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“To be desired is intoxicating.”

Chapter 1: Crossing Lines

Claire Bennett was thirty-four years old, a married freelance illustrator living in a mid-sized American city that felt both too small and too loud at the same time. She had the kind of body that turned heads without trying—soft, full 36D breasts that strained against every bra she owned, a narrow waist that flared into wide, child-bearing hips and a thick, juicy ass that jiggled just enough when she walked in heels.

Her skin was pale cream with a scattering of freckles across her chest and cheeks, her long chestnut hair usually pulled into a loose, messy bun that let stray curls lick at her neck. Full, pouty lips painted a soft rose, hazel eyes that could go dark with want in a heartbeat, and a pussy that—right now, even before anything had happened—was already starting to feel warm and slick inside her lace panties. She was married to Ryan, a decent but predictable man who hadn’t made her come properly in over two years.

Today she wore a thin white blouse that clung to her heavy tits, the top two buttons undone so the valley of her cleavage glistened with the tiniest sheen of nervous sweat, and a knee-length pencil skirt that hugged her round ass like a second skin. Her nipples were already faintly visible through the fabric, two little pink shadows begging for attention she wasn’t supposed to want.

The man who stopped her on the crosswalk was Luca Moretti, thirty-six, a devastatingly handsome Italian architect and travel photographer on a month-long sabbatical from Milan. He stood six-foot-three with broad, powerful shoulders, a chest that stretched his fitted black linen shirt, and forearms corded with veins that made Claire’s mouth water the second she saw them. Sun-kissed olive skin, thick dark hair tousled just right, a sharp jaw dusted with stubble, and piercing hazel-green eyes that looked like they could fuck you from across the street. His mouth was full and wicked, the kind that looked like it knew exactly how to suck on a clit until a woman screamed.

A faint scent of expensive cologne—woody, spicy, with a hint of citrus—drifted off him every time the breeze shifted. His jeans hung low on narrow hips, and even from five feet away Claire could see the thick outline of a heavy cock resting against his thigh, already half-hard just from the way the afternoon sun hit her body. He was pure, raw, dangerous sex wrapped in effortless European charm.

The light turned green. Claire stepped off the curb, her black heels clicking sharply on the asphalt, the hem of her skirt brushing the sensitive backs of her thighs. The downtown intersection was loud—horns blaring, tires hissing on hot pavement, the distant rumble of a bus—but all of it faded the instant Luca’s deep, velvet voice cut through the noise.

“Scusa, signorina… I am so sorry to bother you.” His Italian accent wrapped around every syllable like warm honey dripping down bare skin. Claire’s stomach flipped. Her pussy gave a slow, involuntary clench inside her panties as she turned.

He stood right there, towering over her, one hand gripping the handle of a sleek black rolling suitcase. Up close he smelled even better—clean male skin, faint soap from the airport, and that rich cologne that made her nipples tighten into hard little peaks that rubbed against her bra with every breath. His eyes dropped for half a second to the swell of her breasts, then snapped back to her face with a slow, appreciative smile that made her clit throb.

“I just landed and I am completely lost,” he said, voice low and intimate, like they were already alone in a dark room. “My Airbnb is supposed to be two blocks from here, but the map on my phone is useless. Could you possibly point me the right way? I would be forever grateful, bella.”

The word bella slid out of his mouth and stroked straight between her legs. Claire felt a hot rush of wetness soak into the crotch of her panties. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the silky fabric of her skirt sliding against her skin. Guilt flickered—she was married, she had a husband waiting at home—but the guilt only made her cunt flutter harder.

She swallowed, tasting the faint sweetness of the vanilla latte still on her tongue from earlier. “Of course,” she said, her own voice breathier than she wanted. “It’s right this way. I’m actually heading to the café just past it. I can walk you there.”

They started across the street together. The crosswalk signal beeped urgently. Luca’s arm brushed hers—bare forearm against the thin sleeve of her blouse—and the contact sent a spark straight to her core. His skin was hot, slightly rough with fine dark hair. She could feel the solid muscle underneath, the way his body moved with lazy, confident power.

Every step made her heavy tits bounce gently, the lace of her bra scraping her sensitive nipples until they ached. She imagined those big Italian hands cupping them, thumbs flicking the stiff peaks while he whispered filthy things in her ear.

The short walk felt endless and far too short at the same time. Their shoulders kept touching. Once, when a car honked, Luca’s hand came up automatically to steady the small of her back—big palm, strong fingers spreading wide just above the curve of her ass. The heat of his touch burned through her blouse. Claire’s pussy lips swelled and parted inside her soaked panties; she could feel her clit pulsing with every heartbeat.  God, what is wrong with me?  she thought, but the thought was drowned out by the mental image of Luca shoving her skirt up, ripping her panties aside, and burying that thick cock balls-deep in one brutal stroke while cars rushed past.

They reached the Airbnb building—a sleek modern townhouse tucked between the café and a bookstore. Luca’s fingers lingered on her back a second longer than necessary before he pulled away. “Thank you, Claire,” he said, reading the name off the little badge on her laptop bag she hadn’t even noticed she was still carrying. The way he said her name—Claaaire—made her nipples throb so hard she was sure he could see them poking against the fabric.

“It was nothing,” she murmured, cheeks burning, pussy dripping. She forced herself to turn and walk the last twenty feet to the café, feeling his eyes on her the entire way.

Inside the café the air was cooler, scented with fresh espresso, warm croissants, and the faint sweetness of vanilla syrup. Claire claimed her usual corner table by the window—the one with the best light for sketching.

She dumped her bag down, the table immediately becoming a beautiful mess: laptop open, wireless mouse, three sketchbooks, colored pencils scattered like confetti, half-drunk iced latte with condensation running down the plastic cup, a half-eaten almond croissant leaving flaky crumbs everywhere. She crossed her legs tightly, trying to ease the aching throb between them, but the pressure only made more slick heat leak out of her cunt and soak the lace.

Forty minutes later the café door chimed again. Claire didn’t look up at first—she was deep in a client illustration, stylus flying across the tablet—but then that same rich, spicy cologne hit her like a drug. She lifted her eyes and there he was.

Luca had changed. Fresh black button-down shirt rolled to his elbows, showing those veined forearms, dark jeans that did nothing to hide the heavy bulge at the front. His hair was damp from a quick shower; a single droplet of water slid down the side of his neck and disappeared into the open collar. He looked even more fuckable than he had on the street—relaxed, confident, and staring straight at her with that panty-melting half-smile.

“Claire,” he said again, drawing the name out like a caress. “I thought that was you. The table is… very lived-in.” His eyes flicked over the mess, then back to her face, then—slowly—down to where her breasts pressed against the edge of the table, cleavage on full display. “May I join you? Or am I interrupting genius at work?”

Her mouth went dry. Her clit gave a hard, needy pulse. She could smell him even stronger now—clean skin, cologne, and something darker underneath, like pure male arousal starting to build. Her nipples were diamond-hard. She knew she should say no. She knew she should protect the invisible line of her marriage.

Instead, she heard herself say, voice husky, “Sure… sit. It’s fine.”

Luca slid into the chair across from her, his long legs brushing hers under the tiny table. The contact was electric. His knee rested lightly against the inside of her thigh, radiating heat through her skirt. He set his espresso down; the tiny cup looked ridiculous in his big hand. Up close she could see the faint shadow of stubble on his jaw, the way his full lips parted when he smiled, the dark lashes framing those hazel eyes that were now locked on her mouth.

They talked. Light, easy words at first—her freelance work, how she loved the café’s quiet corner, his photography trips, the way Milan felt too fast and this city felt like a slow, delicious breath. But every sentence was laced with something filthy. When he laughed, the sound vibrated low in his chest and made her imagine that mouth between her legs, tongue dragging slowly up her soaked slit. When he leaned forward to steal a glance at her sketch, his forearm brushed the side of her breast; the accidental contact made her gasp softly, a tiny sound she hoped he didn’t hear. He did. His eyes darkened.

Claire’s panties were ruined. Slick, sticky arousal coated her inner thighs every time she shifted. Her pussy felt swollen and empty, aching to be stretched by the thick cock she could see twitching against his jeans when he adjusted in his seat. Guilt twisted in her stomach—Ryan is waiting at home, Ryan who loves me, Ryan who hasn’t touched me like this in years —but the guilt only made her wetter, hotter, more desperate.

Twenty minutes passed like that—slow, agonizing, delicious torture. Their knees stayed pressed together under the table. His eyes kept dropping to her mouth, to her cleavage, to the way her fingers trembled slightly on the stylus. Every time he said her name it felt like a tongue flicking her clit.

Finally she couldn’t take it anymore. Her nipples hurt. Her cunt was throbbing so hard she was afraid she’d leave a wet spot on the chair when she stood.

“I… I have to get home,” she whispered, voice thick. “Dinner. Husband. You know.”

Luca’s gaze burned into hers. “Of course, bella,” he murmured, the word dripping with promise. “But I will see you again, yes?”

She stood on shaky legs. Her skirt clung to her damp thighs. As she gathered her things, she felt his eyes on her—devouring the sway of her heavy breasts, the jiggle of her ass, the way her nipples poked obscenely against her blouse. The eye-fuck was so intense she almost came right there in the middle of the café.

She walked out without looking back.

But she could feel him watching every single step, his stare like hot hands sliding up under her skirt, spreading her cheeks, teasing the dripping entrance of her married pussy.

And Claire knew, deep in her soaked, aching core, that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 2: Second Cup, Second Chance

The next morning the café smelled like heaven and sin all at once—freshly ground espresso beans, buttery croissants baking golden in the oven, warm vanilla steam rising from frothy cappuccinos, and the faint, clean scent of morning rain still clinging to the sidewalk outside. Sunlight poured through the tall windows in thick, golden shafts that made every dust mote sparkle like glitter on bare skin.

Claire Bennett pushed open the heavy glass door at 9:17 a.m., her heart already racing. Her full breasts felt heavy and sensitive inside the soft cream-colored cashmere sweater that hugged every curve, her thick nipples scraping teasingly against her bra with every step.   The sweater dipped low in front, showing the soft, freckled valley of her cleavage where a thin sheen of nervous sweat had already started to gather. Her pencil skirt was charcoal gray, tighter than yesterday, the fabric stretched snug over her wide hips and the plump, juicy cheeks of her ass that jiggled softly as she walked.

Between her thighs she was already soaked — warm, slick, and aching. Her puffy lips parted with every stride, letting the drenched black lace thong rub deliciously against her swollen clit. She could feel her own wetness coating the tops of her inner thighs, sticky and hot, with every step.  

Luca Moretti was already there.

He sat at a small table near the counter, long legs stretched out, looking like pure sex poured into a black V-neck t-shirt that clung to his broad, muscular chest and the ridges of his abs. His olive skin glowed under the morning light, the dark stubble on his sharp jaw thicker than usual, making him look even more dangerous. Those piercing hazel-green eyes were half-lidded as he cut into a flaky croissant, but the second Claire stepped inside they snapped up and locked on her like a predator spotting prey.

His full lips curved into that slow, panty-melting smile that made her cunt clench so hard she almost whimpered. The thick outline of his heavy cock was visible again, resting against his thigh beneath dark jeans, already half-hard just from seeing her walk in. He smelled like warm skin, expensive cologne, and something darker—pure male hunger.

Claire’s breath caught. Heat flooded her pussy in a sudden, shameful gush. She tried to ignore it, tried to pretend her nipples weren’t tightening into aching little peaks that poked blatantly against her sweater. She veered left, aiming for the farthest table in the back corner, the one half-hidden behind a tall potted plant. Her heels clicked loudly on the wooden floor.

Every step made her heavy breasts bounce, the cashmere sliding over her sensitive skin until her clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat.  Don’t look at him. Don’t you dare look at him, she told herself, but her eyes betrayed her, flicking over anyway. He was watching her ass the entire way, she could feel it—like hot hands sliding up under her skirt, spreading her cheeks, teasing the dripping entrance of her married hole.

She dropped into the distant chair, heart hammering, and immediately crossed her legs tight, pressing her thighs together so the pressure squeezed her swollen clit. A fresh trickle of slick arousal leaked out of her pussy and soaked further into her thong. She opened her laptop with shaking fingers, pretending to focus on the blank screen, but her mind was already flooded with filthy images: Luca’s big hands pinning her down, that thick Italian cock stretching her open, his deep voice growling bella  while he fucked her raw right here on the café table.

She didn’t hear him approach until his shadow fell over her.

“Buongiorno, Claire,” he murmured, that velvet accent wrapping around her name like a tongue sliding slowly up her slit. The spicy-woody scent of him hit her first, then the heat of his body as he stopped right beside her table. “You ran away yesterday… but the café feels much brighter with you in it.”

Claire’s mouth went dry. Her pussy gave a hard, needy flutter, pushing out more creamy wetness that now coated her inner lips completely. She looked up slowly, eyes tracing the way his t-shirt stretched across his powerful chest, the dark hair at the V of his neck, the thick veins on his forearms. Her nipples were so hard they hurt.

“I… I didn’t run,” she lied, voice husky. “I just had to get home.”

Luca’s smile deepened, wicked and knowing. Without asking he pulled out the chair opposite her and sat down, his long legs sliding under the tiny table until his knee brushed the inside of her thigh again—hot, firm, radiating heat straight to her dripping cunt. The contact made her gasp softly. He didn’t move it away. Instead, he leaned in, elbows on the table, close enough that she could see the faint gold flecks in his hazel eyes and smell the espresso on his breath.

They talked. Slowly. Deeply. His voice was low, intimate, like they were the only two people in the world. He told her about Milan at night, about the way the lights reflected on the canals, about how he photographed beautiful women but none of them had ever made his cock ache the way the sight of her walking across that street had yesterday. Every word stroked her.

“You draw all day in cafés like this?” Luca asked, leaning back slightly in his chair.

Claire laughed softly. “Not all day. Just when I need to pretend I’m more mysterious and artistic than I actually am.”

Luca smiled immediately. “Too late, bella. You already look like the woman every man in this room would invent excuses to talk to.”

She rolled her eyes, but she could feel herself smiling anyway. “That line probably works on a lot of tourists.”

“No,” he said easily, holding her gaze. “Most women do not blush this beautifully.”

Claire looked down at her coffee, suddenly warm all over for reasons that had nothing to do with sex. What unsettled her most was how easy this felt. The conversation flowed effortlessly — teasing, relaxed, alive in a way she hadn’t realized she’d been missing for years.

When he laughed, the sound vibrated low in his chest and made her imagine that mouth sucking hard on her clit while two thick fingers pumped inside her soaked pussy.

Claire’s answers came out breathy.

Luca’s gaze drifted over her sketchbook again. “Your husband must hate how many people stare at you in places like this,” he said softly.

Claire blinked. “Ryan barely notices anymore.”

Something dark flickered in Luca’s expression then — disbelief, maybe hunger. “That seems impossible.”

She told him about her freelance illustration work, about how the café was her escape, about Ryan—her husband—mentioning his name like a shield even as her cunt clenched shamefully at the thought of Luca’s thick cock replacing Ryan’s boring, predictable one. Her thighs trembled under the table. The heat between them grew thicker, heavier, until the air felt electric. His knee stayed pressed against hers, rubbing in tiny, maddening circles that made her hips want to rock.

Then he asked.

“Claire… I am new here. Completely lost in this city. Would you… show me around? Just for one day? I would love to see it through your eyes.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. Her pussy flooded so hard she felt a fresh gush of slick slide down to her asshole, soaking the thin string of her thong. Guilt crashed over her—Ryan. Dinner at seven. The life I’m supposed to want—but the guilt only made her clit throb harder, aching to be touched, licked, fucked.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I have to be home by seven. My husband… dinner… I can’t just disappear.”

Disappointment flashed raw and hot across Luca’s handsome face. His jaw tightened, those hazel eyes darkening with something that looked like pure hunger denied. The sight of it made her stomach flip and her nipples pinch so tight they sent sparks straight to her cunt. She hated how much she loved that look on him.

She softened before she could stop herself.

“There’s a famous sunset viewpoint on the hill… maybe tomorrow evening? I’ll ask Ryan tonight. I’ll let you know.”

Luca’s eyes lit up again, slow and filthy. “Grazie, bella,” he murmured, the word sliding over her skin like a wet tongue. “I will wait for you. Right here.”

Claire stood on shaky legs. Her skirt clung to her soaked thighs. Her nipples were obscenely hard, poking against the cashmere like they were begging to be pinched and sucked. She could smell her own arousal in the air—sweet, musky, feminine—and she prayed he couldn’t too. When she turned to leave, she felt his stare burning into her ass again, devouring every jiggle, every sway, imagining exactly how those plump cheeks would look spread open around his thick cock.

She practically ran the six blocks home.

The second her front door clicked shut behind her, Claire’s control snapped. She dropped her bag on the floor, yanked her sweater up and over her head, the cashmere dragging roughly over her aching nipples and making her moan out loud. Her bra followed, tits spilling free—heavy, full, pale skin flushed pink, nipples dark pink and rock-hard, begging to be touched.

She shoved her skirt down her hips, kicking it away, then hooked her thumbs into her ruined black thong and peeled it off. The lace was drenched, strings of her creamy arousal stretching and snapping as she pulled it down her thighs. Cool air hit her bare, dripping pussy and she whimpered.

She stumbled to the bedroom, climbed onto the bed still in her heels, and spread her thick thighs wide. Her cunt was swollen, glistening, inner lips puffy and parted, clit peeking out fat and throbbing. She didn’t tease. She plunged two fingers straight inside her soaked hole, moaning Luca’s name loud and filthy—“Luca… oh fuck, Luca”—as her slick walls clenched greedily around her fingers. Her other hand grabbed one heavy tit, pinching the nipple hard, twisting, pulling, sending sharp bolts of pleasure-pain straight to her clit.

She fucked herself fast and desperate, three fingers now, stretching her married pussy while she imagined Luca’s thick Italian cock—veiny, heavy, stretching her open, pounding her until she screamed. “Fuck me, Luca… stretch my married cunt… oh god, yes, right there—” Her hips bucked wildly, tits bouncing, the wet squelching sounds of her fingers slamming in and out filling the room. She pinched her other nipple, rolling it between her fingers, imagining his mouth sucking hard while he growled filthy Italian in her ear.

She was so close—pussy fluttering, clit pulsing—when the doorbell rang.

Claire froze, fingers buried knuckle-deep in her dripping cunt, heart exploding. Ryan. Home early.

She yanked her fingers out with a wet pop, creamy arousal coating her hand and dripping down her wrist. She wiped it quickly on the sheets, pulled on the first robe she could grab, and rushed to the door, hair wild, cheeks flushed, nipples still stiff and obvious under the thin silk.

Ryan stood there smiling, tie loosened. “Hey babe, finished early. You okay? Your hair’s a mess… what were you doing?”

Claire’s pussy was still throbbing, empty and aching. She forced a smile, voice hoarse. “Just… tired. Lying on the bed. Long day.”

That night, after dinner, she lay beside Ryan in the dark and lied again, voice sweet and steady. “An old school friend is in town for a couple of days. Girl time, you know? I might be out late tomorrow night… maybe the next day too. Is that okay?”

Ryan kissed her forehead, already half-asleep. “Of course, babe. Have fun.”

Claire stared at the ceiling, heart pounding, pussy still slick and pulsing with leftover need. Guilt twisted sharp in her stomach—*I’m a married woman. This is wrong*—but the guilt only made her clit throb harder, made her thighs press together so another fresh trickle of wetness leaked out onto the sheets.

She smiled into the darkness, already wet and aching for tomorrow.

For Luca.

For the first time in years, Claire Bennett felt truly, dangerously alive.


Chapter 3: The Lie That Set Her Free

The café felt thicker with heat this morning, almost humid, as if the air itself was aroused. Rich espresso steam curled upward in lazy spirals, mixing with the buttery scent of warm croissants, sweet maple glaze, and the faint, clean smell of rain drying on the pavement outside. Golden sunlight poured through the tall windows, catching on every surface and making Claire Bennett’s skin prickle with awareness.

She had chosen her outfit with dangerous intention today: a tight black tank top that clung like a second skin to her heavy 36D breasts, the thin fabric stretched so taut over her full, pale tits that the lacy edges of her bra showed clearly, along with the stiff, dark-pink outline of her nipples. The top dipped dangerously low, revealing the soft, freckled valley between her breasts where a light sheen of anticipatory sweat already glistened. Her short black pleated skirt barely covered the tops of her smooth thighs, swishing teasingly with every step and brushing against the soaked crotch of her tiny red thong.

Her pussy had been aching since she left the house — swollen, slippery, lips puffy and parted, clit throbbing steadily against the drenched lace. Every movement sent fresh trickles of hot cream leaking down her inner thighs. Her long chestnut hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and her full lips were painted a deep, cock-sucking red.

Luca Moretti sat waiting like sin personified. His white button-down was rolled to the elbows, exposing those thick, veined forearms. The open collar revealed a tempting triangle of olive chest dusted with dark hair. His hazel-green eyes lifted the moment she entered, drinking her in slowly, possessively. The heavy bulge in his dark jeans was already thickening, pressing visibly against the denim as he watched her hips sway.

Claire’s cunt clenched hard at the sight of him. She walked straight to his table, pulse hammering between her legs, and sat down. The wooden chair felt cool against the backs of her bare thighs, but it did nothing to soothe the burning heat leaking from her pussy.

They talked for a long, torturous time.

At first, it was surface — the sunset viewpoint she had mentioned, the hidden park trail nearby, perhaps the art museum if they had energy. But every innocent word dripped with filthy subtext. Luca’s big hand rested near her coffee cup, fingers occasionally brushing hers as they reached for sugar or stirred. Each tiny touch sent sparks racing straight to her clit. His thumb eventually found the delicate skin of her inner wrist and began stroking slow, lazy circles there, pressing lightly against her racing pulse. The contact was maddeningly light, yet it felt like he was rubbing her swollen clit in public.

Claire’s breathing grew shallow. Her heavy tits rose and fell faster, nipples scraping against her bra until they ached. She could feel her thong growing wetter, the red lace now completely soaked and clinging obscenely to her puffy pussy lips. A fresh drop of her arousal slipped free and slowly slid down the inside of her left thigh, warm and sticky. Guilt twisted deep in her stomach — Ryan kissed me goodbye just an hour ago. He smiled and told me to have fun with my “school friend.  He has no idea — but the guilt only made her cunt flutter and leak more.

Luca leaned closer, his voice low and rough with need. “I couldn’t sleep last night, Claire. I’m a man who says what he feels and feels what he says. I kept thinking about how your ass looked in that skirt yesterday… how your nipples were so hard when you left… and how wet your beautiful pussy must have been when you got home.”

His filthy words made her thighs press together under the table. Her clit throbbed painfully. She bit her lower lip, tasting the waxy sweetness of her lipstick, fighting the urge to moan right there in the middle of the café.

The tension coiled tighter and tighter. Their knees were locked together under the small table, his hard thigh pressing firmly between hers, radiating heat. His thumb kept stroking her wrist, then slowly moved higher, tracing the sensitive skin of her inner forearm. Claire’s pussy was dripping steadily now, the wet spot on her thong spreading. She could smell her own musky arousal faintly rising between them, mixing with his spicy cologne and clean male skin.

Finally she couldn’t take it anymore.

“I… I need to use the restroom,” she whispered, voice hoarse and trembling. Her cheeks burned as she stood on shaky legs. The short pleated skirt brushed her soaked thighs as she walked, every step making her swollen clit rub against the drenched fabric. She could feel Luca’s burning stare on her ass the entire way, imagining his eyes tracing the jiggle of her thick cheeks, knowing exactly how wet she was.

Claire slipped into the single-occupancy restroom at the back of the café and locked the door with a soft click. The small room was cool and quiet, the air scented with lemon cleaner and faint traces of previous visitors. She leaned back against the door, breathing hard, her heavy breasts heaving. Her nipples were painfully stiff. She hiked her skirt up with trembling hands and looked down. The red thong was ruined — dark with her cream, strings of sticky arousal stretching from the lace to her puffy, glistening pussy lips. She slipped two fingers under the fabric and stroked her swollen clit once, twice, biting back a moan. The touch was electric. Her cunt clenched hard, pushing out another thick drop of wetness that ran down her thigh.

She wanted him so badly it hurt. She imagined Luca’s thick cock splitting her open right here, pounding her while people drank coffee just feet away. Her fingers circled her clit faster, but she forced herself to stop. She wanted the real thing. She wanted to be ruined by him.

Two long, agonizing minutes passed.

Then came the soft knock.

Claire’s heart nearly exploded. She unlocked the door with shaky fingers.

Luca slipped inside instantly, closing and locking the door behind him in one smooth motion. The small space suddenly felt tiny with his six-foot-three muscular frame filling it. His hazel eyes were dark with raw lust as he looked at her — skirt already half-hiked, cheeks flushed, nipples poking obscenely through her tank top.

“Fuck, bella,” he growled, voice low and dangerous. “I can smell the aroma of your wet cunt in here… You ran in dripping for me, didn’t you?”

Claire’s face burned with embarrassment. She had been painfully aware of it too — the thick, tangy, musky scent of her aroused pussy filling the tiny restroom. The air felt heavy with her need and his intensity.

He didn’t wait for an answer. In two steps he had her pinned hard against the cool wooden door, his big body pressing flush against hers. The thick, burning length of his hard cock ground against her soft belly through his jeans. One large hand clamped firmly over her mouth, muffling the desperate moan that tore from her throat.

“Shhh,” he breathed hot against her ear, stubble scraping her neck. “You have to stay quiet while I fuck this neglected pussy, understand?”

Claire nodded frantically, eyes wide, cunt clenching emptily.

Luca dropped to one knee, shoved her short pleated skirt all the way up to her waist, and yanked the soaked red thong viciously to the side. Cool air kissed her dripping, exposed cunt. He groaned at the sight — her pink, puffy lips glistening with thick cream, clit fat and protruding, married hole visibly fluttering and leaking.

He rose again, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out his massive cock. It sprang free, thick, veiny, olive-skinned, the fat purple head already shiny with pre-cum. Claire’s mouth watered at the sight.

He fisted the heavy shaft once, smearing the leaking fluid, then hooked one of her thick thighs over his hip, spreading her wide.

“Voglio scoparti fino a farti urlare, bella,” he growled filthily right against her ear. “I’m going to fuck you so deep you’ll feel me for days.”

He lined up the fat, swollen head of his cock against her soaked entrance and pushed.

Claire gasped sharply as the thick crown stretched her open. The stretch was brutal and perfect at the same time — a burning, delicious pressure that made her walls flutter and yield around his girth. Inch after heavy inch sank into her, forcing her tight, dripping heat to spread wide around him. She could feel every thick vein dragging along her inner walls, every pulse of his cock as he claimed her.

Her eyes rolled back. A long, wet, obscene squelch echoed through the tiny restroom as he buried himself deeper, sliding all the way in until his heavy balls pressed firmly against her ass. He was so deep she could feel him in her stomach.

A thick rush of her creamy arousal gushed out around his shaft, coating his balls and dripping in messy strands onto the tiled floor beneath them.

Luca started fucking her hard and fast — deep, punishing strokes that slammed her back against the door with every thrust. The door rattled loudly. His balls slapped wetly against her soaked skin. One hand stayed clamped over her mouth, the other gripped her plump ass cheek, spreading her even wider so he could drive impossibly deeper.

“Take it,” he panted in that thick Italian accent. “Take every inch of this cock like the desperate married whore you are. Your husband could never fuck you like this.”

Claire’s mind flashed to Ryan for a split second — sweet, gentle Ryan who always made love to her in silence. A few soft grunts, a quiet “I love you,” and it was over.

But this…

Luca’s filthy words combined with his deep, punishing thrusts turned her brain to liquid. She could only answer with broken, helpless whines and desperate little gasps, her mouth hanging open as he fucked her senseless against the door.  Every brutal stroke made her scream harder, the sounds turning into raw, pleasurable moans she couldn’t hold back. Claire moaned desperately against his palm, the sound muffled and obscene as it vibrated against his hand.

Her heavy tits bounced wildly inside her tank top. Her pussy fluttered and clenched greedily around his pounding cock, sucking him deeper with every thrust. The filthy wet sounds of her soaked cunt being fucked filled the small room — squelch, slap, squelch. She could smell their sex everywhere — her sweet musk, his spicy cologne, sweat, and raw lust.

Guilt and ecstasy crashed violently inside her.
This is wrong. I’m married. I should stop…

She even whimpered “stop” against his palm, but her body betrayed her completely. Her hips rocked back greedily to meet every brutal thrust, taking him even deeper.

The guilt only made her wetter, made her squeeze tighter around his thick cock.

She bit down hard on his shoulder through his shirt as her orgasm ripped through her like lightning. Her pussy spasmed violently around his thick cock, milking him in powerful, rhythmic waves. Hot cream gushed out around his shaft, soaking his balls and running down her thighs in messy rivers. Her whole body shook, legs trembling, tits jiggling as the hardest orgasm of her life tore her apart and remade her into a shameless woman she no longer recognized.

Luca growled, his hips stuttering as he lost control. “Cazzo… sei troppo stretta, puttana… cazzo!” He slammed deep one final time and came hard, flooding her with thick, hot ropes of cum. Pulse after heavy pulse, filling her until it overflowed and leaked out around his cock in creamy white streaks.

They stayed locked together, panting, his cock still twitching inside her flooded pussy.

Slowly, Luca pulled out. A thick glob of their mixed juices dripped from her stretched, gaping hole onto the floor. He tucked his glistening cock away, then gently pulled her ruined thong back into place, trapping his cum deep inside her.

They stepped out of the restroom flushed, breathing hard, skin glowing.

Claire’s legs shook with every step back to the table. Her pussy was sore, leaking, deliciously full of a stranger’s cum while she was still a married woman.

And she had never felt more alive.


Chapter 4: Art, Shadows, and Seduction

The afternoon sun felt heavier outside the café, thicker, as if it were pressing down on Claire Bennett’s already overheated skin like a lover’s palm. Her legs still trembled slightly from the brutal restroom fuck, every step sending fresh reminders through her body.

Luca had cum so much. Thick, warm loads kept leaking slowly from her stretched, puffy pussy, soaking the ruined red thong and trickling in warm, sticky trails down the insides of her thighs.

She could feel it — cool at first where it met the air, then warming again against her skin — every time her short black pleated skirt swished against her bare legs.

God, he came so much more than Ryan ever did, she thought, a fresh wave of guilt and arousal hitting her. It felt like he had been saving it all just for her. Then another thought slipped in, darker and more addictive: Does he always cum this much… or is this because of me? A thrill ran through her. I guess I’ll have to find out.

The thin black tank top clung damply to her abundant breasts, the fabric now slightly translucent from the sweat and leftover arousal, her thick pink nipples still stiff and visibly poking like they were begging for more attention. Her long chestnut hair was a little messy from being pinned against the door, loose waves sticking to the back of her neck. Between her thighs, she felt deliciously sore, swollen, and gloriously full. The constant wet squelch of mixed juices was barely audible to her but loud as thunder in her own guilty mind.

Luca Moretti walked beside her with that effortless, predatory grace, his white button-down now slightly wrinkled, sleeves still rolled up to show those thick veined forearms that made her mouth water. His dark jeans did nothing to hide the heavy, semi-hard outline of his cock, still glistening with her cream somewhere beneath the denim. His hazel-green eyes kept sliding over her body as they crossed the busy downtown street toward the modern art museum, the spicy scent of his cologne mixing with the faint smell of sex that clung to both of them.   

Neither of them spoke. They walked in perfect, silent sync — like two animals that had just mated and were already hungry for the next round. The air between them crackled with raw, unspoken need.

The city noise — car horns, distant chatter, footsteps on pavement — felt far away compared to the pounding of her heart and the wet, sticky sensation of his cum continuing to drip out of her with every stride.

“I’ve wanted to visit this modern art museum since I landed,” Luca said quietly, his voice low and intimate. He glanced across the road toward the sleek glass building, his hazel-green eyes flicking meaningfully in its direction. “But I’m glad I’m seeing it with you.”

Claire blinked, still dazed and floating. “Yeah… me too,” she murmured absentmindedly, barely registering her own words.

They bought tickets in the cool, echoing lobby of the museum. The air inside was noticeably colder, crisp and climate-controlled, carrying the faint sterile scent of polished marble floors and the subtle, expensive smell of old wood and oil paint. Claire’s nipples tightened even harder from the sudden drop in temperature, scraping torturously against her bra.

As they walked through the first few galleries, the tension between them thickened like honey. They moved slowly past towering abstract sculptures and massive canvases, their shoulders brushing, fingers occasionally grazing. Luca’s big hand would rest lightly on the small of her back, thumb stroking just above the curve of her ass, each touch sending fresh sparks straight to her leaking cunt. She could feel more of his cum sliding out, soaking further into her thong, making the lace cling obscenely to her swollen pussy lips.

They wandered deeper into the museum, the crowds thinning as they entered a quieter wing dedicated to contemporary installations. The lighting grew dimmer here, soft spotlights creating deep pools of shadow between the massive artworks. Claire’s breathing was already shallow, her heavy tits rising and falling faster, the ache between her legs growing unbearable. Guilt gnawed at her —I just got fucked like a whore in a public restroom and now I’m walking around with his cum dripping down my thighs while my husband is at work — but the guilt only made her clit throb harder, made her pussy flutter and push out another thick glob of creamy mixed juices that ran down her leg.

Luca guided her toward a secluded alcove at the far end of the gallery. A massive, curving sculpture of polished black marble dominated the space — smooth, cold, almost ten feet tall, creating a hidden pocket of shadow behind it where the main walkway was only partially visible. The wall opposite the sculpture was floor-to-ceiling glass, reflecting the entire alcove like a dark, glossy mirror. Distant footsteps and low murmurs of other patrons echoed faintly from the main hall, maybe twenty feet away, but no one could see directly into this shadowed corner unless they stepped all the way around the sculpture.

The second they were hidden, Luca turned her slowly until her back was against the cool, smooth marble. The temperature contrast made her gasp — the stone was icy against her heated skin through the thin tank top, making her nipples pinch into painful little peaks. He pressed close, one thick thigh sliding between her legs, pressing right up against her soaked, cum-filled cunt. The pressure made her whimper softly. His breath was hot against her ear as he whispered, “I’ve been dying to taste your pussy since I filled it, bella.”

Claire’s knees nearly buckled. She nodded, unable to speak, thighs trembling as he slowly sank to his knees in front of her. His big hands slid up her smooth legs, pushing the short-pleated skirt all the way up to her waist, exposing the ruined red thong completely. The lace was dark and soaked, strings of her creamy arousal and his cum stretching and glistening. Luca groaned low in his throat at the sight, the sound vibrating against her inner thigh.

He hooked two fingers into the thong and pulled it aside with agonizing slowness, the cool air hitting her dripping, puffy pussy lips like a shock.  Her cunt was a complete mess — swollen, puffy, and glistening, her inner lips parted obscenely and shiny with thick white cum that continued leaking slowly from her stretched hole.

Luca leaned in, his hot breath fanning over her clit, and dragged his tongue in one long, slow, filthy stripe from the bottom of her leaking hole all the way up to her throbbing clit.

Claire’s head fell back against the marble with a soft thud. The sensation was overwhelming — his warm, wet tongue contrasting with the cool air and the icy stone behind her. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, savoring every drop of their mixed juices, the flat of his tongue pressing firm and wide against her swollen folds. He sucked her puffy lips into his mouth one at a time, then circled her clit with teasing flicks that made her hips jerk.

Her thighs started to shake as he buried his face deeper, tongue plunging inside her cum-filled cunt, fucking her with it while his nose rubbed her clit. The wet, obscene slurping sounds were muffled only by the marble around them. She could hear faint footsteps passing on the other side of the sculpture — normal museum visitors talking quietly about art — while Luca devoured her married pussy like a starving man.

Her legs trembled harder. She tangled one hand in his thick dark hair, gripping it tightly as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in her belly.

Thrill and raw lust warred violently inside her.   Anyone could walk around that corner any second and catch a stranger eating my cum-filled cunt while my husband is at work…

The filthy thought sent a fresh rush of heat through her. The danger only made her drip more of her essence into his hungry mouth. She squeezed her thighs around his head, trapping him against her pussy as her hips rocked shamelessly, grinding herself onto his tongue.

What a day this is… she thought, half-dazed. He’s so fucking good with his tongue… with his hands… with his cock… Ryan could never do this.

Luca sucked hard on her swollen clit, two thick fingers buried deep inside her, curling relentlessly against her g-spot. While devouring her, he growled filthy words against her dripping flesh, switching between Italian and English.

“Cazzo… che buona questa figa di puttana,” he groaned hungrily, sucking noisily. “Your whore cunt tastes so fucking sweet… così bagnata e buona… so wet and delicious for me.”

Claire had no idea what most of the Italian meant, but the English words cut through her delirium like lightning — “whore cunt”, “so sweet”, “wet for me”. Each filthy phrase made her moan louder and grind harder against his face. Her thighs clamped tightly around his head as another rush of arousal flooded his mouth.

He pulled back just enough to growl, “Questa figa di puttana… you’re my slut… è mia adesso,” before diving back in, licking and sucking even more greedily.

She came without warning, biting her lower lip bloody to stay quiet. Her pussy spasmed hard around his fingers, flooding his mouth with fresh hot cream mixed with his own cum. Her thighs shook violently, knees threatening to give out as wave after wave crashed through her. Luca kept licking her through it, slow and greedy, drinking every drop until she was whimpering and oversensitive.

He rose then, spinning her around so fast her head spun. He bent her forward at the waist, hands gripping her wide hips, positioning her so she faced the glossy glass wall. The reflection showed everything — her flushed face, heavy tits hanging and swaying inside her tank top, her short skirt bunched at her waist, ass presented like an offering. Her wedding ring glinted brightly on her left hand where it gripped the edge of the marble base for support, catching the low light like a filthy accusation.

Luca freed his thick cock in one rough motion. It was rock-hard again, veiny and glistening with pre-cum. He rubbed the fat head up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in their mess, then pushed inside her in one long, deep stroke. The stretch burned so perfectly after her orgasm. Claire’s mouth fell open in a silent moan as he filled her completely, his heavy balls pressed against her clit. He started fucking her deep and steady — long, powerful thrusts that made her tits swing and her wedding ring flash in the reflection with every slam.

“Watch, bella,” he growled low against her ear, one hand fisting her hair to lift her head so she had to stare at their reflection. “Watch how this soaked pussy stretches around my cock while people walk right past us. “

The danger was intoxicating. Footsteps and voices drifted closer then faded again on the other side of the sculpture — innocent museum-goers completely unaware that just feet away, a married woman was bent over getting her cunt pounded deep by a stranger. Each thrust made wet, filthy sounds echo softly in the alcove.

Luca’s cock dragged against her g-spot with every stroke, his balls slapping rhythmically against her swollen clit. Her juices and his leftover cum squirted out around his shaft with every deep plunge, dripping down her thighs in messy rivulets.

Claire’s eyes stayed locked on the glass — watching her own face twist in ecstasy, her heavy tits bouncing, her wedding ring sparkling obscenely every time Luca drove into her. The contrast made her dizzy — the cool, elegant marble and glass of the museum versus the raw, animalistic fucking happening in its shadows. Guilt tore at her even as another orgasm built fast and hard — Ryan’s ring is right there, shining while another man fucks me senseless — but the guilt only pushed her closer to the edge.

Luca fucked her harder, deeper, one hand sliding around to pinch and roll her clit while the other kept her hair fisted. “Come for me again, bella. Come on my cock while your husband’s ring watches.”

She shattered. Her pussy clamped down like a vice, milking his thick cock in powerful, rhythmic spasms. Hot cream gushed out around him, soaking his balls and the marble floor beneath them. Her legs shook so violently she would have fallen if he wasn’t holding her up. In the reflection she watched herself come — mouth open, eyes glassy, wedding ring flashing as her whole body jerked with every pulse of pleasure.

Luca growled, slamming deep one final time and flooding her again with thick, hot ropes of cum. Pulse after heavy pulse, filling her married cunt until it overflowed and ran down her thighs in creamy white rivers mixed with her own juices.

They stayed locked together for long moments, panting, his cock still twitching inside her flooded pussy while distant footsteps continued to echo innocently on the other side of the wall. Claire’s reflection stared back at her — flushed, ruined, glowing with raw satisfaction — her wedding ring still glinting like a dirty secret.

She was completely, helplessly addicted to her own corruption.


Chapter 5:  Wine, Music, and Reckless Passion

The evening air on the rooftop pub was warm and alive, thick with the scent of grilled meats, spilled wine, and the faint salty breeze drifting up from the city streets far below. Golden hour had melted into deep twilight, strings of fairy lights glowing soft amber overhead while the live jazz band played low and sultry in the corner — saxophone moaning like a woman trying not to scream, bass vibrating through the wooden floorboards straight up into Claire Bennett’s already throbbing cunt.

She sat across from Luca at a small high-top table near the railing, her short black pleated skirt still slightly wrinkled from the museum, the thin tank top now clinging to her boobs from the humid night air. Her nipples were stiff again, two dark shadows pressing shamelessly against the fabric. Between her thighs, she was a complete wreck — swollen, tender, still leaking thick globs of Luca’s cum from both the café restroom and the museum alcove. The ruined red thong did almost nothing to contain it; every shift in her seat made fresh warm trickles slide down her inner thighs, mixing with her own fresh arousal.

Luca looked devastating in the low light. White shirt unbuttoned one button lower now, olive skin glowing, hazel-green eyes locked on her like he wanted to eat her alive. The heavy bulge in his dark jeans was already obvious, thick and half-hard as he watched her cross and uncross her legs.

Claire stole shy glances at him, unable to hold his intense gaze for long. She played nervously with a lock of her long chestnut hair, twirling it around her finger before tucking it behind her ear. Every time their eyes met she blushed and looked down, a small, flustered smile tugging at her lips, even as her body throbbed with need.

Wine flowed freely. Deep red, velvety, tasting of dark cherries and spice on Claire’s tongue. Each glass made her bolder, hotter, wetter. They talked in low voices, knees pressed together under the tiny table, his hand resting high on her bare thigh, fingers tracing slow patterns that crept higher and higher under the hem of her skirt. The jazz saxophone wailed, matching the pulse in her clit.

“Dance with me, bella,” Luca finally murmured, voice rough with need. He stood and offered his hand.

Claire’s heart slammed. She let him pull her up, legs shaky, pussy clenching as another thick drop of mixed cum slipped free and ran down her leg. The dance floor was crowded but not packed — couples swaying close under the twinkling lights, bodies moving slow and sensual to the live music.

Luca pulled her tight against him the second they stepped onto the floor. One big hand splayed across her lower back, pressing her body flush to his. The other slid down to cup her thick ass cheek through the skirt, squeezing possessively. His hard cock ground directly against her soft belly, thick and burning even through his jeans. They moved together slowly at first, hips rolling in time with the deep bass. The saxophone cried out as Luca rolled his hips harder, dragging his erection up and down against her, pressing right where her clit needed friction.

Claire’s breath hitched. Her heavy tits crushed against his chest, nipples scraping with every sway. The heat between her legs grew unbearable. His cock rubbed and rubbed, the thick ridge catching her swollen clit through their clothes with every slow grind. She could feel herself dripping faster now — hot, slippery cream leaking steadily down her thighs, probably soaking the front of his jeans. The scent of her aroused pussy rose between them, sweet and musky, mixing with his spicy cologne and the red wine on their breath.

“Feel how hard you make me,” he whispered hot against her ear, accent thick. “You’ve been walking around all day with my cum leaking out of you… and you still want more, don’t you?”
 

Claire didn’t answer with words. Instead, she turned her head and bit his earlobe, then whispered breathlessly, “Yes… I want it again.”

She rolled her hips harder against him, grinding her soaked core along the thick ridge of his cock with deliberate, needy strokes. The faint, wet, sticky sound of her arousal rubbing against his jeans was unmistakable now. Her hands slid up his chest, nails lightly scratching over his shirt as she pressed her heavy breasts tighter against him.

The guilt was still there, but it had changed — it no longer paralyzed her. It fueled her.

Luca’s hand slipped under her short skirt from behind, fingers brushing the drenched thong. “So fucking wet for me, bella. You’re making a mess all over my jeans.”

Claire let out a soft, needy laugh against his neck. “Then let me make it worse,” she whispered, grinding down harder, deliberately coating the front of his jeans with her slickness. Her voice was huskier than usual, almost daring. “I can’t stop thinking about your cock… I want it again soon.”

The song changed to something even slower, dirtier. Their bodies moved like they were already fucking — hips locked, his thick cock grinding relentlessly against her clit until her legs shook and her breathing turned into soft, needy pants against his neck. She was close. Dangerously close to coming right there on the dance floor.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered desperately, voice breaking.

Luca’s hand tightened on her ass. “Then come with me.”

He guided her off the dance floor, his palm possessive on her lower back as they slipped through the crowd toward a dimly lit back hallway near the restrooms and storage area. The music still throbbed through the walls, bass vibrating the floor. The hallway was narrow, shadowed, lined with stacked wooden crates and dim emergency lighting. The risk was insane — anyone could walk back here at any moment.

Luca didn’t waste time. He lifted her effortlessly onto a stack of sturdy crates, spreading her thick thighs wide. Her short skirt flipped up around her waist. He yanked the soaked red thong aside with a rough tug, exposing her dripping, cum-filled cunt to the cool night air.

“Guardami,” he growled. “Watch how I fuck you.”

He freed his massive cock, thick, veiny, leaking pre-cum. In one brutal thrust he buried himself balls-deep inside her. Claire’s mouth fell open in a silent cry. The stretch was perfect, filthy, overwhelming — his cock forcing her slick walls open again, pushing deep into her cum-soaked married pussy. Wet squelching sounds filled the hallway as he started pounding her hard and fast, hips snapping, heavy balls slapping against her ass with every deep stroke.

The jazz music vibrated through the wooden crates beneath her, through the walls, and straight into her body where Luca’s thick cock was buried deep. 
 

Each powerful thrust made her heavy tits bounce wildly. Luca fucked her with long, deliciously slow strokes that rubbed perfectly against her g-spot, forcing fresh squirts of her creamy juices to spill out around his thick shaft and drip down his balls with every deep plunge.

“Take me, bella,” he panted in Italian and English, voice gravelly. “Prendi il mio cazzo come la troia sposata che sei. Your husband could never fuck you this deep.”

Claire’s nails dug into his shoulders. She leaned forward and bit down hard on the side of his neck, teeth sinking into his olive skin as pleasure built like fire in her belly. She sucked and bit, leaving dark, possessive marks while he railed her on the crates. The danger was electric — laughter and music drifting from the main area, footsteps occasionally passing near the hallway entrance while Luca destroyed her cunt just feet away.

She came violently, pussy clamping down like a fist around his thick cock, gushing hot cream all over his balls. Her thighs shook, toes curling, bite marks deepening on his neck as she tried to muffle her cries against his skin.

Luca growled, slamming deep one final time. “Cazzo… sì, così… take it all, puttana!”

Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her already full pussy. Pulse after heavy pulse, he kept coming, filling her until it overflowed and ran down her ass in messy, sticky white rivers, dripping onto the wooden crate below.

They stayed locked together, panting, his cock twitching inside her overflowing cunt while the jazz saxophone moaned through the walls.

Finally Luca pulled out slowly. A huge glob of their mixed cum poured out of her stretched hole and splattered onto the floor. He tucked himself away, pulled her thong back into place to trap what he could inside her, and helped her down on shaky legs.

They walked back to their table like nothing had happened — faces flushed, hair messy, skin glowing with sweat. But the smell of raw sex followed them — thick, musky, unmistakable. Heads turned. A few people smirked knowingly as Claire sat down, thighs pressed tight, fresh cum still leaking down her legs under the table.

Luca leaned in, lips brushing her ear with a filthy smile.

“Everyone here knows exactly what a dirty married slut you are tonight, bella… and we’re not even finished yet.”

Claire’s pussy clenched hard around the mess inside her, already aching for more.

Chapter 6: Stolen Places

The sky was on fire as they reached the famous sunset viewpoint on the hill just outside the city. Deep oranges bled into molten gold and bruised purple, painting everything in a warm, glowing haze.

A gentle breeze carried the scent of pine trees, dry grass, and distant wildflowers, but underneath it all Claire could still smell herself — the thick, musky evidence of being fucked all day leaking steadily from her ruined pussy. Her short-pleated skirt fluttered against her sticky thighs, the red thong completely saturated with layer after layer of Luca’s cum and her own cream.

Every step made her swollen, tender cunt lips rub together, sending fresh little pulses of pleasure-pain through her clit. Her breasts felt swollen and heavier than usual, strained against the thin black tank top, nipples stiff from the cooling evening air and constant arousal. Her long chestnut hair moved with the breeze, occasionally sticking to the light sweat on her neck.

Luca stood close behind her at the wooden railing, his big body radiating heat. He had unbuttoned his white shirt completely now, letting the golden sunset light wash over his broad, muscular olive chest and defined abs. The fading sun highlighted every ridge, every vein on his forearms, and the dark trail of hair disappearing into his jeans where his thick cock was already half-hard again. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, hands splayed possessively over her soft belly, pulling her ass back against his growing erection.

“Bellissima,” he murmured against her ear, voice low and rough. “Look at the sky… but all I can see is how badly I need to be inside you again.”

They didn’t stay at the main viewpoint long. The pull between them was too strong. Luca took her hand and led her down a narrow, hidden dirt path into the secluded park overlook just below — a small clearing surrounded by tall trees and thick bushes, completely shielded from the main trail. Golden sunlight filtered through the leaves in long, slanted beams, warming the grass and bark. The air here was quieter, heavier with the scent of earth and pine sap.

Luca backed her slowly against a thick, smooth-barked tree. The wood was still warm from the day’s sun, slightly rough against her back through the thin tank top. He kissed her deeply for the first time that day — slow, hungry, tongues sliding and tasting red wine and sin. His hands roamed, cupping her heavy tits, thumbs circling her aching nipples through the fabric until she was whimpering into his mouth. He peeled her tank top up and off, then unhooked her bra, letting her full, pale breasts spill free into the golden light. Her dark pink nipples were rock hard, begging.

He dropped to his knees again, but this time it was slower, more worshipful. He pushed her skirt up, pulled the soaked thong down her legs and pocketed it. Cool evening air kissed her dripping, cum-filled cunt. Luca spread her thick thighs wider, then leaned in and licked her with long, luxurious strokes — savoring the messy mix of their earlier loads, groaning at the filthy taste. His tongue pushed deep inside her, fucking her slowly while his nose rubbed her swollen clit. Claire’s fingers tangled in his dark hair, hips rocking gently against his face as the sunset painted everything in fire.

When her thighs began to tremble, he stood. He shrugged off his shirt completely, bare chest glowing golden in the dying light, muscles flexing as he opened his jeans and pulled out his thick, veiny cock. It was rock hard, the fat head shiny with pre-cum. He lifted one of her legs, hooking it over his hip, and slowly — agonizingly slowly — pushed inside her.

Claire’s head fell back against the tree with a soft moan. The stretch was deep, intimate, perfect. Inch by thick inch he filled her, bare olive chest pressed to her soft tits, heartbeats syncing. When he bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her, he stayed there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every pulse and throb inside her married walls.

He fucked her slowly. Deep. Romantic. Filthy.

Long, rolling strokes that dragged every vein along her g-spot. The wet, squelching sounds of her creamy cunt taking him echoed softly in the clearing. Golden light danced across his bare chest and shoulders as he moved, muscles shifting beautifully with every thrust. Claire’s heavy tits bounced gently against him, nipples scraping his warm skin. He kissed her neck, sucked on her breasts, whispered filthy Italian between thrusts — “Sei mia… questa figa sposata è mia” — while his cock claimed her deeper than anyone ever had.

The contrast was devastating — the beautiful sunset, the peaceful trees, the romantic golden light… and the married woman getting her cunt slowly ruined against a tree by a stranger.

Claire came first, slow and shattering. Her pussy fluttered and clenched around his thick cock in long, powerful waves. Hot cream gushed out around him, soaking his balls and dripping down her ass. She cried out his name softly, trembling in his arms as the orgasm rolled through her like warm honey.

Luca kept fucking her through it, slower, deeper, drawing it out until she was whimpering. Then he pulled out, spun her around, and bent her forward against the tree. He took her from behind — still deep and possessive, one hand reaching around to rub her clit while the other gripped her hip. When he finally came, he buried himself to the hilt and flooded her again, thick ropes of hot cum painting her insides as the last rays of sunset faded.

Afterwards, he turned her gently and took out his phone. “For my private collection, bella,” he whispered. He photographed her flushed face — lips swollen, eyes glassy with pleasure, hair wild, tits bare and marked with his mouth, wedding ring still on her finger. The golden afterglow lit her skin perfectly. She looked ruined. Beautiful. His.

In that moment, staring at him in the dying light, Claire felt it hit her hard — she was falling. Not just lust. Something deeper. Something terrifying and addictive.

They didn’t stop there.

Later, as full darkness settled, Luca took her to a locked rooftop garden on a quiet building nearby. He had the code from his Airbnb host. The garden was lush with hanging plants and soft fairy lights. He laid her down on a wide wooden bench, stripped her completely naked under the stars, and ate her pussy for a long, luxurious time — slow licks, three fingers curling inside her, making her squirt quietly onto the wood while city lights twinkled below. Then he fucked her face-down on the bench, slow and grinding, whispering how he was addicted to her married cunt, how he never wanted to leave it. She came twice more, biting her own arm to stay quiet, before he filled her again.

The final stop was the back seat of his rented black SUV in a dimly lit parking garage. The windows were tinted. The space was cramped, intimate, risky. He reclined the seat and pulled her on top, making her ride him reverse cowgirl. Her thick ass bounced on his cock while he gripped her hips, guiding her down hard. The car rocked gently. Her tits swayed heavily. He reached around and rubbed her clit, growling dirty praises in Italian as she came again, gushing all over his lap. Then he pulled her down, wrapped his arms around her from behind, and fucked up into her with deep, emotional strokes until he emptied his balls inside her one last time that night.

By the time Luca finally zipped up and helped her out of the back seat, Claire’s entire body felt boneless, used, and deliciously wrecked. Her legs trembled violently with every step across the dimly lit parking garage. Thick, warm globs of his cum kept leaking out of her swollen, gaping pussy despite the soaked thong desperately trying to contain it. The sticky mess coated her inner thighs all the way down to her knees, cooling in the night air and making her shiver. Her heavy tits ached from being sucked and squeezed so many times. Dark hickeys bloomed across her pale breasts and inner thighs. Her clit was still throbbing, hypersensitive, sending little aftershocks through her core with every movement. She felt exhausted — deliciously, bone-deep tired — yet somehow still unbearably horny, her married cunt clenching greedily around the thick load still inside her, craving more even as her body begged for rest.

The drive back to her neighborhood was quiet, heavy with unspoken need. Luca’s hand stayed high on her thigh the entire way, fingers occasionally brushing the sticky mess between her legs, teasing her swollen folds through the ruined thong. Claire kept biting her lip, fighting the urge to beg him to pull over and fuck her one more time. When they finally stopped a block away from her house, the goodbye felt torturous.

Luca leaned over and kissed her slow and deep, tongue fucking her mouth the same way he’d fucked her pussy all evening. His hand slid under her skirt again, two thick fingers pushing into her cum-filled cunt, stirring the messy load while he whispered against her lips, “I can still feel how tight you are around me, bella… even now your married pussy doesn’t want to let me go.”

Claire moaned into his mouth, hips rocking shamelessly against his fingers for a few filthy seconds before she forced herself to pull away. “I have to go inside,” she whispered breathlessly, voice hoarse from moaning his name for hours. “Ryan will be home soon…”

Luca sucked her juices and his own cum off his fingers with a wicked smile. “Sleep with my cum still dripping out of you tonight. I want you to feel me when your husband kisses you goodnight.”

The words sent a fresh gush of arousal through her exhausted body. Claire kissed him one last time — hungry, desperate — then slipped out of the car on shaky legs. She walked the final block slowly, every step making more cum leak down her thighs. Her pleated skirt was wrinkled, her tank top stretched and marked, hair wild, lips swollen. She looked exactly like what she was: a well-fucked, cheating wife.

She reached her front door and paused, heart pounding. The house was quiet, lights on in the living room. Ryan was probably inside waiting. Claire took a slow, deep breath, trying to steady herself. She turned the key as quietly as possible, pushing the door open inch by inch so it wouldn’t creak. The familiar smell of home — dinner leftovers, Ryan’s cologne, laundry detergent — hit her and twisted something guilty deep in her stomach. But the guilt only made her pussy flutter again, pushing out another warm trickle of Luca’s cum that ran down her leg.

She closed the door softly behind her and didn’t call out. Instead she kicked off her heels and tiptoed straight upstairs toward the master bathroom, avoiding the living room where Ryan might be watching TV. Her thighs stuck together with dried and fresh cum as she moved. She could feel how puffy and open her cunt still was — stretched, tender, leaking constantly.

Once inside the bathroom she locked the door, turned on the shower, and stripped quickly. Her reflection in the mirror looked obscene: flushed cheeks, messy hair, bite marks and hickeys all over her heavy tits, dried streaks of cum on her inner thighs, her pussy lips red, swollen, and glistening. She stepped under the hot spray with a deep sigh, letting the water cascade over her exhausted body.

But even the shower couldn’t kill the lust.

Claire leaned back against the cool tiles, eyes closed, and let her hands roam. She cupped her sore breasts, pinching her sensitive nipples hard the way Luca had done. One hand slid down between her legs. Her fingers found her cum-filled cunt still leaking thick white ropes even under the running water. She pushed two fingers inside herself, stirring Luca’s load, fucking it deeper while she rubbed her swollen clit in slow, needy circles. Soft, desperate moans escaped her lips as the hot water beat down on her.

God,  I still want him. I want his thick cock again. I want him to bend me over this tub and fill me while Ryan is downstairs.

The guilt crashed into the lust like waves, making everything more intense. She fingered herself faster, legs shaking, imagining Luca’s deep Italian voice growling filthy things in her ear while she came again under the shower spray — a smaller, exhausted orgasm that still left her whimpering his name.

She could clearly see Luca’s thick, heavy cock dangling right in front of her eyes — still semi-hard, glistening, veiny and powerful. Without thinking, she puckered her lips and kissed the air, imagining herself pressing soft, hungry kisses along that gorgeous shaft. I could eat your fat Italian salami all day, gorgeous… she thought, a filthy little smile forming on her lips.

I don’t even know how many times I came today…

And Luca… he had cum inside her six times — six thick, powerful loads. Are all fit Italian men like this? she wondered with a secret smile. Or is it just him?

Ryan could barely manage twice on a good day — and even then, it was usually quick and weak. Most weeks it was barely once.

And he was so vocal… so primal… so deliciously dirty.

What a lover…

She rinsed the last traces of soap from her body, still feeling his cum faintly leaking out of her even after everything.

By the time she stepped out and wrapped herself in a towel, her skin was pink from the hot water, but the marks on her breasts were still visible. She’d have to be careful tonight.

She was completely exhausted, legs weak, mind spinning with images of Luca’s bare golden chest in the sunset, his cock stretching her in the car, his cum still faintly leaking even after washing.

And yet, deep down, Claire knew the truth.

She was falling hard — dangerously, addictively, helplessly in love with the way Luca made her feel alive.

And I’m so glad he found me.

She no longer wanted to fight it.


Chapter 7: The Airbnb Nights

The next evening, just after 8:15 p.m., Claire’s phone lit up with a new message while she was finishing dinner with Ryan. 

Luca: “I can’t stop thinking about you. Come to the Airbnb tonight, bella. Stay with me until morning. I want you in my bed all night long. Door will be unlocked. Wear something that comes off easily… and don’t wear anything underneath.”

Her married pussy clenched hard just reading the words. All day she had been sore, leaking, and distracted, her body still remembering every thrust from yesterday. Now the ache between her legs flared back into full, throbbing need.

She told Ryan she was going out again with her “school friend” for another girls’ night. He nodded absentmindedly, kissed her cheek, and said, “Don’t stay out too late, babe.” The lie sat heavy in her stomach, but it only made her wetter as she went upstairs to change.

Claire chose a soft, slinky emerald-green wrap dress that tied loosely at the side. The silky fabric clung to her heavy 36D breasts, the deep V-neck showing generous cleavage and the hard outline of her nipples. The hem reached mid-thigh, perfect for quick access. She wore absolutely nothing underneath — no bra, no panties. Her long chestnut hair fell in loose waves down her back, and she painted her lips a rich, cock-sucking red. She slipped on strappy black heels and left the house with her heart hammering and her bare pussy already dripping.

She drove through the cooling evening streets, the silky dress rubbing teasingly against her swollen, sensitive clit with every movement. By the time she parked a block away and walked to the Airbnb, her inner thighs were slick with fresh arousal.

The modern townhouse was waiting, lights dimmed invitingly. Claire’s pulse raced as she climbed the steps. The door was unlocked, just as promised. She pushed it open slowly and stepped inside.

Warm golden candlelight greeted her immediately. Dozens of thick white candles flickered across the living room, windowsills, and the open bedroom, casting soft, romantic shadows over the sleek furniture. The air was rich with the scent of melted wax, vanilla, and a bottle of expensive Italian red wine that had been opened and left to breathe on the counter. Soft, sensual jazz played low in the background.

Luca was waiting for her near the kitchen island.

He looked devastating. A fitted black button-down shirt with the top buttons open, revealing his sun-kissed olive chest and dark hair. Sleeves rolled up to show those powerful veined forearms. Dark jeans hugging his muscular thighs and the thick, obvious bulge of his hardening cock. His hazel-green eyes darkened with raw hunger the moment he saw her in that emerald dress, his gaze dragging slowly over her heavy tits and the hard points of her nipples pressing against the thin fabric.

“Cristo santo, Claire…” he breathed, voice thick with lust. “You look like pure sin.”

He crossed the room in slow, deliberate strides, closed the door behind her, and locked it with a soft click that sounded like the start of something irreversible. Then he pulled her into his arms and kissed her deeply, possessively, tongue sliding against hers as his big hands roamed over her body through the silky dress.

“I’ve been hard all day waiting for you,” he growled against her lips. “Thinking about you, and just you… about having you here all night where I can fuck you properly.”

Claire whimpered, already soaked. Luca tugged the tie of her wrap dress with one smooth pull. The silky fabric fell open instantly, sliding off her shoulders and pooling at her feet, leaving her completely naked except for her heels. Her heavy pale breasts spilled free, nipples stiff and aching. Her bare pussy glistened with arousal in the candlelight.

Luca groaned at the sight, eyes devouring every inch of her. He lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her deeper into the candlelit townhouse, her dripping cunt rubbing against the hard ridge of his cock through his jeans.

He set her down near the coffee table, handed her a glass of the deep red wine, and clinked his glass against hers.

“To tonight, bella,” he said, voice low and filthy. “To making you scream my name until you forget you’re married.”

They drank slowly, eyes locked, the rich wine warming their bodies. He fed her a sweet, ripe strawberry, the juicy red fruit bursting on her tongue as he licked the dripping juice from her chin and lips.

Then, with the candles flickering around them and hours stretching out before them, Luca began his slow, worshipful, utterly filthy seduction of her body.

And Claire surrendered completely.

Luca didn’t rush. He took her hand and led her to the wide, low leather couch in the center of the living room, the soft material cool against the backs of her bare thighs as he gently pushed her down to sit. Candlelight flickered across her naked body, making her heavy 36D breasts glow golden and casting dancing shadows between her spread thighs. Her married pussy was already glistening, puffy lips parted and leaking a thin string of arousal that stretched down toward the cushion.

He knelt between her legs like he was praying. For long, agonizing minutes he simply looked — hazel-green eyes devouring every pink fold, every twitch of her swollen clit. Then he leaned in and started worshipping with his mouth. Not fast. Not desperate. Slow, reverent licks from the bottom of her leaking hole all the way up to her throbbing clit, his warm tongue flat and broad. The taste of her — sweet, musky, slightly tangy from the day’s earlier fucking — made him groan deep in his chest. He sucked one puffy lip into his mouth, then the other, savoring the way her creamy juices coated his tongue.

Claire’s head fell back against the couch, a low, broken moan escaping her as her fingers tangled in his thick dark hair. The contrast was filthy and perfect — the cool leather under her ass, the hot wetness of his mouth, the flickering heat of the candles on her skin. Guilt stabbed sharp in her chest — Ryan is probably falling asleep on the couch right now, thinking I’m safe with a friend — but the guilt only made her hips roll shamelessly against Luca’s face, pushing her dripping cunt harder onto his tongue.

He fed her a strawberry while he licked her. He bit the ripe fruit in half, the sweet red juice bursting and running down his chin, then pressed the other half against her clit, rubbing the juicy flesh in slow circles. The cold, sticky sweetness mixed with her hot cream. He licked it all off — strawberry juice and pussy juice together — while sliding two thick fingers deep inside her, curling them perfectly against her g-spot.

Hours felt like they melted. He kept her on the edge for what seemed like forever, bringing her close, then backing off, licking slower, fingering gentler. When he finally let her come the first time, it was on his tongue — her thighs shaking violently around his head as she gushed fresh cream into his mouth, crying out his name in a hoarse, broken voice.

Luca rose, lips shiny with her juices, and stripped off his shirt and jeans. His thick, veiny cock sprang free, heavy and leaking, the fat purple head already glistening. He pulled her up and carried her to the kitchen island, setting her ass right on the cool marble edge. Her legs draped over his shoulders as he stood between them, lining up his cock.

He pushed in agonizingly slow — inch after thick inch stretching her married walls open again, the wet squelch loud in the quiet townhouse. When he bottomed out, balls pressed tight against her ass, he stayed there, grinding deep, letting her feel every throb. “This is what I crave, bella,” he whispered, voice gravelly. “A married woman’s forbidden pussy… so tight, so wet, squeezing me like it knows it shouldn’t.”

He fucked her like that on the island — deep, rolling strokes that made her heavy tits bounce and her nipples scrape against his bare chest. The marble was cold under her ass, his body burning hot between her thighs. Strawberries waited on a plate beside them; he grabbed one and dragged it across her lips, then down her throat, circling each nipple, leaving sticky red trails he licked clean while never stopping the slow, devastating thrusts.

They moved again. He carried her to the thick rug in front of the fireplace, laying her on her back and climbing between her legs in a tight, intimate lotus position — her legs wrapped around his waist, chests pressed together, faces inches apart so he could look into her eyes while he fucked her. His cock ground deep and slow, stirring the mess inside her, the angle rubbing her clit perfectly with every roll of his hips. Candlelight reflected in his hazel eyes as he kissed her, tongues sliding, sharing the taste of wine and strawberries and her own pussy.

Claire’s lust burned hotter with every deep thrust, her body arching to take him even deeper. She was someone’s wife, but that only made her cunt clench tighter around his thick cock, slick and greedy. She dug her nails into his broad back and moaned louder, shamelessly chasing the pleasure that ripped through her.

“Fuck… yes, just like that,” she gasped, legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass to pull him in harder. No guilt, no hesitation—just raw, filthy need. Every powerful stroke dragged a fresh wave of wetness from her, her walls fluttering and pulsing as she surrendered completely to how good he felt stretching her open.

She kissed him hungrily, tongue sliding against his, tasting the sweat on his skin while her hips rolled up to meet him. This was wrong in every way that mattered… and it made her come even harder.

He flipped her gently onto her stomach on the rug, but instead of taking her from behind he lay flush on top of her, cock sliding back inside in a prone-bone position — his full weight pressing her into the soft rug, every inch of skin touching. He fucked her like that for a long time, slow and grinding, lips at her ear whispering filthy Italian and English. “Questa figa sposata è mia… your husband has no idea how beautifully you take another man’s cock.”

Later he sat in the wide armchair by the window and pulled her onto his lap facing him again, but this time with her feet planted on the arms of the chair, thighs spread obscenely wide so he could watch every inch of his thick cock disappearing into her stretched, creamy hole. He fed her more wine and strawberries while she rode him slow and deep, her heavy tits bouncing in his face as he sucked and bit her nipples.

The squirting happened deep in the night, after they had paused for more wine and he had spent twenty minutes eating her asshole and pussy at the same time on the bed.

He had her on her back on the big king mattress, legs pushed back almost to her ears in a folded position. Three fingers curled hard and fast against her g-spot while his tongue lashed her swollen clit. He didn’t let up when she started whimpering that it felt too intense, too full.

“Let it go, bella,” he growled against her dripping flesh. “I want you to squirt all over me like the filthy married slut you are. Show me how badly this forbidden pussy needs to come for me.”

Claire’s whole body locked up. The pressure built unbearably — a hot, liquid fullness she had never felt before. Then it exploded. A powerful, gushing jet of clear squirt shot out of her, soaking his chest, his face, the sheets. Her pussy spasmed violently, squirting again and again in rhythmic, humiliating waves while she screamed his name, legs shaking uncontrollably. The release was shattering, leaving her trembling and sobbing with pleasure.

Luca didn’t stop. He climbed up, slammed his cock back inside her now soaking, squirt-drenched cunt, and fucked her through the aftershocks, chasing his own release while whispering, “I crave this beautiful cunt more than anything… the way it squeezes when you know it’s wrong… the way it creams and squirts for me.”

He teased her tight little asshole the entire night — circling it with a slick thumb while fucking her pussy, pushing one finger inside while she rode him, even sliding just the fat head of his cock into her ass for a few careful, filthy minutes while she rubbed her clit and came again from the new, burning stretch.

They fucked on the balcony for a risky ten minutes under the stars, her back against the railing, one leg hooked high over his arm. They fucked on the floor with pillows piled under her hips. They fucked standing in the shower when they finally rinsed off, slow and slippery, her back against the warm tiles.

By the time the candles had burned low and the first gray light of dawn touched the windows, Claire was a trembling, cum-covered, blissed-out wreck. Her body was marked with hickeys and bite marks, her pussy swollen and gaping, leaking load after thick load down her thighs, her ass tender and tingling, her throat raw from sucking him deep between rounds.

Luca pulled her into his arms on the ruined bed, both of them sweaty and spent, and kissed her forehead.

“This is what you were made for, bella,” he whispered. “To be fucked like this… to feel truly alive.”

Claire lay there, trembling and breathless, her body still buzzing with aftershocks. Her pussy fluttered and pulsed greedily around the thick, warm load he had just pumped deep inside her, milking every last drop as hot cum leaked slowly from her swollen, well-fucked folds. Overwhelming pleasure braided so tightly with raw, aching bliss inside her chest that she couldn’t tell where her orgasm ended and her ecstasy began.

She wasn’t even aware she was singing — a sweet, wordless melody — while smiling so radiantly it lit the whole room. She kissed her lover’s forehead, then lingered on his lips, breathing him in. For the first time in years — maybe in her entire life — she felt completely, utterly, gloriously alive.

Dawn was just beginning to bleed pale gray through the windows when the last candle finally guttered out. Claire lay sprawled across the ruined king bed, body trembling and slick with sweat, cum, squirt, and strawberry juice. Her full, ripe mango-shaped tits were covered in dark hickeys and bite marks, her nipples still stiff and glistening. Her pussy was swollen, gaping, and leaking thick white rivers of Luca’s multiple loads down her ass crack onto the soaked sheets. Her tight little asshole tingled from the hours he had spent teasing and fingering it. Her legs felt like jelly, her throat raw from moaning and sucking him, her lips puffy and red.

Luca kissed her slowly one last time, deep and tender, tasting of her pussy and wine. “I don’t want you to leave, bella,” he whispered against her mouth. “But I know you have to.”

Claire dressed on shaky legs. The emerald-green wrap dress felt obscene now — the silky fabric sliding over her marked breasts and sticking to the dried cum on her inner thighs. She tied it loosely, no underwear, no bra, her hard nipples clearly visible through the thin material. She slipped her heels back on and let Luca walk her to the door, his big hand possessively on her lower back the entire way.

At the threshold he pulled her in for one final, hungry kiss, his tongue fucking her mouth while his fingers slipped under the dress and pushed two thick digits into her cum-filled cunt one last time, stirring the mess. “Feel me dripping out of you when you kiss your husband good morning,” he growled.

Claire moaned into his mouth, then forced herself to pull away. She stepped out into the cool early-morning air, the sky just turning pink. Her legs trembled with every step down the path. Fresh cum leaked down her thighs as she walked to her car. She drove home slowly, windows down, the cool breeze teasing her bare, dripping pussy under the dress, her mind spinning with every filthy memory of the night.

She parked two houses away so the car noise wouldn’t wake Ryan. The front door opened with a soft click. The house was still dark and quiet — Ryan was still asleep in their bed, soft snoring drifting down the stairs. Claire tiptoed upstairs, heart pounding, slipped into the guest bathroom instead of the master, and took the fastest, quietest shower of her life. She scrubbed between her legs thoroughly, soaped away the visible streaks of cum, but she couldn’t erase the deep ache or the fresh hickeys blooming across her breasts. She wrapped herself in a towel, crept into the master bedroom, and slid under the covers beside her sleeping husband just as the first rays of sunlight touched the window.

Ryan stirred a few minutes later. He rolled over, blinking sleepily, and smiled at her. “Hey babe… you’re back. How was your night with the girls?”

Claire’s pussy gave a guilty flutter under the sheets, still leaking a faint trace of Luca’s cum. She turned to face him, voice soft and deliberately dreamy. “It was… intense. We drank a lot of really good wine… talked about everything. The kind of night that makes you feel completely alive again, you know? Like your whole body is awake for the first time in years. I didn’t want it to end.”

Ryan frowned slightly, confusion flickering across his face. “Alive? What do you mean? You sound… different. Did something happen?”

Claire smiled a small, secret smile, her nipples tightening under the sheet as she remembered Luca’s cock stretching her while she squirted all over him. “Just girl talk. Deep stuff. You wouldn’t understand.” She stretched lazily, letting the sheet slip down enough to show the edge of a fresh hickey on the top of her breast before pulling it back up quickly.

Ryan blinked, looking more puzzled, but the alarm on his phone went off. “Shit, I’m running late for the office.” He kissed her forehead quickly, grabbed his clothes, and headed for the shower. “We’ll talk more tonight, okay?”

Claire lay there listening to the shower run, her hand sliding between her thighs, fingers gently circling her still-swollen clit as she whispered Luca’s name under her breath.


Chapter 8:  Wild at Home

The second Ryan’s car pulled out of the driveway at 7:45 a.m., Claire’s heart slammed against her ribs so hard she could feel it in her swollen clit. She was still naked under the sheets, her d pussy aching and leaking the last faint traces of Luca’s cum from the night before. Her body was covered in fresh hickeys and bite marks that she would have to hide later. She grabbed her phone with trembling fingers and typed the message before she could second-guess herself.

Claire: Ryan just left for work. Front door is unlocked. Come over right now. I need you inside me one last time… in my own bed.

She hit send and waited, thighs pressed together, already dripping fresh arousal onto the sheets.

Less than eight minutes later she heard the soft click of the front door downstairs. Footsteps on the stairs. Luca stepped into the bedroom doorway looking every bit the man who had completely ruined her — black button-down open at the collar, dark jeans, that devastating stubble and piercing hazel-green eyes that locked on her naked body like he wanted to devour her soul.

Claire stood up slowly from the marital bed, the same bed she had shared with Ryan for years. The morning light streamed through the curtains, catching on her heavy 36D tits, the dark marks Luca had left on them, and the slick shine between her thighs. She didn’t speak. She simply walked to him, dropped to her knees right there on the bedroom carpet, and looked up at him with raw, desperate eyes.

This was the first time she had ever done this for him.

Luca’s breath caught. He could see it in her face — the complete surrender. She had fallen for him. Hard. Trusting him completely with the most forbidden parts of herself. His cock twitched visibly in his jeans, thickening fast.

Claire’s hands shook only a little as she unzipped him and pulled his thick, veiny cock free. It sprang out heavy and hot, the fat purple head already leaking a bead of pre-cum.


She smiled to herself wickedly.  Fuck… it really does look like a thick salami.

She had never sucked him before — not once in all their secret fucks — but this morning she wanted to. Needed to. She wanted him to know how dirty she had become for him.

She leaned in and took the head into her warm, wet mouth for the very first time. The salty, musky taste of him flooded her tongue. She moaned around his thickness, sucking gently at first, then deeper, her full red lips stretching wide as she worked more of his cock into her throat. Her hazel eyes stayed locked on his the entire time, watering slightly as she took him deeper than she thought she could. She bobbed slowly, sloppily, saliva dripping down her chin and onto her heavy tits.

Luca groaned deep in his chest, one big hand gently threading into her long chestnut hair. “Cazzo, bella… look at you. My sweet slut finally sucking my cock in her husband’s bedroom. You’re really mine now, aren’t you?”

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. Without a word she leaned lower and sucked one of his heavy balls into her mouth, rolling it gently with her tongue while her hand stroked his slick cock. The musky, masculine taste made her pussy clench hard. She had never felt this filthy, this free. She moved to the other ball, sucking and licking, then dragged her tongue lower — all the way down to the sensitive skin behind his balls.

Luca’s eyes widened in shock and raw, burning lust as Claire pushed further.

She spread his firm, muscular ass cheeks wide with both hands, fingers sinking deep into the hard, rounded orbs. God, his ass is so fucking perfect, she thought, a fresh wave of heat flooding her pussy. She squeezed the powerful muscles greedily, loving how they flexed and tightened under her palms — so strong, so masculine.

Then she leaned in and inhaled deeply, burying her nose right against him and breathing in the warm, intimate masculine musk rising from his skin. The rich scent made her dizzy with lust.

Fuck… he smells so good.
I can’t believe I’m doing this… and I fucking love it.

She pressed her warm, wet tongue flat against his tight asshole and licked him in long, slow, filthy strokes. Her tongue swirled greedily around the puckered ring, tracing every sensitive ridge before dipping lower to lap at the smooth skin behind his balls. The intimate, masculine taste of him made her moan seductively.

God, I’m actually eating his ass… and I’m so fucking wet from it.

She pushed her face deeper between his firm cheeks, sucking and licking with shameless hunger. Her tongue stiffened and probed inside the tight ring, sliding in and out in wet, obscene little thrusts. Loud, sloppy moans vibrated straight into his hole as she devoured him — licking, sucking, and tongue-fucking his asshole like a starving, filthy slut who couldn’t get enough. Spit ran down her chin. Her hand never stopped working his thick, veiny cock, twisting and pumping faster, smearing his leaking pre-cum all over the throbbing shaft.

Luca’s knees buckled hard. A raw, broken groan tore from deep in his chest. “Fuuuuck, Claire…” His powerful thighs shook violently as he gripped her hair with both hands, torn between yanking her face harder into his ass and trying not to collapse. His whole body trembled, muscles flexing and twitching under the relentless assault of her hungry tongue.

She could feel how much he loved it — the way his tight hole clenched and fluttered against her tongue — and it made her own soaked pussy throb and drip down her thighs.

“Fuck… Claire…” he panted, voice hoarse and wrecked with disbelief. “You’re really doing this for me… licking my ass like a desperate whore… while his fucking photo is right there on the nightstand…”

He groaned deeply, almost shaking.

“I’ve never been this hard in my life.”

Claire pulled back just enough to look up at him, her lips wet and glossy, eyes dark with lust and a hint of wicked mischief. She gave his throbbing cock one slow, teasing stroke — it was rock-hard, like granite in her hand — and smirked.

“Yeah, I am,” she said, voice low and husky. “I’m licking your ass while his picture watches us.”

She leaned in and flicked her tongue across his hole again, deliberately slow, before adding with a wicked little smile:

“And I’m not stopping. You like knowing I’m this filthy for you, don’t you?”

Her eyes stayed locked on his, bold and challenging. “Bet it makes your cock even harder knowing how much I’m enjoying being your dirty little secret.”

Then she dove back in, pressing her tongue deep into his tight ring with a hungry moan, stroking him faster and tighter. She moaned in soft, coaxing purrs against his asshole, the deep vibrations making him growl in pleasure. Her tongue pushed insistently deeper, licking and probing with shameless need while her hand pumped his cock faster and tighter, coating every inch in her warm saliva and his leaking pre-cum.

She was absolutely soaked — her thighs shiny, her dripping cunt leaving wet streaks on the carpet beneath her.

Luca couldn’t take it anymore. He pulled her up roughly, spun her around, and bent her over the edge of the marital bed. He slammed into her soaked pussy in one brutal thrust, burying every thick inch in a single stroke. Claire screamed into the sheets, the stretch almost too much after the night before. He fucked her hard and bad — deep, punishing, angry thrusts that made the headboard slam against the wall. His heavy balls slapped loudly against her clit.

“Puttana…” he growled hotly against her ear, voice rough and possessive, “I love you like this.”

He reached around and pinched her nipples hard, twisting them between his fingers and leaving fresh red marks on her pale tits.

“Have you ever eaten your husband’s ass like that?” Luca asked, still thrusting deep and hard.

Claire moaned loudly, her voice breaking. “No… never,” she gasped. “Only yours… just you, Luca.”

Luca smirked, dark and satisfied, as he pinched her sensitive nipples even harder, rolling them roughly between his fingers.

“You’re mine now, bella,” he snarled, voice thick with lust. “You licked my ass like a filthy slut because you’re falling for me.”

He slammed into her harder, hips snapping with raw power.

“Say it. Say it while I fuck you in your husband’s bed.”

Claire could barely speak through the relentless pounding. “I… I’m falling for you… oh god, Luca… harder…”

He yanked her up by the hair, turned her around, and threw her onto her back on the bed — right on Ryan’s side, the pillow still smelling faintly of her husband’s cologne. He climbed between her thighs and fucked her even harder, hips snapping, sweat dripping from his chest onto her bouncing tits. The wet, filthy squelching of her creamy pussy filled the room. He made her look at the wedding photo on the nightstand the entire time.

Then he flipped her again, lay back on the bed, and pulled her on top in reverse cowgirl. “Ride me,” he ordered, voice low and rough. “Look at your wedding picture while you fuck yourself on the cock you were just sucking like a whore.”

Claire sank down onto his thick cock, taking every inch until her ass was flush against his hips. She started riding him hard — her thick ass bouncing, heavy tits swaying wildly — staring straight at the smiling photo of herself and Ryan on their wedding day. Her wedding ring glinted on her finger with every slam.

The sight didn’t stop her. It only made her wetter. She rode him harder, faster, completely lost in the filthy thrill of fucking another man in her own marriage bed while looking at her own wedding picture.

The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter until it finally broke them both.

Claire shattered first. Her pussy clamped down like a vice around his cock as a violent orgasm ripped through her. Hot, clear fluid gushed out in powerful jets, squirting hard all over his balls and thighs, soaking the marital sheets beneath them. She screamed his name, body convulsing wildly, eyes still locked on the wedding photo while wave after wave of blinding pleasure tore her apart.

Luca roared and slammed deep one final time, burying himself to the hilt.

“Cazzo! Sì, così… prendi tutto il mio seme, puttana sposata!” he snarled, voice wrecked with raw lust. “Take every fucking drop, you filthy married whore!”

He came hard, flooding her with surge after surge of hot cum. He kept thrusting through it, pumping everything he had deep into her married pussy until it was too much — until it overflowed and gushed back out around his cock in messy, slippery waves, mixing with her own squirt and soaking the sheets beneath them.

“That’s it… take it all in your husband’s bed,” he growled, still thrusting deep. “Sei mia… sei tutta mia, bella. Ti amo… fuck, I love you like this.”

He slammed into her one last time, flooding her with surge after surge of hot cum. “You belong to me now… mia puttana… mia moglie sporca… all mine.”

They stayed locked together, panting, his cock still twitching inside her overflowing, cum-drenched cunt while the wedding photo stared back at them in silent accusation.

Luca finally pulled out slowly. A huge, obscene glob of their mixed cum poured out of her stretched, gaping hole and splattered onto the soaked sheets. He dressed quickly while Claire lay there on the ruined marital bed, legs spread obscenely wide, tears pricking her eyes and fresh cum still leaking in thick white rivers down her thighs onto Ryan’s side of the bed.

He leaned down, kissed her softly on the lips, and whispered, “This isn’t goodbye, bella. Not really.”

Then he was gone.

Claire stayed exactly where she was — naked, marked, leaking, staring at the wedding photo with tears rolling down her flushed cheeks and her pussy still throbbing with the aftershocks of the hardest, most forbidden, most filthy orgasm of her entire life.


Chapter 9:  Warm and Wanton

The front door clicked open at 6:12 p.m. exactly. Claire was already waiting in the living room, heart pounding so hard she could feel it throbbing between her legs. Her pussy was still swollen and tender from the brutal morning fuck with Luca, leaking faint traces of his thick cum even after she had showered twice.

Every movement made her clit ache with fresh need. The house smelled faintly of the dinner she had half-heartedly reheated, but all she could really smell was the ghost of Luca’s spicy cologne still clinging to her skin.

Ryan stepped inside, loosening his tie, looking tired but happy to be home. “Hey babe, I’m back. Smells good in here.”

Claire didn’t answer with words. Instead she stood up slowly from the couch, wearing nothing but a tiny black lace thong that barely covered her puffy pussy lips and a matching sheer lace bralette that did almost nothing to hide her shapely boobs. Her nipples were already stiff and dark against the delicate fabric. On her feet were the same strappy black heels she had worn for Luca. Her long chestnut hair was loose and tousled, lips painted the same deep red she had worn all week.

Ryan froze in the doorway, eyes widening. “Claire… what the—”

She didn’t let him finish. She walked straight to the Bluetooth speaker on the shelf and hit play. Slow, sultry R&B music filled the room — deep bass, breathy female vocals, the kind of track that made hips want to roll. She dimmed the lights with the remote until the living room was bathed in soft amber glow, shadows dancing across the walls and her nearly naked body.

Then she started dancing for him.

Slow. Sensual. Filthy.

Her hips swayed in time with the heavy beat, hands sliding up her own curves, cupping her heavy tits and squeezing them together so the lace strained. She turned slowly, giving him a full view of her thick ass, the black thong disappearing between her plump cheeks. Ryan stood there stunned, briefcase still in his hand, mouth slightly open.

Claire danced closer, never breaking eye contact. She could feel how wet she was — fresh cream already soaking the crotch of the thong, the scent of her aroused pussy mixing with the faint leftover smell of Luca’s cum.

The thought of fucking her husband while fantasizing about Luca gave her a wicked, filthy kick. It made her even wetter, made her nipples ache harder, and turned her movements more confident and seductive.

She stopped right in front of Ryan, so close her heavy breasts brushed his chest. “You’ve been working so hard, baby,” she whispered, voice low and husky. “Let me take care of you tonight.”

Her hands went to his tie, loosening it slowly while she rolled her hips against him, grinding her lace-covered pussy against the growing bulge in his slacks. Ryan’s breath hitched. She could feel his cock twitching to life against her. She slipped the tie free, then started unbuttoning his shirt, dancing the whole time — slow figure-eights with her hips, ass pushing back every time she turned.

Ryan finally dropped his briefcase. “Claire… Jesus… what’s gotten into you?”

She didn’t answer. She just smiled a secret, filthy smile and pushed him gently backward until he sank onto the couch. Then she climbed onto his lap, straddling him, and really started grinding. Her heavy tits pressed against his face as she rolled her hips in deep, dirty circles, dragging her soaked thong right over the hard ridge of his cock. The lace rubbed her swollen clit perfectly. She moaned softly, eyes half-closed, imagining it was Luca’s thick cock underneath her instead.

In her head it was Luca’s big hands gripping her ass. Luca’s deep Italian voice growling “bella” in her ear. Luca’s thick, veiny cock stretching her open.

She reached down between them and unzipped Ryan’s slacks, pulling his cock free. It was hard — decent, familiar — but in her mind it was Luca’s massive, olive-skinned shaft, the one that had ruined her for days. She could almost hear Luca’s deep, horny growl in her ear: “Puttana…”

Claire stroked Ryan slowly while she kept grinding, then slid off his lap and dropped to her knees between his spread thighs.

She took him into her mouth — the same mouth that had sucked and licked Luca’s cock and balls and ass just hours earlier. Ryan groaned loudly, hands threading into her hair. Claire sucked him deep, sloppy, moaning around his length while her mind replayed every filthy second of the morning: Luca’s balls on her tongue, her tongue pushing into his tight asshole, the way he had lost control because she had finally shown him how dirty she could be.

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “I want you inside me,” she breathed, voice thick with lust. “Right here. On the floor.”

She tugged him down onto the living-room rug, the soft fibers tickling her back as she lay on her back and spread her thighs wide. Ryan moved between them, but in Claire’s head it was Luca — Luca’s powerful body, Luca’s hazel-green eyes burning into hers, Luca’s thick cock lining up at her dripping entrance.

Ryan pushed inside her. The stretch was nothing compared to Luca, but Claire moaned like it was everything. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, rolling her hips up to meet every thrust. The music pulsed louder. Their bodies slapped together wetly. Her heavy tits bounced with every stroke, nipples scraping against Ryan’s chest.

But Claire wasn’t really there with her husband.

In her mind she was back in the marital bed that morning — riding Luca reverse cowgirl, staring at her own wedding photo while his massive cock destroyed her. She imagined Luca’s voice in her ear right now: “Take it, bella… take my cock while your husband fucks you.” She imagined Luca’s thick cum still leaking out of her, mixing with Ryan’s pre-cum inside her married pussy.

The fantasy made her wild.

She flipped them suddenly, straddling Ryan on the floor and slamming herself down onto his cock. Her thick ass bounced hard, tits jiggling wildly as she rode him like a woman possessed. She reached for her phone on the coffee table without him noticing, propped it against a pillow, and hit record — the lens aimed perfectly at their joined bodies. The red light blinked on. She was filming everything.

“Fuck me harder,” she gasped, riding Ryan faster, grinding her clit against him. In her head it was Luca’s cock stretching her, Luca’s hands bruising her hips, Luca’s cum about to flood her again. She pinched her own nipples hard, imagining Luca’s teeth on them.

She reached back and spread her ass cheeks so Ryan could see everything — but really, she was showing the camera how her married pussy looked swallowing cock while she thought of someone else.

Ryan was stunned, groaning, thrusting up into her like he had never felt her this hungry before. “Claire… baby… you’re so fucking wet…”

She leaned down, biting his neck, but whispered Luca’s name so quietly only she could hear it.

The orgasm built fast and filthy. Claire rode him harder, ass slapping loudly against his thighs, imagining Luca’s deep voice growling “Come on my cock, bella… come while your husband watches.” The guilt and lust exploded together.

She came violently — pussy clamping down, gushing fresh cream all over Ryan’s cock and balls, soaking the living-room rug beneath them. Her whole body shook, tits bouncing, mouth open in a silent scream as she pictured Luca’s thick cum filling her at the exact same moment.

Ryan followed right after, groaning loudly as he pumped his load deep inside her. Claire kept riding him through it, milking every drop, eyes half-closed while she imagined Luca’s hot, heavy ropes painting her married walls instead.

They collapsed together on the rug, panting, sweat-slicked, the music still playing softly. Ryan looked up at her in pure awe. “That was… incredible. I don’t know what got into you tonight, but holy shit, babe.”

Claire kissed him softly, smiling against his lips, but her mind was already somewhere else. “Go take a shower, baby. I’ll clean up down here.”

Ryan stood on shaky legs and headed upstairs, still stunned and glowing.

The second the bathroom door clicked shut, Claire grabbed her phone. The video was still recording. She stopped it, heart hammering. The file was long, raw, explicit — her riding her husband while clearly lost in another world, moaning louder than she ever had with Ryan, her body moving with a hunger he had never seen.

She opened her messages to Luca.

The video attached.

Caption: One last gift for your flight.

She hit send.

Then she lay back on the cum-stained rug, legs still spread, Ryan’s load slowly leaking out of her while Luca’s earlier cum still lingered deep inside, and smiled a dark, satisfied, completely corrupted smile.

She had never felt more dangerously alive.


Chapter 10:   The Connection    

Claire lay sprawled on the living-room rug exactly where Ryan had left her, legs still spread obscenely wide, the soft fibers tickling the backs of her thighs and ass. Ryan’s warm cum was slowly leaking out of her slick pussy in thick, lazy dribbles, mixing with the faint remnants of Luca’s earlier loads that she had never fully washed away.  She wondered if Ryan could tell how different she felt — how open and sloppy her pussy was after being fucked and filled by Luca so many times.

The black lace thong was pushed roughly to the side, completely soaked and ruined, the delicate fabric clinging obscenely to one swollen, glistening pussy lip. Thick strands of her creamy arousal stretched and dripped from the drenched lace, slowly sliding down her inner thigh in shiny, sticky trails.

Her heavy, voluptuous tits rose and fell rapidly with each ragged, desperate breath, the soft, full flesh quivering. Her nipples stood out stiff and swollen, dark pink and sensitive, still tingling from the way Luca had pinched, twisted, and sucked them hungrily just moments earlier, leaving them wet with his saliva and aching for more.

The air around her smelled thick and filthy — raw sex, sweat, her own creamy arousal, and the faint trace of Ryan’s familiar cologne now mixed with the deeper, spicier scent that always clung to her skin after Luca. The sultry R&B music had faded to silence, but the bass still seemed to pulse low in her clit like a second heartbeat.

Her phone lay on the coffee table just inches away, screen dark. She reached for it with trembling fingers, the cool glass contrasting sharply with her overheated skin. The second she unlocked it, a new message notification from Luca popped up — sent just forty seconds ago from the airport gate. Her heart slammed against her ribs so hard she felt the echo in her swollen, leaking cunt.

She opened it.

No words. Just a video.

Claire’s breath caught as she tapped play, volume low but loud enough in the quiet house. The screen filled with Luca — standing in a private airport bathroom stall, door locked, harsh fluorescent light casting sharp shadows over his devastatingly handsome face. His black button-down was open, revealing his sun-kissed olive chest still glistening with a faint sheen of sweat. His dark jeans were shoved down to mid-thigh, his thick, veiny cock gripped tight in his big fist. It was rock-hard, the fat purple head shiny with pre-cum, veins pulsing visibly.

He was watching something on his own phone — propped against the sink — and Claire realized with a filthy jolt that it was her video. The one she had just sent him. The sounds of her own moans and the wet slap of her riding Ryan filled the tiny bathroom stall as Luca stroked himself in long, slow, filthy pulls.

Claire’s pussy clenched hard, pushing out another thick glob of Ryan’s cum that slid down her ass crack onto the rug. She bit her lower lip, tasting the faint strawberry sweetness still lingering there from earlier.

Luca’s hazel-green eyes stayed glued to the video, lips parted, breathing heavy. His fist pumped faster along his thick cock, wet sounds filling the bathroom stall.
 

“Claire… cazzo, bella…” he groaned in that deep, velvet Italian accent, the words dripping with raw lust.  “Look at you… fucking your husband while you’re thinking about my cock. You’re such a dirty slut for me now…”

His strokes grew desperate, thumb frantically swiping over the leaking slit. His heavy balls drew up tight. Claire drank in every detail — the bulging veins on his forearm, the way his abs flexed, his thick cock throbbing wildly in his fist.

“Claire… Claire… fuck, bella, I’m going to come watching you be such a whore for me…”

Her eyes stayed locked on his cock, completely mesmerized by the sight of it. That was the cock she loved so much now.

His hips jerked violently. A deep, guttural groan tore from his throat as he exploded.

Thick, powerful ropes of hot white cum shot out of his cock in heavy pulses, splattering messily against the airport bathroom sink and mirror. Pulse after heavy pulse painted the porcelain in long, creamy streaks. Some even reached the mirror, dripping slowly down the glass.

He kept stroking desperately through his orgasm, fist pumping fast and tight, milking every last drop while his handsome face stayed contorted in pleasure — eyebrows furrowed deeply, eyes half-lidded and glassy, jaw clenched tight, teeth gritted as he moaned her name in broken, wrecked gasps.

“Claire… Claire… fuck, bella… mia puttana… mia troia…”

His voice cracked on the last word. Then he tilted the phone downward, giving her a clear, close-up view of his throbbing cock as the final thick spurts leaked from the swollen head and dripped onto the floor.

He finally slowed, chest heaving, sweat glistening on his olive skin. Cum continued to drip lazily from his spent cock onto the tiled floor.

The video ended.

Claire’s entire body was on fire. Her clit throbbed so hard it hurt. Fresh arousal flooded out of her, mixing with Ryan’s load and dripping onto the rug in a warm, sticky puddle.

Her pussy gave a needy little twitch as she watched the thick ropes of cum shooting from Luca’s cock. I wish I was with him right now… so much of his cum wasted on that sink instead of inside me.

Then a voice note appeared right below the video.

She tapped it with a shaking thumb.

Luca’s deep, post-orgasm voice filled the living room, low and rough, still slightly breathless.

“Claire… I never got on the plane. I canceled the ticket. I’m staying another week.  “Meet me at the café tomorrow at noon… and bring that wedding ring with you. Every time I fuck you, I feel more and more connected to you. I can’t get enough of you, bella.”

The words sank into her like a cock sliding deep. Her pussy clenched violently around nothing, pushing out another thick trickle of mixed cum that ran down her thigh. Her nipples tightened into painful peaks. Her heart hammered so hard she could hear it in her ears. The contrast was devastating — lying here on the living-room floor still leaking her husband’s load while the man who had completely ruined her told her he wasn’t leaving.

She stared at the message for a long, agonizing minute, replaying the video in her head, replaying his voice note, feeling her body respond like the shameless, addicted slut she had become. Guilt and raw, burning lust warred violently inside her chest, but the lust was winning. It had already won days ago.

Finally, she deleted the entire thread — every message, every photo, every video — with one tap. The screen went blank again, innocent and clean.

Upstairs, the shower had stopped. Ryan would be coming down soon.

Claire stood on shaky legs, thighs sticky, pussy still throbbing. She slipped the tiny lace thong back into place, feeling the wet fabric press against her swollen lips and trap the leaking cum inside her. She pulled on the short silk robe she had worn earlier, tied it loosely so her heavy tits still threatened to spill out, and walked upstairs.

Ryan was already in bed, half-asleep, the lamp on his nightstand casting a soft glow over his peaceful face. He looked so normal. So safe. So completely unaware.

Claire climbed into bed beside him, the same bed where Luca had destroyed her that morning. She leaned over and kissed her husband softly on the lips — a gentle, loving goodnight kiss that tasted like betrayal and strawberries and sin. Ryan murmured something sleepy and happy, already drifting off.

She turned off the lamp.

In the complete darkness Claire lay on her back, staring at the ceiling, legs pressed together so she could feel the slow, warm leak of Ryan’s cum still trickling out of her. Her clit throbbed steadily. Her mind replayed Luca’s video — his thick cock exploding while he watched her fuck her husband. His voice note echoing in her head:  “Meet me at the café tomorrow at noon… and bring that wedding ring with you. Every time I fuck you, I feel more and more connected to you. I can’t get enough of you, bella.”

A slow, dark, completely corrupted smile spread across her lips in the dark.

She was no longer the same woman who had helped a lost Italian stranger find his Airbnb.

She was something new. Something filthy. Something alive.

Some flames don’t die when the traveler leaves… they only burn hotter when he stays.
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