at me,” he commanded, forcing her to lock eyes with him in the reflection of a nearby window. “See what a wanton little bitch you’ve become.”



The sight of their twisted passion reflected back at them sent a shiver down Aishwariya’s spine, making her pussy clamp down around Ethan’s cock. The intensity of her next orgasm rendered her speechless, her voice lost within the deepest recesses of pleasure.



“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Ethan grunted, feeling his own release building. He pulled out just as Aishwariya collapsed to her knees, her tongue eagerly lolling out of her mouth.



“Open wide, bitch,” he ordered, stroking himself until hot ropes of cum splattered across her flushed face and dripping onto her jewelry-laden chest.



Aishwariya remained there, his cum staining her face, tongue, and tits, mixing with the sweat that covered her naked flesh.



“Such a pretty mess,” he mused, admiring his handiwork. “Now lick it all up, like the obedient slut you are.”



As Aishwariya dutifully obeyed, licking her lips and gathering the remnants of his release, Ethan reveled in the deliciously perverse satisfaction that only their secret, forbidden dalliance could provide.



Ethan gazed down at Aishwariya’s cum-streaked face, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. His cock, still glistening with a mixture of their juices, throbbed for attention.



“Clean me up, slut,” Ethan commanded, his voice dripping with authority.



Aishwariya took his half-hard cock into her mouth without hesitation, swirling her tongue around the head and tasting the remnants of their illicit passion. Her eyes locked on his, she moaned as she sucked him clean, never breaking eye contact.



Ethan reveled in the depravity of it all, watching this once proud Indian beauty reduced to nothing more than a submissive plaything. He could feel himself growing hard again; her sensual lips wrapped around his cock proved too enticing to resist.



In a sudden moment, Rajesh emerged from the corridor. Ethan’s heart leaped, but then he saw that the man was without his glasses. Rajesh squinted, nearly blind without them. He could not see his wife on her knees and covered in cum as she had another man’s penis in her mouth.



“Ethan, have you seen Aishwariya?” he asked, unaware of his wife’s proximity just inches away.



Ethan held back a mischievous smile, relishing the irony of the situation. Aishwariya’s lips remained wrapped around his cock as she glanced between Ethan and Rajesh, her eyes filled with both uncertainty and excitement as her head bobbed up and down Ethan’s shaft.



“Well,” Ethan replied calmly, “I believe I saw her heading towards the restroom. She seemed like she had to… take care of something important.”



Aishwariya stifled a laugh, sending pleasurable shivers up Ethan’s spine.



“I see,” Rajesh said nonchalantly, completely oblivious. “Inform her that the ceremony is about to commence if you see her again.”



As Rajesh turned to leave, Ethan allowed himself a smug smile. This was too good, too deliciously twisted.



“Keep sucking, bitch,” Ethan whispered to Aishwariya, his voice low and seductive. “Let’s see how much more you can handle.”









Chapter 11



As Rajesh stood at the altar of the ceremony, the full crowd of attendees and reporters waiting for his wife’s appearance, his dream became a nightmare.



Aishwariya emerged from the shadows like a sultry goddess, her hips undulating in the soft light. Her ruined sari clung to her curves, revealing more than it concealed, as she walked towards Rajesh. The once-flawless bride made a beeline for her husband, her makeup smeared and eyes burning with intensity. The crowd gasped collectively, their whispers echoing through the hall. Some looked away in shock, while others couldn’t help but stare at her exposed flesh glistening with Ethan’s essence.



As she neared Rajesh, she could feel the tension in the air thicken. He stood there frozen, his face a mask of disbelief and humiliation. Aishwariya took slow, deliberate steps towards him, each one a stab of defiance and desire. She could practically taste the power she held over him now – a power she had craved for so long. She reveled in it, savoring every second of his discomfort.



“Look at her…” a woman whispered, her eyes widening in disbelief. “Is that… cum on her face?”



“Can you believe she would do this?” another voice hissed, equal parts scandalized and fascinated. “Her chest is all but naked.”



Aishwariya ignored the murmurs, her blue-green eyes locked onto Rajesh. She strode forward with unshakable confidence, her every step a symphony of defiance and desire. The scent of sex clung to her, a testament to her recent encounter with young Ethan.



“Rajesh,” Aishwariya purred, her voice dripping with seduction and contempt. “I have something for you.”



“Wha-what is this?” Rajesh stammered, his face contorting with confusion and humiliation. The cruel businessman who had once boasted about his trophy wife now found himself facing the consequences of his neglect.



“Consider it my parting gift,” Aishwariya replied, thrusting a notice into his trembling hands. Her heart raced with anticipation, the thrill of revenge sending shivers down her spine. She reveled in the power she now held over him, a sensation she had long been denied.



Rajesh read it, his face going pale as he registered what it said: their marriage was over.



Aishwariya watched him carefully, taking in every flicker of emotion that crossed his face. She couldn’t help but feel satisfied at the sight of him reduced to this state.



With one last smug glance at his crumpling form, Aishwariya turned on her heel and sashayed away from him, hips swaying like a dancer’s. The rustle of silk and the whisper of fabric was the only



The crowd parted before her, their gazes a mix of admiration and fear. They knew, as did she, that from this moment forth, nothing would ever be the same again.



Aishwariya’s hips swayed, her ruined sari whispering against the floor as she departed, leaving behind a stunned crowd. The screens around the wedding venue flickered to life, and the guests gasped collectively, their eyes transfixed on the explicit scenes unfolding before them.



“Enjoy the show,” Aishwariya whispered, unable to suppress the wicked grin that tugged at her lips. She knew they would gaze in awe and horror as recordings of her and Ethan’s passionate trysts took over the screens. And then the videos began.



Ethan took her with unrestrained passion, the rough shower water caressing their bodies as they fucked like horny animals…



Ethan pounded Aishwariya in Rajesh’s very bed while he slumbered next to her…



Ethan sat next to Rajesh at the dining table while Aishwariya gave him a sloppy blowjob right under her husband’s nose…



“Is this real?” one reporter gasped, her camera trembling in her hands as she captured the scandalous footage.



“Unbelievable,” another muttered, his face flushed with excitement and disbelief.



As Aishwariya slipped away from the chaos she had unleashed, the reporters descended like vultures, eager to expose the dark truth that lay beneath the facade of Rajesh and Aishwariya’s marriage.



“Get me a better angle!” one journalist barked, shoving aside a fellow reporter in his pursuit of the perfect shot.



“Who is that man?” another demanded, her voice sharp and piercing, desperate for answers.



Rajesh’s eyes locked onto the screens, his heart pounding like a trapped animal. Blood drained from his face as he watched Aishwariya and Ethan entwined in passionate lust, their bodies glistening and writhing in ecstasy. The deafening whispers of the audience filled his ears, their shock and disbelief echoing in his mind.



“Mr. Kapoor! Can you explain what we’re seeing?” a reporter shouted, thrusting a microphone in Rajesh’s face. His vision blurred, his throat tightened, but no words escaped him. He was frozen, paralyzed by the sheer humiliation of it all.



A collective gasp arose from the crowd as the explicit footage continued to play, each scene more tantalizing and scandalous than the last. The air was thick with anticipation, the scent of desire and betrayal mingling with the sweet aroma of roses that adorned the lavish venue.



“Who is this man, Mr. Kapoor? How long has this been going on?” another reporter demanded, her voice feverish with excitement. Yet still, Rajesh remained speechless, his mind racing with questions he couldn’t answer.



“Look at them,” a woman whispered to her companion, her eyes wide with a mix of horror and fascination. “It’s so… scandalous.”



The sultry imagery burned into Rajesh’s mind, a searing reminder of the risk and desire that had consumed his wife – a passion he could never inspire. He clenched his fists, fury and betrayal coursing through his veins like poison.



“Did you know about this affair, Mr. Kapoor?” a third reporter pressed, relentless in their pursuit of the truth.



The cacophony of camera shutters pierced the air like a hailstorm, reporters frantically jostling for position as the explicit scenes of Aishwariya and Ethan unfolded on the screens. Their faces gleamed with predatory excitement, a symphony of scandalous whispers dancing around them.



“Get a close-up of that!” one reporter hissed to another, pointing at a particularly compromising shot of Aishwariya’s legs wrapped tightly around Ethan’s waist as he pounded her against the shower’s glass wall.



“Is this the end of the Kapoor marriage?” another shouted, eager to capture the perfect soundbite in this whirlwind of chaos.



“Tell us, Mr. Kapoor – what will you do now?” a third reporter demanded, thrusting a microphone in Rajesh’s face as he struggled to maintain his composure amidst the storm of erotic imagery and frenzied speculation.



“Enough!” Rajesh finally roared, his voice breaking under the weight of his shame. He pushed past the reporters, desperate to escape the suffocating atmosphere of judgment and scandal.



As he stormed away, the whispers followed him like taunting shadows, the insatiable curiosity of the onlookers a cruel reminder of his own inadequacy. The forbidden desire that fueled Aishwariya and Ethan’s affair had ignited a fire within him, one that threatened to consume him whole.



And as Rajesh disappeared into the night, the images of Aishwariya and Ethan continued to play on the screens, their passionate moans echoing through the air like a haunting melody – a seductive symphony of lust, deception, and the intoxicating allure of the forbidden.









Chapter 12



Ethan’s eyes burned with desire, the hunger within him growing insatiable. He reclined on the hotel bed, his throbbing cock a testament to his anticipation. Kourtney and Aliya knelt before him, their breath teasing his pulsating member as their lips hovered tantalizingly close. Aishwariya nestled against his side, her sultry gaze locked onto his, and they shared a passionate kiss, their tongues dancing in an intoxicating rhythm.



“Get to work,” Ethan whispered to Kourtney and Aliya, his voice thick with lust.



Kourtney, ever the eager submissive, didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, her tongue swirling around the head of Ethan’s cock, each slow, deliberate stroke sending shivers down his spine. Her brown eyes met his, filled with a mixture of desire and submission, silently begging for his approval.



“Good slut,” he praised, his hand resting atop her head, urging her to continue.



Aishwariya’s fingers traced delicate patterns along Ethan’s chest, her touch light yet electrifying. As their lips remained entwined, her hand snaked downwards, grasping his shaft, giving it a gentle squeeze.



“Are you enjoying yourself?” she murmured, her warm breath tickling his earlobe.



“More than you can imagine,” he replied, his mind awash with fantasies of what was to come.



Kourtney’s tongue continued its torturous dance, each lick bringing him closer to the edge. Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest, the room alive with the sounds of moans, gasps, and the rustle of sheets. It was a moment of pure carnal bliss.



Ethan’s world narrowed to the feel of Aishwariya’s lips against his, the taste of her intoxicating him as their tongues tangled together. The sensation of Kourtney’s teasing tongue on his throbbing cock was replaced by Aliya’s eager mouth, her dark eyes locking with his as she took him deeply into her throat.



“Ah, fuck,” Ethan groaned, the pleasure threatening to consume him. Aishwariya’s hand slipped from his chest down to his thigh, nails digging into his skin in response to his moan. He could sense her need to be a part of his release, to share in his climax.



“Keep going,” he urged Aliya, his voice strained with desire. “Just like that.”



Aliya responded with renewed fervor, her tongue dancing along the underside of his cock, sending shivers up his spine. Kourtney, not wanting to be left out, began licking and kissing his balls, her actions adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through his body.



Ethan’s heart pounded in his ears as he watched Kourtney and Aliya work together to pleasure him. He could feel the wetness of their tongues on his cockhead, hear the slurping sounds as they took him deeper into their mouths, taste the sweetness of their saliva mixed with his pre-cum. Their movements were in sync, their hands exploring his thighs and balls, making him ache for more. The scent of their arousal filled the air, a heady mix of feminine musk and desire that made his head spin.



“Shit, you’re all so fucking perfect,” Ethan thought, reveling in the power he held over these beautiful women. Their submission fueled his lust, driving him closer to the edge.



As Aliya continued her attentive ministrations, Ethan couldn’t help but assert his dominance. His fingers curled into her hair, gripping it firmly as he guided her head back and forth, setting a rhythm that matched the intensity building within him.



“Take it deeper,” he commanded, his voice low and commanding. “I want to feel you choke on it.”



Aliya obeyed without hesitation, her eyes watering as she struggled to accommodate his length. Yet she persisted, driven by her desire to please him completely.



Aishwariya’s kisses grew more insistent, her hands roaming his body as if trying to memorize every curve, every scar. Their connection was electric, the sparks flying between them threatening to ignite a fire neither could control.



Kourtney’s tongue flicked against the sensitive skin behind his cockhead, causing a shiver to run down his spine while Aliya sucked gently on the sensitive shaft beneath her lips.



Ethan’s thoughts raced, a whirlwind of carnal desire, power, and the thrill of forbidden lust. With each stroke of Aliya’s tongue, each lick from Kourtney, and every passionate kiss from Aishwariya, he felt his control slipping away.



The muted hum of the television in the background punctuated the sounds of lustful moans and wet kisses as Ethan reveled in his control over the three beautiful women. His attention was suddenly snagged by a familiar name on the news report, causing him to tilt his head toward the screen.



“Rajesh Kapoor Ousted from His Own Company,”
 the headline blared, the reporter’s voice detailing the man’s humiliating downfall.



Public embarrassment from his wife’s affair had led to a disastrous product launch, plummeting stock prices, and ultimately, the board of directors voting him out.



A wicked smile spread across Ethan’s face as satisfaction surged through him. Revenge never tasted so sweet.



“Look at that, ladies,” he drawled, nodding towards the TV. “Your husband and father is finally getting what he deserves.”



Aliya’s eyes flickered to the screen for a moment, but she didn’t falter in her attentions, continuing to work her mouth around Ethan’s cock with fervent passion.



As Aishwariya’s image appeared on the screen, she seemed unfazed by her public disgrace. Instead, she began to shower Ethan’s cheek and neck with soft kisses, her breath warm against his skin. Her hands roamed his body, caressing him possessively, as if to claim him for herself.



“Are you proud of what we’ve done?” Aishwariya whispered into his ear, her voice sultry and seductive.



“Absolutely,” Ethan replied, his hand reaching up to grope her full breasts, feeling her nipples harden beneath his touch. “And I’m not finished yet.”



His thoughts turned dark and devious, plotting further conquests and acts of revenge, all while enjoying the pleasure these women lavished upon him. With every stroke of Aliya’s tongue and the teasing nibbles from Aishwariya, he felt his power growing, insatiable and intoxicating.



Aishwariya’s lips, like velvet petals, brushed against Ethan’s earlobe as she whispered seductively, “Cover Kourtney and Aliya with your seed.”



His pulse quickened, the fire within him threatening to consume him whole. He gazed into Aishwariya’s eyes, her submission feeding his dominance in a dance of lust and power.



Ethan’s mind raced, savoring the moment and the power that coursed through him. He placed his hand on the back of Aliya’s head. With a primal growl, he thrust deeper into her mouth. The sensation overwhelmed him, the pleasure mingling with his sense of conquest and revenge.



“Kourtney, Aliya, look at me,” he demanded, his voice strained as he neared his climax.



Their eyes locked onto his, filled with devotion and submission, as he pulled out of Aliya’s mouth. The sight of them, waiting and willing, pushed him over the edge. Aishwariya took hold of his wet cock with her hand and began to stroke him. With a final guttural roar, he exploded, releasing his hot seed onto their beautiful faces.



“Look at each other,” Ethan commanded, his voice heavy with authority. Kourtney and Aliya, still on their knees, locked eyes, faces glistening with Ethan’s seed. His heart raced as the thrill of control surged through him.



“Clean yourselves,” he ordered, watching them intently.



Their tongues met, sliding sensuously across each other’s skin, lapping up the remnants of Ethan’s climax. Their moans filled the room, mingling with the scent of sweat and lust. He couldn’t help but admire how well they submitted to his desires.



“Touch her,” he instructed Kourtney, who immediately complied, slipping her fingers inside Aliya’s wet folds. Aliya gasped, arching her back in response.



“Please, sir,” Aliya whispered, desire burning in her eyes.



“Aliya, pleasure Kourtney,” Ethan directed, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Aliya eagerly obliged, her fingers disappearing into Kourtney’s slick heat.



“Good girls,” Ethan murmured, watching them intently. Their moans intensified, echoing through the hotel room. He reveled in the power he held over them, the satisfaction of bending them to his will.



Ethan leaned back in the soft bed, his breathing ragged as he gestured for Aishwarya to join him. She snuggled against his side, her body warm and inviting. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, but he knew he had more important matters to attend to.



He reached for the leather notebook on the bedside table, its worn pages holding the secrets of his past conquests and future targets. The name “Rajesh” was now stricken through, and Ethan looked at the next name scrawled in black ink. His pulse quickened at the thought of another challenge, another powerful man to manipulate and bring to his knees.



“Carlos,” Ethan whispered, his mind already racing with possibilities. “You’re next.”
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