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Chapter 1

The sun beats down as I push through another set of squats, my quads burning and sweat coating my body. Determined to break my personal record, I grit my teeth and squat low, feeling the strain in every muscle fiber.

Having just turned eighteen, my senior year of high school football is about to start. And I’ll be damned if I’m not ready. Shirtless and glistening in my sweat, I push through the pain and keep going.

“Damn, these workouts are no joke,” I mutter, standing up and shaking out my legs.

As I’m about to start my next set, I catch a glimpse of something that makes me forget all about the pain in my legs. There she is: Kareena. She’s the neighborhood MILF – an Indian MILF to be more exact. She’s reclining on a sunbed just beyond the fence that separates our yards.

Her bikini leaves little to the imagination – thin straps framing her full breasts, the material stretched taut over her erect nipples. The bottom piece hugs her round hips and dips low to reveal the smooth curve of her lower belly. Her long, toned legs glisten under the sunlight, drawing my eyes along their length like a moth to a flame.

“Damn, she’s so fucking hot,” I whisper, my teenage hormones raging out of control.

The sun beats down on me as I lift the heavy weights, my muscles straining with each repetition. My eyes drift over to Kareena, her body stretched out on the sunbed like a sensual dessert just waiting to be tasted. Her tits are nearly bursting from her top. Her light brown skin is flawless, and she has the perfect dick-sucking lips. Kareena has the body of a busty cheerleader and the face of a Hollywood actress. How does her pencil-neck husband satisfy a babe like this?

“Damn,” I whisper under my breath, unable to tear my gaze away from her luscious figure. The fire of desire ignites within me, sending forbidden thoughts racing through my mind.

“Tyler?” Kareena’s voice cuts through my lustful haze, forcing me to snap back to reality. She’s looking right at me, her eyes wide with surprise.

“Uh, hey Kareena,” I stammer, trying to sound nonchalant while desperately hoping she didn’t catch me ogling her. “Just, uh, taking a break from working out.”

“Looks like you’re really pushing yourself,” she says, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

“Got to stay in shape,” I reply, attempting to keep my cool. “You know, for football season.”

“Of course,” she purrs, her eyes flicking down to the bulge in my shorts before returning to meet mine.

I try to ignore the burning heat of embarrassment that floods my cheeks.

The sun casts a golden glow on Kareena as she saunters towards the fence, her hips swaying seductively. My heart races; I can’t help but admire her every movement. She stops at the fence and leans forward, her cleavage spilling out from her bikini top. A mischievous smile plays upon her lips.

“Tyler,” she purrs, her voice sending shivers down my spine. “I couldn’t help but notice how hard you’re working out over here.”

“Uh, yeah,” I stammer, trying to keep my gaze fixed on her face rather than her heaving breasts.

“And it shows,” she replies, her eyes trailing down to trace the contours of my muscles. “Your physique is quite impressive.”

“Thanks, Kareena.” My cock throbs with arousal, and I struggle to contain my excitement. Her flirtatious words are like fuel to the fire of my desire. I take a deep breath, desperate to regain some semblance of control. “I do what I can.”

“Clearly,” she says, her eyes flicking to the bulge in my shorts. “And it seems like you have more than just football on your mind, Tyler.”

My cheeks flush with heat as my mind races. Does she know? Can she tell that I was imagining fucking her moments ago? I try to play it cool, but my voice cracks with nerves. “What do you mean?”

Kareena grins, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. “Oh, I think you know exactly what I mean.”

Fuck. She knows. But instead of shame or embarrassment, all I feel is an overwhelming need to explore this connection with her. I want to see how far we can push each other, to test the limits of our desires.

The heat radiating from Kareena’s body seems to intensify as she leans in closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She lowers her voice to a sultry whisper, sending shivers down my spine. “You know, Tyler, I heard an interesting rumor about you.”

My heart pounds in my chest, anticipation and curiosity mingling with the raw lust coursing through my veins. “Oh yeah?” I reply, trying to maintain my confident demeanor. “What’s that?”

“Apparently,” she says, drawing out the word for maximum effect, “you’ve been getting a little… close to some of the booster club moms.” Kareena raises an eyebrow, her gaze never leaving mine.

Fuck. How does she know? My secret liaisons with those desperate housewives were supposed to be our dirty little secret. I feel a rush of embarrassment, but it’s quickly overshadowed by a renewed surge of excitement. If Kareena knows, maybe she wants in on the action too.

“Is that so?” I say, trying to mask my surprise. “People love their gossip, don’t they?”

Kareena smirks, her eyes flickering over my body, as if she can read my thoughts. “They do. But sometimes, where there’s smoke, there’s fire.”

I swallow hard, feeling the weight of her gaze on me. My cock throbs in response to her words, aching for release. “Well, I guess you’ll just have to find out for yourself, won’t you?”

“Maybe I will,” she purrs, her smile wicked and promising.

The air between us crackles with electricity, and I know I’m playing with fire. But goddamn, I want to get burned.

The sun’s rays dance on Kareena’s glistening skin as she shifts her weight, hips swaying seductively. “You know, Tyler,” she drawls, her voice low and sultry, “I could use a little help with my workouts. You seem to know what you’re doing.”

My heart hammers in my chest, and my cock twitches in anticipation. “Yeah?” I ask, trying to keep my voice steady. “What do you need help with?”

“Cardio,” she replies, her eyes locked onto mine, heavy with desire. “I need some long… and hard… cardio.” Her tongue darts out to moisten her lips, and I can’t help but imagine it teasing the head of my cock.

“Alright,” I say, unable to resist the allure of her invitation. “When do you want to start?”

“Right now,” she purrs, her fingers trailing down the curve of her waist, toying with the string of her bikini bottom. “Why waste time?”

“Hell yeah,” I reply.

Holy fuck. I like where this is going.


Chapter 2

The sun beats down on my back as I unroll the yoga mat in Kareena’s backyard, right beside the shimmering blue pool. The perfect spot for her to stretch and show off that toned body of hers.

“Tyler, I brought you some lemonade,” Kareena says, approaching me with her bikini-clad curves on full display. My eyes can’t help but linger on her ample cleavage as she hands me the glass.

“Thanks, Kareena,” I reply, trying to remain casual and confident, even though my heart is racing.

I take a sip of the cold, refreshing lemonade, feeling the liquid cool my throat and quench my thirst. My gaze remains fixed on her, taking in every inch of her tanned skin and the way her bikini hugs her body just right.

“Enjoying the view?” she teases, smirking at my obvious interest.

“Can’t complain,” I respond, matching her flirty tone. Inside, I’m screaming – this is the moment I’ve been dreaming of, alone with Kareena in her backyard, and she’s practically inviting me to ogle her.

As I savor the lemonade and the sight before me, I can’t help but imagine what might come next, my fantasies running wild in my mind. If only they could become reality.

I watch, captivated, as Kareena’s fingers dance along the strings of her bikini top, playfully tugging at them.

“It’s way too hot for this,” she declares, a mischievous glint in her eyes as she unties the knot and lets the garment fall to the ground.

Holy shit…

My breath catches in my throat as I take in the sight before me: her naked tits, full and firm, standing proudly against her chest like two perfect globes. The sun casts a golden glow on her smooth skin, highlighting the delicate curve of each breast and the rigid peaks of her nipples. I can’t tear my gaze away, and I don’t want to.

“Like what you see?” Kareena teases, smirking at my obvious arousal.

“Definitely,” I manage to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper. Her tits are perfect. My mind is racing with thoughts of what those tits would feel like in my hands, how they’d taste under my tongue.

As Kareena moves closer, it becomes impossible to hide the erection straining against my gym shorts. She notices, and her smirk widens into a sultry grin. “Well, since we’re both getting a little… excited,” she purrs, her eyes never leaving mine, “how about we try a new kind of wrist workout together?”

“Wrist workout?”

“Just relax, Tyler,” she whispers.

The sultry glint in Kareena’s eyes sends shivers down my spine as she steps closer. Her hand slides up my thigh, fingers teasing the hem of my gym shorts, and I can’t help but hold my breath in anticipation.

“Let me give you something to really get excited about,” she whispers, her voice dripping with lust. Her hand ventures beneath the fabric, wrapping around my throbbing erection. “Mmm, very nice.”

Kareena’s grip tightens, and I let out a guttural moan. She begins stroking my cock slowly, expertly – every movement calculated to drive me wild with desire. My eyes are locked on her tits, bouncing and jiggling with each motion, and I struggle to keep from grabbing them and losing myself in their softness.

“How do you like my wrist workout?” she whispers as she jerks me off.

As she continues to stroke me, I can feel myself getting closer to the edge. Every time Kareena’s hand moves up and down my shaft, it feels like a lightning bolt straight to my brain.

“I know you want me. I see you ogle me every day,” she purrs, pumping my cock faster now. “Tell me your fantasies, baby.”

I can barely form words, my mind lost in the haze of pleasure as she works my shaft. “I want… fuck… I want to bend you over that pool chair and pound you until you scream my name,” I manage to pant out between moans.

“Hell yes,” Kareena moans, picking up the pace of her strokes. “I need it, Tyler. I need you to fuck me like there’s no tomorrow.”

My heart races, blood pounding in my ears as her hand moves faster, slick with precum. The sound of skin against skin fills the air, mingling with the soft moans and gasps escaping our lips. With each slide of her hand, I feel my control slipping, the edge drawing ever closer.

“Keep going… don’t stop,” I plead, my voice trembling with need. I watch her tits bouncing in rhythm with her strokes, and the sight of it just pushes me closer to climax.

The heat of Kareena’s hand around my cock is intoxicating, empowering me in ways I’d never imagined. With a surge of newfound confidence, I reach for her tits, my hands eagerly exploring their supple curves and weighty fullness. I feel every tiny shiver that runs through her body as I brush my thumbs across her nipples, hardening beneath my touch.

“Tyler,” she breathes, her voice hitching with desire, “you have no idea how badly I’ve wanted this.”

I growl, pulling her close and crashing our lips together. The taste of her mouth is sweet and intoxicating, like forbidden fruit. Our tongues dance together, hungry and insistent, as I grope her tits and she continues to stroke my cock.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” I moan into her mouth, my hips bucking involuntarily as she grips me tighter, her strokes more purposeful now.

“Think you can handle more?” she teases, smirking wickedly as she locks eyes with me.

My only response is a low, guttural moan, the very thought of what lies ahead sending a shiver down my spine. My hands still knead her perfect tits, pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers. The way she gasps and arches into my touch, desperate for more, just fuels my desire.

The sight of Kareena slipping onto her knees before me, eyes locked onto mine, sends a thrill right down to my core. I can’t believe this is happening.

“Ready to give me a throat workout?” she purrs, and without waiting for an answer, envelops my throbbing cock in the wet warmth of her mouth. Holy fuck, that feels incredible.

“Shit, Kareena… you’re amazing,” I stammer, struggling to keep my composure as her tongue dances around my shaft, teasing the sensitive head with each exquisite stroke.

“Do you wanna see Mommy’s lips wrapped around your big cock, baby?” she murmurs between licks, her eyes never leaving mine. The wicked, sultry look she’s giving me just makes it all the more erotic.

“Fuck yeah,” I grunt, my hips involuntarily bucking forward.

With a wink, she takes my cock into her mouth and starts sucking. Her movements are so fluid and sensual; each suck sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, making my toes curl and my knees shake. I’m lost in the sensation, completely at her mercy. The smell of chlorine mixes with the heady aroma of lust that pervades the air around us.

One of her hands massages my balls. She hollows her cheeks as she slurps and gags on my cock. The sound fills the air as Kareena’s mouth works its magic on my dick. Her eyes never leave mine; they’re full of lust and curiosity as she devours me. My senses are overloaded.

I can’t help but want more, so much more. With a firm grip on her hair, I take charge, guiding her movements as she eagerly works her mouth along my length.

“Take it deeper, bitch,” I encourage, the rush of power making me even harder, if that’s possible.

She complies without hesitation, taking me further and further into her throat, her gag reflex seemingly nonexistent. I turn her mouth into my cock sleeve as I pound my cock into her mouth and throat.

“Shit, you have no idea what a hot bitch you look like right now,” I confess, my breathing ragged as she continues to bob her head up and down, picking up speed and intensity.

I feel a surge of lust course through me. I tighten my grip on her hair, finding the perfect rhythm as I thrust deeper and harder into her yielding throat.

“Fuck, I’m so close,” I growl, the sensation of her soft lips wrapped around my cock driving me wild with desire. She looks up at me, daring me to take control and make this moment ours.

The sound of my balls slapping against Kareena’s chin echoes throughout her backyard, our lustful symphony building in intensity. Her slurps grow louder and more lewd as I continue to thrust into her eager mouth.

“Ah, fuck,” I groan, my body trembling with pleasure. “You’re so good at this.”

Kareena’s eyes lock onto mine, a wicked glint in them as she takes me deeper. The blowjob gets sloppier – her saliva and my precum creating a slick mess that runs down her chin. She gags hard but doesn’t stop, her determination to please me only driving me further towards the edge.

“Damn, Kareena, you’re really working that throat,” I marvel, my mind racing with filthy thoughts. “You’re such a slutty MILF whore.”

My hands tighten in her hair as I take control, face-fucking her harder and faster. Every wet, sloppy noise sends shivers down my spine, igniting a fire within me that threatens to consume us both.

The house’s back door creaks open, the sound barely audible over my own heavy breathing and Kareena’s wet gagging. I hear a voice. It’s Rajesh… her husband. His voice drifts from inside the house, calling out for his wife.

“Kareena? Are you home?”

Shit. Panic flares in my chest. But Kareena doesn’t miss a beat, my cock still buried deep in her throat as she hums a muffled response.

“Mmm… hmmm…” she moans, her lips wrapped around my cock.

Rajesh’s footsteps grow closer. My heart races, adrenaline surging through my veins. I should stop, but the thrill of nearly being caught only heightens my arousal. Kareena’s eyes lock onto mine, daring me to continue.

“Everything okay out there?” Rajesh asks, his tone laced with concern.

“Y-w-es,” Kareena muffles around my throbbing cock, struggling to maintain composure.

My fingers tangled in her hair, I keep thrusting my cock into her mouth as her husband talks to her.

“Alright then. I’ll be in my office if you need me,” Rajesh says before his footsteps recede. “Love you, babe.”

“Wuv… woo… too…” Kareen responds to her husband as she keeps sucking my cock.

I can’t believe we’re getting away with this. A wicked grin spreads across my face as I watch Kareena work her magic, her eyes never leaving mine. The danger only adds fuel to the fire, and I find myself teetering on the edge of release.

“Fuck, Kareena,” I gasp through gritted teeth, my hands gripping her hair firmly. “You’re driving me insane.”

She hums against me, the vibrations sending shivers down my spine.

“Keep going,” I urge her, my voice barely more than a whisper. “Just a little longer.”

My heart pounds in my chest as Rajesh’s voice fades away, leaving us alone with the sound of our heavy breathing and wet sucking. I focus on Kareena’s lips wrapped around me, her tongue swirling across my sensitive head as she takes me deeper into her throat.

“Damn,” I mutter, thrusting gently into her mouth, unable to resist the urge any longer.

Kareena seems eager for it too, meeting my thrusts with enthusiasm. I know we’re playing with fire, but I can’t help myself. The thrill of possibly being caught only heightens my arousal, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

I grip her hair tightly, guiding her movements as I thrust harder and faster into her welcoming mouth. My thoughts are consumed by the wet heat of her tongue, the tightness of her throat, and the risk of being discovered by her husband just steps away.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I gasp, feeling the familiar pressure building inside me. Kareena’s gaze never wavers, urging me onward with a wicked gleam in her eye. In this moment, there’s nothing more enticing than the danger we’re flirting with, and I know we’re both craving that intense release.

“Here… it comes,” I warn her through gritted teeth as my climax surges through me, releasing my load into Kareena’s eager mouth.

She swallows without hesitation, milking every last drop from me until I’m left panting and spent. The sight of Kareena’s full lips, glistening with my cum, is seared into my mind forever. She grins at me, wiping her face clean with the back of her hand before leaning forward and planting a soft kiss on the tip of my still-sensitive cock. A shiver runs through me as I realize we’re far from done.

“Alright, Tyler,” she purrs, standing up and brushing her hair back over her shoulder. “Let’s go inside and continue our workout, shall we?”

“Fuck yeah,” I reply, barely able to contain my excitement as I follow her swaying hips towards the house.


Chapter 3

The scent of Kareena’s perfume wraps around me like a tantalizing embrace, and my heart races in anticipation of what’s to come. I can’t believe I’m actually in her house, about to fulfill one of my wildest fantasies.

“Rajesh, Tyler is going to help me with a special stretch and cardio workout,” Kareena calls out to her husband, who’s hunched over his desk in the home office, completely absorbed in his work.

“Uh, sure, have fun,” Rajesh mumbles, not even glancing up from his papers. I’m about to fuck his wife in the room right next to him.

Kareena takes my hand and leads me into the living room, her hips swaying seductively as she walks. The way she moves sends shivers down my spine, and I can feel my cock throbbing with desire.

“Alright, Tyler, lie down on your back on the couch,” she instructs, her voice sultry and commanding.

I do as she says, my eyes locked on her gorgeous body as I lower myself onto the cushions. With a teasing smile, she reaches down and removes her bikini bottom, revealing the glistening wetness between her thighs. My mouth goes dry at the sight, and I can barely contain my excitement.

“Are you ready for this, stud?” she asks, her eyes burning with passion.

“Fuck yeah,” I reply, unable to resist any longer. I quickly pull out my cock, rock-hard and pulsing with need. We’re both naked now, our bodies primed for the forbidden pleasure that awaits us.

The room seems to pulsate with anticipation as Kareena lowers herself onto me, her wet heat enveloping my throbbing cock. I can barely breathe as she starts to ride me, her hips grinding in a tantalizing rhythm.

“Fuck, Tyler! Yes! Yes! You feel so good inside me,” she gasps, her moans music to my ears. “Deeper! Fuck me! Ugh!”

Her words spur me on, and I grip her hips tightly, thrusting up into her with all the strength and vigor of an eighteen-year-old high school quarterback. The sound of our flesh colliding fills the room, punctuated by Kareena’s increasingly desperate cries of pleasure. As our bodies move together, sweat begins to dot our skin and her breasts bounce with every thrust.

“Damn, you’re such a horny bitch,” I grunt, my voice filled with lustful admiration.

“Oh fuck,” she moans, throwing her head back in ecstasy.

I grip her waist tighter, pushing deeper inside of her as she takes control of the movement. Her body shudders underneath me, and I can feel her climax approaching.

“Take my tits, Tyler,” she purrs, leaning down toward me.

Eagerly, I envelop one of her perfect breasts in my mouth, sucking and nibbling at her sensitive nipple as she continues to ride me like a wild animal. She throws her head back, moaning even louder now, and I can’t help but think that this is the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced – and that I never want it to end.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, I think, my mind racing with excitement and disbelief. I’m fucking Rajesh’s wife right under his nose…

My lips trail up Kareena’s body, feeling the heat of her skin under my touch. I kiss her jawline and neck, tasting the salt from her sweat as the scent of our sex fills the room. She moans louder, urging me to go harder.

“Fuck me! Harder! Make me forget my husband’s small cock! Yes!” she whispers into my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

Her words are like a spark to an already raging fire. My thrusts become more forceful, pounding into her with a primal hunger that consumes us both. I can feel her nails digging into my shoulders, leaving marks that will make me remember this moment long after it’s over.

“Is this what you want, you slutty Indian whore?” I gasp between pants, my voice strained with effort.

“Yes! Ruin my pussy!” she cries out, her face a portrait of pure ecstasy. “Just like that, Tyler!”

Every sound she makes, every quivering reaction to my touch – it all drives me wild, pushing me closer and closer to my own climax. Her hips move in tandem with mine, her body slamming down onto me as I meet her halfway.

“Kareena, your MILF pussy is so fucking tight,” I groan, my eyes rolling back in pleasure.

“It’s yours, baby!” she purrs, her voice dripping with lust. “Make me your slut! Your bitch!”

Her words echo through my mind, and I know there’s no holding back now. We’re caught in a whirlwind of passion and desire, and there’s nothing left to do but surrender to it completely.

The sight of Rajesh and Kareena’s wedding picture on the nearby table fuels my desire to claim her for myself. I lift her up with ease, our bodies still entwined, and guide her over to the table where the framed photo sits.

“Tyler… what are you doing?” she pants, but there’s a hint of excitement in her voice that tells me she’s more than ready for what comes next.

“Bend over the table, bitch,” I growl, positioning her so that she’s bent over the table, her hands gripping the edge as her ass sticks out invitingly. The irony of claiming her right in front of their wedding picture is not lost on me, and it only adds to the thrill. “I want you to look at your wedding picture as I fuck you like a cheap slut.”

“Hell, yes,” she moans. “You’re such a naughty boy.”

I brace myself against her hips, gripping them tightly as I thrust back into her slick warmth. I slam into her again, my cock buried deep inside of her well-fucked pussy. Her walls clench around me with every thrust, and I can feel the power radiating off of her. The new angle allows me to go even deeper, driving her wild with every stroke. Her cries fill the room, a symphony of pleasure that urges me on.

“Tyler! Oh, shit! Tyler!” she screams, arching her back as she takes me deeper still.

“Tell me how much you want this,” I demand, my breath hot against her ear as I continue to pound into her.

“More! I need more!” she whimpers, pushing back against me with each thrust. “Harder, Tyler! Give it to me harder!”

“Is this what you want?” I ask, my own arousal building as I slam into her with renewed force.

“Y-yes,” she stutters, unable to form coherent words as the intensity of our coupling overtakes her. “Fuck, Tyler… don’t stop!” she begs, her voice weak with pleasure. “I’m so close!”

My balls slap against her pussy, the sound of our flesh colliding echoing throughout the room. I grab a fistful of her hair and yank it back, forcing her head up so she can see her own reflection in the mirror hanging above the table. Her eyes are wild with lust, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

“Look at yourself,” I demand, my voice husky with arousal. “Look at what a slut you are.”

“Fuck… yes, Tyler!” she moans, her gaze locked on mine in the mirror. “I want this more than anything.”

“Good,” I reply, my grip on her hair tightening as I continue to pound into her. Her body shakes beneath each powerful thrust, her screams and moans filling the air.

“Tyler, don’t stop, please!” Kareena cries out, her nails digging into the edge of the table as she struggles to hold on.

I pound into her harder…

“Make me your slut!” she screams.

And harder…

“Your cock slave!”

And harder still…

“Your slutty MILF cum dumpster!”

Just then, the living room door swings open, and Rajesh stumbles into the room, his glasses perched precariously on the tip of his nose. His eyes widen in surprise as they land on us, but instead of stopping, I feel an unexpected thrill surge through me at the prospect of being caught.

“K–Kareena! What’s going on?” he demands, his voice wavering with confusion.

The sight of Rajesh standing there, jaw dropped and eyes wide behind his glasses, sends another jolt of excitement through me. Kareena’s moans mingle with her husband’s confused stutters.

“Rajesh… I can explain,” Kareena gasps, still grinding on me as she searches for a cover story. “This… this is just a new workout routine Tyler showed me.”

“Workout routine?” Rajesh repeats incredulously, adjusting his glasses as if hoping he’d see something different.

“Y-yes,” Kareena continues, her voice trembling with each thrust. “It’s called… ‘intimate cardio.’ It strengthens our core muscles, and it’s really… effective.” She bites her lip, trying to suppress another moan.

“Intimate cardio?” Rajesh echoes as he watches me ravage his wife’s pussy. Inside my mind, I can’t help but chuckle at Kareena’s quick wit.

“Come on, Mr. Rajesh,” I say smugly, not slowing down my thrusts while keeping my grip on Kareena’s hips. I pull back on her hair as my skin loudly slaps against hers. “Can’t you see the benefits? Your wife is in incredible shape.”

“Is… is that true, Kareena?” Rajesh asks hesitantly, looking to his wife for confirmation.

“Absolutely, dear,” Kareena nods, hiding her pleasure behind a mask of sincerity. “Tyler’s been helping me improve my stamina and flexibility. And I must say… it’s working wonders.”

I’m fucking Rajesh’s wife right in front of him, and the idiot is believing her lie. The forbidden nature of our affair only drives me wilder, and I lean in to whisper in Kareena’s ear, “You’re so fucking good at this.”

“Thank you, Tyler,” she purrs back, her eyes locked onto mine, full of lust.

“Alright, I… I suppose I trust you, Kareena,” Rajesh finally concedes, his shoulders slumping in defeat. “Just… just be careful, alright?”

“Of course, honey,” Kareena reassures him sweetly before blowing him a kiss. “Now, why don’t you go back to your office and let us finish our workout? We wouldn’t want to lose momentum.”

With one last uncertain glance, Rajesh looks down at his phone as we keep fucking right in front of him.

Kareena grins wickedly at me. “Well, that was fun,” she breathes, her hips starting to move again, urging me to continue our illicit rendezvous.

I waste no time in picking up the pace. Kareena’s gasps and moans grow louder in response to my renewed vigor, her eyes meeting mine in a heated gaze. The scent of our sweat and sex mingles in the air as I plunge deeper into her wet pussy, claiming her for my own.

“Shit, you’re so fucking hot,” I whisper, feeling my own pleasure building as I watch her body respond to mine. Her nails dig into my skin, leaving marks that will surely be difficult to explain later.

“Trust me, baby. This isn’t the first time my husband’s caught me with another man’s cock in my pussy,” she lowly moans.

Grinning at the deliciously forbidden words, I grab her hips and slam into her with everything I’ve got. She cries out, her head thrown back in sheer ecstasy, and I can’t help but feel a twisted sense of pride that I’m making her feel this good.

“Tyler! I’m close. Don’t stop!” Kareena moans, her body tensing beneath mine.

“Me too, babe,” I pant, sweat dripping from my brow as I continue our frenzied rhythm. “I’m gonna fill you up so fucking good.”

“Please, yes!” she pleads, her eyes wild with lust. “Do it!”

With a final, powerful thrust, I reach the point of no return. My climax surges through me, every nerve ending on fire as I release myself inside Kareena with her husband still standing just a few feet away. Our bodies are tangled together, sweat-slicked and trembling in the aftermath of our shared pleasure.

The room is electric, the air thick with lust and deception. Kareena’s breathless gasps still echo in my ears as we untangle ourselves, our bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. I can’t help but grin, feeling like a fucking king.

“Rajesh,” Kareena pants, turning to her husband with a sultry smile. “Tyler will be… assisting me with more special workouts in the future.” She runs her fingers through her disheveled hair, not bothering to hide her obvious pleasure.

“Really?” Rajesh stammers, his face a mix of confusion and lingering disbelief. “Are you sure that’s necessary?”

“Of course,” she says, her voice dripping with confidence as she shoots me a knowing glance. “I’ve never felt better. Tyler’s methods are just so… intense.”

“Uh, yeah,” I chime in, trying to play it cool even though my heart is racing. “We’re really pushing the limits here. You won’t believe the results, sir.”

“Alright,” Rajesh concedes, adjusting his glasses as he tries to make sense of the scene before him. “As long as you’re happy, Kareena.”

“Trust me,” she purrs, her eyes locked on mine as she licks her lips. “I’m very happy.”

Inside, I’m practically bursting with excitement. This is beyond anything I ever imagined – not only am I giving it to the hottest woman I know, but I’m doing it right under her husband’s nose. And the best part? We’re far from done.

As Rajesh leaves the room, still reeling from the shock, Kareena comes closer, her body pressed against mine. “You were amazing,” she whispers, tracing a finger down my chest. “I can’t wait for our next workout.”

“Neither can I,” I reply, my cock twitching in anticipation.

“Wait until you see what I have planned for our next session,” she teases, her voice sultry and seductive. “Let’s just say that you’ll be leaving my ass very sore.”

Hell, yeah…
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