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Chapter One




Itipped my box of vibrators onto the bed next to the open suitcase full of clothes. But which one to take to the conference? My husband, James, stood in the doorway, arms crossed, his expression a mix of disbelief and disapproval.

“Really, Lauren?” he said, shaking his head. “You’re seriously taking sex toys to a work conference?”

“Why not?” I replied, suddenly feeling pissed at him. “It’s not like you’re going to bang me before I go, is it?”

He shrugged, glancing away. “Maybe when you get back, we could find some time,” he offered half-heartedly, but we both knew it was an empty promise.

I didn’t understand why he hardly ever fucked me anymore. I was in my thirties, but still in my sexual prime, with a toned body, full breasts, and a high sex drive. I’d recently taken the plunge and started a couple of affairs, and I didn’t feel the least bit guilty. If he wouldn’t meet my needs, I’d find someone who would. First, I’d started an affair with a university professor, but he was often too busy to see me, so I’d now started fucking my boss at the library where I worked as well.

The affairs had re-awakened my sexuality, and if anything, I was more horny now than ever before. I was secretly hoping I’d find someone to have casual sex with at the conference. As I picked a thick, black rabbit vibrator and tucked it into the corner of my suitcase, James let out a sigh and left the room. I added a tub of lube with a smirk; even if I didn’t meet someone, I was going to have a good time.

The hotel lobby buzzed with activity as I stepped inside, dragging my suitcase behind me on its noisy plastic wheels. The hotel was sleek and modern, with polished floors, plush seating areas, and an impressive chandelier that glinted overhead. The conference banners by the entrance proudly announced: "Building Bridges: Libraries and Schools United."

I joined the line at the reception desk, checking the messages on my phone as I waited. Ahead of me, a man turned around, catching my eye. He was older than me, tall and broad-shouldered, his neatly trimmed beard framing a warm smile. His suit was just tight enough to hint at a gym habit.

"Long queue, huh?" he said, his voice rich and deep.

"Yeah, they weren’t kidding about full attendance," I replied, glancing at the line ahead of us.

He chuckled. "These conferences, they lure us in with promises of networking, but it's mostly just bad coffee and limp sandwiches."

I laughed, immediately warming to him. "Don’t forget the endless PowerPoint presentations."

"Right," he said, leaning in conspiratorially. "We’ll all be asleep by the second session." His gaze lingered on me for a second longer than necessary, and a spark of arousal crackled inside me.

"Are you with a school or a library?" I asked, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear that escaped from my ponytail.

"Neither. I’m a consultant; they brought me in to talk about integrating digital resources. I’ll be delivering my endless PowerPoint presentation this afternoon." His eyes scanned me briefly but appreciatively. "You?"

"Library," I said, smiling.

"Figures. You’ve got that librarian vibe," he teased. He was right, I was dressed for work in a smart blouse and skirt, with hair tied up in a ponytail and thick-rimmed glasses.

"And what vibe is that?" I asked, pretending to be a little offended.

"Smart. Clever. But secretly a little sexy and dangerous," he said, his voice dropping slightly, making my stomach do a little flip.

"Next!" called the receptionist, and he turned away to step up to the counter. Fuck, he’d been hitting on me, I realized.

As I watched him check in, I couldn’t help but notice how his tailored trousers clung to his firm ass. When he finished, he turned back, catching me staring. He gave me a wink and strode off towards the lifts, leaving me hot and flustered.

Once I’d checked in and made it to my room, I kicked off my heels and let out a sigh of relief. The room was cozy, with a queen-sized bed, a writing desk, and a view of the city skyline. The suitcase landed on the bed with a thud, and as I unzipped it, my hand brushed against the vibrator I’d packed.

My mind flickered back to the handsome man from the lobby. His teasing smile, the way he’d looked at me, had made something stir between my legs. I pulled the vibrator from the suitcase and sank onto the bed. My panties slipped off easily, and I opened my legs, feeling the chill of the air conditioning on my pussy.

I switched the vibrator on, the low hum vibrating through my hand as the main shaft began to rotate and the rabbit ears vibrated. I slid the shaft into my already soaking wet pussy, feeling the rotating head massaging my G-spot.

I pushed it in deeper, letting out a moan as the vibrating ears brush against my swollen and aching clit. I moaned again as I imagined his hands on me, his mouth following the curves of my body, his soft beard brushing against my skin.

My breaths came in short gasps as I pushed the vibrator deeper, my hips moving in time with the steady rhythm. Each rotation of the shaft sent a delicious pressure against my G-spot, while the rabbit ears pulsed insistently on my clit, making my body tremble.

The image of him, his strong hands pinning me to the bed, his lips trailing down my neck, flooded my mind. I could almost feel his weight pressing against me, his voice murmuring filthy things in my ear as his thick cock penetrated me.

I closed my eyes, letting the fantasy consume me. His hands would grip my hips, guiding me as he thrust into me. His cock would fill me completely, stretching me in a way that left me panting for more. The thought made me moan loudly, my free hand moving to my breast, pinching my nipple until the sharp pleasure mingled with the deep sensations between my legs.

The pressure built rapidly, my thighs quivering as the vibrator worked me closer and closer to the edge. I couldn’t stop myself from crying out, my body arching off the bed as my orgasm tore through me. It started as a pulse deep inside, then spread like wildfire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

I collapsed back onto the bed, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. Slowly, I slid the vibrator out, its buzz fading into silence as I turned it off. My skin was flushed, my pussy leaking, and my body humming with satisfaction. As I lay there, catching my breath, I was filled with a sense of longing. Would I see him again? Would his flirtation lead to something more?


Chapter Two




The morning dragged on through a series of lectures and PowerPoint slides, none of which managed to hold my attention. My mind kept drifting back to the man from the lobby and the heated fantasy I’d indulged in. I scanned the rows of seats during each talk, hoping to spot him, but he was nowhere to be seen.

By the time the buffet lunch was announced, my stomach was rumbling, and my patience for professional small talk was wearing thin. I joined the line at the buffet table, eyeing up the trays of sandwiches, salads, and pastries.

Just as I was reaching for a pastry, I heard a low voice behind me. “Careful now, don’t take all the best ones.”

I turned my head sharply, and there he was. His eyes sparkled with mischief, and that same teasing smile played on his lips. He was even more handsome up close and I could smell his aftershave.

As we moved down the buffet line together, he leaned in slightly, his shoulder brushing mine. “So,” he said, “what’s a woman like you doing at a dry conference like this? You seem more fun than PowerPoint slides and budget talks.”

I smirked, picking up a mini quiche. “Maybe I’m just here for the buffet. Good food and... interesting company.”

“Interesting, am I?” he said, arching an eyebrow.

“How do you know I’m talking about you?” I replied, feeling a flush rise in my cheeks at the flirty tone.

He laughed. “Fair point. How about we eat lunch together and you can judge for yourself how interesting I am?”

I felt a tingle down my spine. “I’ll be a harsh critic.”

“I’ll take my chances,” he said with a smirk.

We found a small table near the window, and he introduced himself as Simon. As we ate, the banter flowed easily. He asked about my work, his questions thoughtful, but there was always a glint in his eye that hinted at something more. By the time we finished eating, my heart was racing and there was a throbbing ache between my legs. Did I dare do what I so desperately wanted to?

Simon looked at his watch. “We’ve got fifteen minutes before the next presentation. What shall we do with our time?”

Fuck it. Feeling bold, I grabbed his hand and led him out of the dining room and through the maze of corridors until we found a single-occupancy bathroom tucked away near the back of the hotel. I pulled him inside, locking the door behind us.

The second the lock clicked, his hands were on me, sliding down to my hips as he pushed me back against the sink. His lips crashed onto mine, hot and demanding, his tongue teasing mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“You’ve been on my mind all morning,” he murmured as he tugged at the buttons of my blouse.

“Funny,” I gasped as his lips trailed down my neck, “I’ve been thinking about you too.”

My blouse fell open, and he pulled my bra cups down, exposing my firm breasts. His mouth found my nipples, sucking and licking them in turn, making me gasp with pleasure.

He moved lower, dropping to his knees, his hands sliding up under my skirt and pulling my panties down.

“You’re soaked,” he said, his fingers stroking the trimmed hair on my pussy and parting my folds gently.

“Don’t make me wait,” I begged.

He spread my legs wider, his mouth immediately finding my clit. His tongue worked me expertly, flicking and circling until I was writhing against the sink. His mouth covered my swollen clit and he sucked on it. I came hard, my body trembling as the waves of pleasure coursed through me.

Before I could catch my breath, he stood, unzipping his trousers and freeing his cock. It was long, very thick and uncut. My eyes widened at the sight of it.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I obeyed, bracing myself against the sink as he lifted my skirt and positioned himself behind me. The moment he slid inside me, I let out a low moan, the feeling of him stretching me completely erasing any coherent thought. He thrust hard and fast, his hands gripping my hips as the sound of our bodies colliding filled the small space.

I could see his face in the mirror, his jaw clenched and his eyes locked on mine. The intensity in his gaze sent another rush of arousal through me, and I reached between my legs to rub my clit. The sight of watching myself getting fucked in the mirror was driving me wild with desire.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, looking down at my lips stretched around his shaft as he fucked me. I felt his thumb against my asshole, rubbing the ring of muscles in a circular motion in time to his thrusts.

No-one had ever touched me there before, and the unexpected surge of pleasure made me come again, my walls clenching around his shaft as I cried out. My head dropped forward against the mirror as my legs almost gave way.

He pulled out and I turned to face him, panting hard. My lips met his in a deep kiss, our tongues urgently exploring each other’s mouths. He stepped back slightly and held his cock in one hand. It was coated in my essence; white and sticky. “Look at the mess you’ve made,” he grinned. “I think you should clean it.”

I gave him a dirty grin and sank to my knees, taking his dick deep into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the shaft and tasting my release on him. He held my ponytail, guiding me back and forth, working his cock deeper into my mouth with every thrust.

I reached my limit and gagged, saliva running down my chin and onto my exposed breasts. He pulled me up by my ponytail and pushed me back against the sink. My face was wet and my lipstick smudged. I sat up on the sink and opened my legs, my pussy gaping for him.

He stepped between my thighs and entered me in the same movement. He thrust deep up inside me, making me gasp at the intense feeling of being filled by his big cock. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, urging him to take me deeper.

I clung to him, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop,” I gasped, tilting my head back and letting the pleasure consume me.

One of his hands slid up my body, cupping my breast and pulling my nipple between his fingers. The combination of his cock pounding into me and the sensation on my nipple sent waves of pleasure through me. I could feel the knot building in my core, tightening with each thrust.

“Fuck,” I cried, feeling the dam break inside me again. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, leaving me trembling and clenching around his cock as he continued to thrust through my release.

“God, you feel good,” he groaned, his pace quickening as he chased his own release.

I tightened my legs around him, pulling him even closer, and whispered, “Come in me.”

With a deep groan, he buried himself inside me one last time, his body tensing as he came. I felt his warmth filling me, his cock twitching as he released deep in my hungry cunt.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing heavily, the mirror behind me fogged from our breathing. He finally pulled out gently, grabbing a handful of paper towels and passing them to me as his cum poured out of me onto the tiled floor.

“What a gentleman,” I giggled.

“Only the best for my lady,” he replied with a grin.

I slid off the sink, my legs wobbly but my body humming with satisfaction. Catching my reflection in the mirror, I saw my smudged makeup and flushed cheeks. I grinned, smoothing down my skirt.

“That was... an unexpected lunch,” I said, meeting his gaze in the mirror.

Simon smirked, pulling up his trousers and zipping them up. “Best buffet I’ve ever been to.”


Chapter Three




The rest of the conference passed in a haze of monotony. Speaker after speaker took to the stage, droning on about funding proposals, collaboration strategies, and the importance of community engagement. All important, of course, but delivered with all the enthusiasm of a wet sponge.

I sat through session after session, struggling to keep my focus as one slide presentation bled into the next. Occasionally, I’d glance at my phone, fighting the urge to scroll through social media or, worse, text Simon.

Simon. Every now and then, I’d catch a glimpse of him across the room, sitting among his colleagues, his sharp beard and easy grin making him stand out like a beacon. When he wasn’t in the same session, I found myself scanning the crowd for him, wondering if he was bored out of his mind like I was, or if he was thinking about me.

Finally, in the mid-afternoon lull, Simon’s session began.

“Please welcome Simon Carter, head of the Library-School Digital Partnership Initiative,” announced the moderator.

There was a polite smattering of applause as Simon took to the stage. He looked impeccable, dressed in his tailored suit that fit his athletic frame perfectly. As he began to speak, his voice carried effortlessly across the room, drawing everyone in.

Despite his earlier comments, he didn’t rely on dry slides or bullet points. Instead, he wove a story about how data could help transform communities. Simon’s enthusiasm was infectious. He paced the stage with confidence and without a script, his gestures animated, his tone light yet passionate. He even cracked a few jokes, earning genuine laughs from the audience, a rarity at this event so far. The more I watched him, the more I felt my desire for him build between my legs. When he finished, the room erupted into applause as he stepped down. I couldn’t help but clap a little harder than the others.

I caught up with him at the coffee station during the mid-session break. “Impressive,” I said, falling into step beside him. “You really know how to work a crowd.”

He smirked, his eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re just saying that because I made you come in the bathroom.”

I laughed, shoving him lightly. “I’m serious. You were brilliant up there.”

“Thanks,” he said. “It means a lot coming from you.” He paused. “Look, do you want to have dinner with me later? We could skip the official event and find a nice restaurant?”

“That would be lovely,” I said, feeling my heart swell with happiness. “Anything to miss the after-dinner speeches?”

Dinner with Simon was perfect. We found a cozy little Italian restaurant a few blocks from the hotel, far away from the buzz of the conference. The food was incredible, fresh pasta, red wine, and decadent desserts, but it was the company that made it special. We talked about everything: books we loved, places we wanted to visit, and I even opened up to him about my marriage and affairs.

It turned out Simon was in the same situation; his wife had lost interest in sex, and he had to get his needs met with a series of girlfriends. Soon, he was telling me about some of his sexual adventures on his work travels. He didn’t brag and had a self-deprecating humor as he told the stories that made me warm to him even more. And just thinking about him having sex with all those women was starting to make me incredibly horny.

By the time we returned to the hotel, I was so desperate I would have fucked him right there in the lobby. “Back to my room?” I suggested, my hand brushing against his ass as we headed for the lifts.

As soon as the lift doors slid shut, Simon pressed me against the cool mirrored wall, his mouth claiming mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. His hands roamed my body, sliding over my waist and down to my hips, pulling me closer to him. I could feel the hard bulge in his trousers pressing against me.

“God, I’ve wanted to touch you all evening,” he murmured against my lips as the lift started to move.

Before I could reply, his hand slipped beneath the hem of my dress, sliding up my thigh and pushing my panties to the side. His fingers found my slick folds, and I gasped, gripping his shoulders as he teased me, sliding a finger into my soaked cunt.

I bit my lip to muffle a moan. Simon smirked, adding another finger and curling them inside me. His thumb brushed my swollen clit in slow, deliberate circles, making my legs tremble. My back arched, my head falling back against the wall as he sent waves of ecstasy through my body.

I’d never come so quickly. My nails dug into his arms as my orgasm hit me, waves of pleasure crashing through my body. My legs shook, and I clung to him to keep myself upright. The lift dinged as it reached our floor.

He withdrew his hand slowly, grinning as he held his fingers to my lips. “Taste yourself,” he ordered softly. He pushed his fingers into my mouth just as the doors opened.

There was a hotel worker standing there waiting with a trolley full of dirty plates. He looked at us with his mouth open. Simon and I giggled and hurried out of the lift, down the corridor to my room.

As soon as the door to my room clicked shut, Simon’s hands were on me again, unzipping my dress and letting it fall to the floor. He stepped back for a moment, his eyes sweeping over my body hungrily as I stood there in just my heels and lacy underwear.

“Fucking gorgeous,” he said.

He closed the distance between us and unclasped my bra, letting it slip from my shoulders. He pushed me back onto the bed and his mouth descended on my breasts, his lips hot and eager as he sucked my nipples, pulling them into his mouth one at a time. I moaned, running my fingers through his hair.

Simon trailed kisses down my body, pausing to press soft, wet kisses across my stomach. Then he slid my panties down slowly, his hands grazing my thighs as he pulled them off and tossed them aside. He kissed the inside of my thighs, moving closer to the heat of my pussy. His tongue darted out, teasing my clit before he latched on, sucking and licking me with an intensity that made my knees weak.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, gripping the edge of the bed for support. His tongue delved into my folds, licking and swirling as his hands gripped my hips.

Just as I thought I was about to come, Simon surprised me by shifting lower. He lifted one of my legs over his shoulder, opening me up further. His tongue licked a long, slow line from my pussy to my ass, and I froze, my breath catching in my throat.

“No one’s ever…” I began, but my words turned into a moan as he kissed my most intimate spot, his tongue circling and teasing the sensitive skin.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice muffled. “Trust me. You’ll love it.”

And he was right. His tongue was hot and soft, and the sensation sent jolts of pleasure through my body. He pressed deeper, licking and swirling at the tight ring of muscles, his hands caressing my thighs as he lapped at me with skill and confidence.

“Oh, God, Simon,” I moaned, my head falling back as my body melted into the overwhelming pleasure. I’d never felt anything like it before, but it was incredible, and I couldn’t get enough. My legs trembled, and I clutched at his shoulders, teetering on the edge of another orgasm as his tongue worked its magic.

When his thumb joined in, rubbing firm, rhythmic circles over my aching clit, I couldn’t hold back the gasp that escaped my lips. The combination of sensations, his thumb teasing my pussy while his tongue lapped at my rear entrance, set my nerves on fire.

“Oh, fuck, Simon,” I whimpered, my voice shaking. My legs were trembling, and I was barely able to hold them up as his pace quickened.

When my climax hit, it was like an explosion. My entire body shook as waves of pure, intense pleasure radiated from my core. My cries echoed in the room, a long, low groan as my head fell back, as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming ecstasy. Simon didn’t let up, his tongue and thumb working together to prolong the moment, wringing every last shiver and gasp from me until I was utterly spent, my body quivering and weak against the bed.

Finally, he eased his touch, planting soft kisses on my thighs as he looked up at me with a smug grin. “Told you you’d love it,” he said, as he moved up to kiss me.

“It’s my turn,” I purred, trailing my fingers down his chest, over the toned muscles beneath his shirt. I pushed it up, kissing along his skin as I revealed him inch by inch. His breathing quickened as I undid his belt and slid his trousers down, his impressive cock springing free, already hard and eager.

I wrapped my hand around the base, marveling at the thickness, and gave him a slow, teasing stroke. He propped himself up on his elbows, watching me. My tongue brushed over his tip, swirling around the head and making him gasp. Then I took him in my mouth.

I took him deeper, inch by inch, my tongue pressing against the underside as I slid down his length. The heat of him filled my mouth, and I could feel his cock twitching with every movement.

His hand found its way to my hair, fingers tangling gently as I began to move, setting a slow, deliberate pace.

“Fuck, Lauren,” he murmured, “You’re so good at that.”

The praise only spurred me on. I hollowed my cheeks, bobbing my head in a rhythm that made his hips rise involuntarily. My hands worked in tandem with my mouth, one of them twisting at the base and the other cupping his balls, gently massaging them.

But before long, I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me. I climbed up on top of him and guided his cock between my folds. I sank down slowly, feeling the thick head of his cock stretch me open as it slid inside. We both let out a gasp as he filled me completely, my walls clenching around him, savoring the delicious pressure.

“Fuck, Lauren,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips, guiding me as I began to move.

I started slowly, rocking my hips in a steady rhythm, savoring every inch of him as he pulsed inside me. My hands rested on his chest for balance, feeling the heat of his skin under my palms.

“God, you feel so good,” I whispered, biting my lip as I moved faster.

Simon’s hands roamed up my sides, caressing my waist, my breasts, his touch igniting sparks across my skin. He thrust upward to meet my movements, the angle sending a wave of pleasure through me that made me cry out.

I rode him, grinding down on him, taking him as deep as I could, my own pleasure building with every stroke. Simon sat up, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me tight against him. The new angle sent a jolt of ecstasy through me as his cock hit just the right spot. I clung to him, burying my face in his neck, my moans muffled as I moved faster, chasing my climax.

“Simon, I’m…”

But the words didn’t come out before the orgasm hit, crashing over me like a tidal wave. My whole body shuddered, and I cried out, clutching him as the pleasure consumed me.

Simon held me tight, his own movements growing erratic as he thrust deeper, harder. I felt him tense, his breath hitching before he groaned, his release spilling inside me, warm and thick.

We stayed like that, tangled together, our bodies slick with sweat, both of us trying to catch our breath.

“Wow,” I finally said.

Simon laughed softly, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “Wow, indeed.”

As we lay there naked on the bed, Simon’s hand lazily traced circles on my breasts. I nestled against him, my heart still racing from everything we’d just done.

“I have to say,” I said, planting a little kiss on his neck, “I never thought I’d enjoy... You know, your tongue... back there.”

Simon grinned, his fingers pausing for a moment before continuing their soothing motion. “You mean when I licked your ass?” he teased.

I laughed, hiding my face against him. “Yes, that. I’ve never had anyone do that before.”

“Well, you seemed to enjoy it.”

“I really did,” I admitted, feeling a flush creep up my neck. “It’s not something I ever thought I’d be into. I guess... I’ve just never done anything like that.”

Simon shifted slightly, propping himself up on one elbow to look at me. “Never?”

I shook my head, biting my lip. “No. I guess James isn’t exactly adventurous.”

“Well, if you liked that, maybe you’d like to try more?”

I looked up at him, my stomach flipping at the suggestion. “You mean... anal sex?”

He nodded. “Only if you want to. I promise I’ll go slow, and we’ll stop if it’s too much. But I think you’d love it.”

“Okay,” I said softly. “I want to try.”

I remembered the lube in my suitcase and went to fetch it.

“You even came prepared,” he laughed.

I ran my hand down his body to his semi-erect cock, still glistening with my wetness. I gave it a gentle stroke and felt it twitch with interest. I wrapped my hand around it, and soon he was rock hard again.

Simon guided me onto my hands and knees, kissing the curve of my back and hips as he applied the lube to his fingers.

“Just relax,” he whispered.

I took a deep breath as his finger circled my entrance, the sensation unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Slowly, he pushed a single finger inside, pausing to let me adjust.

“You okay?” he asked, his other hand rubbing my lower back.

“Yeah,” I replied, surprised by how nice it felt.

He worked his finger in and out, gradually adding a second. The fullness was strange but exciting, and I found myself wanting more.

“You’re doing so well,” he reassured me.

“Mmm, I love how it feels,” I purred, moving my hips back slightly against his fingers, urging him to explore me deeper.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, kissing one of my ass cheeks.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m ready.”

Simon positioned himself behind me, his cock slick with lube. He pressed the tip against me, applying gentle pressure. I felt myself relax and open up for him.

Suddenly, it slipped inside. “Oh, yes…” I breathed, feeling a delicious stretch and fullness.

“Tell me if you need me to stop,” he said softly.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered, pushing back against him and feeling him go deeper.

He thrust slowly, each time getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside me. The fullness was intense, but the pleasure was undeniable, a deep, throbbing sensation I’d never experienced before.

“You’re so tight,” Simon groaned, his hands gripping my hips

“That’s because you’re so big,” I moaned, barely able to get the words out.

Each slow thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through me, the sensation building with every stroke. I moaned, burying my face in the pillow as he picked up the pace, his movements careful but firm. But gradually he picked up the pace, and I felt the unstoppable pressure of my orgasm building deep inside me.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. “Don’t stop... please don’t stop.”

He groaned in response, his pace increasing slightly as he found a rhythm that made me arch my back and cry out. The pressure inside me grew unbearable.

Simon leaned forward, his chest pressing against my back, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “Come for me, Lauren.”

His words, his voice, his body; it all pushed me over the edge. The orgasm hit me hard, a powerful wave of pleasure that crashed through me and left me shuddering. My moans turned into screams as my walls clenched tightly around him, the intensity almost too much to bear. I felt a dam burst in my pussy too, and a flood of liquid squirted out of me, soaking the sheets below.

“Oh, fuck,” Simon groaned, his thrusts faltering. His hands gripped me firmly, holding me in place as he thrust deeply one final time.

I felt him throb inside me, his release hot and thick as he buried himself fully. His groans of pleasure mixed with my gasps. He stayed there for a moment, both of us catching our breath, before slowly pulling out. Cum poured out of me, running down my thighs onto the bed.

I collapsed onto the bed, my legs trembling, my heart still racing. Simon lay beside me, his arm slipping around my waist to pull me close.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

I turned to face him, a lazy smile on my lips. “That was... intense.”

“It was perfect,” Simon replied, pressing a soft kiss to my forehead.

“Well,” I said after a moment, my voice playful. “I can’t believe I waited this long to try that.”

Simon laughed. “I’m just glad I got to be the one to show you how amazing it can be.”


Epilogue




In the morning, we showered together. The hot water cascaded over our bodies, steam filling the bathroom as Simon's hands roamed over my wet skin. He pulled me closer, his mouth claiming mine in a deep, sensual kiss. I felt his hardness pressing against my stomach, and I couldn’t resist him. His hands gripped my thighs, lifting me effortlessly as I wrapped my legs around his waist.

He pressed my back against the cool, tiled wall. The contrast between the chill of the tiles and the heat of the water made me shiver, but then Simon entered me in one slow, deliberate thrust, and all I could do was moan.

I clung to him, his cock filling me completely as he began to move, his thrusts deep and powerful. The sound of water splashing and our moans echoed in the small space. My fingers dug into his back as he took me, my body arching against his with every thrust.

“You feel so good,” he groaned.

The pressure built quickly, the angle of his movements hitting just the right spot inside me. I cried out, my nails raking down his back as my orgasm tore through me, leaving me trembling in his arms.

But Simon wasn’t done. He gently lowered me to the floor, turning me to face the shower screen. My hands pressed against the glass for support as he positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He slid inside me again, and I gasped, the sensation still intense as he began to thrust.

His pace quickened, the sound of his hips meeting mine filling the air. One hand slid around to stroke my clit, sending jolts of pleasure through me and bringing me closer to the edge again. My second orgasm hit me hard, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure rippled through me.

But we both knew what we wanted next. “Fuck me in the ass,” I begged him.

He pressed against me, his cock pressing against my rear entrance, and I felt a rush of excitement.

“Relax,” he said, his voice soothing as he pushed gently, easing himself inside. The pressure was intense, but the pleasure followed quickly, my body accommodating him as he moved deeper.

I moaned, my head resting against the shower screen as he began to thrust. Each movement was slow and deliberate, sending shockwaves of sensation through me. His hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady as he claimed me completely.

The fullness threatened to overwhelm me as another orgasm built within me.

“Simon,” I gasped, my voice trembling.

“Come for me, Lauren,” he whispered in my ear.

And I did, crying out as the pleasure consumed me. My legs nearly buckled under me, but Simon held me up as the ecstasy washed through my entire body. I felt myself squirting again, the warm liquid mixing with the water from the shower as it poured down my thighs.

Moments later, Simon groaned, his body tensing as he released inside me, his hands tightening on my hips before he finally stopped moving.

We stayed like that for a moment, the water washing over us as our breathing slowed. Then he pulled out gently, turning me to face him.

“Good morning,” he said with a grin, brushing a wet strand of hair from my face.

I laughed, leaning into him. “Very good morning.”

THE END

Sign up for Cleo’s newsletter at cleocarnell.com to get a free eBook and to be kept up to date with all the new releases, regular freebies, and special offers.


Also By Cleo Carnell


Pounded By The Professor (Cheating Librarian - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/h05a687fh6

Lauren is frustrated that her rich husband seems to have no sexual interest in her. She finally resolves to take matters into her own hands and cheat for the first time. But working part-time in the local library means she doesn’t meet many men…

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?

Free Use At The Fire Station (Sharing Molly - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko

Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once.

My First Time Was A Foursome

https://books.cleocarnell.com/t5g2mc24bw

I never thought my first time would be like this. My friends and I were tired of waiting for the "right guy" to come along, so we decided to take matters into our own hands. We found a college guy who was willing to help us all lose our virginities... at the same time.

This is the story of how I gave up my V-card in the filthiest, most unforgettable way possible.

The Group Chat - A Cheating Wife Gangbang Story

https://books.cleocarnell.com/cbwykgjkla

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…

cover.jpeg
CHEATING LIBRARIAN SERIES

first time backdoor wife cheating by

CLEO CARNELL





OEBPS/font_rsrcBM.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrcBK.ttf


