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Jolene’s hands trembled as she wiped down the polished marble countertop in Mr. Blackwater’s kitchen. The faint scent of lemon cleaner clung to the air, mingling with the expensive cologne he always wore. She could feel his presence behind her before he even spoke—his energy was like a current, electric and suffocating in the best way.

“You missed a spot,” Thomas said, his voice low and teasing.

Jolene froze, her breath catching in her throat. She turned slowly, her cheeks burning as she met his piercing blue eyes. He was leaning casually against the doorway, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders perfectly. His smirk was dangerous, and she knew it.

“I’ll get it,” she murmured, turning back to the counter. But Thomas was already moving, his hand gently grasping her wrist.

“Relax, Jolene,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve been cleaning all morning. Take a break.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. His touch was warm, his grip firm but not forceful. It sent a shiver down her spine, and she hated how much she liked it.

“I—I can’t,” she stammered, pulling her hand away. “I have work to do.”

Thomas tilted his head, his lips curling into a knowing smile. “You’re always so serious,” he said, stepping closer. “Don’t you ever let yourself have a little fun?”

Jolene’s breath hitched as he closed the distance between them. She could smell the faint hint of whiskey on his breath, mixed with his cologne. It was intoxicating. She tried to step back, but the counter was behind her, trapping her in place.

“Mr. Blackwater—”

“Thomas,” he interrupted, his voice soft but insistent. “Call me Thomas.”

She looked up at him, her resolve crumbling under his gaze. His eyes were dark with desire, and she felt a heat pooling low in her belly. This was wrong. She was married. But Charles hadn’t looked at her like that in years.

“I… I shouldn’t,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas reached up, his fingers brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “Why not?” he asked, his voice a gentle caress. “You deserve more than this, Jolene. More than cleaning my house. More than… him.”

The mention of Charles was like a slap to the face, but it didn’t sting as much as it should have. Instead, it felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders. She knew Thomas was right. She did deserve more.

Before she could stop herself, she leaned into his touch, her lips parting slightly. Thomas didn’t hesitate. He cupped her face in his hands, his lips crashing down onto hers in a kiss that was both fierce and tender. Jolene’s knees went weak as she kissed him back, her hands gripping his suit jacket for support.

It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

Thomas deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her head spin. She could feel his hard body pressing against hers, his arousal evident even through the layers of their clothes. Her own desire was burning hot, threatening to consume her.

When he finally pulled away, they were both breathless. Thomas’s eyes were dark with need as he looked down at her. “Come with me,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene hesitated, her mind screaming at her to stop. But her body was already moving, following him as he led her out of the kitchen and up the grand staircase to the master bedroom. Her heart was pounding in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of guilt and desire.

The room was just as luxurious as the rest of the house, with a large bed in the center and soft rugs underfoot. Thomas closed the door behind them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with an intensity that made her shiver.

Jolene swallowed hard, her body betraying her as she nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.

Thomas stepped closer, his hands moving to the buttons of her uniform dress. He undid them slowly, his fingers brushing against her skin in a way that made her breath catch. When the dress fell to the floor, she stood before him in just her bra and panties, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re beautiful,” Thomas murmured, his eyes roaming over her.

He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before moving to unhook her bra. Jolene’s breath hitched as the fabric fell away, her breasts exposed to the cool air. Thomas’s hands were warm as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her gasp. She could feel her body responding to him, her desire spiraling out of control.

“Thomas,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Shh,” he murmured, his lips descending to her neck.

He kissed her there, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her moan. His hands moved lower, slipping into her panties and cupping her pussy. Jolene’s legs nearly gave out as his fingers teased her, sliding through her wetness.

“You’re so wet for me,” Thomas growled, his voice thick with desire.

He pulled her panties down, letting them fall to the floor. Jolene stood before him completely naked, her body burning with need.

Thomas stepped back, his eyes dark as he unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. His chest was muscular, his skin tanned and smooth. Jolene’s mouth went dry as he unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down, his erection springing free. She couldn’t look away. He was perfect, his body a testament to the life he led. A life she could only dream of.

“Come here,” Thomas said, his voice commanding.

Jolene obeyed, stepping closer until she was standing in front of him. He took her hand, guiding it to his cock. She wrapped her fingers around him, her breath catching at the feel of him. He was thick and hard, his skin silky smooth.

“Suck me,” he ordered, his voice low and husky.

Jolene hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. She looked up at him, her eyes wide as she took him into her mouth. Thomas groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around his cock.

The taste of him was intoxicating, and she found herself wanting more. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as he filled her. Thomas growled, his hips bucking slightly as he thrust into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he moaned, his hand tightening in her hair. “Just like that, Jolene.”

She could feel her own arousal building as she sucked him, her pussy throbbing with need. When Thomas finally pulled away, she looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with desire.

“Get on the bed,” he said, his voice rough.

Jolene obeyed, climbing onto the large bed and lying back. Thomas followed her, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply. His hands roamed over her body, his touch igniting her skin.

When he positioned himself between her legs, Jolene’s breath hitched. She could feel the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and she arched her hips, wanting him inside her.

Thomas didn’t make her wait. He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Jolene cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was steady, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“You feel so good,” Thomas groaned, his voice strained.

He reached down, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Jolene’s body tensed, her orgasm building quickly. When it hit, it was like a tidal wave. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping down on his cock as she came. Thomas didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last moment, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her hands and knees. Jolene’s heart was racing as she felt him position himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing as he pressed the tip of his cock against her ass.

Jolene’s eyes widened, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she took a deep breath, her body relaxing as he pushed inside her. The stretch was intense, but the pleasure was overwhelming.

Thomas groaned as he buried himself inside her, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly picking up speed. Jolene’s moans filled the room as he fucked her, her body responding to him in ways she didn’t think were possible.

When she came again, it was even more intense than the first time. Her body shook with pleasure, her ass clenching around his cock. Thomas followed soon after, his groan loud as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, both of them breathless and spent. Jolene’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought was clear.

She wanted more.

“Stay with me,” Thomas murmured, his voice soft as he pulled her close. “Be more than just my maid.”

Jolene hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she should say no. But the desire in Thomas’s eyes was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Thomas smiled, his hand stroking her cheek. “Good,” he said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Jolene’s breath caught as his lips descended to hers again, his hands already moving over her body. She knew this was wrong. But as Thomas’s touch ignited her skin once more, she realized she didn’t care.

She wanted this. She wanted him. And as their bodies joined together again, Jolene lost herself in the pleasure, knowing she could never go back.

2 - EROTIC EMPLOYMENT
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Cynthia sat on the edge of the bed, her fingers clutching the phone tightly. The screen lit up with the email from Damon, the words "$500 an hour" glaring back at her. Her heart raced, and her throat felt dry.

She glanced at the closed bedroom door, listening for any sign of Carl. He was in the living room, scrolling through job listings on his laptop, his face etched with frustration. The air in their small apartment felt heavy, suffocating.

She hadn’t told him about the ad. How could she? It wasn’t just the money—it was the thrill of it, the idea of stepping into something completely forbidden. Her stomach twisted, but her curiosity won out. She typed a quick reply, her fingers trembling slightly: “I’m interested. Where do I meet you?”

The response came almost instantly. Damon’s tone was smooth, reassuring. He gave her the address of a downtown hotel and a room number. Meet me at 8 PM, he wrote. Don’t be late.

Cynthia’s breath hitched. She had three hours to prepare.

—

The hotel was one of those mid-tier places—not too fancy, but not a dive either. The lobby smelled faintly of cleaning products and stale coffee. Cynthia kept her head down as she walked to the elevator, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She’d dressed carefully: a fitted black dress that hugged her curves, red heels that made her legs look endless, and a coat she quickly shrugged off once she reached the room.

She knocked softly, and the door swung open to reveal Damon. He was taller than she’d expected, with broad shoulders and a confident smile that made her stomach flutter. His eyes roamed over her, taking in every detail.

“Cynthia,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “You clean up nice. Come in.”

She stepped inside, her heart pounding. The room was dimly lit, the scent of cologne lingering in the air. Damon closed the door behind her and leaned against it, crossing his arms.

“Here’s the deal,” he began, his tone businesslike but with a hint of warmth. “I’ve got a client waiting. He’s a good guy—polite, respectful. All you have to do is make him happy. You think you can handle that?”

Cynthia swallowed hard. “I… I think so.”

Damon’s smile widened. “Good. There’s something for you to wear on the bed. Get changed, and I’ll be back in a bit.”

He left the room, and Cynthia turned to see the outfit laid out on the bed: a black lace lingerie set, sheer and delicate. Her hands trembled as she unzipped her dress and slipped into the lingerie. It fit perfectly, hugging her body in all the right places. She stood in front of the mirror, staring at her reflection. Is this really me? she wondered.

Before she could second-guess herself, there was a knock at the door. A man stepped in—Marcus. He was average-looking, dressed in a crisp shirt and slacks, but there was a nervous energy about him. His eyes widened when he saw her.

“Hi,” he said softly, placing five crisp hundred-dollar bills on the dresser. “I’m Marcus.”

Cynthia forced a smile, her heart racing. “Hi. I’m Cynthia.”

There was a moment of awkward silence before Marcus cleared his throat. “You’re… you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

She stepped closer, her legs feeling like jelly. Marcus reached out, his fingers brushing against her arm. The touch sent a shiver down her spine. Slowly, she unzipped his pants, her hands trembling as she freed his cock. It was already half-hard, and she could feel the weight of it in her hand.

Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her lips wrapping around him. Marcus let out a soft moan, his fingers tangling in her hair. She took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the tip as she worked him to full hardness. His grip tightened, and she could feel his hips beginning to move, thrusting gently into her mouth.

“God, you’re good at this,” he gasped.

Cynthia pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She stood up, her body trembling with anticipation. “Let’s get on the bed,” she whispered.

Marcus nodded eagerly, following her to the bed. Cynthia climbed onto the mattress, her ass in the air as she presented herself to him. Marcus positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he guided himself inside her. She gasped as he filled her, her body stretching to accommodate him.

He began to move, his thrusts slow at first but quickly gaining momentum. Cynthia buried her face in the pillow, her moans muffled as pleasure coursed through her. Marcus’s grip on her hips tightened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned, his rhythm faltering. “I’m close…”

Cynthia could feel her own climax building, her body tightening around him. She cried out as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock. Marcus let out a ragged moan as he spilled inside her, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

For a moment, they stayed like that, both of them catching their breath. Then Marcus pulled out, quickly getting dressed. He glanced at her, a hint of a smile on his face. “Thank you,” he said softly before slipping out the door.

Cynthia collapsed onto the bed, her heart still racing. She felt… alive. The door opened again, and Damon stepped in, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Well, well,” he said, his voice dripping with charm. “Looks like you’ve got a talent for this.”

Cynthia’s breath hitched as Damon approached the bed. He ran a hand along her thigh, his touch sending shivers through her. “Let’s see what else you’re good at,” he murmured.

He slid his fingers inside her, tasting Marcus’s cum on his fingertips before sliding them into her mouth. “Taste yourself,” he whispered.

Cynthia moaned around his fingers, her body arching as he positioned himself between her legs. He slid inside her with ease, his cock filling her completely. She wrapped her legs around him, his name on her lips as he began to move.

Damon was rougher, more demanding than Marcus. His thrusts were hard and fast, driving her closer to the edge with each movement. Cynthia’s nails dug into his back, her moans filling the room as she came again, her pussy gripping his cock tightly.

Damon groaned, his hips slamming into hers as he spilled inside her, his hot cum mixing with Marcus’s. He pulled out slowly, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“Not bad for your first time,” he said, handing her the five hundred dollars. “Think you’ll be back?”

Cynthia hesitated, her mind racing. She thought of Carl, of their empty bank account, of the way Damon made her feel.

“Yes,” she whispered, clutching the money tightly. “I’ll be back.”

3 - NOTICED BY A STRANGER
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Carlita stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of her red satin dress. It clung to her curves, the neckline dipping just low enough to tease. She added a swipe of crimson lipstick, smacking her lips together before running her fingers through her dark, tousled waves. Perfect, she thought. Or at least, it would be if Chris ever bothered to look up from the TV.

The sound of the game blared from the living room, a constant hum of commentary and cheers that had become the soundtrack of their evenings. Carlita lingered in the doorway, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood floor as she stepped into the room. Chris was sprawled on the couch, a beer in one hand, his eyes glued to the screen.

She cleared her throat, shifting her weight to one hip. “Chris?”

“Hmm?” He didn’t even glance her way.

“Do you like this dress?” she asked, her voice tinged with a hopeful lilt.

“Yeah, sure,” he muttered, his attention still firmly on the game.

Carlita’s shoulders slumped. She’d spent hours picking out this outfit, hoping to spark some interest, some flicker of desire in her husband. But Chris was oblivious, lost in his own world of sports and deadlines. She turned on her heel, her chest tightening as she grabbed her purse and headed for the door.

—

The grocery store was her escape, a place where she could wander the aisles and let her thoughts drift. She pushed her cart past the produce section, her fingers trailing over the smooth skin of an avocado. She wasn’t even sure what she needed; she just needed to be anywhere but home.

That’s when she felt it—a gaze, heavy and intentional, lingering on her. She glanced up, her eyes meeting those of a man standing a few feet away. He was tall, with tousled brown hair and a fitted shirt that hugged his broad shoulders. His lips curved into a slow, appreciative smile as his eyes traveled over her figure.

“That’s quite the dress,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Carlita’s cheeks flushed, her heart skipping a beat. “Thank you,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended.

“I’m Mark,” he said, stepping closer. “And you are?”

“Carlita,” she answered, feeling a warmth spread through her chest at the way he said her name, as if it were something special.

“Carlita,” Mark repeated, his smile widening. “It suits you. So does that dress. You look… incredible.”

She felt a shiver run down her spine, her grip tightening on the handle of her cart. He notices, she thought. He sees me. It was a dangerous thought, one that sent a thrill through her that she hadn’t felt in years.

Mark reached into his pocket, pulling out a small piece of paper and a pen. He scribbled something down before holding it out to her. “If you ever want to talk, or… anything else,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers.

Carlita hesitated, her fingers twitching at her side. She knew she should refuse, should walk away and forget this ever happened. But the way he looked at her, the way he made her feel seen and desired… it was intoxicating. She took the paper, her fingers brushing against his for a fleeting moment.

“Thank you,” she murmured, tucking the paper into her purse.

Mark smiled, a knowing glint in his eyes. “I hope to hear from you.”

—

The rest of her shopping trip was a blur, her mind racing with thoughts of Mark and the number burning a hole in her purse. When she got home, Chris was still on the couch, the game now replaced by a replay of highlights. She set the groceries on the counter, her fingers trembling as she pulled out the piece of paper.

She should throw it away. She should forget about it. But the thought of Mark’s smile, his voice, his attention… it was too much to ignore. She grabbed her phone, her heart pounding as she dialed the number.

“Hello?” Mark’s voice came through the other end, smooth and confident.

“It’s Carlita,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I was hoping you’d call,” he replied, his tone sending a shiver down her spine. “Meet me.”

—

The motel was seedy, the kind of place where the neon sign flickered and the carpet smelled faintly of mildew. Carlita’s heels clicked against the pavement as she walked to the door, her heart racing with every step. She knocked, the door opening to reveal Mark, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal a glimpse of his chest.

“Come in,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass.

The room was dimly lit, the bed dominating the space. Mark closed the door behind her, his eyes roaming over her body with an intensity that made her breath catch.

“You look even better than I remembered,” he said, his voice low and husky.

Carlita’s cheeks flushed, her pulse quickening as he stepped closer. She could feel the heat radiating off him, his presence overwhelming in the small room.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, though her body betrayed her, leaning into him as he cupped her face in his hands.

“But you are,” he murmured, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, teasing kiss.

It was all the encouragement Carlita needed. She melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as their kiss deepened. Mark’s hands roamed over her body, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before sliding the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lingerie.

Mark’s breath hitched as he took her in, his eyes dark with desire. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Carlita’s heart pounded as he undressed her, his lips trailing down her neck to her shoulders, then lower, to the swell of her breasts. She gasped as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as pleasure coursed through her.

Mark’s hands moved to her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her legs. He kissed his way down her body, his tongue tracing a path along her inner thigh before finally reaching her core.

Carlita’s breath came in short, ragged gasps as Mark’s tongue found her clit, his movements slow and deliberate. She arched her back, her fingers tangling in his hair as he teased her, his tongue flicking against her sensitive bundle of nerves. The pleasure built, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge.

“Mark,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working her clit as his fingers slid inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Carlita’s legs shook, her orgasm crashing over her in waves of ecstasy. She cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure as Mark continued to lick and suck, drawing every last bit of sensation from her.

When her body finally stilled, Mark rose to his feet, his eyes burning with hunger. He undid his pants, his cock springing free, thick and hard. Carlita’s breath hitched as she took him in, her mouth watering at the sight.

She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his length as she took him into her mouth. Mark groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep. She could feel him trembling above her, his breaths coming in ragged gasps as she pleasured him.

“Carlita,” he growled, his voice thick with desire.

She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his as she took him deep, her throat contracting around him. Mark’s hips bucked, his control slipping as he thrust into her mouth, his cock hitting the back of her throat. Carlita moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine.

He pulled her to her feet, his lips crashing against hers as he lifted her onto the bed. Carlita wrapped her legs around his waist, her body arching as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed inside her, filling her completely. Mark groaned, his hips grinding against hers as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then faster, harder.

Carlita’s nails raked down his back, her hips rising to meet his as they moved together, the room filled with the sound of their moans and the slap of skin against skin. The pleasure built, her body trembling as she felt her orgasm approaching.

“Mark,” she cried out, her voice trembling with need.

He didn’t slow down, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his own release. Carlita’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her as Mark’s hips jerked, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Mark ran his fingers through Carlita’s hair, his lips brushing against her forehead.

“That was incredible,” he murmured, his voice soft and sated.

Carlita nodded, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, a pang of guilt twisted in her chest. She thought of Chris, of the life they’d built together, and the line she’d just crossed.

Mark sensed her hesitation, his fingers tracing the curve of her cheek. “Will I see you again?” he asked, his eyes searching hers.

Carlita hesitated, her heart pounding as she looked into his eyes. She knew she should say no, should end this before it went any further. But the way Mark made her feel, the way he looked at her… it was too much to resist.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

Mark smiled, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, lingering kiss. “I’ll be waiting.”

4 - SLEEPING WITH HER HUSBAND’S BOSS

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Monica's heels clicked sharply against the polished marble floor of the office lobby, each step echoing her simmering anger. She could still hear Mike’s voice in her head, the way he’d tried to justify his infidelity just last night. “It didn’t mean anything, Monica. It was just a mistake.” A mistake. Like spilling coffee on a report, not sneaking off with some intern after hours.

Her jaw tightened as she strode toward the elevator, her dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She’d dressed deliberately this morning—black, fitted, and just enough to catch Byron’s attention.

The elevator chimed softly as the doors slid open, and Monica stepped inside, her reflection staring back at her. Her body looked good. Dangerous. And she intended to use it. When the doors opened on the executive floor, she took a deep breath, her eyes locking onto Byron’s office. Mike’s boss. The man who made his life miserable. Perfect.

Byron was pacing near the window, phone in hand, when she walked in. He glanced up, his sharp features momentarily softening in surprise. “Monica,” he said, his voice smooth and low. “What brings you here?”

“I was in the neighborhood,” she lied, leaning against the doorframe with a practiced ease. “Thought I’d stop by and say hi.”

Byron’s eyes flicked over her, lingering just a moment too long on the slit in her dress. “You look… stunning.”

She smiled, letting her lips curve into something slow and knowing. “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.”

He chuckled, setting his phone down and stepping closer. “Flattery will get you everywhere. Does Mike know you’re here?”

“Mike and I… aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make it sound like a secret. She watched his eyes light up with interest. “He’s been… distracted.”

“Distracted,” Byron repeated, his tone laced with amusement. “That’s one way to put it. He’s been distracted here too. Late to meetings, sloppy work. I’ve had to pull him aside more than once.”

Monica’s smile widened. Good. “Sounds like he needs a wake-up call.”

Byron stepped even closer, his cologne wrapping around her like a promise. “And you’re here to give him one?”

She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Something like that.”

There was a beat of silence, heavy with unspoken words, and then the sound of footsteps interrupted them. Mike stood in the doorway, his face a mix of confusion and anger. “Monica? What the hell are you doing here?”

She turned to him, her expression cool. “Just catching up with your boss.”

Mike’s eyes darted between her and Byron, his jaw tightening. “We need to talk. Now.”

Monica rolled her eyes but followed him out into the hallway, her heels clicking in sharp protest. The moment they were out of earshot, Mike spun on her. “What the fuck, Monica? Are you trying to embarrass me?”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Is this about your reputation? Because I seem to remember you didn’t care much about mine when you were fucking that intern.”

His face paled. “That’s not—I told you, it was a mistake.”

“A mistake,” she repeated, her voice low and dangerous. “Funny how you only seem to care about mistakes when they’re yours.”

Mike stared at her, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Finally, he ran a hand through his hair and muttered, “I don’t have time for this.”

“Of course you don’t,” she said sweetly. “You’re probably late for your next meeting. Wouldn’t want to keep Byron waiting.”

She walked away, leaving him standing there, his fists clenched at his sides. Good. Let him stew in it.

—

That night, Monica was halfway through a glass of wine when her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen. Byron. Her stomach fluttered, a mix of anticipation and nerves. She hesitated for a moment, then answered.

“Monica,” Byron’s voice was warm, almost intimate. “I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier.”

She bit her lip, her mind racing. “Depends. What kind of conversation are we talking about?”

He chuckled softly. “The kind that doesn’t involve Mike.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “I’m listening.”

“Why don’t you come over? My place. I’ll send you the address.”

She hesitated again, her thoughts drifting to Mike. But then she remembered the way he’d looked at her earlier—like she was the one who’d done something wrong. Screw him.

“Send it,” she said, her voice firm.

—

Byron’s house was everything she’d expected—massive, opulent, and dripping with wealth.

He met her at the door, a glass of wine in hand. “You look even more beautiful in the moonlight,” he said, his eyes dark and intent.

She took the glass, her fingers brushing his. “You’re full of compliments tonight.”

“Only when they’re deserved.”

They moved to the living room, the air thick with tension. Byron sat beside her, his thigh pressing against hers. “So,” he said casually, “tell me more about this ‘distraction’ of yours.”

She took a sip of wine, her gaze steady. “Mike and I are done. He made his choice, and now I’m making mine.”

Byron’s lips curved into a smile. “And what choice is that?”

She set her glass down and turned to face him fully. “What do you think?”

Their eyes locked, and then he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was soft at first, then possessive. Monica melted into it, her hands sliding up his chest. He pulled her closer, his tongue teasing hers, and she moaned softly.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

She pulled back just enough to look at him. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her down the hall. His bedroom was as lavish as the rest of the house, the bed enormous and inviting. Byron turned her to face him, his fingers trailing down her spine as he unzipped her dress. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra and panties.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his eyes raking over her. “You’re perfect.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body as he unhooked her bra. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she arched into him as he took one into his mouth, teasing it with his tongue. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Byron’s fingers hooked into her panties, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re so fucking wet,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

“For you,” she whispered, her breath hitching as he slid a finger inside her.

He kissed her deeply, his finger moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “I want to taste you.”

Monica’s knees nearly gave out as he lowered himself to the floor, his tongue replacing his finger. She gripped the edge of the bed, her moans growing louder as he licked and sucked, pushing her closer to the edge. When she finally came, her legs trembling, he stood and kissed her again, his cock pressing against her stomach.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice shaky but determined.

She pushed him onto the bed, tugging at his belt until his pants were off. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned down to take him into her mouth. Byron groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him with her tongue.

“Fuck, Monica,” he breathed. “You’re amazing.”

She climbed on top of him, guiding his cock into her. They both moaned as she sank down, her hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. Byron’s hands gripped her waist, his eyes locked on hers. “You feel so fucking good.”

She leaned forward, her lips brushing his ear. “Make me scream.”

He flipped them over, his thrusts deep and relentless. Monica clawed at his back, her cries filling the room as he pounded into her. He reached down, his fingers finding her clit, and she came with a shout, her body trembling. Byron followed, his release hot and urgent inside her.

They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, before Byron rolled onto his side and pulled her close. “That was… incredible.”

Monica smiled, her eyes drifting shut. Mike’s boss. She’d done it. She’d gotten her revenge.

5 - MISTAKEN IDENTITY, TABOO DESIRE

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Mary’s heart skipped a beat when she spotted him standing in line at the fast-food joint. Tommy. She hadn’t expected to see him here, especially since he’d texted her earlier saying he was stuck at work. But there he was, his broad shoulders, his messy dark hair, that same hoodie she’d bought him last Christmas. She couldn’t help but smile. He looked so good, even in something as casual as this.

Without thinking, she crept up behind him, her hands sliding around his waist. She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Missed you, babe,” before giving his ass a firm, playful squeeze.

But something felt… off.

The man stiffened under her touch, and when he turned around, Mary’s stomach dropped. It wasn’t Tommy. It was Raymond. His identical twin brother. The same face, the same build, the same everything—except for the smirk that was distinctly Raymond’s.

“Well, this is a surprise,” Raymond drawled, his voice low and teasing. His dark eyes glinted with mischief as he looked her up and down. “If I’d known you were this forward, I might’ve made a move sooner.”

Mary’s face burned. “Oh my God, Raymond! I’m so sorry. I thought you were—”

“Tommy? Yeah, I get that a lot,” he interrupted, chuckling. He didn’t seem the least bit bothered. If anything, he looked amused—and maybe a little intrigued. “No harm done. Though I gotta say, you’ve got quite the grip.”

She laughed nervously, her cheeks still flaming. “Yeah, well, that’s what happens when you mistake someone for their brother.”

Raymond grinned, that same devilish grin she’d seen him flash at family gatherings, always just a little too charming for his own good. “Lucky me, then.” He glanced at the line ahead of him, then back at her. “You here alone, or is Tommy around?”

“Just me,” Mary admitted, still feeling flustered. “I was craving fries, so I figured I’d stop by.”

“Perfect,” Raymond said, his tone light but his gaze holding hers a beat too long. “Why don’t we eat together? My treat.”

Mary hesitated. It felt… strange, sitting down with Raymond. She’d known him for years, but they’d never spent time alone together. He was always just Tommy’s twin, the brother who showed up to family dinners, made a few jokes, and then disappeared. But there was something about the way he was looking at her now, something that made her stomach flutter in a way it shouldn’t.

“Sure,” she said finally, forcing a smile. “Why not?”

They found a booth by the window, the bright afternoon sun streaming in. Raymond slid into the seat across from her, his movements easy and confident. He unwrapped his burger, taking a big bite, but his eyes never left hers. “So,” he said after swallowing, “how’s my brother treating you?”

“Good,” Mary replied automatically, though the question felt loaded somehow. “He’s been busy with work, but that’s nothing new.”

Raymond nodded, his expression thoughtful. “Yeah, Tommy’s always been the responsible one. Guess that’s why he’s got a girl like you.”

Mary raised an eyebrow, unsure if he was complimenting her or taking a dig at his brother. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

“Relax,” Raymond said, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “Just saying you’re way too good for him. That’s all.”

She laughed, though it came out more nervous than she intended. “You’re such a troublemaker.”

“Guilty,” he admitted, his grin widening. “But you’ve gotta admit, life’s more fun when you’re causing a little chaos.”

Mary couldn’t help but smile at that. There was something undeniably magnetic about Raymond. Where Tommy was steady and predictable, Raymond was all edges and unpredictability. It was dangerous, but… exciting.

The conversation flowed easily after that. Raymond had a way of making her laugh, his jokes just on the edge of inappropriate but never crossing the line. By the time they finished their meal, Mary felt more relaxed than she had in weeks.

“So,” Raymond said as they tossed their trash, “what are your plans for the rest of the day?”

“Nothing, really,” Mary admitted. “Just heading home.”

Raymond’s eyes lit up. “Perfect. Why don’t you come over? I’ve got a new game I’ve been dying to try out.”

She hesitated again, that same flutter in her stomach returning. “I don’t know, Raymond…”

“Come on,” he coaxed, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “It’s just a game. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Mary bit her lip, her mind racing. This was a bad idea. A really bad idea. But the way he was looking at her, the way his voice sent shivers down her spine… she couldn’t say no.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Just for a little while.”

Raymond’s grin turned wolfish. “You won’t regret it.”

His apartment was small but cozy, filled with the kind of mismatched furniture that screamed bachelor pad. He led her to the living room, where a large TV and gaming console were set up. But the game never made it out of the box. Instead, Raymond turned to her, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name.

“Mary,” he said softly, stepping closer. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time.”

Her breath caught. “Raymond, we shouldn’t—”

But he didn’t let her finish. His lips were on hers before she could protest, his kiss warm and insistent. For a moment, she froze, every rational thought screaming at her to stop. But then she kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair as the world outside faded away.

This is wrong. This is so wrong.

But it didn’t feel wrong. It felt electric, like every nerve in her body was on fire. Raymond’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. When he finally broke away, they were both breathing heavily.

“Mary,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me you want this.”

She should say no. She should walk out the door and never look back. But she didn’t. Instead, she nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes.”

Raymond didn’t need to be told twice. He took her hand, leading her to the bedroom. The air between them was charged with anticipation as he began to undress, his movements deliberate. When he finally stood before her, completely naked, Mary’s breath hitched. He was… so sexy. His body was lean and muscular, his cock already hard and thick, curving slightly upward. She wondered how she’d never noticed just how different he was from Tommy.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice a low rumble.

Mary’s hands trembled as she stripped off her clothes, feeling exposed but oddly free. Raymond’s eyes raked over her, his gaze hot enough to make her skin flush. He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against her cheek before trailing down her neck, over her collarbone, and finally cupping her breast. She gasped as he teased her nipple, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through her.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured before capturing her lips in another searing kiss. His hands explored her body, mapping every curve and dip, leaving her weak in the knees. When he finally pulled away, he dropped to his knees before her, his hands gripping her hips. “I want to taste you.”

Mary’s legs nearly gave out as his mouth found her core, his tongue lapping at her folds with fervor. She moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked her into a frenzy. It wasn’t long before she was coming undone, her cries echoing through the room.

Raymond stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn,” he said, guiding her to the bed. He lay back, his cock standing proudly against his abdomen. “Suck me.”

Mary obeyed without hesitation, her lips wrapping around the tip of his cock. She took him deeper, savoring the salty tang of him, her tongue swirling around his length. Raymond groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she deepthroated him.

“Fuck, Mary,” he hissed, his hands gripping the sheets. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

She smiled around him, her pace quickening as she brought him closer and closer to the edge. But Raymond had other plans. He pulled her up, flipping her onto her back. “I want to be inside you,” he said, his voice trembling with need.

Mary spread her legs, her heart racing as he positioned himself at her entrance. “Yes,” she whispered, her eyes locked on his.

Raymond thrust into her, filling her completely. Mary gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. When he finally came, burying himself deep inside her, she shattered, her cries mingling with his.

Finally, Raymond pulled away, leaving them both gasping for breath. Mary snuggled up next to him, her mind spinning with confusion. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. She’d crossed a boundary, and she couldn’t go back. But the truth was, she didn’t want to stop. She wanted more.

“Tommy can’t find out about this,” Mary whispered, her fingers tangling in Raymond’s hair.

“I know,” he agreed, his voice full of concern. “We can’t tell anyone.”

Mary gave Tommy a kiss. She was in too deep, and she couldn’t turn back now. She couldn’t wait for their next steamy encounter.

6 - A BLOSSOMING AFFAIR

MF / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The garden was Opal’s sanctuary, a place where she could lose herself in the rhythm of nature. Her hands moved deftly through the soil, planting seeds and pruning leaves with a practiced ease. The scent of blooming flowers surrounded her, a fragrant reminder of the life she nurtured. But as much as she loved her garden, it couldn’t fill the void that had been growing inside her for months.

Paul, her husband, was a good man—hardworking, loyal, and kind. But his devotion to his job had become all-consuming. He left early in the morning, often before the sun had risen, and returned late at night, his face drawn with exhaustion. Dinner was usually a silent affair, their conversation limited to polite exchanges about work and the occasional comment about the weather. Opal had tried to bridge the gap between them, but Paul’s mind always seemed elsewhere, preoccupied with meetings, deadlines, and promotions.

It wasn’t always like this, she thought wistfully as she clipped a stray branch from her rose bush. They used to laugh together, share dreams and secrets, and find joy in the simplest moments. But those days felt like a distant memory, buried under the weight of Paul’s ambition and Opal’s growing loneliness.

—

One evening, after another quiet dinner, Opal retreated to her study. She opened her laptop and navigated to her favorite gardening forum. It had become her escape, a place where she could connect with people who shared her passion. She scrolled through the posts, lingering on a thread about growing roses in different climates. That’s when she noticed a comment from Gary, a user who always had thoughtful advice and a deep love for roses.

His words caught her attention, and before she knew it, she was typing a response. They traded tips and stories, their messages growing longer and more personal with each exchange. It started with innocent discussions about soil pH and pruning techniques, but soon, they were sharing more—about their lives, their struggles, their dreams.

Gary was single, a landscaper who had turned his hobby into a career. He spoke with an honesty that Opal found refreshing, his words tinged with a warmth that made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t in years. One night, after a particularly draining day spent mostly ignored by Paul, Opal found herself opening up to Gary in a way she hadn’t expected.

I feel like I’m invisible sometimes, she typed, her fingers trembling slightly. Paul is so wrapped up in his work that he doesn’t even notice me anymore. I don’t know what to do.

Gary’s response came quickly. That must be really hard. You deserve to feel appreciated, Opal. You’re an amazing woman, and anyone would be lucky to have you in their life.

The words were simple, but they struck a chord deep within her. For the first time in months, she felt a spark of something—validation, connection, maybe even longing. Their messages grew more frequent, their conversations shifting from gardening to life, love, and the complexities of relationships.

It wasn’t long before Gary suggested they meet in person. I’d love to see you face to face, he wrote. I feel like we have something special, and I don’t want to let that slip away.

Opal hesitated. She knew what meeting him would mean, the line she would be crossing. But the loneliness had become unbearable, and the thought of being with someone who truly saw her was intoxicating. After days of agonizing over the decision, she finally replied. Okay. I’ll meet you.

—

Gary flew into town the following week, booking a room at a boutique hotel on the outskirts of the city. Opal told Paul she was spending the day with a friend, her heart pounding as she lied to him for the first time. She dressed carefully, choosing a floral dress that hugged her curves subtly, and drove to the hotel, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly.

When she arrived, Gary was waiting for her in the lobby. He looked even better in person—tall and rugged, with a smile that made her stomach flutter. They exchanged polite greetings, but the tension between them was palpable. They didn’t linger in the lobby for long. Gary guided her to his room, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

The moment the door clicked shut behind them, the air seemed to shift. Gary turned to her, his eyes searching hers. “I’ve been dreaming about this moment,” he said, his voice low and husky.

Opal’s breath caught in her throat. “Me too,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

He cupped her face in his hands, his touch sending a shiver down her spine. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was tender yet electric. Opal melted into him, her arms wrapping around his neck as the kiss deepened. It was everything she had been missing—passion, connection, desire.

Gary’s hands moved to the straps of her dress, sliding them down her shoulders as he trailed kisses along her collarbone. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her lace underwear.

He stepped back for a moment, his gaze drinking her in. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured.

Opal felt a flush of heat spread through her body as Gary pulled off his shirt, revealing a toned chest that made her mouth water. He unbuttoned his jeans, and when they dropped to the floor, Opal’s eyes widened at the sight of his erection, thick and straining against his boxers. He stripped them off, and she let out a soft gasp.

Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees, her hands resting on his thighs as she took him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she moved her lips and tongue with a skill she hadn’t realized she possessed. The taste of him, the feel of him, was intoxicating, and she lost herself in the act, her guilt momentarily forgotten.

“Opal,” Gary moaned, his voice rough with need. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around him, and felt a thrill of power at the way he was looking at her—like she was the most intoxicating thing he had ever experienced. He pulled her to her feet, kissing her deeply as he guided her to the bed.

She lay back, her legs parting instinctively as he positioned himself between them. His mouth found her core, and Opal let out a cry of pleasure as he began to worship her with his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming, her body arching against him as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she grabbed his shoulders, pulling him up to kiss her again. “I need you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with desire.

Gary didn’t need to be told twice. He lined himself up with her entrance, his eyes locking with hers as he pushed inside. Opal gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. They moved together in a rhythm that felt almost primal, their bodies fitting together as if they were made for each other.

The bed creaked beneath them, their moans and gasps filling the room. Gary’s hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve as he thrust into her harder and faster. Opal wrapped her legs around him, urging him on as the pleasure built to a crescendo.

“Turn over,” Gary growled, his voice thick with lust.

Opal obeyed, getting onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her with abandon. The impact of his body against hers sent shockwaves of pleasure through her, and when he slapped her ass, she let out a cry that was equal parts surprise and ecstasy.

“Gary, I’m—” she started, but her words were cut off as her climax hit her like a tidal wave. She screamed his name, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Gary wasn’t far behind. With a few final thrusts, he came inside her, his groan of release mingling with her cries. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath.

Opal lay there, her head resting on Gary’s chest, her mind reeling. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she felt was an overwhelming sense of rightness. This was where she was meant to be—with someone who saw her, who desired her, who made her feel alive.

“Opal,” Gary said after a long silence, his voice soft. “I don’t want this to be just one night.”

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “Neither do I. I… I think I want to leave Paul.”

Gary’s eyes lit up, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Then let’s make it happen. I’ll move here, and we’ll be together.”

Opal couldn’t believe what she was talking about doing, but it felt so right. A life with Gary was what she wanted—a life of excitement, passion, and above all, true love.

7 - A MAN WHO APPRECIATES CURVES

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Ella stared at her phone screen, her thumb hovering over the notification. A message. From Ken. Him again. She’d seen his name pop up a few times over the past week—polite comments on her posts, a like here and there. But this… this was different. Her pulse quickened as she read the words: “You’re stunning. I mean it. Curvy women are my weakness.”

She blinked, her cheeks flushing. It wasn’t the first time someone had complimented her, but it was the first time it felt… real. Not some half-hearted “You’re pretty for a bigger girl” or “You’d be so hot if you lost weight.” Ken’s words felt like a warm hand cupping her chin, lifting her gaze to meet his.

But then, from the other room, Chuck’s voice cut through the moment like a knife. “Ella! Get your fat ass in here! I’m starving!” His tone was sharp, edged with irritation, and it made her stomach twist.

She glanced down at herself—her soft belly, her full thighs, the way her curves spilled over the edge of her jeans. She hated the way he made her feel, like she was too much and not enough all at once.

Her thumb hovered over the screen again. Should I reply? She felt guilty, of course she did. She was married. But the way Ken’s message had made her feel… it was intoxicating. And Chuck’s words “fat ass” echoed in her mind, stinging like a slap. Before she could second-guess herself, her fingers moved. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

The response came almost immediately. “You’re welcome. Can I take you out to dinner? I’d love to treat you.”

Ella’s breath caught. Dinner. With another man. This was crossing a line she’d never crossed before. But then Chuck called out again, louder this time, and something inside her snapped. “Okay,” she typed quickly, her heart pounding. “Where?”

—

The restaurant was cozy, with soft lighting and the faint hum of conversation filling the air. Ella felt out of place as she sat across from Ken, her hands fidgeting in her lap. He was… breathtaking. Tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw that looked like it belonged on a magazine cover. And the way he looked at her—his hazel eyes sweeping over her curves with obvious appreciation—made her feel like she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

“I took the liberty of ordering for us,” Ken said, his voice smooth and confident. “I hope that’s okay.”

Ella nodded, though her stomach clenched with nerves. She wasn’t used to men taking charge like this, especially not with food. When the server arrived with a plate piled high with pasta, bread, and a side of fries, her cheeks burned.

“This is… a lot,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ken chuckled, a low, warm sound that made her shiver. “You deserve to indulge,” he said, leaning forward slightly. “I want to see you enjoy yourself.”

Hesitantly, she picked up her fork, but Ken stopped her with a gentle hand on her wrist. “Let me,” he murmured, scooping up a bite of pasta and holding it out to her.

Her lips parted, and he fed her, his gaze never leaving hers. The flavor exploded in her mouth—creamy, rich, decadent. “Good?” he asked, his voice tinged with amusement.

She nodded, swallowing hard. “It’s amazing.”

The meal went on like that, Ken feeding her bite after bite, his eyes darkening with something she couldn’t quite place. By the time the dessert arrived—a slice of chocolate cake so rich it made her head spin—Ella felt lightheaded, her body humming with a strange, unfamiliar warmth.

“I don’t usually… I mean, I shouldn’t be eating like this,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

Ken reached across the table, his fingers brushing against hers. “Why not? You’re beautiful. And I love a woman who isn’t afraid to enjoy herself.”

His words sent a rush of heat through her, and she bit her lip, her heart pounding. “Thank you,” she whispered.

When he suggested they go back to his place for a drink, Ella hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She knew this was dangerous, that she was playing with fire. But the way Ken looked at her, the way he made her feel… it was worth the risk.

—

The apartment was sleek and modern, all clean lines and soft lighting. Ella barely had time to take in her surroundings before Ken’s lips were on hers, his kiss hungry and possessive. She gasped into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he backed her against the wall.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her lips, his hands roaming over her curves. “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

She moaned softly as he cupped her breasts through her shirt, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her knees weak. “Ken,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

He didn’t waste any time, tugging her shirt over her head and exposing her lace bra. Her cheeks burned as he stared at her, his gaze raking over her full breasts and soft belly. “Perfect,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip her hips.

Ella’s breath hitched as he unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, her heart pounding in her chest. She expected him to say something, to comment on her size, but instead, he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

“Ken,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Let me taste you,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

She gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. He licked and teased her, his fingers sliding inside her as she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. “I could eat you all night.”

Ella’s back arched as he sucked on her clit, her body trembling on the edge of release. But just as she was about to cum, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

“Ken, please,” she begged, her voice shaking.

He smirked, standing and stripping off his clothes to reveal his muscular body and hard cock. “Not yet,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “I want to feel you.”

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bed and laying her down before climbing over her. Her breath caught as he pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, thrusting into her with a single, deep stroke.

Ella cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to fuck her, his pace hard and relentless. He grabbed her hips, pulling her closer as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her in all the right places.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands roaming over her body. “I want to see you cum.”

She didn’t have a choice. The pleasure built inside her, overwhelming and intense, until she was screaming his name, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

But Ken wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her ass as he pressed his cock against her tight hole.

“Ken,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, pushing inside her slowly. “You can take it.”

She moaned as he filled her, her body adjusting to his size. He started to move, his pace slow and deliberate as he fucked her ass, his hands gripping her hips.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure.

Ella’s hands clenched the sheets as he picked up the pace, slamming into her with a force that made her see stars. She could feel another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Cum for me,” Ken commanded, his voice rough and urgent.

She screamed as she came, her body convulsing around his cock. He pounded into her a few more times before groaning, his cum filling her as he collapsed on top of her.

They lay there, breathless and tangled together, their bodies slick with sweat. Ken brushed a strand of hair from her face, his gaze warm and tender.

“Next time,” he whispered, his voice low and promising.

Ella’s heart fluttered, her body still humming with pleasure. Next time. The words echoed in her mind, filling her with a sense of anticipation.

But then, Ken’s voice broke through her thoughts, pulling her back to the present.

“So, when can I see you again?” he asked, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.

Ella hesitated for only a moment before answering, her voice soft but firm. “Soon.”

Ken smiled, his lips brushing against her skin in a gentle kiss. “Good.”

8 - WOMEN DO IT BETTER

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / First Time / Kissing / Oral / Masturbation / Scissoring

Kennedy's heart pounded in her chest as she stared at the text messages on her phone, each one more damning than the last. Her boyfriend, the man she thought she could trust, was flirting with another woman, exchanging promises of late-night rendezvous and whispered secrets. The betrayal stung like a thousand bees, each word a barb that lodged deep in her heart.

She wanted to scream, to throw her phone across the room, but instead, she sat there, numb, staring at the cold, unfeeling screen. Men could be so disloyal, chasing after any piece of ass who would have them. Kennedy was tired of being cheated on and betrayed.

The doorbell rang, jarring her from her trance. Kennedy blinked, her vision blurring with unshed tears. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and hurried to the door, not bothering to check who it was. Jade stood there, her flannel shirt rumpled and her jeans hanging low on her hips. Jade always had that effortless, tomboyish charm, the kind that made you feel instantly at ease. Jade was an amazing friend, always there to comfort Kennedy when she had problems with Justin. But today, even Jade’s presence couldn’t dissolve the heavy cloud of despair that hung over Kennedy.

"Hey," Jade said softly, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. "What’s up? You sounded really upset on the phone."

Kennedy closed the door behind her friend and leaned against it, letting out a long breath. "It’s Justin. He’s cheating on me."

Jade’s eyes narrowed, and she clenched her fists at her sides. "That asshole. Do you want me to—"

"No," Kennedy interrupted, holding up a hand. "I don’t need you to beat him up or anything. I just… I don’t know what to do, Jade. I thought he loved me. I thought we had something real."

Jade crossed the room and wrapped her arms around Kennedy in a tight hug. "You deserve better, Kennedy. You know that, right?"

Kennedy nodded against Jade’s shoulder, inhaling the familiar scent of her friend’s shampoo. "Yeah, I guess. It’s just… men are so complicated. They lie, they cheat… I mean, why can’t they just be honest?"

Jade pulled back slightly, searching Kennedy’s face. "Maybe it’s because they’re afraid. Afraid of being vulnerable, of showing their true selves. Or maybe… maybe you should try dating women."

"Like you? You make it look so easy,” Kennedy laughed bitterly. Jade was a proud lesbian, wearing her sexuality on her sleeve like a badge of honor.

Jade shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’d take a woman to a man, any day. A woman knows what a woman wants.”

Kennedy looked at her friend, really looked at her for the first time in a long while. Jade’s eyes were warm and inviting, her touch comforting. There was an undeniable chemistry between them, one that had always been there, simmering just below the surface.

"Do you think… maybe I could?" Kennedy asked hesitantly.

Jade’s smile widened, and she leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Only one way to find out."

Before Kennedy could react, Jade’s lips met hers in a soft, tentative kiss. It was gentle at first, a simple press of flesh against flesh, but then Jade’s tongue slipped between Kennedy’s parted lips, seeking entrance. Kennedy moaned softly, her body trembling with anticipation. She had never kissed a woman before, never felt this electric spark of desire, but it was intoxicating, overwhelming.

Jade pulled back, her eyes dark with desire. "Was that okay?" she asked, breathless.

Kennedy nodded quickly, her cheeks flushed with arousal. "More than okay."

With a knowing smile, Jade took Kennedy’s hand and led her down the hallway to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the shades drawn to keep out the afternoon sun. Jade closed the door behind them and turned to face Kennedy, her gaze intense.

"Take off your clothes," Jade commanded softly, her voice husky with lust.

Kennedy obeyed without hesitation, her fingers trembling as she unbuttoned her blouse. She let it fall to the floor, followed by her bra, which exposed her ample breasts. Jade’s breath hitched at the sight, and she reached out to cup one of Kennedy’s breasts in her hand, squeezing gently. Kennedy gasped, her nipple hardening under Jade’s touch.

"So beautiful," Jade murmured, leaning in to capture Kennedy’s nipple between her teeth. She sucked gently, rolling the nub with her tongue, eliciting a moan from Kennedy.

Kennedy’s hands found their way to Jade’s shirt, tugging it over her head to reveal her flat chest and toned abs. Jade’s nipples were erect, and Kennedy couldn’t resist brushing her fingers against them. Jade shivered at the contact, her grip on Kennedy’s breast tightening.

"Your turn," Kennedy whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Jade grinned, reaching down to unzip her jeans. She pushed them down along with her underwear, kicking them aside to stand completely naked before Kennedy. The sight of her friend’s body, so different yet equally enticing, sent a rush of blood to Kennedy’s core. She knelt before Jade, her eyes fixed on the soft, pink folds of her pussy.

"Can I taste you?" Kennedy asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade nodded, her breath catching in her throat. "Please."

Kennedy leaned in, her tongue darting out to tease Jade’s clit. Jade whimpered, her hands coming to rest on Kennedy’s head, fingers tangling in her hair. Kennedy licked slowly, savoring the taste of her friend’s arousal. She explored every fold, every crevice, her tongue working in slow, deliberate strokes.

"Oh God, Kennedy," Jade groaned, her hips bucking against Kennedy’s mouth. "That feels so good."

Kennedy continued to lick Jade, her own arousal growing with each passing moment. She wanted to give Jade pleasure, to show her how much she appreciated her friendship and support. But more than that, she wanted to explore this newfound desire, to discover what it meant to touch and be touched by another woman.

As Jade’s moans grew louder, Kennedy’s hand slid between her own legs, her fingers pressing against her wetness. She imagined Jade’s tongue exploring her own pussy, her own clit, and the thought sent a shiver down her spine.

"Let’s move to the bed," Jade panted, pulling away from Kennedy’s lips.

Kennedy nodded, standing and following Jade to the bed. They climbed onto it, positioning themselves on their sides facing each other. Kennedy’s hand found Jade’s hip, guiding her closer. Their bodies pressed together, their pussies grinding against each other’s in a slow, tantalizing rhythm.

"Scissor me," Jade breathed, her eyes locked on Kennedy’s.

Kennedy complied, shifting her leg over Jade’s thigh and aligning their hips perfectly. Their pussies rubbed together, the friction sending waves of pleasure through both women. Kennedy closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

"Fuck, Jade," Kennedy moaned, her hips rolling instinctively. "This feels incredible."

Jade smiled, her hand reaching down to stroke Kennedy’s clit in sync with their movements. "I knew you’d love it."

Kennedy’s orgasm built quickly, her body tensing with the impending release. Jade’s skilled fingers and the perfect pressure of their bodies together pushed her over the edge. She cried out, her hips jerking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Jade followed soon after, her own climax washing over her as she bit her lip to stifle a scream. They lay there, panting and sweaty, their bodies still entwined. Kennedy’s heart raced, not just from the physical exertion, but from the realization that had dawned on her in that moment.

"Jade," Kennedy whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. "I think… I think I like women."

"Welcome to the club, babe," Jade chuckled, kissing Kennedy gently on the lips. “So, we’ll be doing this again?” she asked.

“Yep, you were right, Jade,” Kennedy agreed. “Women do it better.”

9 - FORBIDDEN PASSION AT THE PARTY

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The party was in full swing, the bass from the speakers thumping through the walls and into Kelcie’s chest. She leaned against the kitchen counter, a half-empty cup of something fruity and strong in her hand. The room was packed with people laughing, dancing, and shouting over the music, but she felt oddly detached, like she was watching it all through a foggy window.

It had been three months since Joe left for basic training, and the loneliness had settled into her bones like a heavy weight. She missed him—his laugh, his touch, the way he’d pull her close and whisper in her ear. But tonight, the ache felt sharper, more insistent.

Her eyes wandered across the room, and that’s when she saw him. Luke. Joe’s older brother. He was leaning against the wall, a beer in one hand, his other tucked into the pocket of his jeans. He looked so much like Joe—the same broad shoulders, the same easy smile—but there was something different about him. Something more intense. His eyes met hers, and for a moment, she felt like he could see right through her. She looked away quickly, her cheeks warming.

A few minutes later, he was standing beside her, his presence filling the space between them. “Hey, Kelcie,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “How’ve you been?”

She forced a smile, though her heart was suddenly racing. “Hey, Luke. I’m… okay. Just missing Joe, you know?”

He nodded, his expression softening. “Yeah, I get it. He’s my brother, but he’s your… well, everything, right?”

Kelcie’s throat tightened. “Yeah. Everything.”

Luke reached for the bottle of vodka on the counter and poured a splash into her cup. “Here. You look like you could use a refill.”

She laughed softly, though it felt hollow. “Thanks.”

They stood there for a while, talking about Joe—how he was doing, when he’d be back, how much they both missed him. But as the conversation went on, Kelcie couldn’t shake the feeling that Luke was watching her a little too closely, his gaze lingering on her lips, her neck, the curve of her waist. And when he leaned in to say something, his breath warm against her ear, she felt a shiver run down her spine.

“You know,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, “you don’t have to be lonely tonight.”

Kelcie’s heart skipped a beat. She knew what he was suggesting, and she knew she should say no. But the way he was looking at her—like he wanted her, like he needed her—made it hard to think straight. She took a sip of her drink, her hand trembling slightly. “Luke, I…”

He didn’t let her finish. “Come on, Kelcie. Just come back to my place. We’ll talk. Or… whatever.”

She hesitated, her mind racing. This was wrong. So wrong. But the thought of going home alone, of spending another night in her empty bed, was unbearable. And Luke… he was here. He was warm, and solid, and so much like Joe. Before she could stop herself, she nodded. “Okay.”

The walk to his apartment was a blur. The night air was cool against her skin, but she barely noticed. Her heart was pounding, her thoughts a jumbled mess of guilt and desire. When they reached his door, he unlocked it and stepped inside, holding it open for her. She followed him in, her stomach twisting with nerves.

The apartment was small but tidy, the faint scent of cologne lingering in the air. Luke turned to her, his eyes dark and intense. “You sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough.

Kelcie swallowed hard. She wasn’t sure. Not at all. But she nodded anyway, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

He closed the distance between them in an instant, his hands cupping her face as he kissed her. It was nothing like the way Joe kissed her—gentle, sweet, familiar. This was raw and hungry, his lips claiming hers with a desperation that made her knees weak. She kissed him back, her hands tangling in his hair, her body pressing against his.

He broke the kiss long enough to pull her shirt over her head, his eyes raking over her body. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his hands sliding down to her waist.

He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, and she gasped as his mouth found her breast, his tongue teasing her nipple until it hardened.

Kelcie’s head was spinning, her body on fire. She knew she should stop this, should push him away and run out the door. But the way he was touching her, the way he was looking at her… it was too much. She wanted him. Needed him.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands never leaving her body. He undressed her slowly, his lips trailing kisses down her stomach, her hips, her thighs. When he finally stood, she could see the bulge in his jeans, and her breath caught in her throat. He unbuttoned them, pulling them down along with his boxers, and her eyes widened. He was huge.

Luke smirked, clearly enjoying her reaction. “Like what you see?”

She didn’t answer, her mouth suddenly dry. Instead, she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around his shaft. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her own arousal building with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he pulled her to her feet and laid her down on the bed. He kissed her deeply, his hands exploring every inch of her body. He slid a finger inside her, then two, his thumb circling her clit until she was writhing beneath him. “Please,” she begged, her voice shaking. “I need you.”

He didn’t make her wait. He positioned himself between her legs, his eyes locked on hers as he pushed inside her. She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He started slow, his movements deliberate, but it wasn’t long before he was thrusting into her with a desperate urgency. Kelcie wrapped her legs around his waist, her body arching to meet his. It was wrong. So wrong. But it felt so good.

“Fuck, Kelcie,” he groaned, his voice strained. “You feel amazing.”

She couldn’t speak, her mind consumed by the pleasure coursing through her. He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up as he entered her from behind. She cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, each thrust sending her closer to the edge. When she finally came, it was with a scream, her body trembling with the force of it. He followed soon after, his release filling her as he collapsed onto the bed beside her.

They lay there in silence, their breathing ragged, their bodies still tangled together. Kelcie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, pleasure, shame, desire. She turned to look at Luke, her voice barely a whisper. “Joe can’t find out.”

He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “He won’t. I promise.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling over her. She knew this was a mistake. But as she lay there, her body still humming with satisfaction, she couldn’t help but wonder if it was a mistake she’d make again.

10 - CLOGGED PIPES AND HIDDEN DESIRES

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Fingering / Handjob / PIV Sex

The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden glow over the backyard where the family barbeque was in full swing. Laughter and the sizzle of meat on the grill mingled in the air, and Marilyn sat on the edge of the party, nursing a glass of iced tea.

Her eyes lingered on Brett, who was flipping burgers with an ease that made it clear he’d done this a thousand times before. His t-shirt hugged his broad shoulders, and his jeans hung low on his hips, a casual confidence radiating from him. Damn, he’s sexy, she thought, then immediately chided herself. He wasn’t hers to admire. He was Caitlyn’s now.

Marilyn’s younger sister was beaming, her arm looped through Brett’s as she chatted animatedly with their mom. Caitlyn had always been the golden child—effortlessly charming, effortlessly beautiful. Marilyn had spent years telling herself she didn’t care, that she was happy living in her sister’s shadow.

But seeing Brett with Caitlyn stirred something deep inside her, a jealousy she hadn’t expected. He used to be mine, she thought bitterly, sipping her tea. Not in the romantic sense, but they’d been inseparable growing up. Brett had been her best friend, her confidant, the one person who always seemed to understand her.

Brett caught her eye from across the yard and flashed her a grin, the same boyish smile that had always made her heart skip a beat. She quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing. Stop it, she told herself. He’s with Caitlyn now. You’re being ridiculous.

But Brett wasn’t letting her off that easily. He sauntered over, his gait relaxed, and leaned against the table beside her. “Hey, Mar,” he said, his voice warm. “You look deep in thought over here. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” she said too quickly, forcing a smile. “Just enjoying the party.”

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it. “You sure? You’ve been quiet all afternoon.”

She shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just tired, I guess.”

Brett chuckled, and the sound sent a shiver down her spine. “You? Tired? That’s a first. You’re usually the life of the party.”

Marilyn forced a laugh, but it came out hollow. “Guess I’m getting old.”

“Nah,” he said, leaning in closer. “You’re still the same Mar I’ve always known.”

His proximity was intoxicating, and she could smell the faint scent of his cologne mixed with the tang of barbecue. She wanted to lean into him, to close the distance between them, but she forced herself to stay still. He’s not yours, she reminded herself. He’s Caitlyn’s.

But Brett didn’t seem to get the memo. He kept standing there, his eyes searching hers, and she felt like he could see right through her—like he knew exactly what she was thinking. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, almost intimate tone, “I’ve missed this. Just us hanging out. It’s been a while.”

Marilyn’s heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” she said softly. “It has.”

There was a moment of silence, thick with unspoken words, and then Caitlyn called Brett’s name from across the yard. He straightened, the spell broken, and gave Marilyn one last lingering look before heading back to her sister. Marilyn watched him go, her heart pounding in her chest. What the hell was that? she wondered, her mind racing. Was he… flirting with me?

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Marilyn tried to focus on the conversation around her, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Brett. The way he’d looked at her, the way he’d leaned in… it had felt… intentional. No, she told herself. You’re imagining things. He’s with Caitlyn. You’re just jealous.

But no matter how many times she repeated it, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted between them.

—

Later that night, after the party had wound down and everyone had gone home, Marilyn found herself alone in her house, her mind still reeling. She wandered into the bathroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes slightly glazed. What is wrong with you? she thought. You’re acting like a teenager with a crush.

But the truth was, she couldn’t stop thinking about Brett. About what it would feel like to be with him, to have his hands on her, his lips on hers. The thought sent a shiver of desire through her, and she quickly pushed it away. Stop it. He’s with Caitlyn. You can’t do this.

But the more she tried to suppress the thought, the more it took root in her mind. What if? she wondered. What if he feels the same way?

Before she could talk herself out of it, she grabbed her phone and typed out a text to Brett: ”Hey, the drain in my bathroom is clogged. Can you come over and help me fix it?”

Her heart was pounding as she hit send. It was a flimsy excuse, and she knew it, but she needed to see him. Needed to know if what she’d felt earlier was real.

Brett’s reply came almost instantly: “Sure. Be there in 10.”

Marilyn sank onto the edge of the bathtub, her legs suddenly weak. What are you doing? she thought, but there was no turning back now.

When Brett arrived, he got to work on the drain immediately, his strong hands making quick work of the clog. Marilyn stood in the doorway, watching him, her pulse racing.

He glanced up at her, his expression unreadable. “So,” he said, his voice casual, “this was the big emergency?”

She shifted uncomfortably, her stomach twisting with nerves. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thanks for coming over.”

Brett straightened, wiping his hands on a towel, and turned to face her. “You could’ve called a plumber, you know.”

Marilyn’s heart was pounding so hard she was sure he could hear it. “I know,” she said. “But… I wanted you to come.”

There was a beat of silence, and then Brett took a step toward her, his eyes searching hers. “Why?”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Because… because I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About us.”

Brett’s expression softened, and he reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Mar,” he said, his voice low, “you know this is wrong, right?”

“I know,” she whispered, her heart aching. “But it doesn’t feel wrong.”

And then, before she could second-guess herself, she stepped forward, closing the distance between them, and pressed her lips to his. Brett froze for a moment, and then he was kissing her back, his hands tangling in her hair, his body pressing against hers. It was electric, every nerve in her body alight with desire, and for the first time in years, Marilyn felt alive.

Brett pulled away, his breath ragged, his eyes dark with want. “Mar,” he said, his voice rough, “if we do this… there’s no going back.”

”I don’t want to go back,” she whispered, her hands trembling as they reached for the hem of her shirt.

She pulled it over her head, revealing the soft curves of her body, and Brett’s breath hitched. She unbuttoned her jeans and let them fall to the floor, standing before him in nothing but her lace bra and panties.

Brett’s eyes raked over her, and then he was on her, his hands everywhere, his lips hungry against hers. He fumbled with the clasp of her bra, and when it finally came undone, he groaned, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Marilyn gasped, her head falling back as pleasure shot through her.

Brett’s hands moved lower, tracing the curve of her hips, and then he was sliding her panties down, his fingers brushing against the wet heat between her legs. Marilyn moaned, her body trembling with need, and Brett kissed her again, deep and bruising.

“Brett,” she gasped, her hands fumbling with the button of his jeans. She got them open and slid his boxers down, her breath catching at the sight of his hard cock. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Mar,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips, “I need you.”

She nodded, her body aching for him, and he lifted her, carrying her to the bedroom. He laid her down gently on the bed, his eyes never leaving hers, and then he was on top of her, his body pressing into hers. Marilyn wrapped her legs around him, her heart pounding in her chest, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

They moved together, their bodies in perfect sync, and Marilyn lost herself in the rhythm, in the feel of him inside her. It was everything she’d imagined and more, and when she came, her body shaking with pleasure, she cried out his name.

Brett followed soon after, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her, his cum filling her. He collapsed on top of her, their hearts beating in unison, and Marilyn ran her fingers through his hair, a sense of contentment settling over her.

But as the haze of pleasure began to fade, the guilt crept in. What have I done? she thought, her chest tightening. I just slept with my sister’s boyfriend.

Brett seemed to sense her turmoil and pulled her closer, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Hey,” he said softly, “it’s going to be okay. We’ll figure this out.”

Marilyn nodded, but the guilt was still there, gnawing at her. “We can’t tell Caitlyn,” she whispered. “She’d never forgive me.”

But as Brett’s fingers traced a pattern on her sensitive skin, Marilyn knew she didn’t regret it. She’d wanted this, and she wanted more.

11 - A STEAMY TRYST IN THE CABIN

MF / Cheating / Taboo / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Hanna stood in the middle of the cabin, her curvy frame silhouetted against the soft glow of the afternoon light filtering through the windows. The rustic retreat felt quiet, secluded, and intimate, the kind of place where secrets could easily be buried beneath the sound of rustling leaves. She was unpacking her clothes, her hands lingering on the soft fabrics as she folded them neatly into the dresser. The scent of cedarwood filled the air, mingling with the faint musk of sweat from the hike they’d taken earlier.

Nick leaned against the doorframe, his eyes tracing the outline of her body. He’d always found her magnetic, her confidence in her curves something he couldn’t ignore. His brother, Sam, was out for a walk, leaving the two of them alone—a rare opportunity.

“Need any help with that?” Nick asked, his voice low and smooth, a hint of mischief lingering in his tone.

Hanna glanced over her shoulder, catching his gaze. She felt a flicker of something—arousal, curiosity—but quickly pushed it aside. “I’m fine, thanks,” she replied, her voice steady though her heart had begun to race.

Nick stepped closer, his presence filling the room. He reached for a sweater she’d left on the bed, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed it to her. “You sure? I don’t mind.”

Their eyes locked, and for a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them grew thick, charged with an unspoken tension. Hanna’s breath hitched as she took the sweater from him, her fingers trembling slightly.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nick didn’t step back. Instead, he tilted his head, his gaze drifting down to her lips. “You know, Hanna, I’ve always admired you. The way you carry yourself, the way you own your body… it’s…” He trailed off, as if searching for the right words.

“It’s what?” Hanna asked, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the heat of his body, the way he seemed to pull her in without even touching her.

“It’s intoxicating,” he said finally, his voice husky.

Before she could respond, the door creaked open, and Sam walked in, his face flushed from the hike. “Hey, you two,” he said, oblivious to the tension. “Ready for some lunch?”

Hanna quickly turned away, her cheeks burning. “Yeah, of course,” she said, forcing a smile.

Nick stepped back, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before he turned to his brother. “Sounds good,” he said, his voice casual, though his eyes betrayed the desire simmering beneath the surface.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of activity—hiking through the woods, stretching by the lake, and laughing over dinner. But Hanna couldn’t shake the feeling that had settled in her chest, the way her body seemed to hum whenever Nick was near.

Later that evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Sam announced he was going on a late-night nature walk. “You two coming?” he asked, pulling on his jacket.

Hanna hesitated, her eyes flickering to Nick. “I think I’ll stay behind,” she said, her voice soft.

“Me too,” Nick added, his gaze steady.

Sam shrugged. “Suit yourselves. Don’t wait up.”

As the door closed behind him, the cabin fell into silence. Hanna sat on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. She could feel Nick’s eyes on her, the weight of his stare making her skin prickle with anticipation.

He crossed the room, sitting down beside her. “Hanna,” he began, his voice low and intimate. “I need to tell you something.”

She turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest. “What is it?”

Nick reached out, his hand brushing against hers. “I’ve always had feelings for you. Ever since the first time I saw you, I’ve been drawn to you. Your curves, your confidence… you’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Hanna’s breath caught in her throat. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but the heat of his touch made her weak. “Nick, we can’t…”

“But we can,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “Just this once. Let me show you how much I want you.”

Their lips met in a searing kiss, the heat between them igniting instantly. Hanna’s hands tangled in his hair as Nick deepened the kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth with a desperation that made her ache. She could feel his hands roaming her body, caressing her curves as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

Nick pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his breath ragged. “Let me worship you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Hanna nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. Nick stood, pulling her to her feet as he began to undress her. His fingers moved slowly, deliberately, as if savoring every inch of her skin. He slipped her shirt over her head, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her full breasts, the soft curve of her stomach.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, trailing a path of fire down to her collarbone. Hanna arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders as he kissed her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples until they hardened beneath his touch.

Nick sank to his knees, his hands sliding down her hips as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her pants. He pulled them down, leaving her exposed to him. His breath was hot against her inner thighs as he spread her legs, his eyes locked on her.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, his voice reverent.

Hanna’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up her slit. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he focused on her clit, licking and sucking until she was trembling beneath him. Her hips moved of their own accord, grinding against his mouth as pleasure built inside her.

Nick’s hands gripped her thick thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. He could feel her body tightening, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge.

“Nick, I’m so close…” she gasped, her voice trembling with need.

He doubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit with relentless precision until she came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as she cried out his name.

Nick stood, his own arousal evident as he unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, hard cock. He guided her down onto the bed, spreading her legs wide as he positioned himself between them.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

Hanna’s eyes met his, her body still trembling from her orgasm. She could feel the heat of him pressing against her entrance, the anticipation making her ache with need.

Nick pushed into her slowly, his breath catching as her tight, wet heat enveloped him. “God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hips rolling against hers.

Hanna wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as he began to thrust, his pace steady and relentless. She could feel every inch of him, the pleasure building with each movement.

“Harder,” she begged, her nails digging into his back.

Nick obeyed, his hips slamming into hers as he lost himself in the feel of her. She was perfect, her body molding to his as if they were made for each other.

Their moans filled the room, the sound of their bodies meeting a rhythm that pushed them both closer to the edge.

Hanna’s breath came in short gasps as pleasure coiled tight in her core. “I’m going to…” she managed to say, her voice barely audible over their ragged breathing.

“Come with me,” Nick growled, his pace quickening as he felt her body tighten around him.

They came together, their cries of pleasure mingling as they clung to each other, their bodies trembling with the force of their release.

As they lay tangled together, catching their breath, the sound of the door opening broke the silence.

“I’m back!” Sam called out, his voice cheerful.

Hanna and Nick froze, their eyes wide with panic.

“We need to clean up, fast,” Hanna whispered, her heart racing as she scrambled to get dressed.

“Later,” Nick promised, his voice low and urgent as he zipped up his pants. “This isn’t over.”

Hanna nodded, guilt and desire warring within her as she smoothed down her clothes, her body still humming from what they’d done.

12 - A FREE PASS

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / First Time / Kissing / Nipple Play / Oral / Strap-on

Krista's fingers trembled as she scrolled through the messages on her phone, each new notification a sharp reminder of the betrayal she had discovered just hours before. Ty's infidelity had cut deep, leaving her reeling and uncertain about their future.

The argument that followed had been explosive, filled with accusatory words and shattered trust. But in the aftermath, a strange sense of clarity had emerged. They couldn't continue like this, not with such a gaping wound between them. And so, after much deliberation, they had agreed on a solution: if Krista could have a free pass to cheat, perhaps it would balance the scales.

The idea felt both liberating and terrifying. Krista was no stranger to temptation, but this time, she craved something different. She wanted to explore a desire she had long suppressed, a yearning for another woman.

Krista was a beautiful woman, and she knew she deserved better. Her caramel-colored skin seemed to glow under the dim light of her bedroom, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders as she resolved to take action.

Krista downloaded a lesbian dating app, her heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. As she created her profile, she hesitated, unsure of how to capture her essence in a few short lines. But then, she decided to be honest; after all, she wasn't looking for games. She was searching for something real, something that could help her understand herself better.

Her thumb brushed against the screen as she began to scroll through profiles. Each woman was more beautiful than the last, each image a tantalizing glimpse into a world she had only fantasized about. There was a blonde with striking green eyes, a redhead with a playful smile, and a brunette with an alluring gaze. But one profile in particular caught her attention—Vivienne.

Vivienne's dark skin contrasted beautifully with her bleached blonde, short fade haircut. Her curvy figure and feminine grace drew Krista in immediately. The bio was simple yet captivating: "Looking for someone who knows what they want." It was a bold statement, one that resonated with Krista. Without hesitation, she sent a message, her fingers moving quickly across the screen.

Vivienne's response came within minutes, a warm invitation to meet at an upscale hotel that evening. Krista's heart raced as she read the words, the reality of her decision hitting her with full force. She dressed with care, choosing a form-fitting dress that hugged her curves and brought out the warmth in her skin. As she applied a subtle touch of makeup, she tried to steady her nerves, reminding herself that this was exactly what she wanted.

The hotel lobby was elegant and quiet, a perfect setting for a clandestine affair. Krista checked her reflection one last time in the mirrored walls, gathering her courage before making her way to the elevator. The ride up to the penthouse suite felt like an eternity, each floor passing by in slow motion. When the doors opened, she stepped out into the plush hallway, her breath catching in her throat.

The door to the suite swung open before she could even knock, revealing Vivienne standing there with a confident smile. Her presence was electric, a blend of sensuality and vivacity that made Krista's knees weak.

“Come in,”  Vivienne said, her voice smooth and inviting. Krista stepped inside, her mind racing with a whirlwind of emotions. This was it—the moment she had both longed for and feared.

Vivienne closed the door behind them, her eyes never leaving Krista's. "You look stunning," she murmured, reaching out to gently brush a strand of hair away from Krista's face. The touch was electrifying, sending shivers down Krista's spine.

Krista swallowed hard, her mouth dry. "Thank you," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "You do too."

Vivienne smiled, her lips parting in a way that made Krista's heart skip a beat. "I've been looking forward to meeting you," she said, her tone laced with anticipation. "But I didn't expect you to be so... beautiful."

Krista's cheeks flushed, a mix of pleasure and embarrassment coloring her expression. She was nervous, but she couldn’t turn back now. This was her chance to explore her forbidden desires, outside of the stifling boundaries of her marriage.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Krista admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

Vivienne's eyes softened, a hint of understanding flickering in their depths. "It's okay," she reassured, taking Krista's hand in hers. "We'll take it slow."

The room was bathed in soft lighting, casting a warm glow over the plush furnishings. Vivienne led Krista over to the bed, their hands still intertwined. As they stood there, facing each other, the tension between them grew palpable.

"Take a seat," Vivienne suggested, nodding towards the edge of the bed. Krista complied, her legs folding beneath her as she perched on the mattress. Vivienne moved closer, her body brushing against Krista's in a way that sent waves of heat through her veins.

Krista's breathing quickened, her pulse pounding in her ears. Vivienne was close now, so close that Krista could feel the warmth radiating from her. Their eyes locked, and without a word, Vivienne leaned in, her lips claiming Krista's in a tender, exploratory kiss.

The sensation was unlike anything Krista had ever experienced, so different from Ty’s scratchy face and rough hands. Vivienne's lips were soft and insistent, her tongue tracing the contours of Krista's mouth with expert precision. Krista's hands instinctively reached up, lightly cupping Vivienne's face as she surrendered to the kiss, her body responding with undeniable arousal.

When they finally pulled away, both women were breathless. Vivienne's eyes gleamed with satisfaction, her hands resting on Krista's thighs. "You taste delicious," she whispered, her voice thick with desire.

Krista's head was spinning, a whirlwind of sensations overwhelming her senses. "I don't know what to do," she confessed, her voice small and vulnerable.

Vivienne chuckled softly, a sound that sent a shiver down Krista's spine. "That's alright," she murmured, leaning in to kiss Krista again, more deeply this time. "I'll show you."

As their kisses grew more intense, Vivienne's hands began to roam, exploring the curves of Krista's body with a deft touch. Vivienne's fingers found the hem, slowly lifting it higher, exposing more of her caramel-colored skin.

Krista gasped, her body arching into the contact. She felt utterly exposed, yet completely exhilarated. Vivienne's touch was both gentle and assertive, a masterful combination that left Krista craving more.

With a final tug, Vivienne pulled the dress over Krista's head, leaving her in nothing but a lacy bra and panties. Krista shivered, not from cold, but from the sheer intensity of the moment. She had never felt so vulnerable, yet so desired.

Vivienne's gaze darkened as she took in the sight of Krista's exposed body. "You're exquisite," she breathed, her voice thick with longing. She reached out, her fingers tracing the outline of Krista's bra, teasing the delicate fabric with a featherlight touch.

Krista's breath hitched as Vivienne undid the clasp, freeing her breasts. The cool air against her sensitive skin sent a jolt of pleasure through her, heightening her arousal. Vivienne's lips found one of Krista's nipples, her tongue flicking out to tease the hardened peak.

"Oh god," Krista moaned, her back arching as Vivienne's mouth worked its magic. The sensation was maddening, a delicious torment that made her toes curl. She had never known her body could respond like this, so intensely, so viscerally.

Vivienne's hand slid lower, slipping beneath the waistband of Krista's panties. Her fingers grazed the curls between Krista's legs, finding the slick heat waiting there. Krista's hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact.

"So wet for me already," Vivienne purred, her voice a seductive whisper. "I think you're ready for more."

Krista could only nod, her body trembling with need. Vivienne's fingers delved deeper, exploring the folds of Krista's pussy with practiced ease. Each stroke, each caress, sent shocks of pleasure coursing through her, building a relentless tension that demanded release.

"Please," Krista begged, her voice breaking. "I need... more..."

Vivienne smiled, a wicked glint in her eye. "Patience," she murmured, her fingers continuing their rhythmic dance. "Just let go, Krista. Let me take you there."

And with those words, Krista surrendered, her body quivering as she reached the precipice of ecstasy. Vivienne's fingers found her clit, teasing the sensitive nub with firm strokes. The orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing with the force of it.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, Krista collapsed back onto the bed, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Vivienne crawled up beside her, her eyes dark with desire.

"Ready for more?" she asked, her voice a sultry promise.

Krista nodded, her heart still racing. She had never felt this alive, this liberated. This was what she needed, what she craved. Krista knew she was ready to go further, to explore every inch of this newfound desire.

"Yes," Krista whispered, her voice filled with determination. "Let's do this."

Vivienne was already moving, her touch more commanding now, guiding Krista to where she needed to be. “On your knees,” she instructed, her voice low and husky. “I want you between my legs.”

Krista obeyed without hesitation, her breath quickening as she positioned herself between Vivienne's thighs. The sight before her was intoxicating—Vivienne's pussy glistened with moisture, her clit peeking out like a tiny bud waiting to be plucked. Krista's heart pounded in her chest, a mix of fear and excitement bubbling up within her. This was new territory, uncharted waters, and she was ready to dive in headfirst.

"Take your time," Vivienne murmured, her hands resting on Krista's head, fingertips brushing against her temples. "Use your tongue first. Lick my clit."

Krista hesitated for a moment, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips. Then, gathering her courage, she leaned in, pressing her mouth against Vivienne's hot, throbbing flesh. She mimicked the motion Vivienne had instructed, her tongue sliding along the length of Vivienne's slit, tasting the sweet flavor of her desire.

Vivienne moaned softly, her hips bucking slightly as Krista continued her ministrations. "Good girl," she breathed. "Now circle your tongue around my clit. Make it nice and slow."

Krista followed the command, her tongue tracing delicate circles around Vivienne's throbbing hotspot. Vivienne’s body was hypersensitive, responding immediately to Krista's touch, sending shudders through Vivienne's body. Krista could feel the vibrations in her own mouth, a thrill running down her spine.

"That's it," Vivienne whispered, her fingers tightening in Krista's hair. "Just like that. Now flick your tongue over it, quick little strokes."

Krista complied, her tongue flicking rapidly against Vivienne's clit, each movement precise and deliberate. Vivienne's moans grew louder, her hips thrusting rhythmically against Krista's face. The sound of her pleasure was intoxicating, spurring Krista on to greater heights of exertion.

"Oh god," Vivienne gasped, her body arching off the bed. "You're so good at this. So fucking good."

Krista's confidence soared with each word of praise. She wasn't just pleasing Vivienne; she was thriving in the role, reveling in the power she held over this beautiful woman. Her tongue worked tirelessly, exploring every inch of Vivienne's folds, tasting every drop of her honeyed essence.

"I'm close," Vivienne panted, her voice strained. "Keep going, baby. Don't stop."

Encouraged by Vivienne's urgency, Krista redoubled her efforts. Her tongue darted in and out of Vivienne's folds, flicking against her clit with renewed vigor. Vivienne's hands gripped Krista's head tightly, her body shaking with the force of her impending orgasm.

"Yes, yes, yes!" Vivienne cried out, her voice breaking with release. Her hips jerked erratically as wave after wave of pleasure cascaded through her. Krista kept her tongue steady, ensuring Vivienne reached the peak and beyond.

When Vivienne finally collapsed back onto the bed, spent and breathless, Krista crawled up beside her, her own body trembling with exertion. They lay side by side, their chests heaving in unison, eyes locked in mutual adoration.

"That was... amazing," Vivienne said, her voice soft and reverent. "You were incredible."

Before Krista could respond, Vivienne rolled over, her hand disappearing beneath the mattress. Moments later, she reappeared with a strap-on dildo, its length gleaming in the dim light. Krista's breath caught in her throat, a mixture of excitement and apprehension flooding her system.

"I wanna fuck you," Vivienne explained, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Krista nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. "Yes, please."

Vivienne secured the strap-on around her waist, her movements practiced and efficient. Once it was in place, she turned back to Krista, her eyes dark with desire. "Get on your hands and knees," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Krista obeyed, positioning herself on the edge of the bed. Her pulse raced as she felt Vivienne's presence behind her, the heat of her body radiating through the thin fabric of her clothes. She braced herself, knowing what was coming next.

"Hold onto the headboard," Vivienne instructed, her hands gently guiding Krista's arms into position. "I'm going to take it slow, okay? Just relax and let me do the work."

Krista nodded, her knuckles white as she gripped the headboard. She could feel Vivienne's breath on her neck, the warmth of it sending shivers down her spine. Then, with agonizing slowness, she felt the tip of the dildo press against her entrance.

"Relax," Vivienne murmured, her voice a soothing balm against Krista's nerves. "Let me fuck you, baby.”

Krista took a deep breath, forcing herself to relax as Vivienne began to push. The intrusion was slow and steady, giving Krista time to adjust to the sensation. Each inch that entered her was met with a mixture of pain and pleasure, an intoxicating blend that left her gasping for breath.

"That's it," Vivienne whispered, her hands smoothing over Krista's hips. "So good. You're doing so well."

Krista bit her lip, fighting to keep control. The pressure was building inside her, a growing tension that demanded release. She could feel Vivienne gripping her hips, driving the dildo deeper into her pussy.

"Fuck," Krista groaned, her voice breaking with need. "Please, Vivienne. More."

Vivienne obliged, her thrusts growing firmer, more insistent. The dildo slid in and out of Krista with increasing speed, each stroke driving her closer to the edge. Krista's grip on the headboard tightened, her fingers aching from the force of her hold.

"Yes, like that," Krista panted, her body rocking with each thrust. "Don't stop."

Vivienne's laughter was low and sultry, a promise of more to come. "Oh, I don't plan to," she replied, her pace picking up even further. "You're mine tonight, Krista. All mine."

The words sent a shiver down Krista's spine, a thrill of possession that only heightened her arousal. She could feel herself teetering on the brink, her orgasm looming just out of reach. Vivienne's thrusts were relentless now, each one pushing her closer and closer to the precipice.

"Almost there," Vivienne murmured, her voice barely audible over the sound of their breathing. "Let go for me, Krista. Give in to it."

Krista whimpered, her body trembling with the effort of holding on. But Vivienne's encouragement was too much, the desire to surrender overwhelming. With a final, desperate cry, she let go, her body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her.

"Yes!" Krista screamed, her voice echoing through the room. "Yes, yes, yes!"

Vivienne continued to thrust, riding Krista through the waves of her climax. When it finally subsided, Krista collapsed onto the bed, her body limp and sated. Vivienne removed the strap-on, discarding it on the floor before collapsing beside Krista.

They lay side by side, their bodies glistening with sweat, their breaths evening out. Krista turned her head, meeting Vivienne's gaze. There was a question in her eyes, one that needed answering.

"Can we... do this again?" Krista whispered, her voice trembling with uncertainty.

Vivienne smiled, her fingers tracing gentle patterns on Krista's arm. "Anytime you want, baby. Anytime."

Krista knew that things had changed in her marriage to Ty. She would no longer forgive his constant cheating. If Ty wanted to have sex with other women, Krista could do it too. Vivienne could be her secret, extramarital satisfaction.

13 - TABOO REVENGE AT THE BAR

FF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / PIV Sex / Anal

The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where secrets thrived and bad decisions felt like destiny. Dolores sat at the counter, her scarlet dress clinging to her curves in a way that made her impossible to ignore. She swirled her drink, the ice clinking softly against the glass, her eyes fixed on the man behind the bar. Andre. Tomas’s cousin. Perfect.

Andre moved with an easy confidence, his broad shoulders shifting as he wiped down the counter. His dark eyes flicked up to meet hers, and for a moment, they lingered. Dolores let a slow, sly smile spread across her lips. She wasn’t just here to drink. She was here to burn everything down.

“Another one?” Andre asked, his voice smooth, as he nodded toward her nearly empty glass.

“Why not?” she replied, her tone light but laced with something more. She leaned forward slightly, the neckline of her dress dipping just enough to catch his attention. Subtle, but effective.

As he poured her drink, she watched him, her gaze tracing the lines of his hands, the way his jaw tightened when he concentrated. He was handsome in a rugged way, the kind of man who could make you forget your own name with the right look. And she was counting on it.

“You’re here a lot lately,” he said, sliding the drink across the counter to her. “Trouble at home?”

She sipped the drink, her eyes never leaving his. “You could say that.” Her voice dropped, throaty and deliberate. “My boyfriend’s been… distracted.”

Andre’s brow lifted, but he didn’t press. “That’s rough.”

“It is.” She tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder. “Especially when it’s with my best friend.”

His expression faltered for a moment, a flicker of discomfort crossing his face. “Shit. That’s… messed up.”

“Tell me about it.” She sighed dramatically, though her eyes were sharp, calculating. “Men. Can’t live with them, can’t live without them.”

Andre chuckled, but it was strained. “Yeah, well, not all of us are like that.”

“Oh, I know,” she said, her voice dripping with implication. “Some of you are… different.”

He hesitated, clearly unsure how to navigate the conversation. “Look, Dolores, I’m sorry about what happened, but… Tomas is my cousin. I don’t think—”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. “I’m not asking you to take sides,” she said, her voice softer now, almost pleading. “I just needed someone to talk to. Someone who might… understand.”

He studied her for a moment, his expression unreadable. Then he nodded. “Alright. But don’t do anything stupid, okay?”

She smiled, her lips curving in a way that made her feel dangerous. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

The night wore on, the bar emptying slowly as the hours passed. Dolores stayed at her seat, her laughter growing louder, her words looser. She wasn’t drunk—not really—but she was certainly playing the part. When Andre’s shift ended, he signaled for her attention.

“You good to drive?” he asked, his tone firm but laced with concern.

She giggled, swaying slightly as she stood. “Probably not.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Let me take you home.”

She didn’t argue, letting him guide her out to his car. The drive was quiet, the hum of the engine filling the space between them. When they reached her apartment, Andre walked her to her door, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

“Thanks for the ride,” she said, her voice soft, almost shy.

“Anytime,” he replied, his eyes searching hers. “Take care of yourself.”

She hesitated, her hand on the doorknob. Then she turned to face him, her body close to his. “Do you want to come in?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He froze, his breath catching. “Dolores…”

She stepped closer, her chest brushing against his. “You don’t have to say anything. Just… stay with me for a little while.”

He hesitated, his eyes darting to her lips, then back to her eyes. And then, slowly, he nodded.

The moment the door closed behind them, she was on him, her lips crashing against his with a hunger she hadn’t realized she was capable of. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he kissed her back, hard and desperate.

She pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, “Don’t think. Just feel.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His hands roamed over her body, gripping her hips as he pressed her against the wall. She gasped, her fingers fumbling with his belt as she dropped to her knees. The look in his eyes was raw, unguarded, and it made her pulse race.

When she took him into her mouth, he let out a low, guttural moan, his fingers tightening in her hair. She worked him with a skill that left him trembling, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before she took him deeper.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re…”

She didn’t let him finish, her mouth moving faster, her hands gripping his thighs. She could feel him getting closer, his breathing ragged, his body tense. But she stopped just before he could finish, looking up at him with a wicked smile.

“Not yet,” she whispered, standing and taking his hand. “Come with me.”

She led him to the bedroom, her dress slipping off her shoulders as she walked. By the time they reached the bed, she was naked, her body on full display. Andre’s eyes darkened with desire as he took her in, his hands reaching for her.

He kissed her fiercely, his mouth moving down to her neck, her collarbone, her breasts. When he took one nipple into his mouth, she moaned, arching into him. His hands explored every inch of her, leaving her skin tingling.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed, bracing herself on the bed as he positioned himself behind her. His hands gripped her hips, and then he was inside her, thrusting deep and hard. She gasped, her fingers clutching the sheets as he moved, his pace relentless.

He slapped her ass, the sound sharp and electric, and she cried out, her body trembling with the intensity of it. One of his hands slid between her legs, his fingers teasing her clit as he fucked her.

“You like that?” he growled, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure surged through her.

He reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, his fingers slick as he prepared her. When he slid a finger into her ass, she cried out, the sensation overwhelming. And then he was replacing his finger with his cock, pushing into her slowly, agonizingly.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her nails digging into the mattress.

He started to move, his thrusts hard and deep, and she felt herself falling apart. The pleasure was all-consuming, her body writhing with every thrust. When she came, it was with a scream, her entire body shuddering with the force of it.

He wasn’t far behind, his rhythm faltering as he groaned, his release spilling inside her. They both collapsed onto the bed, their breathing ragged, their bodies slick with sweat.

Dolores lay there, a satisfied smile on her lips. Let Tomas find out now, she thought, her heart racing with the thrill of it.

But then Andre turned to her, his expression serious. “Dolores, you can’t tell him. Please. It would destroy our family.”

She looked at him, her smile fading. She didn’t care about Tomas anymore, but the look in Andre’s eyes made her pause. “Alright,” she said softly. “I won’t tell.”

He nodded, relief washing over his face. “Thank you.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing against his cheek. “But this isn’t over,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “Not by a long shot.”

Andre’s eyes darkened, his breath catching in his throat. “What are you—”

She leaned in, cutting him off with a kiss, her hand sliding down his chest. “Let’s just say… I’m not done with you yet.”

14 - A BROTHER-IN-LAW’S ADMIRATION

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Bebe’s heart hammered in her chest as she stood outside the door of the dingy motel room. The air smelled faintly of stale cigarettes and cheap air freshener, and the flickering neon sign outside cast a faint red glow on the cracked pavement. She clutched the strap of her purse tightly, her nails digging into the leather. This is crazy, she thought. I shouldn’t be here. This is wrong. But the ache between her legs told her otherwise.

She raised her hand to knock, but before her knuckles could connect with the door, it swung open. Will stood there, his dark eyes gleaming with mischief and something deeper, something primal. He was taller than Chad, more muscular, and the way he looked at her made her stomach twist with desire.

“You came,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. He stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter.

Bebe hesitated for a moment, then stepped inside. The room was exactly what she expected—tacky wallpaper, a sagging bed, and a faint hum from the ancient air conditioner. But none of that mattered. The only thing that mattered was the way Will’s gaze burned into her, making her skin flush with heat.

—

It started a few days ago.

Bebe’s phone chimed with a new notification. A message from Want2Play123. She took a closer look, not recognizing the user name. Hey sexy! I just wanted to let you know how beautiful you are.

Bebe was confused. Who would send her a message like that? She was a married woman, after all. Who is this? she wrote back.

A few seconds later, a response came. A secret admirer.

Bebe was intrigued. She couldn’t remember the last time Chad had made her feel this special. He was so busy with his job, it seemed like he barely noticed her. She wrote back, and soon, she received another flirtatious message.

She spent the next few days on her phone, the conversation taking an erotic turn. Chad didn’t say anything about the hours Bebe spent holed up in their bedroom, her heart racing every time her phone chimed.

Yet, Bebe still didn’t know Want2Play123’s identity. And when he revealed who he was, Bebe was shocked. Chad’s brother, Will, had been sending the messages.

Bebe almost dropped her phone when she found out the truth. But it felt so good to be noticed, to be seen. She didn’t want to give that up. And besides, she’d always had an attraction to Will.

When Will asked Bebe to meet him at a seedy motel, she hesitated for only a moment. She lied to Chad about where she was going. Then, she got in her car, ready to explore her desires with Will.

—

Now, they were inside the hotel room, and the air was thick with tension.

The door clicked shut behind her, and suddenly, the room felt smaller, more intimate. Will moved closer, his body radiating heat. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. His fingers lingered on her cheek, and Bebe’s breath hitched.

“I wasn’t sure you’d show,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

“Neither was I,” Bebe admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Will’s lips curved into a smirk. “But here you are.”

She nodded, her throat dry. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from his, even as guilt gnawed at the edges of her mind. This is wrong, she told herself again. But the way he looked at her, the way he touched her, made it impossible to care.

Will closed the distance between them, his hands sliding around her waist. He pulled her close, his body pressing against hers. Bebe could feel the heat of him, the hard lines of his muscles, and the way his breath quickened as he looked down at her.

“Do you know how long I’ve wanted this?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Bebe shook her head, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it.

“Too long,” Will said, his hands sliding lower, gripping her hips. “Too fucking long.”

And then his lips were on hers, hot and demanding. Bebe gasped into the kiss, her hands flying up to grip his shoulders. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her with a hunger that left her dizzy. She moaned, her body melting against his as the kiss deepened.

Will’s hands moved to the hem of her shirt, tugging it up and over her head. He tossed it aside, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her bare skin. His fingers traced the lace of her bra, teasing her nipples through the fabric until they were hard and aching.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growled, his hands moving to the clasp of her bra.

Bebe’s breath came in shallow gasps as he freed her breasts, his hands immediately cupping them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. She moaned, her head falling back as pleasure coursed through her. Will leaned down, his lips closing over her nipple, sucking and teasing until she was writhing against him.

“Will,” she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair.

He chuckled against her skin, the sound sending shivers down her spine. “You like that, don’t you?”

Bebe nodded, too lost in sensation to form words.

Will’s hands moved to the button of her jeans, popping it open and sliding them down her legs. Bebe stepped out of them, her panties following soon after. She stood before him, completely exposed, her body trembling with anticipation.

Will’s eyes raked over her, his gaze burning with desire. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice hoarse.

He reached for the waistband of his own jeans, unzipping them and pushing them down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Bebe’s mouth watered at the sight of it. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around his length, stroking him slowly.

Will groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand. “Fuck, Bebe,” he growled. “You’re going to drive me crazy.”

She smiled, her confidence growing as she felt the power she had over him. She dropped to her knees, her lips closing over the head of his cock. Will’s hands gripped her hair, his breathing ragged as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around him.

“That’s it,” he muttered, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth. “Just like that.”

Bebe moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock. She could feel his control slipping, could feel the way his body tensed as he grew closer to the edge. But before he could come, he pulled her to her feet, his hands gripping her hips.

“I want to be inside you,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Bebe nodded, her body aching for him. He lifted her easily, carrying her to the bed and laying her down. He climbed over her, his cock pressing against her entrance. He slid into her slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt.

Bebe gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely. “Will,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He began to move, his hips thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her breathless. Bebe’s moans grew louder, her body arching against his as pleasure built inside her. Will’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

“You feel so fucking good,” Will growled, his voice strained.

Bebe’s nails raked down his back, her moans growing more frantic as she felt her orgasm building. “Will, I’m going to— Oh God, I’m going to come!”

Will’s thrusts grew harder, faster, pushing her over the edge. Bebe’s body convulsed, her screams of pleasure filling the room as she came. Will didn’t stop, his own release building as he continued to fuck her through her climax.

“Bebe,” he groaned, his body tensing as he finally came, his cock pulsing inside her.

They clung to each other, their bodies trembling as they rode out the waves of pleasure. Will collapsed on top of her, his breathing ragged as he buried his face in her neck. Bebe’s fingers traced lazy patterns on his back, her mind still reeling from what had just happened.

After a few moments, Will rolled onto his side, pulling Bebe with him. He kissed her deeply, his hands caressing her skin as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

“That was incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

Bebe smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “It was.”

But as she lay there in his arms, the guilt began to creep back in. What have I done? she thought. This is wrong. So wrong.

But as Will’s lips found hers again, the guilt faded, replaced by a growing hunger for more.

15 - MEETING HER NEW FATHER-IN-LAW

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Wealthy / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The sleek black car pulled up to the curb, and Clara’s heart skipped a beat as the door opened. Don Fairweather stepped out, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders, his silver hair catching the sunlight. He was tall, commanding, and radiated a presence that made the airport terminal suddenly feel smaller. Clara swallowed hard, clutching her husband Fred’s hand tighter, though her eyes were already straying toward his father.

“Dad,” Fred said, his voice cheerful but tinged with a nervous edge. He tugged Clara forward. “This is Clara, my wife.”

Don’s gaze swept over her, and Clara felt a flush crawl up her neck. His eyes were sharp, calculating, and yet there was something—a flicker of something darker, more intimate—that made her stomach tighten. God, he’s handsome.

“Clara,” Don said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel. He extended a hand, and when she took it, his grip was firm, warm. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

“The pleasure’s mine, Mr. Fairweather,” she stammered, her voice betraying the flutter of nerves in her chest.

“Call me Don,” he said, his lips curving into a knowing smile. “You’re family now.”

—

The drive to Fairweather Manor was filled with casual conversation, but Clara couldn’t shake the way Don’s eyes lingered on her in the rearview mirror. She caught his gaze more than once, and each time, her breath hitched. Fred was busy talking about work, oblivious to the undercurrents in the car, but Clara felt it—a tension so thick it was almost suffocating.

When they arrived at the manor, Clara’s jaw dropped. The estate was sprawling, luxurious, and dripping with old-world charm. A grand fountain stood in the center of the circular driveway, and the house itself was a masterpiece of architecture, with tall columns and intricate stonework.

“Welcome home,” Don said, opening the car door for her. His hand brushed against her lower back as she stepped out, and the touch sent a shiver down her spine.

The first evening passed in a blur. Dinner was extravagant, the conversation light, but Clara couldn’t stop stealing glances at Don. He was magnetic, his every word and gesture drawing her in. She felt guilty, of course—she was married to his son, for God’s sake—but the attraction was undeniable.

—

The next night, Fred announced he was going out with some old friends. “You don’t mind, do you, love?” he asked, kissing her cheek.

“Of course not,” Clara said, though her stomach twisted with a mix of anticipation and guilt. She watched him leave, her heart pounding.

Don found her in the study, sitting by the fireplace with a glass of wine. “Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice soft but commanding.

“Not at all,” she said, her voice trembling slightly.

He sat down beside her, close enough that their knees brushed. The firelight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw. For a moment, they sat in silence, the crackling of the fire the only sound.

“You’re stunning,” Don said finally, his voice low. “I couldn’t help but notice.”

Clara’s breath caught. “Don—”

But before she could protest, he leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. Her mind screamed that this was wrong, but her body betrayed her, melting into the kiss. His hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek as he deepened the kiss.

When they pulled apart, Clara’s heart was racing, her lips tingling. “This is… we shouldn’t—”

“But you want to,” Don murmured, his voice like a caress. His hand slid to her thigh, squeezing gently. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Clara hesitated for only a moment before nodding, her resolve crumbling. Don stood, pulling her to her feet, and led her up the grand staircase to his bedroom. The room was opulent, with a massive bed draped in silk sheets, but Clara barely registered the details. Her focus was entirely on Don.

He stood in front of her, his hands trailing up her arms, making her shiver. Slowly, he unbuttoned her blouse, his eyes never leaving hers. When the fabric fell away, he let out a soft breath, his fingertips brushing against her bare skin.

“You’re exquisite,” he whispered, his lips finding hers again.

His hands moved to the clasp of her bra, and when it fell away, he took a moment to admire her. His fingers traced the curve of her breast, sending electric sparks through her body. She gasped as his lips found her nipple, teasing and sucking until she was trembling with need.

He knelt before her, his hands gliding down her hips to the waistband of her skirt. He unzipped it slowly, letting it fall to the floor. His fingers hooked into the edge of her panties, pulling them down, and Clara stepped out of them, feeling exposed and yet entirely consumed by desire.

Don stood, his eyes dark with hunger. “Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed, sinking into the softness of the bed. Don unzipped his pants, his erection springing free, and Clara’s eyes widened at the size of him. He was thick, veined, and impossibly hard. He stepped closer, his hand wrapping around himself as he guided the tip to her lips.

“Open your mouth,” he murmured, and Clara did, her heart pounding.

She took him in slowly, savoring the weight of him on her tongue. He groaned as she swallowed him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth. Her hand tightened on his hip as she moved up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her pace, his breath coming in ragged gasps. When he pulled away, her lips were swollen, her body trembling with need.

He climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, his breath hot against her core. “You’re so wet,” he murmured, his tongue flicking against her clit.

Clara’s back arched as he devoured her, his tongue exploring every inch of her. He teased her folds, driving her to the edge until she was begging for release. When it finally came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room.

He didn’t give her time to recover. He positioned himself above her, his cock pressing against her entrance. “Tell me you want this,” he growled.

“I want it,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist.

He thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Clara cried out, the pleasure overwhelming. He set a relentless pace, his hips driving into her with a force that made her see stars. Her nails raked down his back as she clung to him, her body meeting his thrust for thrust.

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up so he could plunge deeper. Clara moaned into the sheets, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her skin as he fucked her harder, faster.

When she came again, it was with a scream that she barely managed to stifle. Don followed soon after, his release filling her as he groaned her name. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged.

Don pulled her into his arms, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her skin. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, his voice possessive.

Clara’s heart raced, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She knew it was wrong, but the way he made her feel—it was intoxicating. She nestled closer to him, her body still humming with pleasure.

The sound of the front door opening downstairs snapped them both out of their haze. “Fred’s home,” Clara whispered, panic lacing her voice.

They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic. Clara smoothed her hair, her hands trembling as she buttoned her blouse. Don grabbed her arm just as they reached the bedroom door. “This stays between us,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Clara nodded, her heart pounding. “Of course.”

She slipped out of the room, her legs still unsteady, and made her way downstairs. Fred was in the foyer, looking up at her with a smile. “Hey, love,” he said. “You okay? You look… flushed.”

“I’m fine,” Clara said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

Fred wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “Let’s get you to bed.”

As she followed him upstairs, Clara’s mind was racing. She knew what she’d done was wrong, but the memory of Don’s touch—his kiss, his hands, his cock—lingered, leaving her craving more. She glanced back toward Don’s bedroom, her heart pounding. This isn’t over, she thought, a dangerous thrill coursing through her. Not by a long shot.

16 - HAILEY’S OFFICE REVENGE

MF / Cheating / Wealthy / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Anal

"You’re married, Hailey. I shouldn’t be doing this," Tim murmured, his breath hot against her ear as his hands slid up her thighs, the fabric of her pencil skirt bunching at her waist.

Hailey’s heart pounded, her body betraying her as she leaned into his touch. "I know," she whispered, her voice trembling. "But I don’t care anymore."

—

It had started innocently enough. Hailey had joined Brickwell Enterprises three months ago, fresh out of a career slump and eager to prove herself. Tim Brickwell, the CEO, was everything she’d expected—arrogant, commanding, and impossibly confident. He had a way of walking into a room that made everyone stop and take notice. His broad shoulders filled out his tailored suits perfectly, and his piercing blue eyes seemed to see right through her.

At first, she’d found him insufferable. He was the kind of man who expected the world to bend to his will, and he made no effort to hide it. But as the weeks went by, she began to notice the little things—the way he’d smile when she cracked a joke in meetings, the way he’d linger by her desk just a little too long, the way his gaze would flicker over her when he thought she wasn’t looking.

It was subtle, but it was there. And it made her stomach twist in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

She’d tried to ignore it. She was married, after all. George was her husband, her partner, the man she’d vowed to spend her life with.

—

But then she’d found the texts.

It had been an accident, really. She’d been looking for a recipe on his phone when the notifications popped up—flirty messages from a woman named Jessica, followed by ones from someone named Lauren, and then another, and another. Her heart had shattered as she scrolled through the evidence of his infidelity.

She’d confronted him that night, her voice shaking with anger and betrayal. He’d tried to deny it at first, but the truth was written all over his face. "It didn’t mean anything," he’d said, his tone dismissive. "It was just… fun."

Fun. The word had echoed in her mind as she’d packed her bags and moved into a hotel. Fun. As if her heartbreak was nothing more than a minor inconvenience.

—

And then there was Tim.

He’d noticed her change in demeanor almost immediately. "You’ve been quiet lately," he’d said one afternoon, leaning against her desk with that infuriating smirk of his. "Everything okay?"

She’d forced a smile. "Just… personal stuff."

He’d studied her for a moment, his gaze intense. "You know, if you ever need to talk…"

She’d brushed him off, but the seed had been planted. And as the days went by, it grew, fed by her anger and her loneliness and the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention.

Today, she’d decided to take control. She’d dressed in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, paired with heels that made her legs look endless. She’d seen the way his eyes had darkened when she walked into the office, the way he’d struggled to keep his composure.

—

And now, here they were, in a seedy motel room on the outskirts of town.

Tim’s hands were everywhere, his touch electric as he kissed her with a hunger that made her head spin. She could feel the hard planes of his chest through his shirt, the way his muscles flexed as he pulled her closer.

"God, you’re beautiful," he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with desire.

She didn’t respond, too lost in the sensation of his hands on her body, the way he made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark as he looked at her. "Are you sure about this?"

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "I’m sure."

That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed her again, his hands moving to the zipper of her dress. She felt the fabric slide down her body, pooling at her feet as he stepped back to admire her.

"Fuck," he breathed, his gaze raking over her. "You’re even more stunning than I imagined."

She felt a flush of heat spread through her as he reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head to reveal the sculpted muscles of his chest and abs. Her eyes dropped lower, to the bulge in his pants, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

He stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist as he kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and she moaned softly, her hands moving to his belt.

He let her undo it, his breath hitching as she pushed his pants down, freeing his cock. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around him.

"Hailey," he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth.

She could feel the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth as she sucked him, her lips sliding up and down his length. He was big, bigger than she’d expected, and she had to fight the urge to gag as she took him deeper.

"Fuck, that’s good," he muttered, his hips thrusting slightly as she worked him.

She could feel the tension building in him, the way his muscles tightened as he got closer. But then he pulled back, his hands on her shoulders as he lifted her to her feet.

"Turn around," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She obeyed, her heart racing as she bent over, her hands on the edge of the bed. She felt his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance.

"Are you ready?" he asked, his voice rough with need.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed into her, filling her completely. She moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her.

She could feel the pleasure building, the way her body responded to him as he thrust into her. And then he reached for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her ass.

She tensed for a moment, but then she relaxed, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through her. He pushed his finger inside, stretching her as he continued to fuck her.

"Tim," she moaned, her voice trembling as he added a second finger.

"Shh, I’ve got you," he murmured, his voice soothing as he prepared her.

And then he was pressing his cock against her ass, pushing in slowly. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move.

He pushed her closer to the edge with each thrust. And then she was coming, her body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he came, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily as they came down from the high. And then he pulled out, turning her around to kiss her deeply.

"I’m glad you were finally ready to cheat on George," he murmured against her lips. "I’ve wanted this for a long time."

She looked up at him, her heart racing. "It’s over with George," she said, her voice steady. "I want to be with you."

He smiled, his eyes dark with promise. "Good. Because I’m not letting you go."

17 - A SECRET AFFAIR AT THE GYM

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re not even trying, Mica. Look at yourself. When’s the last time you even tried to take care of your body?” His words cut through the air like a knife, sharp and unrelenting.

Mica stood frozen in the kitchen, her hands gripping the edge of the counter as if it were the only thing keeping her upright. Her husband, Greg, was leaning against the fridge, his arms crossed, his expression a mix of frustration and disappointment.

She wanted to say something—anything—but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she just nodded, her eyes dropping to the floor. “I’ll do better,” she whispered, though the words felt hollow even to her.

—

That night, Mica lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, Greg’s words echoing in her mind. She’d always been curvy, but lately, she’d noticed the way her clothes fit a little tighter, the way her reflection in the mirror seemed to mock her. She’d tried to brush it off, to tell herself it didn’t matter, but Greg’s words had shattered that fragile confidence.

The next morning, she woke up with a determination she hadn’t felt in years. She dug out an old pair of sneakers, threw on a loose-fitting tank top and leggings, and drove to the nearest gym. The moment she stepped inside, she felt out of place. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and cleaning products, and the sound of weights clanging and treadmills whirring filled the space. Everyone seemed to know what they were doing—everyone except her.

She started with the treadmill, walking at a slow pace, her heart pounding not from the exercise but from the anxiety of being there. She kept her head down, avoiding eye contact with anyone, until she felt a presence beside her.

“Hey,” a deep, smooth voice said.

Mica glanced over, her breath catching in her throat. The man standing next to her was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. His dark hair was slightly damp with sweat, and his fitted tank top clung to his muscular frame. He was, without a doubt, the most attractive man she’d ever seen.

“Hi,” she managed to squeak out, her cheeks flushing.

“I’m Max,” he said, offering her a warm smile. “I’m a personal trainer here. You new?”

Mica nodded, feeling suddenly self-conscious. “Yeah, I just… I thought I’d try to get in shape.”

Max’s eyes swept over her, and for a moment, she braced herself for the same kind of criticism she’d gotten from Greg. But instead, he said, “You’ve got a great foundation. With a little work, you could be unstoppable.”

His words caught her off guard. “Really?”

“Absolutely,” he said, his tone confident. “Let me show you a few exercises. You’ll be amazed at what your body can do.”

Mica hesitated, but there was something about the way he looked at her—like he genuinely believed in her—that made her nod. “Okay.”

Over the next hour, Max guided her through a series of exercises, his hands occasionally brushing against her as he corrected her form. Each touch sent a jolt of electricity through her, and she found herself stealing glances at him when he wasn’t looking. He was so… intense. His focus, his confidence, the way his muscles flexed with every movement—it was intoxicating.

“You’re doing great,” he said at one point, his hand resting lightly on her lower back as she did a set of squats. “You’ve got natural strength. And your curves? They’re sexy.”

Mica’s breath hitched at his words. No one had ever called her sexy before—not like that. She felt a warmth spread through her, a mix of pride and something else she couldn’t quite name.

When they finished, Max handed her a water bottle and said, “You’ve got my number if you want to schedule another session. Or… if you just want to talk.”

Mica took the bottle, her fingers brushing against his. “Thanks,” she said softly.

As she left the gym, her mind was racing. She couldn’t stop thinking about Max—his voice, his touch, the way he’d looked at her. She felt a pang of guilt when she thought about Greg, but it was quickly overshadowed by the thrill of what had just happened.

—

That evening, her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. Hey, it’s Max. I had a great time today. Want to come over tomorrow? I can show you some more… advanced techniques.

Mica stared at the screen, her heart pounding. She knew she shouldn’t. She knew it was wrong. But the thought of seeing Max again, of feeling his hands on her body, was too tempting to resist.

The next day, she found herself pulling up in front of Max’s house, a sleek, modern home that looked like something out of a magazine. She took a deep breath, smoothing her hands over her dress, and rang the doorbell.

Max opened the door, his smile as dazzling as ever. “Hey, Mica. Come on in.”

He led her into the living room, where a bottle of wine and two glasses were waiting. They talked for a while, the conversation flowing easily, but there was an undercurrent of tension that neither of them acknowledged.

Then, without warning, Max leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when Mica didn’t pull away, it deepened, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her closer.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips.

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, desire, fear, excitement. But when Max took her hand and led her to the bedroom, she didn’t resist.

He undressed her slowly, his hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips following. “I love your curves,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re perfect.”

Mica’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he moved between her legs, his tongue teasing her clit until she was writhing beneath him. She’d never felt anything like this before—the intensity, the pleasure, the way he seemed to know exactly what she needed.

When he finally entered her, she let out a moan, her nails digging into his back. He moved with a rhythm that was both gentle and relentless, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot against her neck.

“You feel amazing,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire.

Mica’s body responded to his every touch, every thrust, until she was on the edge, her muscles tightening, her breath catching. And then she was falling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

Max followed soon after, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her. They lay there for a moment, tangled together, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

As the reality of what had just happened began to sink in, Mica felt a pang of guilt. She’d cheated on Greg. She’d crossed a line she could never uncross.

But when Max turned to her, his eyes dark with desire, and asked, “Will I see you again?” she found herself nodding.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Max smiled, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good.”

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions as she lay there, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. She knew she should leave, should go home and try to forget this ever happened. But the thought of walking away from Max, from the way he made her feel, was unbearable.

“Stay,” Max murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Just for a little while longer.”

Mica hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she was playing with fire, but the warmth of his body against hers was too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Max’s arms tightened around her, his breath warm against her skin. “Good girl.”

Mica closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the moment, even as the guilt gnawed at the edges of her mind. She knew this was wrong, but for now, she didn’t care. For now, she just wanted to feel alive.

As they lay there, the room filled with the sound of their breathing, Mica couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next. Would she see Max again? Would she tell Greg? Or would she keep this secret buried, a guilty pleasure she could never share?

18 - A SINFUL AFFAIR

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Oral

Robbi's fingers traced the spine of a book on Nika’s coffee table, her mind wandering as she tried to focus on the mundane task. The house was quiet, too quiet for midday, and the silence seemed to amplify the tension that had been building between them for weeks.

Robbi’s ex-girlfriend, Nika, sat across from her, fidgeting with the hem of her t-shirt, her eyes darting away whenever Robbi glanced in her direction. It was a familiar dance, one they had been performing for months now, ever since Nika’s marriage had become official.

Nika was part of the ex-gay community, a woman who had shed her lesbianism through Christ’s redemption. She’d put the homosexual life behind her, and she was now married to a man. Although Robbi supported her ex, she had her doubts about Nika’s marriage and her conversion.

“Nika,” Robbi finally said, breaking the oppressive quiet. “What’s going on? You’ve been avoiding me.”

Nika sighed, dropping her hands into her lap. “I don’t know, Robbi. Things are just... complicated.”

Robbi set the book aside and leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. “Complicated how?”

Nika hesitated, her fingers twisting together nervously. “It’s hard. Living this life, pretending I’m something I’m not.”

Robbi’s heart ached at the admission. She had always suspected that Nika’s conversion to Christianity and subsequent marriage were more about societal pressure than personal conviction. "You don’t have to pretend with me, Nika. You never did," Robbi assured Nika.

Nika looked up, her brown eyes filled with a mix of frustration and longing. "I’m married, Robbi. I’m supposed to be happy, but I’m not. I wake up next to him every day feeling empty. I miss... everything."

Robbi reached across the space between them, taking Nika’s hand in hers. "You don’t have to live like this, Nika. You can choose happiness."

Nika shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. "I made vows, Robbi. And besides, God..."

"God is love, Nika," Robbi interrupted softly. "Not condemnation."

Nika’s breath hitched, and she pulled her hand away, standing abruptly. "This isn’t about religion, Robbi. It’s about survival. About what’s expected of me."

Robbi stood as well, closing the distance between them. "And what about what you want? What do you expect of yourself?"

Nika’s gaze dropped to the floor, her resolve crumbling. "I don’t know anymore. I thought I could change, but..." She trailed off, shaking her head. "I can’t stop thinking about you."

Robbi’s heart pounded in her chest, the admission hanging heavy in the air. "Nika..."

Nika looked up, her eyes searching Robbi’s face. “Do you still feel it, Robbi? Do you still want me?”

Robbi’s breath caught in her throat, her body tingling with anticipation. “Always,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Nika moved closer, her fingers brushing against Robbi’s arm. “Then show me,” she said, her voice trembling. “Show me what I’ve been missing.”

Robbi’s pulse quickened, her body responding to Nika’s touch. She placed her hands on Nika’s hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were flush against each other. Nika’s eyes fluttered closed as Robbi leaned in, their lips meeting in a tentative kiss. The sensation was electric, sending shivers down Robbi’s spine.

Nika moaned softly, her hands finding their way to Robbi’s face, her fingers curling into Robbi’s hair. The kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more desperate. Robbi’s hands roamed over Nika’s back, exploring the curves of her body through the thin fabric of her t-shirt.

"Robbi," Nika breathed against her lips, her voice thick with desire. "Please."

Robbi pulled away slightly, her eyes locked onto Nika’s. "Are you sure about this, Nika? There’s no turning back."

Nika nodded, her expression resolute. “Yes. Let’s go upstairs, Robbi. I need this.”

Robbi took Nika’s hand, leading her towards the staircase. They moved quickly, driven by a mutual urgency that left no room for hesitation. As they ascended the stairs, Robbi’s mind raced, thoughts of morality and consequence momentarily eclipsed by the burning desire to claim Nika as her own.

They reached the bedroom, and Robbi pushed the door shut behind them. Without a word, they began to undress, shedding their clothes with hurried efficiency. Robbi’s fingers trembled slightly as she unbuttoned Nika’s jeans, her eyes never leaving Nika’s face.

Nika stepped out of her jeans, kicking them aside, and then reached for Robbi’s shirt, tugging it over her head. Their bare skin touched for the first time, sending a jolt of electricity through them both. Robbi’s hands roamed over Nika’s muscular frame, marveling at the feel of her warm, smooth skin beneath her fingertips.

Nika’s hands found their way to Robbi’s breasts, cupping them gently before tweaking her nipples. Robbi gasped, arching her back as waves of pleasure radiated through her body. Nika’s lips followed, capturing one hardened peak between her teeth, sucking delicately as she toyed with the other.

Robbi’s hands slid down to Nika’s ass, kneading the firm flesh as she guided her lover towards the bed. They tumbled onto the plush mattress, their bodies entwining as they continued their passionate exploration. Robbi’s fingers slid over Nika’s slick labia, delving into Nika’s warm pussy as Nika’s mouth latched onto her breast once more.

"Nika," Robbi murmured, her voice strained with need. "I wanna feel you, baby."

Nika pulled away, her eyes dark with desire. "Turn over, Robbi. Let me taste you."

Robbi complied, rolling onto her stomach and lifting her hips into the air. Nika’s hands caressed her ass, spreading her cheeks before her tongue darted out, tracing the delicate pucker of Robbi’s asshole. Robbi shuddered, her breath catching in her throat as Nika’s skilled tongue found its target, circling her clit.

"Oh god," Robbi gasped, her fingers digging into the sheets. "Don’t stop, Nika."

Nika’s response was a low growl, her tongue plunging deeper into Robbi’s wet heat. She alternated between licking and sucking, her fingers probing Robbi’s entrance in rhythm with her oral pleasure. Robbi’s world narrowed to the sensations radiating from her core, her body tensing as she approached the edge.

"Nika, I’m so close," Robbi panted, her voice barely recognizable.

Nika’s answering smile was wicked as she redoubled her efforts, her fingers adding a new angle of stimulation that sent Robbi crashing over the precipice. Her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, leaving her trembling and gasping for breath. As Robbi’s climax subsided, Nika crawled up beside her, nuzzling her neck.

Robbi gave Nika a kiss on the lips. "Let me return the favor," she whispered, her voice husky.

Nika rolled onto her back, her legs parting instinctively. Robbi didn’t waste any time, diving in with a fervor that matched Nika’s earlier hunger. Her tongue danced across Nika’s swollen clit, teasing and tormenting as her fingers curled inside her.

"Robbi, yes," Nika groaned, her hips bucking against Robbi’s skilled tongue. "Just like that."

Robbi chuckled, her breath hot against Nika’s sensitive skin. "Anything for you, Nika."

The combination of Robbi’s fingers and tongue pushed Nika to the brink, her body shuddering as she experienced ecstasy. She cried out, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

When Nika finally came down from her high, she opened her eyes to find Robbi smiling at her, her expression serene yet satisfied. "You’re incredible, Robbi," Nika whispered, reaching up to brush a lock of hair from her lover’s face.

Robbi leaned down, pressing a tender kiss to Nika’s lips. "No, Nika. We’re incredible together."

“Yeah, I guess we are,” Nika agreed. “I can’t keep this part of me hidden any longer. I need you, Robbi.”

Robbi’s heart swelled with emotion, her fingers tracing the curve of Nika’s jaw. “We’ll figure this out, Nika,” she assured her. “Do you want to keep doing this?”

Nika considered the question for a moment before nodding slowly. "Yeah. I think I do. But we can’t let anyone know, Robbi. This stays between us."

Robbi nodded, her eyes serious. "I promise, Nika. This is our secret."

Nika smiled, her fingers trailing down Robbi’s side. "Good. Now, let’s enjoy it while it lasts."

Robbi grinned, her body already responding to Nika’s touch. "Lead the way, Nika."

19 - SECRET SEDUCTION ON THE BEACH
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“I shouldn’t be doing this,” Ashley breathed, her voice trembling as Miles’s hands slid up her thighs, his fingers grazing the edges of her bikini bottom.

The warm Miami breeze carried the sound of the ocean waves crashing against the shore, but all she could focus on was the heat of his body pressing against hers.

“Then why are you still here?” Miles murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. His voice was low, smooth, and dripping with confidence. Too much confidence, Ashley thought. But there was something about it that made her pulse quicken, her resistance crumbling like sand under her feet.

She opened her mouth to protest, to tell him to stop, but the words caught in her throat as his hand cupped her cheek, his thumb tracing her bottom lip. Her eyes fluttered shut, and before she could think, their lips met in a searing kiss. It was electric, intoxicating—everything she hadn’t felt in years.

Her mind screamed at her to pull away, but her body betrayed her, arching into him as his tongue slipped into her mouth. She could feel the hardness of him pressing against her thigh, and a shiver of excitement ran down her spine.

—

It had been hours since she’d last seen Bob.

The morning had started with hope—Ashley had envisioned long days on the beach, sharing cocktails under the sun, and reconnecting in the way they used to. But reality had quickly set in. Bob had barely glanced at her over breakfast, his nose buried in his phone as he scrolled through messages. When she’d suggested they spend the day together, he’d shrugged.

“You’re not really into the bar scene, babe,” he’d said, already halfway out the door. “Why don’t you just relax on the beach? I’ll catch up with you later.”

She’d wanted to scream. Instead, she’d swallowed her frustration, slipped into her bright red bikini, and headed to the beach alone. The sun was warm on her skin, the sand soft beneath her feet, but it did little to soothe the ache in her chest.

That’s when she’d noticed him.

Miles was lounging a few feet away, his lean, muscular frame glistening under the sun. His dark hair was tousled, his sunglasses perched low on his nose as he glanced in her direction. She’d looked away quickly, her cheeks flushing, but she could feel his gaze lingering.

When he’d approached her, she’d been flustered, her heart racing as he introduced himself with a crooked smile.

“I’m Miles,” he’d said, his voice smooth as velvet. “Couldn’t help but notice you’re here all by yourself.”

She’d stammered something about being married, about not being interested, but he’d just laughed—a warm, rich sound that sent tingles down her spine.

“Married doesn’t mean dead,” he’d teased, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Besides, what happens in Miami stays in Miami, right?”

—

Now, hours later, his lips were on hers, his hands exploring her body with a practiced ease that made her knees weak. She knew she should stop this, should walk away before it went too far, but the way he looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world—made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years.

“Miles…” she gasped as his lips trailed down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling him closer even as her mind screamed at her to stop.

“Shh,” he murmured against her skin, his hands sliding down to her hips. “Just let go, Ashley. You deserve this.”

And she did.

With a soft moan, she melted into him, her body betraying all her reservations. His hands were everywhere, his touch igniting a fire within her that she hadn’t realized had been extinguished. When he finally pulled away, his eyes dark with desire, she could barely catch her breath.

“Come with me,” he whispered, taking her hand and leading her away from the crowded beach.

She followed, her heart pounding as they walked along the shoreline, the sound of the waves growing louder as they approached a secluded cove. The moment they were out of sight, he pressed her against a large rock, his lips crashing into hers with a hunger that left her breathless.

Her hands roamed over his chest, her fingers tracing the hard planes of his muscles as he kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers. She could feel the heat of him pressed against her, his arousal evident even through the fabric of his swim trunks.

“Miles…” she whispered, her voice shaky as he kissed his way down her neck, his hands sliding up her thighs.

“Tell me you want this,” he murmured against her skin, his fingers teasing the edge of her bikini bottom.

She hesitated, her mind racing with guilt, but the ache between her legs was too much to ignore. “I want this,” she breathed, her voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

He didn’t need to be told twice. With a swift movement, he tugged her bikini bottom to the side, his fingers sliding into her wetness. She gasped, her head falling back against the rock as he teased her, his touch sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

“God, you’re so wet,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear as he worked her with his fingers.

She moaned, her hips bucking against his hand as the pleasure built, her body aching for release. When he finally slid a finger inside her, she cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Fuck, Miles,” she gasped, her legs trembling as he added a second finger, his thumb circling her clit.

He didn’t say a word, his eyes locked on hers as he worked her, his fingers moving in a rhythm that had her on the edge. When she finally came, her body convulsing with pleasure, he kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. “Just let go.”

When she finally caught her breath, he stepped back, his eyes dark with hunger as he slid his swim trunks down, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. Her mouth watered at the sight of him, her body tingling with anticipation.

Without a word, she dropped to her knees, her hands gripping his thighs as she took him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around his length.

“Fuck, Ashley,” he growled, his hips bucking as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing around him.

She could feel him hardening in her mouth, his cock growing thicker as she worked him, her lips and tongue driving him wild. When he finally pulled away, his breathing ragged, she looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed, her hands braced against the rock as he positioned himself behind her. She could feel the heat of his cock pressing against her, her body trembling with anticipation.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his hands gripping her hips as he slid into her, inch by delicious inch.

She moaned, her back arching as he filled her, the sensation overwhelming. When he finally bottomed out, he paused, his breathing ragged as he let her adjust to his size.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts as he began to move, his hips thrusting into her with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

She cried out, her nails scraping against the rock as he fucked her, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. With each thrust, she felt herself spiraling closer to the edge, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Miles… I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her voice shaky as the pleasure built, her body tightening around him.

“Cum for me, baby,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her harder, his cock driving into her with relentless force.

She cried out, her body convulsing as she came, her walls clenching around him as he continued to thrust, his own release imminent. When he finally came, his cock pulsing inside her, she felt a wave of warmth spread through her, her body collapsing against the rock as he held her close.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their breathing ragged as they came down from the high. But as reality began to set in, Ashley felt a pang of guilt creeping in.

“Miles…” she whispered, her voice shaky as she turned to face him.

He kissed her softly, his hands cupping her cheeks as he looked into her eyes. “Don’t overthink it, Ashley,” he murmured. “Just enjoy the moment.”

She nodded, her heart pounding as she quickly slipped her bikini back on, the guilt gnawing at her even as her body still hummed with pleasure.

“I should go,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

He nodded, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite place. “Before you leave Miami, find me,” he said, his voice low and filled with promise.

She hesitated, her mind racing with conflicting emotions. But deep inside, Ashley knew she would see Miles again. This was just the beginning.
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Mariah’s knuckles rapped against the hotel room door, her heart pounding in her chest. She could hear the soft shuffle of footsteps on the other side, and then the door creaked open. Carson stood there, his tall frame filling the doorway, his hazel eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. He looked exactly like his profile picture—warm, rugged, and surprisingly gentle for someone so broad-shouldered. His lips curved into a soft smile, and he stepped aside to let her in.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and soothing. “I’m glad you came.”

Mariah stepped into the room, her eyes scanning the space. The soft glow of the bedside lamps cast a warm ambiance, and the faint scent of his cologne lingered in the air. She felt a mix of nerves and anticipation, her hands fidgeting at her sides. It had been so long since she’d been alone with a man—since Robert—and the thought made her stomach twist. But Carson’s calm presence was reassuring, and she forced herself to take a deep breath.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice wavering slightly. “I wasn’t sure if I should… but here I am.”

Carson nodded, his expression understanding. “I get it. Trust isn’t easy after what you’ve been through. But I meant what I said in those messages. I just… I want to be here for you. However you need me to be.”

His words hit her like a wave, and she felt a lump rise in her throat. She nodded, unable to speak for a moment. Carson stepped closer, his hand reaching out to brush against hers. The touch was soft, tentative, and it sent a shiver up her spine. She looked up at him, her eyes searching his for any hint of insincerity. But all she saw was warmth, and something deeper—something that made her heart skip a beat.

—

It had all started a few months ago. Mariah had caught her boyfriend, Robert, with another woman. After the breakup, she’d been devastated. She felt like she would never find love again.

But then, she’d met Carson online. He’d been so understanding as she poured out her heart over emails and text messages. Carson had gone through a similar heartbreak, and Mariah felt like she’d met someone who could truly understand her pain. The connection deepened, and Mariah felt like she was falling in love—something she swore that she’d never do again.

Could she open her heart to another man?

She didn’t want to risk being hurt again. When Carson asked to meet in person, she hesitated, telling him she wasn’t ready. But something in her heart told her to give him a chance. Finally, she told him she was ready to meet.

Carson booked a flight and flew into town. He got a room at a downtown hotel and texted Mariah the room number. The ball was in her court.

—

Now, Mariah stood in the hotel room, her heart racing. Carson stood before her, his eyes dark with desire.

He took a step closer to her. “Mariah,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “Can I kiss you?”

Her breath caught, and she hesitated for a split second before nodding. Carson leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a gentle, exploratory kiss. It was soft at first, almost cautious, but as Mariah leaned into it, the kiss deepened. Her hands found their way to his chest, feeling the firmness of his muscles beneath his shirt. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, the warmth of his body pressing against hers.

When they finally pulled apart, Mariah felt a mix of emotions swirling inside her. There was a spark of desire, but also a sense of vulnerability she hadn’t felt in years. Carson’s eyes searched hers, his hand cupping her cheek.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice filled with concern.

Mariah nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yeah. I’m… I’m more than okay.”

Carson smiled back, his thumb brushing against her cheek. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking about this for weeks now. About you.”

His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she felt her body respond, a heat pooling in her core. She leaned in, capturing his lips in another kiss, this one more urgent, more passionate. Carson’s hands slid down to her waist, pulling her even closer, and Mariah felt herself losing control, her inhibitions melting away.

She pulled back slightly, her breath coming in short gasps. “Carson,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want this. I want you.”

His eyes darkened with desire, and he nodded, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Let me take care of you,” he murmured, his voice thick with need.

Mariah raised her arms, allowing him to pull her shirt over her head. His eyes raked over her body, lingering on the lace of her bra, and she felt a flush of heat spread through her. Carson leaned down, his lips trailing kisses along her collarbone, his hands moving to unclasp her bra. As it fell away, he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples. Mariah gasped, her head falling back as a wave of pleasure washed over her.

“You’re so beautiful,” Carson murmured, his voice reverent.

He kissed his way down her chest, his tongue flicking over one nipple, then the other. Mariah’s hands tangled in his hair, urging him on, her body aching for more.

Carson’s hands moved to the button of her jeans, and he looked up at her, seeking permission. Mariah nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. He unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs, and then her panties followed.

He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, his eyes locked on hers. “I’ve been imagining this,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Imagining how you’d taste.”

Mariah’s legs trembled as his head dipped between her thighs, his tongue flicking over her most sensitive spot. She gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bed for support as the sensations overwhelmed her. Carson’s tongue was relentless, exploring every inch of her, and Mariah felt herself teetering on the edge of pleasure.

“Carson,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Oh God, yes.”

Carson’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. Mariah’s fingers tangled in his hair, her hips bucking against his mouth as the pressure built inside her. And then, with a cry, she came, her body shaking with the intensity of her release.

He kissed his way back up her body, his lips finding hers in a deep, passionate kiss. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only fueled her desire. Her hands moved to his shirt, tugging it off, and she reveled in the feel of his warm skin against hers.

Carson stood, quickly shedding the rest of his clothes, and Mariah’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of him. He was fully erect, his cock thick and hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation. She reached out, her hand wrapping around him, and he groaned, his hips thrusting into her touch.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

“And you’re everything I’ve been dreaming of,” he replied, his eyes dark with need.

Mariah leaned down, her lips wrapping around the head of his cock, her tongue swirling around him as she took him deeper into her mouth. Carson’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips thrusting gently as she pleasured him. She could feel him trembling with restraint, his breaths coming in short gasps.

“Mariah,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I can’t… I need to be inside you.”

She pulled away, looking up at him with a smile. “Then take me,” she said, her voice filled with desire.

Carson lifted her onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her body, and then he was pressing against her entrance. Mariah gasped as he slid inside her, the sensation of him filling her almost overwhelming. He moved slowly at first, giving her time to adjust, but as her body responded, he picked up the pace, his hips thrusting into her with increasing urgency.

“You feel so good,” Carson groaned, his forehead resting against hers. “So damn good.”

Mariah wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper, her body moving in rhythm with his. The pleasure built inside her, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. She clutched at his back, her nails digging into his skin as she felt herself teetering on the brink.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Oh God, Carson, I’m so close.”

“Come for me, Mariah,” he urged, his voice rough with need.

And she did, her body convulsing around him as the waves of pleasure crashed over her. Carson followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he came inside her, his hips jerking with the force of his release. They collapsed together, their bodies tangled in the aftermath, their breaths coming in ragged gasps.

Carson brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes filled with tenderness. “Mariah,” he murmured, his voice soft. “I meant what I said earlier. I want to be with you. For real. I’ll move here, be close to you. Just… say the word.”

Mariah looked up at him, her heart swelling with emotion. She had been so afraid to trust again, so wary of letting anyone in. But with Carson, it felt different. It felt right. She smiled, her hand reaching up to cup his cheek.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I want that too.”

He leaned down, capturing her lips in a tender kiss, and Mariah felt a sense of peace wash over her. For the first time in a long time, she felt hopeful—about herself, about love, about the future. And as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, she knew she had made the right choice. Carson wasn’t just a rebound. He was the beginning of something new. Something beautiful.
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Bianca stood in front of the full-length mirror in her apartment, her breath hitching as she traced the curves of her body with her fingertips. The reflection staring back at her was soft, round, and undeniably her, but it wasn’t the her she wanted to see. Not anymore. Not after what had happened.

Her heart clenched as the memory of Jeff’s betrayal flooded her mind—the way he’d laughed with her best friend, the way they’d whispered secrets when they thought she wasn’t looking, and the way she’d finally caught them in her own bed.

She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. This isn’t about him, she told herself, but deep down, she knew it was. She wanted him to see what he’d lost. She wanted to make him regret it.

With a deep breath, she grabbed her phone and scrolled through the fitness app she’d downloaded the night before. Her eyes landed on a profile—Colby, a personal trainer with a chiseled jawline, piercing blue eyes, and a smile that could melt butter. His bio boasted years of experience helping clients transform their bodies, and his reviews were glowing. She hesitated for only a moment before hitting the “Book Now” button.

—

Two days later, Bianca found herself standing in the middle of a brightly lit gym, her stomach churning with nerves. She tugged at the hem of her workout tank top, self-conscious about how it clung to her curves. What if he thinks I’m too big? she thought, her cheeks flushing. But before she could spiral further, a deep, smooth voice cut through her thoughts.

“Bianca?”

She turned, and there he was. Colby. Tall, muscular, and even more handsome in person. His blue eyes scanned her face, and a warm smile spread across his lips. “You ready to get started?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. I mean, yes. Ready.”

He chuckled, the sound low and reassuring. “Good. Let’s start with some basics.”

The next hour was a blur of stretching, squats, and lunges. Colby was patient but firm, guiding her through each movement with a steady hand. His fingers brushed against her waist as he corrected her posture, and Bianca felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She glanced at him, but his expression was focused, professional. It’s just part of the job, she told herself, trying to ignore the way her body reacted to his touch.

By the time they finished, Bianca was drenched in sweat, her muscles trembling. Colby handed her a water bottle, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. “You did great. Seriously. You’ve got potential.”

She flushed, taking a sip of water to hide her grin. “Thanks. I, uh, I really needed this.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “You wanna talk about it?”

She hesitated, then shook her head. “Not really. Just… life stuff.”

He nodded, understanding flickering in his eyes. “Alright. But if you ever want to vent, I’m a good listener. In the meantime, how about we schedule our next session? I’ve got some specialized equipment at my place. It’s more private, and we can really push you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Your place?”

He grinned. “Yeah. Don’t worry, I’m not a creep. Promise.”

She laughed despite herself. “Okay. That sounds… good.”

—

Two days later, Bianca pulled up to Colby’s house, her stomach aflutter. She smoothed her hands over her workout leggings, took a deep breath, and rang the doorbell. He answered almost immediately, dressed in a tight black tank top and shorts that left little to the imagination. His biceps flexed as he leaned against the doorframe, a playful smirk on his lips.

“Hey, Bianca. Let’s get to work.”

The session was intense. Colby pushed her harder than he had at the gym, guiding her through a series of exercises that left her gasping for breath. His hands were everywhere—on her shoulders, her hips, her thighs—and each touch sent a spark of heat through her. She tried to focus, but it was impossible not to notice the way his eyes lingered on her curves, the way his breath hitched when their bodies brushed.

“You’re doing amazing,” he murmured, his voice low and husky as he helped her out of the bench press.

She flushed, her chest heaving. “Thanks. You’re… a really good trainer.”

He chuckled, his eyes darkening. “Glad you think so.”

As they moved to the next exercise, Colby’s hand lingered on her waist a moment longer than necessary. Bianca’s heart raced, and she glanced at him, her breath catching at the intensity in his gaze. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss.

Bianca froze, her mind racing. This is wrong, she thought, but her body betrayed her, leaning into him as the kiss deepened. His hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and she melted against him, her hands tangling in his hair.

When they finally broke apart, Bianca was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Colby’s eyes searched hers, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She swallowed, her body trembling with anticipation. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t hesitate. His lips crashed against hers again, hungry and demanding, as he lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the bedroom. Bianca’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—his hands on her skin, his mouth on her neck, the heat of his body pressing against hers. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes raking over her figure as he slowly peeled off her clothes.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion as he revealed her curvy body.

She shivered under his gaze, her insecurities melting away as he lowered his head to her chest, his lips capturing one of her nipples. She gasped, her back arching as he sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak. His hand found its way between her thighs, stroking her through her soaked panties until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper.

Colby didn’t make her wait. He stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his briefs, and Bianca’s breath hitched at the sight of him. He was every bit as perfect as she’d imagined. He climbed onto the bed, his body hovering over hers as he kissed her deeply, his hand trailing down her stomach to her core.

He slid his fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Bianca moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. “I need to taste you.”

Before she could respond, he was between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with a hunger that made her dizzy. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her moans growing louder as he teased her clit, his tongue working her into a frenzy. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Colby didn’t give her time to recover. He kissed her again, his lips tasting of her, and positioned himself at her entrance. “You ready?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. He slid into her slowly, inch by agonizing inch, and Bianca moaned, her nails digging into his back. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her in the best way possible. He began to move, his hips grinding against hers, and Bianca lost herself in the rhythm, her moans mingling with his.

Bianca felt the pleasure building with each thrust. Finally, Colby pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back as she climaxed, her fingers gripping the sheets. Colby kept going, drawing out the satisfaction until they were completely exhausted. They flopped to the bed, a tangle of limbs.

“Did you like that?” Colby asked, pulling Bianca closer.

Bianca could only nod, her body still humming with pleasure.

Not only had Bianca improved her fitness, but she’d also found a new lover. After Jeff’s infidelity, she never thought she’d find love again. But during her quest to get her revenge body, she’d realized that Jeff’s opinion didn’t matter anyway.

Bianca gave Colby a kiss. “You know, I’m really glad I met you,” she whispered.

22 - A SECRET AFFAIR IN PARIS

MF / Cheating / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The Eiffel Tower glittered in the distance, its golden lights reflecting off the Seine, but Naomi barely noticed. She sat at a small café table, her untouched espresso cooling as she stared at her phone. Joe had been buried in work emails since they arrived in Paris two days ago. Romantic getaway, he had called it. A chance to reconnect. But so far, he’d been more connected to his laptop than to her.

She sighed, sipping the now-lukewarm coffee, the bitterness matching her mood. The city of love felt hollow when your husband couldn’t even look up from his screen during dinner. She glanced around the café, taking in the chatter of locals and the clinking of cups. It was cozy, intimate—everything her marriage wasn’t right now.

That’s when she noticed him.

He was sitting at a table across the café, his dark eyes glancing up from his book to meet hers. He was handsome in a way that made her stomach flutter—sharp cheekbones, a stubbled jaw, and a crooked smile that suggested he knew exactly what he was doing. He raised his cup in a silent salute, his lips curving upward.

Naomi froze, her cheeks burning. She wasn’t the type to flirt with strangers. She was a wife, a woman who followed the rules. But there was something about the way he looked at her—like he could see the ache in her chest—that made her heart race.

She looked away, pretending to fiddle with her phone, but she could feel his gaze still on her. A moment later, he stood, his tall frame moving gracefully through the café. He stopped at her table, his voice smooth and accented.

“You look like you could use a better cup of coffee,” he said, his tone teasing.

Naomi laughed nervously, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only to someone who’s been watching you for the past ten minutes,” he admitted, his grin widening. “I’m Raoul. And you are…?”

“Naomi,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended. She hesitated, then gestured to the empty chair across from her. “Would you like to sit?”

He did, sliding into the chair with an ease that made her feel both comfortable and nervous. They talked for hours, the conversation flowing effortlessly. Raoul was charming, witty, and surprisingly attentive. He listened to her in a way Joe hadn’t in years, his eyes never leaving hers as she spoke about her frustrations, her dreams, her quiet longing for something more.

“Paris is a city for lovers,” Raoul said, his voice low and intimate. “It’s a shame your husband isn’t appreciating it.”

Naomi’s cheeks flushed. “He’s… preoccupied.”

“Then maybe it’s time someone showed you what you’re missing,” Raoul suggested, his gaze steady.

Her heart skipped a beat. She knew what he was implying, and a part of her wanted to say no, to walk away. But another part—a louder, needier part—wondered what it would be like to feel desired again.

“I shouldn’t,” she whispered, even as her stomach tightened with anticipation.

“But you want to,” he countered, his voice like velvet. “Let me show you Paris, Naomi. No distractions. Just us.”

She hesitated, torn between guilt and desire. Raoul reached across the table, his fingers brushing hers. The touch sent a shiver down her spine, and she knew she was lost.

“Okay,” she said softly, her heart pounding.

They left the café together, Raoul’s hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they walked along the cobblestone streets. He pointed out landmarks, shared stories, and made her laugh in a way she hadn’t in months. For the first time in years, Naomi felt alive.

When they reached his apartment building, Raoul paused, turning to her. “Would you like to come up? Just for a drink.”

She knew what he was asking, and the rational part of her screamed to say no. But the way he looked at her—like she was the only woman in the world—made the decision for her.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Inside, the apartment was warm and inviting, the scent of spices and wine lingering in the air. Raoul poured them both a glass of red wine, his fingers brushing hers as he handed her the glass. Their eyes met, and the air between them crackled with tension.

“Naomi,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “You’re so beautiful.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but he silenced her with a kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but then deepened as she responded, her body trembling with need. His hands slid to her waist, pulling her closer as his tongue explored her mouth.

Naomi’s mind spun. She knew this was wrong, but it felt so right. She wanted this—wanted him. When Raoul broke the kiss, his eyes dark with desire, she didn’t hesitate.

“Take me to bed,” she whispered.

He led her to the bedroom, his lips never leaving hers as he unbuttoned her blouse, his hands roaming over her skin. She gasped as he kissed her neck, his fingers expertly unhooking her bra. Her body responded to his touch, her nipples hardening as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs rubbing over the sensitive peaks.

Raoul knelt before her, his hands sliding down her hips as he peeled off her skirt and panties. He looked up at her, his gaze hot and hungry.

“I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you,” he confessed, his voice rough.

She moaned as he kissed her thighs, his tongue trailing higher until it found her clit. His mouth was skilled, teasing and pleasuring her until she was trembling with need. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her hips rocking against his face as he brought her to the edge.

When she came, she cried out his name, her body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. Raoul stood, his hands sliding to the waistband of his pants. He undressed quickly, his cock hard and throbbing as he stepped toward her.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice tender.

Naomi nodded, her breath catching as he laid her down on the bed. He kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her body as he positioned himself between her legs. She gasped as he entered her, his cock filling her in a way that made her whimper with pleasure.

He moved slowly at first, his hips grinding against hers as he watched her with dark, possessive eyes. But as her moans grew louder, he quickened his pace, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Naomi clung to him, her nails digging into his back as she met his rhythm.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his voice strained. “So tight, so perfect.”

She came again, her body convulsing around him as he continued to thrust, his own release building. When he finally came, he buried his face in her neck, his hips jerking as he spilled himself inside her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies tangled and breathless. Naomi rested her head on his chest, her fingers tracing patterns on his skin. She knew she should feel guilty, but all she felt was satisfaction—and a deep, unshakable longing.

“Will I see you again?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Raoul kissed her forehead, his lips soft against her skin. “If you want to.”

She did. More than anything. But as she walked back to her hotel that night, the streets of Paris quiet and empty, she couldn’t shake the thought of Joe. He would never know, she told herself. This was her secret, her indulgence.

And she wanted more.

23 - THE MILE HIGH CLUB

FF / Lesbian / Public / Cheating / Taboo / Public / Fingering / Oral

The plane’s engines hummed soothingly, the low rumble a comforting background noise that lulled most of the passengers into a state of drowsy contentment. Yumi shifted in her seat, her heart pounding with anticipation as she glanced sideways at Nicole.

The red dress clung to her sister-in-law's slender frame, accentuating every curve and drawing Yumi's gaze irresistibly. Nicole’s long black hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made her look both elegant and approachable.

Yumi had been flirting subtly with Nicole all week during their family vacation in Atlanta. Every stolen glance, every touch that lingered just a little too long, had built up an electric tension between them. Now, on the plane ride home, with Yumi’s brother, Keyvon, and the rest of the family dozing or engrossed in their in-flight entertainment, the opportunity for something more had presented itself.

Nicole turned to Yumi, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Did you enjoy Atlanta?” she asked softly, her voice barely audible over the ambient noise of the plane.

“I did,” Yumi replied, her own voice trembling slightly with excitement. “But I think I enjoyed the company even more.”

Nicole smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent shivers down Yumi's spine. “Me too,” she whispered, leaning in closer. “Keyvon’s not paying any attention. He’s totally zoned out on that movie.”

Yumi nodded, swallowing hard as she felt the heat of Nicole’s breath against her ear. She adjusted the blanket over her lap, ensuring it covered her from view. The fabric provided a much-needed barrier between her and the prying eyes of other passengers, but it also seemed to trap the growing warmth between her thighs.

As if reading her thoughts, Nicole reached under the blanket, her fingers brushing lightly against Yumi's inner thigh. Yumi inhaled sharply, her body tensing at the unexpected touch. Nicole's hand moved higher, sliding stealthily toward the wetness pooling between Yumi's legs.

Yumi hesitated for a moment. Nicole was her brother’s wife. If Keyvon found out, he would be devastated. “I don’t know, Nicole,” she whispered.

“Shh,” Nicole murmured, placing a finger over Yumi's lips. “Just relax. Let me take care of you.”

Yumi put her trepidation aside. She closed her eyes, leaning back in her seat as Nicole’s fingers found their mark. The sensation was exquisite, each gentle stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Nicole’s touch was confident, assured, as if she knew exactly what Yumi needed. Yumi bit her lip, trying to muffle the soft moans that threatened to escape.

“Oh, God, Nicole,” Yumi breathed, her voice a strangled whisper. “That feels so good.”

Nicole chuckled softly, her fingers never pausing in their rhythm. “You like that, huh? You have no idea how hot it makes me to see you like this.”

Yumi could only nod, her mind foggy with desire. Her hips moved involuntarily, grinding against Nicole’s hand, seeking more friction. Nicole responded by increasing the pressure, her thumb circling Yumi's clit with deliberate precision. The combination of touches was driving Yumi wild, her body arching against the seat in desperate need.

“Nicole, I’m... I’m close,” Yumi gasped, her breath hitching.

“Let it happen, baby,” Nicole encouraged, her voice thick with arousal. “Let go for me.”

With a final, shuddering breath, Yumi gave in to the building climax. Waves of ecstasy crashed over her, her body trembling uncontrollably as she climaxed under Nicole’s expert touch. Nicole didn’t stop until Yumi had ridden out every last wave of pleasure, her fingers finally withdrawing from beneath the blanket.

Yumi opened her eyes, catching Nicole’s gaze. There was a wicked glint in those dark brown eyes, a promise of what was yet to come. “That was incredible,” Yumi said, her voice still shaky.

Nicole leaned in, her lips hovering just inches from Yumi's. “You have no idea how much I want to taste you,” she whispered, her words sending another thrill through Yumi's already sensitive body.

Before Yumi could respond, Nicole stood up, glancing around to ensure no one was watching. “Come on,” she said, holding out her hand. “There’s something I want to show you.”

Yumi hesitated for only a moment before taking Nicole’s hand. Together, they slipped out of their seats and down the narrow aisle, keeping their heads low as they made their way toward the bathroom at the back of the plane.

Once inside, Nicole locked the door behind them and turned to face Yumi. The cramped space seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with unspoken desires. Nicole pressed Yumi against the cold metal wall, her hands roaming freely over Yumi's curves.

“Spread your legs for me,” Nicole commanded, her voice husky with longing.

Yumi obeyed, her skirt riding up to expose her glistening pussy. Nicole dropped to her knees, her mouth watering at the sight before her. She wasted no time, diving in with a fervor that left Yumi gasping. Yumi’s fingers tangled in Nicole’s hair, pulling her deeper into the embrace of their shared passion.

“Yes, yes, right there,” Yumi cried, her words muffled by the confines of the tiny bathroom.

Nicole’s tongue worked its magic, flicking and swirling with practiced ease. Yumi’s hips bucked into the relentless assault, her body straining against the restraints of gravity and the narrow space. It was pure, unadulterated bliss, every lick and suck bringing her closer to the edge once more.

“Nicole, I can’t... I can’t hold on much longer,” Yumi warned, her voice breaking with urgency.

“Then don’t,” Nicole replied, her voice laced with desire. “Give in to it. Let me make you come again.”

And with that final push, Yumi shattered into a thousand pieces, her release crashing over her like a tidal wave. Nicole drank her in, savoring every shuddering gasp and moan. When it was over, Yumi sagged against the wall, her body trembling with residual aftershocks.

Nicole gave Yumi a kiss on the lips. “Welcome to the mile high club,” she whispered.

“You won’t tell anyone?” Yumi asked, suddenly coming back to reality. “If the family finds out, everyone will hate us.”

“Trust me,” Nicole replied. “I’m not gonna tell anyone.”

As they walked back to their seats on the plane, Yumi knew that her relationship with her sister-in-law had changed, permanently. She hoped that their secret passion wouldn’t lead to the destruction of her family.

Yumi and Nicole took their seats. Yumi looked at Keyvon, her heart filling with guilt. He was fast asleep, blissfully unaware of what had just taken place.

24 - CONFESSIONS IN THE JUNGLE

MF / Cheating / Public / Outdoors / Kissing / PIV Sex

Bertie’s heart pounded as she boarded the plane, her hands clutching the strap of her backpack like a lifeline. The weight of the decision she’d made pressed heavily on her chest. Africa. The word echoed in her mind, both thrilling and terrifying.

She had dreamed of this opportunity—to provide medical care to those who needed it most—but leaving Dave behind felt like tearing a piece of herself away. She loved him, deeply, but the pull of this adventure was impossible to ignore.

As she found her seat, Bertie glanced around the cabin, her eyes landing on a man sitting a few rows ahead. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a mop of unruly brown hair. Something about the way he leaned back in his seat, relaxed and confident, caught her attention. She shook her head, trying to dismiss the thought. This is not the time, she scolded herself. You’re not here for distractions.

The flight attendant’s voice crackled over the intercom, announcing takeoff, and Bertie buckled her seatbelt, her nerves in overdrive. She closed her eyes, trying to steady her breathing, but her mind kept racing. What if Dave thinks I’m abandoning him? What if this is a mistake? The questions swirled, but there was no turning back now.

The flight was long, and Bertie found herself restless, unable to focus on the book she’d brought. She stood up, heading toward the back of the plane to stretch her legs.

As she passed the man she’d noticed earlier, he looked up and gave her a small smile. “First time flying to Africa?” he asked, his voice warm and inviting.

Bertie hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah,” she admitted. “I’m a medical student. I’m going to work in a small village.”

His eyes lit up. “No kidding. Same here. I’m Craig,” he said, extending a hand.

She shook it, feeling a jolt of electricity at the contact. “Bertie.”

They chatted for the next hour, finding they had more in common than either of them expected. Craig was funny, smart, and passionate about medicine, just like her. Bertie found herself laughing more than she had in weeks, the weight on her chest lifting slightly. But as their conversation deepened, guilt began to creep in. What are you doing? she thought. You have Dave. You love Dave.

When the plane finally landed, Bertie felt a mix of relief and apprehension. She and Craig rode in a jeep to their home for the next six months. The small cabin they were assigned to share was simple but comfortable, with two beds and a small kitchenette. Bertie tried to focus on the work ahead, but Craig’s presence was impossible to ignore.

Days turned into weeks, and the two of them fell into a rhythm. They worked side by side, treating patients in the village, their bond growing stronger with each passing day. Bertie tried to push her feelings aside, but the attraction was undeniable. Craig was kind, thoughtful, and undeniably handsome. Every time their hands brushed, or their eyes met, she felt a spark that she couldn’t ignore.

One afternoon, after a particularly long day, Craig suggested they take a walk through the jungle. “We deserve a break,” he said, his eyes twinkling.

Bertie hesitated, but the thought of spending more time with him was too tempting to resist. They set off into the dense foliage, the sounds of the jungle enveloping them. The air was thick with humidity, and the scent of earth and greenery filled her lungs. They walked in comfortable silence for a while, but Bertie could feel the tension building between them.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She stopped, turning to face him. “Craig, there’s something I need to tell you,” she said, her voice trembling.

He looked at her, his expression soft. “What is it, Bertie?”

She took a deep breath, her heart racing. “I… I have feelings for you. But I’m in love with someone else. I don’t want to hurt him, but I can’t deny what I’m feeling.”

Craig’s eyes searched hers, and for a moment, she thought he might pull away. But instead, he stepped closer, his hands gently cupping her face. “I understand,” he said, his voice low. “I feel it too.”

Their lips met in a kiss that was both tender and desperate, a collision of pent-up emotions and unspoken desires. Bertie’s mind spun as she leaned back against a tree, the rough bark pressing into her skin. Craig’s hands roamed her body, sending shivers down her spine. He unzipped his pants, his erection springing free, and Bertie sank to her knees without hesitation.

She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before she deepthroated him, taking his entire length. Craig groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she moved, the sensation overwhelming. When he pulled her to her feet, Bertie’s legs were trembling.

He yanked down her shorts, his fingers finding her wetness as he pressed against her. “Tell me you want this,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

“Yes,” she gasped, her body arching toward him.

Craig thrust into her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her with relentless intensity. Bertie cried out, the pleasure building with each stroke. The tree bark scratched her palms as she clung to it, her body rocking with his movements. She came undone, her orgasm crashing over her in waves as Craig filled her, his own release following soon after.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breaths ragged, before Craig pulled away, helping her straighten her clothes. As they walked back to the cabin, Bertie’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. Guilt, desire, and something deeper warred within her.

She glanced at Craig, his face illuminated by the setting sun, and knew this wasn’t over. What am I doing? she thought, but another voice whispered, What do you want?

25 - MORE THAN JUST PARTNERS


FF / Lesbian / Police / Cheating / Kissing / Dildo

The air was thick with tension as Sienna and Rebecca moved through the dimly lit alleyway, their footsteps echoing off the brick walls. They were on the tail of a perp who had evaded capture multiple times, a dangerous man with a reputation for violence. Sienna's heart pounded in her chest, adrenaline surging through her veins. She glanced at Rebecca, her new partner, whose eyes were laser-focused on the shadows ahead.

"He's close," Rebecca whispered, her voice barely audible over the rustle of leaves and distant traffic. "Stay sharp."

Sienna nodded, gripping her weapon tighter. The connection between them had been growing stronger with each passing day, a magnetic pull that she couldn't quite explain. It wasn't just professional respect; there was something deeper, more intimate. She had tried to ignore it, focusing on the job, but the feelings persisted, gnawing at her subconscious.

Sienna’s marriage was rocky. It seemed like she spent more time with Rebecca than with her husband, Jack. Sienna’s career was her main commitment, and her marriage to Jack came second to her stressful career. Rebecca had become her constant companion—someone in which she could confide, share her secrets, and talk about her day.

Suddenly, a figure darted out from behind a dumpster, moving fast. Sienna reacted on instinct, lunging forward, but the perp was quicker. He grabbed her by the arm, yanking her off balance. Pain shot through her wrist as he twisted it, forcing her to drop her gun. Sienna cried out, struggling to break free, but his grip was ironclad.

"Rebecca!" Sienna shouted, desperation lacing her tone.

In an instant, Rebecca was there, her movements fluid and precise. She delivered a swift kick to the perp's knee, causing him to buckle. He released Sienna, snarling in fury, but Rebecca was relentless. She disarmed him with a deft move, pinning him to the ground before he could react. Sienna watched in awe, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"You okay?" Rebecca asked, her voice steady as she cuffed the perp.

Sienna nodded, swallowing hard. "Yeah. Thanks to you."

Rebecca pulled the perp to his feet, holding him firmly. "Let's get this scumbag back to the station."

As they walked back, Sienna's mind reeled. The intensity of the attack had left her shaken, but Rebecca's quick thinking had saved her life. Gratitude mingled with the lingering fear, creating a potent cocktail of emotions. By the time they arrived at the station, Sienna's thoughts were a chaotic mess.

Hours later, after paperwork and debriefings, Sienna finally made it home. Jack had already left, as usual; her husband had been working late shifts at the hospital. Sienna sighed, feeling the weight of exhaustion settle over her. She started to undress, planning to shower and crawl into bed, when the doorbell rang.

Surprised, Sienna opened the door to find Rebecca standing there, concern etched on her face. "Hey, I—I wanted to check on you. You seemed pretty shaken up."

Sienna hesitated, then stepped aside. "Come in."

Rebecca entered, her gaze sweeping the room before settling on Sienna. "Are you sure you're okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

Sienna forced a smile, though her insides were churning. "Just tired. But I'm fine, really."

Rebecca didn't buy it. "Maybe I should stay tonight. Just to make sure you're alright."

Sienna's heart skipped a beat. "That's not necessary..."

"Humor me," Rebecca insisted, her tone brooking no argument.

Reluctantly, Sienna agreed. As they settled on the couch, sipping coffee Rebecca had brought, the awkwardness between them grew palpable. Sienna stole glances at her partner, noticing the way her hair fell around her face, the curve of her lips. She shook her head, trying to dispel the thoughts that were swirling in her mind.

Finally, unable to hold it in any longer, Sienna blurted out, "Rebecca, there's something I need to tell you."

Rebecca's eyes met hers, filled with curiosity. "What is it?"

Sienna took a deep breath. "I... I think I have feelings for you."

For a moment, neither spoke. Then, slowly, Rebecca leaned in. Their faces were inches apart, tension crackling in the air. Sienna's pulse raced as Rebecca closed the distance, their lips meeting in a tender, tentative kiss. It was electric, sending shivers down Sienna's spine.

Breaking the kiss, Rebecca whispered, "Is this what you want?"

Sienna nodded, her voice barely a whisper. "Yes."

Rebecca hesitated. “What about Jack?” she asked.

“We never see each other, anymore,” Sienna confessed. “I spend more time with you than with him. We both work long hours. It’s just not working out.”

Rebecca took Sienna’s hand. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice full of sincerity.

Without another word, Rebecca led Sienna to the bedroom, their hands intertwined. They walked into the room Sienna shared with Jack, shedding their police uniforms with practiced ease.

As they lay down, Rebecca's fingers traced lazy patterns on Sienna's skin, igniting a fire within her. Sienna bit her lip, fighting the urge to moan, but Rebecca's touch was intoxicating. Sienna felt a pang of guilt, knowing Jack would be furious if he found out, but the desire coursing through her body drowned out rational thought.

"Relax," Rebecca murmured, her voice low and soothing. "Let me take care of you."

Sienna closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensations. Rebecca's mouth found hers again, kissing her deeply as her hands roamed Sienna's body, exploring every inch. Sienna arched beneath her, feeling the heat build between her legs.

"Rebecca..." Sienna's voice was trembling, torn between pleasure and guilt.

Rebecca smirked, understanding flickering in her eyes. "Shh, let go. Feel."

And so Sienna did. Rebecca's fingers trailed down, slipping beneath the waistband of her underwear. Sienna gasped as Rebecca's touch became more assertive, circling her clit with precision. The sensation was overwhelming, pushing her closer to the edge.

"Tell me what you want," Rebecca said, her voice husky.

Sienna reached for the nightstand, pulling out a dildo. "Use this."

Rebecca's eyes darkened with desire as she took the toy. "With pleasure."

She positioned herself between Sienna's legs, her movements slow and deliberate. Sienna watched, mesmerized, as Rebecca coated the dildo with lube. Then, with one swift motion, she thrust it inside, filling Sienna completely.

"Ah!" Sienna cried out, her hips bucking instinctively.

Rebecca grinned, continuing to thrust the dildo in and out, her rhythm steady and unrelenting. Sienna's body tightened, her breaths coming in short bursts. She could feel the climax building, the pressure mounting with every stroke.

"Faster," Sienna begged, her voice breaking.

Rebecca obliged, increasing the speed. The dildo pounded into her, hitting all the right spots. Sienna's vision blurred with pleasure, her mind blown wide open. She clawed at the sheets, desperate to hold on.

"Almost there," Rebecca whispered, her voice a sweet torment.

Then, without warning, Sienna climaxed. The intensity of her release left her trembling and breathless. She dug her nails into the bedsheets, riding out the waves of ecstasy until her body went limp.

As the afterglow settled, Sienna lay there, lost in thought. She had crossed a line, one that could never be uncrossed. And now she was faced with a choice: continue down this dangerous path or return to the life she had built with Jack.

"Sienna," Rebecca said softly, drawing her back to the present. "What do we do now?"

Sienna looked at her, tears welling in her eyes. "I don't know."

Rebecca gave Sienna a gentle kiss. “We’ll figure it out,” she whispered. “I love you, no matter what you choose.”

Sienna’s heart raced with love and anxiety, a strange mix of passion and fear coursing through her veins. “I love you too, Rebecca,” she murmured. Sienna was unsure of where the relationship was headed, but eager to find out.

26 - BETRAYAL IN THE ELEVATOR

MF / Cheating / Forced Proximity / Taboo / Kissing / Blowjob / Fingering / PIV Sex

Lexi stared at her reflection in the hotel mirror, smoothing down her skirt and adjusting the neckline of her top. Las Vegas was as dazzling as she’d imagined, but it was hard to enjoy the glitz and glamour when her mind was consumed by him—Ken, Felicia’s boyfriend. He was everything Lexi shouldn’t want: charming, handsome, and off-limits. But the way he looked at her sometimes, with that spark in his eyes, made her wonder if she was imagining things.

She shook her head, forcing herself to focus. Felicia is my sister. I can’t—won’t—let myself go there.

Felicia burst into the room, her energy infectious as always. “Alright, birthday girl is heading to the casino! You two gonna join me soon, right?” she asked, flashing a bright smile.

Ken, lounging on the bed, gave her a lazy grin. “We’ll catch up. Just finishing breakfast.”

Felicia blew them both a kiss before disappearing out the door, leaving Lexi alone with Ken. The air felt heavier somehow, charged with something unspoken.

They finished their breakfast in silence, the clinking of utensils against plates the only sound. Lexi couldn’t help but notice the way Ken’s eyes lingered on her as she sipped her coffee. Is he flirting? She wasn’t sure. Maybe she was reading too much into it.

But then he leaned closer, his voice low and teasing. “You look good today, Lexi. Vegas suits you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. Why is he saying that? She forced a laugh, brushing it off. “Thanks, Ken. Let’s meet Felicia before she gambles away all her birthday money.”

They headed for the elevator, Lexi’s nerves on edge. She could feel Ken’s presence beside her, his arm brushing against hers as they walked. The elevator doors slid open, and they stepped inside.

Lexi pressed the button for the casino level, and the doors closed with a soft ding. For a moment, everything was normal. Then, without warning, the elevator jolted to a stop. The lights flickered and went out, plunging them into darkness.

Lexi gasped, her heart racing. “What the hell?” she whispered, fumbling for her phone. She turned on the flashlight, the beam illuminating the small space.

Ken was already at the control panel, pressing buttons and trying the emergency call. Nothing worked. “Help button’s dead,” he muttered, frustration edging his voice.

Lexi’s chest tightened. This can’t be happening. She pressed the button again, her hand trembling. Still nothing.

Ken sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Looks like we’re stuck.” He turned to her, his expression softening. “Hey, it’s going to be okay. Help’s probably on the way.” He stepped closer, his arm wrapping around her shoulders.

Lexi froze, her body hyper-aware of his touch. His muscles were firm against her, and the warmth of his body was both comforting and intoxicating. She leaned into him despite herself, her fear mingling with something else—something she didn’t want to name.

A few minutes later, the emergency lights flickered on, casting a dim glow over the elevator. A voice crackled over the intercom. “Attention, passengers. We’re aware of the issue and are working to resolve it. Please remain calm. Help will arrive in a few hours.”

Lexi’s eyes widened. “A few hours? We can’t be stuck here that long!” Ken squeezed her shoulder, his tone reassuring. “We’ll be fine. Think of it as… bonding time.”

Lexi couldn’t help but laugh, though it was tinged with nervousness. “Bonding time? You and me, stuck in an elevator? Sounds thrilling.”

Ken smirked, his eyes glinting in the dim light. “Could be worse, right?” He sat down on the elevator floor, patting the spot beside him.

Reluctantly, Lexi joined him, her skirt brushing against his jeans. They sat in silence for a while, the tension between them thickening.

Eventually, Ken broke the silence. “So, how’s life been? You’ve been pretty quiet lately.”

Lexi shrugged, avoiding his gaze. “Just… things, you know.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “Things with Felicia?”

The question caught her off guard. “No, no, nothing like that. She’s great. You two seem… happy.”

Ken hesitated, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, about that…” He sighed, running a hand over his face. “I’ve been thinking. I think I’m going to break up with her.”

Lexi’s breath hitched. “What? Why? You guys seem perfect together.”

Ken shook his head, his voice low and serious. “We’re not. It’s… complicated. But the truth is, my heart’s not in it anymore.”

Lexi’s mind raced. Why is he telling me this?

Before she could respond, Ken turned to her, his eyes locking with hers. “And maybe… maybe I’ve been paying attention to the wrong sister.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. Did he just say that?

Before she could process it, Ken leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. Lexi’s eyes widened in shock, but she didn’t pull away. Her guilt screamed at her to stop, but her body betrayed her, leaning into the kiss. It was soft at first, tentative, but then Ken deepened it, his hand cupping her face. Lexi’s resolve crumbled, her hands finding their way to his chest. She kissed him back, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. This is wrong. So wrong. But it feels so… right.

When they finally pulled apart, Lexi’s breath was ragged, her cheeks flushed. “Ken, we can’t…” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his expression intense. “I’ve wanted this for a long time, Lexi. I know it’s complicated, but… I can’t keep pretending.”

His words ignited something in her—desire, longing, and a dangerous recklessness. She glanced at the elevator doors, knowing they were still trapped. No one would ever know.

With trembling hands, Lexi reached for the zipper of Ken’s pants. His eyes widened, but he didn’t stop her. She tugged them down, her fingers wrapping around his already hard cock. Ken groaned, his head falling back as she began to stroke him. Lexi’s heart raced, her guilt momentarily overshadowed by the thrill of what she was doing. She dropped to her knees, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. Ken’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips bucking slightly as she pleasured him.

When she finally pulled away, Ken’s breathing was heavy, his eyes dark with desire. He stood, pulling her to her feet. Lexi turned around, gripping the handrail as she bent over. Ken’s hands slid under her skirt, pulling down her panties. She shuddered as his fingers explored her, teasing her until she was wet and aching for him. He positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her entrance. Lexi bit her lip, her heart pounding as he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

Ken’s hands gripped her hips, his thrusts slow at first but quickly growing harder, faster. Lexi moaned, her nails digging into the handrail as he pounded into her. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed in the small space, mingling with their ragged breaths. Lexi’s climax built quickly, crashing over her with an intensity that left her trembling. Ken groaned, his thrusts faltering as he came inside her, his grip on her hips tightening.

When it was over, they stood in stunned silence, the reality of what they’d done sinking in. Lexi’s guilt came crashing back, overwhelming her. “Oh my god, Ken… what did we just do?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Ken turned her around, his hands cupping her face. “I meant what I said, Lexi. I’m going to break up with Felicia. This… this is real for me.”

Lexi’s eyes searched his, torn between her feelings for him and her loyalty to her sister. “But… Felicia…”

Ken shook his head, his expression resolute. “I’ll handle it. I promise.”

The elevator suddenly jolted, the lights flickering back on. Lexi’s eyes widened as the doors opened, revealing the casino floor. Ken quickly straightened his clothes, and Lexi did the same, her hands trembling as she smoothed down her skirt.

They stepped out of the elevator, the vibrant energy of the casino a stark contrast to the intensity of what had just happened. Felicia was nowhere in sight, but the guilt gnawed at Lexi’s stomach. What have I done?

Ken leaned in, his voice low and reassuring. “It’s going to be okay, Lexi. Trust me.”

She nodded, though her mind was racing. As they walked further into the casino, Lexi couldn’t shake the feeling that her life had just been irrevocably changed.

27 - A HAUNTED HOUSE HOOK UP
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Gretta’s breath hitched as the dimly lit hallway of the haunted house seemed to close in around her. The air was thick with the scent of fake fog and damp wood, and the distant screams of other visitors echoed through the narrow corridors. She clutched her sweater tighter around her, her heart pounding in her chest.

Where the hell was Scott? They had entered together, but he had been complaining since they stepped through the creaky front door—“This is so overpriced.” “The decorations look like they’re from a dollar store.” “Why are we even doing this?”—and now, somehow, they had gotten separated.

She turned a corner, the floorboards groaning beneath her feet, and nearly jumped out of her skin as a low growl reverberated through the air. A figure emerged from the shadows, his face painted to resemble a decaying zombie, his clothes tattered and stained with fake blood. His piercing green eyes locked onto hers, and for a moment, Gretta forgot to breathe.

“Lost, are we?” he asked, his voice low and teasing, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” Gretta stammered, her cheeks flushing.

She couldn’t help but notice the way his broad shoulders filled out the ragged costume, the way his jawline was still sharp beneath the ghoulish makeup.

“I’m Fred,” he said, stepping closer. “I work here. Let me help you find your way.”

Fred’s hand brushed lightly against her arm as he guided her down the hallway, and Gretta felt a shiver run down her spine. She tried to ignore the way her pulse quickened, the way her stomach fluttered as he glanced down at her with that sly grin.

“Is it just me,” Fred said, his voice dropping to a whisper, “or is this place getting a little too hot for you?”

Gretta laughed nervously, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sweater. “Maybe a little.”

Fred stopped in front of a door marked “Employees Only” and leaned against it, his arms crossed. “You know, most people come here to get scared, but I think you’re the kind of woman who likes a little… excitement.”

The way he said it—the way his eyes lingered on her lips—sent a jolt of heat straight to Gretta’s core. She hesitated, her mind racing. This was wrong. She was married. But Scott hadn’t looked at her like that in years, hadn’t made her feel wanted in what felt like an eternity. And Fred… Fred was standing so close, his presence intoxicating, his gaze daring her to take a risk.

Before she could second-guess herself, Fred reached out and cupped her face in his hand, his thumb brushing lightly over her cheek. “You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Gretta’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips barely grazing hers. The world seemed to stop as she felt the warmth of his breath, the faintest hint of peppermint on his tongue. She knew she should pull away, but the ache between her legs was too strong, the need to feel desired too overwhelming.

She kissed him back.

Fred’s lips were insistent, his tongue exploring her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss. Gretta’s fingers tangled in his hair, her body pressing against his as the taste of him filled her senses.

When they finally broke apart, Fred’s eyes were dark with desire. “Let’s get out of here,” he whispered, his voice rough.

He opened the door behind him and pulled her into a small storage room, the shelves lined with costumes and props. The door clicked shut, plunging them into near darkness, the only light coming from a crack under the door.

Fred’s hands were everywhere—his fingers slipping under her sweater, his palms grazing her breasts through the fabric of her bra. Gretta gasped as he nipped at her neck, his teeth leaving a trail of heat down her skin. She could feel the hard length of him pressing against her thigh, and the ache between her legs grew unbearable.

“Tell me you want this,” Fred murmured against her ear, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

Gretta didn’t hesitate this time. “I want this.”

Fred’s hands moved to her skirt, lifting it up and sliding his fingers under the waistband of her panties. Gretta moaned as he found her soaked center, his fingers sliding through her folds with expert precision. He teased her clit, circling it slowly until she was panting, her hands gripping his shoulders for support.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Fred growled, his breath hot against her neck.

He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and Gretta’s eyes widened at the sight of him. He was big—thick and hard, the head glistening with precum. Without thinking, she dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his shaft.

Fred groaned as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she sank down, taking as much of him as she could. Her head bobbed slowly at first, her hand stroking what she couldn’t reach, but soon she was moving faster, her lips tightening around him as she sucked him deep.

“Fuck, Gretta,” Fred hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. “You’re so fucking good at that.”

Gretta moaned around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure up his spine. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hips bucking slightly as he got closer to the edge. But before he could cum, Fred pulled her to her feet, his lips crashing against hers in a searing kiss.

He lifted her skirt again, his fingers finding her clit as he pressed her back against the wall. Gretta whimpered as he rubbed her in tight circles, her hips grinding against his hand.

“I need to feel you,” Fred growled, his voice thick with need.

Gretta nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as he positioned himself at her entrance. With one firm thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his hips slamming against hers with a rhythm that left her seeing stars.

“You’re so tight,” Fred groaned, his lips trailing hot kisses down her neck.

Gretta’s back arched as he hit a spot deep inside her, her moans mingling with the creak of the wall behind her. The sounds of the haunted house—the screams, the rattling chains—were drowned out by the sound of their bodies coming together, the slap of skin against skin.

Fred’s pace quickened, his thrusts growing more urgent as he felt her walls clenching around him. “Come for me, Gretta,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire.

Her climax hit her like a tidal wave, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Fred groaned as he felt her tighten around him, his own release following moments later. He spilled inside her, his hips jerking as he filled her with every last drop.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing heavy, their bodies still connected. Finally, Fred pulled out, zipping up his pants as Gretta smoothed down her skirt.

“We should get back,” Fred said, his voice calm now, though his eyes still smoldered with desire.

Gretta nodded, her legs still shaky as they stepped out of the storage room and back into the haunted house. The sounds of screaming visitors greeted them once again, the eerie atmosphere a stark contrast to the heat that still lingered between them.

They had only taken a few steps when Gretta heard Scott’s voice. “Gretta! There you are!”

She turned to see her husband hurrying toward her, his face flushed. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking everywhere for you!”

“I got lost,” Gretta said, forcing a smile. “But Fred here helped me find my way back.”

Scott glanced at Fred, nodding stiffly. “Thanks, I guess.”

Fred gave Gretta one last glance, his lips quirking into a small smile. “Anytime,” he said, his eyes locking with hers for just a moment before he turned and disappeared into the shadows.

As Scott led her toward the exit, Gretta couldn’t help but glance back, her heart still racing. She knew she’d never forget what had just happened—the way Fred had made her feel, the secret she now carried.

And as they stepped out into the cool fall air, Gretta couldn’t help but wonder if this was the rekindling she had been searching for—just not with her husband.

28 - CAMPING THREESOME
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The sun was setting, casting a warm, golden hue over the campsite. Tatiana's fingers tightened around the straps of her backpack as she took in the serene beauty of the forest. The tall pines whispered secrets to one another, and the air was thick with the scent of pine needles and earth.

Tatiana was on a camping trip with her wife, Hayden, and their friend, Ellie. She had hoped that the adventure of sleeping under the stars would put the spark back into their marriage, but the trip seemed to magnify the distance between them. Tatiana felt a pang of guilt for the flutter of excitement that danced in her chest every time Ellie was nearby.

Hayden walked beside Tatiana, her muscular frame cutting a striking figure against the backdrop of trees. Her short spiky hair caught the last rays of sunlight, making it gleam like a halo. Tatiana couldn't help but notice how the years had worn away at the passion they once shared. It wasn't that they didn’t love each other; it was just... different now. Duller. Safer.

“Hey, Tati,” Hayden said, interrupting Tatiana’s thoughts. “You okay?”

Tatiana forced a smile. “Yeah, just taking it all in.”

Hayden nodded, her eyes scanning the path ahead. "Ellie should be setting up the tent by now. Let's pick up the pace."

As they approached the campsite, the soft murmur of voices greeted them. Ellie's laughter rang out, rich and full, like a melody that Tatiana hadn't heard in far too long. She stepped into the clearing, her gaze immediately drawn to Ellie. The woman had always been magnetic, with her olive complexion and dark, expressive eyes that seemed to hold the mysteries of the universe. Today, she wore tight jeans that hugged her curves and a simple t-shirt that accentuated her slender yet strong physique.

Ellie looked up from where she was tying the last knot on the tent, her eyes lighting up when she saw them. “There you two are! I was getting worried.”

Hayden chuckled, dropping her pack to the ground. “We're here now. Ready to hike?”

Ellie's gaze flicked to Tatiana, lingering for a moment longer than necessary. “Absolutely. Let's go.”

The three women set off into the woods, the trail winding through the dense greenery. Tatiana found herself walking beside Ellie, the closeness making her hyper aware of every brush of skin, every subtle shift of Ellie's body. They talked about random things—work, movies, life—but there was an undercurrent of something else, something unspoken.

As they ventured deeper into the forest, Hayden led the way, her focus entirely on the path ahead. Ellie took advantage of the distance between them, leaning closer to Tatiana. "You look beautiful today," she murmured, her voice low enough that only Tatiana could hear.

Tatiana's heart skipped a beat, her cheeks flushing despite the cool air. "Thank you, Ellie."

Ellie's hand brushed against hers, a fleeting touch that sent shivers down Tatiana's spine. "I've missed you, Tati."

Before Tatiana could respond, Hayden called back, "Found a good spot for lunch!"

They gathered around a small clearing, unpacking snacks and water bottles. The conversation flowed naturally, but Tatiana couldn't shake the feeling that Ellie's eyes were always on her, filled with a hunger that made her pulse race.

After what felt like hours, they finally returned to the campsite, the sky painted with hues of orange and pink. Hayden announced she was going to collect firewood, leaving Tatiana and Ellie alone.

As soon as Hayden disappeared into the trees, Ellie turned to Tatiana, her expression serious. “Tati, I need to tell you something,” she murmured.

Tatiana's breath caught in her throat. “What is it?”

Ellie stepped closer, her eyes searching Tatiana's face. “I've always cared about you, more than just a friend. I know you're married, but I can't keep pretending anymore.”

Tatiana's mind raced, a whirlwind of emotions clashing inside her. Guilt warred with desire, making her stomach churn. “Ellie, I…”

Before she could finish, Ellie closed the distance between them, pressing her lips to Tatiana's in a kiss that was both tender and urgent. Tatiana's eyes fluttered shut, her body responding instinctively to the touch, the taste of Ellie's lips. It was a kiss she hadn't known she craved, a spark of electricity that jolted through her veins.

When they finally pulled away, Tatiana's heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Ellie, we can't do this. Hayden…”

Ellie's eyes burned with intensity. “I don't want to hurt Hayden, but I can't let this go. You feel it too, don't you?”

Tatiana hesitated, the memory of Hayden's distant gaze flashing through her mind. “I... I don't know what to do.”

Ellie took her hand, leading her towards the tent. “Just go with it, Tati. I know you’re not satisfied with Hayden. You want this.”

Inside the tent, the air was close and intimate. Ellie pushed Tatiana gently onto the sleeping bag, her movements graceful and assured. Tatiana watched, mesmerized, as Ellie slowly undid the buttons of her shirt, revealing the smooth expanse of her stomach.

Ellie leaned down, her breath warm against Tatiana's skin. "Let me show you how much I've missed you."

Tatiana's hands trembled as she reached for Ellie's shirt, pulling it over her head. The sight of Ellie's bare skin, the curve of her breasts, made Tatiana's mouth go dry. She wanted this, needed this rush of sensation, even if it was wrong.

Ellie's fingers hooked into the waistband of Tatiana's jeans, sliding them down her legs. Tatiana kicked them off, her panties following suit. She lay back, exposing herself completely to Ellie, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her.

Ellie positioned herself between Tatiana's thighs, her tongue darting out to taste the slick heat of Tatiana's pussy. Tatiana gasped, arching her back as Ellie's mouth worked its magic, teasing and torturing her with every flick of her tongue.

Just as Tatiana was on the brink of climax, the tent flap opened. Tatiana froze, her breath hitching as she looked up to see Hayden standing there, a bundle of firewood in her arms.

For a moment, there was silence. Then, instead of anger or betrayal, Hayden's expression softened, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

"You could have told me, if you wanted to be more sexually adventurous," Hayden said, her voice steady. "I would have understood."

Tatiana's eyes widened in shock. "Hayden, I..."

“It’s okay, Tatiana,” Hayden replied. “I’m not mad. If this was something you wanted to do, you didn’t have to sneak around.”

Ellie pulled back slightly, looking up at Hayden with a mixture of surprise and relief. “Are you sure you aren’t mad, Hayden?”

“I promise,” Hayden assured Ellie and Tatiana. “Would it be okay if I joined you?”

Ellie nodded, welcoming Hayden into the tent. Tatiana’s mind was spinning with surprise, but she was glad that Hayden hadn’t reacted negatively.

Hayden set the firewood aside, slipping out of her own clothes with a fluid motion. “Let's make this a night to remember, together.”

Tatiana's heart swelled with a confusing blend of love and lust. She watched as Hayden climbed into the tent, her strong body settling next to Ellie. Hayden leaned in, capturing Tatiana’s lips in a searing kiss that left no room for doubt.

Tatiana moaned into the kiss, her hands reaching for Hayden's shoulders, pulling her closer. Ellie took this as her cue, positioning herself above Tatiana, straddling her face. Tatiana's tongue darted out, tasting Ellie's wetness as Hayden moved down to Tatiana's pussy, her fingers replacing Ellie's mouth with practiced precision.

Ellie began to grind against Tatiana's mouth, her cries filling the small space of the tent. Tatiana alternated between licking Ellie and moaning into her pussy as Hayden's fingers worked their magic below. The sensations were overwhelming, building higher and higher until—

"Fuck, yes!" Ellie screamed, her body tensing as she came, her juices coating Tatiana's lips and chin.

Tatiana's own climax hit her like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing with pleasure as Hayden's skilled fingers brought her to the edge and then over.

As the waves of ecstasy subsided, Tatiana lay there, panting, her mind reeling with the realization that her marriage, her relationship, had just taken a dramatic turn. She looked up at Hayden, who was watching her with loving eyes.

“Maybe we could try an open relationship?” Tatiana asked, her voice trembling.

Hayden smiled softly, leaning in to kiss her forehead. "If that's what you want, yes. Let's explore this together."

Tatiana's heart ached with a strange mix of relief and excitement. She knew this was uncharted territory, but for the first time in a long while, she felt truly alive. The camping trip had been exactly what they needed to get their marriage back on track.

29 - ROCKSTAR REVENGE
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The bass thrummed through Kelly’s chest like a second heartbeat, the crowd pressed tight around her, a sea of bodies swaying and screaming to Red’s band. She stood near the front, her eyes locked on the stage, on him. Red tore across the platform, his guitar slung low, his black shirt clinging to his sweat-drenched chest. His voice, raw and commanding, echoed through the venue, and every word felt like it was meant for her.

He’s looking at me.

Their eyes met. Red’s dark, intense gaze held hers for a beat longer than casual. A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips as he turned back to the crowd, but the moment lingered in Kelly’s mind. She wasn’t just here for the music. This was revenge, and Red was her weapon.

The concert roared on, Red’s energy infectious, his performance magnetic. When it ended, the crowd erupted into cheers, but Kelly was already moving, weaving through the throng toward the backstage area. She spotted a burly security guard blocking the entrance and flashed her most charming smile.

“Hey, I’m his sister-in-law,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Red’s expecting me.”

The guard hesitated, but Kelly’s confidence was unshakable. He let her through.

The backstage area was quieter, the noise from the crowd muffled by thick walls. Kelly walked with purpose, her heels clicking against the floor, her heart pounding in her chest. She found Red’s dressing room and knocked lightly.

“Come in,” his voice called from inside.

She pushed the door open, and there he was, lounging on a leather couch, his guitar resting against the wall.

He looked up, his eyes widening in surprise before a slow, knowing smile spread across his face. “Kelly,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I thought that was you out there. You looked... incredible.”

“Thanks,” she replied, leaning against the doorframe, her body language casual but her eyes sharp. “You were amazing tonight.”

“Glad you think so.” He sat up, gesturing for her to join him. “What brings you here? Riley didn’t mention you were coming.”

Kelly’s smile faltered for just a second before she recovered. “Riley and I aren’t exactly on speaking terms right now.”

Red raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Trouble in paradise?”

She stepped closer, her hips swaying with each step. “You could say that. Turns out, he’s been cheating on me.”

Red’s expression darkened. “That asshole.”

Kelly sat down beside him, close enough that their legs brushed. “Yeah. And I’m not exactly the type to take that lying down.”

Red’s eyes searched hers, a flicker of understanding passing between them. “So, what’s the plan, Kelly?”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want to make him regret it. I want him to see exactly what he’s lost.”

Red’s lips curved into a wicked grin. “And you came to me because...?”

“Because you’re his brother. Because I know he’ll hate it. And because,” she paused, her hand resting lightly on his thigh, “I think you’ll enjoy it too.”

Red’s gaze darkened, his hand covering hers. “You’re not wrong.”

Kelly pulled her phone from her bag, setting it up on a nearby table so the camera was angled perfectly. “I want to make a video. Something he’ll never forget.”

Red’s eyes followed her every move, his breathing already heavier. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” She turned back to him, her fingers brushing against his jaw. “Are you in?”

His answer was immediate. “Fuck yes.”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a slow, teasing kiss. Red’s hands were on her waist in an instant, pulling her closer, his mouth hungry against hers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against his, her hands tangling in his hair.

When she pulled back, both of them were breathless. Kelly’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she reached for the zipper of his pants. “Let’s give him something to watch, shall we?”

Red groaned, his head tipping back as Kelly’s hand slid into his boxers, her fingers wrapping around his hardening length. She stroked him slowly, her touch firm but teasing, before dropping to her knees in front of him.

Her eyes locked with his as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she slid him deeper. Red’s hands gripped her shoulders, his hips bucking involuntarily as she sucked him with practiced skill.

The camera captured every moment, Kelly’s lips wrapped around him, her hand working the base, the way Red’s eyes fluttered shut as he lost himself in the sensation.

When she finally pulled back, Red was panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “You’re fucking dangerous,” he muttered, pulling her to her feet.

Kelly laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Red’s hands found the zipper of her dress, pulling it down slowly, the fabric sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and matching panties, her skin glowing in the dim light.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her hips.

Kelly’s fingers undid the clasp of her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She stepped closer, her breasts brushing against his chest as she kissed him again, her hands working to remove the rest of his clothes.

They moved to the couch, Red’s hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire across her skin. His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her panties, finding her wet and ready for him.

“Look at the camera,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear.

Kelly turned her head, her eyes locking with the lens as Red’s fingers slid inside her, his thumb circling her clit. “This is for you, Riley,” she taunted, her voice breathless but dripping with venom. “Watch what you’ve lost.”

Red’s fingers worked her mercilessly, drawing moans and whimpers from her lips until she was trembling on the edge. When he pulled his hand away, she almost growled in frustration, but he didn’t keep her waiting long.

Kelly got on her hands and knees, her back arched, her ass in the air. Red positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” Kelly gasped, her head dropping forward as he filled her completely.

Red started slow, his movements deliberate, but it didn’t take long for both of them to lose control. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, their moans mingling as the pleasure built.

Kelly looked back at the camera, her eyes dark with desire. “How does it feel, Riley? Knowing he’s fucking me harder than you ever could?”

Red growled, his hips slapping against hers as he drove into her with relentless force. Kelly’s breathing turned ragged, her hands clutching at the couch as she tipped over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Red followed her over, his release spilling deep inside her as he buried his face in her neck, his arms wrapped tightly around her.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breathing slowly returning to normal, before Kelly pulled away, her legs shaky as she stood. She grabbed her phone, stopping the recording and quickly reviewing the footage.

“Holy shit,” she muttered, her eyes wide as she watched the video. “This is... perfect.”

Red watched her, a lazy smirk on his face. “You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Kelly shook her head, her smile wicked. “Not a chance.” She typed out a quick message to Riley, attaching the video before hitting send.

“Now we wait,” she said, her voice full of anticipation.

Red laughed, pulling her back into his arms. “You’re one hell of a woman, Kelly.”

She grinned up at him, her fingers tracing the outline of his jaw. “You’re not so bad yourself, Red.
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The wind howled through the trees as Irene and Steven trudged down the narrow, winding trail. The forest was dense, the kind of place where shadows seemed to move on their own, and the air carried a chill that seeped into her bones.

Irene tightened her grip on her flashlight, the beam cutting through the darkness as she scanned the ground for any sign of evidence.

“Think we’ll find anything out here?” Steven asked, his voice low but carrying a hint of curiosity. He was a few steps ahead of her, his tall frame moving with an ease that Irene envied. “This place gives me the creeps.”

Irene forced a laugh, though the unease in her chest was anything but funny. “You’re the survivalist,” she reminded him, her tone teasing but with an edge of nervousness. “If anyone can handle this, it’s you.”

Steven glanced back at her, his eyes meeting hers for a moment before he smiled. “Guess I’ll have to keep you safe, huh?”

The words sent a flutter through her stomach, and she quickly looked away, focusing instead on the ground beneath her feet. This is wrong, she thought, the guilt creeping in like a shadow. She was married. He was her partner. But as they walked, she couldn’t ignore the way his presence made her feel—alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years.

The trail led them to a clearing by the lake, the water glistening under the pale moonlight. It was beautiful, in an eerie sort of way, and for a moment, Irene forgot about the case altogether. But then Steven’s voice broke the silence.

“Over here,” he called, crouching down near a large rock.

Irene hurried over, her flashlight illuminating the surface of the stone. Strange symbols had been painted on it, crude and jagged, like something out of a nightmare.

“What the hell is this?” Irene muttered, her heart racing as she knelt beside him.

She pulled out her radio, her fingers trembling slightly as she pressed the button. “This is Officer Irene. We’ve found something at the lake. Requesting backup.”

The crackle of the radio filled the air before a voice responded. “Copy that. Stay put. Backup’s on its way.”

Irene set the radio down, her eyes still fixed on the symbols. “This has to be connected to the case,” she said, more to herself than to Steven. “Why else would someone come all the way out here?”

Steven stood, brushing off his pants. “Whatever it is, we’re not alone out here,” he said, his voice grim. “We should stay alert.”

The words sent a shiver down her spine, and she glanced around the clearing, half-expecting to see someone—or something—watching them from the shadows. But there was nothing, just the sound of the wind through the trees and the occasional cry of an owl.

As the minutes dragged on, the chill in the air grew more pronounced. Irene wrapped her arms around herself, trying to ward off the cold. “I’m freezing,” she admitted, her breath visible in the air.

Steven didn’t say anything, but a moment later, he was moving, gathering dry branches and leaves from the edge of the clearing. Within minutes, he had a small fire going, the flames casting a warm glow over the clearing.

“You’re full of surprises,” Irene said, a smile tugging at her lips as she sat on a fallen log near the fire.

Steven joined her, close enough that their shoulders brushed. The warmth of the fire was soothing, but it was nothing compared to the heat that sparked between them.

Steven’s arm slid around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “Better?” he asked, his voice low and filled with something that made her heart skip a beat.

“Much,” she murmured, her eyes meeting his. The tension between them was palpable, a silent pull that neither of them could—or wanted to—resist.

And then, without another word, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent. Irene froze for a moment, her mind screaming that this was wrong, that she needed to stop. But her body had other ideas, and soon she was kissing him back, her hands clutching at his shirt as the fire crackled beside them.

Steven’s fingers fumbled with the zipper of his pants, and Irene’s breath hitched as he took himself in hand, his cock already hard and eager. Her hand replaced his, her fingers wrapping around his length as they continued to kiss, their movements growing more frantic.

She broke the kiss, dropping to her knees before him, her mouth finding his dick with a hunger that surprised even her. Steven groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue working in ways that had him cursing under his breath.

“Fuck, Irene,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re incredible.”

She didn’t respond, too focused on the feel of him in her mouth, the taste of him on her tongue. But then he was pulling her to her feet, leading her behind the cover of the trees.

“We shouldn’t—” she started, but he cut her off with another kiss, his hands already working at the buttons of her uniform.

“No one’s around,” he whispered against her lips, his breath hot on her skin. “Just us.”

And then her uniform was off, leaving her exposed to the cool night air. Steven’s mouth found her nipples, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peaks until she was gasping, her hands clutching at his shoulders for support.

He pressed her back against a tree, his cock sliding easily into her wetness as she wrapped her legs around his hips. The first thrust had her moaning, her head falling back against the rough bark of the tree.

“Steven,” she whispered, his name a plea as he began to move, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as she clung to him, her nails digging into his skin. Steven followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her as he groaned her name.

They stayed like that for a moment, their breaths heavy as the reality of what they’d done began to sink in. Steven pulled away, zipping his pants as Irene quickly dressed, her hands shaking.

“This stays between us,” Steven said, his voice firm but gentle. “I mean it.”

Irene nodded, though the guilt was already clawing at her. “I know,” she whispered.

Just then, the sound of voices reached their ears, the distant rumble of engines signaling the arrival of backup. Steven glanced at her, his eyes filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand. “Let’s go meet them.”

Irene hesitated for a moment before taking his hand, the weight of what they’d done settling heavy on her shoulders. This was only the beginning, she realized. And it was going to be dangerous.

31 - AN AFFAIR WITH THE ARTIST

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / First Time / Kissing / Fingering / Oral

"No, leave it off," Andrasia's voice was firm, yet tinged with a playful lilt.

Keri hesitated, her fingers brushing against the silky fabric of her robe. The studio was warm, the air thick with the scent of fresh paint and something faintly floral. She glanced over at Andrasia, whose dark skin gleamed under the soft light of the studio lamps.

A large canvas stood in the corner, ready to be painted. Andrasia stood with one hand on her hip, the other holding a brush, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. The artist’s tall, slender figure was accentuated by the tight black dress she wore, and the long blond wig framed her face in a way that made Keri’s heart flutter.

"But… Doug might get upset," Keri murmured, half-heartedly clutching the robe to her chest.

Doug was Keri’s husband, a jealous man who had never supported her modeling—or any of her pursuits besides being a homemaker. He hated when she wore makeup or sexy outfits, preferring Keri to look plain so she never got any attention.

Andrasia stepped closer, her eyes never leaving Keri’s. "He doesn’t need to know," she whispered, her voice a sultry caress. "Just enjoy this moment."

Keri swallowed hard, her mind racing. She had come here expecting to pose for a simple painting, nothing more. But from the moment she entered Andrasia’s studio, something had shifted. The artist’s gaze was intense, almost predatory, and Keri found herself unable to look away. There was something magnetic about Andrasia, something that drew Keri in despite her better judgment.

Her thoughts were interrupted as Andrasia reached out, gently prying the robe from Keri’s grasp. The fabric slipped from her fingers, pooling at her feet. Keri stood naked before the artist, her tan skin glowing in the soft light. She felt a mixture of vulnerability and excitement, her nipples tightening as the cool air brushed against them.

Andrasia’s eyes roved over Keri’s body, taking in every curve and contour. "You’re exquisite," she breathed, stepping even closer. "Absolutely perfect."

Keri’s cheeks flushed at the compliment. She had always been confident in her appearance, but there was something different about the way Andrasia looked at her. It was primal, almost possessive, and it sent a thrill through Keri’s veins.

"Thank you," Keri replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

Andrasia smiled, a slow, seductive grin that made Keri’s pulse quicken. "Let’s get started," she said, turning towards her easel. "Pose for me, beautiful."

Keri settled onto the leather couch, stretching her legs out and arching her back slightly. She tried to focus on the task at hand, but her mind kept wandering back to Andrasia. The artist moved with grace, her brush strokes sure and deliberate. As she worked, she occasionally glanced up, catching Keri’s eye with a knowing look.

"Your skin is like honey," Andrasia murmured, her voice low and intimate. "So smooth, so inviting. You’re the perfect inspiration for this painting."

Keri bit her lip, trying to ignore the heat rising within her. Was Andrasia hitting on her? She had always been curious about what it would be like with a woman, but she had pushed those thoughts aside, focusing instead on her marriage to Doug. He was loving, attentive, and everything she had ever wanted in a partner. Yet, standing here, naked and vulnerable, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was crossing a line.

"You’re doing wonderfully," Andrasia said, breaking the silence. "Don’t move."

Keri nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She could feel Andrasia’s gaze on her, intense and unwavering. It was as if the artist could see right through her, into the most secret parts of her soul.

After what felt like an eternity, Andrasia set down her brush and took a step back, admiring her work. "I think we’re done for now," she said, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Why don’t we take a quick break?"

Keri’s heart raced as she scrambled to find her robe, but before she could grab it, Andrasia’s hand shot out, stopping her. "No, leave it off," she repeated, her voice firm. "I want to touch you."

Keri froze, her breath catching in her throat. She had known this moment was coming, had sensed the tension building between them, but still, she wasn’t prepared for the rush of emotions that flooded through her. Part of her wanted to run, to put on her robe and flee the studio, but another part of her, a darker, more insidious part, was urging her to stay.

Andrasia closed the distance between them, her hands reaching out to cup Keri’s face. "Look at me," she commanded, her voice soft but authoritative.

Keri met her gaze, her brown eyes wide with a mixture of fear and anticipation. Andrasia’s dark eyes held hers, searching, probing, until Keri felt as though she was drowning in their depths.

"You’re so beautiful," Andrasia whispered, her thumb grazing Keri’s cheek. "So perfect."

It had been a long time since Keri had heard a compliment. Doug usually put her down, preferring to erode her self esteem so that she wouldn’t cheat. Keri’s mouth went dry, her body trembling with a mixture of desire and guilt. She knew she should stop this, should remind Andrasia that she was married, but the words refused to form on her tongue. Instead, she found herself leaning into the artist’s touch, craving more.

Andrasia seemed to sense her internal struggle, and her grip on Keri’s face tightened. "Doug won’t find out," she murmured, her lips brushing against Keri’s ear. "Just let go."

Keri’s resolve crumbled at the sound of Andrasia’s voice, smooth and hypnotic. She closed her eyes, allowing herself to sink into the moment, to succumb to the heat and passion that was rapidly consuming her.

When Andrasia’s lips met hers, Keri gasped, her body responding instantly. The kiss was electrifying, a shock of pleasure that left her reeling. Andrasia’s tongue traced the outline of Keri’s lips, coaxing them open, and when they finally parted, Keri moaned softly, her hands finding their way to Andrasia’s waist.

The artist’s hands roamed over Keri’s body, exploring, learning, every touch sending shivers down Keri’s spine. She could feel her nipples hardening under Andrasia’s ministrations, her breasts aching for more.

"Touch me," Andrasia urged, her voice low and urgent. "Let me feel you."

Keri’s hands trembled as she reached up, cupping Andrasia’s face. The artist’s skin was smooth, her features sharp and striking. Keri pulled her closer, deepening the kiss, her tongue dueling with Andrasia’s in a dance of seduction.

Andrasia groaned into the kiss, her hands slipping lower, tracing the curve of Keri’s ass. "You’re so responsive," she murmured, her breath hot against Keri’s neck. "So eager."

Keri’s head spun, her body thrumming with arousal. She had never felt anything like this before, the raw, unfiltered desire that pulsed through her veins. It was intoxicating, addicting, and she wanted more.

"Please," Keri whispered, her voice barely audible. "I need…"

Andrasia pulled back slightly, her eyes locked on Keri’s. "What do you need, beautiful?" she asked, her voice dripping with seduction.

Keri opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned forward, capturing Andrasia’s lips once more, her body pressing against the artist’s in a silent plea for more.

Andrasia’s fingers trailed down Keri’s spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. The sensation was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to Keri’s core. She shivered, her body betraying her resolve with every passing moment. The room seemed to blur around them, the only constant being Andrasia’s touch and the burning desire that consumed them both.

"You’re so beautiful," Andrasia whispered, her lips brushing against Keri’s ear. "So perfect."

Keri closed her eyes, letting the words wash over her. They were intoxicating, filling her with a heady mix of guilt and exhilaration. She knew she should stop this, should pull away and leave before things escalated further, but her body refused to listen. Instead, she leaned into Andrasia, her breath quickening as the artist’s hands roamed lower, cupping her ass beneath the robe.

"Please…" Keri murmured, her voice trembling with need. "I can’t… I shouldn’t…"

Andrasia’s response was immediate and commanding. "Shh, just feel," she said, pressing a kiss to Keri’s shoulder. "Let yourself go, Keri. Trust me."

The last vestiges of Keri’s resistance crumbled at those words. With a soft moan, she surrendered, allowing Andrasia to guide her down onto the couch. The cool leather was a stark contrast to the heat simmering beneath her skin, and she sank into it, her body arching slightly as Andrasia’s fingers danced across her back.

"That’s it," Andrasia breathed, her voice low and husky. "Just relax."

Keri did as she was told, her muscles loosening under Andrasia’s gentle touch. The artist moved with a practiced ease, her hands gliding over Keri’s flesh with a confidence that spoke of experience. Each touch was deliberate, each caress designed to send shivers down Keri’s spine.

"You’re so warm," Andrasia murmured, her fingers tracing the curve of Keri’s waist. "Soft…"

Keri bit her lip, trying to suppress another moan. The sensations were overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatened to drown her. She could feel herself slipping deeper into the moment, her thoughts becoming hazy, focused solely on the way Andrasia’s fingers made her feel.

"Spread your legs for me, beautiful," Andrasia urged, her voice dripping with command.

Keri hesitated for only a second before obeying, her thighs parting instinctively. The cool air brushed against her most sensitive areas, causing her to gasp softly. But it was nothing compared to the thrill of anticipation that coursed through her veins as she waited for what would come next.

Andrasia didn’t keep her waiting long. With deliberate slowness, she moved between Keri’s legs, her dark eyes locking onto the model’s as she settled into position. The intensity in those eyes was almost too much to bear, a heat that matched the throbbing between Keri’s thighs.

"Look at me," Andrasia commanded, her voice firm. "Don’t look away."

Keri obeyed, her gaze locked onto Andrasia’s. The artist’s expression was one of pure concentration, a predator focused on its prey. It sent a shiver down Keri’s spine, a delicious mixture of fear and excitement that made her heart race.

And then, slowly, Andrasia lowered her head, her lips brushing against Keri’s inner thigh. The contact was gentle, almost reverent, but it had the effect of an electric shock. Keri gasped, her body arching off the couch as a wave of pleasure rolled through her.

"Oh god…" she breathed, her voice barely audible.

Andrasia’s lips continued their journey upward, her tongue darting out to taste the skin beneath. Each movement was calculated, each touch designed to elicit a reaction. Keri’s hips lifted slightly as Andrasia’s mouth neared her most sensitive spot.

Finally, with a slow, deliberate motion, Andrasia’s tongue found its mark. Keri cried out, her body trembling with intense pleasure. She had never experienced such stimulation, each lick felt like an electric current through her entire body. Keri’s thighs clamped tightly around Andrasia’s head, but she couldn't stop her body's reaction.

Andrasia didn’t stop until Keri was completely satisfied. Finally, she pulled away, letting Keri catch her breath. “You’re delicious,” she complimented, wiping her mouth.

“That was incredible,” Keri whispered, her voice broken with joy.

After the intensity of what she’d experienced with Andrasia, Keri knew she couldn’t go back to her life with Doug. He was a man who stifled her growth, making her miserable. Keri needed to be able to express herself, have fun, and feel beautiful.

“Can we do this again, sometime?” Keri asked, a look of hope in her eyes.

Andrasia smiled, putting her arm around Keri. “I’d love to,” she agreed.

32 - UNCONVENTIONAL HEALING

FFF / Lesbian / Cheating / Threesome / Masturbation / Oral / Fingering

Angela's heart pounded in her chest as she made her way to Erin's apartment. The usually confident and composed woman felt a knot in her stomach, a mix of anger, hurt, and uncertainty churning within her. She had always prided herself on her ability to trust her instincts, but her girlfriend's recent behavior had left her questioning everything.

She recalled the moment she first suspected something was amiss. It was a subtle change in Erin's demeanor—a fleeting glance, a hint of guilt in her eyes—that sparked Angela's curiosity. Angela, with her keen intuition, knew something was hidden beneath the surface. As the days went by, her suspicions grew, and she found herself obsessing over every detail of Erin's actions.

Angela had confronted Erin about her suspicions, but her girlfriend had skillfully deflected her concerns, assuring her that everything was fine. However, Angela's intuition wouldn't let her rest. She decided to take matters into her own hands and do some digging. It was then that she discovered the truth—a truth that shattered her world.

Angela learned that Erin had been cheating on her with Coco, a mutual friend they had both known for years. Coco, with her tan skin and curly black hair, was a charismatic and free-spirited soul, always up for a good time. Angela had never imagined that her girlfriend would betray her with someone they considered a close friend.

As Angela stood outside Erin's apartment door, her hands trembled slightly as she raised them to knock. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the confrontation to come. The door swung open, revealing Erin, her tall, athletic frame filling the doorway. Her dark skin glistened with a light sheen of sweat, and her dreadlocks hung loosely around her shoulders.

"Hey, babe," Erin greeted her, her voice laced with a hint of nervousness. She tried to pull Angela into a hug, but Angela resisted, her eyes narrowing as she held her ground.

"Don't 'hey, babe' me, Erin. We need to talk," Angela said, her voice steady but laced with an underlying current of hurt. "I know about you and Coco."

Erin's eyes widened, and her mouth formed a small 'O' of surprise. She took a step back, her hands raised in a gesture of surrender. "Angela, I... I don't know what to say. I'm sorry. I never meant for you to find out like this."

Angela's eyes flashed with a mixture of anger and pain. "Sorry? You're sorry? How could you do this to me, Erin? I thought we had something special. I trusted you."

Erin's shoulders slumped, and she looked down at her feet, her dreadlocks falling forward to obscure her face. "I know, baby. I fucked up. I don't expect you to forgive me, but please, just hear me out."

Angela's breath came in short, sharp gasps, her emotions threatening to overwhelm her. She took a moment to compose herself, her hands clenching and unclenching at her sides. "Talk," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Erin lifted her head, her eyes pleading. "I was weak, Angela. I let my desires get the better of me. Coco... she's always been a temptation, you know that. I never meant for it to happen, but one night, after a few drinks, we got carried away."

Angela's mind flashed back to the nights she had spent with Erin, their passionate lovemaking, the way Erin's hands would roam over her body, igniting a fire within her. The thought of Erin sharing that intimacy with someone else made her blood boil.

"I can't believe you would do this to me," Angela said, her voice trembling. "I thought our love was real. I thought we were building something together."

Erin's eyes filled with tears, and she took a step forward, reaching out to touch Angela's arm. "It is real, baby. I love you. I was stupid and selfish, and I let my lust cloud my judgment. But I swear, it meant nothing. It was just a moment of weakness."

Angela's heart softened at the sight of Erin's tears, but her mind remained conflicted. She wanted to believe Erin, to trust that their love was genuine, but the betrayal cut deep. She took a step back, putting distance between them.

"I don't know if I can trust you again, Erin. You broke my heart."

Erin's face crumpled, and she sank to the floor, her shoulders shaking with sobs. "I know, I know. I don't blame you for feeling that way. I just... I want to make it up to you. I want to fix this, Angela. Please, give me a chance."

Angela's resolve wavered as she looked at Erin, her heart aching at the sight of her lover in such distress. She knew that Erin was flawed, just like any human being, but she also knew that their love had been something special. Perhaps, just perhaps, there was a way to salvage their relationship.

"I don't know, Erin. I need time to think. I can't just forget what you did."

Erin wiped her tears and looked up at Angela, hope shining in her eyes. "I understand. Take all the time you need. But please, don't shut me out. I love you, and I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make this right."

Angela's mind raced as she considered the possibilities. She knew that trust, once broken, was difficult to repair. But deep down, she still loved Erin and wanted to believe in their love. An idea began to form in her mind, one that was both daring and unconventional.

"There might be a way to fix this," Angela said, her voice steadying as her idea took shape. "But it's going to require a leap of faith from both of us."

Erin's eyes widened with curiosity, and she nodded, eager to hear Angela's proposal.

"I want you to call Coco," Angela said, her voice firm. "I want you to invite her over here, right now. We're going to have a threesome."

Erin's mouth dropped open in shock, and her eyes darted around the room as if searching for an escape. "A threesome? But... why? I thought you hated her for what happened."

Angela took a step forward, her eyes burning with determination. "I do hate her, Erin. But I hate you more for what you did. And I hate the fact that I can't stop thinking about what you two did together. I want to know what it feels like. I want to experience it for myself."

Erin's face paled, and she shook her head, her dreadlocks swaying with the motion. "Angela, I don't know if that's a good idea. What if it makes things worse?"

"It can't get any worse, Erin. Our relationship is already hanging by a thread. This is the only way I can see to fix it. If we can share this experience, maybe it will help us heal. Maybe it will bring us closer together."

Erin's eyes searched Angela's face, looking for any sign of doubt or hesitation. Finally, she nodded, a mixture of fear and determination in her eyes. "Okay, baby. If that's what you want, I'll do it. I'll call Coco right now."

Angela watched as Erin pulled out her phone and dialed Coco's number. She could hear the nervousness in Erin's voice as she explained the situation. Coco, to her credit, didn't hesitate for long. She agreed to come over, intrigued by the proposition.

As they waited for Coco to arrive, Angela and Erin stood in an awkward silence, the tension between them palpable. Angela's mind raced with thoughts of what was to come, her body already responding to the anticipation. She knew that what they were about to do was unconventional, but she was determined to see it through.

The sound of the doorbell broke the silence, and Angela's heart skipped a beat. She looked at Erin, who nodded, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and excitement. Angela took a deep breath and opened the door, revealing Coco standing there, her curly hair cascading over her shoulders, a mischievous smile on her lips.

"Hey, girls," Coco said, her voice low and sultry. "Ready to have some fun?"

Angela stepped aside, allowing Coco to enter. She closed the door behind her, the three women now standing in the living room, their eyes locked in a silent challenge.

"Let's get this party started," Angela said, her voice steady. She reached for the buttons of her blouse, slowly undoing them, revealing her creamy skin and the lacy black bra beneath.

Erin followed suit, her hands trembling as she unbuttoned her shirt, exposing her toned stomach and the hint of a tattoo peeking out from beneath her bra.

Coco wasted no time, her hands already working at the zipper of her dress. She let the garment fall to the floor, revealing her curvaceous body, her breasts spilling out of her red lace bra, her nipples already hard with anticipation.

The three women stood there, naked from the waist up, their eyes taking in the sight of each other's bodies. Angela's heart was pounding, her breath coming in short gasps as she took in the beauty before her.

"Let's take this to the bedroom," Angela said, her voice husky with desire. She led the way, her long black hair trailing behind her, her hips swaying with each step.

In the bedroom, Angela kicked off her shoes and climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows. She spread her legs, her fingers teasing the waistband of her skirt, inviting the others to join her.

Erin and Coco exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them. They moved forward, their eyes never leaving Angela's body.

Coco climbed onto the bed first, her eyes fixed on Angela's pussy, already glistening with desire. She knelt between Angela's legs, her hands gently pushing them apart, exposing her to Coco's hungry gaze.

"You're so beautiful, Angela," Coco whispered, her breath hot against Angela's skin. "I've always wanted to taste you."

Angela's breath caught in her throat as Coco leaned forward, her lips brushing against Angela's inner thigh, a teasing preview of what was to come.

Erin stood at the foot of the bed, her eyes fixed on the scene before her. She began to undress, slowly peeling off her clothes, revealing her muscular body, her breasts full and round, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

Coco's mouth finally reached its destination, her tongue flicking out to taste Angela's sweetness. She moaned, her lips and tongue working in unison, her fingers gently spreading Angela's pussy lips, exposing her clit.

Angela's back arched off the bed, her hands gripping the sheets as Coco's skilled tongue worked its magic. She could feel the tension building within her, her body responding to Coco's touch.

Erin stepped out of her underwear, her fingers already massaging her own clit. She moved closer to the bed, her eyes never leaving the erotic scene before her. Erin continued to finger herself, getting more turned on as she watched her girlfriend receive oral.

Coco's tongue danced over Angela's clit, her fingers sliding inside her, seeking out every pleasure point. Angela's moans filled the room, her hips bucking against Coco's mouth, her orgasm building to a crescendo.

"Oh, fuck, Coco! Yes, right there!" Angela cried out, her body trembling as her orgasm washed over her. Coco's mouth devoured her, drinking in her essence, her fingers continuing their rhythmic dance.

Erin's fingers massaged her own clit, stroking it slowly as she watched the two women before her. She could feel her own desire building, her body responding to the sight of Angela's pleasure.

As Angela's orgasm subsided, Coco lifted her head, her lips glistening with Angela's juices. She smiled, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

"Your turn, Erin," Angela said, her voice thick with desire. "Come here, baby."

Erin climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over Coco's face. She lowered herself, her wet pussy hovering just above Coco's waiting mouth.

Coco's hands reached up, cupping Erin's ass, guiding her down. She buried her face in Erin's folds, her tongue seeking out her clit, her fingers working their magic.

Angela moved between Coco's legs, her fingers gently caressing her wetness. She leaned forward, her mouth finding Coco's clit, her tongue flicking and teasing, driving Coco wild.

Erin rode Coco's face, her hips moving in a rhythmic grind, her moans filling the room. Coco's fingers worked their way inside Erin, matching the pace of her tongue, driving her closer to the edge.

Angela's mouth devoured Coco's pussy, her tongue delving deep, her fingers working in perfect harmony. She could feel Coco's release as her body trembled with delight.

"Oh, fuck! I'm cumming!" Coco cried out, her body shaking as her orgasm ripped through her.

Angela enjoyed the taste of Coco’s juices on her tongue. She was eating the pussy of the woman who had been her rival, and loving every second of it.

Erin's body tensed, her muscles clenching as her own orgasm hit her. She cried out, her juices flowing into Coco’s mouth, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

The three women lay there, their bodies intertwined, their breath coming in ragged gasps. Angela's hand reached out, caressing Erin's cheek, her eyes filled with love and desire.

"I love you, Erin," she whispered. "I think we just took the first step towards fixing this."

Erin smiled, her eyes shining with a mixture of relief and joy. She leaned forward, capturing Angela's lips in a passionate kiss, their tongues entwining, sealing their renewed commitment to each other.

As they kissed, Coco moved to the side, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. She knew that what they had just shared was more than just a physical experience. It was a step towards healing, a chance to rebuild trust and love.

Angela and Erin's kiss deepened, they knew their relationship wouldn’t recover in a day, but it was clear they were on the right path.

33 - GETTING DIRTY IN THE CAR WASH

MF / Car Sex / Cheating / Public / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Cassandra gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, her knuckles whitening as she glanced at the clock on her dashboard. The mud splattered across her brand new white car glared back at her, a reminder of the detour she’d taken to avoid the usual traffic.

Her husband, Greg, had insisted she take the long way, and now here she was—irritated, late, and with a car that looked like it had been dragged through a swamp. Perfect, she thought bitterly, rolling her eyes at her own misfortune.

She pulled into the first car wash she spotted, a small, nondescript place with a flickering neon sign that read “Sunny Suds.” The lot was empty except for one other car, a beat-up sedan that looked like it hadn’t seen a wash in years.

Cassandra sighed, parking in front of the bay and stepping out to survey the damage. The mud was caked on, and she could already imagine the scolding she’d get from Greg if she didn’t get it cleaned before he saw it.

“Looks like you’ve been through a war zone,” a voice called out, smooth and teasing.

Cassandra turned, surprised. A man in a Suny Suds uniform was leaning against the wall of the car wash, his arms crossed over his chest. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a smile that seemed to light up the dim surroundings. His dark hair was slightly tousled, and his eyes—a piercing shade of green—locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flutter.

“Yeah, well, it wasn’t exactly my plan for the day,” Cassandra replied, crossing her arms as if to shield herself from his charm. But she couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips.

“Name’s Chad,” he said, pushing off the wall and walking toward her with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. He extended a hand, and after a moment’s hesitation, Cassandra took it. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. “Let me guess—husband didn’t warn you about the backroads?”

Cassandra blinked, caught off guard by how casually he’d mentioned her marital status. “How did you—?”

“Ring,” he said, nodding toward her left hand. “Not a bad guess, huh?” He grinned, and it was so disarming that Cassandra found herself laughing despite herself.

“Not bad,” she admitted. “But he’s… well, he’s not the best at giving directions.”

Chad chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent a shiver down Cassandra’s spine. “Well, let me make it up to you. We’ll get your car looking brand new again—promise.”

Cassandra raised an eyebrow. “You’re that good?”

“Oh, I’m very good,” he said, his tone dripping with a double meaning that made her cheeks flush.

She looked away, pretending to inspect the mud on her car, but she could feel his eyes on her, watching, waiting.

“Alright,” she said finally, grabbing her purse and keys. “Do your magic.”

She slid back into the driver’s seat, and Chad moved to the control panel, punching in a few buttons before giving her a thumbs-up. The machinery roared to life, and water began to cascade down the windshield, obscuring her view of the outside world. Cassandra relaxed into the seat, letting the rhythmic thrum of the car wash lull her into a sense of calm. It was nice to have someone else take care of things for once.

But then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Chad approaching her car, his smile as confident as ever. He tapped on her window, and for a moment, she hesitated before rolling it down halfway.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice low and playful.

Cassandra’s heart skipped a beat. “Excuse me?”

“Just checking in,” he said, leaning in closer. “Making sure everything’s running smoothly.”

She could smell his cologne—something dark and spicy—and it made her head spin. “I think I’m fine,” she said, though her voice wavered slightly.

Chad tilted his head, studying her with those piercing green eyes. “You sure? You look a little… tense.”

Cassandra laughed nervously, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. “Okay, get in.”

He reached for the door handle, and before Cassandra could change her mind, he was sliding into the passenger seat. The space suddenly felt too small, too intimate, as the sound of the car wash engulfed them.

“Relax,” he said, his voice a soft murmur. “I’m just here to keep you company.”

Cassandra’s breath caught in her throat as his hand brushed against hers. It was a small gesture, but it sent a jolt of electricity through her body. She should have told him to get out. She should have reminded him—reminded herself—that she was married. But the words died on her lips as his fingers trailed up her arm, sending shivers down her spine.

“Chad…” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Just one kiss,” he said, his voice low and pleading. “That’s all.”

She should have said no. But the way he looked at her, the way his touch made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in years—it was too much. Before she could think twice, she turned her face toward his, and their lips met in a kiss that was equal parts desperate and tender.

His hands found her waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Cassandra’s inhibitions melted away, replaced by a hunger she hadn’t realized she’d been suppressing. She reached up, tangling her fingers in his hair as his tongue explored her mouth with a skill that left her breathless.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her blouse.

Cassandra gasped, arching into his touch as he teased her nipples, making them hard and sensitive.

The sound of the water hitting the car seemed to fade into the background as their passion took over. Chad’s hands were everywhere—her waist, her thighs, her neck—and Cassandra couldn’t get enough. She reached for his belt, her fingers trembling as she unbuckled it and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and ready, and Cassandra didn’t hesitate.

She leaned down, taking him into her mouth with a moan that vibrated against his skin. Chad groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. He throbbed in her mouth, and the taste of him sent a rush of heat straight to her core.

“Fuck, Cassandra,” he breathed, his voice strained with pleasure. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips still wrapped around his cock, and the intensity in his eyes made her pussy clench with desire. She couldn’t wait any longer. She needed to feel him inside her.

Hiking up her skirt, she straddled him, her panties already soaked. She reached between them, guiding his cock to her entrance, and sank down onto him with a moan that turned into a gasp as he filled her completely.

“God, you’re so tight,” Chad groaned, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move.

The rhythm of the car wash seemed to match their pace, the water splashing down around them as she rode him, her body moving in perfect harmony with his.

Cassandra’s head fell back as pleasure overtook her, her hips grinding against him as she chased her release. Chad’s hands moved to her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples as he thrust up into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

“Come for me, Cassandra,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. “Let go.”

And she did. With a cry of pleasure, she came, her body trembling as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. Chad followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his warmth.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, breathless and spent. Then, slowly, Cassandra climbed off him, her legs shaky as she returned to the driver’s seat. The car wash was finishing up, the water stopping just as Chad zipped up his pants.

"That was... intense," Cassandra said, her voice trembling. "I can’t believe I just did that."

Chad grinned, leaning over to kiss her softly. "Sometimes, you just have to go with the moment."

She gave him a small smile, her heart racing as she processed what just happened. "Chad, I’m married…"

He nodded, seeming unfazed. "I know. But tell me you didn’t enjoy every second of that."

She couldn’t deny it. She had.

As he pulled out his phone, Cassandra hesitated for just a moment before exchanging numbers with him.

"Same time next week?" he asked, a sly grin spreading across his face.

Cassandra’s hand hovered over her phone, her thoughts a whirlwind of guilt and excitement. She looked up at Chad, his green eyes twinkling.

"What do you say? One more time?"

Cassandra bit her lip, her body already craving him again.

"Maybe," she said, unable to hide the smirk creeping across her face. "We’ll see."

As he stepped out of the car, Cassandra couldn’t help but steal one last glance at him in the rearview mirror. This was dangerous, reckless even. But for the first time in a long time, she felt alive.

The sound of her phone buzzing brought her back to reality. She looked down to see Chad’s name pop up with a text. Her heart pounded as she read his message: “Looking forward to it.”

34 - REVENGE AT THE RED DOOR

MMF / Cheating / Revenge / Group Sex / Threesome / Public / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“You sure about this?” Dexter asked, holding Hailey’s phone as she knelt in front of Rodney, her lips parted, eyes locked on his hard cock.

“Absolutely,” Hailey purred, her voice dripping with confidence. “Start filming.”

Dexter grinned, adjusting the phone to capture the scene as Hailey leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to tease the tip of Rodney’s erection. She kept her eyes on the camera, a sly smile playing on her lips as she wrapped her mouth around him, savoring the gasp that escaped his throat.

—

It was only an hour ago that Hailey had been sitting in her apartment, scrolling through Ned’s messages on his phone—messages he’d stupidly left unlocked. The evidence was damning: flirtatious texts, suggestive selfies, and plans to meet some girl named Claire at a hotel later that night. Her stomach had churned, her heart pounding with a mix of anger and betrayal. She’d confronted him, her voice trembling with rage, but his response had been worse than she expected.

“It’s not a big deal, Hailey,” Ned had said, shrugging as if she were overreacting. “It’s just sex. You’re taking this way too seriously.”

Just sex. The words had echoed in her mind, fueling her fury. She’d stormed out, slamming the door behind her, and headed straight to her closet. If Ned thought sex was no big deal, she’d show him exactly how little it meant to her.

She’d chosen her outfit carefully: a tight red dress that hugged her curves, paired with black heels that made her legs look endless. Her makeup was bold—dark eyeliner, red lips—and her hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders. She looked dangerous, and she knew it.

—

The Red Door had been her destination, a place she’d heard whispers about but never dared to visit. It was a sex club, hidden in plain sight behind an unassuming red door in the heart of the city. She’d hesitated for a moment outside, her heart racing, but the thought of Ned’s smug face pushed her forward.

Inside, the air was thick with pheromones and pulsating bass. The dim lighting cast shadows over sleek leather furniture and bodies pressed together in various stages of undress. Hailey had felt a thrill of excitement mixed with nervousness as she made her way to the bar, ordering a drink to steady her nerves.

That’s when she’d noticed them—Rodney and Dexter. They were sitting at a nearby table, their eyes trained on her as she sipped her drink. She’d met their gaze, holding it for a moment too long, and watched as they exchanged a glance before approaching her.

“New here?” Rodney had asked, his voice smooth, his eyes roaming over her body appreciatively.

“First time,” Hailey admitted, her voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through her veins.

“We could show you around,” Dexter offered, his lips curving into a flirtatious smile. “If you’re interested.”

She’d been, and they’d led her to a private room, the air thick with anticipation. That’s when the idea had struck her—a way to make Ned pay. She’d handed Dexter her phone, asking if he’d mind taking a short video. He’d agreed without hesitation, and now here she was, on her knees in front of Rodney, her lips wrapped around his cock as Dexter filmed every moment.

Hailey moaned softly, the sound vibrating against Rodney’s length as she took him deeper, her hand moving to stroke what she couldn’t fit in her mouth. She glanced up at the camera, her eyes smoldering, before pulling back to lick a slow, deliberate stripe up his shaft.

“Fuck, she’s good,” Rodney groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she worked him, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip.

Dexter adjusted the angle, zooming in to capture every detail as Hailey’s lips stretched around Rodney’s girth. She could feel the heat building inside her, the thrill of knowing Ned would see this sending a shiver down her spine.

When she finally pulled away, her lips slick with saliva, she took the phone from Dexter, her fingers trembling slightly as she sent the video to Ned. She didn’t wait for a response, tossing the phone onto the nearby couch as she turned her attention to Dexter.

“Your turn,” she murmured, her hand reaching for the waistband of his pants. She freed his cock, already hard and eager, and began to stroke him, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Fucking hell,” Dexter muttered, his breath hitching as she leaned in to kiss him, her tongue sliding against his in a heated exchange.

His hands moved to her dress, pulling it down to reveal her lace bra, which he quickly discarded, his mouth descending on her nipples with a hunger that made her gasp.

He led her to a bench, sitting down and pulling her onto his lap. Hailey straddled him, her hands gripping her phone as she positioned the camera to capture their faces. She sank down onto him, her breath catching as he filled her completely.

“Tell me how much better I am than Ned,” Dexter growled, his hands gripping her hips as she began to move, her body rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

“So much better,” Hailey moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure as she rocked against him. “You’re everything he’s not. Stronger. Bigger.”

Dexter smirked, his hands moving to cup her breasts as he thrust up into her, the sound of their bodies meeting echoing in the room. Hailey’s hand tightened around her phone, the camera capturing every moan, every gasp as she rode him, her body trembling with the effort to hold on.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Dexter warned, his voice strained as he buried his face in her neck, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

“Do it,” Hailey urged, her own climax building as she tightened around him. “Cum inside me.”

He groaned, his body stiffening as he spilled into her, his hands gripping her hips tightly to keep her in place. Hailey cried out, her orgasm crashing over her in waves as she collapsed against him, her breathing ragged.

When she finally regained her composure, she handed the phone to Dexter, her body still humming with satisfaction. “One more,” she said, her voice husky as she got on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as she looked over her shoulder at Rodney.

He didn’t need to be told twice, positioning himself behind her as Dexter aimed the camera. Rodney’s hands gripped her hips, and with one smooth thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck, Hailey,” Rodney groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he began to move, his thrusts deep and relentless.

Hailey moaned, her fingers clutching the edge of the bench as Rodney pounded into her, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. Dexter moved closer, capturing the moment Rodney’s cock disappeared inside her, the way her body shook with every thrust.

“Cum for me,” Rodney growled, his pace increasing as he felt her tighten around him.

Hailey cried out, her orgasm hitting her hard as Rodney thrust into her one last time, spilling inside her with a low groan. They both collapsed onto the bench, their breathing heavy, bodies slick with sweat.

Dexter handed Hailey her phone, a satisfied smirk on his face as she opened the message thread with Ned. She attached the video, her fingers hovering over the send button for a moment before she pressed it, adding a laughing emoji for good measure.

“What now?” Dexter asked, his arm slung around her shoulders as she leaned against him.

“Now,” Hailey said, her smile wicked, “we wait.”

35 - FORBIDDEN LUST

FF / Lesbian / Enemies to Lovers / Cheating / Gangster / Public / Kissing / Nipple Play / Oral / Strap-on

The strobe lights flickered like a heartbeat, casting erratic shadows across the faces of the club-goers. Demetria's heart pounded in rhythm with the bass thumping from the speakers. She adjusted the hem of her tight red dress, feeling the weight of expectation and fear settle on her shoulders. Quan would kill her if he knew she was here, in this place, where enemies lurked in the dark corners. But tonight, she needed to escape—needed to drink, have fun, and relax.

Demetria’s husband, Quan, would be busy running his illicit business for the rest of the evening, selling drugs, dodging opps and the police. Quan had recently been robbed by a rival gangster, named King, who’d managed to take him for several kilos in a home invasion robbery. Quan was busy planning to go to war with King and his loyal goons. This gave Demetria some precious time away from her man, his stressful lifestyle, and his violent temper.

Demetria’s eyes scanned the interior of the nightclub, taking in the writhing bodies on the dance floor, the couples entwined in shadowy alcoves, and the solitary figures nursing drinks at the bar. It was there, amidst the clinking of glasses and murmured conversations, that she spotted Yaya. King’s wife. A woman she should hate, yet couldn’t seem to look away from.

Yaya sat alone, her ebony skin glowing under the dim light, long black hair cascading over her muscular shoulders. She wore a black leather mini skirt that hugged her curves, daring anyone to look too closely. Demetria watched her for a moment, mesmerized by the strength in her posture, the defiance in her every movement. She could feel the pull between them, a magnetic force that defied logic and reason.

With a deep breath, Demetria crossed the room, each step echoing in her mind like a drumbeat signaling the beginning of something dangerous. She slid onto the stool next to Yaya, catching the other woman’s attention with a flick of her wrist.

“Mind if I join you?” Demetria asked, her voice steady despite the tremor in her chest.

Yaya turned, those brown eyes piercing through the facade of indifference. For a heartbeat, it felt like time slowed, an electric current passing between them. Then Yaya smiled, a slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down Demetria’s spine.

“Sure, why not?” Yaya replied, her voice smooth as silk. “Can’t be any worse than sitting here alone.”

Demetria signaled the bartender for another round of drinks, their fingers brushing ever so slightly as the glass was set before her. The contact was brief but charged, enough to make her pulse race. She took a sip, gathering her thoughts, trying to ignore the way Yaya’s presence filled the space around her.

“You look like you could use some company,” Demetria ventured, breaking the silence first. “It’s a rough life, ain't it? Married to men who live and die by their own rules.”

Yaya chuckled, a sound devoid of humor. “You could say that. Sometimes, I think King loves the game more than he loves me.”

“Tell me about it,” Demetria agreed, shaking her head. “Quan expects me to follow his lead, to stand by him no matter what. I love him, but I just… get tired of the drama—the court cases, the trips to jail… the violence.”

For a moment, they sat in shared understanding, two women bound by circumstance and divided by loyalty. The alcohol continued to flow, and both women were joking about their marriages, sharing laughter and joy.

“King would be so mad if he knew I was hanging out with you right now,” Yaya slurred, her mind foggy.

“Girl, yes! Quan would kill me,” Demetria giggled, although she knew Quan’s threats were a real danger.

Suddenly, they stopped laughing. Yaya reached out, placing a hand gently on Demetria’s knee. The touch was soft, almost innocent, yet it sizzled with unspoken desire.

“Maybe we’re more alike than we think,” Yaya said softly, her thumb tracing small circles on Demetria’s skin. “Maybe we both need someone who understands.”

Demetria’s breath caught in her throat. She knew she should pull away, and she should tell Yaya to leave her alone. But the words wouldn’t come. Instead, she found herself leaning closer, drawn by the promise in Yaya’s eyes.

“What are you suggesting?” Demetria whispered, her voice barely audible over the music.

Yaya leaned in, her lips grazing Demetria’s ear as she spoke. “Maybe we don’t have to be enemies. Maybe we can find something... real. Something that doesn’t involve our husbands or their battles.”

Demetria’s mind raced, torn between the danger of such a proposition and the undeniable allure of it. Her body trembled, betraying her resolve. She wanted to push Yaya away, to flee back to the safety of her marriage, but her heart refused to listen.

“We shouldn’t—” Demetria began, but Yaya silenced her with a finger to her lips.

“Shh,” Yaya soothed, her eyes intense. “Just let go for one night. Let yourself feel something other than fear and anger. You deserve that much.”

Demetria hesitated, her gaze flicking to the crowded room around them. No one noticed, no one cared. They were just another pair of women lost in the chaos of the night. With a sigh, she nodded, her resistance crumbling under the weight of Yaya’s insistence.

“Alright,” Demetria whispered, her voice hoarse with pent-up emotion. “One night.”

Yaya’s smile widened, triumphant and tender all at once. She stood, offering her hand to Demetria, who took it without a second thought. Together, they navigated the throngs of people, ducking into a narrow hallway that led to the restrooms.

In the dimly lit bathroom, the air seemed thicker, charged with anticipation. Demetria leaned against the cool tile wall, her breath hitching as Yaya’s fingers traced the line of her jaw.

“Are you sure about this?” Yaya asked, her tone serious. “Once we start, there’s no going back.”

Demetria swallowed hard, a knot forming in her stomach. But the fear was overshadowed by the thrill coursing through her veins. She met Yaya’s gaze, determination flickering in her eyes.

“Yes,” she replied, her voice steady. “I’m sure.”

Yaya’s lips curved into a sensual smile before she pressed them to Demetria’s, a kiss that was both gentle and demanding. Demetria responded eagerly, her hands finding their way to Yaya’s waist, pulling her closer. The tension between them shattered with the intensity of their shared hunger, their tongues tangling in a desperate dance.

When they broke apart, both women were breathless, their chests heaving with unrestrained passion. Yaya’s fingers trailed down to the zipper of Demetria’s dress, hesitating only briefly before pulling it down, exposing her lace bra. She wasted no time, her mouth descending to capture a pert nipple, sucking and nibbling until Demetria gasped.

“Yaya,” Demetria moaned, her hips bucking as Yaya’s skilled tongue tormented her sensitive flesh. She couldn’t believe this was happening, couldn’t believe she was letting herself indulge in such forbidden pleasure.

Yaya glanced up, her eyes dark with lust. “Let me taste you,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “Let me show you how good it can feel.”

Without waiting for a response, Yaya dropped to her knees, her nimble fingers working the hem of Demetria’s dress upward. Demetria’s legs trembled as Yaya’s hands skimmed over her thighs, teasingly close to where she burned with need. Finally, Yaya’s fingers hooked into the waistband of Demetria’s panties, sliding them down to reveal the glistening heat between her legs.

Demetria bit her lip to stifle a moan as Yaya’s warm breath ghosted over her throbbing clit. She gripped the edge of the sink, her hands trembling with effort, as Yaya’s mouth descended to claim her prize. The sensation was overwhelming, Yaya’s tongue pressing and circling, lapping at her juices with ravenous intent.

“Oh God,” Demetria cried out, her body arching as Yaya’s talented mouth worked her into a frenzy. She could feel the coil inside her tightening, ready to snap, but Yaya wasn’t done teasing her. She nipped at Demetria’s clit, sending shocks of pleasure and pain through her core.

“Please… please, Yaya…” Demetria begged, her voice cracking with desperation. She needed release, needed to lose herself in the satisfaction.

Yaya looked up, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Begging already?” she teased, her fingers slipping into Demetria’s slick pussy, delving deep. “Tell me what you want, Demetria.”

Demetria's heart pounded in her chest as she leaned against the cool, tiled wall of the club’s bathroom. Yaya’s mouth was a warm, wet heaven between her legs. The sensation was intoxicating, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. The sound of Yaya’s muffled moans and the wet slurping noises filled the small stall, creating a symphony of pleasure that only heightened Demetria’s arousal.

Yaya’s fingers played expertly along Demetria’s clit, flicking and rubbing with just the right pressure. Her tongue darted in and out of Demetria’s folds, exploring every inch with a fervor that left Demetria breathless. The contrast of Yaya’s dark lips against Demetria’s tan thighs was stark and visually stimulating, adding to the intensity of the moment.

“Oh, Yaya...” Demetria gasped, her hips bucking slightly against Yaya’s face. “I’m so close...”

Yaya responded by increasing the pace, her tongue moving faster, her fingers working in tandem to bring Demetria to the edge. Demetria’s vision blurred with pleasure, her mind overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through her body. She clutched at the wall, her knuckles turning white as she held on for dear life.

With one final push, Demetria’s climax hit her like a tidal wave. She cried out, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over her. Yaya kept up her relentless assault, ensuring that Demetria rode the wave all the way to its peak. When it finally subsided, Demetria leaned against the wall, panting heavily.

Yaya slowly pulled away, her lips glistening with Demetria’s juices. She looked up at Demetria with a satisfied smile, her brown eyes gleaming with triumph. “How was that?” she asked, her voice low and sultry.

Demetria swallowed hard, trying to catch her breath. “Incredible,” she managed to say, her voice husky. “Absolutely incredible.”

Yaya rose to her feet, her dark skin glistening in the dim light. She reached into her purse and pulled out a strap-on, the black silicone cock glistening under the dim light of the bathroom. Demetria’s eyes widened in shock and anticipation.

“Damn, that’s big,” Demetria murmured, although there was no protest in her voice. The thought of being fucked by Yaya, of feeling that thick dildo inside her, sent a shiver down her spine.

Yaya chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that made Demetria’s core throb again. “Trust me, you’re going to love this,” Yaya said, her voice dripping with confidence.

Without waiting for a response, Yaya strapped the harness around her waist, adjusting it until it was snug and secure. She then motioned for Demetria to bend over the bathroom counter. Demetria hesitated for only a moment before complying, her curiosity and desire getting the better of her.

As Demetria bent over, she felt the cool surface of the countertop pressing against her abdomen. The rough texture of the tiles against her palms sent a jolt of sensation through her body. She could hear Yaya moving behind her, preparing to penetrate her tight pussy.

Yaya moved closer, her hands gently gripping Demetria’s hips. “Ready?” Yaya whispered, her breath hot against Demetria’s ear.

Demetria nodded, her heart racing with a mix of fear and excitement. “Do it,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

With that, Yaya positioned the silicone cock at Demetria’s entrance. The tip teased her opening, slick with the remnants of their earlier activities. Yaya took her time, letting Demetria adjust to the sensation. When she finally began to push forward, Demetria gasped, the fullness of it stretching her in ways she hadn’t anticipated.

The first few inches slid in easily, thanks to the natural lubrication that had built up. But as Yaya pushed deeper, the thick cock filled Demetria completely, leaving no room for anything else. Demetria groaned as she adjusted to the intrusion, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Yaya,” Demetria groaned, her voice strained. “That feels so good.”

Yaya smiled to herself, pleased with the reaction. She began to move, slowly at first, setting a rhythm that allowed Demetria to get used to the sensation. Each thrust was deliberate, the silicone cock sliding in and out with a smooth, satisfying friction. Demetria could feel the pressure building inside her, the pleasure sharpening with each passing second.

Yaya quickened the pace, her hips snapping back and forth with increasing urgency. The sound of skin meeting skin echoed in the small stall, punctuated by the occasional grunt or moan from both women. Demetria’s breasts bounced with each thrust, the tight red dress straining against her curves.

“Harder,” Demetria demanded, her voice ragged with need. “Please, Yaya, harder.”

Yaya obliged, pounding into Demetria with renewed vigor. The force of the thrusts caused Demetria to brace her hands more firmly against the counter, her fingers splayed wide. The sensations were overwhelming, a perfect storm of pleasure and pain that left Demetria trembling.

Yaya’s grip on Demetria’s hips tightened, her nails digging into the soft flesh. She could feel Demetria’s muscles clenching around the strap-on, milking it for every ounce of pleasure. Yaya’s own arousal was mounting, her breaths coming in short, sharp bursts.

“Almost there, baby,” Yaya growled, her voice low and guttural. “Come for me again.”

Demetria’s eyes fluttered closed as she felt the familiar coil tightening in her lower belly. The combination of Yaya’s expert thrusting and the sheer dominance of the situation pushed her over the edge. With a cry of release, Demetria came again, her pussy pulsing around the fake cock buried deep inside her.

Yaya continued to thrust, riding out both their orgasms. Demetria’s juices flowed freely, coating the strap-on and dripping onto the floor beneath them. The sight and smell of it only added to the wildness of the moment, cementing their connection in a way that words could never capture.

When it finally ended, Yaya pulled out slowly, the silicone cock glistening with Demetria’s fluids. She rested her forehead against Demetria’s back, both women breathing heavily as they caught their breath. The silence between them was heavy with unspoken understanding and mutual satisfaction.

“We shouldn’t do this,” Demetria whispered, her voice shaky. “It’s too dangerous.”

Yaya straightened up, turning Demetria to face her. She looked into Demetria’s eyes, her expression serious. “But we did,” she said simply. “And I don’t regret it. Do you?”

Demetria shook her head, her heart swelling with the truth of her feelings. “No,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “I don’t regret it either.”

Yaya leaned in, capturing Demetria’s lips in a passionate kiss. The taste of each other was intoxicating, a forbidden fruit neither wanted to resist. As their tongues danced together, Yaya’s hands roamed over Demetria’s body, reigniting the flames of desire that had been stoked so intensely.

“So what now?” Demetria asked when they finally broke apart, her voice filled with uncertainty.

Yaya’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Now, we find a way to keep this going without getting caught,” she said, her tone confident. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Demetria felt a surge of hope mixed with trepidation. The risks were high, but the reward—the connection they shared—was worth any danger. “Together,” she echoed, her resolve strengthening.

36 - A VISIT TO PARIS

MF / MFF / First Person / Cheating / Kissing / Blow Job / Threesome / Cunnilingus / Dildo / PIV Sex / Polyamory

Excerpt from An Escort’s Confessions Part 2: Taking Control by Brandi Moore:

“Brandi, just… just relax,” Vince murmured, his lips hovering inches from mine. His breath was warm, sending a shiver down my spine as his hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer.

The tension in the room was electric, thick with anticipation and desire. My heart pounded, matching the rhythm of his fingertips grazing the small of my back. I could feel the heat radiating off him, the undeniable pull between us impossible to ignore.

I tilted my head up, meeting his piercing blue eyes. “You sure you’re okay with this? Really okay?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. My fingers traced the line of his jaw, rough with stubble, before trailing down his chest.

He let out a low groan, his muscles tightening under my touch. “More than okay,” he said, his voice husky.

His lips crashed into mine, urgent and demanding, cutting off any further questions. His kiss was hungry, insistent, like he’d been waiting for this moment forever. And maybe he had. My hands tangled in his blonde hair, pulling him closer as our bodies pressed together, the friction sending sparks through every nerve in my body.

I broke the kiss, gasping for air, and dropped to my knees in front of him. My fingers fumbled with the buckle of his belt, my own need making me clumsy. He didn’t rush me, just stood there, watching with dark, lust-filled eyes as I finally freed him. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, already glistening at the tip. I licked my lips, feeling a surge of power as his breath hitched when I wrapped my hand around him.

But let me back up. This wasn’t how my day started. Hell, it wasn’t even how my week started.

—

It all began with a call. Laura and I were sitting in the luxurious hotel suite, counting the stacks of cash we’d made that week. Although we’d gotten off to a difficult start in Las Vegas, we’d managed to turn things around, bringing in large profits.

Business was booming—better than expected, actually—but the stress of running our own escort service was starting to wear on me. Laura was out with a client, and I was zoning out in front of the TV when my phone buzzed.

My heart skipped a beat, when I saw Vince’s name on the caller ID.

Vince Nealey was my famous sugar daddy. A Hollywood actor who’d become more than just a client. My former pimp, Sam, had introduced us, and something about Vince had drawn me in. Maybe it was the way he looked at me, like I was the only person in the room. Or maybe it was the way he treated me, not just as a sex worker, but as someone he genuinely cared about. Whatever it was, our arrangement had evolved into something… different.

“Hey, babe,” I answered, trying to sound casual, though my stomach fluttered at the sound of his voice.

“Brandi,” he said, his tone serious. “How are you holding up in Vegas? Laura told me things have been… intense.”

I sighed, leaning back against the plush couch. “Intense is one way to put it. It was tough at first, but we’re back on track now. It’s stressful, you know?”

“I can imagine,” he replied. There was a pause, the kind that made my heart skip a beat because I knew what was coming next. “Listen, we’re taking a break from filming right now. Why don’t you come to Paris for a few days? Get away from it all. Let me take care of you.”

I hesitated. Paris. With Vince. It sounded like a dream, but… “What about your wife?” I asked carefully. Jada Johnson, his actress wife, was a force to be reckoned with. Gorgeous, talented, and fiercely protective of her marriage. At least, that’s what I’d always assumed.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said simply. “Everything’s fine. Just… come. Please.”

The way he said it, so earnest, so vulnerable, made my decision easy. Before I knew it, I was on a plane, crossing an ocean, stepping into a world where anything felt possible.

—

And now, here I was, on my knees in Vince’s hotel suite, his cock in my hand. I glanced up at him, catching the hunger in his eyes, and leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. He groaned, his hands gripping my hair as I worked him, my tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. I loved the taste of him, the way he throbbed against my tongue, the way his breathing grew ragged as I sucked him deeper.

“God, Brandi,” he muttered, his hips jerking slightly. “You’re incredible.”

I pulled back, looking up at him with a smirk. “You’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Nealey,” I teased, before diving back in, swallowing him whole.

His moans filled the room, spurring me on, until he suddenly pulled away, his chest heaving.

“Not yet,” he growled, lifting me to my feet. His hands were everywhere, tearing at my clothes, desperate to feel skin against skin.

I laughed breathlessly as he yanked my dress over my head, tossing it aside before unhooking my bra. His mouth found my breasts almost immediately, his tongue circling my nipple before sucking hard enough to make me gasp.

“Vince,” I moaned, arching into him as his hands slid down my body, cupping my ass before slipping between my legs.

His fingers brushed against my clit, already swollen and wet, and I nearly collapsed against him.

“Lie down,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. I nodded, stumbling backward onto the bed, my legs falling open as he knelt between them.

His mouth trailed kisses down my stomach, stopping just shy of where I wanted him most. I whimpered, my nails digging into the sheets, until he finally gave in, his tongue parting my folds and lapping at my sensitive flesh.

I cried out, my hips bucking against his face as he ate me like a man starved. Every flick of his tongue, every suck of his lips, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I was close, so close, when the door clicked open.

We froze. My eyes flew to the doorway, where Jada Johnson stood, stunning in a sleek black dress, her arms crossed over her chest. Her expression was unreadable, but the tension in the room skyrocketed.

I knew it was a bad idea to visit Vince in Paris. What was I thinking?

“Uh…” Vince stammered, pulling away from me with a guilty look. “Jada, I can explain—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t bother,” she said coolly, her gaze settling on me. “I know about Brandi. And honestly, Vince, I’m tired of pretending I don’t.”

I sat up, clutching a blanket to cover myself, my mind racing. What the hell was happening? But before I could say anything, Jada stepped forward, her heels clicking against the floor.

“Relax, sweetheart,” she said, her voice softening as she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my face. “I’m not mad. In fact… I want in.”

My breath caught. “Wait… what?”

Jada smiled, a slow, seductive curve of her lips, as she began to unzip her dress. “You heard me.”

Vince looked confused. “Jada, are you sure?” he stammered.

“I’m tired of letting you have all the fun,” she replied.

With that, she pulled me into a passionate kiss. I have to admit I was starstruck. Now, I was having sex with not only one celebrity, but two. Jada took Vince’s place between my legs, licking my clit. I let out a moan as her tongue circled around my sensitive spot.

Vince looked on, stroking his cock as he watched his wife pleasure me. He moved closer and started sucking my nipples. His fingers slid between my legs, working together with Jada’s tongue. I couldn’t hold back, I screamed Jada’s name as I climaxed. Jada kept going, licking me until I was completely satisfied.

I barely had time to catch my breath, when Jada handed me a large dildo. It was her turn to be satisfied. Jada positioned herself on the bed, and I slid the big toy into her pussy. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as I fucked her.

I felt Vince position himself beside me, his hard cock pressing against my pussy. He slid inside, stretching my walls with each thrust. Jada’s eyes rolled back, her juices dripping onto the bed. Vince fucked me harder, increasing his speed. With one final thrust, I came, my pussy contracting around his dick. Vince sighed, releasing a big load in my pussy.

The three of us lounged on the bed, satisfied and breathless. I couldn’t think of anything to say. The silence was awkward.

Finally, Jada spoke. “I want an open relationship, Vince,” she stated. “I don’t care if you have a relationship with Brandi. I just don’t like the secrets.”

“Okay, that sounds great,” Vince agreed. “Thank you for being so understanding.”

I smiled. Vince’s wife was okay with us seeing each other. This was perfect. I no longer had to worry about Jada’s wrath if she discovered my affair with Vince.

I spent the rest of my trip to Paris hanging out with Vince and Jada. Jada and I had a lot in common. It turned out that she’d been a sex worker, before becoming a famous actress. Jada gave me some good career advice—be careful who you trust.

37 - A SISTER’S SEDUCTION
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The first text came late at night. Marianne was scrolling through her phone, lost in the mindless glow of social media, when the notification popped up. It was from James. Her sister’s boyfriend. James and Kara had been dating for almost a year now, and things seemed to be getting serious. Marianne’s thumb hovered over the screen for a moment before she tapped it open.

Hey, Marianne. Can we talk? It’s important.

Her heart skipped a beat. She glanced at the time—11:47 PM. Why was he texting her this late? She hesitated, fingers trembling slightly as she typed back. Hey, James. What’s up?

The dots appeared immediately, like he’d been waiting for her response. I need to get something off my chest. Maybe it’s wrong to come to you, but I don’t know who else to talk to.

Marianne’s stomach twisted. This felt dangerous. She glanced across the room at Kara’s closed bedroom door. Her sister was asleep, or at least she hoped so. Okay, she wrote, her pulse quickening. What’s going on?

James’s reply was swift. I’m not happy, Marianne. Kara and I… it’s not working. I’ve been trying to make it work, but I feel like I’m suffocating. You’re the only one who gets me.

Her breath caught. This wasn’t just a casual conversation. This was something. Something she shouldn’t be a part of. But curiosity—or maybe something darker—kept her fingers moving. I’m sorry to hear that, James. Have you talked to her about it?

He didn’t respond right away. The seconds stretched, each one heavier than the last. Then: It’s not that simple. There’s more to it. I think about you a lot, Marianne. You’re… different. Special.

Her cheeks burned. She shouldn’t have opened this door. But here she was, standing on the threshold, unable to turn back. James, this isn’t right.

Again, the dots appeared and disappeared. His next message was longer, more deliberate. I know it’s not right. But I can’t stop thinking about you. The way you laugh, the way you look at me. It’s driving me crazy. I keep imagining what it would be like to be with you instead.

Her heart hammered in her chest. This was wrong. So wrong. And yet, a pang of excitement shot through her. She’d always thought James was attractive, but she’d never let herself entertain the idea. Until now. James, you’re with Kara. My sister.

I know. And that’s what makes it so messed up. But I can’t help how I feel. I need to see you. Just once. Please.

The air in the room felt thick, suffocating. Marianne stared at the screen, her mind racing. This was a line she couldn’t uncross. But the temptation was too much. Fine, she typed, her fingers moving almost of their own accord. Come over tomorrow. Kara’s working late.

—

The next day, Marianne paced her living room, her stomach a swirl of guilt and anticipation. She’d texted James her address, and now she was waiting. Waiting for him to arrive, waiting for him to knock, waiting for her life to change.

When the doorbell finally rang, she froze. For a moment, she considered not answering. But then she took a deep breath and crossed the room, her hand trembling as she turned the knob.

James stood on the doorstep, looking sexier than she remembered. His dark hair was tousled, his eyes intense as they met hers. He was dressed casually—a fitted shirt that hugged his muscular frame, jeans that left little to the imagination. Her mouth went dry.

“Hey,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “Can I come in?”

She nodded, stepping aside to let him in. The air between them crackled with tension as he stepped into the living room. He glanced around, taking in the cozy space, before turning back to her. “You look amazing,” he said, his gaze lingering on her body.

Marianne crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly self-conscious. “James, this isn’t a good idea. Kara’s my sister. We can’t do this.”

But he stepped closer, closing the distance between them. His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I know it’s wrong,” he murmured. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. I need you, Marianne.”

Her resolve wavered as his hand cupped her cheek. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine. She wanted to pull away, to tell him to leave, but her body betrayed her. She leaned into his touch, her breath hitching.

And then he kissed her.

It was soft at first, tentative, as if he was testing the waters. But when she didn’t pull away, he deepened the kiss, his tongue brushing against hers. Marianne’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers gripping the fabric of his shirt as she kissed him back.

Everything else faded away—the guilt, the fear, the knowledge that this was wrong. All that mattered was the way his lips felt against hers, the way his body pressed against her. She couldn’t think straight; all she could do was feel.

James broke the kiss, his breath ragged as he looked down at her. “Tell me to stop,” he said, his voice husky.

But she didn’t. Instead, she took his hand and led him toward the bedroom, their clothes falling away with every step. By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies tangled together as they fell onto the mattress.

James kissed her neck, his hands exploring every inch of her body. Marianne arched into his touch, her mind hazy with desire. She knew this was wrong, but she didn’t care. Not when he was making her feel like this.

His lips trailed down her body, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. When he reached her core, she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he began to lick her. His tongue was relentless, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She moaned, her hips lifting off the bed as he devoured her.

When she finally came, it was with a cry, her body shuddering with pleasure. But James wasn’t done. He kissed his way back up her body, his erection pressing against her thigh. “I need to be inside you,” he whispered, his voice raw with need.

She nodded, her legs parting to welcome him. He entered her slowly, filling her completely. Marianne gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move. His thrusts were deep and deliberate, each one driving her higher.

They changed positions, Marianne on her hands and knees as James took her from behind. His hands gripped her hips, his pace increasing as he pounded into her. Marianne moaned, her body rocking with each thrust. She could feel the tension building again, her orgasm approaching fast.

When she came this time, it was with a scream, her body convulsing around him. James followed soon after, his release hot and deep inside her. They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled and slick with sweat.

For a moment, they lay there in silence, catching their breath. Then Marianne turned to him, her voice soft but firm. “Kara can’t find out about this. Ever.”

James nodded, his hand brushing her hair from her face. “She won’t. I promise.”

Marianne knew she should feel guilty. But as she lay there in his arms, all she felt was satisfaction. This was wrong, but it felt so right. And as James pulled her closer, she knew this wasn’t the last time. They’d keep doing this, stealing moments behind Kara’s back. And for now, that was enough.

38 - SEDUCED BY DAD’S NEW WIFE
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“Charlene,” Paulina whispered, her voice low and sultry as she leaned in closer, her red dress clinging to her curves like a second skin. “Do you ever wonder what it would be like if we just… gave in?”

Charlene’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat radiating from Paulina, the older woman’s dark eyes locked onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach twist in knots. “I… I don’t know what you mean,” she stammered, though the way her body leaned ever so slightly toward Paulina betrayed her.

The bachelorette party had been winding down for hours. The guests had left, the laughter and chatter replaced by the soft hum of the stereo playing a sultry jazz tune in the background. The air was thick with the scent of champagne and the lingering traces of Paulina’s perfume—something warm and spicy that Charlene couldn’t get out of her head.

Charlene’s father had left earlier in the evening, giving the women time to celebrate, and now it was just the two of them. Just Paulina, her future stepmother, and the tension that had been building between them for months.

Paulina’s lips curved into a knowing smirk as she reached out, her fingers brushing against Charlene’s arm. “You know exactly what I mean,” she said, her voice dripping with confidence. “I’ve seen the way you look at me. The way your eyes linger just a little too long. You can’t hide it from me, Charlene.”

Charlene’s heart raced. She wanted to deny it, to push Paulina away and tell her she was imagining things. But she couldn’t. The truth was, she had been looking. She couldn’t help it. Paulina was everything she wasn’t—confident, sophisticated, effortlessly sexy—and Charlene had been drawn to her from the moment her father introduced them.

It was wrong. She knew it was wrong. Paulina was her future stepmother, for God’s sake. But the more time they spent together, the harder it became to ignore the pull between them.

“Paulina,” Charlene said, her voice shaky. “We can’t do this. My dad—”

“—doesn’t need to know,” Paulina interrupted, her tone firm but gentle. “This is just between us. No one else will understand. No one else has to know.”

Charlene’s mind was a whirlwind of confusion. She wanted to say no. She should say no. But the way Paulina was looking at her, the way her touch sent shivers down her spine, made it impossible to think straight. “I… I don’t know if I can do this,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Paulina’s hand moved to Charlene’s cheek, her thumb brushing lightly across her skin. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she said softly. “But I can see how much you want me. And I want you too, Charlene. More than I should. More than I ever thought I could.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with possibilities. Charlene’s breath quickened as Paulina leaned in closer, their lips just inches apart. She could feel the warmth of Paulina’s breath on her skin, the intoxicating scent of her perfume filling her senses. It was too much. Too intense. She wanted to pull away, but her body betrayed her, leaning in until their lips finally met.

The kiss was slow and tentative at first, a gentle exploration of unfamiliar territory. But as Paulina’s hand slid into Charlene’s hair, pulling her closer, it deepened, becoming something hungry and desperate. Charlene moaned softly against Paulina’s lips, her hands trembling as they found their way to the older woman’s waist, holding on like she was afraid she might fall.

Paulina broke the kiss, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts as she looked down at Charlene. “Tell me you want this,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. “Tell me you want me.”

Charlene’s heart was pounding in her chest. She knew this was crossing a line they could never come back from. But the way Paulina was looking at her, the way her body felt pressed against hers, made it impossible to deny. “I want you,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

Paulina’s smile was triumphant as she took Charlene’s hand, leading her down the hallway toward the master bedroom. The room was lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the plush carpet. Paulina turned to face Charlene, her hands moving to the straps of her red dress. Slowly, she slid them down her shoulders, letting the fabric pool at her feet.

Charlene’s breath caught as she took in the sight of Paulina standing before her, completely naked. Her body was flawless, her curves accentuated by the soft light.

Paulina stepped closer, her hands moving to the zipper of Charlene’s black dress. “Let me see you,” she whispered, her voice a husky murmur.

Charlene nodded, her hands trembling as she let Paulina undress her. The silk fabric slipped from her body, leaving her exposed in the dim light. Paulina’s eyes roamed over her with a hunger that made Charlene’s skin prickle with anticipation.

“You’re so beautiful,” Paulina said, her voice filled with awe. “I could look at you forever.”

Paulina’s hands moved to Charlene’s waist, pulling her closer as their lips met once more. The kiss was electric, their bodies pressed together as Paulina’s hands roamed over Charlene’s skin. Paulina broke the kiss, her lips trailing down Charlene’s neck, her tongue flicking against her pulse point as she whispered, “I’m going to make you feel so good.”

Charlene’s knees nearly buckled as Paulina’s hands moved to her hips, guiding her back toward the bed. She laid her down gently, her lips never leaving Charlene’s skin as she kissed her way down her body. Paulina’s fingers traced slow, tantalizing circles on Charlene’s inner thighs, making her squirm with anticipation.

“Please, Paulina,” Charlene moaned, her fingers tangling in the older woman’s dark hair. “I need you.”

Paulina’s lips found Charlene’s core, her tongue flicking against her in slow, deliberate strokes. Charlene gasped, her back arching off the bed as Paulina teased her, building the tension until it was almost unbearable.

“You taste so sweet,” Paulina murmured against her skin, her voice sending shivers down Charlene’s spine. “I could do this all night.”

Charlene’s hands tightened in Paulina’s hair as the older woman’s tongue worked its magic, driving her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel the heat building inside her, her hips rocking against Paulina’s mouth as she chased the pleasure that was just out of reach. “Please, Paulina…” she begged, her voice breaking. “I’m so close…”

Paulina’s fingers joined the fray, slipping inside Charlene with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her cry out in pleasure. The combination of Paulina’s tongue and fingers pushed her over the edge, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Paulina stayed with her, slowing her movements as Charlene came down from the high, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

Paulina finally pulled back, her lips glistening as she looked up at Charlene with a satisfied smile. “You’re incredible,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. “But I’m not done with you yet.”

Paulina reached over to the nightstand, opening the drawer and pulling out a sleek, black dildo. She positioned herself between Charlene’s legs, her eyes locking onto Charlene’s as she slowly began to slide the toy inside her. Charlene’s breath hitched as she felt the pressure, her body stretching to accommodate the girth.

“Relax, baby,” Paulina cooed, her voice soothing as she continued to push the dildo deeper. “Just let me take care of you.”

Charlene whimpered, her body trembling as the toy filled her completely. Paulina began to move it in and out of her with a slow, steady rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

“You feel so good, Charlene,” Paulina murmured, her fingers moving to tease Charlene’s clit as she continued to pump the dildo in and out of her. “So tight, so perfect.”

Charlene’s hands gripped the sheets as Paulina’s movements became faster, more urgent. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body writhing beneath Paulina as she felt another orgasm building. “I’m going to cum,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Oh God, Paulina…”

Paulina’s fingers moved faster, her thrusts deeper, as she pushed Charlene over the edge once more. Charlene cried out, her body convulsing as the orgasm tore through her, leaving her breathless and trembling.

Paulina finally pulled the dildo out, setting it aside as she gently kissed Charlene’s thigh. “You’re amazing,” she whispered, her voice filled with affection. “But we have to get dressed. Your dad will be back soon.”

Charlene didn’t want to get up. She wanted to lie in bed next to Paulina, but she didn’t want her father to find them together. The women got up and quickly put their clothes on.

“This will be our secret,” Paulina instructed.

“Of course,” Charlene agreed, her heart racing with excitement.

Charlene knew things would never be the same. They’d opened a door that couldn’t be closed. However, Charlene didn’t regret exploring her desires. She was looking forward to her next encounter with Paulina.

39 - GETTING EVEN
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Excerpt from Danica’s Revenge Part 1: A Boyfriend’s Betrayal by Brandi Moore:

I drove through the darkened city streets with no particular destination, the images of Kaleigh and Brett playing on loop in my mind. I was emotionally lost, devastated by the betrayal. My boyfriend and my best friend, the two people who I should have been able to trust, had deceived me.

I’d already confronted Brett, emptying his stash of emergency cash before storming out of the apartment. Now, I needed to talk to Kaleigh.

Her apartment wasn’t far, and the drive felt like a blur. My mind raced, replaying the scene over and over. How long had this been going on? Was it just this once? Or had they been sneaking around behind my back for months? My hands tightened around the steering wheel. I needed to know.

When I pulled into the parking lot, I wasted no time. I practically sprinted to her door, my heart pounding in my chest. I knocked, hard and fast, my breath coming in short, uneven gasps. The door swung open, but it wasn’t Kaleigh standing there.

It was Nick.

Kaleigh’s boyfriend. Tall, muscular, with that rugged handsomeness that always made me glance twice. His dark hair was tousled, and he was wearing a loose tank top that showed off his sculpted arms. He looked surprised to see me, his brows furrowing as he took in my disheveled state.

“Danica?” he asked, his voice laced with concern. “Are you okay?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Instead, I pushed past him, stepping into the apartment. My eyes darted around the room, searching for Kaleigh, but she wasn’t there. The place was quiet, save for the faint hum of the TV in the background.

“She’s not here,” Nick said, closing the door behind me. “What’s going on? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I turned to face him, my chest heaving as I tried to find the words. How do you even start this conversation? I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone, my fingers trembling as I unlocked it and pulled up the video. I handed it to him without a word.

He took it, his eyes narrowing as he stared at the screen. I watched his expression change, the color draining from his face as the realization hit him. His jaw clenched, and for a moment, he didn’t say anything. He just stood there, frozen, his grip tightening on the phone.

“Kaleigh and Brett,” he finally said, his voice low and strained. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

I shook my head, tears welling up in my eyes. “I wish I was.”

He handed the phone back to me, running a hand through his hair as he let out a bitter laugh. “Unbelievable. I knew something was off with her lately, but I never…” He trailed off, shaking his head. “What the hell are we supposed to do now?”

I wiped at my tears, a strange sense of determination washing over me. “We get even.”

Nick looked at me, his brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

I met his gaze, a small smile playing on my lips. “We make them regret ever betraying us. Let them see how it feels.”

A slow grin spread across his face, his eyes lighting up with a mix of anger and something else. Something darker. “I like the way you think.”

Before I could react, he closed the distance between us, his hands cupping my face as he leaned in. His lips met mine in a heated kiss, the taste of him flooding my senses. I didn’t pull away. Instead, I kissed him back, my hands tangling in his hair as the passion between us ignited.

His hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer as his tongue explored my mouth. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, his muscles tense and ready. He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged as he looked down at me.

“You’re sure about this?” he asked, his voice husky.

I didn’t hesitate. “Positive.”

His lips crashed into mine again, this time more urgent. His hands fumbled with the buttons of my dress, pulling it down over my shoulders until it pooled at my feet. I stood there in just my bra and panties, feeling a rush of adrenaline as his eyes raked over my body.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he murmured, his hands sliding up my sides.

I reached for my phone, my fingers trembling slightly as I unlocked it and opened the camera app. “Let’s make them regret everything.”

Nick smirked, his hands sliding to my hips as he knelt in front of me. His lips brushed against the thin fabric of my panties, sending a shiver up my spine. I held the phone steady, filming as he hooked his fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, exposing me to him.

His breath was warm against my skin, and then his tongue was on me, licking and teasing in all the right places. I moaned, my free hand tangling in his hair as he worked me over. The camera captured every detail—the way his tongue swirled around my clit, the way his lips sucked and nibbled. It was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but let out a breathy gasp.

“Nick…” I whispered, my voice shaky.

He didn’t stop. Instead, he intensified his efforts, his tongue plunging deeper as his fingers slipped inside me. My legs trembled, and I had to lean back against the wall for support. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice barely above a whisper.

He didn’t let up. His tongue worked in tandem with his fingers, pushing me over the edge. My body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through me, my moans echoing through the apartment. I panted, trying to catch my breath as Nick stood up, a satisfied grin on his face.

“Your turn,” I said, my voice husky as I handed him the phone.

He took it, his eyes dark with desire as he guided me to the couch. I bent over, my hands gripping the back as he positioned himself behind me. I could feel the tip of his cock pressing against me, and I let out a soft moan as he slid inside.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate. The camera captured every moment—the way his cock disappeared inside me, the way my body moved with his. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with my breathy moans and his low growls.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

I couldn’t respond. My mind was too consumed with the pleasure coursing through me. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me back onto him with each thrust. I could feel myself getting close again, the tension building in my core.

“I’m gonna cum,” I whimpered, my nails digging into the couch.

“Do it,” he growled, his hips slamming into me.

The orgasm hit me hard, my body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over me. Nick followed shortly after, his cock pulsing inside me as he filled me with his cum. We both collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily as the high slowly faded.

After a few moments, Nick handed me the phone, a satisfied smirk on his face. “Think they’ll like the video?”

I grinned, leaning over to press a kiss to his lips. 

I couldn’t wait to see the look on Brett and Kaleigh’s faces when they found out what we’d done. I hit send, texting the video to their phones. We could only wait for Kaleigh and Brett’s reactions.

But now, I had to make some important decisions. I couldn’t go back to the apartment I’d shared with Brett—not after the way he’d hurt me. After I said goodbye to Nick, I sat in my car, plotting my next move. Where would I go from here?

40 - HER BROTHER’S WIFE

FF / Lesbian / Gangster / Cheating / Taboo / Kissing / Oral / Sixty-nine

Angie's heels clicked rhythmically against the cold, unforgiving pavement as she stalked through the dimly lit alleyway. The soft glow of a distant streetlamp cast long shadows that flickered like phantoms in her periphery. Her tailored suit clung to her body, every seam and crease a testament to her meticulous nature. But tonight, there was something different in her stride—a tension, a frustration that had nothing to do with the job at hand.

She rounded the corner, her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind. Gerald, her brother, lay in a hospital bed, fighting for his life after an ambush that had left him bleeding out in a deserted warehouse. The memory of the call still rang in her ears, a shrill echo of panic and helplessness. And then there was Maxi. Maxi, with her dark, soulful eyes and delicate porcelain skin. Maxi, who had always been just out of reach, a forbidden fruit that Angie had secretly coveted.

The door to the safe house loomed ahead, a rusted relic that creaked ominously under the weight of its own history. Angie pushed it open with a force that belied her outward calm, stepping into the familiar yet alien space. Maxi sat on the worn-out couch, her fingers twisting a strand of raven-black hair. She looked up as Angie entered, her eyes red from unshed tears, but there was no mistaking the flicker of relief that crossed her face.

"Angie," Maxi whispered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the ancient refrigerator. "Thank God you're here."

Angie closed the distance between them, kneeling before Maxi and taking her hands in her own. The touch sent a jolt through her, a surge of desire that she had never dared acknowledge.

"I'm here," Angie said softly, her gaze locked onto Maxi's. "We'll get through this together."

Maxi nodded, but her expression remained haunted. "What if... what if he doesn't make it?" she asked, her voice trembling.

Angie squeezed her hands tighter, wanting to offer comfort but feeling utterly inadequate. "He will," she assured, though the words felt hollow. "Gerald is strong. He's survived worse."

They sat in silence for a moment, the weight of their shared grief pressing down on them. Angie's mind drifted, replaying the moments they had spent together—the stolen glances, the lingering touches. It had always been there, simmering beneath the surface, a hidden current of desire that neither had spoken of.

Maxi's voice broke the silence, low and hesitant. "Do you ever think about it?" she asked, her eyes searching Angie's face for any hint of understanding.

Angie's breath caught in her throat. "Think about what?" she replied, though she knew exactly what Maxi meant.

"Us," Maxi murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. "All those times we were so close, but never..."

Angie's heart pounded in her chest, a drumbeat of longing and fear. She leaned in slightly, her lips grazing Maxi's ear. "I think about it all the time," she admitted, her voice steady despite the maelstrom within.

Maxi shivered, her breath hitching as she pulled back to meet Angie's gaze. There was a vulnerability in her eyes, a raw honesty that made Angie's resolve falter.

"What if we—" Maxi began, but Angie cut her off with a gentle finger to her lips.

"Not now," Angie whispered. "I can’t do that to Gerald, not while he’s fighting for his life."

Maxi nodded, but the intensity of her stare spoke volumes. They sat in silence once more, the air thick with unspoken desires and the looming specter of Gerald's fate.

Angie stood, breaking the spell, and offered Maxi a small, reassuring smile. "Come on," she said, extending her hand. “Let's tidy up this place. We need to try to relax.”

As they walked, Angie's mind raced. The thought of being alone with Maxi, of exploring the depths of their forbidden attraction, was both thrilling and terrifying. But for now, they had a duty to Gerald, to each other—to survive the night.

At the safe house, the atmosphere was heavy with tension. Angie watched as Maxi busied herself with mundane tasks, trying to distract herself from the uncertainty that hung over them like a shroud. The hours dragged on, each tick of the clock a reminder of the fragility of life. Finally, when exhaustion threatened to overtake them, Angie gently guided Maxi to the couch, sitting beside her and wrapping an arm around her shoulders.

"Sleep," Angie murmured, her voice soothing. "I'll be right here."

Maxi nestled into Angie's embrace, her head resting on Angie's shoulder. The warmth of her body against Angie's sent shivers down her spine, a tantalizing reminder of the desires they both harbored. As Maxi drifted off to sleep, Angie's thoughts turned darker, more insistent. What if they could have this? What if they could explore the boundaries of their connection, even if only for a moment?

When Maxi awoke, the house was bathed in the dim light of dawn. She blinked, her eyes adjusting to the sparse illumination, and found Angie watching her intently. There was a hunger in Angie's gaze, a yearning that Maxi couldn't ignore.

"Angie," Maxi whispered, her voice hoarse. "What are we doing?"

Angie's lips curled into a slow, seductive smile. "Something we've both wanted for a long time," she replied, her tone laced with a dangerous mix of confidence and desperation.

Before Maxi could respond, Angie leaned in, closing the distance between them. Their lips met in a tentative, electrifying kiss that sent shockwaves through both of them. Maxi's breath hitched, her hands coming up to grip Angie's shoulders as the kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more passionate.

Angie's fingers tangled in Maxi's hair, pulling her closer as the world around them seemed to fade away. All that mattered was this moment, this stolen connection. Maxi's hands roamed down Angie's back, tracing the curve of her spine, igniting fires that had been dormant for far too long.

"Bedroom," Angie whispered against Maxi's lips, her voice ragged with desire. "Now."

Without breaking the kiss, they stumbled toward the bedroom, their bodies pressed tightly together. The door slammed shut behind them, and they fell onto the bed, their clothes becoming a tangle of fabric as they tore at each other's garments.

Angie's fingers deftly undid the buttons of Maxi's blouse, slipping it off her shoulders and revealing the pale, flawless skin beneath. Maxi's hands were equally eager, yanking Angie's shirt over her head and tossing it aside. They paused for a brief moment, their chests heaving as they drank in the sight of each other's nakedness.

Angie reached out, tracing her fingertips along Maxi's collarbone, down the slope of her breast, and over the taut peak of her nipple. Maxi gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily as Angie's touch ignited a fire within her. "Angie," she moaned, her voice a plea for more.

"Tell me you want this," Angie demanded, her voice husky with lust. "Tell me you want me as much as I want you."

Maxi's eyes blazed with a mixture of desire and trepidation. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes, I want you."

With a growl of satisfaction, Angie pulled Maxi into her arms, rolling them onto their sides so that they faced each other. Their legs entwined, their breasts pressed together, and their mouths fused in a frenzied dance of tongues and teeth.

Maxi's hands explored Angie's body with abandon, finding every curve, every dip, and mapping them with her fingertips. Angie responded in kind, her touch both tender and fierce as she delved deeper into the recesses of Maxi's desire.

"Sixty-nine," Maxi panted, her voice breathless as she pulled back slightly. "I want to taste you."

Angie's heart hammered in her chest at the suggestion, a mixture of excitement and anxiety coursing through her veins. She hesitated for only a moment before complying, positioning herself above Maxi and lowering her mouth to the juncture of Maxi's thighs.

Maxi's gasp was all the encouragement Angie needed. She parted Maxi's folds with her tongue, licking and sucking with a fervor that left Maxi moaning and writhing beneath her. Maxi's own mouth descended upon Angie's throbbing clit, her tongue flicking across the sensitive spot with expert precision.

Angie's whole body trembled with anticipation, her fingers gripping the sheets as Maxi's tongue sent waves of pleasure crashing over her. They moved in perfect synchronicity, their breaths mingling as their orgasms drew ever closer.

"Angie," Maxi groaned, her voice thick with arousal. "I'm so close."

"Me too," Angie gasped, her voice breaking as she plunged two fingers into Maxi's slick heat, curling them expertly to find that elusive spot that would send Maxi over the edge.

Maxi's cry echoed through the room as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure. Angie followed shortly after, a guttural moan escaping her lips as Maxi brought her to climax with a final, desperate lick.

They collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat and their breaths ragged. For a moment, there was only silence, the world outside forgotten as they basked in the aftermath of their shared ecstasy.

"Promise me," Maxi whispered, her voice shaky as she looked up at Angie. "Promise me we'll keep this secret."

Angie nodded, her heart filled with equal parts joy and dread. "I promise," she vowed, though the weight of their situation bore down on her like a leaden shroud.

They lay there, entangled in each other's arms, knowing full well that their actions had set them on a perilous path. But for now, at this moment, all that mattered was that they had each other.

41 - A STEP-FATHER’S SECRET

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Fingering / Blowjob / Masturbation / Dildo / PIV Sex

The moment Dottie walked through the front door, she felt the tension in the air. Her mother’s voice was sharp, echoing down the hallway, and Frank’s low, frustrated growl followed. She hesitated in the foyer, her bags still slung over her shoulder, unsure if she should announce her presence or slip away. But curiosity got the better of her, and she crept closer, her heart pounding in her chest.

“You think I don’t know what’s going on?” Frank’s voice was tight, edged with anger. “I’m not blind, Linda.”

“Oh, please, Frank,” her mother snapped back. “You’re being paranoid. It’s just work.”

Dottie’s stomach churned. Frank had recently married her mother, and their relationship had been stormy—filled with cheating and accusations. Dottie had gotten close to Frank since coming home from college for spring break. They’d gone on a few hikes together, and he’d even helped her pick out her classes for the next semester. He’d been kind, charming even, with a smile that made her cheeks warm.

But now, hearing the strain in his voice, she felt a pang of sympathy. She moved closer, peering around the corner into the master bedroom. Frank stood by the window, his broad shoulders tense, his hands clenched into fists. Her mother was pacing, her arms crossed, her face flushed with irritation.

Dottie didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but she couldn’t help it. She’d never seen her mother like this—so cold, so defensive. And Frank… he looked hurt, wounded in a way that made her chest ache. Without thinking, she stepped into the room.

“Everything okay?” she asked, her voice soft, tentative.

Her mother whirled around, her eyes narrowing. “Dottie! You’re home. Great timing. Your stepfather seems to think I’m having an affair.”

Frank turned to look at her, and for a moment, their eyes locked. There was something in his gaze—something raw, vulnerable—that made her breath catch. He was so different from the man she’d met before. Strong, yes, but also… fragile.

“I’m sorry,” Dottie said, though she wasn’t sure what she was apologizing for. “Maybe I should give you two some space.”

“No,” Frank said quickly, his voice firm. “Stay. Please.”

Her mother rolled her eyes. “Fine. I’ll leave you two to bond. Maybe you can talk some sense into him, Dottie.”

With that, she stormed out of the room, leaving Dottie and Frank alone. The silence stretched between them, heavy and charged. Dottie fidgeted with the strap of her bag, unsure of what to say. But then Frank sighed, running a hand through his hair, and she felt the urge to comfort him, to ease the pain she saw in his eyes.

“She’s lying,” he said quietly, his voice breaking. “I know she is.”

Dottie’s heart skipped a beat. She didn’t know what to believe, but the look on Frank’s face—so lost, so hurting—made her want to reach out, to offer him some solace. Slowly, she set her bag down and moved closer, her chest tight with a strange mix of sympathy and something else… something she didn’t want to name.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, placing a hand on his arm. “I don’t know what to say.”

Frank looked down at her, his eyes searching hers, and for a moment, she thought he might pull away. But then he stepped closer, his breath warm against her cheek, and her heart began to race.

“Dottie,” he murmured, his voice low, rough with emotion. “I… I can’t stop thinking about you.”

Her breath caught. She should have been shocked, should have pushed him away, but instead, she felt a jolt of heat race through her body. His words were wrong, so wrong, but they stirred something deep inside her, something she’d been trying to ignore.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “We can’t…”

But before she could finish, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent, and she felt herself melting into him. His hands cupped her face, his touch gentle yet demanding, and she kissed him back, her mind spinning with a mix of guilt and desire. It was wrong, so wrong, but it felt so right.

His tongue teased her lips, and she parted them willingly, a soft moan escaping her throat. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer, and she could feel the heat of his body through their clothes. She’d never been kissed like this—never been wanted like this—and it was intoxicating.

“Dottie,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with need. “I’ve wanted you since the moment I saw you.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with anticipation. She knew she should stop this, should pull away, but she couldn’t. She wanted him, wanted this, and the guilt only made it hotter.

Frank’s hands slid under her shirt, his fingers brushing against her skin, and she gasped, arching into his touch. He pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it aside, and his eyes darkened as they raked over her lace-covered breasts. Her nipples hardened under his gaze, and she felt a flush of heat between her legs.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He reached behind her, unhooking her bra with practiced ease, and it fell away, leaving her bare to his hungry gaze. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she moaned, her head falling back.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “Please…”

He didn’t need to be told twice. His lips captured hers again, his hands exploring her body, and she felt herself losing control. His fingers trailed down her stomach, slipping under the waistband of her shorts, and she gasped as he found her wet, throbbing core.

“You’re so ready for me,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

He unzipped her shorts, sliding them and her panties down her legs, and she stepped out of them, her heart racing. His eyes devoured her, and she felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body.

Frank unzipped his pants, freeing his hard, throbbing cock, and her eyes widened at the sight. He was huge, thick and long, and her mouth watered at the thought of tasting him. She dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she wrapped them around his shaft, and he groaned, his head falling back.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “Take it.”

She opened her mouth, taking him in, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair, and she moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure through his body. She sucked him deeper, her lips stretched tight around his girth, and he thrust gently into her mouth, his moans filling the room.

“God, Dottie,” he groaned, his hips rocking against her. “You’re so good…”

She took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing to accommodate him, and he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his cock hot and heavy on her tongue, and she sucked harder, her own desire building with every moan that escaped his lips.

Frank pulled her off him, his eyes dark with lust, and she whimpered at the loss. But then he grabbed her, lifting her onto the bed, and she spread her legs, her pussy glistening with need. He reached into the nightstand, pulling out a thick, veined dildo, and handed it to her, his eyes burning into hers.

“Use this on yourself,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire. “Let me watch you.”

Her hands trembled as she took the dildo, her heart racing. She spread her legs wider, positioning the tip at her entrance, and slowly pushed it in, moaning as it stretched her. Frank groaned, his cock throbbing in his hand, and she began to fuck herself with the dildo, her hips rocking against it.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his eyes locked on her pussy. “Fuck yourself for me.”

She moaned, her hand moving faster, the dildo filling her completely. She could feel herself tightening around it, her orgasm building with every thrust, and she cried out as it hit her, her body trembling with pleasure.

Frank tossed the dildo aside, his cock pressing against her entrance, and she gasped as he slid into her, stretching her even more. He groaned, his hips rocking against hers, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough with need.

He thrust harder, his cock filling her completely, and she moaned, her nails digging into his back. He fucked her with a fierce intensity, his hips slamming against hers, and she felt another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Frank,” she cried out, her voice trembling. “I’m gonna cum…”

“Cum for me, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Cum all over my cock.”

She screamed as she came, her pussy clenching around him, and he groaned, his own release following. He thrust deep, filling her with his hot cum, and she moaned, her body still trembling with pleasure.

He collapsed onto her, his breathing heavy, and she wrapped her arms around him, her heart racing. She knew this was wrong, knew they shouldn’t have done this, but she couldn’t bring herself to regret it.

“We have to keep this a secret,” Frank murmured, his voice rough. “At least for now.”

She nodded, her chest tight with guilt, but also with a strange sense of excitement. She was falling for him, and she didn’t know how to stop.

42 - A CURVY WIFE’S AFFAIR

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Cliff murmured, his breath hot against Connie’s ear as his hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips with a possessiveness that made her shiver. She could feel the heat of his body pressing into her, the hardness of his cock against her thigh, and for a moment, she forgot to breathe.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, her voice trembling, but her body betrayed her, arching into his touch.

“But you are,” he said, his lips brushing against her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “And you’re not going anywhere.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Connie had been sitting at the bar, swirling the ice in her glass of white wine, her mind wandering. The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where people went to disappear for a while. She wasn’t sure why she’d come here tonight. Maybe it was the way Bill had barely looked at her over dinner, his eyes glued to the TV as he shoveled food into his mouth. Maybe it was the way he’d stopped noticing her altogether, as if she’d become part of the furniture.

She’d dressed up tonight—a tight red dress that hugged her curves, the kind of dress that used to make Bill’s eyes light up. But he hadn’t even noticed. So here she was, alone at a bar, feeling invisible.

That’s when he’d approached her.

“You look like you could use some company,” he’d said, sliding onto the stool next to her. His voice was smooth, confident, and when she turned to look at him, she was struck by how handsome he was. Dark hair, sharp jawline, eyes that seemed to see right through her.

“I’m fine,” she’d replied, though her voice lacked conviction.

“I’m Cliff,” he’d said, extending a hand. She hesitated, then shook it, his grip firm and warm.

“Connie,” she’d said, and he’d smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flutter.

They’d talked for hours, the conversation flowing easily. He’d complimented her—on her laugh, her smile, the way her dress clung to her curves. It had been so long since anyone had noticed her like that, and it felt intoxicating.

“You’re stunning,” he’d said, his eyes lingering on her. “I love big, beautiful women. You have the perfect body.”

She’d felt a warmth spread through her chest. “T-thank you,” she stammered, trying not to sound so nervous. Bill never complimented her. In fact, he was always encouraging her to lose weight.

When Cliff had invited her back to his place, she’d hesitated. She’d thought of Bill, of the life they’d built together, of the vows she’d made. But then she’d thought of the way he’d looked right through her, and something inside her had snapped.

“Okay,” she’d said, her voice barely above a whisper.

—

Now, in Cliff’s apartment, Connie felt like she was in a dream. His hands were everywhere, his lips trailing fire across her skin. He’d kissed her the moment the door had closed behind them, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that left her breathless.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her closer.

She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and a moan escaped her lips. “Cliff,” she whispered, her voice trembling, but he silenced her with another kiss, his tongue sliding into her mouth, claiming her.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands never leaving her body. When he undressed her, she felt a moment of self-consciousness, but the way he looked at her—like she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen—made her forget all her insecurities.

“God, you’re perfect,” he said, his eyes raking over her curvy figure. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her body arching into his touch.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard, and she cried out, her hands tangling in his hair. He switched to the other breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs.

“Cliff,” she moaned, her hips rocking against him, and he chuckled, the sound low and dark.

“You like that, don’t you?” he said, his hands sliding down to her hips, holding her still as he continued to tease her nipples.

“Yes,” she gasped, her body trembling with need.

He pulled back, his eyes locking with hers, and she saw the hunger in them, the raw desire that mirrored her own. He undressed quickly, his cock springing free, thick and hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

“Suck it,” he said, his voice rough, and she dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his shaft. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, and he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” he said, his hips thrusting forward, and she took him deeper, her mouth working him until he was rock hard.

When he pulled her to her feet and laid her on the bed, she was trembling with need. He spread her legs, his eyes dark with desire, and then he lowered his head, his tongue sliding through her wetness.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he licked and sucked, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally slid his cock inside her, she cried out, her body arching to meet his. He fucked her hard, his hips slamming into hers, and she felt herself unraveling, the pleasure building until it was almost too much.

“Turn over,” he growled, and she obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he said, his hand coming down on her ass, the sting only adding to the pleasure.

When she came, it was with a cry, her body shaking with the force of it. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They lay together afterward, her head on his chest, his fingers trailing lazily over her skin. She felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly overshadowed by the memory of how good it had felt.

“Will I see you again?” he asked, his voice soft, and she hesitated, her mind racing.

“Yes,” she said finally, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Cliff smiled, his hand tightening around hers, and she felt a thrill of anticipation. She knew she was playing with fire, but for the first time in a long time, she felt alive.

“Good,” he said, his lips brushing against her forehead. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Connie’s heart raced, her mind already spinning with thoughts of what might come next. She knew she should leave, should go back to her life, to Bill. But as Cliff’s hand slid down her body, his fingers teasing her already sensitive flesh, she knew she wasn’t going anywhere.

“Cliff,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“Shh,” he said, his lips brushing against hers. “Just let me take care of you.”

And as his fingers slid inside her, she let herself fall, the guilt and the fear fading away, replaced by nothing but pure, unadulterated pleasure.

43 - TABOO DESIRES ON THE CRUISE SHIP

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“We can’t do this,” Jeff whispered, his voice low and strained, his breath hot against Paulina’s ear. His hands, though, told a different story—they were already sliding up her waist, pulling her closer, his fingers digging into the soft fabric of her sundress.

Paulina’s heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “I know,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.” Her hands found his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt, and she leaned into him, her lips brushing against his neck. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Jeff’s eyes darkened, his resolve crumbling as he cupped her face in his hands. “This is wrong,” he murmured, but the way he looked at her—hungry, desperate—said otherwise.

And then, before either of them could think better of it, his lips were on hers, kissing her deeply, passionately, as if he’d been waiting for this moment just as long as she had.

—

It had started months ago, when Jeff first walked into their lives. Paulina’s mother, radiant and confident, had introduced him as her new fiancé, and Paulina had felt an immediate, inexplicable pull toward him. He was handsome—tall, with broad shoulders, a chiseled jaw, and a smile that could melt ice. But it wasn’t just his looks. There was something about the way he carried himself, the way he looked at her when he thought no one was watching, that made her heart race.

At first, she told herself it was just a crush, something harmless that would fade with time. But it didn’t. If anything, it only grew stronger. Jeff was always around, always smiling at her, always finding excuses to touch her—a hand on her shoulder, a brush of his fingers against hers. And then there were the comments, the little jokes that felt like more than just jokes. “You’re going to break hearts, Paulina,” he’d say, his eyes lingering on her just a little too long. “If I were twenty years younger…”

She’d laugh it off, but inside, she was burning. Was he flirting with her? Or was she just imagining it? She couldn’t tell, and that uncertainty only made her want him more.

When her mother announced they were all going on a cruise together—her, Jeff, Paulina, and her brother—Paulina felt a mix of excitement and dread. A week on a ship, trapped in close quarters with Jeff? It was going to be torture. But it was also an opportunity, one she wasn’t sure she could resist.

—

The first day of the cruise was a blur of activity. They explored the ship, ate too much food, and laughed at her brother’s endless jokes. Paulina’s mother was in her element, basking in the attention of her new husband, oblivious to the tension simmering between him and her daughter. Paulina tried to act normal, but every time Jeff looked at her, she felt like she was on fire.

That afternoon, her mother and brother decided to head to the deck to soak up the sun. “You two coming?” her mother asked, slathering sunscreen on her arms.

“In a bit,” Jeff said, his eyes flicking to Paulina. “We’ll finish unpacking first.”

Paulina’s heart skipped a beat. Unpacking. Alone. With Jeff. She nodded, trying to look casual, but her hands were trembling as she followed him back to their cabin.

The moment the door closed behind them, the air seemed to thicken. Jeff turned to her, his expression unreadable. “Paulina,” he said softly, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “We need to talk.”

She swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. “About what?”

He stepped closer, his eyes searching hers. “About this… thing between us. I can’t keep pretending it’s not there.”

Her breath caught in her throat. “Jeff, I—”

“I know it’s wrong,” he interrupted, his voice low and urgent. “You’re my stepdaughter. I’m married to your mother. But every time I look at you, I can’t help myself. You’re so beautiful, Paulina. So young, so full of life. I’ve tried to stay away, but I can’t.”

Her heart was pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. “I feel the same way,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve wanted you for so long.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the tension between them almost unbearable. And then, without another word, Jeff closed the distance between them, his lips crashing down on hers in a kiss that was anything but innocent.

Paulina melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers. It was everything she’d imagined and more—hot, desperate, and utterly intoxicating. She could feel the hard press of his body against hers, the way his hands roamed over her back, pulling her closer, as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

“Jeff,” she gasped, breaking the kiss to look up at him, her eyes wide with desire. “We shouldn’t—”

“I know,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “But I can’t stop. Not now.”

And then his hands were on her dress, pulling it up, over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties. She shivered as his eyes raked over her, his gaze hot and hungry. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

She reached for his shirt, fumbling with the buttons until it was off, her hands sliding over his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath her fingertips. “Jeff,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I want you.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he picked her up and carried her to the bed, laying her down gently before stripping off the rest of his clothes. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she saw him—fully erect, his cock thick and hard, just waiting for her.

She reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, feeling the heat of him in her palm. “Let me,” she whispered, her eyes locking with his as she leaned down, taking him into her mouth.

Jeff groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could hear the way his breath hitched with every movement of her lips. It was intoxicating, knowing she had this power over him, knowing she was the one making him lose control.

“Paulina,” he gasped, his voice rough with need. “I can’t—I need to be inside you.”

She pulled back, her lips swollen and wet, and nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Jeff.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one swift motion, he flipped her onto her back, his hands sliding her panties down her legs before positioning himself between her thighs. Paulina’s breath caught in her throat as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then, with a low groan, he pushed inside her, filling her completely.

She gasped, her nails digging into his back as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deep, each one sending waves of pleasure through her body. “Jeff,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “It feels so good.”

He didn’t respond, his eyes locked on hers as he fucked her, his movements growing faster, harder, until she was crying out with every thrust. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him as she neared the edge.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice barely audible. “Jeff, I’m—”

And then she was coming, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Jeff groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came.

For a moment, they just lay there, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps. And then, slowly, Jeff pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed.

“We can’t do this again,” he murmured, his voice heavy with regret. “It’s too dangerous.”

Paulina nodded, her heart aching at the thought. “I know,” she whispered. “But it was worth it.”

They lay there in silence for a moment, the weight of what they’d done hanging heavy in the air. And then, just as they were starting to get dressed, the door burst open, and Paulina’s mother and brother walked in, laughing and chatting about their day on the deck.

“There you two are!” her mother said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “We were wondering where you’d disappeared to.”

Paulina forced a smile, her heart pounding in her chest. “Just… unpacking,” she said, her eyes flicking to Jeff, who was doing his best to look casual.

Her mother didn’t seem to notice anything amiss, but Paulina could feel Jeff’s eyes on her, could see the way his gaze lingered on her lips. And as she looked back at him, she couldn’t help but wonder if this was really the end… or just the beginning.

44 - A HEALING HOOK UP

NF / Nonbinary AFAB / Cheating / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where shadows hid more than they revealed. Brianna sat at the corner of the counter, her fingers tracing the rim of her half-empty glass. The whiskey burned her throat, but it did little to dull the ache in her chest.

She hadn’t planned on coming here tonight, but the walls of her apartment had started to feel like they were closing in. The memory of her ex’s betrayal lingered like a ghost, haunting her every thought. He cheated on me. After two years, he cheated. The words echoed in her mind, a bitter mantra she couldn’t escape.

Her eyes wandered the room, scanning the faces of strangers. Laughter and chatter filled the air, but it felt distant, like a soundtrack to a movie she wasn’t part of. That’s when she saw them. Across the room, leaning casually against the pool table, was someone who immediately caught her attention. Their presence was magnetic, their style androgynous yet undeniably striking. They wore a fitted black blazer over a sheer shirt, their dark hair tousled in a way that looked effortlessly perfect. Brianna couldn’t tell if they were male or female, and that intrigued her more than she cared to admit.

As if sensing her gaze, they looked up, their eyes locking with hers. A slow, knowing smile spread across their lips, and Brianna felt her cheeks flush. She quickly looked away, suddenly self-conscious. What am I doing? she thought, taking another sip of her drink. But curiosity got the better of her, and when she glanced back, they were already walking toward her.

“Mind if I join you?” they asked, their voice smooth and inviting, with a slight huskiness that sent a shiver down Brianna’s spine.

“Uh, sure,” Brianna stammered, gesturing to the empty stool beside her. They slid onto it gracefully, their presence filling the space around her.

“I’m Gemini,” they introduced themselves with a charming tilt of their head. Their eyes were piercing, a mix of mischief and something softer that Brianna couldn’t quite place.

“Brianna,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. There was something about Gemini that made her feel both nervous and safe, a paradox she couldn’t explain.

“Brianna,” they repeated, as if savoring the sound of her name. “What brings you here tonight?”

She hesitated, the weight of her heartbreak suddenly pressing down on her. But something in the way Gemini looked at her—with genuine interest, not pity—made her open up. “Just… trying to forget,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

Gemini nodded, their expression understanding. “Sometimes, forgetting is the first step to remembering who you are,” they said cryptically. Their words lingered in the air, leaving Brianna both confused and intrigued.

Their conversation flowed effortlessly, Gemini’s wit and charm pulling Brianna out of her shell. She found herself laughing, genuinely laughing, for the first time in weeks. And then, without warning, Gemini leaned in, their lips brushing against hers in a soft, exploratory kiss. It was unexpected, but Brianna didn’t pull away. Instead, she found herself leaning into it, the warmth of Gemini’s mouth sending a jolt of electricity through her.

When they finally broke apart, Brianna’s heart was racing. “I… I don’t even know if you’re a man or a woman,” she blurted out, immediately regretting her words. But Gemini only chuckled.

“I was born female,” they said, their tone calm and unbothered. “But I identify as neither. I’m nonbinary.”

Brianna blinked, processing this information. It was new to her, but instead of feeling uncomfortable, she felt curious. “That’s… really cool,” she said, her voice tinged with admiration.

Gemini smiled, their hand reaching out to gently brush a strand of hair from Brianna’s face. “You’re beautiful, you know that?” they murmured.

The compliment caught Brianna off guard, and she felt a blush creep up her neck. Before she could respond, Gemini leaned in again, their lips meeting hers with more intensity this time. The kiss deepened, their tongues intertwining in a dance that left Brianna breathless. When they finally pulled away, Gemini’s eyes were dark with desire.

“Come home with me,” they whispered, their voice low and inviting.

Brianna hesitated for only a moment before nodding. The thought of being alone in her apartment suddenly felt unbearable, and something about Gemini made her feel alive in a way she hadn’t in a long time.

Gemini’s apartment was a mix of modern elegance and bohemian flair, the kind of space that felt both curated and effortlessly lived-in. As soon as the door closed behind them, Gemini turned to Brianna, their hands cupping her face as they kissed her passionately. The world outside seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them.

Gemini’s lips trailed down her neck, their hands sliding under her shirt to explore her body. Brianna gasped as their fingers brushed against her sensitive skin, her own hands fumbling with the buttons of Gemini’s blazer. They helped her undress them, their confidence and ease making Brianna feel both desired and safe.

When Gemini’s hands moved to the hem of her dress, Brianna didn’t stop them. The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her standing there in nothing but her underwear.

Gemini’s eyes roamed over her with appreciation, their hands gently caressing her curves. “You’re stunning,” they murmured, their voice filled with awe.

Then, with a fluidity that left Brianna breathless, Gemini removed their own clothes, revealing a body that was both feminine and androgynous, their skin smooth and flawless. They took Brianna’s hand, leading her to the bedroom, their movements deliberate and unhurried.

The bed was soft beneath her as Gemini laid her down, their body hovering over hers. Their kisses were slow and deliberate, their hands exploring every inch of her body. When their fingers finally slipped between her legs, Brianna let out a soft moan, her hips arching into their touch.

Gemini’s touch was masterful, their fingers teasing and stroking her until she was trembling with need. And then, without warning, they moved down her body, their lips replacing their fingers. The sensation was overwhelming, Brianna’s hands gripping the sheets as Gemini’s tongue worked her into a frenzy. She came with a cry, her body shuddering with pleasure.

But Gemini wasn’t done. They reached over to a drawer, pulling out a strap-on dildo. With a sly smile, they looked up at Brianna, their eyes filled with mischief. “Ready for more?” they asked.

Brianna nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. Gemini positioned themselves between her legs, the cool silicone of the dildo pressing against her entrance. With a slow, deliberate thrust, they entered her, their eyes locked with hers.

The sensation was intense, the fullness and friction sending waves of pleasure through her body. Gemini’s thrusts were rhythmic and powerful, their hands gripping her hips as they drove her closer and closer to the edge. Brianna’s moans filled the room, her nails digging into Gemini’s back as she lost herself in the sensation. When she finally came, it was with a force that left her trembling, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Gemini held Briana close as the waves of her orgasm subsided, their breathing heavy against her skin. “You’re incredible,” they whispered, their voice filled with admiration.

Brianna smiled, a sense of contentment washing over her. For the first time in weeks, she felt… happy. The breakup had been painful, but in that moment, with Gemini’s arms wrapped around her, she knew that meeting them had been worth it.

45 - WIFE TURNED ESCORT

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Sex Work / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Kelcie walked through the front door at midnight, heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. The sound was a staccato rhythm that seemed to echo through the silent house, each step a deliberate punctuation mark.

Her dress, a sleek black number that hugged her curves like a second skin, shimmered faintly under the dim light of the chandelier. She smelled of expensive perfume and something else—something primal, musky, and unmistakable. Charles sat on the couch, his thinning hair disheveled, his half-buttoned shirt untucked. He stared at her, his face a mix of confusion and simmering anger.

“Where the hell have you been?” Charles demanded, his voice cracking slightly. He tried to sound authoritative, but it came out more like a whine.

Kelcie didn’t answer immediately. She set her designer handbag on the entryway table with a deliberate precision, her movements slow, almost theatrical. Then she turned to face him, her lips curling into a smirk that didn’t reach her cold, calculating eyes.

“Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out? Out where? It’s midnight, Kelcie! I’ve been calling you all night!”

She tilted her head, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder. “I was busy,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock innocence.

Charles stood up, his face reddening. “Busy doing what? You better not have been with some guy!”

Kelcie let out a low, throaty laugh. It was a sound that sent a shiver down Charles’ spine, though he couldn’t quite place why. “Oh, Charles,” she said, taking a step toward him. “You’re so predictable. Always jumping to conclusions.”

“So you weren’t with some guy?” His voice wavered, betraying his insecurity.

Kelcie’s smirk widened. “Oh, I was. I was with a man. A real man. Not some broke, wannabe entrepreneur who can’t even keep the lights on.”

Charles’ face turned ashen. His mouth opened, but no words came out. He just stood there, gaping at his wife like a fish out of water.

Kelcie sauntered past him, her hips swaying hypnotically. She tossed her coat onto the armchair and perched herself on the edge of the couch, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. “Sit down, Charles,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He obeyed, sinking back into the couch, his eyes never leaving her face.

“You want to know how many men I’ve been with?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. “I’ve lost count. They’re all so… generous. And talented.”

Charles’ hands clenched into fists, but he didn’t speak. He couldn’t. The words were trapped in his throat, suffocating him.

Kelcie leaned forward, her cleavage accentuated by the low neckline of her dress. “Tonight, I was with a man who knows how to treat a woman. He’s got money—real money, not the imaginary kind you’re always chasing. And he’s got… other assets, too.”

Charles’ stomach churned. He knew what she meant, but he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She laughed again, a cruel, mocking sound. “Oh, don’t play dumb, Charles. You know exactly what I’m talking about. He’s big. Bigger than you could ever dream of being. And he knows how to use it.”

Charles’ face burned with shame and anger, but there was something else, too—something he didn’t want to admit, even to himself. His chest tightened, and he could feel his heart pounding in his ears.

Kelcie looked him straight in the eye. “I’m working as an escort now, Charles. You’re broke, and your little dick doesn’t satisfy me. Now, I get all the money and fantastic sex that you can’t give me.”

“You’re a prostitute?” he asked, unable to believe his ears.

Kelcie rolled her eyes. “I’m a high-class call girl. What else can I do? I have such a loser for a husband.”

Kelcie stood up, her movements slow and deliberate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of black fabric. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy black thong and sheer stockings held up by a garter belt. Charles’ eyes widened, his gaze flickering over her body, taking in every curve, every detail.

She stepped out of the dress and stood before him, completely exposed except for the flimsy undergarments. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and the faint smell of sex lingered in the air.

“He fucked me, Charles,” she said, her voice low and husky. “He fucked me everywhere. My mouth, my pussy, my ass. And you know what? I let him cum inside me. I wanted it. I loved it.”

Charles’ breath hitched, and he felt a strange rush of heat between his legs. He tried to look away, but he couldn’t. His eyes were locked on her, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

Kelcie spread her legs slightly, and Charles’ eyes dropped to the damp patch between her thighs. Cum glistened on her skin, trickling down her inner thigh. She smirked, noticing his gaze.

“You see that, Charles? That’s what a real man can do. That’s what I deserve. And you? You’re just a bum. A loser with a tiny cock who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

Charles’ face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through him. His cock twitched in his pants, straining against the fabric.

Kelcie noticed, and her smirk widened. “Oh, look at that. You’re getting off on this, aren’t you? You’re pathetic.”

Charles swallowed hard, his mouth dry. “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stammered.

Kelcie laughed, a cruel, cutting sound. “You don’t have to say anything. Just sit there and watch.”

She reached down, her fingers sliding between her folds. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut. “You should see him, Charles. He’s so big. So thick. When he fucks me, I can’t even think straight. All I can do is scream his name.”

Charles’ cock throbbed, and he realized he was gripping the edge of the couch, his knuckles white.

Kelcie opened her eyes, her gaze locking onto his. “Do you want to taste him, Charles? Do you want to taste what a real man can do?”

He hesitated, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. But his body betrayed him, leaning forward without his consent.

Kelcie spread her legs wider, exposing herself completely. “Go on,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Eat me.”

Charles hesitated for a moment longer, then leaned in, his tongue tentatively licking at her folds. The taste was bitter, salty, and so incredibly taboo. He shuddered, his cock straining painfully against his pants.

Kelcie moaned, her hand tangling in his hair. “That’s it, Charles. Clean me up. Show me you’re good for something.”

He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue swirling around her sensitive folds. Kelcie’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face.

“That’s it… you’re such a good little cuck,” she purred. “You’re finally useful for once.”

Charles’ cock ached with need, and he reached down, fumbling with his belt. He managed to free himself, his small, pathetic cock twitching in his hand.

Kelcie looked down at him and laughed. “Oh, look at that. What a joke.”

Charles ignored her, jerking himself off as he continued to eat her out. He could feel her climax building, her thighs trembling around his head.

“That’s it, Charles. Make me cum. Show me you’re not completely useless.”

With a final moan, Kelcie came, her body shuddering with pleasure. Charles felt her release on his tongue, and he swallowed it eagerly, his own orgasm building.

He came with a soft whimper, his small cock jerking in his hand as a pathetic spurt of cum landed on the floor.

Kelcie looked down at him, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic. You can’t even cum right.”

Charles slumped back on the couch, his face flushed with shame and arousal. Kelcie stood up, smoothing down her hair and picking up her dress.

“From now on, Charles, I’m the breadwinner. I’ll earn the money, and I’ll get the pleasure I deserve. You? You’re just along for the ride.”

She walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively. Pausing at the door, she glanced back at him.

“Oh, and Charles? Don’t even think about stopping me. You don’t have the balls.”

With that, she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving Charles sitting on the couch, his mind spinning and his cock still twitching in his hand.

46 - A BORED HOUSEWIFE’S AFFAIR

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / Nipple Play / Oral / Fingering / Rimming / Strap-on / Anal

Carla's fingers trembled as she adjusted the hem of her black dress, ensuring every inch of her caramel-toned legs was on display. She glanced at herself in the mirror one last time, her long dark hair cascading down her back, her brown eyes glinting with anticipation. The house was buzzing with activity; friends and acquaintances mingled, laughter filling the air.

Carla’s husband, Jeremiah was away again, this time for a week-long business trip, and Carla had decided to make the most of it. Jeremiah was always busy working. Carla had been spending a lot of time alone. She’d decided that a party was exactly what she needed to cure her loneliness.

Kaya arrived just as the party was hitting its stride. Carla watched her best friend enter, her ebony complexion glowing under the soft lighting. Kaya's box braids were neatly styled, and she wore a tank top that clung to her curves, paired with a flowing green skirt that swayed as she moved. Carla felt a flutter of excitement as Kaya's eyes met hers across the room.

"Hey, stranger," Kaya called out, her voice carrying a playful tone.

Carla smiled, feeling a rush of warmth. "Hey, Kaya. Glad you could make it."

They settled into conversation, drinks flowing freely, and soon they were both tipsy enough to loosen up. The music grew louder, the atmosphere more electric. Carla noticed the way Kaya's gaze lingered on her, the subtle brush of her hand against Carla's arm. It was innocent, yet charged with something more.

As the night wore on, the crowd thinned, and they found themselves alone in the living room, the alcohol blurring the lines between friendship and something else. Kaya leaned in closer, her breath warm against Carla's ear.

"You look amazing tonight," Kaya murmured, her voice low and seductive.

Carla shivered, her heart racing. "Thank you. You don't look so bad yourself."

Kaya chuckled softly, her fingers tracing a path down Carla's spine. "Can I tell you a secret?"

Carla nodded, curiosity piqued. "Of course."

"I've always wondered what it would be like... to be with you," Kaya confessed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Carla's breath caught in her throat. She had never imagined this scenario, but the thought of it sent a thrill through her. Although Carla loved Jeremiah, their marriage had been difficult. But Carla never had considered cheating—that is, until now.

Without thinking, Carla leaned in, pressing her lips to Kaya's in a slow, deliberate kiss. The shock of it made them both freeze for a moment before Kaya responded, her lips parting slightly, inviting deeper exploration.

Their tongues danced together, the taste of wine and each other mingling. Carla's hands roamed over Kaya's back, pulling her closer. Kaya's fingers tangled in Carla's hair, deepening the kiss until they were both breathless.

"Let's go somewhere more private," Carla suggested, her voice husky.

Kaya nodded, her eyes dark with desire. They slipped away from the living room unnoticed, making their way upstairs to the guest room. Once inside, the door closed behind them with a soft click, sealing them in a cocoon of privacy.

Carla turned to face Kaya, her pulse racing. "Are you sure about this?"

Kaya smirked, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Absolutely."

“What about Jeremiah?” Kaya asked, her voice filled with a sudden hesitation.

“He’s always gone,” Carla replied, sounding wistful. “He’ll never find out.”

Without another word, Carla pushed Kaya gently onto the bed, her hands moving to the hem of her tank top. She lifted it over Kaya's head, revealing the smooth expanse of her ebony skin. Kaya's hands went to the zipper of Carla's dress, deftly pulling it down and letting it pool at her feet. Beneath it, Carla wore only a lacy black bra and matching panties.

Kaya's fingers traced the edge of Carla's bra, her touch sending shivers down her spine. "You're so beautiful," Kaya whispered, her voice filled with awe.

Carla smiled, her hands moving to the clasp of Kaya's bra. She undid it, freeing Kaya’s full, firm breasts. Kaya's nipples were already hard, and Carla leaned in, capturing one in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it. Kaya moaned softly, her hands gripping Carla's hair.

Carla switched to the other breast, sucking and nibbling, reveling in the sounds of Kaya's pleasure. She could feel Kaya's arousal building, the heat between her thighs growing more intense. When she finally pulled back, Kaya was flushed, her breaths coming in short gasps.

"I wanna taste you," Kaya said, her voice thick with desire.

Carla lay back on the bed, spreading her legs slightly. Kaya's hands went to the waistband of her panties, sliding them down slowly, exposing Carla's glistening folds. Kaya's eyes darkened as she took in the sight, her fingers tracing the outer edges of Carla's labia.

"So wet," Kaya murmured, her fingers dipping inside, eliciting a gasp from Carla.

Carla's hips bucked involuntarily, her body arching towards Kaya's touch. "Oh God, Kaya..."

Kaya's fingers delved deeper, exploring every inch of Carla's pussy. She added a third finger, thrusting them in and out in a steady rhythm. Carla's moans grew louder, her body trembling with need.

"Please, Kaya... more..." Carla begged, her voice strained.

Kaya's fingers left Carla's pussy, leaving her momentarily unsatisfied. But before Carla could protest, Kaya's tongue replaced them, circling Carla's clit in slow, deliberate strokes.

Carla cried out, her hands gripping Kaya's hair tightly. “Yes, Kaya... oh yes,” she groaned.

Kaya's tongue worked its magic, flicking and sucking, driving Carla closer and closer to the edge. Just when Carla thought she couldn't take any more, Kaya plunged two fingers deep inside her again, adding a twist that made Carla's entire body convulse.

"Fuck! Kaya, I'm gonna cum!" Carla shouted, her voice ringing through the bedroom.

Kaya's pace quickened, her tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony. Carla's orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure coursed through her. She screamed Kaya's name, her nails digging into her friend's scalp.

When the tremors finally subsided, Carla collapsed back onto the bed, panting heavily. Kaya crawled up beside her, her eyes shining with satisfaction.

"That was incredible," Kaya breathed, leaning in for a soft kiss.

Carla nodded, still recovering. "Yeah... it really was."

Kaya's fingers trailed down Carla's body, pausing at the curve of her ass. "Now... it's my turn."

Carla's heart skipped a beat. "What do you mean?"

Kaya's smile was wicked. "I want to taste you... everywhere."

Carla's head was spinning from the mixture of alcohol and the raw, primal excitement coursing through her veins. Kaya had flipped Carla over, positioning her on all fours, her ass high in the air.

Carla’s body trembled slightly with each breath she took. The cool air from the AC unit brushed against her exposed skin, sending shivers down her spine. Her marriage to Jeremiah was far from her mind as Kaya got ready to eat her ass. The guilt she’d initially felt had been replaced by lust.

"You ready, babe?" Kaya’s voice was a sultry whisper, just inches from Carla's ear. Her breath was hot and heavy, mingling with the musky scent of arousal that filled the room.

Carla nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the anticipation building, every nerve ending tingling with electric tension. Kaya’s fingers trailed along Carla’s spine, dipping lower until they reached the crease where her buttocks met. With gentle pressure, Kaya spread Carla’s cheeks apart, exposing her tight rosebud to the cool air and Kaya’s hungry gaze.

"Mmm, you look so good like this," Kaya murmured, leaning in closer. Carla could feel Kaya’s breath on her sensitive flesh, warm and moist, as Kaya’s tongue darted out, flicking delicately at the tight bud.

Carla gasped, her body trembling as Kaya’s tongue circled her entrance, teasing and tantalizing. Each flick sent waves of pleasure crashing through Carla, her hips instinctively thrusting back, seeking more contact. Kaya responded by pressing her lips to Carla’s asshole, sucking gently, her tongue slipping in and out in slow, deliberate strokes.

The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of intense pleasure and a strange, almost dizzying vulnerability. Carla’s mind was reeling, her thoughts fragmented and scattered. All she could focus on was the incredible feeling of Kaya’s mouth on her most private part.

Kaya’s fingers joined the rhythm, one sliding forward to stroke Carla’s clit, the other pressing against her asshole, applying gentle but firm pressure. Carla moaned loudly, her voice echoing off the walls of the small guest room. The slick noises of Kaya’s saliva-coated fingers, combined with Carla’s moans, created a symphony of carnal desire.

"Yes, Kaya… oh God… don’t stop…" Carla pleaded, her voice breaking as Kaya’s finger finally breached her tight hole. The penetration was slow, agonizingly so, but once inside, it felt like a match being struck, igniting a fire deep within Carla.

Kaya didn’t rush, her finger moving in and out, stretching Carla just enough to ease a second finger inside. Carla bit her lip, trying to stifle her cries, but the sensations were too much. Her entire body tensed, her muscles clenching around Kaya’s fingers, urging them to go deeper, faster.

"You like that, baby?" Kaya asked, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "You like having my fingers inside you?"

Carla could only nod, her eyes squeezed shut, her face flushed with both pleasure and shame. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was, how much she craved this forbidden act. Kaya’s fingers continued their relentless rhythm, hitting that perfect spot deep inside her, making Carla’s toes curl and her breaths come in short, desperate gasps.

Then, without warning, Kaya withdrew her fingers, leaving Carla whimpering in protest. Before she could voice her complaint, she felt something press against her lips—Kaya’s fingers, slick with her own juices.

"Suck on them," Kaya commanded, her tone brooking no argument. Carla hesitated for a moment, her instincts rebelling against the idea of tasting herself, but the look in Kaya’s eyes—dark, possessive, demanding—made up her mind. She opened her mouth, taking Kaya’s fingers between her lips, sucking them clean.

The taste was undeniably arousing. Carla closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation, the way her tongue moved over the ridges of Kaya’s fingers, savoring the flavor. It was intimate, taboo, and utterly captivating.

"Good girl," Kaya praised, her fingers twisting slightly to scrape against Carla’s teeth. "Now, are you ready for the real thing?"

Carla nodded, her mouth still full, eyes wide with anticipation. Kaya pulled her fingers free, wiping them on the bedspread before grabbing a strap-on dildo from her purse. Kaya positioned herself behind Carla once more. This time, Carla could feel the hard tip of the dildo pressing against her opening.

"Relax for me, babe," Kaya instructed, her voice calm and steady. Carla tried to do as she was told, breathing deeply, letting her muscles unclench. Slowly, Kaya began to push forward, the dildo slowly penetrating into Carla’s tight ass.

It hurt, at first, a sharp, burning pain that made Carla arch her back and cry out. But Kaya didn’t stop. She kept pushing, inch by torturous inch, until finally, the entire toy was buried inside Carla.

Carla’s world narrowed to that single point of contact, the sensation of Kaya’s dildo filling her ass completely, stretching her beyond what she thought was possible. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but mingled with them was an undeniable rush of triumph, of power.

Kaya began to thrust, grabbing Carla’s hips as she fucked her ass. The pain gave way to a deep, throbbing pleasure, centered in her core, radiating outwards in waves. Carla’s breath came in ragged gasps, her hips bucking involuntarily, chasing that elusive peak of ecstasy.

“Come on, baby,” Kaya urged, her voice strained with effort. "Let it all out. I know you want to."

Carla screamed, her voice raw and unfiltered, as orgasm crashed over her. Her entire body convulsed, ass clenching down around Kaya’s dildo as wave after wave of pleasure swept through her.

When it was over, they collapsed together, panting and sweaty, limbs tangled in the aftermath of their shared ecstasy. Carla lay there, her mind a swirling mess of emotions—pleasure, guilt, confusion—but for now, all that mattered was the warmth of Kaya’s body pressed against hers, the knowledge that they had crossed a line they could never uncross.

“I think…” Carla started, her voice hoarse, “we need to talk about what happened here.”

Kaya sighed, rolling onto her back, staring up at the ceiling. “Yeah… we do.”

“We can’t tell anyone, okay?” Carla murmured, suddenly feeling the weight of their decision.

“It’s our secret,” Kaya assured her. “I won’t tell anyone, but we both know you aren’t satisfied with Jeremiah.”

“I’m not,” Carla admitted. “And tonight, for the first time, I felt passion. I can’t give this up, Kaya. I want you.”

Kaya gave Carla a kiss on the lips. Carla smiled. She didn’t know where things with Kaya would lead, but despite her marriage, she was eager to find out.

47 - SWIMMING POOL PASSION

FF / Lesbian / Cheating / Gangster / Kissing / Fingering

Excerpt from “Queenpin: A Dangerous Game” by Ling Walters:

Keys had been hustling for a few weeks, turning out steady profits. Drop was impressed and quickly started supplying Keys with large packs, trusting Keys to sell the dope and come back with the cash. Things were going well. Keys was steadily climbing her way back to the top.

Keys networked with customers, meeting them in smoky bars and darkened alleyways. If there was money to be made, Keys would be there. Her savings quickly grew and so did her reputation as a reliable dealer, supplying quality product.

Akilla “Keys” Kennedy stretched her arms above her head, feeling the warm sun on her dark skin as she floated lazily in Vanessa's luxurious swimming pool. The water caressed her body, each ripple a gentle reminder of the life she had left behind in prison and the new one she was cautiously navigating.

Keys wore a black triangle top bikini that clung to her slender figure, the straps wrapping around her body like a lover’s embrace. Her box braids swayed gently with the motion of the water, framing her obsidian eyes that scanned the lush greenery surrounding the pool.

The sound of footsteps on the tiled patio broke Keys’s reverie. She turned her head slowly, her breath hitching as she saw Vanessa approaching. Vanessa looked stunning in a sexy red bikini that accentuated her curvy figure. Her tan skin glistened in the summer sun. Her long dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, catching the sunlight and shimmering like liquid gold. Vanessa's eyes met Keys's, sending a jolt of electricity through Keys’s body.

“Mind if I join you?” Vanessa asked, her voice smooth and inviting. She stepped into the pool, her movements graceful and deliberate. The water lapped at her thick thighs as she lowered herself into the pool, the cool liquid contrasting with the warmth of the air. She swam towards Keys, the blue water splashing as she moved through it.

Keys and Vanessa floated side by side, the silence between them charged with unspoken words. Keys could feel Vanessa's presence like a physical touch, every movement a silent conversation. She wanted to reach out, to bridge the distance between them, but something held her back.

“We need to talk,” Vanessa finally murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Keys swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “About what?”

Vanessa glanced around, ensuring they were alone before meeting Keys's gaze again. “About us. About... what happened the other day in the guest house.”

Keys felt a pang of regret. “I know. It shouldn't have happened.”

Vanessa closed her eyes briefly, a look of pain crossing her face. “I'm sorry, Keys. I don't know what I was thinking. I never should have let it go that far.”

“It's okay, V,” Keys murmured, though it didn't feel okay. “I understand. If Cash finds out…”

Vanessa nodded, her expression pained. “If we get divorced, I’ll lose everything. It’s too risky.”

Keys looked into Vanessa's brown eyes, seeing the conflict there. She reached out, her fingers brushing against Vanessa's arm. "I get it, Vanessa. We gotta cool it."

But as their fingers entwined, the promise felt hollow. Keys leaned closer, her lips hovering just inches from Vanessa's.

Vanessa's breath hitched, her eyes flicking to Keys's lips before meeting her gaze again. “You’re making things hard, Akilla,” she whispered.

Before either of them could say more, their lips met in a kiss that was both tender and desperate. Keys wrapped her arms around Vanessa, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. The water seemed to hold its breath, the world narrowing to just the two of them.

Keys's hand slipped under the edge of Vanessa's bikini bottom, finding her way to the slick heat between her legs. Vanessa gasped into the kiss, her body arching towards Keys's touch. Keys's fingers teased her entrance, circling and pressing until Vanessa's hips bucked, seeking more.

“Oh, Keys,” Vanessa moaned, breaking the kiss to bury her face in Keys's shoulder. “Don’t stop.”

Beneath the surface of the blue water, Keys continued to explore Vanessa’s secret spots, her fingers slipping inside Vanessa with ease. The water provided just enough resistance to make each movement deliberate and intimate. Vanessa's hands gripped Keys's shoulders, her nails digging in as she rode the waves of pleasure Keys was creating.

Vanessa's breathing grew ragged, her body trembling as she clung to the concrete ledge of the pool. Keys increased the rhythm, her fingers moving faster, deeper. Vanessa's cries echoed in the enclosed space, the sound mingling with the splashing of water.

With a final, shuddering gasp, Vanessa climaxed, her body convulsing with pleasure before collapsing against Keys. Keys held Vanessa close, her own breathing heavy as she waited for Vanessa to catch her breath.

When Vanessa finally pulled back, her chocolate brown eyes were glazed with desire and something else—regret. “Keys… we should stop,” she insisted, her voice tinged with sadness.

Keys silenced her with another kiss, more gentle this time. "Don't do this, Vanessa," Keys whispered against Vanessa's lips. "Just... don't."

Vanessa's eyes searched Keys's face, the conflict still evident. But the desire won out, her resolve crumbling under Keys's persistent gaze. Vanessa kissed Keys again, more fiercely this time, her hands roaming over Keys's body.

Keys groaned into the kiss, her body responding instantly to Vanessa's touch. She cupped Vanessa's ass, pulling her closer, needing more of her.

Vanessa's hands found their way under Keys's bikini top, her slender fingers grasping Key’s big breasts. Vanessa’s mouth explored Keys's nipples, her tongue swirling around them as her fingers moved south. Keys's hips bucked, her body demanding more. She guided Vanessa's hand, pressing it against her throbbing clit.

Vanessa's touch was electric, her fingers probing and teasing until Keys was panting, her body on the brink. “V, I'm so close,” she whispered, her voice strained with need.

The pleasure overwhelmed Keys as she lost control, her body spiraling into ecstasy as Vanessa brought her to an earth-shattering climax. The world narrowed to the sensation of Vanessa's fingers and the intensity of their desire, everything else fading away.

When it was over, Keys collapsed against Vanessa, her body trembling with exhaustion. Vanessa held Keys close, their breaths mingling in the humid summer air.

Akilla “Keys” Kennedy was more confused than ever. Vanessa was her best friend. While Keys was locked up, Vanessa had been completely loyal, holding Keys down during her five year bid. Yet, Keys wanted more than friendship. It seemed Vanessa did too, but Vanessa’s dependence on King Cash made a relationship with Keys a perilous risk. Keys didn’t want to destroy Vanessa’s marriage. And she didn’t think she could share Vanessa with a man.

Besides, Keys was moving deeper and deeper into a criminal lifestyle. She was often busy picking up dope and meeting customers, her life stressful and dangerous. Keys told herself she didn’t have time for a girlfriend, that a relationship with Vanessa would add unnecessary drama to her life.

Her mind swirling with uncertainty, Keys got out of the pool and dried off, telling Vanessa she’d see her later.

48 - AN OPEN RELATIONSHIP

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Polyamory / Verbal Humiliation / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation / Voyeurism

The door slammed shut, the sound reverberating through the otherwise silent house. Katherine stumbled inside, her heels clutched in one hand, her dress torn at the hem. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair disheveled, and her eyes carried a glint of something wild, something untamed. She smelled faintly of alcohol and sweat, but there was another scent lingering on her, something unmistakably masculine.

Jasper stood in the living room, his arms crossed, his jaw tight. He’d been waiting for hours, pacing, checking his phone, wondering where she could be. Now, seeing her like this, his stomach churned with a mix of anger and something else he couldn’t quite place.

“Where the hell have you been?” Jasper demanded, his voice low but sharp.

Katherine didn’t flinch. She tossed her shoes onto the floor and leaned against the wall, her eyes locking with his. “Out,” she said simply, her tone dismissive.

“Out where?” Jasper took a step forward, his fists clenched. “You look like you’ve been dragged through a hedge backward. What’s going on, Katherine?”

She smirked, a faint curl of her lips that made Jasper’s gut twist. “Oh, I’ve been busy,” she said, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “Very busy.”

Jasper’s eyes narrowed. “Busy doing what?”

Katherine pushed off the wall and walked toward him slowly, deliberately. She stopped just inches away, her gaze challenging. “You really want to know?”

“Yes,” Jasper spat, his voice rising. “I want to know what the fuck you’ve been up to. Because this isn’t you, Katherine. You don’t go out like this, dressed like… like some cheap slut—”

Katherine’s hand shot out, slapping Jasper across the face before he could finish the sentence. The sound echoed in the room, and Jasper’s head snapped to the side. For a moment, there was only silence.

“Don’t you dare call me that,” Katherine hissed, her voice trembling with fury. “You don’t get to judge me, Jasper. Not after what you did.”

Jasper’s cheek burned, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. Her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He remembered the night he’d cheated on her, the guilt that had eaten at him for weeks afterward. He’d thought they’d moved past it, but now, seeing the fire in her eyes, he realized they hadn’t. Not even close.

“That was different,” Jasper said weakly. “I made a mistake. It didn’t mean anything.”

Katherine laughed, a bitter, hollow sound. “Oh, well, that makes it all better, doesn’t it? You made a mistake. How noble of you to admit it.” She stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest. “Well, guess what? I’ve been making a few mistakes of my own. And you know what? I’m not the least bit sorry.”

Jasper’s stomach dropped. “What are you saying?”

Katherine tilted her head, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “I’m saying I’ve been fucking other men, Jasper. Lots of them. I lost count after the fifth one.”

His breath caught in his throat. For a moment, he couldn’t speak. His mind raced, images flashing before his eyes—Katherine with other men, her body pressed against theirs, moaning their names. His chest tightened, but to his surprise, it wasn’t just anger that surged through him. There was something else, something hot and urgent, pooling low in his stomach.

“How many?” Jasper asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Katherine raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “More than I can count,” she said, her tone dripping with venom. “Bigger, stronger, better than you in every way.”

Jasper’s heart pounded in his chest. He could feel his cock stirring, a traitorous reaction he couldn’t control. “How… how were they?”

Katherine’s smile widened. “Oh, they were amazing. Big, throbbing cocks that filled me up in ways you never could. They fucked me hard, Jasper. Made me scream their names. And I loved every second of it.”

His breath hitched. His cock was fully hard now, straining against his zipper. He tried to hide it, but Katherine’s eyes dropped, and she let out a sharp laugh.

“Oh my god,” she said, her voice filled with disbelief. “Are you… are you getting off on this? Are you actually enjoying hearing about me with other men?”

Jasper swallowed hard, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he admitted.

Katherine stared at him, her expression a mix of disgust and fascination. “What’s wrong with you, Jasper?” she muttered. “I cheat on you, and you like it?”

Jasper shook his head, unsure how to respond. He did like it, but he wasn’t sure why.

“You’re even more pathetic than I thought,” Katherine said, rolling her eyes.

She turned and walked over to the couch, sitting down with a sigh. She spread her legs slightly, and Jasper could see the dampness between her thighs, the evidence of her night. His cock twitched, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Katherine noticed his gaze and smirked. “You want to taste it, don’t you?” she taunted. “You want to lick up another man’s cum from my pussy.”

Jasper’s mouth went dry. He wanted to say no, to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he nodded slowly, his heart pounding in his chest.

Katherine leaned back, spreading her legs wider. “Then get on your knees, Jasper. Show me how much you want it.”

He hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees in front of her. His hands trembled as he reached for her thighs, pulling her closer. The scent of her arousal mixed with the musk of another man hit him like a wave, and he felt dizzy with desire.

He leaned in, his tongue darting out to taste her, and the flavor exploded on his tongue—bitter, salty, intoxicating. He moaned, his cock throbbing as he lapped at her, savoring every drop.

Katherine let out a soft sigh, her fingers tangling in his hair. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Eat me like the good little cuck you are.”

Jasper’s cock was aching now, and he reached down to free himself, stroking in time with his tongue. He could feel her pulsing around his mouth, could hear her breathing quicken, and he knew she was close.

“I want to see you,” Katherine said suddenly, her voice husky. “I want to see you jerk off while you watch.”

Jasper pulled back, his mouth slick and wet. He looked up at her, his hand still moving on his cock. “Watch what?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Katherine reached for her phone, scrolling through it until she found what she was looking for. She held it out to him, the screen displaying a video. Jasper’s eyes widened as he saw her, naked and writhing, sandwiched between two men—both of them big, muscular, their cocks buried deep inside her.

“This is what you missed,” Katherine purred. “This is what I’ve been doing while you’ve been sitting here, wondering where I’ve been.”

Jasper’s hand moved faster, his cock leaking as he watched the video. He could hear her moans, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and it drove him wild.

“Oh my god,” he groaned, his hips jerking. “Katherine, I—I’m so close.”

She smirked, leaning back to enjoy the show. “Go ahead, Jasper,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Cum for me. Cum while you watch your wife get fucked by real men.”

His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his cock pulsing as he came, his seed splattering across the floor. Katherine watched him with a mix of amusement and disgust, her own arousal evident in the way her thighs trembled.

When he was spent, she leaned forward, her eyes locking with his. “So, Jasper,” she said, her tone light but laced with venom. “How about we make this arrangement permanent? An open relationship. You can keep jerking off to the thought of me with other men, and I’ll keep enjoying myself. What do you say?”

Jasper’s heart raced, his mind still reeling. He wanted to say no, to tell her they could fix this, but the truth was, he didn’t want to. The thought of Katherine with other men, the way it had made him feel… it was intoxicating.

“Okay,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Katherine’s smile was triumphant. “Good choice,” she said, standing up and walking toward the bedroom. She paused at the door, looking back at him. “Oh, and Jasper? You might want to clean up the mess you made. I’ve got a date tomorrow night, and I don’t want to come home to a sticky floor.”

She disappeared into the room, leaving Jasper kneeling on the floor, his mind racing, his heart pounding. He couldn’t believe what had just happened, but one thing was clear—nothing between them would ever be the same.

And he wasn’t sure he wanted it to be.

49 - BANGED BY HER BOSS

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Boss Employee / Verbal Humiliation / Small Penis Humiliation / Voyeurism / PIV Sex / Cum Eating / Cunnilingus

Tony’s hands clenched the steering wheel as he stared at the office building across the parking lot. Kendra’s car was there, parked neatly in her usual spot. Next to it, Hank’s sleek black SUV loomed, out of place among the modest sedans.

His stomach churned, a mix of jealousy and something darker, something he didn’t want to admit. Kendra had been coming home late for weeks now, her excuses thin and her demeanor… off. She’d been distant, secretive, and when she thought he wasn’t looking, she’d smile to herself, as if savoring a private joke.

She’s hiding something. The thought had been gnawing at him, but today, it was unbearable. This morning, she’d left the house in that lacy black lingerie she’d bought last month, the one she said was for a “special occasion.” She’d thrown on her blouse and skirt, but he’d caught a glimpse of the straps peeking out when she bent to tie her shoes. “Just feeling confident today,” she’d said with a sly smile when he’d raised an eyebrow. Now, sitting in his car, Tony felt his imagination run wild.

He glanced at the clock. 12:15 p.m. Lunch hour. The office would be empty, except for the two cars in the parking lot. Except for Hank and Kendra. His pulse quickened as he got out of the car, his steps purposeful as he crossed the lot. The building’s glass doors slid open with a soft hiss, and he stepped inside. The reception desk was unmanned, the fluorescent lights humming faintly overhead.

Tony’s heart pounded as he made his way down the hall toward Hank’s office. The door was slightly ajar, and he could hear muffled voices from inside. His breath caught in his throat as he approached, his hand trembling as he pushed the door open.

The scene froze him in place. Kendra was bent over Hank’s desk, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her lacy black thong pulled to the side. Hank stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his body moving with a steady rhythm. Kendra’s moans filled the room, her hands clutching the edge of the desk as Hank’s cock slid in and out of her with ease.

Tony’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what he was seeing. Kendra’s eyes fluttered open, and she spotted him standing in the doorway. For a moment, there was silence, the only sound the wet slap of skin against skin. Then, Kendra’s lips curled into a smirk.

“Tony,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “What a surprise.”

Tony’s face burned, his fists clenching at his sides. “Kendra… what the hell is this?”

Hank chuckled, his hands still on Kendra’s hips as he glanced over his shoulder. “Looks like your husband’s here, sweetheart. Hope you don’t mind an audience.”

Kendra laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a jolt through Tony. “Not at all. Maybe he’ll learn something.” She turned her head, her eyes locking with Tony’s. “You see, honey, this is what a real man looks like. Not that little worm you’ve got between your legs.”

Tony’s jaw tightened, his pride stinging as much as his arousal. He wanted to be furious, to storm in and drag her out, but he couldn’t move. He was rooted to the spot, his eyes glued to the way Hank’s cock stretched her, the way her body moved in perfect sync with his thrusts.

Hank let out a low groan, his pace quickening. “Damn, Kendra, you’re so fucking tight. I can see why you’re so unsatisfied at home.”

Kendra moaned, her head dropping forward as Hank’s hands tightened on her hips. “Mmm, don’t stop, baby. Make me cum again.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock straining against his pants. He hated this, hated how much it turned him on, but he couldn’t look away. His hand moved on its own, slipping inside his waistband as he unbuckled his belt. He pulled out his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft as he began to stroke himself.

Kendra noticed immediately, her smirk widening. “Oh, look at that. The little man is getting off on watching his wife get fucked by a real cock.”

Hank glanced over his shoulder, a grin spreading across his face. “Well, I’ll be damned. Maybe there’s hope for you yet, Tony.”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t stop. He stroked himself faster, his eyes locked on the way Hank’s cock disappeared inside Kendra, the way her body shuddered with every thrust.

“That’s it, Tony,” Kendra purred, her voice sultry and mocking. “Watch your wife take a man who knows how to fuck her properly. Watch her cum on a cock that actually satisfies her.”

Hank’s breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Fuck, Kendra, I’m about to cum.”

“Do it,” Kendra urged, her voice desperate now. “Cum inside me, Hank. Fill me up.”

Tony’s hand moved faster, his cock throbbing as he watched Hank’s body tense. With a low growl, Hank buried himself deep inside Kendra, his cock pulsing as he unleashed his load. Kendra cried out, her body arching as she came, her pussy clenching around Hank’s cock.

Tony’s own orgasm hit him like a wave, his cock spurting a pitiful amount of cum onto the floor. He panted, his body trembling as he tried to catch his breath.

Hank pulled out with a wet sound, his cock still slick with Kendra’s juices. He stepped back, crossing his arms as he watched Tony with an amused expression. “Well, that was… something.”

Kendra straightened up, smoothing her skirt as she turned to face Tony. She looked him up and down, her lips curling into a cruel smile. “Pathetic,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Look at you, standing there with your little cock in your hand. Is that all you’ve got?”

Tony’s face burned, but he couldn’t argue. He felt small, insignificant, as he stood there, his cum pooling on the floor.

Kendra stepped closer, her heels clicking against the tile. “You know what, Tony? I think you like this. I think you love watching me with Hank. Maybe you should be our… clean up boy.”

Tony’s eyes widened, his heart pounding as he looked up at her. “W-what?”

Kendra knelt down in front of him, her fingers reaching out to trace the edge of his cum on the floor. “Clean it up, Tony. Lick it up, like the good little cuckold you are.”

Tony’s breath hitched, his cock twitching as he stared at her. He hesitated for a moment, but something inside him snapped. He got down on his knees, his tongue darting out to lap at the mess he’d made.

Kendra laughed, her hand reaching out to stroke his hair. “Good boy. Now, there’s one more thing you need to clean up.”

She stood up, pulling her thong to the side to reveal Hank’s cum dripping out of her. “Lick me clean, Tony. Show me how much you love being my little cuckold.”

Tony’s heart raced as he leaned in, his tongue flicking out to taste the mix of Hank’s cum and Kendra’s juices. Kendra moaned, her hand tangling in his hair as she pushed his face closer.

Tony licked faster as Kendra’s hips bucked. She sighed with pleasure. At least he was able to please her this way. Finally, Kendra climaxed, her juices gushing into Tony’s mouth.

Kendra quickly got up and started getting dressed. She told Tony that he needed to leave—her co-workers would be back from lunch soon.

Tony zipped up his pants, his mind racing. He walked out of the building feeling humiliated, yet exhilarated. He realized he enjoyed serving his wife and her lover. Tony didn’t know what would happen next, but he was looking forward to the next encounter.

50 - A FATHER-IN-LAW’S VACATION INVITATION

MF / Cheating / Taboo / Age Gap / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

The tropical sun burned high overhead, casting golden rays over the pristine white sand and turquoise waters of the resort. Shauna adjusted the straps of her new bikini, the delicate fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She could feel the heat of the sun on her skin, the way it made her body hum with a quiet, restless energy. She glanced over at Jeff, who was strapping on his scuba gear, his face a mix of concentration and excitement. He’d been looking forward to this lesson all week.

“Be careful, okay?” she called out, though her words were half-hearted. Jeff waved her off with a grin, already distracted by the instructor’s instructions.

“I’ll be fine, Shauna. You just relax,” he said before turning his attention back to the gear.

She nodded, though her mind was already elsewhere. She couldn’t shake the feeling that had been growing in her since they’d arrived at the resort—a tingling awareness of Jeremy, her father-in-law, who had been watching her more and more intently as the days went by. It wasn’t anything obvious, just lingering glances, a casual brush of his hand against hers when he passed her a drink, the way his laughter seemed to deepen whenever she was near.

Jeremy was an older man, but he carried himself with a confidence that was impossible to ignore. His silver hair caught the sunlight, and his broad shoulders filled out his linen shirt in a way that made her stomach tighten. She told herself it was nothing, that she was just enjoying the attention, but deep down, she knew it was more than that.

As Jeff disappeared into the waves with the instructor, Shauna turned back toward the resort, her feet sinking into the warm sand. She had barely made it to the shaded pathway when she felt a presence behind her.

“Enjoying the view?” Jeremy’s voice was low, smooth, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

She turned to face him, forcing a smile. “It’s beautiful here. I can’t believe we’re really staying.”

“It’s even better when you share it with the right company,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

She laughed nervously, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “What about Jeff? Isn’t he good company?”

Jeremy stepped closer, his gaze never wavering. “Jeff’s a good kid. But he’s not who I’m talking about.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind racing with conflicting thoughts. This is wrong. He’s Jeff’s father. But oh God, the way he’s looking at me…

She opened her mouth to say something, to deflect, but before she could, Jeremy closed the distance between them, his lips crashing onto hers. The kiss was firm, demanding, and she melted into it, her body betraying her better judgment. His hands came up to cradle her face, his fingers tangling in her hair as he deepened the kiss.

When he pulled back, she was breathless, her lips tingling. “Jeremy…” she started, but he silenced her with another kiss, this one slower, more deliberate.

“You’ve been driving me crazy since we got here,” he murmured against her lips. “Every time you walk by, I can’t stop thinking about what’s under that bikini.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she felt a rush of heat between her legs, a longing she couldn’t ignore. “We shouldn’t… Jeff…,” she whispered, but her voice lacked conviction.

Jeremy stepped back, his eyes dark with desire. “Jeff’s busy. And he’ll never know. Come on, Shauna. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about this.”

She hesitated for a moment, her mind warring with her body, but then she nodded, her heart pounding in her ears. Jeremy took her hand, leading her back to her hotel room. The air was thick with tension, every step heightening the anticipation.

As soon as they were inside, Jeremy pushed her against the door, his body pressing into hers as he kissed her hungrily. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve, every inch of her. She gasped as he reached behind her, untying her bikini top and letting it fall to the floor.

His lips trailed down her neck, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they were hard and aching. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

She moaned, her hands clutching at his shirt, pulling it off him with desperate urgency. His chest was firm, his skin warm against hers as he kissed her again, his tongue exploring her mouth. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, and it only made her want him more.

Jeremy’s hands moved to her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her legs and leaving her completely exposed. He stepped back, his eyes raking over her naked form, and she trembled under his gaze. Then, slowly, he began to undress, revealing his muscular frame and, finally, his cock—thick and erect, standing proudly between his legs.

Her breath hitched as she dropped to her knees, her hands trembling as she reached for him. She looked up at him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth, savoring the taste of him. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to move, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper.

“God, Shauna,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, his hands tightening in her hair as he started to move, guiding her head up and down his length. She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away, her desire driving her to take more, to please him.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Take it all.”

Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she didn’t stop, her lips wrapped tightly around him as she sucked him with a desperation she couldn’t control. She could feel her own arousal building, her pussy throbbing with need.

Finally, Jeremy pulled her up, his hands gripping her hips as he guided her to the bed. He positioned her on her hands and knees, her ass in the air, and she felt his hands spread her cheeks, his breath hot against her skin.

“So fucking beautiful,” he murmured before grabbing his cock and aligning it with her entrance.

She gasped as he pushed into her, his thick length stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt before. He paused, letting her adjust to him, before beginning to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, then harder, faster.

Shauna moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he filled her completely, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. “Jeremy…,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slapping together.

He reached around, his fingers finding her clit and teasing it in time with his thrusts. She cried out, her body tightening as pleasure consumed her.

“Come for me, Shauna,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she screamed his name. Jeremy kept fucking her, driving her higher and higher, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep groan, he buried himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together, their breathing ragged. Then Jeremy pulled out, collapsing beside her on the bed. Shauna turned to face him, her heart still racing, but already, the guilt was creeping in.

“What if Jeff finds out?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Jeremy pulled her closer, his hand stroking her hair. “He won’t, baby. This is our little secret.”

She nodded, though the weight of what they’d done was already settling on her chest. They hurried to get dressed, the tension between them still crackling in the air. As they fumbled with their clothes, Shauna’s mind raced with thoughts of what they had done, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that still coursed through her veins.

“We should get back before Jeff returns,” Jeremy said, his voice calm, though his eyes burned with the same desire that still pulsed in her body.

Shauna nodded, her heart pounding as they slipped out of the room, the heat of the tropical sun hitting her skin again. She glanced over at Jeremy, his expression unreadable, but the tension between them was undeniable.

“What happens now?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jeremy’s lips curled into a smirk, his eyes dark with promise. “We’ll see…”
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