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Chapter 1



18-year-old Bryan stood outside Vijay’s house, his muscular arms crossed over his broad chest. Wearing his letterman jacket, the star high school quarterback waited impatiently.



The door creaked open, revealing a visibly frightened Vijay. The Indian teenager’s thin frame was the complete opposite of Bryan’s muscular build.



“H-hey, Bryan,” he stammered, his eyes darting around nervously.



“Quit wasting time, loser,” Bryan growled as he pushed past him, making his way to Vijay’s room. He could smell the fear emanating from his classmate, and it only fueled Bryan’s desire for control. “I can’t believe you were assigned as my partner for this project.”



Vijay’s bedroom was a typical nerd’s lair: cluttered with books, video games, and action figures.



“Alright, here’s the deal,” Bryan asserted. “You do all the work on this project while I watch some porn on your computer.”



“Wh-what? B-but I thought we were supposed to work together?” Vijay mumbled, trying to protest.



“Listen, you little shit,” Bryan snarled, towering over Vijay. His icy green eyes bore into Vijay’s soul, promising retribution should he defy him. “You do as I say or your head goes in the toilet at school tomorrow… again.”



Vijay gulped, resigning himself to accept his bully’s demands.



“O-okay, I’ll do all the work,” Vijay trembled, sitting down at his desk.



Satisfied, Bryan took a seat at the computer, typing in the URL of his favorite porn site, and began browsing through the explicit content. Being at this Indian nerd’s house, he was in the mood to jerk off to some Indian MILFs today.



Suddenly, the door swung open, and Bryan turned in its direction. Standing there was a woman… an Indian woman… Vijay’s mother: Kareena.



Bryan’s breath caught in his throat as his gaze fell upon her voluptuous figure. She wore a seductive nightgown – a gown that was at least one size too small – that clung to every curve of her body, leaving very little to the imagination. Her large breasts strained against the flimsy fabric, begging to be released. This MILF held the maturity of a woman near forty but the body of a college cheerleader and the face of an underwear model.



Her smooth caramel skin glowed under the soft light, accentuating the gentle swell of her hips. She was flawless… the vision of any young man’s wet dream. Her long, dark hair cascaded down her back, framing a face that could drive any man wild with desire.



“Wow,” she said in her sultry voice. “I didn’t realize we have a celebrity today.”



Bryan’s green eyes locked onto hers, feeling an undeniable attraction toward this sexy Indian MILF. He was looking to jerk off to one online, but here was one in the flesh.



“I was at last night’s game,” she continued, her words directed at Bryan. “You were amazing on the field.”



“Thank you, ma’am,” Bryan replied, his demeanor now smooth. “I aim to please.”



“You must have so many girls at school fighting over you.” Her eyes went over his impressive frame. “And… my, you are so much bigger up close. You take care of yourself well.”



Bryan smiled.



“Vijay, you should get some workout tips from your friend,” she continued.



“I’d love to help my buddy Vijay out,” Bryan responded.



“Thank you. Anyways, boys, do you need anything?” Kareena’s sultry voice filled the room, her eyes lingering on Bryan.



“Well, ma’am,” Bryan drawled, his eyes sparkling mischievously as he leaned back, a faint smirk playing on his lips. “Maybe just a little more of your charming company.”



Kareena’s laughter tinkled like music in the air, a hint of pink dusting her cheeks as she replied, “Oh, you’re such a smooth talker.”



Bryan gave her a quick wink.



Her gaze held his for a moment longer than necessary before she added with a teasing smile, “I’ll leave you to it then. I made some cookies in the kitchen. But don’t hesitate to call if you need anything else… anything at all.”



Kareena’s hips swayed sensuously as she left the room, her nightgown clinging to every curve of her body. Bryan licked his lips, his mind racing with thoughts of what he would do if given half a chance with this sultry Indian MILF. Her figure swayed gracefully as she sauntered out of the room, each sway igniting a playful fire in Bryan’s chest, an electric buzz that lingered long after she disappeared from view.



“Damn,” he whispered to Vijay. “Your mom is one hot bitch. How’d you feel if I bent her over the hood of my car and fucked her?



Vijay didn’t reply, his face flushed with embarrassment.



With a predatory grin, Bryan abandoned the school project and headed toward the living room, eager to escape the stifling confines of Vijay’s bedroom. As he made his way there, his mind refused to stray from the tantalizing image of Kareena’s luscious body, thoughts of her fueling a growing fire within him.



The sultry sounds of moans drifted into the hallway, making Bryan pause as he walked past the master bedroom. He hesitated for a moment, curiosity piqued by the unmistakable noises of passion coming from within. It seemed like Kareena and her husband were trying to have a good time… a
 really
 good time. Pressing his ear against the door, Bryan strained to hear more, his heart quickening with each muffled gasp.



“Please, Rahul,” Kareena’s desperate voice pleaded, “I need more.”



“Is this not enough?” Rahul asked, his tone uncertain and weak. “It’s three inches long.”



Shit
 , Bryan thought.
 She’s about to get fucked by her husband.



“Damn it, Rahul!” Kareena snapped, her frustration evident. “You can’t even get hard properly. Why is your cock so small? How do you expect to satisfy me like this?”



“Try stroking it,” Rahul replied.



Bryan heard the sound of flesh against flesh – the sound of a hand vigorously jerking off a cock. Bryan’s pulse raced as he listened to the humiliating exchange. His mind painted vivid pictures of the scene unfolding behind the closed door: Rahul’s limp and inadequate size and Kareena’s dissatisfaction as she jerked off her husband.



“Oh yeah… baby,” Rahul moaned. “Stroke it like that.”



“Dammit. It’s not getting any bigger,” Kareena complained. “I’m so fucking horny right now. Why can’t you get big anymore?”



Moments later, an abrupt grunt from Rahul punctuated the tense silence.



It was followed by Kareena’s disgusted exclamation. “Seriously?! You’ve already made a mess on the bed sheet before you got inside me? Fuck, you’re pathetic.”



“Kareena, I’m sorry, I–” Rahul began, but Kareena cut him off.



“Save it, Rahul. I don’t want to hear it,” she said coldly, her voice dripping with scorn.



As Bryan continued to eavesdrop, his arousal reached new heights. Unable to resist any longer, he slipped into the nearby bathroom, locking the door behind him. The dark, seductive atmosphere enveloped him as he leaned against the cool tile wall, his breathing heavy and labored.



“Fuck,” he whispered, giving in to the insistent throbbing between his legs. His hand grasped his hardening cock, stroking it slowly at first as his mind replayed the humiliating dialogue he had overheard.



He imagined her standing before Bryan, clad only in that seductive nightgown, her green eyes filled with lustful appreciation of his impressive size. He imagined her jerking him off like she jerked off her husband. He imagined her lips touching his cock as she planted it with wet kisses.



Bryan increased the pace of his strokes, his grip tightening around his throbbing shaft. Each movement sent electric shivers racing up his spine, intensifying his need for release. With every stroke, he envisioned claiming Kareena’s luscious body as his own, dominating her in ways her pathetic husband could never dream of.



“Shit, Kareena. You fucking Indian MILF“ he groaned, imagining her hot, wet mouth wrapped around his aching cock. Her lipstick smeared against his length as his cock reached the back of her throat.



The fantasy was intoxicating, pushing him closer and closer to the edge. His breath came in ragged gasps as the pressure built within him, threatening to erupt at any moment.



“Fuck… yes…” he panted, each word punctuated by a guttural moan.



The fierce pleasure coursing through him reached its peak.



“Kareena,” he whispered, her name an invocation on his lips as he rode out the last waves of intense pleasure.



Just as Bryan’s pleasure was ready to burst, the bathroom door swung open with a soft creak. Kareena stood in the doorway, clad in nothing but a provocative red bra and matching panties that accentuated her voluptuous curves. Her eyes widened at the sight before her – Bryan, the high school quarterback, stroking his substantial cock like a man possessed.



“Hey,” he breathed, his voice husky from arousal.



The surprise on her face did little to deter him; if anything, it only fueled his desire. He continued to pump his thick shaft, not missing a beat as he locked eyes with her.



“Like what you see?” he asked, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Kareena hesitated, her gaze shifting from his face to his pulsating member. It was clear she was captivated by its size, by the raw power it exuded.



“Uh, I–” she stammered, her cheeks flushing a deep shade of crimson. “I didn’t mean to… I just needed to use the bathroom.”



“Go ahead,” Bryan urged, his hand still moving up and down his slick length. He offered her a wink. “I don’t mind an audience. I’ve even got a nice juicy snack all ready for you to enjoy.”



Kareena bit her lip, her eyes flicking back to his cock with thinly veiled lust. “Bryan, this is… this isn’t right.” Despite her words, her body betrayed her – her nipples, visible through the sheer fabric of her bra, were hard and erect.



“Your husband couldn’t satisfy you,” Bryan said bluntly, recalling the pathetic scene he had witnessed earlier. “He’s a fucking joke. A hot bitch like you needs a real man.”



“Stop,” she whispered, though her voice lacked conviction. She was drawn to him, ensnared by the carnal energy that radiated from his every motion.



“Tell me you don’t want a taste of a real man’s cock,” he demanded, his strokes growing faster as his need for release intensified. “Tell me you don’t want to know what it feels like to be fucked senseless by someone who can actually make you scream.”



“Please, Bryan,” Kareena pleaded, her voice wavering. He could see the yearning in her eyes, the primal hunger that beckoned her to give in to temptation. And yet, she resisted, unwilling to fully embrace her desires.



“Fine,” he growled, a predatory glint in his eye. “But don’t say I didn’t offer.”



Kareena, her face a mask of confusion and desire, backed out of the bathroom, closing the door behind her with a soft click.









Chapter 2



Bryan stepped into the dimly lit living room, his broad shoulders and athletic frame casting a shadow across the floor. Rahul, his eyes glued to the laptop screen, didn’t notice him at all. The soft tapping of keys barely masked the heavy thud of Bryan’s heart as he walked past. He knew what he wanted, and it wasn’t in this room.



The kitchen door swung open, revealing a sight that sent a jolt of lust straight through him. Kareena, the stunning Indian MILF, stood with her back to him, one hand gripping the countertop for support. Her other hand disappeared between her legs, hidden beneath the folds of her short skirt. Her eyes shut, her face tilted toward the ceiling.



She still wore nothing but her red bra and panties – undergarments that barely held in her tits and ass, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. A moan escaped her lips, airy and sweet, like the melody of a songbird.



As he approached, he could smell the intoxicating scent of her arousal mixed with the rich aroma of dinner cooking on the stove. The sound of her moans grew louder, more urgent, each one making his pulse race faster. His cock throbbed in his pants as he neared her, eager for release.



“Fuck… Bryan…” she whispered, her voice dripping with desire. Her words were meant for no one but herself, yet they fueled the fire within him. “You’re… so… big… so… strong…”



Shit
 , he thought.
 She’s fingering herself thinking of me…



“Deeper… harder… yes… yes…” she continued.



The scent of her arousal hung thick in the air, drawing Bryan closer like a moth to a flame. Each step he took toward her was both careful and deliberate, his muscles tense with anticipation. He could feel his cock swelling against the fabric of his pants, eager for release.



“Kareena,” he murmured, his voice low and dark, matching the seductive atmosphere that surrounded them. His hand reached out, gently resting on her inner thigh, fingers tracing the curve of her supple skin. “You’re thinking of me already… now why don’t we make your dreams come true?”



She gasped in surprise, her eyes wide as they met his. Their gazes locked, a surge of electricity passing between them. It was a connection that could not be denied, a mutual hunger that demanded satisfaction.



“Don’t just imagine my cock,” Bryan whispered in her ear, his voice a tantalizing mix of authority and lust. His hand began to slide higher, inching toward the source of her pleasure. “Try the real thing.”



“Y-you shouldn’t be here,” Kareena stuttered, her voice trembling with fear and excitement. “Rahul’s just in the next room.”



“Does that scare you?” Bryan asked, his lips curling into a wicked grin as he continued to stroke her thigh. “Or does it turn you on even more?”



Kareena swallowed, her chest heaving as she fought for breath. Her eyes never left his, daring him to take what they both knew he desired.



“Tell me,” he commanded, his fingertips now teasing the edge of her panties. “Do you want me to stop?”



“Shit, no,” she breathed, her voice barely audible above the pounding of their hearts. “Don’t stop, Bryan. Please don’t stop.”



The intensity in Kareena’s emerald eyes was palpable, drawing Bryan closer like a moth to a flame. Bryan’s lips pressed against Kareena’s, their wet tongues entwining in a primal dance of desire, as he pulled her close to him. His strong arms wrapped around her waist, feeling the softness of her skin against his rough hands.



He couldn’t help but marvel at the contrast – she was delicate and feminine, while he was all macho muscle. Her body responded to his touch, molding against his own as his hand teasingly traced the edge of her panties before slipping beneath them to caress her wetness. Her moans grew louder with each passing second, muffled by their kiss.



Her hips bucked against his hand, seeking more contact as he explored her folds with gentle fingers. She tasted sweet and intoxicating on his tongue, and it only fueled his hunger for more. The scent of her arousal filled his nose, making him lightheaded with need.



Bryan wanted nothing more than to taste her, and so he did – parting their lips to deepen the kiss even further, he slid his tongue inside Kareena’s mouth and explored hers as his fingers pressed deeper into her inviting pussy. She tasted like wine and spice mixed together, sending shivers down his spine and straight to his cock which throbbed painfully in his pants.



She gasped into the kiss as he found her hardened bud and began to circle it gently with his finger. A soft moan escaped from between their lips and hung in the air heavily.



“Fuck, you’re so fucking wet for me,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “You want this, don’t you? You need me to fill your tight little pussy?”



“Y-yes,” Kareena whimpered, her voice trembling with anticipation. “I can’t help it. I need you, Bryan. I’m tired of my small-dick husband. I… I need a real man.”



Bryan smirked. Tearing off her bra and panties, he let his jeans fall to the ground as well. He pressed her body against the kitchen counter, the cool marble a stark contrast to their burning desire. Effortlessly lifting her, he settled her onto the counter’s edge, her legs wrapping around his waist as if they belonged there. Their lips stayed locked together, their ragged breaths mingling as one.



“Are you ready for me?” Bryan asked, pulling away just enough to look into her eyes. The lustful glint in them was all the answer he needed.



“Please, Bryan… fill me… fuck me,” she begged, her nails digging into his shoulders.



Bryan positioned himself at her slick entrance, teasing her with the tip of his cock. His heart thundered in his chest, aching to claim her fully. With a slow, deliberate motion, he began to slide inside her, inch by agonizing inch.



Kareena moaned, throwing her head back against the countertop as he finally pushed inside her, his thick cock filling her up. She gasped in pleasure, her body arching against him as he slowly began to thrust into her. The feeling of being taken by someone so strong, so dominant, was exhilarating.



Every inch of him inside her felt like a new discovery, stretching and claiming her tight pussy. She dug her nails into his shoulders, pulling him closer as she wrapped herself around him like a vice grip. Her eyes fluttered closed in pleasure and she bit her bottom lip, leaving it swollen and red from the pressure.



“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned, his eyes never leaving hers as he filled her completely.



“Don’t stop, baby… fuck me like a whore… like a bitch in heat…” Kareena panted.



Their bodies slapped together rhythmically as they moved together, echoing through the empty house. The noise filled the room as they fucked on the kitchen counter, their need for each other overwhelming. Her juices dripped down his shaft with every thrust, lubricating his cock for deeper penetration. He pulled out almost entirely before slamming back in again, hitting her clit with each powerful stroke. It felt so good – more than she could have imagined – and she couldn’t help but scream out in ecstasy.



His muscular buttocks flexed as he drove into her harder, grinding against her sensitive spots that sent electric shockwaves through both of them. His breath grew ragged against her neck while he nipped and sucked on the sensitive skin there while his hips pumped faster and faster into hers. Her moans turned to whimpers which grew louder as her climax approached.



“Yes!” she growled, grabbing onto Bryan’s hair and pulling his face to hers yet again. “Fuck me like you own me!”



Bryan’s powerful thrusts grew more forceful, his hands gripping Kareena’s hips tightly, their skin slapping against each other in a primal rhythm. He leaned in close, his breath hot on her ear as he whispered filthy words that made her shiver with need.



“Tell me you’re my little slut,” Bryan commanded, his voice low and dark. “Say it.”



Kareena moaned desperately, the fire of submission burning within her. “I’m your little slut, Bryan. Your whore. Nothing but a cheap hooker.”



“Damn right,” he growled, driving into her with renewed vigor. He reveled in the sight of her body writhing beneath him, consumed by lust and desire for him alone.



In the midst of their passionate encounter, Bryan heard Rahul’s voice from the living room, calling out to Kareena.



“Hey, babe? What’s for dinner tonight?” Rahul asked, oblivious to the debauchery taking place just a few feet away.



Bryan smirked, never missing a beat as he continued to fuck Kareena senseless.



“Um… I was thinking of making something special,” Kareena replied, her voice strained and breathy as she struggled to maintain a veneer of normalcy. “Something long… and hard…”



“Long and hard, huh?” Bryan taunted, thrusting harder.



“Y-yes,” she gasped, biting her lip to stifle a moan. Her fingers dug into his muscular shoulders, needing something to anchor herself to as her world spun out of control.



“Are you enjoying this, slut?” Bryan asked, his voice dripping with dark amusement. “Getting fucked like a good little whore while talking to your husband?”



The thought of Rahul’s ignorance only fueled his lust, the taboo nature of their tryst adding an intoxicating layer of excitement.



“Shit, yes,” Kareena moaned, unable to hold back any longer. “I love it, Bryan.”



Bryan watched Kareena’s face contort with pleasure as he continued to plunge into her depths, her every moan a testament to his prowess.



His tongue danced with Kareena’s, savoring the sweet tang of her lips against his as he plunged deeper into her wet heat. He couldn’t help but marvel at the feeling of being inside her, filling her up to the brim. She was so tight, so warm, and it drove him wild.



Her pussy clamped down on his dick like a velvet fist, milking him with every thrust as he pushed into her harder and harder. Her skin was warm and soft beneath his rough hands that gripped her hips firmly, pulling her body against his own with each stroke. The scent of spice and desire mingled in the air as they moved together in a blur of lustful fervor.



Rahul began speaking from the other room again. “Kareena, do you need any help?”



“Ah, don’t worry, Rahul,” she panted, her voice laced with lust, though she tried to hide it. “I’ve got… all the… help I need.”



Bryan’s eyes glinted with wicked delight as he watched Kareena struggle to maintain her composure while responding to Rahul’s questions. Her body writhed and shuddered beneath him, her soft moans music to his ears.



“Isn’t that right?” Bryan whispered into her ear, smirking at her innuendo. He felt a surge of excitement at the thought of pushing her limits even further, taking control of her in ways her husband never could.



Bryan’s lips pressed onto hers as they continued their wild dance, his tongue pushing into her mouth with the same fervor as his hips pummeled her tight entrance. His free hand teased her clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. The kitchen counter groaned under their weight as he fucked her like a filthy whore, claiming every inch of her soaked pussy.



Her moans turned to whimpers which grew louder with each passing stroke. He pulled out almost entirely before slamming back in again, hitting her G-spot with each powerful stroke. Kareena’s body shook with ecstasy, begging for release.



Rahul’s voice grew closer from the living room and Kareena winced slightly, biting her lip to keep from screaming in delight as Bryan filled her up completely. “Kareena? Are you almost done in there?”



“Just… just finishing up,” she managed to whisper back between pants and grunts of pleasure. She couldn’t believe how deceptive she was being; it turned her on even more than it already was. “I’m taking… care of something… that’s long… and wet…”



Bryan’s hands gripped her hips as he bottomed out inside of her, their skin slapping together in a primal rhythm that echoed through the empty house.



“Let’s give you something even more exciting, shall we?” he growled, pulling out of her and bending her over the counter. She looked back at him, her green eyes wide with anticipation and a touch of fear.



“Please, Bryan,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible. “Be gentle. I’ve never done… anal before.”



“Where’s the fun in being gentle?” he taunted, positioning himself behind her, his thick cock pressing against her ass’ tight entrance.



Grabbing her discarded panties, Bryan stuffed them into her mouth to muffle her moans. With a firm grip on her hips, he pushed forward, slowly but relentlessly stretching her ass until she let out a gasp of pain mixed with pleasure.



Her tight anal ring gave way with a popping sound, widening under the force of his cock as he slowly sank inside her. She gripped the countertop tightly, her knuckles turning white from the effort while her body trembled under the onslaught of sensations. The feeling of being filled with every inch of him was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. It was exhilarating and terrifying all at once. Heat radiated from his body against hers, causing her flesh to tingle everywhere they touched.



Bryan gripped her hips firmly as he began to thrust slowly but powerfully into her plush ass, his muscular ass flexing with each drive deep inside her. She felt so full and stretched; it was almost too much for her to handle. His hands found their way up her sides and around to cup her breasts, squeezing them roughly as he pounded into her from behind. Their hips slapped against each other in perfect harmony as they moved together, creating a rhythmic smacking sound that echoed throughout the empty house.



Kareena moaned into her damp panties, her face turning red. Kareena leaned forward, almost collapsing under the intensity of the sensations coursing through her body. Her fingers clutched at the marble countertop beneath her hands, leaving tiny marks behind as she struggled to keep herself upright under the weight of his body pushing against hers. Her breath came out in short little gasps that mingled with their ragged breath.



“Fuck! Fuck! You’re! So… big!” she moaned, her body trembling as Bryan filled her completely. Her nails dug into the kitchen counter, searching for stability as her world narrowed down to the sensations coursing through her body.



“Take it like the slut you are,” Bryan commanded, his voice dark and menacing. He continued thrusting into her, each powerful stroke sending waves of pleasure through both of them.



She spat out her panties, her words growing louder. “Rahul, do you – ah! Remember that – oh! Restaurant we went to – ah! Last week – oh!”



Bryan continued his relentless assault.



“The one with the – ah! Spicy dish – oh!” she finished.



“Uh, yeah, I remember,” Rahul replied, oblivious to the debauchery unfolding just a few feet away. “You really seemed to enjoy it.”



“Maybe we need – shit! More spice in – fuck! Our life – oh!” she suggested, her face flushed from both arousal and the thrill of their forbidden tryst. Her words only served to stoke Bryan’s lust further as he drove into her without mercy.



“Is that what you want, slut?” Bryan hissed, his breath hot on her neck. “To be fucked in the ass like a cheap hooker?”



“Y-yes,” she gasped, her body arching under his touch. “I’ll be your filthy whore, Bryan. Please, don’t stop.”



“Good girl,” he praised, his thrusts reaching a feverish pace, the sound of skin against skin echoing throughout the kitchen, drowned out only by Kareena’s moans and the pounding of his own heart.



“Let me know if you need help with anything, babe,” Rahul said, still unaware of the betrayal occurring just beyond his line of sight.



“Thank you, Rahul,” she managed to choke out, her voice strained and desperate. “I’m sure everything will be… ah… just fine.”



As Bryan continued to dominate Kareena, the knowledge that her husband was so close only added to the exhilaration of their illicit encounter. Their bodies moved in perfect synchronization, each seeking to satisfy their darkest desires, teetering on the edge of ecstasy.



Bryan’s eyes gleamed with wicked satisfaction as he continued to piston his massive cock into Kareena’s ass, her moans a testament to the mixture of pain and pleasure she was experiencing. The sound of Rahul’s footsteps approaching intensified the thrill of their secret rendezvous, pushing them further into the realm of taboo.



“Kareena, I wanted to discuss our bedroom problem–” Rahul said, entering the kitchen.



Rahul paused at the kitchen entrance. Eyes fixed on Bryan and Kareena. Face turning pale. Expression contorted with humiliation and anger.



“Look who finally decided to show up,” Bryan taunted, smirking at Rahul as he maintained his relentless pace inside Kareena. “Don’t worry… I’ve solved your bedroom problems, buddy.”



“Rahul… baby… looks like I found a real man…” Kareena purred, her voice dripping with cruelty and desire.



“Seriously, dude,” Bryan said as he pounded into Kareena again, his balls slapping against her ass cheeks. “How could you not get hard for a bitch as hot as this?”



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



“She’s a hot bitch,” Bryan sneered, gripping Kareena’s hips tightly to emphasize his dominance over her body. “And hot bitches need big cocks… cocks like mine.”



In that moment, Bryan reveled in the power he held over both Kareena and her cuckolded husband. He felt invincible, unstoppable. He watched Rahul’s expression shift from devastation to pure rage, the man’s fists clenched tightly, his knuckles white with fury. Despite this, Bryan felt no fear – only a heightened sense of arousal.



“Go on, Kareena,” Bryan encouraged, his breath hitching as he neared his climax. “Tell him how much better I am than him.”



“Rahul,” Kareena panted, her body quivering under Bryan’s touch. “Bryan fucks me better than you ever could. He knows how to make me scream, how to make me feel like a real woman. You couldn’t even give me that.”



“But…” Rahul whimpered. “I… what about… me?”



“Ah, Rahul…,” Kareena sighed, a wicked smile playing on her lips as Bryan continued to pound into her ass. “I want to be fucked by a real man, not some pathetic excuse for one.”



“Rahul,” Bryan gasped, feeling his climax approaching. “Watch closely – this is how a real man satisfies a woman.”



As Bryan delivered one final, brutal thrust. The sound of Kareena’s ecstatic cries filled the room, a testament to their overwhelming pleasure.



“Remember this moment,” Bryan growled, pulling out of Kareena and leaving her panting on the kitchen floor. “This is what it looks like when your wife truly enjoys herself.”



Bryan’s eyes flashed with satisfaction as he watched Rahul’s broken expression, the man’s humiliation fueling his dominance.



“Kneel,” Bryan ordered, his voice sharp like a whip. Kareena obeyed immediately, dropping to her knees and gazing up at him with lust-filled green eyes. She knew her place, and she was eager to serve.



“Clean me,” he commanded, his cock still throbbing from their intense encounter. With a sultry smile, Kareena took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she cleaned off the remnants of their passion.



Kareena’s knees trembled, the taste of Bryan’s cum filling her mouth as she cleaned him off. Her body still shuddered with aftershocks from their fierce session, his cock pulsing softly in her mouth. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, assessing every move she made, every tremble. Her pussy tingled and throbbed between her legs, still pulsing from the intense pleasure he had wrought from within her.



“See that?” Bryan taunted Rahul, who stood in the doorway, unable to tear his gaze away from the erotic scene before him. “Your wife worships my cock. You must’ve been doing something wrong all these years.”



Rahul clenched his fists, seething with anger, but remained silent.



As Kareena continued sucking him off, Bryan reveled in the feeling of her warm mouth wrapped around his length. His climax approached rapidly, and he knew he couldn’t hold back any longer.



“Ready for your reward?” he asked Kareena, a wicked grin spreading across his face. She nodded, her eyes locked on his, accepting whatever he had in store for her.



With a deep, guttural groan that echoed through the dimly lit kitchen, Bryan firmly gripped Kareena’s head with his strong hands. He felt the tension building in his lower abdomen before releasing his hot load. Streams of cum landed on her beautiful face and tits, staining her forever and marking her as his. They painted her expression, drizzling down her flawless skin.



The sight of her smeared with his cum was intoxicating, and he could feel the lingering heat between them. Her lips parted, pink tongue darting out to capture a stray drop that had landed near the corner of her mouth.



The heavy scent of their illicit sex hung thick and intoxicating in the air, a potent mixture of sweat, lust and, desire that permeated every corner of the room. It mingled with the lingering echoes of their forbidden desires, a silent testament to their raw passion and unspoken fantasies.



“Hope you enjoyed the show,” Bryan said, directing his words at Rahul.



As Bryan’s words cut through the tense silence, he reveled in the power he held. The husband’s humiliation only served to heighten his pleasure.



Bryan’s eyes locked onto Kareena’s, her face now covered in his release. He smirked, feeling the intense satisfaction and power that their illicit encounter had brought him.



“Tomorrow,” he whispered to her, his voice low and commanding. “I’ll be back for more, bitch.”



Kareena nodded, her green eyes filled with anticipation and submission. She knew she was his now – body, mind, and soul. Bryan stood up, adjusting his clothing and preparing to leave the scene.



As he strode toward the kitchen counter, he casually picked up a cookie. Entering the hallway, he saw Vijay walk out of his bedroom.



“Hey, loser,” Bryan said, smirking as he bit into the sweet treat. “I gotta say, I love your mom’s cookies. They’re absolutely delicious.”
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