
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cheating With My Ex On Valentine’s Day
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental. All characters in this work are over the age of 18 and fully consenting.
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Chapter 1

Valentine’s Day. It’s supposed to be the most romantic day of the year, right? Except my husband, Brian, had stood me up for the second year running. Something about an important business meeting in New York that meant he had to fly out first thing this morning.

I sat alone at the kitchen table, staring at the bottle of wine I’d bought for us to share before we went out for dinner tonight. We had a reservation at an intimate restaurant in town, but I guess that would just have to go unfulfilled. There was no way I was going to eat out alone on Valentine’s Day.

I wondered if I’d been naïve to think tonight would be any different. Brian and I hadn’t been in love for a long time. The spark was gone, the sex mechanical, if it happened at all, and I was tired of pretending I didn’t notice.

I pulled out my phone, scrolling aimlessly. Social media wasn’t helping; it was full of couples posting plans for candlelit dinners, flowers, and endless declarations of love. I rolled my eyes and was about to put the phone down when a notification popped up.

A message from Oliver.

My stomach flipped, and my thumb hovered over the screen. Oliver. My ex. The one who’d set my heart racing and my body alight back in college. I still thought about some of the crazy sex we’d had when I touched myself late at night. We hadn’t been in contact for a while, just the occasional polite exchange from time to time. But tonight, he’d sent me a message.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Sophie. You deserve to be spoiled rotten. Hope you’re having a good one.”

I stared at the screen, a smile forming on my lips. Before I could think too much about it, I typed back: “Not quite as glamorous as all that. I’m home alone while Brian has jetted off for a work meeting. What about you?”

His reply came almost immediately. “Actually I’m in town. At the Hilton. Work trip too. Maybe you should join me for a drink?”

My heart skipped. It was casual, barely suggestive, but I knew what he was offering. And I knew I shouldn’t even be considering it. But the longer I sat there in the silence of my house, staring at the unopened bottle of wine, the more tempting it became.

“Give me an hour,” I typed.

I threw my phone down before I could overthink it and dashed upstairs to shower and change. I found a black dress I hadn’t worn in years, Brian always said it was too short, too slutty, but I decided I didn’t care. I added heels, sprayed perfume everywhere, especially my inner thighs, and ran a brush through my long, dark hair. By the time I looked in the mirror, I hardly recognised myself. I pulled the top of the dress a bit lower over my full breasts, exposing more cleavage.

The drive to the Hilton was a blur. The whole way there, my heart raced with anticipation. I wasn’t entirely sure what I was going to do, probably nothing, but the idea of seeing Oliver again was thrilling.

When I arrived, I found him in the hotel bar, nursing a whiskey with ice. He stood up as I approached, his easy smile making my chest flutter. He hadn’t changed much. If anything, he looked even better, his hair slightly greying at the edges, a short beard that made him look dangerous and sexy. And that cocky, confident way he carried himself hadn’t faded one bit. He’d kept himself in shape, his arms still thick and muscular, stretching the sleeves of his polo shirt.

"Sophie," he said, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "You look stunning."

I blushed, suddenly feeling like I was twenty-one again. "Thanks. You don’t look so bad yourself."

We sat down, and the bartender appeared almost instantly. "What are you drinking?" Oliver asked.

"White wine, please," I said, barely able to keep my voice steady.

He ordered for me, choosing something I didn’t recognise with confidence, his voice as smooth and deep as I remembered. As the bartender walked away, Oliver’s eyes lingered on mine.

"It’s been a long time," he said softly.

"It has," I replied, trying to sound casual. "You still in marketing?"

"Still," he said with a laugh. "And you? Nurse, right?"

"Still," I echoed, laughing too. The way he looked at me made my pulse quicken.

“And you’re married, right?” I asked. “To… Denise?”

He sighed. “Yeah, but it’s not… going well.”

“Same,” I said.

There was a long pause as we looked at each other.

"I’ve missed you," he said. I felt my stomach flip again.




Chapter 2

We talked about other things for a while, catching up like old friends as we finished our drinks. I felt like this was a pivotal moment, the universe just waiting to see which path we went down.

“Tell me something,” Oliver said. “When’s the last time you felt truly happy?”

I opened my mouth to answer but stopped. What could I say? That Brian’s neglect had worn me down to the point where I didn’t even recognise myself anymore? That the closest I’d come to happiness lately was sitting across from Oliver tonight, feeling like someone actually saw me?

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally, my cheeks burning.

His expression softened, and he reached across the table, his hand taking mine.

Oliver’s eyes darkened. “Come upstairs with me,” he said.

My heart skipped. “Oliver…” My mind was screaming at me to say no, to walk away before I crossed a line I couldn’t uncross. But my body? My body was already moving, my legs pushing back the chair as I stood.

Oliver rose with me, his hand resting lightly on the small of my back as he guided me out of the bar. The contact sent shivers racing up my spine, and I felt my resolve slipping further away with every step.

We didn’t speak as the lift carried us to his floor, but the silence was charged. I could feel his presence beside me, the heat of his body so close to mine. My heart hammered in my chest, and when the doors slid open, I followed him without hesitation.

The suite was spacious and sleek, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. But I barely noticed the view. My attention was on Oliver, who had turned to face me, his eyes burning with desire.

“You’re even more beautiful than I remembered,” he said.

I laughed nervously, my hands fidgeting at my sides. “Don’t. You’ll make me blush.”

“I’m serious, Sophie.” He stepped closer, his hand cupping my cheek. “You were always gorgeous, but now… you’re stunning.”

I swallowed hard, my resolve crumbling under his touch. “Oliver, I don’t know if we should…”

He silenced me with a kiss, his lips soft but insistent against mine. For a moment, I froze, torn between guilt and desire. But as his hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer, I melted into him.

Oliver broke the kiss, his forehead resting against mine. “Tell me to stop,” he murmured, his breath warm against my lips. “If you want me to stop, I will.”

I looked into his eyes, my chest heaving. “I don’t want you to stop,” I whispered and pushed him hard back onto the bed.

I climbed on top of him, my skirt riding up my thighs as I straddled his lap. His hands moved to my hips. I leaned down and kissed him again, letting the full weight of my hunger pour into it. His lips moved with mine, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that made me ache even more.

His hands slid from my hips to my thighs, then up under the hem of my dress, his fingertips brushing the sensitive skin there. “Take this off,” he whispered, tugging lightly at the fabric.

I pulled my dress up and over my head, throwing it aside so I was left in just my underwear. He sat up, his lips finding my collarbone and trailing soft kisses along my skin. His hands reached behind me, deftly unclasping my bra. I let it slide down my arms, freeing my heavy breasts. Oliver’s hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over my hardening nipples as his mouth closed over one. He sucked hard, making me moan with pleasure as bolts of arousal rushed through my body.

I moved my hips, grinding my pussy against his bulge, feeling how hard he was beneath me. The friction sent delicious sparks through my body as my clit rubbed against his hard cock. His lips released one nipple to capture the other, sucking enthusiastically. His hands slid down my back, gripping my ass and pulling me tighter against him. I could feel the thickness of him pressing against my soaked knickers, and I ground against him harder, desperate for more.

I slid off his lap, kneeling between his legs. His erection strained tightly against his pants. My hands moved to undo his belt, and then I pulled them down with his underwear in one go. His cock sprang free. I’d forgotten just how big it was compared to my husband’s. Long, thick, uncut and so hard. I stroked it with my hand, feeling the silky soft skin over the steel beneath.

His length throbbed under my touch, and I leaned forward, letting my lips brush lightly over the tip, swirling my tongue over the sensitive head. I took him deeper into my mouth, my lips wrapping tightly around him as I slowly slid down his length.

His hand came to rest on the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as I set a rhythm, bobbing up and down, taking him as far as I could. I hollowed my cheeks, creating a suction that made his groans grow louder, filling the room with his pleasure.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned. I glanced up at him, my eyes locking with his as I took him even deeper, letting him hit the back of my throat and trying not to gag. I stroked him with my hand, matching the movements of my mouth. I pulled back slightly, letting my tongue trace lazy circles around the tip before I took him back in, my pace quickening.

I knew he was close, and I wanted to make him come in my mouth, but he had other ideas. He flipped me over onto my back, hooking his fingers into my panties and pulling them down as quickly as he could. I spread my legs for him, enjoying the feeling of him looking at my gaping and wet pussy. I’d trimmed it neatly after my shower, just in case, the dark hair now short and sculpted.

He moved between my legs, going straight for my opening. He tasted me, exploring with his tongue. I gasped when he flicked it over my clit, my back arching off the bed at the sudden jolt of pleasure. He didn’t hold back, his mouth working me expertly, his tongue swirling and flicking over my most sensitive spot. His hands gripped my hips, holding me firmly in place and my breaths came in quick, uneven gasps, my body writhing beneath him as he devoured me.

Then he slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, making me cry out. The combination of his tongue and fingers was almost too much, and I could feel the tension building, winding tighter and tighter with every stroke and flick. His pace quickened, his tongue circling my clit, his fingers plunging deeper, finding that perfect spot that made me see stars.

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice sending shivers down my spine.

I shattered. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave, my whole body convulsing as the pleasure consumed me. I cried out, my thighs squeezing around his head as the waves of bliss rolled through me.

As I came down, panting and trembling, Oliver moved up my body, his lips capturing mine in a deep, hungry kiss. I could taste myself on his tongue. But more than that, I could feel his hard cock pressed against my mound. He reached down, moving it lower and guiding it between my folds. With a firm thrust he was inside me, his big cock stretching me open and making me gasp for breath. I knew we should be using a condom, but I didn’t care, the feeling of his bare skin as he penetrated me just made it even more exciting.

The sensation of him stretching me open was perfect, and I moaned, clinging to his shoulders as he thrust again, burying himself to the hilt. My fingers dug into his skin. He was so deep inside me, I’d forgotten what it was like to be fucked by such a big dick. He thrust again, and again, building up a rhythm and taking me hard.

“You feel so good, Sophie,” he groaned. His hands collected my wrists, lifting them above my head and holding them against the bed. I squirmed beneath his strong grip as he pounded into me, taking me harder. I couldn’t get enough of him, of the way he filled me so completely, the way his cock stretched me in ways Brian never had.

Oliver’s pace quickened. “Oh god, Oliver,” I cried out as the tension in my core wound tighter and tighter. “I’m so close.” I never usually came from penetration alone, but suddenly I knew there was no stopping me.

The pressure became unbearable, a coil tightening deep inside me until it finally snapped. I shattered beneath him, my entire body trembling as the orgasm ripped through me. My walls clenched around him, milking his cock as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him, my legs wrapping tighter around his waist, pulling him deeper as my body shook with aftershocks. My cries filled the room, my head thrown back against the pillow as the pleasure consumed me completely.

“Fuck,” he growled, his hips slammed into me one last time, burying himself as deep as he could go. And then I felt it, the sudden heat of his release, spilling into me in hot, powerful waves. The sensation was overwhelming, the warmth spreading through me as his cock twitched and pulsed inside, matching the erratic rhythm of my own climax. Fuck. Another man, not my husband, had come inside me.

Oliver groaned again, his face buried in the curve of my neck, his breath coming in harsh, uneven bursts against my skin. His grip on my hips was almost painful, holding me in place as he rode out his orgasm, spilling every drop deep inside me.

He kissed me then, slow and deliberate, his lips pressing hard against mine, the kiss of a man that had claimed me completely.




Chapter 3

Oliver collapsed beside me, his chest rising and falling heavily as we lay tangled in the sheets, our bodies slick with sweat. The room was filled with the lingering scent of sex, the faint hum of the hotel’s air conditioning the only sound cutting through the quiet. I stared up at the ceiling, still catching my breath, my limbs deliciously heavy and my body tingling from the aftershocks.

“Jesus,” Oliver said, giving me a cheeky grin. “I forgot how good you are at that.”

I let out a soft laugh, turning my head to look at him. “Fuck, I’d forgotten sex could be that good.”

We lay there for a while, basking in the warmth of each other, the post-climactic haze keeping everything else at bay. But as the minutes ticked by, my stomach growled loudly, cutting through the stillness.

Oliver laughed, his hand sliding down to rest on my belly. “I think someone’s hungry.”

I groaned, covering my face with my hands. “God, I haven’t eaten all day. I was supposed to go out for dinner tonight…”

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Romantic dinner for two with Brian?”

I rolled my eyes. “It was supposed to be. I made a reservation at this exclusive place, just round the corner from here actually.”

Oliver smirked, propping himself up on one elbow. “So… you’re telling me there’s a table for two nearby with your name on it?”

I looked at him, my face lighting up. “I suppose there is. But it’s supposed to be a Valentine’s dinner. A romantic table for a husband and wife.”

Oliver’s eyes roamed over me as I stood, his gaze roaming over the curves of my naked body, still exposed in the dim hotel light. “I think we could play that part. But I’m not sure I want to leave this room when you look like that.”

I laughed, throwing a pillow at him. “Come on, get dressed. You can admire me over dinner.”

By the time we left the hotel room, my heart was racing again, though for entirely different reasons. I was going out for a romantic meal in public, but not with my husband.

The candlelight flickered across the intimate table, soft jazz playing in the background. The remains of dessert sat between us. I couldn’t stop staring at Oliver, he had me hanging on every word. But, more than that, he had my body on fire. And it didn’t help that I could feel the last of his cum leaking into my panties.

“You’ve still got it, you know,” I said, swirling the last of my wine in its glass.

“Got what?” he asked, leaning forward slightly.

“That charm. That way of making me feel like I’m the only woman in the room.”

He smirked, setting his glass down and resting his chin on his hand. “That’s because you are the only woman in the room, at least the only one worth fucking.”

The heat that rushed through me at his words was almost unbearable. I’d spent the evening crossing and uncrossing my legs, trying not to squirm in my seat as every little touch of his foot against mine, every accidental brush of his fingers when he passed me something, sent sparks shooting through me.

I leaned back in my chair. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“Dangerous?” He laughed softly. “Why’s that?”

“Because you make me forget myself,” I whispered. “Forget that I’m married.”

He tilted his head. “Is that such a bad thing?”

My pulse quickened, and I bit my lip, glancing around the restaurant. Most of the tables were still occupied, the gentle hum of conversation and clinking glasses filling the air, but none of it mattered. All I could focus on was the man sitting across from me and the unbearable ache building between my thighs.

I leaned forward slightly, lowering my voice so only he could hear. “Have you ever fucked in a public restroom?”

His eyes widened for a fraction of a second, the surprise quickly giving way to a slow, wicked grin. “Once or twice,” he said, smirking. “Why? You getting ideas, Sophie?”

I felt my cheeks flush. “I’m not getting ideas, Oliver. I already have them.”

His grin widened, and he leaned back in his chair. “You’re full of surprises tonight,” he said. “So, what’s the plan? You want to sneak off, or do we make a big show of leaving together?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “Let’s not overthink it. Pay the bill, and I’ll meet you by the restrooms.”

Oliver didn’t hesitate. He waved the waiter over, already handling the check as I made my way to the bathrooms. My heart pounded as I walked, the thrill of what I was about to do sending an illicit shiver down my spine.

The hallway was quiet, dimly lit and lined with a row of doors leading to ungendered cubicles. Oliver was already behind me, guiding me through the first door and locking it behind us. The moment the lock clicked shut, he turned to me, his hands gripping my waist as he pressed me against the wall.

I gasped as the cold tiles pressed into my back, a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from his body. His mouth claimed mine in a forceful kiss, his tongue sliding between my lips. I moaned into his mouth, my fingers tangling in his hair as I pulled him closer, pressing my body against him. His hands slid down to my hips, gripping them firmly as his knee pushed between my thighs, spreading them apart.

One of his hands slid up my leg, pushing the hem of my dress higher until it was bunched around my hips. His fingers found my panties, yanking them down so they pooled around my ankles. I gasped as his fingers slid through my slick folds, teasing me. My hips moved against his hand, desperate for more.  I could feel his hardness through his trousers, hot and insistent, pressing against me.

“Turn around,” he growled.

I did as he said, my heart pounding as I faced the wall. He fumbled with his belt, pulling his pants down just enough to free his hard cock.

“Hands on the wall,” he ordered. I obeyed, and I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance. He didn’t ease in gently, he thrust forward, filling me in one smooth motion. I cried out, my fingers curling against the wall as he stretched me, the sheer girth and length of him overwhelming.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he pulled out almost entirely before slamming back in.

I moaned, my body rocking with the force of his thrusts. He fucked me hard, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. The angle had him hitting all the right spots, and I could feel myself spiralling, the tension building with every thrust.

“Oliver,” I gasped, my head falling forward against the wall.

“You like that?” he growled.

“Yes,” I moaned, pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts.

He reached around, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. The dual sensation was too much, and I cried out, my body trembling as the pleasure overwhelmed me. I came, hard, collapsing against the wall as my cunt throbbed around his cock.

He pulled out, his hands guiding me to turn around. He sat down on the closed toilet lid, his cock standing proud and glistening with my arousal. I could see my sticky, white release gathering at the base of his cock.

“Ride me,” he commanded.

I climbed onto his lap, my knees resting on either side of his thighs as I lowered myself onto his cock. The feeling of him stretching me again was almost too much, and I moaned, my hands gripping his shoulders for support as I began to move.

His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I rode him, my movements growing more frantic with every bounce. His lips found my neck, then my collarbone, his teeth grazing my skin as his hands slid down to my ass.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he groaned, his fingers kneading the soft flesh of my ass.

As I moved, I felt his fingers brush against a place no one had ever touched before.

I bit my lip as his finger circled my rear entrance, slick with arousal from my pussy. Slowly, carefully, he pushed one finger inside. The sensation was strange at first, but as he moved it in time with my movements, it sent a new wave of pleasure coursing through me.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, my head falling back as I rode him faster, the dual sensations pushing me to the edge. The combination of his cock filling me and his finger in my ass was too much. My body tensed, and I cried out, my climax crashing over me like a tidal wave. My walls clenched around him, and he groaned, his hands digging into my skin as he thrust up one final time, spilling himself inside me.

We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies tangled, our breathing coming hard and fast. My head rested against his shoulder, and I felt his arms wrap around me, holding me close as we came down from the high together.




Chapter 4

I knew we were going to fuck again that night; there was no doubt in my mind. The way Oliver looked at me, the way his touch lingered just a little too long, and the way my body still hummed from our encounter in the restroom, it was inevitable. But it was still early, and the night was far from over.

We had another drink in the hotel bar, chatting and letting the anticipation build. When we finally downed the last of the drinks and entered the lift, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. He managed to get three fingers in my cunt on the short journey to the tenth floor, with my hand wrapped around his hard cock.

“Come on,” he said when we arrived at his floor and he pulled his wet fingers out of me. “Let’s take this to the room.”

I could barely breathe as he tucked himself back into his trousers and grabbed my hand, leading me down the hall. He fumbled with the key card for a moment, and as soon as we were inside he forced me roughly against the door, pulling down the top of my dress and exposing my tits.

“You drive me fucking crazy,” he muttered, his lips trailing down my neck and finding my nipple. He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it aside before guiding me towards the bed. By the time we reached the edge, he was already unzipping his trousers again, desperate to be inside me. He yanked my panties down, bent me over the bed and thrust his cock forcefully inside me from behind.

My fingers dug into the duvet as I adjusted to the stretch, my body arching instinctively to take him deeper. He was big, so much bigger than Brian, and every inch of him sent shivers of pleasure rippling through me.

Oliver set a relentless pace, his hips slamming against mine as he drove into me, his cock hitting all the right spots. My moans filled the room, slightly muffled as I buried my face in the duvet. His grip on my hips tightened, pulling me back onto him as he thrust harder, deeper, each movement drawing me closer to the edge.

“I could fuck you like this all night,” he gasped.

The combination of his words and the way his cock filled me sent me spiralling. My breath caught, my body tensing as the wave of pleasure crested and crashed over me. I cried out, my toes curling into the carpet, my thighs shaking as I came hard, my pussy clenching around him.

Oliver didn’t stop, he just slowed enough to let me ride out my orgasm, his hands sliding up my body to squeeze my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. As my breathing started to steady, he shifted, pulling out of me slowly. I whimpered, but when his hand slid down to the curve of my ass, his fingers playing with the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance, his intentions became clear.

“Have you ever tried this?” he asked.

“No,” I admitted, my voice barely a whisper. “But I want to.”

Oliver’s grin widened. “Trust me,” he said, his fingers spreading my cheeks open gently.

His hand moved between my legs, his fingers dipping into my still-soaked pussy before sliding up to circle my other entrance. The sensation was new and strange, but I found myself relaxing into his touch. Slowly, he pressed the tip of his finger inside, pausing to let me adjust before pushing deeper. The stretch was unfamiliar, a mix of discomfort and excitement that made me bite my lip as I adjusted to the sensation.

When he added a second finger, my breath caught, but the way he stroked my clit with his other hand kept me grounded, the pleasure outweighing the discomfort. I moaned softly, pushing back against him as my body began to crave more.

“You’re ready,” Oliver said, his fingers sliding out of me as he positioned himself behind me again.

I felt the head of his cock press against my ass, and I tensed instinctively. His hand stroked my back soothingly, his voice low and reassuring. “Just breathe, Sophie. I’ll go slow.”

He pushed forward slowly, the head of his cock stretching me open. The burn was intense, but he gave me time to adjust, pausing when I needed it.

“Fuck,” he groaned as he sank deeper. “You’re so tight, Sophie. You feel amazing.”

I gasped as he pressed further, his cock deep inside me. The sensation was overwhelming but amazing, and when he started to move, the discomfort melted away, replaced by a deep, pulsing pleasure. Oliver’s pace was measured at first, his hands gripping my hips as he worked himself in and out of me. But as my moans grew louder and my body relaxed further, he began to move faster, thrusting into me with a force that made my legs tremble.

“You’re doing so well,” he groaned as his hips slammed against me.

“Oh god, I can’t believe you’re fucking me in the ass,” I gasped. “It feels so good.”

His cock was sending bolts of pleasure through me, and it didn’t take long before I lost control. My orgasm hit me hard, my body shuddering as the pleasure ripped through me. My eyes rolled back in my head and I almost passed out as my brain switched off for a second. When it came back, I was bucking and squirming beneath him, my ass contracting on his cock and fluid squirting from my cunt all over the bed.

Oliver gently pulled out and I lay back on the bed. He moved between my legs, lifting them up and pinning them to my shoulders. My ass was completely exposed to him, and he guided his cock back inside. It entered easily this time, and soon he was buried all the way inside me, his balls slapping against my skin. My pussy was gaping open right in front of him, and I could see him looking at it. I slipped my fingers inside, touching myself in time to his thrusts.

Suddenly, I was coming again, and squirting even more than before. Wet sounds filled the air as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Oliver wasn’t far behind. His movements became erratic, groaning loudly as he thrust into me one last time, holding himself deep as he came. I felt him pulse inside me, the heat of his release flooding my ass.

We collapsed onto the bed, his body draped over mine as we both struggled to catch our breath. My heart raced, my skin slick with sweat, but I couldn’t wipe the satisfied grin off my face.

“That was…” I started, but I couldn’t find the words. Cum was running out my ass onto the sheets that were already wet from my squirting.

Oliver laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “Yeah, it was.”




Chapter 5

I woke in the early hours, desperate to pee. When I returned from the bathroom, I couldn’t help but feel horny all over again. Oliver was fast asleep, barely making a sound as his naked body slowly moved beneath the covers.

When I climbed back into bed, he stirred, rolling over and putting his arm over me. His hand found my breast and he gave it a squeeze. I let out a quiet sigh, my nipple hardening under his touch.

“Mm… can’t get enough, can you?” he mumbled, still half-asleep.

I smiled in the dark, pressing my ass back against him, feeling the unmistakable hardness beginning to stir against me. “No,” I whispered, reaching back to run my fingers over his stiffening shaft. I stroked him slowly, feeling him harden completely, his breath deepening against my neck.

His fingers found their way between my legs. “Mm, fuck, you’re so wet,” he whispered. I lifted my leg slightly to give him better access. He moved his hips, guiding himself to my entrance, the tip pressing against my slick folds before he pushed inside, stretching me all over again.

Oliver groaned as he sank into me, his arm tightening around my waist, pulling me flush against his chest. The slow, sleepy thrusts made me shudder, my body still sensitive from earlier. I let out a moan, rolling my hips back to meet him, craving more. His hand drifted down, fingers finding my clit, rubbing slow, lazy circles in time with his thrusts. I gasped at the dual sensations; he knew exactly how to push me towards the edge.

He gripped my waist and drove into me harder, faster, his cock hitting the perfect spot over and over. I was panting heavily, pleasure coiling tight inside me, my body trembling. Suddenly I was coming, waves of pleasure flooding through my body and making my cunt contract around his big cock. He slowed slightly, letting me enjoy every moment of the orgasm.

“Take me in the ass again,” I whispered. “It felt so good.”

He pulled out of my soaked pussy and guided himself higher to my rear entrance. I reached back, spreading myself open for him as he pressed the blunt head of his cock against my tight opening. I moved back against him, applying the pressure myself as I felt myself gradually relax and open up. Suddenly I stretched and he was inside, making me gasp with pleasure at the unfamiliar feeling.

He groaned in response, shifting his hips, driving himself deeper. My body shuddered from the intensity, my fingers digging into the sheets. Every movement, every touch, sent waves of pleasure rolling through me, pushing me higher and higher.

His hand slid down my stomach, finding my clit again, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that had me gasping. My whole body tensed, my thighs shaking as I felt the heat rising, the pleasure building unbearably fast.

"Come for me," he growled, his fingers working me faster, his pace relentless.

That was all it took; I tumbled over the edge, my body shaking violently as the orgasm tore through me. I closed my eyes tightly and I cried out as the pleasure consumed me completely. Oliver followed moments later, his grip tightening as he groaned into my shoulder, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself in my ass.

We stayed like that for a moment, tangled together, our hearts pounding in sync. When he finally pulled out, a waterfall of cum followed, running down onto the sheets. I let out a breathless laugh. “What a Valentine’s Day,” I said, still reeling from the intensity of everything that had just happened.

Oliver's hand found mine. "Definitely not the kind of Valentine's Day I expected," he murmured.

I turned to face him, kissing him slowly and deliberately until eventually we fell asleep.

THE END
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Until the professor from the university walks in that is. Is she brave enough to make a move? And is this older man the one to give her the pounding that she so desperately desires? 

Claimed At The Conference (Cheating Librarian Series - Book 3) 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DP3CC7WW

Lauren’s rich husband no longer wants to sleep with her, and she has started several affairs to satisfy her cravings. But even that isn’t enough. When she goes away to a work conference, she’s secretly hoping for some dirty casual sex. 

When she meets an older man that makes her laugh, she becomes determined to sleep with him. What she doesn’t expect is to be claimed in her rear entrance for the first time. 

The Group Chat - A Cheating Wife Gangbang Story 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DQVR37SQ 

Amanda is a conservative, stay-at-home wife, but she has a secret. Over the years she has built up a group chat of men she has had affairs with. Not just any men, only the alpha ones that bring their A-game; well hung, muscled types that know exactly what they’re doing and how to give her multiple orgasms. 

But the beauty of the group chat is that whenever she wants sex all she has to do is post a message to see who’s free. There’s always someone available at a moment’s notice. But what would happen if lots of the men were all available at once… 
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