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What Happens Behind Her Smile...

Cheating isn’t new.
It’s ancient.
It happened in castles and cottages, across pews and palace beds.
Before there were dating apps and camera phones, there were still wives sneaking out, slipping rings into their pockets, and whispering someone else's name into a pillow.

We pretend we’re better now.
We write rules. Swear oaths.
We build marriages like fortresses — hoping desire won’t find its way through the cracks.

But it does.
Over and over again.

Because lust doesn’t care about vows. It doesn’t care about paperwork. 
It doesn’t follow rules. It doesn’t wait for permission. 
It finds a crack in the silence, a late-night text, the brush of a hand that lingers too long —
and suddenly, it’s happening.

She doesn't plan it.
But she leans into it.
Because stolen sweets taste better.
And she wants to savor every bite.

No matter how often we say it's wrong…
People still do it.
They always have.
They always will.
And when they do — they remember everything.

So do I.
Because they sent those memories to me.

What happens in bedrooms, in backseats, in cheap hotels and luxury suites… doesn’t always stay there.

Sometimes, it gets written down.
Sometimes, it ends up in books like this — dripping, raw, confessional.

Fifty wives.
Fifty women who crossed the line — or dreamed about it so vividly, they had to tell someone.
No excuses. No shame. No filters.

Just need.
Just release.
Just the truth.

And now?
You get to taste it too.

Chapter 1: “The Contractor’s Tool”

Name: Jessica Monroe
Age: 38
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

My name is Jessica Monroe. I’m 38, a mother of two, and I live in a quiet suburban neighborhood in Charlotte, North Carolina.

On the surface, I’m the perfect wife. I bake, I volunteer, I smile at the PTA meetings. My husband, David, is a corporate accountant. He provides well, but after fifteen years of marriage, the passion that once had me breathless now barely exists.

That all changed the day I met Eli, our contractor.

Eli came to renovate our kitchen — tall, tanned, with forearms that flexed under tight sleeves and a voice that had a gravelly Southern charm. I told myself I was just being friendly, but I’d catch myself bending too low when picking something up or letting my robe fall just a bit too open when I brought him coffee.

He noticed.

One day, David had left early for work, and Eli was finishing the new cabinets. I wore a thin tank top and no bra. When I leaned across the counter, his eyes lingered on my chest. I didn’t cover up. I wanted him to look.

“You always this generous with your... compliments?” I teased, licking my bottom lip.

He didn’t answer. He stepped forward and pinned me gently against the counter. My heart raced, not out of fear — but from how wet I was getting just knowing I could get caught.

“Jessica,” he murmured. “You want this?”

I nodded. No hesitation.

He lifted me onto the counter without effort. My legs spread automatically as he pulled my panties to the side. He didn’t bother taking off my clothes — the roughness, the urgency made me even hotter.

His cock was thick, veiny, and already hard. He slid in slowly at first, stretching me. I moaned — loud enough I bit my knuckle to muffle it.

He fucked me right there on the kitchen counter, my fingers digging into his shoulders, my nails leaving scratches as I came harder than I had in years.

When he finished, dripping inside me, we didn’t say a word. He zipped up and got back to installing cabinets. I just adjusted my top and made coffee like nothing had happened.

That wasn’t the last time. And my husband still has no idea that our kitchen renovation came with a very special upgrade.


Chapter 2: “Late Shift Lust”

Name: Vanessa Cole
Age: 41
Location: Denver, Colorado

I never thought working the late shift at a hospital would lead to something like this.

My name is Vanessa Cole, I’m 41, a registered nurse in Denver. I’ve been married to Greg for nearly twenty years. He’s a good man — but lately, things have grown stale between us. We have sex maybe once every other month, and even then, it’s mechanical. I thought I had accepted it.

That was before Landon transferred to our wing.

Landon was a new orderly — mid-20s, lean but toned, with tattoos that peeked from under his scrubs. He had this cocky grin and a quiet confidence that made me feel... young again. Desired.

It started innocent. A brush of the hand as we passed in the hallway. A playful “You always look sexy in blue, Vanessa” whispered at the end of a long shift. He knew exactly what he was doing.

One Friday night, the ward was quiet. No emergencies. The fluorescent lights buzzed, and the only sounds were the machines humming. He cornered me in the supply closet — tiny, cramped, but dark and private.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he said, voice low, his hand tracing along my waist.

“You should be careful what you assume,” I whispered, even as I leaned into his touch.

He pressed his body to mine, and I could feel how hard he was through his scrubs. His fingers slid down my thigh, finding the slit in my uniform, slipping beneath my panties like he owned me.

I gasped when his fingers pushed inside me. I was already soaked. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.

He spun me around, bending me over a rack of towels. My breath caught as he pulled my panties down and slid into me — fast, deep. I bit my lip so hard I thought I’d draw blood.

We fucked quietly, the thrill of being caught making everything sharper. His hand clamped over my mouth when I started to moan too loud, and I came trembling, my knees nearly giving out.

He finished inside me, his breath hot against my ear. “Been thinking about that ass since the first day,” he said.

We cleaned up fast. I walked back to the nurse's station with his cum still dripping between my thighs, my heart racing, my pussy throbbing.

I went home and kissed my husband goodnight like I always did. But now, every time I work a late shift, Greg never suspects a thing.

And Landon? He always leaves the supply closet unlocked... just for me.


Chapter 3: “Brunch Betrayal”

Name: Rachel Delgado
Age: 36
Location: Tampa, Florida

My name is Rachel Delgado, I’m 36, and I live in Tampa.

I’ve been married for nine years, and I love my husband… mostly. But sometimes, love isn’t enough to stop your body from craving what it shouldn’t.

This story starts at Sunday brunch — mimosas, gossip, and my best friend, Maya. We’d been close since college, and I adored her. But it was her husband, Derrick, who kept catching my attention lately.

Derrick was tall, caramel-skinned, with arms that filled his sleeves and eyes that could undress you with a glance. I always felt guilty when I caught myself looking at him, especially with Maya sitting right beside me. But guilt doesn’t cancel out desire.

The moment came one day when Maya left town to visit her mother. She asked if I could drop something off for Derrick — just a casserole she made.

I should’ve said no. I should’ve just left the dish and walked away. But when he opened the door shirtless, sweat glistening on his chest, I didn’t walk away.

“Come in, Rach,” he said casually. “I was just finishing a workout.”

I stepped inside. The moment hung thick between us. I put the casserole on the kitchen counter, but before I could turn around, he was behind me.

“You always wear jeans that tight?” he asked, his voice barely above a growl.

“Only when I want to be noticed,” I whispered.

He spun me around and kissed me hard, his hands going straight to my hips, pulling me against the bulge in his shorts. I didn’t resist. My hands were already under his waistband, fingers wrapping around his thick, hot cock.

He lifted me onto the counter, pulled my jeans and panties down in one motion, and slid inside me without warning.

I moaned into his mouth, trying not to scream as he pumped into me like he’d been waiting years for this. The kitchen echoed with wet slaps and breathy groans. My legs wrapped around his waist, and I came with a cry I couldn’t hide.

He finished seconds later, pulling out and painting my stomach with a thick, hot load.

I sat there, breathing heavy, heart pounding.

“We can’t tell Maya,” I finally said.

“Then we better not let it happen again,” he replied.

But we both knew we would.

That wasn’t the last brunch betrayal. And every time I see Maya smile and hug me, it just makes me want Derrick even more.

Chapter 4: “The Intern”

Name: Lauren Mitchell
Age: 42
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I shouldn’t even be writing this.

My name is Lauren Mitchell, I’m 42, married for 18 years, and I run a small real estate office here in Scottsdale. I’ve never considered myself the type to cheat. I love my husband, I really do — he’s stable, good to me, provides everything I need… except passion.

That part of our marriage faded years ago. Sex became routine, soft, and rare.

Enter Jason.

He was our summer intern — just 22, fresh out of college, full of cocky energy and a body that looked like it belonged on a Calvin Klein billboard. Blonde, fit, and sharp-eyed. From day one, I knew he noticed me.

He called me "Miss Mitchell" with a smirk that curled at the corner of his lips. Always stood a little too close. Looked me in the eyes longer than necessary.

I kept it professional. I reminded myself daily: You’re his boss. You’re married. You’re twice his age.

But it started getting harder to ignore.

One afternoon, we stayed late at the office — just the two of us. I wore a pencil skirt and a silk blouse, nothing flashy, but I could feel his eyes drinking me in.

I offered to drive him home. It was innocent.

“You know you drive me crazy, right?” he said as I parked in front of his apartment.

I laughed nervously. “Jason, don’t.”

“Why not?” he leaned closer, his hand resting on my thigh. “You think I don’t notice how you look at me?”

My heart raced. I should’ve pushed his hand away. I should’ve said no. But I didn’t. I froze, torn between fear and excitement.

“I’m your boss. I’m married,” I whispered.

“Doesn’t mean you’re not hungry,” he replied.

I didn’t speak. He leaned in slowly, giving me time to stop it. I didn’t. His lips brushed mine — soft, warm, young.

The kiss deepened fast. Before I could think, I was crawling into his lap right there in the car, my thighs straddling his. His hands roamed under my blouse, finding my bra and unclipping it with one hand like a pro.

My nipples were hard, aching, and when his tongue flicked over one, I let out a moan I hadn’t heard from myself in years.

He pulled his cock out — thick, smooth, standing tall — and I stared at it, hesitating. I hadn’t touched another man in nearly two decades.

But my body answered for me. I reached down, lined it up, and slid myself onto him, inch by inch.

I rode him slowly at first, unsure, trembling — but soon my hips took over, slamming down harder and faster as his fingers dug into my ass, guiding me.

I came like thunder, biting into his shoulder to keep from screaming his name. He grunted and exploded inside me moments later, filling me with hot cum I didn’t even try to stop.

We sat there, panting, my skirt wrinkled around my waist, his hands still gripping my hips like he didn’t want to let go.

“That was a mistake,” I whispered, already knowing it wasn’t the last.

Because the next night, I invited him over.


Chapter 5: “He Wanted to Watch”
Name: Monica Ray
Age: 39
Location: Portland, Oregon

My name is Monica Ray. I’m 39. I live in Portland with my husband, Tyler.

We’ve been married twelve years. He’s a good man — sweet, nerdy, thoughtful. He always makes sure I come first… emotionally.
Sexually? That’s another story.

A year ago, he told me something strange.
“I want to watch you with another man,” he said, lying in bed beside me, his hand tracing lazy circles on my thigh.

I thought he was joking.
But he wasn’t.
He said it wasn’t cheating if he gave me permission.
He said it turned him on.

But what he didn’t realize was — the moment those words left his mouth, a door opened inside me.

A dark door.

I started flirting more. Dressing tighter. Looking at men differently.
Because he said it was okay… and I wanted to see how far I could go before it wasn’t.

That’s how I met Marcus.

Not the man Tyler picked.
Not the one we talked about.

Marcus was a bartender I met with friends one night.
Tall, dark skin, tattoos, a voice like velvet over ice.
He asked if I was single.
I said, “Not tonight.”
And I let him fuck me in the bathroom of the bar.

Tyler didn’t know.
He didn’t watch.
He called me during the Uber ride home — and I answered, cum still dripping down my thighs, while Marcus sat beside me, smirking.

“Have a good time, babe?” Tyler asked.
“I did,” I whispered. “The girls send their love.”

But I wasn’t done.

Two nights later, I brought Marcus to the suite Tyler and I had once reserved for our anniversary.
I told Tyler I was on a girls’ spa retreat.
Instead, I was on all fours with Marcus behind me, railing me hard while we FaceTimed my husband.

I positioned the camera just right — angled on my face, flushed and gasping.
Tyler smiled on the screen, clueless.

“You okay, baby?”
“Yeah,” I breathed. “Just… missing you.”

Marcus slapped my ass hard, made me choke on a moan.

“I’ll be home Sunday,” Tyler said.
“I can’t wait,” I whispered — while Marcus came inside me, deep and rough.

When the call ended, I dropped the phone.
Turned around.
And sucked Marcus clean, slow and filthy, while he grabbed my hair and groaned.

That night, I crossed a line I didn’t know I wanted to.

Now when Tyler brings up his fantasy of “watching”…
I just smile.
Because what he doesn’t know is that I’ve already let someone else do more than just watch.

And the part that really gets me off?

He still thinks it’s his idea.


Chapter 6: “The Man Upstairs”

Name: Emily Carson
Age: 35
Location: Austin, Texas

My name is Emily Carson. I’m 35 and I’ve lived in Austin my whole life. I have a good life — great job, decent marriage, beautiful condo downtown.

But all of that started to unravel when Damon moved in upstairs.

He was a transplant from Chicago — mid-40s, salt-and-pepper hair, rough hands, and this gruff, masculine energy that made every cell in my body sit up and beg. I met him in the elevator one morning, and from the second our eyes met, I knew he was trouble.

We started running into each other more often: in the parking garage, by the mailboxes, on the rooftop.

I told myself it was harmless. A crush. A fantasy.

Until the day he knocked on my door.

“Sorry,” he said, holding up a power strip. “You don’t happen to have a spare one, do you?”

I let him in. And the second the door closed, the air between us changed.

I felt it in my chest — the sharp ache of desire and guilt tangled up like barbed wire.

“Emily,” he said softly, stepping closer, “tell me to go.”

I didn’t.

His hand slid behind my neck, fingers tangling in my hair, and he kissed me. Hard. Hungry.

My robe slipped open. I hadn’t been wearing anything underneath. His rough palms roamed my body like he owned it. My nipples peaked under his touch, and I gasped when he bent down and sucked one between his lips.

“This is wrong,” I whispered, even as I spread my legs.

“Then stop me,” he growled, already dragging his cock along my slit.

I didn’t stop him.

He pushed inside me in one long stroke, so deep I cried out. He didn’t go slow. He didn’t ask. He fucked me like I was already his — bending me over the arm of the couch, holding my wrists behind my back as he pounded me with brutal precision.

Every slap of his hips against my ass made my body tremble.

“Your husband ever fuck you like this?” he asked.

“No,” I moaned, biting the cushion. “Never.”

I came like fire, clenching around him as he buried himself deeper, then pulled out and came across my lower back, his hot breath on my neck.

We didn’t speak. He just kissed my shoulder, zipped up, and left.

And when my husband got home an hour later, I was still sore, still dripping, still aching.

I lied when he asked about my day.

But the truth is, every time I hear footsteps above me now… I hope Damon knocks again.


Chapter 7: “Snowfall Secrets”

Name: Brielle Morgan
Age: 34
Location: Banff, Alberta, Canada

My name is Brielle Morgan. I’m 34, married, and I live in Banff — a quiet, snow-covered paradise nestled in the Canadian Rockies.

My husband, Jake, is a ski instructor. Outdoorsy, dependable, everything a small-town girl is supposed to want.

But I wanted more.

I work as a concierge at a luxury lodge. Most days are tame — checking in tourists, arranging spa appointments. But one weekend in January, everything changed.

He checked in alone. Ethan Carter, 39, from Vancouver. Business consultant. Tall, built, with a quiet, intense stare. The kind of man who doesn’t flirt — he commands.

I noticed the wedding band on his finger. He noticed mine.

That didn’t stop anything.

It started with subtle glances when he passed through the lobby. A brush of fingertips when I handed him his room key. A comment about how “it must get lonely up here in the cold.”

The next evening, I brought him a bottle of wine to his suite — a “complimentary gesture,” I said, my hands trembling just a little.

He opened the door in a fitted t-shirt and sweatpants that did nothing to hide what he was working with.

“Stay for a glass?” he asked.

I should’ve said no.

But I stepped inside.

We sat close on the couch, the tension thick as the snow falling outside the window. He poured. We drank.

“Why are you really here, Ethan?” I asked, finally.

He looked at me, eyes dark and unreadable. “To disappear for a while. Maybe do something reckless.”

His hand slid onto my thigh.

My whole body burned. I whispered, “Me too.”

He kissed me — slow at first, then harder. I straddled him, his hands gripping my hips through my pencil skirt. I could feel him stiffening beneath me, pressing right against my heat.

“We shouldn’t,” I murmured.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

He slid my panties down, pulled his cock out, and we both moaned when I sank down on him. He was thick and deep, and I rode him slow, grinding my hips as his hands roamed under my blouse.

The fireplace crackled. Outside, snow piled up in silence. Inside, I was fucking a stranger while my husband thought I was working late.

I came first, my pussy clenching around him. He flipped me onto my back and finished inside me, grunting into my neck as he spilled every drop.

When I left his suite, my thighs were still shaking and my wedding ring felt heavier than ever.

He stayed one more night.

So did I.


Chapter 8: “After Practice”

Name: Michelle Taylor
Age: 43
Location: Sacramento, California

My name is Michelle Taylor. I’m 43, divorced, and I live in Sacramento with my 19-year-old son, Ryan.

He plays college football and still lives at home to save money. He and his teammates are in and out of the house all the time — loud, hungry, cocky boys who barely notice me…

Except for Aiden.

Aiden is 20. Tall, lean, with sun-kissed skin and a jawline that could cut glass. He’s polite, but I’ve caught his eyes drifting when I walk through the house in my yoga pants or tank top. He thinks I don’t notice.

But I do.

And I’ve caught myself looking too — longer than I should. Fantasizing. Touching myself to the thought of him sneaking into my room, lifting my legs, and filling me like my ex-husband never could.

One Friday afternoon, Ryan and the rest of the team left for an away game. Aiden stayed behind — said he was recovering from a shoulder injury.

He came by for dinner. Just the two of us.

We laughed. We drank wine. I wore a silk robe over a low-cut camisole and no bra. I knew what I was doing.

“You’re trouble, Mrs. Taylor,” he said, smirking across the table.

“You’re not supposed to call me that,” I replied, sipping.

“Okay, Michelle,” he whispered, leaning in. “You really want me to go home tonight?”

I didn’t answer.

I stood up and walked slowly to the living room. I could feel his eyes on my ass. I sat down on the couch, legs crossed, robe parting just enough.

He followed.

The kiss was sudden — hungry, deep, like he’d been holding back for months. His hands were rough and impatient, sliding under my top, cupping my breasts, teasing my nipples.

I gasped when he pushed me back, fingers slipping into my panties. I was soaked. My body didn’t care that he was barely older than my son.

“Are you sure?” he asked, breath ragged.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

He pulled his cock out — thick and pulsing. I stared for a second, hesitating… then slid down to my knees. I took him into my mouth, slowly, hearing him moan as I licked and sucked him deep, loving the taste of someone so young and hard for me.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he pushed me back on the couch, yanked my panties down, and drove into me with a growl.

“Oh fuck, Michelle,” he groaned, pounding me fast, rough, every thrust sending shockwaves through my hips.

I came fast and loud, clenching around him, nails digging into his back. He exploded inside me with a deep groan, filling me raw, no condom, no hesitation.

When he pulled out, his cum dripped between my thighs as I laid there, breathless, trembling, ruined.

We didn’t speak much after.

But a week later, after practice, he was back. And this time… he asked to do it in my bed.


Chapter 9: “He Knows”

Name: Dana Whitmore
Age: 37
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

My name is Dana Whitmore. I’m 37, married to a local attorney, and I live a clean, curated suburban life here in Raleigh.

Or at least… that’s what people think.

Six months ago, I made a mistake. A big one. I had a one-night stand while at a work conference in Miami. A hot stranger. A night of sweaty, reckless sex in a hotel bed with the curtains wide open.

I thought it was over. A secret buried.

Until last week.

I received an email with no subject line. Just a video attachment. When I clicked play, my heart nearly stopped — it was me, in that hotel room, naked, riding that stranger’s cock with my mouth open and my wedding ring in full view.

Then the message came:
“I know what you did. Meet me tonight. Hotel Biltmore. Room 412. Come alone. Or your husband gets the video.”

My hands trembled. I couldn’t breathe. But I knew I’d go.

When I opened the door to Room 412, the man was already waiting — leaning against the wall, arms crossed. His name was Zane, late 30s, tall, rugged, and clearly enjoying my panic.

“You’re even hotter in person,” he said. “That video doesn’t do your moans justice.”

“What do you want?” I asked, voice shaking.

“I want to fuck you. And film it. Just like last time. Then maybe I’ll delete the original.”

I should have screamed. Walked away. Called his bluff.

But I didn’t. I stepped inside.

He stripped me slowly, like unwrapping a stolen gift. His fingers trailed over my thighs, my breasts, then down to my pussy — already wet from the twisted rush of danger.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So scared… and so ready to be used.”

He bent me over the edge of the bed, pulled my panties aside, and slid into me with one hard, deep stroke.

I gasped, clinging to the sheets as he pounded me, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing in the room. He pulled my hair back and made me look at the camera — recording everything.

“Tell your husband who’s fucking you,” he growled.

“You are,” I whimpered. “You’re using me… like a whore.”

I hated how much I loved it. I came hard, crying out as his cock hit every nerve, my body betraying every ounce of guilt.

He pulled out and came on my face, smearing his cum across my lips as the camera rolled.

“Good girl,” he said, tossing me a towel. “You’ll come when I say now. Or your husband gets a little gift in his inbox.”

I left the hotel with weak legs, cum on my tongue… and shame wrapped around my throat.

That was the first time.

It won’t be the last.


Chapter 10: “His Friend Watched”

Name: Dana Whitmore
Age: 37
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

I thought it would end after the first time.

Zane said he’d delete the video. He didn’t.

Instead, he sent me another message:
“Bring lipstick. Be ready to be shared.”

My stomach twisted. But between the fear and fury… I felt that same shameful heat crawling up my thighs. I hated myself for it. But I went.

Room 708. Same hotel. But this time, when I walked in, someone else was waiting.

A second man.

He was younger — maybe late twenties, black, athletic build, with sharp eyes that raked over my body like I was already naked.

“This is Troy,” Zane said. “He knows everything. And now… so will you.”

“No,” I breathed, stepping back. “I didn’t agree to this.”

“You didn’t agree to anything,” Zane replied, holding up his phone. “But you will obey.”

I froze. My mind screamed run — but my body stepped forward.

They watched me undress. Slow. Shaking. I kept my heels on and added the lipstick as ordered: deep red, slutty, humiliating.

“On your knees,” Troy said. His voice was velvet and command.

I dropped. His cock was massive — thick, veiny, already hard. My lips wrapped around it slowly, and I could hear Zane chuckle behind me.

“Look at you now,” he said. “Attorney’s wife. Mouth full of cock like a good little toy.”

Troy grabbed my hair, thrusting deeper. I gagged but didn’t pull away. My lipstick smeared. My mascara ran. And I swallowed him until I couldn’t breathe.

Then they bent me over the bed.

Zane took me first, raw and rough, pulling my ass back against his thrusts. His fingers dug into my hips as I gasped, dripping from the filthy blowjob.

“You’re wetter every time,” he growled.

“You love being our little fuckhole,” Troy added, lining up behind me when Zane pulled out.

Troy’s cock stretched me painfully at first — thick, deep, slow — and when he started fucking me, I couldn’t even form words.

I came. Hard. Shame pulsed through my veins with every moan. And when they both finished — Zane in my mouth, Troy deep inside me — I just lay there. Used. Sticky. Owned.

Zane kissed my cheek like a goodbye.

“Next time,” he said, “you’ll wear a collar.”

I didn’t respond.

Because the worst part wasn’t that I obeyed.

It was that I couldn’t stop thinking about next time.


Chapter 11: “Barcelona Nights”

Name: Alina Rousseau
Age: 40
Location: Barcelona, Spain

My name is Alina Rousseau. I’m 40, French-American, and I live in Marseille with my husband of 12 years.

He surprised me with a solo weekend trip to Barcelona. “You need a break,” he said. “Go clear your head. Get some sun.”

He had no idea what I’d find there.

His name was Santiago.

He was my first. My college flame. My heartbreak. We hadn’t spoken in over 15 years. And there he was — walking out of a gallery in the Gothic Quarter like time hadn’t touched him.

“Alina?” he said, that smooth Spanish accent wrapping around my name like a caress.

I didn’t know whether to run or fall into his arms. Instead, I smiled.

We went for wine. Then tapas. Then a walk along the beach under a violet sky. The chemistry was instant. Electric. Familiar.

He looked at me like no man had in years. Like I was something to be devoured.

“You still wear red lipstick,” he said, brushing his thumb over my lower lip.

“You still make me feel twenty,” I whispered.

His apartment was a short walk away. I followed him without a word.

Inside, the tension shattered. He pinned me against the door, kissing me like he had fifteen years of hunger to feed.

His hands roamed fast — pulling my dress down, unclasping my bra, cupping my breasts in his calloused palms. I moaned into his mouth, already soaked, already aching.

“I never forgot how you tasted,” he said, dropping to his knees.

He spread my thighs and buried his face between them, licking me slow, deep, the way only a man who’d once memorized my body could.

I came fast, legs shaking, one hand in his hair, the other gripping the wall.

He stood, pulled out his cock — thick, heavy, glistening at the tip — and slid inside me without hesitation.

I gasped, back arching as he filled me.

“You’re still mine,” he growled.

“Just for tonight,” I breathed.

He fucked me like he wanted to erase the years apart. Bent me over the kitchen counter. Took me against the glass window with Barcelona glittering behind us. Every thrust made me cry out louder.

When he came, it was inside me. Deep, pulsing, raw.

I didn’t stop him.

I stayed the night. We didn’t sleep.

When I returned to Marseille, my husband greeted me with roses and kisses.

I smiled, told him I missed him.

I didn’t tell him that Santiago had whispered, “Next time, Paris.”


Chapter 12: “What Happens in Vegas...”

Name: Natalie Pierce
Age: 33
Location: Las Vegas, Nevada (originally from San Diego)

My name is Natalie Pierce. I’m 33, married, and a mother of one. We live a comfortable life in San Diego — yoga in the mornings, Trader Joe’s runs, and quiet nights with wine and Netflix.

My husband, Eric, is a good man. Solid. Predictable. Boring.

So when my two best friends invited me to Vegas for a “no boys, just booze” weekend, I said yes without hesitation.

I told Eric, “We’ll drink, maybe gamble, and sleep early.” I lied.

The first night, we hit the rooftop of the Cosmopolitan — loud music, stronger drinks. I wore a tight black dress I hadn’t touched since college. I felt young again. Desired.

That’s when I met Jace.

Mid-thirties. Tall, cocky, tattoos just peeking under his collar. He bought me a drink and said, “You don’t look like you belong here.”

“I don’t,” I replied, laughing. “I’m married.”

“Then let’s pretend you’re not,” he said.

The way he looked at me — hungry, dangerous — made my thighs clench.

I should’ve gone back to the suite with my friends.

Instead, I followed Jace into the elevator.

His hands were on me before the doors closed. I didn’t stop him. I kissed him like I’d waited years for this.

His suite was two floors down. The moment we got in, he pressed me against the wall, pulling my dress down to expose my breasts.

“You’ve been starving for this, haven’t you?” he growled, sucking my nipple as his hand slid into my thong.

I was drenched. Embarrassingly wet.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I whispered.

He bent me over the bed, yanked my thong to the side, and drove into me hard.

I screamed — from shock, pleasure, guilt — all tangled together as his cock slammed into me, deep and fast.

“Fuck, you’re tight for a married girl,” he moaned.

“Because my husband doesn’t do this,” I gasped, throwing my ass back into every thrust.

I came hard, nails clawing the sheets. He pulled out and finished all over my lower back, groaning my name like I belonged to him.

I walked back to my room barefoot, panties soaked and twisted in my purse.

My friends never asked.

I never told Eric.

But sometimes, when he’s inside me, slow and soft… I close my eyes and picture Jace’s hands pulling my hair and making me forget I was ever someone’s wife.


Chapter 13: “Too Close to Home”

Name: Serena Blake
Age: 36
Location: Charleston, South Carolina

My name is Serena Blake. I’m 36, and I’ve been married to Michael for eight years.

We live in Charleston — quiet, beautiful, and… predictable.

Michael is stable. Safe. He makes dinner every Tuesday, mows the lawn on Sundays, and kisses me on the forehead before bed.

But then there’s Cameron.

Michael’s best friend since college. The best man at our wedding. A constant presence in our lives — cookouts, football nights, holiday photos. He’s always been there.

Always watching me.

Cameron is the opposite of Michael. Tall, cocky, flirty in a way he shouldn’t be — especially not with me.

But I noticed.

I noticed when his hugs lasted a second too long.

When his eyes dropped to my chest during summer parties.

When he texted me late one night:
“You ever wonder what would’ve happened if I met you before Michael?”

I didn’t reply.

But I didn’t delete the message either.

It all happened one night when Michael was out of town for a conference. Cameron came over to fix the sink. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

He stood behind me in the kitchen, close enough to feel the heat of his body.

“You ever miss excitement, Serena?” he asked, his voice low, hand resting on the counter just beside mine.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered, even as my body leaned back into his.

“But we will,” he replied.

And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t sweet. It was claiming — his mouth devouring mine as he pushed me back against the fridge, hands slipping under my sundress.

“You don’t wear panties for your husband’s best friend?” he teased.

I moaned as his fingers slid between my thighs. “I didn’t plan this,” I lied.

He knelt, licked me slowly, and made me cum right there on the cold tile, shaking against the door while I clutched his hair.

He stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out a cock that I’d secretly imagined more times than I’d ever admit.

He lifted me onto the counter, grabbed my hips, and slid into me hard — no condom, no hesitation.

“Michael doesn’t fuck you like this, does he?”

“No,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him. “He never has.”

He pounded into me with raw need, every thrust shaking the glasses in the cabinet. I was loud. I didn’t care. I wanted him to ruin me.

I came first — clenching around him, moaning his name, not Michael’s. He pulled out and came across my stomach, panting, chest heaving.

We sat in silence for a long time.

“This can’t happen again,” I whispered.

“It will,” he said. “You’re mine now too.”

And the worst part?

I wanted to be.


Chapter 14: “Next Door Needs”

Name: Lisa Dunham
Age: 39
Location: Temecula, California

My name is Lisa Dunham. I’m 39, live in a quiet cul-de-sac in Temecula, and on paper, I have the ideal suburban life.

Married. Two kids. A golden retriever. A nice house with white trim and perfectly trimmed hedges.

But I also have a secret.

His name is Travis.

He’s 32, newly divorced, lives alone in the house next door. Handsome, rugged, works construction — always shirtless when he’s outside washing his truck. Always smiling at me when I step outside in leggings and no bra.

We made small talk for months. But it escalated fast once the looks started lasting too long.

One Saturday afternoon, my husband was in the backyard mowing. The kids were at my sister’s. I stepped outside with a glass of wine and caught Travis watching me from his porch.

“You ever get bored over there?” he asked.

“More than I should,” I replied.

His eyes darkened. “You want to come inside?”

I shouldn’t have.

But I did.

His living room smelled like cologne and sweat. The second the door closed, he grabbed me by the waist, pulled me against him, and kissed me like he’d been waiting forever.

“You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined this,” he growled.

“Me too,” I breathed, unbuckling his belt with shaky hands.

He pulled down my leggings, dropped to his knees, and buried his face in my pussy, licking like he was starved. I moaned so loud I had to slap a hand over my mouth.

“You’re dripping,” he said, tongue teasing my clit. “You’ve been walking around next door thinking about this cock, haven’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to.

He bent me over the armrest of his couch, spread me wide, and slid inside.

No condom. No hesitation. Just raw, hot, forbidden fucking.

My fingers clawed the cushions as he pounded me from behind, the sound of my ass slapping against his hips filling the room.

“Your husband’s right outside,” he hissed in my ear.

“I know,” I gasped, dripping down his cock. “Don’t stop.”

I came hard, nearly collapsing, and he kept going — one hand around my throat, the other gripping my hip as he fucked me like he owned me.

When he pulled out and came across my ass, we both stood there, panting, listening to the sound of my husband’s lawnmower next door.

“Same time next week?” Travis asked.

I smiled, pulling my panties back up.

“Leave the door unlocked.”


Chapter 15: “Sweat, Jazz, and Seduction”

Name: Veronica “Roni” Steele
Age: 47
Location: New Orleans, Louisiana

I’m Veronica — but everyone calls me Roni. I’m 47, married, and I live in suburban Houston.

My marriage is solid. Predictable. Too predictable. We stopped touching each other like lovers years ago. Now it’s all schedules, bills, and polite pecks on the cheek.

So when I booked a solo trip to New Orleans for a photography retreat, I didn’t expect trouble.

But trouble found me anyway.

He was part of the group — Dominic, 49, tall, gray at the temples, rough around the edges, with a voice like gravel and bourbon.

We partnered up for a night shoot along Royal Street. Jazz filled the air, and the city pulsed around us. At some point, his camera lowered, and his eyes locked on mine.

“You ever miss being someone’s fantasy?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

Back at the hotel, I invited him to my room. I told myself it was just for a nightcap.

But the second the door closed, he pulled me in and kissed me hard, like a man who knew I needed to be reminded I still had a pulse.

My dress hit the floor fast. His hands were everywhere — gripping, teasing, worshiping.

“You’re fucking stunning,” he growled, lips on my neck. “I don’t care if you’re married.”

I moaned, clutching his shirt as he pushed me onto the bed, spread my thighs, and licked me slow, deep, like he was memorizing me.

“God, Roni…” he breathed. “Your pussy tastes like sin.”

I came on his tongue, shivering, breathless.

Then he climbed on top of me and slid his cock in with a single, slow, delicious thrust.

“This what you’ve been missing?”

“Yes,” I gasped, digging my nails into his back.

He fucked me deep and slow, chest to chest, whispering filth into my ear. I wrapped my legs around him and came again, harder, louder, wetter than I had in years.

He didn’t pull out. I didn’t ask him to.

He filled me with a grunt and kissed me soft after, brushing sweaty hair from my face like a lover.

“One night,” I said.

“I know.”

But when I left New Orleans the next morning, my panties were still stuffed in the pocket of his jeans.

And I still picture him when I close my eyes… even when I’m lying beside my husband.


Chapter 16: “The Office Affair”

Name: Jenna Miles
Age: 35
Location: London, England

I’m Jenna Miles. 35. American, but I’ve lived in London for the last two years.

I came here for a fresh start. New job. New city. New rules.

I didn’t expect to end up in bed with my boss.

James Radcliffe is 45. Tall, sharp-suited, British as hell, and so clean-cut he looks like he belongs in Parliament, not running a global marketing firm.

Married. Two kids. Big house in Surrey.

Off-limits.

And yet… he was always watching. Not in the obvious way. Just long glances during meetings. The way his fingers brushed mine when handing me a file. The way he said “darling” in that deep voice that made my thighs clench every damn time.

It started slow — late emails that turned flirtatious. Then drinks after work. Then one night, the truth slipped out.

“I think about you when I’m inside her,” he said, low and quiet, like a confession.

I froze. “You shouldn’t say that.”

“You shouldn’t look at me the way you do.”

A week later, I stayed late to “finish a pitch.”

He locked the door behind him.

No words. He grabbed me by the hips, lifted me onto his desk, and kissed me like he was done pretending.

“I’ve wanted to do this since the day you walked into my boardroom,” he whispered, sliding my skirt up.

I wasn’t wearing panties. I never do on Thursdays.

His hand slid between my legs, fingers sliding inside as I moaned against his mouth.

“So fucking wet for your married boss,” he growled, unbuckling his belt.

I wanted to feel guilty. I didn’t.

His cock was thick, hard, curved just right. He slid into me and filled me all at once.

I gasped — hands gripping the edge of his desk as he fucked me deep, slow, like he had all night.

“Look at you,” he said, watching me fall apart. “Dripping over my cock while my wife tucks in the kids.”

“Shut up and fuck me harder,” I snapped.

He grabbed my throat with one hand, my ass with the other, and started pounding into me. I came loud, clenching so tight around him he had to bite my shoulder to muffle his own moan.

He finished inside me, still buried deep, still holding eye contact.

Afterward, I buttoned my blouse, slipped my heels back on, and smiled at him.

“See you in the 10 a.m.?”

“Don’t be late, darling.”

We’ve fucked in the boardroom. In his car. Once during a Zoom call, with his wife in the next room.

I don’t plan on stopping.

And neither does he. 


Chapter 17: “Uptown, After Dark”

Name: Camille Bennett
Age: 41
Location: Manhattan, New York

My name is Camille Bennett. I’m 41, married to a finance guy who barely looks up from his laptop anymore, and I live in a luxury high-rise on the Upper West Side.

I’m the kind of woman people assume has it all — designer clothes, gallery invites, Pilates three times a week. But what I don’t have anymore is heat. That slow burn. That urgency.

Then I met Luca.

	Italian-American. Works in tech. Sexy in that effortless, rugged way, with thick forearms, a crooked grin, and that deep Brooklyn drawl that hits right between my thighs. 


We met in the building’s elevator — he lives ten floors below me. Polite at first. Then flirtatious. Then something more.

“You ever been to the rooftop bar after hours?” he asked one night.

“No,” I said. “I’m a married woman.”

“I didn’t ask what you were,” he replied. “I asked if you’ve ever lived.”

That night, I texted him.

“Meet me upstairs.”

I wore a silk blouse, no bra, and a black pencil skirt. The city lights stretched out around us as he handed me a whiskey and leaned in close.

“Been dying to know what you taste like,” he murmured, his hand brushing my thigh.

I didn’t speak. I just slid into his lap.

He kissed me deep — hungry, rough, one hand gripping my waist, the other sliding up my bare thigh.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered against my ear. “Your husband leave you this hungry?”

I moaned, grinding against him. “Don’t talk about him.”

He pulled his cock out, thick and throbbing, already leaking at the tip. I stroked him slow, teasing, then pushed my panties to the side and sank down onto him.

“Fuck, Camille,” he groaned. “You feel like heaven.”

I rode him slow, then faster, the city sprawling behind us as I bounced on his lap, dress bunched around my hips, heels still on.

I came first — hard, loud, grinding against him until I shook.

He held me tight and spilled inside me, his cum hot and thick as I moaned into his neck.

We stayed like that — still connected, bodies slick with sweat — until a breeze reminded us where we were.

I fixed my lipstick and walked back down to my penthouse like nothing happened.

My husband was asleep on the couch, CNBC still playing on mute.

I kissed his forehead.

And all I could think about… was Luca's cum dripping down my thighs.


Chapter 18: “Beneath the Sari”

Name: Ananya Kapoor
Age: 38
Location: Mumbai, India

My name is Ananya Kapoor. I’m 38, married, and I live in a luxury apartment in Lower Parel, Mumbai.

I run a design firm, wear heels even in traffic, and drink my wine with quiet elegance. On the outside, I’m everything a modern Indian woman is expected to be — smart, respectable, married to a successful investment banker.

But nobody sees how empty our bedroom is.

My husband travels constantly, always “closing deals” in Dubai, Singapore, New York. We barely touch anymore. He stopped noticing my lingerie a year ago.

But Karan did.

	Junior architect. Tall, lean, soft-spoken — but his eyes? Undressed me every time we talked. 


One afternoon, he came by to drop off revised plans. I wore a silk sari. No blouse. No bra. No panties. Just heels and perfume.

“You’re sure you’re home alone?” he asked, stepping inside.

“You’re the only man I need to be worried about,” I whispered.

The second the door closed, I dropped the sari from my shoulder.

His eyes widened. “Madam—”

“Call me Ananya,” I said.

He crossed the room in seconds and kissed me with so much hunger I nearly melted. His hands roamed my bare back, slid over my ass, then dipped between my thighs.

“You’re soaked,” he growled, slipping two fingers inside. “You’ve been waiting for this.”

“Since the first time you called me ‘ma’am’ with those eyes,” I gasped.

He knelt and spread my legs wide, lifting one onto the console table. His mouth met my pussy like he’d dreamt about it for weeks — licking slow, then harder, teasing my clit until I moaned his name and came all over his face.

He stood, undid his belt, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d seen in years.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Right here. Right now.”

He lifted me up and thrust inside in one stroke — no condom, no warning, just raw, wet skin.

I wrapped my arms around his neck as he bounced me on his cock, my back hitting the wall, breasts pressed to his chest, his mouth on mine.

“You fuck like you’ve needed this for years,” he groaned.

“I have,” I moaned. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I came hard, screaming into his shoulder, then he slammed into me faster, deeper, until he filled me with his cum and we both collapsed onto the couch — tangled, panting, dripping.

He buttoned his shirt, still flushed.

“Next week’s revisions,” I said, straightening my sari with a wicked smile. “Come alone.”

My husband called ten minutes later. I answered sweetly.

“How’s Singapore, jaan?”

He had no idea his wife was still wet with another man’s cum.


Chapter 19: “While He Was on Call”

Name: Elise Granger
Age: 42
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

My name is Elise Granger. I’m 42, married to a respected surgeon, and we live in a beautiful home in Scottsdale.

My husband, Daniel, is brilliant. Respected. Handsome in a white coat. And completely unavailable.

He works 60+ hours a week. Sleeps in the guest room half the time. The last time he touched me with hunger? I think Obama was still in office.

I started feeling invisible. Like just another piece of polished furniture in our perfect home.

Then Noah moved in across the street.

	Divorced. Bearded, inked, ex-Army turned EMT. The kind of man who fixes his truck shirtless at sunset with sweat glistening down his chest. 


I caught him looking once while I was watering plants in a thin robe. I didn’t cover up. I let it fall open just enough.

The next night, I baked him banana bread. That was the excuse.

“Thanks,” he said, smirking. “You always wear silk when you bake?”

“Only when I want to be eaten,” I replied.

He didn’t even wait for the door to shut. His hands were all over me — pulling the robe open, squeezing my breasts, dragging his fingers down to feel how wet I already was.

“Fuck,” he whispered, “your doctor husband must not be doing his job.”

“He saves lives,” I moaned, “but you’re about to ruin one.”

He spun me around, bent me over the hallway console, and slid two fingers inside me as I gasped, already dripping.

I looked over my shoulder. “No condom.”

“You sure?”

“I want to feel everything.”

He pulled out his cock — thick, veiny, already hard — and pushed inside me in one deep thrust.

“You’re so tight,” he growled. “How long’s it been?”

“Too long,” I gasped, clawing the wood.

He fucked me hard, hands on my waist, slamming into me until my legs shook and I came with a scream I couldn’t hold back.

He pulled me into the bedroom and did it again — this time slower, deeper, watching me unravel beneath him as he filled me raw, moaning my name.

When I woke up, Daniel had texted:
“On a double shift. Don’t wait up.”

I smiled, pulled Noah’s t-shirt over my sore body, and texted back:
“No problem, love. Sleep well.


Chapter 20: “On My Knees for Him”

Name: Talia Winters
Age: 44
Location: Austin, Texas

My name is Talia Winters. I’m 44. I’m a personal stylist, a country club wife, and I’ve been married for 19 years.

My husband is a great provider. But sex? It’s gone from a flicker… to a routine… to nothing.

That’s when Evan came into my life.

	Fresh out of grad school. I met him when I helped dress his mother for a charity gala. He came by the studio once to pick up her alterations. Tall, athletic, with eyes that lingered on me in a way that made my stomach flip. 


I caught him staring at my thighs while I crossed my legs in a short wrap dress.

“You really know how to wear a skirt, Mrs. Winters,” he said.

I smiled, heat pulsing between my legs. “Just Talia.”

I invited him to the house when my husband was out golfing. Told him I needed help “lifting boxes.”

We didn’t touch at first. But the second he sat down on the couch, I walked over and stood between his knees.

“You’ve been looking at me like you want something,” I said. “So take it.”

His cock was hard in seconds — thick, flushed, already leaking. I dropped to my knees on the marble floor and ran my tongue along the tip, slow, teasing.

“Jesus,” he groaned, gripping my hair.

I smiled and opened wide, sliding him into my mouth inch by inch, my lips wrapping tight around his shaft.

“You suck cock like you’ve done this before,” he panted.

I moaned around him, swirling my tongue under his head, taking him deep enough to make my throat ache.

My mascara started to run. Spit dripped down my chin. I didn’t stop. I wanted him messy. Wanted him wrecked.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he gasped.

I gripped his thighs tighter and bobbed faster, wet and wild, until his whole body tensed.

He exploded in my mouth with a long, deep groan.

I swallowed it all. Every last drop.

Then I licked my lips and smiled up at him.

“You’re welcome, baby.”

His eyes were wide. “Holy fuck.”

I stood, fixed my lipstick, and kissed his cheek.

“Tell your mother her dress is ready,” I said.

And just like that, I went back to being the respectable wife… with cum still warm in my throat.


Chapter 21: “I Should’ve Been at Soccer Practice”
Name: Rachel Lane
Age: 48
Location: Charlotte, North Carolina

I’m Rachel Lane. Forty-eight.
Married. Mother of four.
People call me a “supermom.”
PTA president. Meal planner. Always early for pickup. Always smiling. Always composed.

But I’ve spent too long hiding behind that polished image.
Because the truth is, I’m not fulfilled.
I’m not satisfied.

I’m starving.

My husband, Tom, is good to me.
Kind. Predictable.
He kisses my cheek, thanks me for dinner, and falls asleep beside me by 9:30.

But in my dreams?
There’s someone else.

Leo.
The contractor.
29 years old. Came to remodel our outdated kitchen.
Tan skin, dirty blond hair, arms carved with muscle, and a cocky grin that made me shift in my seat every time he called me “Mrs. Lane.”

From day one, I noticed him.
But it was his bulge that I couldn’t ignore.

Every time he bent over, every time he stood back to admire his work, the outline of his cock pressed against those worn jeans. Thick. Heavy. Unmistakable.

I tried not to stare.
But I did.

He’d catch me looking sometimes, and he’d just smirk.
Like he knew.
Like he wanted me to see it.

So I started dressing different.
Lower necklines. No bra. Just a tank top that clung to my chest.
Shorter shorts. Ones that hugged my hips and showed the tops of my thighs.

I started bending a little more when I picked up something off the floor.
Leaning closer when I offered him lemonade.

One afternoon, I caught him staring at me from behind while I was reaching into the fridge.

When I turned, he didn’t even look away.
He just licked his lips and said,
“You always this sexy when your husband’s not home?”

My heart skipped.
I should’ve said something. Anything. But instead, I smiled and walked away — slowly, swaying my hips.

That night, I lay in bed next to Tom while I fingered myself silently under the sheets, thinking about Leo’s hands all over me.

Then, last Thursday, everything changed.

Tom took the kids to practice.
I stayed behind, claiming a “migraine.”
I wore a robe — thin, short, tied just tight enough to keep things interesting.

Leo showed up to finish the backsplash.
But he didn’t even unpack his tools.

He walked into the kitchen, shut the back door, and looked me up and down.

“You know what you’re doing,” he said, voice low, hungry.
“You’ve been teasing me for weeks.”

I didn’t deny it.
I just stood there, heart pounding, thighs pressed together under the robe.

“Take it off,” he said.
My breath caught.

I untied the robe slowly, letting it fall open.

His eyes roamed over my breasts — full, bare, nipples already hard.
Down to my soft stomach, the little curve of my hips, and lower — where I was already wet and glistening.

“Fuck,” he groaned, stepping toward me.

I backed up, letting the robe slip off my shoulders, hitting the floor.

He grabbed me — not rough, but firm — and kissed me like he was claiming me.
His hands slid down my back, cupped my ass, then dipped between my legs.

“You’re soaked,” he said, fingers teasing my slit.
“For me?”

I nodded. “Ever since the first day.”

He lifted me onto the counter, spread my thighs wide, and knelt down.
His tongue was hot, relentless, licking and sucking my clit until my legs were trembling, my hands gripping his hair.

I came hard, gasping his name — but he didn’t stop.

He stood, unzipped his jeans, and let his cock fall free.
And God, it was even bigger than I imagined.

Thick. Veined. Gorgeous. Much bigger than what I was home-fed. 
The kind of cock that ruins your conscience.

He didn’t ask.
He just pushed inside me — slow, deep, stretching me open until I gasped.

He held still, eyes on mine.

“Tell me this pussy’s mine now.”

“It’s yours,” I breathed. “Take it.”

And he did.

He fucked me on that kitchen counter like I was half my age.
Hard. Deep. Raw.

My nails raked his back. My moans bounced off the tile. I came again, and again — legs shaking, begging him not to stop.

When he finally pulled out, he turned me around, bent me over the granite, and finished on my ass, groaning like he’d held it in for years.

We didn’t speak for a moment.
I was still catching my breath when he leaned in and whispered:

“Same time next week?”

I nodded, robe still crumpled on the floor.

And the best part?

Tom thinks the new backsplash is the sexiest thing in the house.


Chapter 22: “Faculty Favors”

Name: Rhea Malhotra
Age: 22
Location: Mumbai, India

I’m Rhea Malhotra. 22. Business student at a private university in Mumbai.

I come from money — and so does my boyfriend.

Armaan’s the kind of guy who looks good on paper: luxury SUV, gym selfies, daddy’s money. But when it comes to sex? He’s lazy, always tired, always "busy." I’ve started to feel more like a trophy than a girlfriend.

So when I started slipping in Professor Rajan’s class — Strategic Finance — I asked for a meeting.

Professor Rajan Mehta, 46, clean-shaven, silver at the temples, always in fitted linen shirts that hint at a body that shouldn’t look that good for his age.

He invited me to a hotel café in Bandra — “less formal,” he said.

“Rhea,” he said over his espresso, “you’re smart, but distracted. Too many parties?”

“No,” I said, crossing my legs slowly. I wore a short kurti, no dupatta, and a sheer bra under it. “I just haven’t had… attention lately.”

His eyes didn’t blink. Just drifted lower.

“If you’re looking for attention…” he said, voice dark, “you’re going to have to earn it.”

I followed him to a suite upstairs.

The second the door closed, I dropped to my knees.

“Take it out,” I whispered.

He unzipped. Thick. Veiny. Already hard. I licked the tip slow, just tasting the pre-cum as he groaned.

“God, you’re filthy,” he said.

“Not as filthy as I’m about to be.”

I took him deep — inch by inch — until my lips met the base. I sucked hard, drool dripping down my chin.

“Does your little boyfriend even fuck you anymore?”

I pulled off, gasping. “He doesn’t even touch me.”

“Then keep going,” he growled. “And I’ll make sure you pass this semester with distinction.”

I moaned around his cock, bobbing faster, my hand working the base as my throat tightened around him.

“Look at you,” he whispered, staring down at me. “Rich girl on her knees, gagging for grades.”

I moaned, eyes watering, nose pressed to his skin.

He came suddenly — hot, thick, salty. I swallowed it all, still stroking him as he twitched in my mouth.

“You’ll be top 5 in the class now,” he smirked, tucking himself in.

I fixed my lipstick and stepped back into my sandals.

“See you next week, sir.”

And I walked out with his cum still warm in my throat… and a full mark in the internal exam uploaded the next morning.


Chapter 23: “Down Under and Bent Over”

Name: Claire Weston
Age: 39
Location: Gold Coast, Australia

I’m Claire Weston. 39. Married. And bored out of my damn mind.

I live in a quiet luxury suburb near the Gold Coast, Queensland. My husband, David, is a financial advisor who spends more time on Zoom than inside me.

For a while, I pretended it didn’t matter. Pilates, wine with the girls, expensive lingerie that never gets noticed.

Then Liam started working our yard.

	Tan lines. Dirty blond curls. Forearms built like they were made to pin you down. Always shirtless. Always sweaty. 


I caught him staring the first week. The way his eyes dragged over my legs in a sundress? Made me clench.

“You always this hot in the afternoons?” he asked one day, wiping sweat off his neck.

“Only when someone’s watching,” I said.

The next Thursday, David was in Brisbane for a conference. I brought Liam a cold beer — in heels and nothing but a silk robe.

He raised an eyebrow. “Bit overdressed for yard work, aren’t we?”

“Maybe I’m underfucked,” I replied, sipping from his bottle and never breaking eye contact.

He set it down. Walked right up to me.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

He pulled the robe open. No panties. No bra. His hand slid between my legs, and I was already soaked.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered. “Been wanting to taste this since I mowed your lawn.”

He knelt on the stone patio and licked me right there, spreading me open on the chaise as I moaned into my own hand to muffle it.

Then he stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out the thickest cock I’d seen in a decade.

I bent over the patio chair. He slid in deep and slow, both of us groaning.

“You let the neighbor boy fuck you in broad daylight, Mrs. Weston?” he hissed.

“You’re not a boy,” I gasped. “You’re exactly what I needed.”

He fucked me rough — the kind of deep, hard thrusts that leave you sore and satisfied for days.

I came with a scream I couldn’t hold back. He pulled out and finished on my back, warm and sticky under the Aussie sun.

I lit a cigarette after. I don’t even smoke.

“You want me to edge the bushes next?” he teased.

“No,” I said, tying my robe again. “Next week… I want you in my mouth.”


Chapter 23: “Sophisticated Outside, Shameless Inside”

Name: Vanessa Blake
Age: 42
Location: Chicago, Illinois (Originally from Seattle)

I’m Vanessa Blake. 42. Married, with a teenage daughter and a calendar full of fundraisers and orthodontist appointments.

I was in Chicago for a medical tech conference.
Three days. Alone. Bored.

That’s when I met Julian.

He was at the hotel bar. Dark suit. Rolex. British accent. Well-read and attentive, the kind of man who actually listens — something my husband stopped doing years ago.

We talked about cities, art, and food. He never flirted directly — just watched me with that calm, focused gaze that made me want to squirm in my chair. He quoted Leo Tolstoy and impressed me with his knowledge on European architecture and human psychology.

“I’d enjoy continuing this,” he said over his second scotch. “Would you feel safe joining me for another drink upstairs?”

So polite.
So respectful.

Until the elevator doors closed.

That’s when he shifted.
His hand gripped my jaw, firm and sudden. “You’ve been dripping through that little dress all night, haven’t you?”

My knees almost gave out.

The second the door to Room 918 opened, he grabbed the back of my neck and pushed me against the wall.

“Did your husband send you here with that sweet little cunt all untouched? Poor thing.”

“Julian…”

“No.” He cut me off. “You don’t talk unless I say so. Tonight, you’re just a married slut who needed to be ruined.”

He stripped me fast. My dress hit the floor. No bra. Thong soaked.

He knelt, but didn’t kiss like a lover — he devoured. His tongue was relentless, and when I started to squirm, he held my hips and just growled, “Stay still, or I’ll tie you to the fucking chair.”

I came hard, moaning into my own arm to muffle it.

Then he stood, slowly undoing his belt.

“Crawl onto the bed. Show me how a married whore begs for cock.”

I obeyed.

He fucked me from behind first — no sweet words, no warm-up. Just hard, deep, filthy strokes. The headboard slammed into the wall. I didn’t care.

“You wear that ring while getting your cunt pounded by a stranger?”

As he pumped me like a mad man and I screamed like a banshee, he rambled ‘Fucking shit-bitch, take it, take it, take it, take it.”

“Yes,” I cried. “God, yes.”

He flipped me, pinned my wrists, and fucked me until my whole body trembled. When I begged for his cum, he laughed softly and pulled out.

He came across my tits, panting, smearing it with his fingers. “There. Now you’ve got something real to remember me by.”

I stayed the night. We didn’t cuddle.

The next morning, he kissed my cheek gently.
“Breakfast was lovely,” he said like nothing had happened. I managed a weak smile.

Polite. Elegant. Cold.

And I was still wet by the time I got back to my room.


Chapter 25: “Rush Hour”

Name: Emily Brooks
Age: 37
Location: New York City

I’m Emily Brooks. 37. Married to a man who once sent me love songs and now sends me grocery lists.

We live on the Upper East Side. Clean lines, white wine, matching workout sets. He makes money. I make appearances.

I thought that was enough.

Until I met Damien.

	Photographer. A client on a shoot. He wore leather boots and shot on film. Intense, quiet, completely uninterested in social performance. 


He looked at me like he already knew what I tasted like.

At first, it was nothing. A few looks. A joke too close to the edge. One night, he brushed my lower back at a gallery event. My body tensed.

“Didn’t peg you for the type to wear garters under a blazer,” he said, lips close to my ear.

“And what type is that?” I asked, trying to stay cool.

“The kind that needs to be pinned to a wall once a week to function.”

I went home to my husband that night, spread my legs for him out of guilt — and ended up fingering myself in the bathroom afterward just to finish.

The next time I saw Damien was accidental. Or fate.

Tuesday morning. I was on the 6 train, running late, standing-room only. I was flipping through email when I looked up — and there he was.

Damien.

Smirking. One hand on the overhead rail, the other slipping off his backpack. He moved behind me without saying a word.

“You following me now?” I asked under my breath.

“You’re the one wearing no panties, sweetheart.”

My pulse jumped. “You can’t know that.”

“Your thighs say otherwise.”

The train lurched. His chest pressed to my back. He reached down.

His hand slid beneath the hem of my pencil skirt, fingers brushing my inner thigh. My body betrayed me instantly.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re soaked.”

I should’ve stepped away. I didn’t.

His fingers slipped between my folds, spreading them slowly. Two of them pushed in like he had every right. I gripped the pole harder.

“Keep your eyes on the ads,” he said. “Let them think you’re just another bored wife on her commute.”

The train rattled, crowded, loud. He curled his fingers inside me like he’d mapped me out ahead of time.

“You want to cum for me, standing here like a used-up trophy wife in heat?”

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He picked up speed. My knees trembled.

“When was the last time someone touched you like this, Emily?”

“I… I don’t remember.”

“That’s the problem,” he growled, fingers deep, rubbing just right. “You forgot what you were. Let me remind you.”

I came. Silent, violent, dizzy. A wave so strong I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stay upright.

He pulled his hand out as the train slowed at Spring Street. Brought his fingers to his lips.

Licked them.

“Still better than breakfast,” he said, stepping off the train.

I stood there, dripping, flushed, heart pounding — still married, still wet, and already craving more.

Two hours later, he texted.

“Jeans. No zipper. My place. Let’s see if that pretty mouth of yours is as good as those thighs.”

I replied:
“Don’t be gentle.” 


Chapter 26: “Flat No. 704”

Name: Ayesha Sharma
Age: 36
Location: Pune, India

My name is Ayesha Sharma. I’m 36, married, and I live in a quiet, too-clean, too-perfect society in Pune.

My husband, Rohan, is well-spoken, well-groomed, and well-loved by everyone — except me.

He controls the society WhatsApp group like a dictator. He reminds me to schedule plumber visits. But when’s the last time he touched my face and meant it?

Or even looked at me like he used to?

I hadn’t felt wanted in months. Not until I started noticing the man in Flat 704.

Aditya Malhotra.

Divorced. Quiet. Always half-dressed on his balcony with a glass of something in his hand. Ex-army, I think.

He doesn't join events. Doesn’t wave at uncles. Doesn’t smile politely.

Rohan hates him.

I couldn’t stop watching him.

The first time we spoke, it wasn’t flirty. It wasn’t even friendly. It was honest.

I was leaving the lift. He was getting in. We nodded, like always. But I paused.

“You don’t say much,” I said.

“And you say too little,” he replied. “For someone who always looks like she’s holding something in.”

I looked at him.

“You don’t like my husband.”

“Your husband doesn’t like me.”

He stepped into the lift. “But I like watching you.”

The doors closed.

I thought about him that night. Touched myself to the thought of his voice, the way he looked at me like he wanted to wreck me without a single apology.

The next Thursday, I waited until Rohan left for a meeting. Then I walked upstairs. Flat 704. Knocked once.

He opened the door. Didn’t look surprised.

“You came.”

“I didn’t plan to.”

“But you did.”

I walked in. His flat was clean. Dimly lit. Quiet.

“Why are you really here?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I just… I don’t want to feel like I’m slowly disappearing.”

“You're not.” He stepped closer. “Not to me.”

He didn’t grab me. Didn’t kiss me. Just looked. His fingers brushed my jaw, then ran down the front of my kurti.

“Can I see you?” he asked, voice low.

I pulled it off slowly. No bra. No panties.

“Fuck,” he whispered, eyes dragging over me. “You’re beautiful.”

“Then do something about it.”

He stepped in. His mouth found my neck. Then my shoulder. Then down to my chest, lips closing around my nipple. I gasped, breath hitching.

His hands slid down between my thighs, fingers parting me.

“You’re already wet?” he asked.

“I’ve been wet since last week,” I whispered. “I shouldn’t be here.”

“But you are.”

He sank to his knees on the carpet. His hands gripped my hips. His mouth… god.

His tongue was slow, patient, relentless.

“Don’t stop,” I moaned, rocking against him. “Please, don’t stop.”

He pulled back for half a second, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and looked up at me.

“I’m not stopping until you can’t stand.”

I came in waves. Shaking. His hands holding me up as I cried out.

He stood. Pulled his joggers down. No underwear. Thick. Hard.

I reached for him. He grabbed my wrist.

“Not yet,” he said. “Lie down.”

I lay on his couch. Legs spread. Still trembling.

He climbed on top and slid inside in one deep thrust.

“Jesus,” I gasped.

“You okay?” he asked, voice raw.

“More than.”

He fucked me slow at first. Deep. His eyes on mine. No words. Just breathing.

Then faster. Rougher. Fingers digging into my waist. Skin slapping skin.

“You let your husband keep this all to himself?” he growled.

“He doesn’t want it.”

“Then I’ll take it.”

He flipped me over. Took me from behind. Grabbed my hair.

“You feel that?” he hissed. “That’s what it feels like to be wanted.”

“Don’t stop. Fill me.”

“Say it again.”

“I want you to cum in me.”

He slammed once more. Groaned. Filled me with every drop.

We collapsed. Sweaty. Silent. Fucked raw.

When I stood to leave, his cum ran down my thighs. I didn’t wipe it.

“That looked like more than just sex,” I said softly.

“It wasn’t,” he replied. “It was everything he never gave you.”

I didn’t answer. Just slipped my kurti back on. No bra. No underwear.

And walked back down to dinner with my husband… while someone else’s cum dripped between my legs.


Chapter 27: “Check-In, Check Out”

Name: Madeline Cross
Age: 40
Location: Dubai, United Arab Emirates

My name is Madeline Cross. I’m 40. Married for 15 years. Two kids. One husband who barely notices when I leave the room.

I told him I needed a break. A solo trip. “Just yoga, room service, and sleep.”

He said, “Sure, babe. Take care of yourself.”

I booked five nights at a luxury hotel in Dubai — a city built for excess. I arrived jet-lagged, puffy-eyed, and not expecting much.

Then I met Zaid.

Hotel concierge. Late 20s. Dark eyes. Tall. That calm, effortless confidence that doesn't need flirting — just presence.

The first night, I asked about restaurants.

He smiled, leaned in slightly, and said, “Are you looking for views or something you’ll remember tomorrow morning?”

I laughed it off. But I felt it between my legs.

The second night, he sent a bottle of wine to my room. No note. Just a room-service guy who said, “From Zaid, ma’am.”

I drank two glasses alone in a robe. Then I called down.

“Can you send someone to help me with the terrace lock?” I lied.

Ten minutes later, he knocked. I opened the door barefoot.

“It’s working now,” I said.

He smiled. “I know.”

He stepped inside. Closed the door.

“Are you married?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Happily?”

I didn’t answer.

He walked to me slowly. “I won’t ask again.”

He kissed me. Deep. One hand on my waist, the other slipping under the robe. My body melted — wet instantly, needing him like I’d been waiting a year.

“I’ve thought about this since the moment you walked in,” he whispered. “You looked like a woman desperate to be touched properly.”

He slid the robe off. I was naked underneath.

“God…” he muttered. “You’re gorgeous. And no one’s appreciating you.”

He kissed down my body, to my thighs, then dropped to his knees. His mouth on my pussy was slow, wet, masterful.

“Zaid…” I gasped.

“Shh. Let go.”

I moaned, grinding into his mouth. He licked me like it was all he’d wanted all week. I came hard. Legs shaking. Barely able to stand.

Then he stood, pulled his cock out — thick, beautiful, already dripping — and walked me backward to the bed.

“Condom?” he asked.

“No.”

He smiled. “Filthy girl.”

He slid into me slow, deep, stretching me open until I cried out.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Let me remind you what it feels like to be taken care of.”

He fucked me slow at first, then faster, rougher — hands gripping my hips, eyes locked on mine. I wrapped my legs around him and came again, harder.

“You want my cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Please. I want it.”

He pulled me up and finished inside me, growling into my neck as he flooded me.

When I woke the next morning, there was no goodbye. Just a folded towel at the edge of the bed… and cum still dripping down my thighs.

That night, I left the “Do Not Disturb” sign on the door.

He knocked anyway.


Chapter 28: “The Executive Decision”

Name: Catherine Langford
Age: 53
Location: Santorini, Greece

My name is Catherine Langford. 53. Married, childless, and globally respected in corporate strategy circles.

I’ve aged well. People say it — colleagues, strangers, even waiters. I lift. I swim. I still wear pencil skirts like armor.

But under all that polish? I’m exhausted. Not just by work — by a husband who hasn’t touched me in eight months, by silence in bed, and by the fact that I’m always seen… but never wanted.

Santorini was a leadership offsite. Five days, luxury villas, and a new class of talent shadowing the senior team.

One of them was Leo.

	Confident. Tall, tanned skin, dark eyes, and just the right amount of unshaven mess. He was smart — but when we made eye contact, there was something else. 


Hunger.

It started slow — looks. Smiles. Him holding a door a little too long. Compliments that stayed on the right side of professional.

But after the third night, when the wine had flowed and the laughter softened, I was alone on the terrace of my suite when I heard a knock.

I opened the door. Leo stood there, casual, holding a glass of scotch.

“I needed air,” he said. “But this view is better.”

I should’ve closed the door. I didn’t.

“You know how many people in the company are terrified of you?” he asked, stepping in.

“Good,” I said, sipping wine. “Respect is currency.”

“I respect the hell out of you,” he said, moving closer. “But I’ve also thought about what it’d feel like to have your legs over my shoulders.”

My breath hitched.

“You don’t talk to your boss like that,” I said.

“I don’t look at my boss like this either.”

I kissed him first.

The scotch glass hit the table. His hands were on my waist, my hips, pushing my blouse up, pulling my skirt down.

“God damn,” he whispered. “You’re fucking stunning. 53? I wouldn’t have guessed 43.”

“Keep talking and I’ll make you earn the rest.”

He dropped to his knees.

No hesitation. No warm-up. Just tongue on clit, slow and then hard — my hands in his hair, my moans echoing off the white stone walls.

“You taste like someone who’s been denied for way too long.”

I came in his mouth, gasping, shaking, letting it happen. No guilt. Just fire.

He stood, panting, eyes dark. “I didn’t bring condoms.”

“I’m 53, Leo,” I said, pulling him in. “You don’t need one.”

His cock was thick and already slick at the tip. I spread my legs on the lounge chair, pulled him on top of me.

“Fuck me. No apologies. No holding back.”

And he did.

He slid in deep. Both of us groaning. He filled me slow, inch by inch, then started thrusting — fast, rough, hands gripping my ass.

“You’re tight as hell,” he grunted. “Fuck.”

“That’s what happens when no one touches me for a year.”

“Then I’ll make up for it.”

He pinned my legs back and fucked me hard — each thrust pushing me into the cushions. I came again, moaning so loud I had to bite my own hand.

“Fill me,” I whispered. “Don’t even think of pulling out.”

“You sure?”

“You can breed me all night, Leo. I’m not getting pregnant. I’m getting satisfied.”

He slammed in one final time and came deep — thick, hot, full.

“Fuck, yes,” he growled, his cum pouring into me, both of us shaking.

I kept my legs wrapped around him until he softened inside me.

“Next time,” I said, breathless, “you don’t wait three days.”

“Next time,” he said, “you call me when your husband’s asleep.”

I kissed him once more.
And left the villa door unlocked.


Chapter 29: “The Renovation”

Name: Danielle Hart
Age: 41
Location: Vancouver, Canada

My name is Danielle Hart. 41. Married. One kid in college, one golden retriever, and a kitchen that hadn’t been remodeled since the early 2000s — just like my marriage.

My husband Mark is... fine. Kind. Smart. We still talk. But the sex? Silent. Scheduled. Lifeless.

So we agreed to do something that “freshened things up.” A home project. New tiles, open shelves, backsplash, the works.

We hired a local guy.

Callum.

	Broad shoulders, sleeves rolled up, beard dusted with sawdust, and arms built like he could carry me and the new countertop. 


The first time I offered him a coffee, he said, “Only if you drink one with me.”

I smiled. “That’s not part of the job, Callum.”

“Maybe I like extra tasks.”

It was harmless — at first.

Then came the stares. The “ma’am” that started sounding more like a challenge than respect. The casual shirtless moments while installing under-sink wiring.

And the looks he gave me when Mark left the house.

One Thursday afternoon, it was raining. My husband had gone to Calgary for a conference. I came down in leggings and a sweater. No bra.

Callum was under the island, tools spread out. He looked up.

“You always walk around like that?”

“Like what?” I said.

“Like you forgot you’re married.”

I should’ve been offended. Instead, I walked to the fridge, bent over to grab a bottle of water, and felt his eyes crawl over me.

“You keep staring,” I said.

“You keep giving me reasons.”

He stood. Walked over. Close.

“You know I’ve had to jerk off after every shift here?”

“That’s unprofessional,” I whispered.

“So is walking around with your nipples showing through your sweater.”

I didn’t move when he reached for the hem. Slid it up. Saw everything.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he said. “You want me to stop?”

“If you stop, I’ll scream,” I said.

He bent me over the dining table. Pulled my leggings down. No panties.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You’re dripping.”

“I’ve been dripping for days,” I gasped.

He dropped his jeans. Pulled out his cock. Thick. Heavy. Leaking.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t wait. He slid inside raw, deep, making me cry out with the stretch.

“That feel better than your husband’s hands?”

“God, yes.”

He fucked me fast, hard — the table creaked, my moans echoed through the empty house.

“Tell me whose cock you want from now on.”

“Yours,” I whimpered. “Just yours.”

“You want my cum too?”

“Yes. Inside. Now.”

He groaned and emptied in me, hips jerking as he spilled everything deep inside.

“Don’t clean up,” he said, pulling out. “Let it drip while you make dinner.”

That night, Mark FaceTimed me.
I smiled sweetly.

Under the table, Callum was fingering me open again.


Chapter 30: “Stick Shift”

Name: Jenna Ward
Age: 39
Location: Austin, Texas

I’m Jenna Ward. 39. Married for fourteen years. No kids.

I do marketing consulting from home. Bake sourdough. Pretend I'm fulfilled.

My husband, Patrick, works in insurance. He’s the type who clips coupons, keeps a budget spreadsheet, and has sex the same way every time — and not often.

I used to feel sexy. Now I feel… invisible.

Two months ago, I decided to finally get my driver’s license. Not because I needed it. Because I needed something.

I booked lessons through a local driving school. And that’s how I met Rafael.

	Half-Mexican. Toned but not bulky. Smooth voice with a slight accent. Quiet in a way that made me want to fill the silence. 


The first few sessions were all business.

“Hands at ten and two.”

“Easy on the brakes.”

But there was a look in his eye. A flicker when I adjusted my skirt. A second too long when his hand touched mine on the gearstick.

On the fourth lesson, I wore a low-cut black top. Nothing underneath.

He noticed.

“You always dress up to parallel park?” he asked, teasing.

“Only for instructors who make me feel like I’m bad at it.”

That day, we pulled into a quiet residential street and idled under the trees. I killed the engine. My pulse was thudding in my throat.

“You’re distracted today,” he said.

“Maybe I’m thinking about things I shouldn’t.”

He turned toward me. “Like what?”

“Like how I’ve been in this car with you five times now and I still don’t know what your cock looks like.”

Silence.

Then slowly, he unbuckled. Reached down.

I watched. Breathless.

He unzipped his jeans and pulled it out — half-hard, thick, beautiful. I exhaled.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “You’re bigger than I imagined.”

“What do you want to do about it, Jenna?”

“Everything I can’t do at home.”

I reached across the center console and wrapped my hand around him. Warm. Heavy. Still growing.

He leaned back. Closed his eyes.

I started slow — stroking from base to tip, watching him harden under my fingers. His breath deepened. His hips lifted.

“You okay with this?” I asked.

He opened his eyes and looked at me.

“I’ve imagined this since the second lesson.”

That was all I needed.

I spit into my palm and made it wet. Slid my hand up and down in a tight rhythm. My thumb circled his tip, teasing the slick bead of pre-cum that had formed.

“You’ve been hard during lessons before?” I whispered.

“Every time you wore that red lipstick.”

“You jerked off thinking about me?”

“Three times. One was in this car.”

“Filthy,” I whispered. “Fucking love that.”

I stroked faster. He was rock hard now, his cock slick and throbbing in my fist. The car was filled with the sound of breath and wet skin.

His hand gripped the edge of the seat.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he groaned.

“That’s the plan.”

I twisted my wrist and jerked him hard. His whole body tensed.

“Jenna—fuck—”

He exploded in my hand, cum shooting in long, hot ropes across his abs and shirt. I didn’t stop stroking until he gasped, twitching, totally wrecked.

I looked at the mess, then at him.

“You’re not gonna last long if I ever get my mouth on you.”

“Holy shit,” he panted, laughing. “You just ruined me.”

I reached into my purse, pulled out a napkin, and wiped my hand slowly.

“Lesson six,” I said with a smirk. “Your turn to teach me how to sit properly… on your face.”

He laughed.

“Fail your test,” he said, zipping up. “On purpose.”


Chapter 31: “All-Inclusive”

Name: Mila Thompson
Age: 40
Location: Playa del Carmen, Mexico

My name is Mila Thompson. I’m 40. Married. Two kids. Teacher.

My best friend Claire and I have known each other since we were thirteen. We do everything right: family holidays, book clubs, brunches.

But this time? We needed out. So we booked five nights at an all-inclusive resort in Playa del Carmen. Just us. No husbands. No rules.

The first two days were wine, sunblock, and polite flirting with waiters.

But then we met Diego.

Resort bartender. Early 30s. Tanned, toned, tattooed under his white shirt. He spoke English with a low, playful accent. Smirked like he already knew what we were hiding.

“Ladies,” he said on night three, “you look like trouble.”

“Only when we’re bored,” Claire replied.

We weren’t drunk that night — not really. Just warm and reckless.

We sat at the bar after it closed. He poured tequila straight into our mouths. Watched our lips. Watched our bodies.

“You ever kissed each other?” he asked, grinning.

“No,” Claire laughed.

I looked at her. She looked at me.

“Not yet,” I said.

We kissed. Just to see what it would feel like. And when we pulled apart, Diego’s pupils were blown wide.

“Come with us,” Claire said.

We brought him to our room. Sliding glass doors. Ocean breeze. Thin white curtains moving in the wind.

He stood in the middle of the suite while we undressed each other — laughing, breathless. My bra hit the floor. Claire kissed my shoulder.

Diego sat on the bed. “Come here,” he said, voice low.

I walked to him first. He pulled me into his lap, hands on my ass, cock already hard under his slacks.

“You’ve been staring at me for two days,” I whispered.

“You’ve been licking your straw like a fucking fantasy,” he growled, and kissed me hard.

Claire climbed behind me, kissing my neck while Diego pulled my panties aside and slid his fingers into me.

“So wet already,” he said. “You want to be filled, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck, yes.”

Claire stripped him while I grinded against his fingers. She wrapped her hand around his cock and looked at me.

“You want it first?”

“Please.”

He laid me on the bed, climbed between my thighs, and slid in raw — thick, slow, so deep I cried out.

“You sure your husband touches you like this?”

“He hasn’t made me cum in months.”

“Then I’ll give you three.”

He fucked me hard while Claire played with my breasts, kissed me, whispered how filthy I looked.

I came fast — tight, loud, soaking the sheets.

Then it was her turn.

I watched him fuck my best friend while I stroked myself next to them, dripping, still full of him.

She moaned, shaking.

“You going to cum inside her too?” I asked.

“Only if she asks.”

“Do it,” Claire gasped. “Inside me. I want it.”

He came with a groan, his cock jerking inside her.

Then he turned to me. “You want a second round?”

“You’re not leaving this room until both our holes are leaking with your cum.”

We didn’t sleep.

When we walked to breakfast the next morning, his scent was still on our thighs.

We didn’t talk about it.

But every time I see Claire now, she bites her lip like she’s thinking about his cock inside both of us.

And I can’t stop smiling. 


Chapter 32: “Delete Doesn’t Mean Gone”

Name: Tara Monroe
Age: 38
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I’m Tara Monroe. 38. Married to Adam, an orthodontist with a golf addiction.

We live comfortably. Clean kitchen, white walls, date nights at the same three restaurants.

He’s a good man. Steady. Safe. Predictable.

I flew to L.A. for a “wellness retreat” three weeks ago. Yoga, massage, a little shopping. That’s what I told him.

What I didn’t tell him:

	I fucked my masseur. 
	In the steam room. 
	Twice. 
	Without a condom. 
	And took a selfie with his hand still on my thigh. 


I thought I deleted it.

I didn’t delete it from the recently deleted folder.

One night, Adam was using my phone to book a dinner reservation. I was doing laundry.

I heard him say my name.

“Tara… what’s this?”

My blood went cold.

I walked into the living room. He was holding the phone up. The photo.

My hair was messy. My lip was red and bitten. A man’s dark hand rested between my thighs. You couldn’t see his face. But it wasn’t Adam.

“Where was this taken?” he asked.

My mouth went dry.

“That was a joke,” I said. “One of the massage therapists — they do those dumb Instagram setups. Everyone was doing them. It’s just a towel.”

“That doesn’t look like a towel.”

“It was,” I lied. “And I deleted it. It made me uncomfortable.”

He stared at me for a long time.

“Why’s your hair like that?”

“We’d just come out of the steam room.”

“Why would you let him touch you like that?”

I felt the heat rise to my cheeks — not from guilt, but from how badly I still wanted it.

“I didn’t let him,” I said slowly. “He posed the picture. It was awkward. I didn’t ask for it.”

He looked at me. Hard. Quiet.

“If I find out you fucked someone,” he said, “I’m gone.”

“You won’t find anything else,” I said.

And I meant it.

Because I’d already transferred everything else — the video, the voice note, the pic of his cum running down my stomach — to a private locked folder under the name “Tax Receipts.”

I watched Adam delete the image. Then I kissed his cheek.

And when he fell asleep that night beside me, arms around me, I slipped one hand between my thighs…

And whispered the masseur’s name under my breath as I came.


Chapter 33: “Guest Bathroom”

Name: Leah Grant
Age: 42
Location: Raleigh, North Carolina

My name is Leah Grant. I’m 42, married, and for the last five years, I’ve slowly stopped feeling like a woman.

Dan — my husband — is a good man. Kind. Faithful. Efficient. He pays the bills, folds laundry, keeps up the yard.

But he doesn’t see me anymore. Not really.

He brushes past me in the kitchen without touching my back. Hugs goodbye, not kisses. When we have sex — once, maybe twice a month — it’s quick, quiet, and over before I can feel anything.

I started feeling like wallpaper. Present, unnoticed.

Then our guest bathroom started leaking.

Dan said he’d fix it. He didn’t. So I called someone.

Marcus.

He was recommended through a neighborhood app. Early 30s. Came by for a quote. Built like he actually used the hammer he carried. Forearms tanned. Eyes too direct.

He looked at me — not in a sleazy way. Just… looked. Held eye contact.

I felt it instantly.

On his second visit, I offered him iced tea. He took it, smiled, and said,
“You always this nice to your contractors?”

I laughed. “Only the ones who show up when they say they will.”

He worked quietly, focused. I hovered too long. Asked if he needed anything. Pretended to check emails at the kitchen table when really, I was watching how he moved.

“That’s a beautiful ring,” he said once, glancing at my hand.

“Thanks,” I replied. “It doesn’t get as much use as it used to.”

The tension sat between us for days. Not rushed. Not obvious.

On the fifth visit, Dan was out of town for a seminar. I came downstairs wearing a casual cotton dress — fitted, soft, no bra.

Marcus was crouched under the sink, fixing the pipe seal. His shirt was clinging to his back. I stood near the door, sipping coffee, pretending I didn’t care.

He looked up. Wiped his forehead.

“You’re quiet today,” he said.

“Trying not to distract you.”

“You are.”

I walked a little closer. Leaned against the doorframe.

“You flirting with me, Marcus?”

“I’ve been trying not to.”

Silence. Heavy. Thick.

“Come here,” he said softly.

I walked to him. He stood slowly, chest close to mine.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

I reached up. Touched his jaw. He kissed me — soft at first, then harder, lips parting, hands sliding down my waist.

He pulled me into the bathroom. Closed the door. My back hit the wall. His mouth moved to my neck, then lower, fingers brushing the hem of my dress.

“You’re not wearing anything under this,” he whispered.

“Does that surprise you?”

“No. But it’s making it really hard to be professional.”

“Then don’t be.”

He lifted me onto the counter — cool marble against my thighs. His hand slid between my legs, and I gasped.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You’re soaked.”

“I’ve been soaked all week.”

He pulled his jeans down just far enough. No underwear. Thick. Heavy. I stared. Licked my lips.

“I don’t have protection,” he said.

“I’m on the pill. You’re clean?”

“Yeah.”

“Then fuck me raw.”

He pushed in — slow, stretching me open — and we both groaned.

“You feel so fucking good,” he whispered, hands gripping my hips.

He started to move — slow strokes, deep and steady. I wrapped my legs around him and held on.

“Harder,” I begged. “Don’t be gentle. Just… fuck me.”

He did.

Fast, rough, hungry. The mirror fogged. His belt clinked against the cabinet. I came with a cry, thighs shaking.

“You want my cum?” he asked, breath ragged.

“Inside,” I gasped. “Give me all of it.”

He slammed in deep and filled me, hips jerking, moaning my name.

We stayed like that for a minute — connected. Breathing. Shaking.

He finally pulled out. I slid off the counter, legs weak, his cum already dripping down my thighs.

“You okay?” he asked, tucking himself back in.

I nodded. Smiled.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just wondering what’s leaking more… the pipe, or me.”

He laughed. Kissed my forehead.

“I can fix both,” he said.

And I knew damn well I’d be calling him back.


Chapter 34: “What He Deserves”

Name: Sabrina Ellis
Age: 45
Location: Chicago, Illinois

My name is Sabrina Ellis. I’m 45. Married. Real estate marketing exec.

I’ve been married to Ben for 18 years. We own a sleek condo downtown. We drink the right wine. Wear the right watches. Smile at the right parties.

Three years ago, he cheated.

One night. Some junior analyst on a work trip. He said it was “a mistake.” That it meant nothing.

I believed him.

I forgave him.

But I never let go of the feeling.
That he got away with it.

Until Liam.

Ben’s business partner. 38. Taller. Broader. British. Too charming for his own good. The kind of man who laughs with his whole chest.

He always flirted in small, safe ways. “You’re wasted on him,” he’d whisper with a wink. Or “God, the way you wear that dress...”

But after a dinner party at our place — candles low, jazz playing, Ben already drunk and rambling — Liam stayed behind to help clean up.

I brought a dish to the sink. He followed.

“He doesn’t deserve you,” he said, just above a whisper.

I turned. “He made a mistake.”

“Right,” he said, watching my hands rinse the glass. “And you forgave him.”

“I had to.”

“No,” Liam said softly. “You didn’t.”

I didn’t say anything.

He stepped closer. Not touching — just there. Warm. Close.

“Have you ever done something just because you deserved to feel wanted?” he asked.

My breath hitched.

“You should,” he added. “You really should.”

I said nothing.

But three weeks later, when Ben was at a golf retreat, I texted Liam:

“Need help opening a wine bottle. You in the neighborhood?”

He replied instantly:
“Be there in ten. Wear something dangerous.”

I wore a black slip dress. No bra. Hair undone.

When he arrived, I opened the door without a word.

He kissed me before I could finish breathing.

My back hit the wall. His hands slid under my dress, found my bare skin, gripped my ass like it was already his.

“You waited too long,” he growled.

“You waited for me to ask,” I breathed.

He kissed down my neck.

“Tell me you want this.”

“I want this. I want you to fuck me in our condo. In his kitchen. On his table.”

“You’re wicked.”

“I learned from the best.”

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

He bent me over the kitchen island. Pulled my dress up.

“No panties,” he said.

“I planned this.”

He unzipped. Pulled out his cock — thick, hard, already leaking.

“You want it rough?”

“I want to forget my husband’s name.”

He thrust inside me with one deep, brutal push. I gasped, clutching the counter.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned. “How the fuck does he ignore this?”

“Because he’s a fool.”

He slammed into me, fast, deep — each thrust shaking the marble.

I came fast, crying out his name, soaking his cock.

“You want my cum?”

“Yes. Fill me. I want to be full when he comes home.”

He came inside me with a growl, twitching, thick and hot.

I stood at the sink afterward. Dress wrinkled. Cum dripping down my thigh.

“I don’t feel guilty,” I said.

“Don’t,” Liam replied. “He earned this.”

And when Ben came home that night and kissed my cheek, I smiled.

Because I was still leaking what he would never give me.


Chapter 35: “Don’t Tell Him”

Name: Nina Keller
Age: 46
Location: San Diego, California

My name is Nina Keller. I’m 46, divorced, and live in a clean, coastal house with a view of the ocean — and far too much silence.

My son, Chase, is 20. College sophomore. Lives on campus, comes home some weekends, usually with laundry and a friend or two.

I’m used to boys around the house. Loud. Hungry. Clueless.

But one of them wasn’t a boy anymore.

Noah.

	Lean. Tan. Blue eyes. The kind of cocky charm that covers just enough insecurity to be interesting. 


He always called me “Miss Keller.” Polite. Respectful. But his eyes?
He undressed me every time I walked past.

The first moment I noticed it — really noticed it — was last summer. I came home early from Pilates. Towel wrapped around me.

He was in the kitchen, drinking juice. Shirtless.

His eyes dropped to my legs, lingered too long, then back up.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t know you were back.”

“No problem,” I said, walking past, feeling his eyes on the back of my thighs.

I should’ve gone upstairs. But I didn’t.

“You always walk around like that?” he asked suddenly.

“Why?” I said, turning, raising an eyebrow. “Is it bothering you?”

“No,” he said. “It’s… fucking hot.”

I didn’t laugh. I didn’t scold him.
I just looked at him — the kind of look that gives a green light without saying a word.

That night, they all went out. But Noah came back first. Alone.

I was in the kitchen in shorts and a thin tank. No bra. Hair up. Barefoot.

“Can I ask you something?” he said, standing close.

“You just did.”

He stepped closer.

“Would you stop me if I kissed you?”

My heart pounded.

“I should.”

“But would you?”

I didn’t move.

His lips brushed mine — soft, slow, waiting for me to pull away.

I didn’t.

I kissed him back. Harder. My hands slid up his chest. His fingers tangled in my hair.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “You’ve been driving me crazy.”

“You think I didn’t notice?” I whispered back.

He backed me up against the counter. I felt how hard he was through his shorts. My hand slid down. Gripped him.

“Fuck,” he gasped.

“Still think I’m just someone’s mom?”

“No,” he groaned. “You’re… you’re fucking dangerous.”

I dropped to my knees on the tile.

“Don’t tell him,” I said, pulling him out.

“I won’t,” he breathed.

I stroked him slow. Long. My tongue teased the head. His hands trembled in my hair.

I took him deep. Gagged once. Went deeper. His hips twitched.

“You’re gonna make me cum—”

I moaned around him.

He came in my mouth with a loud, shuddering groan. I swallowed every drop.

When I stood, I kissed his cheek.

“Now go upstairs,” I said, still tasting him. “And sleep like a good boy.”

The next morning, he couldn’t look me in the eye.

But I caught him staring.

And I knew round two was coming.


Chapter 36: “Well Spoken”

Name: Charlotte Vance
Age: 44
Location: Surrey, UK

I’m Charlotte Vance. 44. Married. One daughter in uni, one golden retriever, and a reputation for being put-together.

I live in a well-manicured estate just outside Guildford. Silk bedding, Le Creuset cookware, Pilates twice a week.

And I haven’t been fucked properly since 2019.

My husband Graham is polite. Respectful. Dull.

Our sex life is routine. Quiet. Sheets barely rumpled.

I didn’t plan to cheat. I just needed the fence painted.

Elliot showed up late — thick accent, dust on his jeans, confident smirk on his face.

	Hands like he actually used them. Tattoos peeking under his sleeves. 


“You alright, love?” he said when I opened the door.

“Yes,” I lied.

He got to work. I stayed in the conservatory, pretending to read.

On the second day, he asked for a glass of water. I brought it.

“You always smell this expensive?” he asked, eyeing my blouse.

I laughed. “You always flirt with married women?”

“Only the ones who look like they’re starving.”

That night, I lay in bed next to Graham and touched myself thinking about him.

Day four. Husband home, but inside on a call. Elliot was finishing the side fence. Shirt off. Skin gleaming with sweat.

I brought him a beer.

“Your husband's got no clue, does he?” Elliot asked, taking a slow sip.

“No.”

“He wouldn’t know what to do with you if he did.”

I stared. Heart thudding.

“Tell me to stop,” he said, stepping close.

I didn’t.

He backed me against the garden wall.
His hands gripped my waist. My thighs clenched.

“You’re shaking,” he whispered.

“I haven’t been touched in months.”

“Then I’ll make up for it.”

He lifted my skirt. No knickers. His thumb brushed my clit. I moaned into his mouth.

“Fuck, you’re soaked already.”

“You did that,” I gasped.

He unzipped his jeans. No warning. Just cock — thick, veiny, already hard.

“I’ve got no condom.”

“I don’t fucking care.”

He bent me over the garden bench and pushed in, deep and slow.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasped.

“That feel better than your posh husband?”

“So much fucking better.”

He fucked me right there, rough, one hand around my mouth to muffle the moans. I came on his cock, legs trembling, barely holding on.

“You want my cum, posh girl?”

“Yes. In me. All of it.”

He groaned and filled me deep, both of us panting, shaking, drenched.

I adjusted my skirt. Wiped the sweat off my lip.

“Come back next week,” I said.

“I’ll bring a new brush,” he grinned. “And no pants.”


Chapter 37: “While He Was Talking About Strategy”

Name: Elena Moreau
Age: 39
Location: Lisbon, Portugal

My name is Elena Moreau. I’m 39. Married to a management consultant.

We live in Boston. White townhouse. Glass wine rack. Designer rugs.

Every six months, my husband goes to a strategy conference. Sometimes I join him — not for love, not for time together.
Just to not be alone.

This time, it was Lisbon. Five-star hotel. City view. Room service.

I brought silk sleepwear. Light books I wouldn’t read. Lingerie he wouldn’t touch.

He left each morning with a kiss to the top of my head. Said he’d be back by seven.

The bed stayed cold.

By day three, I stopped pretending. I went down to the bar. No makeup. Loose dress. No bra.

I met Andre there.

Mid-30s. French accent. Smooth, not oily. Linen shirt, open at the collar. He wasn’t trying.
He was just watching.

“You look like someone who’s waiting to be seen,” he said.

“And you look like someone who says that often.”

“Only when it’s true.”

I smiled. We drank wine. Talked about nothing. He didn’t flirt too soon. He just made me laugh.

“Where’s your husband tonight?”

“Talking about scalability and operational efficiency.”

“And you?”

“Trying to remember what it feels like to be kissed by someone who wants to.”

He didn’t ask. He leaned in. Brushed my lips. Paused. Waited.

I kissed him back.

We didn’t rush upstairs. We walked. Quietly. Slowly.

In my hotel room, he closed the door behind us, looked around. “Big bed,” he said.

“Too quiet.”

“Let’s change that.”

He lifted my dress over my head. Paused.

“No bra,” he said.

“No patience.”

He laid me on the bed like something precious. And undressed me like something he planned to devour.

“If you want to stop—”

“Don’t waste a second.”

His mouth went everywhere. Kissing my neck. My shoulders. Down my thighs.
He didn’t rush to my pussy — he took his time.

When his tongue finally touched me, I gasped.

“Mon dieu,” he whispered. “You taste like you’ve been waiting too long.”

I came under his mouth, back arched, fingers twisted in the sheets.

He undressed. Beautiful. Long, thick, already dripping.

“Condom?” he asked, polite.

“No,” I said. “I’m clean. And I want to feel it all.”

“You’ll feel everything.”

And I did.

He slid in deep. So deep I whimpered.

“That’s it,” he said. “Let me stretch you. Let me fill every inch your husband doesn’t touch.”

I moaned. Over and over.

He fucked me with focus. Rhythm. No rush. He made me come again — clenching around him, shaking.

Then he grabbed my face, kissed me, and came inside me with a growl.

Slow. Full. Endless.

Afterward, I curled up on his chest. We didn’t speak.

My husband texted:
“Running late. Be back by 9.”

I replied:
“No rush.”


Chapter 38: “He Knew”

Name: Alyssa Reid
Age: 41
Location: Denver, Colorado

I’m Alyssa Reid. 41. Married. Yoga teacher.

I’ve been married to Nathan for 17 years. He’s smart. Stable. Never lies. Never forgets anniversaries. The kind of man women envy.

But also the kind who stopped touching me three years ago.

No arguments. No blame. Just… silence between our bodies.

I thought it was me.

Until I met Troy — a man from my Thursday Vinyasa class. Ex-military. Late 30s. Gruff, inked, didn’t ask questions.

It started with eye contact. Then casual touches. Then “I’ll walk you to your car.”

I didn’t mean to fuck him.

But when he kissed me in the parking lot, I didn’t stop him.
When he pulled my leggings down in the back seat and shoved his fingers inside me, I moaned louder than I’d moaned in a year.
And when he fucked me raw in a hotel bed the next day, I let him cum inside me and whispered,

“Don’t stop.”

It happened three more times.
I was smart. Careful.
I deleted messages.
Blocked calls.
Swallowed guilt like vitamins.

But two weeks ago, I walked into the house after seeing Troy and found Nathan sitting in the kitchen. Calm.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey,” he replied. “Did you have a good class?”

My stomach turned.

“Yeah. Tiring.”

He looked me dead in the eye.

“Did Troy stretch you out again?”

My heart stopped.
My breath froze.
My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

I felt the blood drain from my face.

“Nathan, I—”

“Don’t lie,” he said, voice low. “I saw the hotel charge. I saw the messages before you deleted them.”

“I was going to—”

“Were you?”

I sat down. Shaking.

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

He stared at me. Then spoke so softly I almost didn’t hear it:

“Because I wanted to see if you’d come home glowing.”

I blinked.

“What?”

“I’ve known for weeks. And every time you walk through that door, wet and wrecked and pretending you're tired from yoga — I can smell him. And I… liked it.”

My stomach flipped.

“What are you saying?”

“You thought you were cheating. But I was watching.
I liked knowing you were getting filled by someone else.
I imagined you riding him. I touched myself while you were gone. I didn’t stop you… because I didn’t want to.”

I stared at him. Horrified. Turned on.

“You wanted this?” I whispered.

“I wanted you to stop pretending.
I wanted to hear you say it.”

Silence.

I swallowed.
Then said it.

“He fucked me.
Hard. Raw.
Came inside me every time.
I begged for it.”

Nathan’s breath caught.
He leaned back. Eyes half-lidded.

“Do you still talk to him?”

“No.”

“Do you miss it?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to do it again?”

I hesitated.

“If I said yes?”

“Then I’ll book the room for you.”

“You want me to cheat?”

“I want you to keep cheating.
I want you to take every inch he gives you and come home full of it.
And I want you to look me in the eye and say, ‘I let another man ruin me tonight.’”

My legs were shaking. My panties were soaked.

I crossed the room.
Sat in his lap.
Took his hand and pressed it between my thighs.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not for you.”

He moaned.

And I whispered in his ear:

“Next time, I’m going to send you a photo of him finishing on my face.
And you’ll thank me for it.”

His cock throbbed under me.

That night, I booked the room.

And he paid for it.


Chapter 39: “That’s Not How You See Me”

Name: Margaret Lane
Age: 70
Location: Westchester, New York

I’m Margaret Lane.
70 this summer. Married to Walter for 47 years. Retired school principal.
I bake too much. I drink too little. And I know the internet only well enough to check the news and Google “is this mole normal.”

Walter watches financial news and falls asleep during documentaries.
He says I look beautiful every Sunday morning — and hasn’t touched me like a woman since 2015.

And then came Ryan.

	My neighbor’s grandson. Skinny at first. Then he filled out — shoulders broader, voice deeper, eyes darker. 


He started mowing my lawn. Then helping set up my new laptop.

“You don’t even know your Wi-Fi password?” he laughed once.

“I’m 70,” I said. “I have more important things to remember.”

“Like what?”

“Like the last time someone made me laugh the way you do.”

He blushed.

The next few weeks, we spent more and more time together.
He taught me about ChatGPT. How to sort photos. How to use AirDrop. He even helped me set up a YouTube playlist.

“You’d go viral if you made baking videos,” he said.

“Please. I’m old enough to be your grandmother.”

“Maybe,” he said. “But that’s not how I see you.”

That sentence stuck in my head for days.

I wore lipstick the next time he came over. Not red. Just something subtle.
He noticed.

“You look… really good today, Mrs. Lane.”

“Flattery from a teenager. What’s the world coming to?”

“You know I’m not just saying it.”

I looked up.
And realized:
He wasn’t.

One quiet Friday afternoon, he was helping me set up photo folders. We sat close on the couch. His thigh brushed mine.

I reached to scroll.
He reached at the same time. Our hands touched.
He didn’t move his away.
I didn’t either.

“You ever miss being touched?” he asked softly.

“Every day,” I whispered before I could stop myself.

He looked at me.
Something unspoken passed between us.

I swallowed.

“Ryan…”

“You can say no.”

I stared at him. Then at his lips.
Then at his lap.

And for reasons I still can’t explain — maybe it was the months of being unseen, maybe it was the heat between us —
I slid off the couch.
Onto my knees.

His eyes widened.
“Wait… are you—”

“Hush,” I said, already unzipping him.

I pulled him out — stiff, flushed, already twitching.
My heart pounded.

“No one’s ever…” he breathed.

“Let me be the first.”

I wrapped my hand around him.
Looked up into his stunned, beautiful face.

Then I took him in my mouth.

Slow. Warm. Wet. I let my tongue explore him like I was learning again.
His hands trembled on the couch.
He whimpered.

“Oh my god, Mrs. Lane…”

“Margaret,” I murmured. “You say my name when you cum.”

I took him deeper. His hips twitched. I worked my wrist in rhythm with my mouth — sloppy, loving it, lost in the heat.

“I’m gonna—” he gasped.

I sucked harder.
He exploded — jerking, moaning my name, thick and hot in my throat.

I swallowed every drop.
And smiled.

“Now,” I said, fixing my lipstick, “show me how to empty the trash bin on the desktop.”

He stared, flushed, stunned.

“You okay?”

“I don’t think I’ll ever see you the same again.”

“Good,” I said. “Because I’m not your grandmother.”

The next time Ryan came over, I didn’t wear my usual cardigan.

I wore soft cotton. No bra. A dress with buttons down the front. My hair loose, my skin lightly scented.

He knew why he was there.

I didn’t offer lemonade.
I opened the door and simply said:

“Upstairs.”

He followed without a word. Nervous. Erect already.

In my bedroom, I turned and faced him.
“Take your shoes off. Slowly.”

He obeyed.

“Now the rest.”

He stripped. Careful. Quiet.
When he was bare, he stood still — unsure, slightly flushed, completely hard.

“Lie back,” I said, nodding to the bed. “And don’t touch yourself unless I tell you.”

He laid down. Eyes wide. Breath shallow.

I undid the buttons of my dress — one by one. Let it fall to the floor.
No underwear.
My body: soft in places, firm in others, not pretending to be young — only sure.

He stared like he couldn’t believe I was real.

I climbed on top. Straddled his hips.
Ran my hands down his chest. Felt his heart thudding under my palms.

“You’re going to fuck me now, Ryan,” I whispered. “But you’re going to do it my way.”

“Yes, Margaret,” he said, voice breaking slightly.

I reached down. Guided him in.
Slowly.
Wet.
So full I had to pause and adjust.
His mouth opened. His eyes rolled.

“God…”

“You’ve never been inside a real woman,” I said, moving my hips in slow circles.

“No,” he gasped. “Nothing like this.”

I rode him — smooth, firm, controlling every inch.
Watching his face twist. Watching him try not to cum too soon.

“You feel me wrapped around you?”

“Yes—”

“That’s what a woman feels like when she knows what she wants.”

I leaned forward. Kissing his neck. Whispers in his ear.
His hands gripped my hips, but gently — unsure if he should lead.

“You want to finish inside me?” I whispered.

“God, yes.”

“Then beg.”

“Please, Margaret… I want to cum in you. Please let me.”

I rocked harder. Let him go deeper.
And when I felt him twitch, I held him tight.

“Do it,” I said.

He came with a strangled moan, cock pulsing, flooding me.
I didn’t move. I stayed wrapped around him. Warm. Full. Smiling.

When I finally slid off, I kissed his cheek.

“You did very well.”

He looked dazed.
“That was… that was everything.”

I handed him his clothes.

“You can stay a little longer,” I said. “But next time—”

“Yes?”

“Next time, I’ll teach you how to eat me properly.”

He taught me how to sort photos, edit little videos, and speak to a blinking cursor without fear — things I never thought I’d learn past seventy. And in return, I taught him something far less technical: how to listen to a woman’s breath, how to move with care, how to make someone feel deeply wanted. I don’t mind that my husband sleeps through most nights anymore… because this bright, hungry boy keeps me very much awake.


Chapter 40: “My Mistake Is 19 and Flying to Germany”

Name: Neha Ahuja
Age: 52
Location: Gurgaon, India

My name is Neha Ahuja. I'm 52.
Married to Raghav for 27 years.
We have a beautiful home in Gurgaon. A car that runs smooth. A driver who keeps quiet. A son we raised with love.

And a secret I've buried so deep that sometimes even I believe it never happened.

But today? I can’t escape it.
Because that secret is 19 years old now.
Tall. Sharp-jawed. Brilliant. Packing a suitcase to fly to Germany for his master’s.
And he thinks the man hugging him at the airport is his father.

He isn’t.

And I’ve never told a soul.

It happened when I was 33.
Raghav’s cousin, Sameer, had come from Canada for a family wedding in Delhi.
He was younger. Loud. Funny. He made me laugh in a way Raghav hadn’t in years.

At the sangeet, he pulled me onto the dance floor. Held me close. Spun me. Whispered things in my ear I pretended to brush off.

Later that night, I walked to the back of the farmhouse to get some air.
He followed.

We kissed.
And then — behind a pillar, in the dark, with ghungroos still echoing in the distance — I let him take off my saree.
I let him press me up against cold stone.
I let him fuck me.
Raw. Hard. Fast.

I didn’t stop him.
I didn’t ask him to pull out.

I clenched around him like my body was starving.
He fucked me like he wanted to claim something.
Fast. Desperate.
His hands under my ass, thrusting into me as if the night would disappear if he didn’t fill me deep enough.

When he came inside me, I almost cried from how full I felt.

And then I pulled my saree back into place with shaking hands and guilt-sticky thighs.

And when I woke up the next morning, I told myself it was just a mistake.

Sameer flew back to Toronto.
I stayed.
And six weeks later, I held a positive test in my hand — and told Raghav he was going to be a father.

He cried when Aarav was born.
He held my hand and called him “ours.”

But Aarav’s eyes? His smile? That dimple?
They weren’t Raghav’s.
They were Sameer’s.

I’ve kept the truth to myself for 19 years.
Never said a word. Not even when Sameer visited again years later — and smiled a little too long at Aarav.

Now Aarav is 19.
He's packing his documents. Buying adaptors. Nervous about snow in Berlin.

He hugged me this morning before leaving.
I kissed his cheek and smiled like the proud mother I am.

And all I could think was:

“My mistake is now 19. And on a one-way flight out of my life.”
And I just hope no one ever does the math.


Chapter 41: “Unit 10G”

Name: Alana Rivera
Age: 38
Location: Austin, Texas, USA

I’m Alana Rivera. 38. Married 11 years.
Senior product manager at a SaaS company downtown. Six-figure job. Condo with a skyline view. A marriage people call “solid.”
I meal-prep on Sundays. I say thank you to Uber drivers. I run 5Ks I don’t enjoy.
And I haven’t been kissed like someone meant it in years.

My husband, Mark, is building a startup.
He lives on cold brew and code. Tells me our sacrifices will “all make sense someday.”
He doesn’t cheat. He’s loyal.
He just stopped noticing I exist.
We haven’t had sex in over two years.
Now we sleep back to back, like coworkers on a red-eye flight.

Then came DeShawn.

	Ex-military. Works security in our building.
Broad. Quiet. Always in that navy-blue uniform. Always respectful.
Never crossed a line. Never said anything even close to inappropriate. 


Until one night last summer.

I came back late from a colleague’s wedding — hair down, makeup faded, heels in my hand, sweat in the crease of my spine.

DeShawn opened the front door for me, looked me over once, then said:

“You look tired, ma’am. Someone should’ve been holding you tonight.”

That sentence lived in my chest for days.
I replayed it while brushing my teeth. While folding towels.
Not even the words — just the way he said it. Like he meant to hold me himself.



A week later, the power went out.
11:10 PM.
Mark was out pitching to investors.

The AC was dead. The condo warm. I lit candles in the kitchen. Poured myself a glass of wine. Pulled my damp hair into a messy bun.

Then: a knock.

DeShawn. Flashlight in hand.

“Just doing floor checks. You doing okay up here?”

I nodded.
I should’ve said “Thanks.” Closed the door. Gone to bed.

But something in me — something restless — said instead:

“You want some water? It’s hot as hell.”

He hesitated. Then stepped inside.

Took the glass. Didn’t sit.
Just stood there — tall, silent — looking at me like I wasn’t someone’s wife.
Like I was a woman.

I poured a little more wine.
Sipped.

“It’s hard to sleep in this heat,” I said.

“Some nights,” he said, “you’re not supposed to.”

I turned toward him. Slowly.

“Is that a line?” I asked.

“Not unless you want it to be.”

The condo was quiet. The only sound was the hum of the candle wick and my heart slamming against my ribs.

I set the glass down. Walked to him.
Stood close enough to feel the heat off his chest.

Reached up.

Touched the collar of his uniform.

“Close the door.”

He didn’t ask twice.



I kissed him first. Hard. Starving.
He groaned against my mouth.
Grabbed my waist. Lifted me like I weighed nothing and laid me out on the sofa.

“Say stop,” he murmured against my throat.
“Keep going,” I breathed.

My shorts were gone. My tank top pushed up.
He kissed down my body. Took his time.

When his mouth reached me — warm, slow, tongue steady — I gasped and grabbed the back of his head.

I came on his tongue with a full-body tremble, heels dug into the couch cushions.

And when he slid inside me — thick, raw, deep — I nearly cried.

“This is wrong,” I moaned into his neck.
“That’s why you’re soaked,” he growled.

He fucked me slow. Deep.
His hands all over me.
The candles flickering.
The fan turning.
And my body unraveling under a man who wanted me like he’d been dreaming of it.

I came again.
Louder. Longer.
And when he came inside me — hard, shuddering, forehead pressed to mine — I didn’t stop him.



He left quietly.
I rinsed the glasses.
Straightened the cushions.
Wiped the counter.

Then sat on the edge of the couch and touched the spot where he’d made me feel alive again.

Mark came home two hours later.
Kissed my cheek. Said the meeting went well.

Didn’t notice the lock had been turned twice.
Didn’t notice the sweat drying along my thighs.
Didn’t notice me.

I went to bed beside my husband.
And fell asleep with another man’s cum still warm inside m


Chapter 42: “It Started with Tea”

Name: Maeve Donnelly
Age: 44
Location: County Clare, Ireland

My name is Maeve Donnelly. I’m 44.
Married to Thomas for 21 years.
We live just outside Lahinch. Old house. Foggy mornings. The kind of marriage people admire — steady, polite, local.

But no one knows I haven’t had an orgasm from my husband in nearly a decade.

Thomas is lovely. Really. Kind hands. Fixed the porch himself. Never strays, never shouts.
But he kisses me like I’m breakable.
And touches me like I’m not there.

Then came Jakub.

	Hired to help with summer work — fencing, hay, small repairs.
Tall. Quiet. A mouth that stays shut unless he has to ask something. 


But when he looks at me?
I feel naked.

It started with tea.
I brought it out to him one morning. Cold air, early light, he was shirtless under the shed awning.

“Thank you, Missus,” he said in that deep, heavy accent.

I turned to go, and he said softly:
“You… very beautiful today.”

I froze.

I should’ve corrected him.
I should’ve smiled and walked.

But I turned back.
Met his eyes.
And said:
“You’re not bad to look at yourself.”

From that day, something changed.
He watched my hands when I cleaned.
His eyes followed the line of my legs when I leaned down to pick up the washing.

And I watched him.
How he moved.
How his chest lifted when he carried bags of feed.
How his jaw tensed when he was silent too long.

One day, he came into the kitchen early. Shirt damp from rain.
I gave him tea.
Our hands touched.

And this time, I didn’t pull away.

I said nothing.
I just stepped in close.
And kissed him.

He didn’t ask why.
Just kissed me back.
Big hands gripping my waist. Pulling me in.

My tea cup shattered on the floor.
I let him lift me onto the counter.
Let him slide my skirt up.
Let him eat me out like I was the first woman he’d ever touched.

I came, shaking, legs around his shoulders, hand in his hair.
And when he pulled his cock out — thick, flushed, already twitching — I just whispered:

“Inside. Now.”

He fucked me like I hadn’t been touched in twenty years.
No condom. No apology.
Deep. Hungry.
Like his body had been waiting.

I let him cum in me.
Didn’t even think twice.

And when he stepped back, chest heaving, I kissed him one last time and said:
“Same time tomorrow. After breakfast. And don’t be late.”

Then I cleaned the tea, wiped the counter, and made porridge for my husband.
He came into the kitchen with a smile.
Said the house smelled warm.
Kissed my cheek.

And I just smiled back —
with Jakub’s cum still dripping into my knickers.


Chapter 43: “She Likes to Be Watched”

Name: Isabella Laurent
Age: 42
Location: Barcelona, Spain

I’m Isabella Laurent. 42.
Married to Henri — 61, French, loaded.
We live in a penthouse with floor-to-ceiling windows and a view that cost more than most people’s lives.

He buys me jewelry.
I fuck other men in his robe.

He’s in Zurich this week. He thinks I’m taking spa days and meditating.
What I’m actually doing is dripping onto my imported hardwood floors while a 24-year-old delivery boy eats me out in the kitchen.

He came by three days ago — too pretty for someone who carries boxes.
Big hands. Nervous smile. Spanish accent I wanted to ride.

“You want to leave the package or unwrap something else?” I asked.

He stammered.
I took his hand. Pulled him inside.
Fifteen minutes later, I was bent over my marble counter, moaning his name while he came inside me.
No condom.
No rules.

And I haven’t stopped since.

Yesterday it was the neighbor’s son — freshly legal.
He came to borrow sugar. Left with his mouth covered in my cum.

Today? Today was even better.

I had a Pilates session at noon.
Julian, 32, fit, discreet. Always professional.
But today he caught me in a silk robe, no panties.
Bent over to grab my mat.
He got hard so fast I could see the shape through his shorts.

“You want to stretch something, cariño?” I asked.

Five minutes later he was inside me.
Bent over the reformer. My leg up on the bar.
His hand around my throat.

Midway through, the doorbell rang.
The delivery boy.
I didn’t pause.

“Come in,” I called.

He did.
And stood frozen watching Julian fuck me.

“Want a turn?” I asked, breathless.

He dropped the box.
Unzipped.

They took turns.
One in my mouth, one inside me.
Slow, rough, filthy.
No guilt.
No secrets.

I came with two cocks in me and Barcelona sunlight spilling across my tits.

They both finished inside.
I didn’t shower after.
I just opened a bottle of red.

Henri called an hour later.
“Miss you, love.”

I smiled.
“Me too.”

I was still dripping on the floor when he hung up.


Chapter 44: “The Palm Tree Session”

Name: Rachel Langford
Age: 41
Location: Montego Bay, Jamaica

My name is Rachel Langford. I’m 41.
Corporate attorney. Miami. Married for 13 years.
No scandal. No drama. Just a nice house, a husband who works in wealth management, and a sex life that now feels like something we imagined in our 30s and forgot in our 40s.

We still go on dinner dates.
He still says I look beautiful — usually when I’m dressed up for other people.
But he hasn’t kissed my inner thighs in seven years.
And when he touches me now, it feels more like habit than hunger.

So when I said yes to a girls’ trip to Montego Bay, I didn’t pack lingerie. I packed sunscreen, books, and a high-neck swimsuit I wasn’t excited to wear.

By the second day, that swimsuit was balled up at the bottom of my suitcase.
I was tan. Loose. Drinking rum punch before noon.
And wearing a white bikini that barely hid the curve of my ass.

That’s when I met Marcel.

6’4. Dark skin that shimmered. Dreadlocks pulled back.
He worked the beach bar at the resort. Poured drinks like he was sculpting the glass.
When he called me Queen, I laughed. But inside, my thighs tensed.

He flirted.
So did my friends.
But the way he looked at me? It wasn’t playful. It was intentional. Like he was already imagining how I’d sound with his name in my mouth.

“You don’t belong to anyone here,” he said once.
“So stop acting like you do.”



That night, I found him walking the shoreline, barefoot. The sky was dark. The ocean loud. The drink still sweet on my tongue.

“You following me?” I said.

“No,” he replied. “You called me. You just didn’t say it out loud.”

He stepped in close. Not cocky. Just calm. Sure.
His chest brushed mine.
My nipples were already tight through the fabric.
His fingers found my hip.

“We shouldn’t,” I whispered.

“So stop me,” he said.

I didn’t.
I kissed him. Hard.
His hands gripped my waist. Lifted me like I weighed nothing. Carried me toward the palm trees, deeper off the beach.

He laid me back against one — rough bark behind me, warm air all around.
My bikini bottoms were already halfway down.
He slid them off completely. Kissed my stomach.
My thighs.
Then looked up at me — and pulled his cock out.

It was thick. Beautiful. Heavy in his hand and already pulsing.

“I don’t have anything,” he said.

I hesitated.
My husband’s voice flashed in my head.
The years of dull, quiet sex. The untouched lace. The vibrator I kept under the bed like a secret.

I looked Marcel in the eyes and whispered:

“Just pull out. Please. I need it.”

His eyes lit like fire.

He spit in his hand. Rubbed his cock. Lined up.
And when he pushed inside me — bare, thick, raw — I gasped so loud I slapped a hand over my mouth.

“You feel that?” he groaned.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “It’s so much… more.”

He started slow.
Long, deep strokes. One hand gripping the tree behind me. The other around my thigh, holding me open.

The pressure built fast. I hadn’t been stretched like that in years. My pussy clenched around him.
I came within minutes. Full-body, shaking, legs trembling around his hips.

He didn’t stop.
He sped up.
Grunted in my ear.

“You gonna let me cum, Queen?”
“Wanna feel you leaking all the way back to the room?”

“No,” I panted. “Pull out. Don’t do it inside.”

But I clenched again.
Tighter.
And he pulled out just in time — gripped his cock, groaned, and spilled hot across my stomach, jerking, breathless, moaning my name.

I caught my breath. Legs still weak.
My thighs soaked.
His cum hot on my skin.

He leaned down. Kissed me.
I kissed him back.
He tucked himself away, still semi-hard.

And then, without warning — he got hard again.
Already. Just like that.

“Seriously?” I whispered.

He grinned.

“You didn’t think I’d be done after one, did you?”

was still catching my breath.
Back against the palm tree.
Marcel’s cum warm across my stomach.
Legs half-buckled. Bikini bottoms hanging off one ankle.
And he was looking at me with a grin that said we’re not even close to done.

His cock — still glistening, already thick again — twitched in the open air.

“Seriously?” I said, half-laughing, half-stunned.

“Mmhmm,” he said, wrapping his hand around the base, stroking slowly. “Told you. You do that to me.”

I should’ve said stop.
But instead, I ran two fingers through the mess he left on my skin.
Brought it to my mouth.
Tasted it.

His jaw clenched.

“Get back on your knees,” he growled. “Now.”

Something about the way he said it made me melt.

I knelt right there on the grass. The breeze catching my hair. The taste of him still on my tongue.

I wrapped my hand around him, warm and thick, and licked up the shaft.
He hissed.
I took the head into my mouth. Slow. Wet. Deep.

“Fuuuck, Queen…”

I sucked him like I wanted to swallow every inch of this trip.
Every forgotten orgasm.
Every year of being told “we’re just too tired tonight.”

He grabbed the back of my head, gentle but firm, and fucked my mouth slowly — like he wanted to feel every slide of my lips.

“I’m gonna cum again,” he warned. “Where do you want it?”

I pulled off. Looked him in the eyes.

“Inside.”

He froze.

“You sure?”
“Yes,” I said. “I’ll tell you when to stop.”

He didn’t need more than that.

He pulled me back up. Turned me around. Bent me over against the same tree.
This time, no hesitation.
He slid back in — raw, fast, so slick I gasped again.

“Still tight,” he groaned. “Still fuckin’ perfect.”

He gripped my hips. Fucked me like he had nothing to lose and everything to prove.
The kind of deep, angry rhythm that makes your vision blur.
My knees were giving out.
My toes curled in the dirt.

“You gonna let me cum in you?” he growled.

“Not inside,” I moaned. “But don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

I came so hard my mouth hung open in silence.
He pulled out just in time again.
Came all over my lower back. Hot, heavy, twitching against my skin.

This time, I didn’t even flinch.
I loved it.
All of it.



He cleaned me gently with a towel from his backpack.
I tucked my bikini back into place — still wet, still throbbing.

As we walked back toward the beach, he kissed my hand.
Just once. Softly.

“You’ll remember me,” he said.

“I’ll never forget,” I whispered.

And I didn’t.


Chapter 45: “Next Room Over”

Name: Talia Vaughn
Age: 30
Location: Brooklyn, New York

I’m Talia. 30. I live with my boyfriend Evan in a one-bedroom walk-up in Brooklyn.
We split rent. Share groceries. Have a Sunday morning routine that includes oat milk lattes and quiet, forgettable sex.
He’s kind. Safe. Steady.

But last week, he invited his best friend from college — Reese — to crash with us for a few nights.

Reese is 26. Tattooed. Gym-built. The kind of man who sleeps shirtless and never apologizes for it.
He walked in, dropped his bag, looked me up and down, and said:

“Damn, Evan didn’t tell me he lives with a problem.”

I laughed. Evan didn’t catch it.
But I felt it — like heat under my skin.

He flirted with me shamelessly when Evan left the room.
Got too close in the kitchen.
Brushed past me in the hall, chest against my back, voice low in my ear.

I should’ve shut it down.
Instead, I let it build.

Then it happened.

12:47 AM.
I was in the kitchen in just one of Evan’s old t-shirts. No bra.
The fridge was humming. I was pouring a glass of water.

And then Reese walked in. Shirtless. Boxers hanging low.

He looked at me. Didn’t say a word.
Just walked right up.
Close enough to smell.

“You like teasing me?” he asked, voice low.
“You’re in his clothes. But that body’s mine.”

I should’ve walked away.
I stepped forward.
Grabbed the front of his waistband.
And said:

“You’ve got five minutes. Don’t waste them.”

He didn’t.

He kissed me like he was claiming stolen property.
Pulled my t-shirt up, cupped my tits, sucked one nipple until I gasped.

I pushed my panties down myself.
He dropped to his knees and ate me right there — kitchen lights on, fridge door open.
I bit my arm to stay quiet.
Came so fast my knees buckled.

Then he stood.
Pulled out. Already hard.
No condom.

“Pull out,” I whispered.
“Maybe,” he growled.

He bent me over the counter. Slid inside.
Deep. Fast.
Thick.

The slap of skin echoed too loud.
I shoved a dishtowel in my mouth.
He fucked me like I was his — hard, relentless, not romantic.

I came again.
My legs shaking.

“Where do you want it?” he panted.

“Outside,” I gasped.

He pulled out. Came across my lower back.
Hot. Messy. Rushed.

I wiped it off with the same towel.
He kissed my shoulder.
Said:

“Tell Evan good morning for me.”

And walked back to the living room.
Like nothing happened.

I poured a new glass of water.
Straightened my shirt.
And went back to bed.
Evan stirred.
Wrapped an arm around me.

“You okay?” he mumbled.
“Just thirsty,” I whispered.

And closed my eyes — still full of the man who came all over my back.


Chapter 46: “His Father Touched Me First”

Name: Clara West
Age: 35
Location: Savannah, Georgia

I’m Clara West. 35.
I’ve been with James since I was 26.
We’re not married. Not legally. But we live like it.
Same house. Same bank account. Shared Netflix.
Sex? Predictable. Safe.
Sometimes sweet. Mostly silent.

Then one weekend, his father came to visit.

Leonard West. 57. Divorced. Leather jacket. Deep voice.
Walked into my kitchen and kissed my cheek like he owned the air I breathed.

“Damn, James didn’t tell me his girl was this dangerous,” he said.

I laughed. Awkward. Uncomfortable. But wet.

He watched me that whole weekend.
Not subtly.

I’d catch him looking when I bent to load the dishwasher.
Or standing a little too close when James stepped out of the room.

And then Sunday night —
James went out to get wine.
And Leonard came into the kitchen while I was barefoot, wearing a t-shirt and no bra.

He leaned against the counter. Arms crossed.

“You don’t fool me,” he said.
“You haven’t been fucked right in years, have you?”

I turned. “Excuse me?”

He stepped closer.

“You walk around like you’re waiting for it.
Like you want someone to grab you by the hips and remind you how it feels to beg.”

I slapped him.
He didn’t move.

I was shaking.
But I didn’t leave.

He reached down. Took my hand. Pressed it to his cock — already hard.

“Tell me to stop,” he said.

I didn’t.

I got on my knees.
Pulled his cock out.

And sucked him right there on the kitchen floor.

Deep. Sloppy. Loud.
My pussy soaked before he ever touched it.

When I pulled off, I looked up at him and whispered:

“You can’t cum in my mouth. I want it somewhere else.”

He picked me up.
Bent me over the counter.
Pulled my panties aside.

And fucked me raw.

Slow at first. Then rough. Hands on my throat. My ass slapping loud.

I came with my face buried in my arms, toes curling on the tile.

He didn’t ask where to finish.
He pulled out at the last second.

Came all over my ass, my thighs, my lower back.

“Now that’s how you touch a woman,” he said.

I wiped it off with a kitchen towel.

James walked in five minutes later with a bottle of Malbec.

Kissed my cheek.
Poured me a glass.

I drank it.

Still tasting his father on my tongue.


Chapter 47: “Bangkok for Him. Bedroom for Me.”

Name: Komal Shah
Age: 39
Location: Ahmedabad, India

My name is Komal Shah. I’m 39.
Married for 15 years.
Upper middle class. Bungalow in Satellite. Gym in the mornings, club lunches twice a week.
My husband, Chirag, runs a trading firm. Travels often.
He tells people we’re “solid.”

But yesterday I saw the message.
His friend sent it by mistake.
A photo of three Thai girls in a bar. Lingerie. Laps.
Caption: “Chirag bhai toh full enjoy kar rahe hain.”

Full enjoy.
In Bangkok.
While I sit here managing the house, the staff, the silence.

I didn’t cry.
I didn’t call him.

I looked at Ravi, our live-in house help. 27.
Broad shoulders. Soft voice. Clean hands.
Always said “yes, madam.”
Always lowered his eyes.

But I’d caught him watching me before —
In the mirror when I adjusted my blouse.
When I walked out of the shower wrapped in a towel.
When I bent down to open the drawer and his breath caught.

He thought I didn’t notice.
He was wrong.

So today, I called him into my bedroom.
Told him to shut the door.

“Yes, madam?” he said, nervous.

“Take off your shirt.”

“Madam—”

“Now.”

He obeyed.
Chest tight. Arms strong.
Eyes glued to the floor.

I walked up. Pressed my body to his.
Took his hand. Placed it between my legs.

“You think I don’t know how you look at me?” I whispered.
“Touch me properly. Or get out.”

His fingers moved.
Soft. Then bold.
I gasped. My knees wobbled.

He lifted my saree. Pulled my panties down.
Dropped to his knees.

And licked me like he was starving.
Like he’d waited years.

I came on his tongue with my hands in his hair, whispering,
“Good boy. Don’t stop.”

Then I pulled him up.
Unzipped him.

“No condom,” I said.
“But don’t cum inside.”

He slid in fast.
Thick. Bare. Hard.

I moaned into a pillow while he fucked me on my husband’s side of the bed.

“You like being madam’s secret?” I asked.

“Yes,” he panted. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“You’d better not. I’ll ruin you if you do.”

He came with a grunt, pulled out just in time — finished on my thigh.

I wiped it with Chirag’s t-shirt.
Told Ravi to get dressed.

“Clean the floor after,” I said. “Then bring me chai.”

He nodded. “Yes, madam.”

I sat there, naked, legs wide, sore and smug.

And whispered to myself:

“Bangkok is his escape.
But I own this house.
And this secret won’t travel anywhere.”

Chirag thinks I don’t read his messages.

But I do.

“Bali next?” his friend Ronak typed in the boys’ WhatsApp group.
“Same vibe as Bangkok — beach, booze, easy girls.”

“Haha,” Chirag replied.
“This time we’ll break our backs.”

They laughed. Sent memes.

I watched.

Didn’t comment. Didn’t flinch.

Just folded his shirts and tucked two condoms into the suitcase —
One already pierced with a pin.

“Have fun,” I told him at the airport.
Kissed his cheek. Smiled like the fool he thinks I am.

The car left at 6:50 a.m.

Ravi was in my room by 7:10.

I didn’t wait for pleasantries.
I didn’t want slow.

I wanted to be fucked.

I grabbed him by the collar.
Pushed him onto the bed.
Stripped my saree off like a curtain.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” I said, climbing onto him.
“Make me forget my name.”

He didn’t speak.

Just lifted my hips.
Licked me until my thighs shook.
Then slid inside me with one deep thrust.

No condom. No pause.

My nails dug into his back.
His hands on my breasts.

I rode him hard. Fast.
Until the bed creaked and my voice cracked.

I came gasping. Moaning. Laughing.

“Again,” I whispered.
“Or I’ll scream your name loud enough for the neighbors.”

He flipped me. Fucked me from behind.
One hand in my hair. One hand on my waist.

“You’re madam,” he panted.
“You’re mine.”

He came with a cry. Pulled out just in time.
Spilled all over my ass.

I didn’t clean up.

I wore Chirag’s kurta.
Walked around the house with Ravi’s cum drying on my skin.

Made lunch.
Drank wine.

And when Chirag sent his first message —
“Landed. Weather’s great. Don’t miss me too much ??” —

I smiled.

I poured myself a glass of wine.
Walked around the house in his kurta.

Ravi’s cum still drying on my thighs.

Chirag’s text popped up:
“Room’s great. Massages booked. Don’t miss me ??”

I smiled.
And whispered to myself:

“No bills. No flights.
Ghar ka khana. Ghar ka cock.”


Chapter 48: “Trim the Hedges. Then Wreck Me.”

Name: is Isabel De La Cruz

Age: 42

Location: Dallas, Tx, USA

My name is Isabel De La Cruz. I'm 42.
Eighteen years married.
Five bedrooms, three baths. Imported Italian marble under my bare feet.
And a husband who hasn’t made me cum since the last season of Scandal.

He’s a man of deals and closings, of custom suits and Bluetooth calls on speaker.
He buys me necklaces with stones I never asked for.
Tips my hairdresser like he’s tipping a maître d’.
And he hires men — lean, tan, silent — to keep our lawn pristine and my body completely ignored.

Until last Thursday.

That’s when I stopped pretending.
When I stepped out into the Dallas heat in nothing but a thin floral sundress — no bra, no panties — and handed Luis a bottle of cold water.

Luis. Twenty-six, maybe.
His shirt stuck to his chest in sweat, clinging to the hard lines of his torso.
Faded jeans slung low, dirt smudged on his jawline.
He smelled like cut grass, sun, and something feral.

He looked up at me like he always did — quiet, but bold.
The kind of look you can feel between your legs.

“Need anything else, señora?” he asked.
That accent — thick, slow — was already foreplay.

I didn’t answer.
I just touched his chest, lingered there, and turned.
Walked behind the pool shed like it was scripted.

He followed without a word.

There was a wooden garden table there, half in shadow, half bathed in sunlight.
I didn’t turn around. I just bent forward, braced my palms flat on the table, and hiked the sundress up to my waist.

I heard his breath catch.
Then the sound of his zipper.

His cock was out — thick, heavy, already hard like he’d been waiting for this since the day he first mowed our lawn.
I didn’t care about protection.
I didn’t ask.

He stepped in close, grabbed my hips — those rough, strong hands — and pushed in.
I gasped. Not out of surprise, but relief.

I needed it.
Not romance. Not “making love.”
I needed to get fucked.

He drove into me hard, deep, with no hesitation.
His sweat dripped down my back, his body slamming against mine with filthy rhythm.
My breath hitched. My fingers clawed the table.

“Harder,” I hissed.

He obeyed.

Every thrust sent a shockwave through me.
The sound of our bodies — wet, raw, relentless — echoed in the hot air.
My dress bunched around my waist, tits pressed to the wood, mouth open in a moan I couldn’t hold back.

I came so hard I thought I might scream.
He didn’t stop — not until he pulled out, grunting, and spilled all over the backs of my thighs like a man possessed.

I stood there, shaking, skin flushed, thighs sticky.
Then calmly picked up the towel I’d brought with the water.
Wiped myself.

Applied fresh lipstick from the side pocket of my sundress.

I turned to him, chest still rising and falling.
“Same time next week.”

He nodded, eyes dark, lips parted.
“Yes, señora.”

And the best part?
My husband was the one who paid for it.
He pays Luis to “take care of the house.”

Guess I’m just part of the property now.


Chapter 49: “Room Service Wasn’t What I Ordered.”
Name: Vanessa Monroe
Age: 39
Location: Scottsdale, Arizona

I was never the type to cheat.
Not until a business trip, a minibar, and a bellhop with lips like sin changed that.

I’m Vanessa.
Married for twelve years.
We have a modern home, a teenage daughter, and a husband who “loves me deeply” but hasn’t touched me properly in months.

He says he’s tired.
Says it’s the stress.
But he has time to scroll Instagram models at 1 a.m. with his screen brightness on full.

So when I flew to Scottsdale for a skincare convention and checked into a resort suite with marble counters and silence…
I didn’t feel guilty.
I felt forgotten.

And when he knocked on my door with my extra towels, I answered wearing nothing but a robe — already untied.

He froze in the doorway.
Young. Maybe 25.
Tall, caramel-skinned, with dark eyes that stayed locked on my cleavage like he was memorizing it.

I stepped back.
“Come in,” I said. “I’m a mess. The Arizona heat does terrible things to a woman’s skin.”

He smirked.
“Looks like it’s doing you just fine.”

I let the robe fall open.
Nothing underneath.

He dropped the towels.

The kiss came fast — hungry, messy.
His hands roamed like he’d never felt a real woman before.
I backed into the desk, pulled him by the shirt, unzipped his pants.

No small talk.
No hesitation.

I dropped to my knees right there on the carpet.
His cock was thick, flushed, hot against my tongue.
I took him deep — slowly, then faster — until he was gripping the edge of the counter, whispering “fuck” under his breath like a prayer.

Then I stood up.
Climbed onto the desk.
Spread my legs, still wearing heels.

He stared for a second — just long enough for me to say:

“Don’t just look. Eat.”

And he did.
Like a man starved. Tongue deep, fingers teasing, eyes on mine the whole time.

I came twice before he ever got inside me.

When he finally did — bare, thick, all of him — I nearly came again from the stretch alone.
He fucked me hard, standing, my heels digging into his back, my legs wrapped around him.

The desk rocked.
So did I.

When I came again, I bit his shoulder to keep from screaming.

He pulled out just in time — groaning, spilling across my stomach, chest rising and falling like he’d just finished a marathon.

I used one of the towels he dropped to clean myself.
Pulled my robe back on.

He looked dazed.
Flushed.
Still hard.

“Should I… come back later?” he asked.

I smiled.
“Tomorrow. Same time. Bring ice.”

He nodded.

And the best part?

I told my husband it was just exfoliation fatigue.


Chapter 50: “Mute Me While You Moan.”
Name: Bianca Reynolds
Age: 36
Location: Miami, Florida

I’m Bianca.
Thirty-six.
Married for ten years.
One kid. One golden retriever. One husband who still kisses my forehead like I’m made of glass.

He travels twice a month for work.
And every time, he leaves me with a freshly stocked fridge, gas in the car, and an orgasm drought you could track on satellite.

That’s how I met Troy — my little secret from South Beach.
Six-foot-two. Ex-bartender. Tattoos that vanish under tight shirts and reappear under my nails.
We started as flirty gym “friends.”
Now he’s the reason I’ve stopped wearing panties around the house.

Last night, my husband called just as Troy was bending me over my own couch.

The screen lit up: “Babe ❤️ Incoming Video Call.”

Troy smirked.
“Answer it,” he whispered, already sliding the head of his cock along my soaked slit.
“Don’t say a word.”

I hit accept.

“Hey baby,” my husband smiled, framed by the beige curtains of his hotel room.
I smiled sweetly, breath tight in my throat.

Troy pushed inside me — slow and thick.
I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood.

My husband kept talking:
“Miss you. The bed feels cold without you in it.”

I nodded, forced a breathy little “mmhmm.”
Troy was fucking me with deep, slow strokes, hands gripping my hips, eyes locked on mine like he dared me to break.

I propped the phone up, angled so my husband could only see my face — not the way my tits were bouncing with every thrust.
Not the way his wife's pussy was being split open just a few feet below the frame.

I muted the call.
Troy immediately picked up the pace.

My moans were silent behind that little red icon.
My husband rambled about spreadsheets while my body trembled under another man’s cock.

Then Troy reached around, rubbed my clit — hard, fast.

I came.
Eyes wide open, face blank, while my husband said,
“…and I think I’ll be home Sunday, unless the client pushes…”

Unmute.

“That sounds great, babe,” I said, voice shaky, breath caught.
“I miss you too.”

But Troy wasn’t done.
He slid out, cock slick and angry.
Stood in front of me.
His thick length bobbing just outside of frame — but if my husband looked closely, he might’ve seen the shadow move.

I ended the call.
Didn’t say goodbye.

Then I dropped to my knees and took Troy’s cock back in my mouth.
Deep. Wet. No hands.

He finished in seconds.
On my tongue, in my throat.

And the best part?

I swallowed like it was nothing.
Then picked up the phone and texted my husband:
“Sweet dreams, baby ??”
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