
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hotwife’s One Night Stand Story

Married Woman with a Stranger – A Cuckold Experience to Cherish

Deep Inside

Copyright © 2025 by Deep Inside. 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

For feedback, ideas, or filthy thoughts:
?? deepinsidehub@gmail.com

Chapter 1: After-Hours Waiting

The farewell drinks had started in the late afternoon — that time of day when the office began to feel looser, when the tension of deadlines dissolved under the excuse of a colleague's departure. By five, the team had spilled out of the building and into the pub around the corner, voices already louder, laughter quicker. Glasses clinked with a kind of forced cheer, people hugging a little longer, saying things they wouldn’t have dared at their desks.

Antara had come along out of politeness. She liked the girl who was leaving, but these work gatherings always left her half-smiling, half-observing. Still, she’d dressed well, touched up her lipstick, and allowed herself that second glass of wine — then a third.

Now it was past nine, and the pub had emptied out.

Most of the group had wandered off into the chill evening — peeling away in twos and threes, catching the tube or calling their rides. The loud laughter had faded into the background buzz of clinking glasses and soft music. The after-hours quiet was settling in, and only Melissa had stayed behind with her. She lived nearby and could walk. Antara, meanwhile, wasn’t about to risk driving with a slight buzz warming her limbs. Not in this city, not with the sharp risk of police checkpoints. Raj was supposed to come pick her up once he finished up with work.

So she stayed, letting herself sink into the velvet lull of low lighting, half-finished drinks, and soft conversation.

Melissa was scrolling her phone now, smiling absently at something on the screen. Antara was leaning back in the booth, sipping what she’d promised would be her last glass, feeling the weight of the day melt into the warmth of the wine. It was one of those rare in-between moments — where time stretched, undefined, soft at the edges. The kind of moment where nothing happened… until something did.

She let her eyes drift toward the window, catching the city lights reflected in the glass, the occasional blur of a passing car. Somewhere in her chest, that old, familiar feeling stirred — a kind of restless heat that had nothing to do with the wine.

It had been like this before. So many times.

London had changed her. She had arrived in her early thirties, full of ambition and hunger she didn’t yet have names for. The city had brought her to life — not just professionally, but sexually. The idea of stepping outside her marriage had once been unthinkable. Then it had become unforgettable.

Mason was the first. They’d chatted online, flirted cautiously, then boldly. He was smooth, charming — but it wasn’t just the man. It was the permission. That first evening, she’d met him in a discreet hotel, while the sky outside still held traces of light. She remembered standing at the window, heart racing, as Raj watched from a chair in the corner, silent and hard, his eyes fixed on her while Mason undressed her slowly, reverently, like unwrapping a gift he’d wanted for too long.

She had been nervous. And then, not at all.

Raj hadn’t just accepted it — he’d loved her more fiercely afterward. Worshipped her. From then on, she knew her body could belong to others, and still be theirs.

Later came Ajay — Mason’s best friend — someone who’d visited one evening, and left having tasted her on the very sheets she and Raj slept on. That night, she hadn’t even needed to ask. Raj had known, just by the look in her eyes. They had long since stopped pretending that anything about this was shameful.

And then, of course, Edward. Her regular. Her ruin. She’d met him when she turned forty, and everything before him suddenly felt like play. He wasn’t young — at least twenty years her senior — but he had the kind of authority that made her melt before he even spoke. He touched her like she was a prize, but used her like she was his. She came back from those sessions dripping and undone, and Raj would be waiting, ready to collect the pieces of her and put her back together again.

Edward was addictive. But he wasn’t always available.

He lived far, had his own life. And lately, the ache of his absence had started to creep in. Quietly. Constantly.

Antara blinked back to the present, letting out a soft breath as she stretched her legs under the table. She glanced at her phone — still no message from Raj. No matter. She was in no hurry. The quiet was oddly comfortable.

Melissa let out a giggle at something on her screen and looked up.

“Heard anything from your man?”

“Still working,” Antara said, voice soft, words warm with wine. “He’ll come.”

“You want another drink?”

Antara considered. Then shook her head. “I’ll nurse this.”

Melissa smiled, leaned back, and tucked her hair behind one ear. There was something about the after-hours glow that made everyone look softer. Less guarded. More willing.

Antara rested her chin on her hand, her mind wandering again. Not to Mason or Ajay or Edward, not fully — but to the space they had carved open inside her. The one where anticipation lived. The space where a glance could be the start of something, and silence was never empty.

She didn’t expect anything tonight. But she didn’t rule it out either.

The music continued. The pub glowed amber. Somewhere outside, a car passed.

And Antara sat waiting — her lips stained with wine, her thighs crossed, her mind playing with heat she hadn’t yet been given a reason to resist.

Not yet.


Chapter 2: The Surprise Arrival

They arrived without warning — two men cutting through the warm haze of the pub like a shift in weather.

Antara noticed them before Melissa did. She was always the one to spot changes in the atmosphere. It wasn’t anything obvious at first — just a ripple of movement near the door, a subtle pull in her periphery. But the way the taller one stood slightly behind the other, scanning the room with easy confidence, made her sit up a little straighter without realizing.

Then Melissa saw them too.

“Oh my god,” she murmured, under her breath but full of something... delighted. “That’s Rob.”

The name meant nothing to Antara, but the tone meant everything.

She turned her head just enough to follow Melissa’s gaze. The first man — Rob, apparently — was already grinning, like he’d expected to find her here. He didn’t hesitate. Just walked up with a casual ease, like the last time they’d seen each other had only been yesterday, not whatever number of months or years had passed.

“Look who it is,” he said, voice low and warm.

Melissa gave a mock sigh, tilting her head. “I should’ve known you’d find your way back here.”

Antara watched them from the side, silent and still, her wine glass balanced between her fingers. She wasn’t intruding, but she wasn’t invisible either. The men noticed her — especially the second one, the friend. He hadn’t said a word yet, but his eyes found Antara’s, held for a beat longer than politeness allowed, then flicked away.

Rob leaned down to kiss Melissa’s cheek, but it lingered a second too long. The kind of kiss that tasted of the past — and something unfinished. Melissa didn’t flinch. She smiled like a woman who had already decided she didn’t mind a little temptation.

Introductions came in fragments, names passed around like drinks. Antara heard the other man’s name — she might forget it later — but it settled on her tongue as something unspoken. He was quieter, more reserved than Rob, but that didn’t mean he lacked presence. Quite the opposite. There was something in the way he held back, the way he leaned one shoulder casually against the wall while the others spoke, that felt intentional. Watchful.

Antara gave him the smallest of smiles when their eyes met again. A test. He returned it with just the slightest curve of his lips. Not eager. Not coy. Just... aware.

The conversation between Melissa and Rob was flowing with ease now, full of inside jokes and references Antara didn’t follow — the kind that belonged to two people who had once undressed each other without needing to speak. The past was thick between them, but it didn’t feel bitter. If anything, it shimmered with mutual understanding, like a fire waiting to be poked back to life.

Melissa leaned in close to whisper something, and Rob laughed — a sound low and dirty around the edges. He responded with something under his breath that made Melissa flush and roll her eyes, even as her mouth curled with anticipation.

Antara sipped her wine, letting the stem of the glass cool her fingertips, but her pulse had shifted. There was a different kind of warmth in the booth now, something headier than alcohol. The air was changing.

Rob touched Melissa’s hand, just briefly — but Antara noticed how his fingers lingered along the edge of her wrist before letting go.

Melissa turned to her. “We’re gonna stretch our legs. Be back in a bit?”

It wasn’t really a question.

Antara blinked once, then gave a slow, amused nod. “Take your time.”

Melissa grinned, and Rob was already pulling her gently by the hand, leading her away from the booth, through the side hall, toward the back. Antara watched them go — not with judgment, not even with surprise. Just a steady hum of understanding deepening in her chest.

Which left her... with him.

The quiet one. The one who had said very little but seen everything.

He stayed where he was, resting his hands in the pockets of his jeans, watching her now with no pretense. Antara shifted slightly in her seat, adjusting her shirt, more aware of the skin beneath it than she had been a moment ago.

“You’re not going after them?” she asked, casual, but with the flick of something sharper in her voice.

He shook his head once. “Wasn’t invited.”

She raised an eyebrow. “And that doesn’t bother you?”

He shrugged. “I’m not here for her.”

There it was. Subtle, but direct. A line drawn — not in pressure, not in demand, but in quiet intent.

Antara let the silence sit between them, heavy as velvet. She glanced down at her nearly empty glass, then back up at him. “Well. Here we are.”

His lips curved again. “Here we are.”

It wasn’t flirting. Not yet. But something had shifted. A pulse, a thread. The room felt warmer, though the music hadn’t changed. The bartender was still drying glasses. Her colleague was being kissed — or more — somewhere beyond that corridor.

And she was still waiting for Raj.

But now… with company.

She leaned back against the booth, crossing her legs slowly, letting her shoe dangle from her toes. His eyes flicked down. Briefly. Respectfully. But she saw it. Felt it.

The evening wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

Not anymore.


Chapter 3: The Shift

It should have been absurd — four adults casually wandering into a pub bathroom like teenagers chasing mischief. But it didn’t feel absurd. It felt inevitable.

Melissa had returned to the table flushed and grinning, whispering something in Rob’s ear that made him bite his lower lip and raise a brow. The look they shared was filthy in the most deliciously unspoken way. It was clear the past hadn’t stayed in the past at all. And whatever they'd tasted of each other once, they were more than ready to revisit it now.

Rob nodded toward the back corridor. “Private enough,” he said, barely glancing at the other two. Melissa giggled and stood, her hand already reaching for his.

No one questioned it.

They led the way, fingers intertwined. Antara followed without being asked, more out of curiosity than consent — though the line between the two had always blurred easily for her. The man beside her, quiet and steady, walked at her pace. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. But she could feel the heat of his presence beside her, the energy wrapping around her like a warm, invisible shawl.

The door to the unisex bathroom creaked open with the echo of tile and cheap lighting. Four people. One small space. One stall with a door that didn’t fully reach the floor. And yet no one hesitated.

Melissa and Rob moved quickly — a rustle of clothing, a whisper of breath, and then the sound of the stall door locking shut. Giggles. Then the creak of movement.

And then… sounds.

At first, just breath and soft words — familiar, flirty, half-mumbled things exchanged in the giddy heat of rekindled lust. Then something wetter. A soft moan, cut off. A low male groan.

Antara stood near the sink, her arms loosely folded, heart beating faster than she wanted to admit. The stranger stood close behind her, not touching, but undeniably present. The air between them was loaded, thick with unsaid things. A kind of waiting.

Then came Melissa’s voice, a low, husky whisper that carried just enough:
“Mmm… you still know how to use that whore mouth...”

Antara’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected the jealousy — not of Melissa, but of the rawness in her voice. The kind of voice a woman only uses when her body is completely free, when there’s no room for shame, only need.

More wet sounds. A shift of rhythm.

Antara felt her nipples tighten under her bra. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs slowly, as though standing still were becoming increasingly difficult.

He hadn’t said anything. The man behind her. But he was still there. Closer now. She could feel him just behind her shoulder. She didn’t turn. If she turned, something might happen. And right now, she wasn’t ready for that. Or maybe she was too ready.

Then Melissa again — louder this time, less composed:
“Yes… fuck me just like that—”

A sharp thump. The sound of a body meeting tile. A low male grunt in response. Then another thump, rhythmic now. The unmistakable sound of fucking. Rough. Fast. Wanted.

Antara exhaled, a tremor in the breath.

The man behind her shifted, just enough to let his arm brush hers. Not accidental. His heat was unmistakable now, his presence bigger, heavier. She didn’t move away. Instead, she reached for the edge of the sink, steadying herself.

“They’re… certainly making the most of it,” she murmured, not trusting her own voice.

His reply came soft and low, right at her ear:
“We could be doing the same.”

Her body responded before her mind could. Her back straightened, her breath sharpened, and her skin seemed to hum under his nearness.

Still, she didn’t turn.

She wanted to. Her whole body ached with the temptation to lean back just slightly. To brush against him. To feel what she was already imagining.

Instead, she stared at the mirror, at her own flushed reflection. Her mouth slightly open. Her shirt still buttoned — barely. Her eyes darker than they’d been earlier in the night. She looked… different. A woman at the edge of permission.

Behind her, he hadn’t moved. But she could feel him — and now she knew. His body was hard. His arousal, unmistakable. And it was just there, inches from her, separated by breath and silence and one final barrier: the moment before yes.

Antara licked her lips slowly. The sounds from the cubicle grew louder — a rhythm, a chorus, an atmosphere soaked in sex.

She was surrounded by it. Enveloped.

And still… not quite touched.

But the night was far from over.


Chapter 4: First Touch

The sounds from behind the stall door grew louder. More rhythmic. A blunt, messy melody of skin meeting skin. Melissa’s voice was high now, breathless and unfiltered, panting out praise between moans that had no shame in them. Somewhere beneath the noise, there was the unmistakable wet slap of bodies colliding — want made physical.

Antara’s hand was resting on the cool porcelain of the sink, her fingertips pressed white against the edge. She could see herself in the mirror — her chest rising and falling faster, her cheeks colored deeper than wine, her shirt clinging faintly to her body with the heat that had gathered in the room.

Behind her, the man hadn’t spoken again.

But she could feel him. Like gravity. Like weather.

She didn’t look. Didn’t need to.

And then she felt it.

His hands — broad and certain — came up around her from behind. They hovered for a second, a breath’s worth of pause, and then gently cupped her breasts through her shirt. Not hard, not urgent — just present. A claiming. A question wrapped in a squeeze.

Antara inhaled sharply, her whole body going still.

She didn’t step away.

Her thighs pressed together, almost involuntarily. Her eyes were locked on her reflection. The slight arch of her back, the way her lips had parted. She looked like a woman coming undone in silence.

And then she moved.

Not a word. Not a nod.

She simply shifted her hips back — subtly, slowly — until her bottom was pressed flush against him. And there it was. His hardness. Thick and undeniable beneath his jeans, fitting perfectly against the curve of her.

She didn’t think.

Her body already knew what it wanted.

Behind her, his breath deepened. His hands grew bolder. One hand moved to unfasten the top button of her shirt. Then another. She didn’t stop him. She didn’t help either. Her arms remained resting on the edge of the basin, body pliant and open, but still... unspoken.

The third button popped free. Warm fingers slid inside, finding her bra, cupping her through the lace.

Still, she said nothing.

She should have. She knew she should have. But her body was already wet with wanting, already pulsing with the friction of the forbidden.

His cock was grinding against her now, slow and steady, still clothed but urgent. She could feel every ridge of it as her ass pressed back against him in slow, teasing pulses. His hands slipped inside her bra. Fingers closed over her nipples, tugging gently, just enough to send shocks straight to the heat pooling between her thighs.

Still, she said nothing.

Until she did.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

Her voice wasn’t angry. It was breathy. Dangerous.

The words hung there like broken glass — sharp but fragile.

He stilled behind her. Hands pulling back instinctively, like she’d burned him. “Sorry,” he murmured, voice thick. “I thought you wanted—”

She turned slightly, still not facing him, her eyes fixed on her own expression in the mirror. She could feel his retreat — his body no longer touching hers. And yet, she felt more exposed than ever.

“I didn’t say stop,” she said quietly. “I just meant... I’m not doing what they’re doing.”

The moans behind them gave rhythm to her words. The slap of Melissa’s body being taken echoed against tile and echo, as if to remind Antara what she was saying no to — and what she was saying yes to instead.

And just like that, he understood.

His hands were back on her — not tentative now, but reverent. Like he’d been given permission and wanted to earn it. Her shirt was open now, fully, her bra pushed up, her breasts warm and bare in his palms.

He leaned in.

His lips touched the back of her neck. A kiss. Then a breath. Then another.

Antara shivered.

The room smelled like sex. Like tile and skin and something older, more primal. She arched her back further, offering herself without asking. His cock ground against her again, and she welcomed the pressure this time, rolling her hips back in soft, greedy circles.

Still, neither of them said another word.

His lips stayed at her neck, his tongue teasing the shell of her ear. One of his hands slipped down her belly, grazing the waistband of her skirt. The other never left her chest, fingers tugging and teasing her nipples, until they ached with attention.

Antara’s pulse was wild now. Her whole body on edge, lit from the inside. Her breath fogged the mirror.

She wasn’t thinking anymore.

She was simply responding — to touch, to heat, to the memory of men who had made her feel this way, and the stranger now pressing his cock against her in the same delicious, forbidden way.

She was a woman caught between guilt and need.
Between restraint and surrender.

And she was starting to forget which one she cared about more.


Chapter 5: Testing Consent

His hands were everywhere now — firm, sure, but still reading her body as though it were a text he hadn’t yet translated. His thumbs rolled her nipples, coaxing little tremors out of her, while his hips stayed pressed against her bottom in a rhythm that was less thrust than promise.

Antara’s palms gripped the edge of the basin harder. She could see herself in the mirror: her shirt open, her bra pushed up, his hands a dark contrast against her skin. Her hair was slightly mussed from his mouth at her neck. She looked like a woman being taken — but she wasn’t. Not yet.

A flicker of sense cut through the fog.
This was a stranger.
A man she hadn’t even known an hour ago.

She straightened slightly, breaking the press of his body against hers. His hands paused, suspended mid-touch. For a moment they both just breathed, the sounds from the cubicle still echoing around them — Melissa’s breathless moans punctuating the air like punctuation marks in a story Antara wasn’t sure she wanted to read to the end.

She turned her head a fraction, enough for her voice to reach him.

“Stop,” she whispered. Not a shout. Not a command. Just a soft, sharp note.

He froze instantly. His palms lifted from her skin, as if she had burned him. “I’m sorry,” he murmured. “I thought—”

She let the silence stretch. Her heart was hammering. His voice was low, unsure now, stripped of its quiet dominance. The power had shifted back into her hands, and she felt it — like a pulse between her thighs.

“I didn’t say you had to stop,” she said finally, her tone softer now. “I just meant… I’m not doing what they’re doing.”

Her eyes flicked to the mirror. His face behind hers: a little frown of confusion, but mostly hunger. The reflection of his hands hovering, waiting. The curve of his cock still pushing at his jeans.

He understood. She could see it happen. His eyes darkened, his shoulders eased, and his lips parted in a silent oh.

Antara shifted back against him deliberately, slow as a sigh. Her bottom pressed into his hardness again, an unmistakable invitation — but a bounded one. Her hips rolled once, then stilled, as if to underline the point.

“I’m not… going that far,” she breathed.

Her words landed like a key in a lock.

He stepped back in closer, his chest against her back, his breath hot at her ear. This time his hands came up not with urgency, but with careful intention. They slid beneath her bra again, fingers teasing her nipples until she gasped, but didn’t push him away. His lips brushed her neck, the side of her jaw. A small sound slipped from her throat, halfway between a sigh and a moan.

Her body was betraying her restraint. Every nerve ending seemed to be leaning toward him, humming, needy. Even as she said no to what Melissa was having, she was saying yes to everything else.

He caught on fast.

His hands moved lower, down the slope of her stomach, stopping at the edge of her skirt. He didn’t push further. He just held her there, palms warm, thumbs circling lightly against her skin. The slow press of his cock against her bottom became a steady grind, his hips moving just enough for her to feel it but not enough to break the boundary she’d set.

Antara tilted her head back, just slightly — but it was enough. Enough to open her throat, to offer the curve of her neck to his mouth, and the swell of her chest to his hands. It was a gesture of soft surrender, not complete, but deliberate. Her hair brushed his cheek as she moved, and he made a low sound in response — almost a growl, almost a thank-you.

His lips found the space behind her ear first, where the skin was warm and paper-thin. He didn’t kiss — not quite. Just let his breath skim across her pulse, teasing her with everything he wasn’t doing yet. That unbearable not-touch. It sent a ripple down her spine, and she swayed, barely, against the firm pressure of his body behind her.

Her breath was shallow now, pulling in through parted lips. Her entire chest rose and fell with the rhythm of wanting, restrained but mounting. Every inhale caught slightly on the edge of a moan, not quite formed but already promised.

Behind them, the stall was still a theatre of flesh and friction. The slap of skin, the wet glide of pleasure, Melissa’s uninhibited cries urging her partner deeper. But for Antara, those sounds had faded into background — like music heard underwater. All she could hear clearly was the steady thrum of her own pulse, and his breath brushing her skin, steady and close.

His hands moved again. They came up slowly, sliding beneath the open edges of her shirt. Her bra was already displaced, no longer protecting her from his palms. And now he cupped her breasts fully, reverently. His fingers curved around the weight of them, thumbs teasing along the tight peaks of her nipples until they ached, pulsing with want.

She gasped softly, and he pressed in closer, the heat of his body molding to hers. His cock was hard against her bottom, thick and pressing through the barrier of denim and skirt. She could feel it now — the shape of it, the pressure, the subtle rock of his hips as if seeking rhythm even without skin.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of the basin. She had to grip something. She needed that tether, even as her body betrayed her, lifting toward him, leaning back into every touch like a woman starved.

And in that suspended, trembling space, she remembered the truth:

She had drawn the line.

But she had also drawn a map — not to stop him, but to guide him. She hadn’t said no. She’d said not that. Not everything. Not all of it.

Just enough.

And he was following it perfectly. Not rushing. Not demanding. Just touching her like he’d already earned her breath, her skin, the delicious ache forming low in her belly.

As his thumbs rolled her nipples again — slower this time, deeper — her mouth fell open with a soundless gasp. The pressure of his cock against her was maddening. He wasn’t moving fast. Just steady. Just close. Enough that she could feel the hunger building between them in hot, deliberate waves.

She wasn’t fighting the hunger anymore.

She was feeding it.

Every slow grind of her hips back into his. Every tilt of her neck into his mouth. Every breath she gave him without asking for his name.

This was the edge she lived for. This exquisite tightrope between control and surrender.

Anything but the last step.
No penetration.
No full crossing of the line.

But everything else?

Yes.

Yes, and more.

For now.


Chapter 6: Escalation

His hands moved with certainty now — not rushed, not forceful, but with the unshakable confidence of a man who had been invited, even if not in words. They slid beneath the parted edges of her shirt with a kind of reverence, fingertips brushing against the warm skin of her ribcage before finding their way up, slow and deliberate.

Her bra was already misaligned, pushed up earlier by the steady climb of arousal. Now, he bypassed it completely. His palms settled over the bare weight of her breasts, full and heavy in his hands, the warmth of his skin startling and electric. He cupped them with care first — like he was learning their shape — and then let his thumbs sweep across the soft peaks of her nipples.

They were already hard, already aching.

Dark brown, sensitive, straining against his touch.

When his thumbs rolled over them — lazy, teasing circles — she gasped, her body jerking subtly forward, instinctively seeking more. The response was visceral, raw. A sharp pulse bloomed in her core, low and deep, a clutch of heat that made her legs weaken just slightly beneath her.

She could feel the blood rushing to the surface of her skin, goosebumps lifting along her arms and across her belly. Her back arched instinctively, her chest lifting into his hands, her nipples begging for more friction — more pressure, more anything. Her body didn’t want to behave anymore. It wanted to give in.

And then came his mouth.

Not on her lips. Not even on her throat.

He bent to the side, pressing his face into the curve where her neck met her shoulder, and nuzzled her — slowly, deeply — like he wanted to breathe her in. The heat of his breath and the scrape of his stubble sent fresh shivers down her back. He didn’t kiss, not yet. Just grazed and lingered and breathed, letting his presence settle into her like smoke curling under a door.

She felt undone.

Her mouth parted, her breath unsteady, her body so sensitive that even the air around her seemed to rub against her too much.

She needed something to hold.

She needed to do something.

Her hands moved before thought could catch up — the way water flows downhill.

One hand came up to rest lightly on his wrist, where it curled around the swell of her breast. Her fingers closed over the hard lines of bone and tendon beneath his skin, not to stop him — but to anchor herself. She needed that contact, needed to feel the intent in his grip, the pulse beating steady through his veins as his palm kneaded her slowly, methodically. Her nipple was hard against his thumb, each roll sending sparks to her core like ripples over water.

But her other hand… that one had a mission.

It slipped behind her, brushing along the curve of her own hip, then further, toward him. Her knuckles grazed his jeans first — the worn denim warm from his body heat. She moved deliberately, exploring the terrain of his thigh before sliding inward. Her palm found the thick ridge of his arousal pressing against the fly of his pants.

She stilled for a moment.
Just to feel.

He was hard. Fully.

Thick and straining, even through layers of fabric. The kind of hardness that ached to be touched, that demanded it.

She cupped him, fingers spreading slightly as if measuring, testing. He groaned — low, barely audible — the sound curling at her ear like smoke. His hips gave the faintest twitch, the tension in his body betraying the need coiled just beneath the surface.

She let her palm press in tighter, stroking along his length, slow and teasing. The friction between his cock and the inside of his jeans was dulled by fabric, but intimate all the same. She could feel the weight of him. The pulse. The heat.

And he… responded.

His hips began to move in tandem with her strokes, subtle little thrusts that pushed against her hand, as though his cock were begging her for more — even through the rough barrier of denim. His breath hitched at her neck. One of his hands slid lower to grip her waist, fingers curling tight as if to keep her exactly where he needed her — right there, grinding slowly against him, hand wrapped around the promise of his need.

Antara exhaled, but it was closer to a moan. Her thighs pressed together, aching with a fullness that hadn’t yet been satisfied. Her own arousal pulsed hot between her legs, fed by the weight of his cock under her palm, the drag of her skirt riding up as she pushed herself back into the solid ridge of him.

She was stroking him now, gently but with more certainty. Her fingers followed the thick seam of his fly, then circled downward, tracing the length of him from root to tip and back again. She didn’t need to see it. She could feel everything — the shape, the heft, the slightly damp heat gathering at the spot where the fabric clung tight over the head of his cock. She imagined what he looked like beneath it all — dark, thick, veined — and felt her body pulse harder at the thought.

She shifted her weight again, her ass grinding deeper into the cradle of his hips. It was maddening, feeling him so hard, so close, so utterly contained. A kind of torture they were inflicting on each other, breath by breath.

His mouth hovered at her neck, lips brushing skin but not quite kissing anymore. Like he needed to hold something back or he’d unravel completely.

“You feel what you do to me?” he whispered, rough and wrecked.

Antara couldn’t speak.

She nodded, slow, the movement small but full of meaning. She gave his cock one more squeeze, then kept stroking, long and slow, savoring the heat and firmness trapped beneath his jeans.

And he let her.

Let her take control of that moment — even though his hands still held her like a possession.

She was still within the bounds of what she’d allowed.

No penetration. No giving in all the way. Not yet.

But God, she was playing the edge.

And so was he.

And right now, she was playing it well.


Chapter 7: Mirror Reflection

She didn’t resist when he turned her.

His hands found her waist and gently guided her by the hips, not forcefully, but with quiet insistence, like a man who knew exactly where he wanted her — and who trusted she wanted it too.

The mirror above the basin was wide, clean, and cruelly honest. It reflected all of it — the low golden light washing over her bare chest, the hungry part in her lips, the slight smudge of mascara beneath her eyes that made her look even more undone. Her shirt hung open like an invitation, her bra pushed up just enough to frame her breasts without hiding anything. They were full and flushed from touch, her nipples still hard, still aching from his attention.

And behind her — him.

He stood tall, his body curved around hers like a shadow. His hands, now bold and sure, cupped her breasts again as she met her own gaze in the glass. His fingers didn’t just squeeze — they gripped, massaged, teased her until her mouth parted in a soundless gasp.

She couldn’t look away.

The mirror changed everything. What had been feeling and pressure and breath now became sight. There was no hiding from what she saw. No pretending she was untouched, uninvolved, innocent. Her body was clearly his in that moment — his to touch, to hold, to enjoy — and she liked it. God, she liked it.

The heat between her legs throbbed in time with his slow, deliberate fondling. Her thighs squeezed together reflexively, not to resist the pleasure — but to contain it.

Behind her, his breath brushed her neck as he murmured, “Look at you…”

And she did.

She looked at herself.

At the way her back arched into his chest, her ass pressed into his groin, her fingers wrapped firmly around the cock still straining beneath his jeans. At the way his hands molded around her bare breasts like they belonged there.

She looked like a woman in the middle of being taken.

But more than that — she looked like she wanted it.

Her reflection didn’t lie. The glass didn’t judge. It simply showed her what she already knew in her skin: this was no longer just a stolen moment. It had become a display. A show. Not for him, but for her. To see herself through new eyes — shameless, sensual, alive.

She tilted her hips back into his, dragging her ass against the ridge of his cock and feeling him grind against her in return. Her fingers tightened at the root of him through his jeans, feeling the throb of want, the weight of what she was slowly, deliciously denying both of them.

His hands weren’t gentle anymore. They kneaded her breasts with the kind of pressure that made her knees weaken, thumbs dragging over her nipples until they stood stiff and dark, glistening where his fingers had grazed her damp skin.

She whimpered — softly, helplessly — as he dipped his head and licked a slow line just behind her ear.

And in the mirror, she watched herself take it all.

Her chest heaving. Her legs braced. Her lips parted in silent hunger. His mouth on her neck. His cock thick and throbbing beneath her hand.

There was nothing polite left in the image.

Just raw, beautiful wanting.

The reflection made it real. Made it hotter. Made it impossible to pretend she was being led — when everything about her body said she was choosing this.

She met her own gaze in the mirror, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark with lust.

And she whispered to herself — barely audible, but real.

“God, I look like a whore…”

The man behind her froze — just for a second — then groaned low, like her words had made something snap in him.

His hands squeezed tighter.

His cock throbbed harder against her palm.

And Antara?

She smiled.

Because she meant it.

And because it turned her on even more.


Chapter 8: Mutual Permission

The pressure of her palm over his cock hadn’t stopped — if anything, it had grown more deliberate. She stroked him in slow, languid motions, savoring the heat and weight of him through the denim. His hips had started to move too, shallow and hungry, grinding back against her with a rhythm that echoed the pulse between her thighs.

Then his voice — low, rough, spoken right at her ear.

“Take it out.”

Just three words. A request, not a command.

But it landed like a match dropped on dry skin.

Antara froze for a half-second, not out of fear — but because the directness of it made her whole body clench with awareness. She’d touched other men before. She’d even taken some of them inside her. But this was different. She hadn’t even seen his face clearly. She hadn’t spoken more than a few sentences to him. He was still, technically, a stranger.

But that didn’t stop the hunger.

Her hand slid down to the waistband of his jeans, fingers fumbling for the zipper behind her. It was awkward, blind. The angle was wrong, her arm at an odd twist, but she didn’t care. She was focused now — on the way his breath caught when she tugged at the button, on the small jerks of his hips as he tried to help without rushing her.

She got the button undone. The zipper resisted. She grunted softly — frustrated — and gave up the attempt for a moment, turning around to face him.

And then she saw him.

Really saw him.

The low lighting in the bathroom gave his face angles — cheekbones cut sharp, lips slightly parted, his eyes locked on hers with a heat that surprised her. There was no arrogance in his expression, no assumption. Just want. Focused. Coiled. Controlled.

And something else… something quiet.

He was handsome. Not the polished, perfect kind — but solid. Real. His dark hair was just messy enough to say he didn’t care too much, and his mouth had that curved tension of a man trying hard not to kiss someone he wasn’t sure he was allowed to.

Antara’s breath caught in her throat.
He wasn’t just a random man in a bathroom anymore.

He was this man.
The one touching her like he’d earned it.
The one she was about to undress.

She reached between them again, this time with both hands. No rush. No performance. Just want.

His jeans slid down slightly as she worked at them, the fabric giving way under her fingers. She tugged again, firmer this time, and the denim loosened over his hips. She slipped both hands inside, palms brushing warm skin and coarse hair at the waistband of his briefs. The sensation made her shiver — a small, electric jolt at the intimacy of it.

The edge of his underwear caught for a moment against the head of his cock, then she eased it down, knuckles grazing the wiry curls of his pubic hair. They were dark, soft yet coarse, a rough little frame for the heat she was uncovering. He wasn’t groomed bare like a boy, but trimmed, masculine, the scent of his skin and musk rising faintly as the fabric slid lower.

And then he was free.

His cock sprang out heavy and alive, bobbing once before settling into her palm, and the sight of it — sudden, unhidden — made her breath hitch audibly. She curled her fingers around him automatically, testing his thickness, his weight, the warmth radiating from him into her hand. The skin was satin-soft over iron, stretching slightly under her touch; the shaft ridged with veins that rose like cords beneath her thumb.

He was longer than she’d expected. Thicker too. He had a dark, ruddy hue, the head swollen and flushed a deep wine-red, almost purple at the tip, slick already with a faint bead of pre-cum that clung to her thumb. Even the softest brush of her palm made him twitch and flex against her grip, a living pulse, answering her touch.

She let herself look at him — really look. Not just the cock, but the manhood attached to it: the way the base disappeared into a dense patch of dark, coarse hair, not the careful grooming of a younger man but the natural, masculine growth of someone who wasn’t self-conscious about his body. It was soft but wiry against her fingers, a rough little frame for the smooth weight of the shaft itself. She breathed him in and caught the subtle scent of heat and skin — salt, musk, a faint trace of sweat — not unpleasant but alive, intimate, like a secret.

And it wasn’t just size or color. It was the difference. Mason had been pale and sleek, his cock smooth and lighter, almost soft to the eye even when hard — exciting but unthreatening. Ajay’s had been younger, more eager, quick to swell but thinner, the kind you played with more than surrendered to. Edward, older and dominant, had been heavier, thicker, but with a certain stately pale tone, his hair silvering at the base, his scent restrained and familiar. Even Raj’s — her husband’s — she knew as she knew the lines of her own hand: familiar, warm, a cock she loved but one she never discovered anew.

This man was none of them. He was darker. His shaft was a tanned bronze shade like the rest of his body, not the abrupt contrast she’d sometimes found in others. The veins stood out in a deep blue network under that golden-brown skin. His head was bold, swollen, darker still — a jewel of flesh at the top of a column of heat. His pubic hair was thick and black, trimmed but not sculpted, rough against her knuckles as she explored him. Even his scent was different: hotter, rawer, a musk that felt like it had been building all day.

It sent a shock through her belly, low and deep, making her thighs press together, her lips part around a breath she didn’t even know she was holding. The weight of him in her palm was not just a man’s cock — it was a stranger’s, a new map her fingers were learning inch by inch, stroke by stroke. And that was what thrilled her most. Not just the size, not just the color, but the unknown of him.

He twitched again under her fingers, a subtle pulse that travelled up his shaft into her grip. He was alive. Urgent. Waiting.

And she — Antara — was the one holding him there, choosing what to do next.

He drew in a breath through his teeth, watching her, his hips shifting forward slightly but not pushing. She could feel him restraining himself, muscles taut under her hands, giving her the lead.

Her fingers moved in a slow, deliberate stroke from base to tip, savoring the slide of warm skin over hard core. Her thumb circled the head, spreading the bead of moisture there, making it slicker, heavier. He shuddered, a small tremor that travelled from his chest down to his thighs.

Antara’s lips parted. She hadn’t said yes out loud, hadn’t promised anything, but her body already had. She tightened her grip just a little, tested the weight of him, the heat. She stroked again, slower, watching his eyes darken as his breath deepened.

The world had narrowed to this: his cock in her hand, his body trembling against hers, the muted sounds of sex from the stall behind them, and her own reflection in the mirror — shirt open, nipples tight, fingers curled around a stranger she was quickly deciding wasn’t a stranger at all.

It wasn’t just lust anymore.

It was decision.

And she had made hers.


Chapter 9: A Helping Hand

She wrapped her hand around him slowly, almost reverently, as though claiming something forbidden and precious. The weight filled her palm — hot, thick, and alive — and she paused for a heartbeat, feeling its pulse against her skin. The sensation was intimate enough to disorient her; raw need compressed into something she could hold.

His skin was velvet stretched over steel, impossibly smooth for such hardness. Her fingers adjusted instinctively, finding a grip that was snug yet gliding. She began to move, not tentatively but with a measured curiosity, stroking upward from the dense base through the taut middle to the slick crown that pulsed under her thumb.

Every inch gave her new information: the ridges of veins rising beneath her fingertips, the heat radiating outward, the subtle flex when he tried to hold still. The pre-cum gathered at the head, warm and slippery, spreading down the shaft and easing her rhythm into a liquid slide. Her palm moved with deliberate precision, each stroke mapping him, each shift of her fingers a way of learning his shape and weight.

She looked down, drawn to the sight of her own hand at work — the shaft vanishing into the tunnel of her grip and emerging glistening and flushed. The head was swollen dark, glossy with slickness. She tightened her hold at the base, drew up slowly, then rotated her wrist at the top, a practiced motion that made him grunt low and rough. His hands clutched at her breasts but didn’t try to steer her; he was letting her set the tempo.

Her thumb circled beneath the ridge, smearing the slickness until every glide became smoother, wetter, more intoxicating. She dragged her hand back down to the root, brushing the coarse hair there before climbing again, a long, deliberate pump. Up. Twist. Down. Squeeze. Each stroke built on the last, deepening the friction, drawing a tremor through his body he couldn’t disguise.

She wasn’t just exciting him. She was savoring him. Each movement of her fist was a quiet confession of want, an unspoken yes he could feel without hearing. Stroking him like this — slow, wet, precise — was feeding her own hunger as surely as it was feeding his.

Around them, the bathroom dissolved into nothing — the moans from the stall became a muffled soundtrack, the overhead light a soft hum. Her whole world shrank to the feel of him throbbing in her palm, the sound of his breath catching at her neck, the way his restraint began to slip with each upward drag.

Her thumb pressed harder under the crown, her fingers tightening on the downstroke, loosening on the up, twisting just enough to wring a shudder from him. She matched his growing rhythm with the roll of her hips, grinding back into him while her hand coaxed him forward, creating a dark, pulsing loop of need between them.

She was beyond thought now, far past hesitation. Her body had taken over — fingers closing tight at the base of his cock, her palm gliding upward with slow, practiced care. The slickness between them made each stroke smoother, more fluid. Her wrist rolled at the top without needing to think, a gentle twist that drew a low grunt from him, thick with need.

He was fully hard now, flushed and swollen, his shaft a hot, veined length that pulsed with each movement of her hand. Her grip knew what it was doing — tightening just enough at the base, easing upward, then twisting slightly at the head, her thumb brushing that sensitive spot beneath the ridge as she dragged it back down.

Her hips moved too, pressing her bottom into his thighs, creating a rhythm that matched the pace of her hand. Each motion fed the next — the glide of her palm, the wet heat of his cock, the subtle grind of her body against his. She heard the roughness of his breathing now, right at her neck, and felt it flutter against her skin every time she twisted or squeezed just right.

He trembled behind her, his breath stuttering as he tried to hold still, but her hand was drawing reactions from him he couldn’t hide. His fingers were tight on her breasts, squeezing in sync with each stroke, as if the movement of her hand sent waves through his whole body. She could feel him trying not to thrust into her palm — failing more with each stroke.

She didn’t rush. She didn’t need to. Her strokes were long, slow, deliberate. Up to the head, thumb circling, then back down to the base where her knuckles brushed the coarse hair at his root. Her palm glided easily now, slick from his arousal, her fingers adjusting as his shaft twitched and jumped under her grip.

His cock was solid in her fist, warm and eager, swelling more each time she pulled up and twisted at the tip. She could feel the pulse at his core, the strain in his thighs, the way his hips kept trying to meet her motion.

His breath was louder now — hot, ragged — and she could feel it land just behind her ear.

He was holding himself back.

But her hand wasn’t.

It moved with steady purpose, feeding the need between them, pushing him toward a place where holding back wouldn’t be an option. Her rhythm never broke — just a slow pump, twist, slide down, then again. Again. Her palm slick, her grip snug, his cock throbbing under every stroke she gave.

And still, his breath was at her neck — warm, fast, unsteady — breaking against her skin like waves.


Chapter 10 - Lowering In

Antara felt the weight of him twitch again in her hand, and this time, instead of stroking further, she stilled. Her grip loosened just enough to keep him throbbing, a promise without a finish. She tilted her head up, eyes locking with his. His face was flushed now, breath shallow, chest rising in sharp little pulls. When their eyes met properly for the first time, it wasn’t a stranger’s face anymore — it was heat, hunger, and a flicker of uncertainty that made her feel powerful.

She held his gaze, a silent nod, and then she began to sink.

Slow. Deliberate.

The tile was cool against her knees as she slid down, but she barely noticed. Her hand still held him, warm and slick now, the heavy weight bouncing once in her palm. Up this close, the smell of him reached her before her mouth did — clean skin, musk, a faint tang of sweat, and underneath it, that sharp, unmistakable scent of urine from a man who’s been out drinking. Not overpowering, but there. Real. Human.

Antara didn’t flinch. She braced herself the way she always had with men she’d chosen, the way she had with Mason in that boutique hotel, with Ajay in her own bed, even with Edward on nights he’d driven hours just to take her apart. She knew the smell of male arousal, of bodies kept waiting. She breathed it in, accepted it. It was part of what made this feel dangerous, unscripted, alive.

She leaned closer until her breath ghosted over the head of his cock, slick and flushed dark. Her tongue darted out for a small taste, just enough to catch the salt at the tip, the musk of his skin. One slow stroke of her hand down his shaft steadied him as her lips parted.

A kiss first — soft, deliberate — to the crown. A pause. Then another, lower, lips opening wider, taking the head into her mouth.

The warmth of him filled her instantly, stretching her lips. He was thicker than he’d looked in her hand. The first inch made her jaw ache in that delicious, remembered way. She closed her eyes, inhaled through her nose, and took him further, slow and wet. Her tongue traced the underside, tasting him properly now — the salt, the faint metallic tang of skin and sweat, that whisper of something acrid she’d already prepared herself for — and then the deeper sweetness of pre-cum blooming under her tongue.

Her free hand cupped the base, thumb rubbing small circles against the root while her lips glided lower, sealing tight around him. She drew back up, cheeks hollowing with suction, then slid back down again, building a rhythm. The noises of the bathroom faded; the only sound now was the wet slide of her mouth, his low groans, and the small gasps she let slip against his skin.

She shifted her hand so she could stroke what she couldn’t take into her mouth, fingers gliding over the slick shaft, twisting as her mouth worked the head. Up, down, twist, suck. Her other hand anchored on his thigh, feeling the tremor there, the tautness of him trying not to thrust.

Above her, his fingers brushed her hair, not pulling, just holding, his breath ragged. He smelled of beer and soap and man — unvarnished, unfiltered. She moaned softly around him, the vibration making him jerk, his cock swelling heavier against her tongue.

Antara took him deeper, inch by inch, until her lips kissed the edge of her own fist at the base, her throat fluttering as she swallowed him. She drew back, lips wet, then slid down again, slower, savoring the weight, the heat, the taste. Every movement of her mouth was purposeful now — not a performance, but a hungry, measured claiming.

She could feel him starting to lose control, feel the pulse under her tongue, his thighs trembling. She stroked what she couldn’t suck, her wrist twisting with every upward glide, keeping him slick, hard, ready.

She wasn’t thinking anymore. She wasn’t bracing. She was simply there, mouth and hand working together, taking him deeper, harder, until all that existed was the smell of him in her nose, the salt of him on her tongue, and the sound of his breath breaking against the bathroom walls.

Her pace shifted — not faster, but crueler in its control.

Antara eased back until only the swollen crown rested on her tongue, then let it slip free with a soft, wet pop. A thread of saliva stretched between her lips and the head before breaking, catching the light like silk. She exhaled slowly over his slick skin, watching his cock twitch in response, the head flushed darker now, glistening with her spit and the first leak of his arousal.

She didn’t touch him at first. Just looked. Let him feel the air against the wetness, the maddening pause.

Then her tongue flicked out again — a delicate stroke just beneath the ridge, feather-light, like a question. She circled the tip slowly, teasing the most sensitive nerves with the softest pressure, watching his thighs clench at the restraint it took not to buck forward. Her fingers slid lower, cradling the weight of his balls, rolling them gently, thumb brushing over the seam in slow, lazy sweeps.

His breath hitched. The muscles in his abdomen jumped under the strain of not coming undone too soon.

Antara smiled against the underside of his shaft and dragged her tongue downward, licking the full length with a wide, flat stroke — from the base, over the thick vein pulsing just beneath the skin, all the way to the head. She did it again, slower, wetter this time, letting her spit drip deliberately from her tongue and spill over his cock. Her hand followed, spreading it, twisting up the shaft, slick and tight.

Then she went back to the head — kissed it softly, then again with more pressure, lips wrapping around the crown like she was tasting something decadent. She sucked, just the tip, cheeks hollowing, her tongue teasing the slit until she felt his hips twitch and his hands curl tighter in her hair.

“Still with me?” she whispered, voice low and wicked.

He didn’t answer, couldn’t — just a ragged exhale that made her smile.

She took him deeper then, slow and steady. Her lips slid down, inch by inch, saliva making the glide smooth, obscene. Her free hand kept stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach, twisting at the base. The other cupped his balls, more firmly now, massaging, pressing in just enough to make his knees threaten to buckle.

Her throat flexed around him as she swallowed more, deeper this time, until he hit the back of her mouth and her nose brushed the skin of his pelvis. She moaned low around him, the vibration making him groan, a helpless, guttural sound that sent heat rushing between her thighs.

Antara pulled back slowly, deliberately dragging her lips over every ridge and vein, letting a fresh string of saliva connect them again before she plunged back down. Her rhythm was steady now — up, down, twist, suck — but always teasing. She never gave him the exact same motion twice, always keeping him hovering, teetering at the edge of release but never quite letting him fall.

The tension in his body built fast — thighs trembling, belly tight, his cock throbbing harder in her hand and mouth. She could feel it: the way he swelled just a little more, the heat, the twitch.

She cupped his balls again, firmer now, rubbed her thumb in slow circles behind them while her mouth sealed tight and her tongue fluttered along the underside of the head.

That was when she felt it — the final shift, the signal that his control was fraying.

The heavy pulse at the base.
That unmistakable tension coiling up his spine.
The moment just before it started.

She felt his cock swell against her tongue, the thick, urgent throb that told her he was seconds from surrender. Most women would have sped up then, rushing the moment. Antara did the opposite. She slowed to a crawl, drawing back until only the flushed head rested between her lips. She let her tongue flatten against the tip and dragged it in slow, deliberate circles around the slit, tasting the salt, coaxing out a strangled sound from deep in his chest.

Her fingers slid lower, palm cupping the weight of him, rolling each ball between her fingers until they shifted and tightened in her hand. Her thumb pressed lightly against the sensitive patch just behind them — a pressure point she’d learned long ago made men lose their breath. At the same time, her other hand stroked his slick shaft, twisting slightly at the top, keeping him wet and slick with her own saliva as she teased the crown with her tongue.

The sounds in the room had changed: not the hiss of the bathroom fan anymore, but wet, obscene noises from her mouth, the uneven rasp of his breathing, and the low grunt of his body fighting not to buck into her face.

He tried to speak, voice breaking on the first word, “Aaah—slut…” His hips jerked reflexively. Antara’s palm slid up to his thigh and pressed him down, not hard but firm enough to hold him still. She looked up at him then — eyes dark, lips parted around the head of his cock — making sure he saw her exactly as she wanted to be seen: on her knees, in total control of his unraveling.

She hollowed her cheeks and took him deep again. This time she didn’t stop until her lips met the knuckles of her own fist at the base. The heat of him filled her mouth, stretching her jaw, her throat fluttering as she swallowed him down. The vibration of her moan around his shaft made him let out a raw, helpless sound.

Then she drew back, inch by inch, her tongue tracing the underside as she retreated, letting a fresh slick of spit coat him. Before he could recover, she plunged down again, her mouth and hand working in perfect rhythm now, milking him with every glide, every squeeze, every wet stroke of her tongue.



The first hot spurt hit the back of her tongue — sudden, thick, and pulsing with heat. Then another, and another, each wave coming in sharp, needy bursts. She didn’t flinch. She welcomed it, steady and grounded, her lips sealed tightly around him, her tongue moving softly to coax out every last twitch, every drop.

The taste was unmistakably male — sharp and salty, the faint metallic edge of his release blooming warm against her throat. It mingled with her own saliva, thickening on her tongue, and she swallowed him down between deep breaths through her nose, never once breaking rhythm.

His body jerked above her, not violently — but shuddering in that helpless, post-release unraveling. His thighs trembled where they framed her shoulders, muscles twitching as the last of his orgasm spilled from him. One hand gripped her hair, not yanking, just holding, grounding himself on her as if she was the only solid thing left in the room. His head tipped back, mouth open, breath rasping out in ragged gasps that echoed off the bathroom walls.

Only when she felt the full weight of him soften on her tongue — no more tension, no more pulsing need — did she finally ease off. She let him slip from her mouth, slow and wet, a fresh line of spit stretching between her lips and the softening shaft before it snapped and glistened against her chin.

His cock, still half-hard and flushed, gleamed with a mix of her saliva and his cum. Without breaking eye contact, Antara leaned in and licked him clean — one long, unhurried stroke from base to tip, savoring the taste, reclaiming it. She used her palm to smooth away the rest, wiping him down like a ritual, and when she sat back on her heels, her lips were wet, glistening, a smear of shine caught at the corner of her mouth.

She wiped it with the back of her hand — not shy, not coy, just practical — and swallowed one last time, slow and deliberate, like she wanted him to know she’d taken it all. When she looked up at him, her expression was calm, open — but underneath it was that current of satisfaction, of quiet, hungry power.

He was staring down at her, wide-eyed and barely breathing, chest rising and falling like he’d just run for miles. Just another man undone by a woman. Human. Grateful. Still barely able to speak.

Antara rested her palms gently on his thighs, grounding him. She was still kneeling between them, calm in the wreckage she’d made of him.

“Breathe,” she said softly, voice low and warm, the ghost of a teasing smile curling her lips. She said it not as a joke, but as a command. A comfort. A reminder that she was still here — the storm and the calm after.

He exhaled — shaky, uneven — but obeyed.

And she watched him, still, centered, utterly present.


Chapter 11 — Awareness and Abandon

He looked... lighter.

Not just spent, but unburdened — like some knot deep inside him had finally come undone. His posture had softened. The flush across his cheeks was starting to fade, but the look in his eyes hadn't — that hollowed-out daze of a man who’d been touched not just by a body, but by something elemental.

Antara remained kneeling for a breath longer, letting him feel the full weight of the moment. Her hands still rested on his thighs, warm and steady, like she was grounding him. Or maybe herself. Her lips were damp, her jaw tingling with the echo of strain and the intimate ache of control. Her breath was calm now, slow and even.

“Breathe,” she had whispered, and he had.

Now, slowly, she stood — not hurried or self-conscious, but deliberate. The cool air of the bathroom licked at her damp skin, making her freshly aware of how exposed she was: not naked, but open. Her legs ached from kneeling, but the stretch felt good. Earned.

She reached for the small white towel near the sink and dabbed her chin, the corner of her mouth, then her neck. A quick check in the mirror revealed the full story: pupils still wide, lips swollen, a smudge of mascara beneath one eye. She didn’t fix it. She liked what she saw — a woman who had just taken what she wanted.

Behind her, he was still recovering, one hand resting on the edge of the counter, the other hanging loose at his side. His shirt was rumpled, pants still half-undone, his cock soft now but still slick with the last traces of her mouth. He blinked slowly, eyes following her in the mirror.

Then — voices.

Outside the bathroom door.

Laughter. Melissa’s light, breezy giggle. Rob’s deeper chuckle in response. Muffled but unmistakable. Close.

Antara paused. Her eyes flicked to the door, then back to the mirror. She didn’t move, didn’t flinch — but the air between them shifted. A jolt of tension, sharp and immediate.

She saw it in his face too — the sudden return to the world beyond the locked door. The risk. The setting. The people.

What if they heard?

What if they knew?

And yet… there was no knock. No interruption. Just voices, casual and drifting, like the world had moved on without them — or chosen to pretend it had.

That was the quiet agreement in places like this. These were grown-up games, and grown-ups didn’t gossip. What happened behind closed doors stayed sealed in heat and suggestion. Everyone indulged, and no one confessed.

No one tells. Everyone enjoys.

She glanced over her shoulder at him. He was watching her now, more alert, the haze beginning to lift from his gaze — replaced by something clearer. Not regret. Just awareness.

He straightened a little. Cleared his throat.

“That was…” he began, then paused, eyes sweeping over her again. “Fuck.”

Antara smiled faintly and leaned back against the counter beside him, folding the towel neatly in her hands.

“Not your first time in a bathroom, I hope,” she murmured, teasing.

He laughed — short, rough — and shook his head. “Not like that. Not with someone like…” He trailed off.

She arched a brow. “Like what?”

“Like you.” He didn’t elaborate. The words hung there, simple and sincere. Not flattery — just fact.

They stood in silence for a moment. The voices outside faded. The air between them softened again.

He extended a hand. Slightly awkward, still flushed. “I’m Tom.”

Antara looked down at his hand, then back up at his face. That crooked little smile. The sweat at his temple. The open zipper still half-forgotten.

“Antara,” she said softly, sliding her hand into his.

They shook, absurdly formal given what had just passed between them. His palm was warm against hers, still trembling faintly.

Their hands lingered longer than a handshake required.

“Nice to meet you,” he said, almost breathless.

Antara tilted her head. “Proper introductions always come after the mouth part?”

“Apparently.” His grin was slow this time. Less dazed, more real. “Not complaining.”

She stepped in just close enough that her knee brushed his. “You looked like you needed that.”

He didn’t deny it.

“Thanks,” he said, quiet. Honest.

Antara let the moment stretch, not rushing it. The energy had changed, yes — but it hadn’t died. It had simply deepened. The hunger was gone, but something warmer remained. She felt the intimacy of it like a second skin — the kind that stayed after the pleasure had already done its work.

Outside, the voices faded into a closing door. Somewhere in the distance, a bassline started up again. Music. The world was waiting.

But for a little while longer, they stayed in the bathroom. Two strangers, less strange now. Still breathing in the aftershock of what they'd shared. Still wrapped in the fragile heat of not needing to say too much.

Not yet.  


Chapter 12 — The Stall, the Secrets, and the Soundproof Lie

By the time she unlocked the stall and stepped out, the world had returned to its usual noise.

The music hit her first — a low, rolling bassline, too slow for dancing but perfect for drinking and watching. The pub hadn’t quieted since they’d disappeared. If anything, the volume had thickened. Conversations hummed around them. Laughter spilled over half-full pint glasses. The smell of fried food and beer clung to everything.

Antara stepped out first, still composed, chin high. Her lipstick was gone. Her eyes were clear. She walked like a woman who hadn’t just made a man come undone in the farthest stall of a public loo.

Tom followed a step behind, less practiced at pretending. His shirt was still untucked on one side, hair slightly mussed. He looked... fucked, and not in the casual way.

The crowd had thinned — a few scattered patrons lingering over beers, a trio watching football on the big screen above the taps, shouting every time someone missed a goal. The air was thick with the scent of old ale and fryer grease.

They’d barely taken five steps back toward their table when Melissa zeroed in on them.

She was lounging in the booth like a cat in a sunbeam, one arm slung over Rob’s shoulders, the other curled around a nearly-empty glass of something pink and sticky. Her smile was feline. Knowing. Predatory.

“Where were you two?” she asked, dragging the words out like warm taffy. “What were you doing back there… for twenty minutes?”

Antara didn’t blink. She reached for her gin and tonic — now slightly warm — took a sip, and gave Melissa a cool, unreadable look that held just the faintest smirk at the corners.

Tom slid in beside her, still a bit dazed. He looked like he hadn’t quite recalibrated yet. His fingers drummed once on the table before falling still. He didn’t look at anyone in particular — just down at his untouched drink, like it might rescue him from further questions.

Rob raised an eyebrow, exchanging a look with Melissa.

But of course, she didn’t drop it. She leaned forward across the table with mock innocence.

Antara took another sip. Then, calmly: “Bathroom. You’ve heard of it?”

“Oh, I’ve heard of it,” Melissa replied with a slow grin. “I just didn’t know it came with... sound effects.”

Tom choked softly on his beer. Rob let out a short, incredulous laugh.

Antara turned her head slowly, fixing Melissa with a look that was half warning, half amused.

“Melissa,” she said, voice low and velvety, “you were listening. Weren’t you?”

Melissa pressed a hand to her chest in faux outrage. “I would never…”

Antara raised an eyebrow.

“…not enjoy it,” Melissa added with a wink, lips curling around the admission like it tasted delicious.

Laughter rippled around the table.

“Besides,” Rob said, grinning at Tom, “you’re not exactly subtle, mate.”

Tom gave a helpless shrug, glancing between them. “Whatever you two were doing in there first, I just… took inspiration.”

“Oh we were discreet,” Melissa purred.

Antara snorted. “There were thumps, Mel.”

“Wall-mounted sink,” Rob added casually.

“Lucky it didn’t crack,” Tom muttered under his breath.

A beat passed.

Antara reached under the table and placed a hand lightly on Tom’s knee — not possessive, just a tether. A quiet claim. His thigh twitched under her touch. He didn’t move away.

The bartender came by with another round, dropping napkins and fresh glasses with the nonchalance of a man who'd heard far worse echo out of that corridor. He didn't look at them. Just left the drinks and disappeared.

One of the napkins had already soaked through with condensation, leaving a faint ring of wetness on the table.

“Anyway,” Melissa said, raising her glass in a slow, knowing toast, “cheers to low lighting, unlocked stalls, and whatever the hell just happened back there.”

Antara clinked her glass against Melissa’s. Her eyes didn’t waver.

“Cheers,” she said, “to being overheard... and not caring.”

They drank.

Around them, the pub kept humming — football commentary, someone’s birthday song two booths over, glasses clinking behind the bar. The world carried on, unchanged.

But at their table, something had shifted. The tension didn’t dissolve — it just became shared. A low burn beneath the conversation. The silent agreement between people who had all been bad in the same building.

No one was embarrassed.

No one apologized.

Tom leaned in slightly, voice pitched just for Antara. “I can’t believe I said your name out loud in there.”

She turned to him, the edge of her mouth curling into a sly smile. “I told you to breathe. I didn’t say you could talk.”

His laugh was soft. Real.

Melissa was already flagging down the bartender again.

No one at the table looked away. No one pretended.

And under the table, Antara’s hand slid higher on Tom’s thigh — just enough to remind him the night wasn’t over. Not yet.


Chapter 13 — Return to Form

Antara sat there, drink in hand, nodding absently at something Rob had just said, but her mind had drifted miles away — or, more accurately, back about twenty minutes. Her body was still humming with it, her nerves wound tight beneath her calm exterior. Her hand rested instinctively on Tom’s upper thigh, like a woman who’d just been ravished — not roughly, not violently, but completely. Like her body hadn’t quite received the message that the moment was over. Her palm lay there, casual and still, as if it belonged. As if claiming territory was as natural as sipping gin with friends and pretending she hadn’t just swallowed Tom’s very essence with the salt of his release.

It hit her then, sharp and strange.

She suddenly felt like everyone in the pub must be staring at her — as if the whole place knew what she had done. What was still on her breath. Like there was a neon sign above her head blinking:
COCKSUCKER.

Ridiculous, she knew. No one here had seen. No one really cared. And yet the heat bloomed under her skin, crawling up her neck, not quite shame, not quite regret — just awareness. The act had come first, raw and instinctive. The reality, the absurdity of it, was only catching up now.

If someone had told her that morning — between brushing her teeth and checking her work email — that by evening she’d be sucking off a near stranger in a pub toilet, she would have laughed. Asked them what they were smoking.

But… here she was.
And she had.
And it hadn't felt wrong. Not then.

The sheer fact of it stunned her. There were no stars aligned for this. No plot twist in the air. It had been farewell drinks, for a coworker she barely knew. She was just passing time. Killing an hour before her husband, Raj, came to pick her up.

And somehow, between gin and gin and too many shared glances, she’d found herself on her knees, mouth full of a man whose name she hadn’t even known until afterward.

This wasn’t her. And yet, it had been.

She glanced down at her phone, just to give her hands something to do — and blinked at the time.

Ten minutes.

They’d only been gone twenty minutes?

It had felt longer. So much longer.
Or maybe that was the cliché — when you’re sitting on a pin, even a minute feels like an hour. Or maybe it was the opposite. Maybe something that intense could only ever take ten minutes. And still change everything.

She realized Melissa, Rob, and Tom were mid-discussion. Something about what next — calling a car, going back to Melissa’s flat, cracking open another bottle of wine. Picking up where the party had left off… and maybe where things had started in that bathroom.

Antara barely registered the words. Her phone vibrated softly against the table.

RAJ (1 message): Outside. Just pulled in.

She stared at the screen.
Of course. He was early. Or she was late. Or both.

She stood, smoothing her skirt as if the act would erase what had just happened, as if her body would remember how to carry itself properly again.

“I’m leaving,” she said aloud, interrupting the flow of laughter and casual plans.

Melissa’s eyes snapped to hers. “Raj’s here?”

Antara nodded once. “Yeah. Just messaged.”

Melissa gave her a long, unreadable look. Not judgment. Not even surprise. Just… taking her in. The friend who knew her too well, maybe better than she wanted.

“Tell him I said hi,” Melissa said smoothly, with that same inflection she used when talking about people who didn’t quite belong in their world. “Hope he wasn’t waiting too long.”

Antara didn’t answer. She just picked up her bag, slung it over her shoulder, and tried not to feel her pulse spiking as she reached for her drink for one last sip. Her hand wasn’t shaking — not visibly — but she could feel her fingers curl just a little too tight around the glass.

As she turned to go, she hesitated. Just for a second.

Tom was watching her. Elbows on the table, drink in hand, gaze steady. His shirt was still rumpled, the buttons slightly uneven. His eyes met hers.

He didn’t smile.

But he raised one brow.

Not as a question.
As a memory.
As a reminder.

Antara swallowed, hard.

Then she nodded once — not to him, not to any of them, just to herself — and walked out into the night.

The pub door swung shut behind her, muffling the bassline and the chatter, sealing the night back inside.

Outside, Raj waited in the car. Engine running. Lights on.

And Antara stepped toward it, carrying the taste of another man on her tongue, and her own name echoing in someone else’s voice behind her.


Chapter 14 — The Ride Home

Antara walked out into the car park with them, the cool night air hitting her skin like a slap. Part of her wanted to peel off, duck back inside, splash water on her face and collect herself — but there was no time. They were all walking out together, laughing, talking, her body still thrumming from what had just happened behind a locked stall door.

Her mouth still tasted of him.
Of cum.
Warm and faintly bitter on the back of her tongue, mixed with gin and lime and her own saliva. She could still feel where he’d pulsed against her throat, the way her fingers had dug into his thighs to steady herself. Her lips were sore. Her jaw ached in that dull, electric way that only came from being stretched wide, from swallowing a stranger whole.

She forced herself to walk like nothing had happened. Chin up, shoulders back, the picture of composure. But every step felt like an echo, like she was walking back into a different life than the one she’d left ten minutes earlier.

A car in the corner of the lot flashed its lights once — a quiet signal. Raj. He’d seen her.

She turned to the others and smiled, leaning in to kiss each of them goodbye. Melissa’s cheek smelled of perfume and wine. Rob’s skin was warm, his hand still at the small of Melissa’s back. Tom’s stubble rasped against her lips when she kissed his cheek — quick, meaningless on the surface, but a small, electric contact that shot right back down her spine. None of them said a word. They didn’t have to. To anyone watching, they could have been two couples parting ways after a drink. To Antara, it felt like slipping out of one world and back into another.

Her SUV idled at the edge of the lot, exhaust curling in the cold. She wasn’t surprised Raj had driven her car. It was easier when he had to bring the kids; the seats were already fitted. She opened the passenger door and slid in, heart hammering against her ribs.

In the back, the younger one slept soundly, head tilted, mouth open. The older one sat awake in the glow of a tablet, absorbed in a game, oblivious. The sight made her chest tighten — innocence framed by car seats and seat belts, the smell of home and cereal and soap still clinging to them. A world apart from the bathroom stall and the taste still lingering in her mouth.

Raj leaned over to kiss her hello — a familiar gesture, reflexive after years of marriage. She turned her face automatically, lips parting just enough to meet his. Muscle memory. Nothing more.

But the moment his mouth touched hers, panic surged through her like a jolt.

She hadn’t rinsed.
Hadn’t chewed gum.
Hadn’t even wiped the corners of her mouth properly.

And in that kiss — soft, brief, innocent — she felt it.

The residue.

Cum.

Still there.

Not overpowering, not obvious, but she tasted it in the back of her mouth, still clinging to the edge of her tongue, still slick in the warm pocket between her molars and cheek. She had swallowed, yes. Every last drop. But the aftertaste of it — salty, male, unmistakably not Raj — lingered like a ghost.

She pulled back gently, hoping he hadn’t noticed.

But she saw the flicker in his eyes immediately — subtle, searching. A pause in his breath. A brief narrowing of his gaze as he looked at her again, closer this time.

And then his voice, quiet, careful.

“Did you… have something?”

She heard what he wasn’t saying.

Did you suck his cock?
Did you swallow?

The mercy of the wording almost undid her. He wasn’t accusing. He wasn’t crude. He was giving her a way to be honest without shattering the glass between them.

She could’ve blamed a shot, a lipstick smudge — anything to cover the faint, musky taste of cum still on her tongue.
But they’d made a deal long ago: no lies, no rewrites.
The truth always finds its way out.
So why make him suspicious… when she could leave him something to fantasize about?

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady but low. “We were waiting a while. There was… a moment.”

Raj looked at her for a long heartbeat, eyes flicking down to her lips and back up. Not angry. Not surprised. Just taking her in. Accepting it.

“I figured,” he said finally, softly. “I just wanted to hear it.”

He started the car and pulled out of the lot, headlights sweeping across the dark tarmac. In the back, one child shifted in sleep; the other’s screen flickered with a cartoon explosion.

Antara turned her face to the window, her own reflection catching in the glass — soft and blurred, just enough to unsettle her. Her hair was mussed from the pub, lips still faintly swollen from being stretched wide around Tom’s cock, the scent of him clinging invisibly to the skin around her mouth and jaw. She could still feel the slickness in her throat, the slight rawness at the back of it from how deep she’d taken him.

The SUV smelled like home — the sweetness of her children’s shampoo, the lingering trace of Raj’s aftershave, and underneath it all, that sharp, unmistakable note of sex. Not fresh, not obvious, but present. Her skin carried it like a secret: warm breath, sweat, spit, cum. And no amount of cool air or casual small talk could take it off her.

Her hands lay still in her lap, but her tongue pressed lightly to the roof of her mouth — instinctive, testing. Tom’s taste was still there. Barely. But enough.

And Antara sat in the passenger seat, staring out into the night,
tasting everything she couldn’t say —
wishing she could relive it again… only this time, with her husband.

To her surprise, Raj spoke first — his voice low, and unusually casual.

“So... how was it?” he asked, almost offhand, like they were discussing a new restaurant.

Antara turned her head slowly, eyebrows lifting. There was no judgment in his tone, but the question still sent a jolt through her. Aroused, yes. And embarrassed. But mostly surprised at how easily he handled it.

She gave him a small, crooked smile. “You're asking reviews now?” With two other younger members in the car, they couldn’t afford to use easy language.

He shrugged, one hand still on the wheel, eyes on the road. “Shouldn’t I know how my wife’s evening went?”

Not many men, she thought, could take hearing that their wife had just been on her knees for someone else and still drive steadily, breathing easy. But Raj wasn’t most men. That was one of the reasons she’d married him — and maybe the reason they still worked.

She relaxed a little more in her seat, heart still beating fast but no longer from panic.

She glanced toward the back, making sure both boys were still out of it — one asleep, the other lost in a screen with earbuds in.

So instead of dodging the question, she leaned her head toward the window and said, quietly but clearly, “I had some yoghurt.”

Raj’s fingers tensed on the wheel for just a second. “Sweet?” he asked, voice dry, eyes still ahead.

Antara smiled, licking her lips once for effect. “A bit salty,” she murmured. “Warm and fresh”

A pause.

Then, with a quiet exhale that sounded dangerously close to a groan, she added, “And… creamy thick.”

She could see his reaction instantly. A subtle shift in his breathing. His posture. The way his left hand adjusted the fabric of his pants, subtly trying to make space. Adjusting his family jewels comically. She’d been married to him long enough to know the signs. He was hard. And trying to stay composed.

She tilted her head and looked at him, voice quieter now, teasing. “You sure you don’t want me to drive while you, you know…” — her eyes flicked toward his crotch — “relax a little?”

Raj didn’t say anything at first. He just signaled left, pulling the SUV over to the side of the mostly empty road. The hum of the tires changed as they rolled onto gravel. The clock on the dashboard glowed blue in the dark. The street was silent.

Click.

He hit the hazard lights. Another click — the interior light flipped on. Warm, dim, enough to cast a soft glow across the console.

Then, without looking at her, Raj leaned over the center armrest, reaching toward the glove box in front of her. Not rushed. Not obvious. But deliberate.

Antara didn’t move. She just sat there, perfectly still in the passenger seat, the side of her body suddenly lit by the soft cabin light, her chest rising slowly, her fingers resting on her thighs.

She watched him as he leaned over her lap, close enough for his breath to ghost along her skin.

The glove box creaked open.

But they both knew that wasn’t really what he’d reached for.

Antara was startled when Raj leaned over again, his eyes flicking to her lap with intent.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He didn’t answer at first — just gave a faint, amused smile and murmured, “Looking if there’s any... cream left.”

It took her a second to register what he meant. Then she almost laughed — startled, aroused, and suddenly very aware of the way the car had come to a full stop. The junior occupants in the vehicle were blissfully asle, and Raj had clearly already confirmed that through the rearview mirror before pulling over.

By now, Antara’s body was humming again — not from memory, but from touch. She hadn’t stopped him when his hand slid across the center console. In fact, she shifted just slightly, letting her knees drift apart as she leaned in, offering herself in that small, silent language they both still understood.

Raj was leaning across the seat, his upper body braced against her thigh, his face unreadable in the dim glow of the dashboard. Her skirt was already bunched mid-thigh, and now he pushed it up, slow and deliberate, until it was hiked around her waist. The cool air brushed against the skin of her legs, and her panties — black, damp, clinging — were suddenly very exposed.

She spread her thighs wider and shifted her hips lower in the seat, as if giving him easier access might somehow make this feel less forbidden.

Then he looked up at her once — eyes dark, knowing — and slid his fingers under the strip of fabric between her legs. Not hesitating. Not asking.

He pushed it aside.

And then he was inside her.

One finger. Deep.
Her cunt was soaking — slick from everything she hadn't let herself feel all evening, from the weight of Tom in her mouth, from the echo of heat that had never really left her.

She gasped, low in her throat, her hand flying to his shoulder, gripping hard — not to stop him, but to stay anchored. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning aloud. The kids were sleeping in the back seat. Her husband’s finger was inside her. She could still taste another man.

His thumb found her clit and started moving in slow, steady circles, the kind of rhythm only someone who’s had years to memorize her responses could manage. No fumbling. Just precise pressure, like he knew exactly how wet she was, exactly how badly she needed to come — and exactly how fast.

Her body began to tremble almost immediately. Everything that had been suppressed — lust, guilt, adrenaline — flooded upward in one tight, hot rush. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, her nails digging into the soft fabric of his sleeve.

The idea of being caught—of headlights sweeping the lot, a tap on the window, a police officer seeing her legs spread in the passenger seat while two children slept behind her—only made it worse.

She reached forward blindly, popped open the glove box with a loud click, like it could be some kind of excuse if someone looked in. “Just looking for... something,” she could say. Something.

But there was nothing else to say. Her orgasm ripped through her in tight, silent waves, her breath catching in her throat, her body trembling so hard it rattled the seat.

She didn’t cry out. She didn’t have to.

He felt it.

And when her chest stopped heaving and the hot flush in her neck cooled, Raj slowly withdrew his hand and reached for the steering wheel. No words. No smugness. Just a small wipe of his fingers on a napkin from the cup holder, then the soft click of the gear shift.

The SUV rolled out of the lot like nothing had happened.

Faint silence and subtle snores.

Antara stared out the window, the sweat on her thighs cooling.
She could still feel his finger inside her.
She could still taste Tom.


Chapter 15 — Midnight Confession

They had settled the house quickly and without words.

Antara didn’t want to think about plates or light switches or bedtime stories. She wanted to burn the space between them clean.

She left the bathroom door ajar so Raj could see her — blouse unbuttoned at the top, hair loose, eyes dark. When he came to the doorway she simply looked at him, then sank slowly to her knees on the cool tile.

Her fingers found his waistband.

“Come here,” she murmured.

Raj stepped closer, silent, watching her. She tugged his trousers and boxers down in one slow motion, revealing him inch by inch — like unwrapping something she already owned. He was already hardening in her hand.

She let her warm breath drift over the head of his cock, her fingers stroking him deliberately, base to tip, coaxing him thicker. When she took him into her mouth it was wet, slow, intentional — her tongue cradling him, her lips hugging every contour.

And with his tip still in her mouth, she began to whisper.

“Earlier… there was a man. Tom. In the pub.”

She licked him once, then took him deeper, eyes flicking up to watch his face as she continued.

“Melissa’s boyfriend had her in the other stall. We heard them. Loud. Shameless.”

Raj’s breath shuddered. His hand slid into her hair, not guiding, just holding.

“Tom was behind me,” she murmured against his skin. “I could feel him… rubbing himself against me. Getting hard. The sounds… made us both want more.”

She kissed the side of Raj’s shaft, slow and soft.

“I turned around. He was already thick, straining against his zipper. I pulled his pants down. No words. Just my mouth.”

Then she took Raj deep again, this time with hunger. Her rhythm shifted — more demanding, more confessional. Her free hand cupped his balls, the other gripping his thigh.

“Tom treated me like a slut,” she whispered, voice low and wicked. “He held my head. He called me that while he came.”
Her tongue flicked the underside of Raj’s cock as she spoke, then swallowed him halfway down again.
“You like that?” she asked, looking up at him, eyes shining. “You like knowing a stranger called your wife a slut while she had his cock in her mouth?”

Raj’s voice was strained.

“How big?”

Antara withdrew her mouth off her husband’s cock, lips glistening.

“Tom’s cock?” she repeated, sweetly.

Her mouth hovered over him, breath warm, voice softer now — not apologetic, but deliberately intimate… and sharp.

“Tom was thicker than you.”

She let that hang in the air.

Then she dipped her head and brushed her lips slowly over Raj’s tip, her eyes still locked on his.

“But I didn’t gag once.”

Raj groaned — low, broken — his hips jerking forward with no control.

Antara moaned softly as she took him back into her mouth, letting the sound vibrate against him, her tongue tracing under the head before she eased deeper. Her hand worked his base in a slow, relentless rhythm, mouth wet and sure.

But her other hand? It hovered near his balls… and then didn’t go there. She avoided them.

On purpose.

She pulled her mouth back just long enough to whisper:

“With Tom… I played with his balls the whole time. Rolled them in my palm while I sucked him. He liked that.”

She dipped her tongue along Raj’s length again, slow and hot.

“He moaned for me.”

Her hand stayed firm around Raj’s shaft. But she made no move to touch him lower.

“I’d cup him… stroke under him. Just enough to keep him begging.”
A beat. Her voice dropped, smoky.
“But you? You don’t get that.”

She took him deeper then, without warning, her throat swallowing around him. Her free hand held his base tight while her mouth moved — controlled, practiced, merciless.

“You just get my mouth,” she said when she came up for air. “Because you like being second in the story.”

Raj made a strangled sound, his body trembling now.

“You’re thicker now than you were when I started,” she whispered against his skin, licking him once before taking him in again. “Getting harder from hearing what I did. Imagining me on my knees. Imagining another man calling me names while I swallowed him.”

She moaned again around him — louder this time — letting the sound ripple through his cock.

Her mouth never broke rhythm. Her tongue danced just under the ridge of him while her hand squeezed the base. Still no touch to his balls — she wanted him to feel that absence. To know she was holding back.

“Come for me,” she whispered, voice raw. “Give me yours. All of it. I want to taste you… while you’re thinking about me being someone else’s slut.”

And that was it.

Raj’s whole body locked up — his hips bucked forward as if she’d yanked the climax out of him. His thighs tensed, a harsh sound tore from his throat, and then he was pouring into her, pulse after pulse, filling her mouth with everything he had.

Antara didn’t flinch. Didn’t pull back. She swallowed him down — every drop — her eyes still watching him. She didn’t let him go until she felt him soften just enough that he twitched.

Only then did she ease off, her mouth dragging slow and wet over his tip, leaving it kissed and spent.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb, then licked it clean — like a final, quiet act of victory.

Raj was still breathing in stutters when Antara slowly let him slip from her lips. His cock, slick and spent, twitched against the cool air. But even as he softened, another slow ooze of cum gathered at the tip — a creamy thread, lazy and defiant.

Antara didn’t look away.

She leaned in again, licking it up — one long, flat stroke of her tongue that lapped the drip from his tip and followed it to the base. Then she brought her lips back around his head, gently kissing, then sucking once more.

His voice cracked with the sharp contrast of overstimulation.

“A-Antara—fuck—too much—”

But she didn’t stop. Not yet.

Her tongue flicked delicately along the slit at the crown of his cock, tasting the warm spill still oozing out. She caught it with a slow, purposeful lick, then slipped her tongue just inside — probing the sensitive opening, milking him, drawing out every last trace.

Raj let out a soft, helpless moan, eyes half-lidded, body flinching at the sensation. His hips gave a weak twitch, but she kept him pinned with nothing more than her tongue and a quiet kind of control.

She teased the swollen tip — a gentle suck, a lingering kiss, another wet glide of her tongue that circled the rim like she was worshipping the final drop.

“You did this to Tom?” Raj managed to breathe out, still watching her.

Antara didn’t look up immediately. She kissed the underside of his tip, soft now and trembling in her mouth. Then finally, she glanced at him — lips wet, eyes calm, voice unhurried.

“Goes without question.”

She let the words hang there as she kissed him again — a long, slow press of her lips to his oversensitive flesh.

“Emptied his balls fully,” she added in a quiet, factual tone. “Nothing left for his girlfriend… if he has one.”

Raj’s breath caught, his expression unreadable — part jealousy, part awe, part stunned arousal.

She brushed a fingertip over the base of him, just enough to make him twitch again, and then kissed the tip like it was a secret between them.

“I always clean properly,” she said, almost to herself. “I love how it tastes at the end…”

Her voice dipped there, trailing off like a memory. She closed her eyes for a second, savoring it, then licked her lips slowly.

Then, as if remembering something mundane — like a detail she almost forgot to mention — she added, almost casually:

“I do it with Edward too.”

The way she said it… like it was normal. Like it wasn’t a confession at all, just a truth. Just something she does.

Raj didn’t speak. Couldn’t.

Antara smiled, “And now… you.”

She gave one final lick across the head — now flushed and too tender — and Raj shuddered like his nerves were still frayed open. His cock looked completely defeated, half-soft and twitching, glistening from her mouth. It drooped between his legs like a limp, overworked noodle, spent in every sense.

He tried to speak, but all he could manage was a breathless, broken exhale as he leaned back on the toilet lid, utterly ruined.

Antara stood gracefully, fixing her blouse slowly, as if there were no urgency left in the world.

Raj finally stood too, legs stiff, body still trembling as he made his way to the toilet to piss — still leaking, oversensitive, and overwhelmed.

Antara walked out before he was done, barefoot and silent, hips swaying with unhurried satisfaction.


Chapter 16 – Morning, Honestly

The early light was creeping through the curtains, soft and forgiving. The kind of light that made things feel gentler than they were.

Antara was already awake, lying beside him, her head propped on one hand. Raj stared at the ceiling, chest bare, blanket low on his hips.

They hadn’t said much after the bathroom. Just breath. Just limbs tangled. She'd left him ruined, and he hadn't even known what to say.

But now, with the quiet of morning settling over the house, he finally spoke.

“You used to say you didn’t like one-night stands.”

His voice wasn’t accusatory — just curious. Searching.

Antara turned toward him, brow raised. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, lips still slightly swollen from the night before.

“And yet here we are,” he added.

She smirked.

“Well,” she said, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear, “I also prefer not to fart, but  it happens, right?”

Raj blinked. Then a laugh escaped him, surprised and short.

“Antara…”

She shrugged, her fingers tracing a lazy circle on his chest.

“We say so many things. That we don’t want. Don’t believe in. Don’t like. But when it happens…”
Her eyes met his.
“…it happens.”

A beat passed.

“Are you glad it did?” she asked softly.

Raj didn’t answer right away. Then he turned to look at her, really look at her — the calm in her face, the mischief still dancing in her expression.

“Yes.”

Antara’s hand slid beneath the blanket, low, deliberate. She found him still soft, warm in her palm. She curled her fingers around him and smiled.

“Your cock answers for you.”

Raj groaned, half in protest, half in surrender — but he didn’t stop her.

Antara leaned over him, kissing his shoulder, his neck, his jaw — slow, patient affection — while her hand coaxed him back to life. And when he was hard again, she didn’t ask. She just climbed over him, thighs spread, eyes locked on his.

“I’m glad too,” she whispered, sinking down onto him.

Raj gasped — his cock disappearing inch by inch into the heat of her. Antara let out a low, shivering moan as her hips met his, fully seated, buried deep.

She didn’t move at first.

Just stayed there — impaled — her palms on his chest, her thighs wide around him, breath catching in her throat as she adjusted to the fullness.

Then she began to move.

Slow, deliberate. Her hips rolled in tight, practiced circles, grinding his cock inside her like she knew exactly how to break him. No games now. No stories. No past.

Just her body. Her control. Her pace.

“Fuck…” Raj groaned, head falling back, fingers digging into her hips.

She leaned forward, letting her breasts brush his chest, her mouth hovering near his ear as she moved on him — wet and open, rhythm deep and precise.

“You like this?” she whispered, breath hot.

“God, yes—”

She moaned louder this time — a sharp, aching sound — as she bounced on him harder, faster, her slick cunt gripping every inch of him with wet, greedy pulses.

“This Tom dude…” Raj gasped through clenched teeth, eyes fluttering, “he made your cunt this wet?”

Antara smirked, hips still slamming down in perfect rhythm.

“Yeah,” she said shamelessly, eyes burning into his. “Thinking about him… about sucking him... about him calling me a slut — it made me drip.”

Raj groaned — half pain, half worship — and tried to thrust up into her, but she pinned him with a hand to his chest.

“But now…” she panted, her pace never faltering, “I’m riding you. And I’m so wet, baby… I’m soaking you with it.”

Her body slapped against his, skin to skin, loud and slick.

“Glad my wetness rubbed off on you,” she moaned, grinding hard. “Mmmhh… f-fuck…”

Raj couldn’t even answer.

His body was shuddering under her. His hands gripped her thighs like he was drowning. Her pussy was milking him, squeezing around him like it knew he was close.

Antara cried out — loud, broken — “Aahhh—ahh—oh fuck—yes—yes—ride me—ride it out—”

She slammed down harder, faster, her moans breaking into gasps. “Ohh—Raj—baby—don’t stop—fuck—your cock—”

She was soaking him now — her wetness coating his thighs, dripping down him as she rode him like it was the last thing she’d ever do. Her walls fluttered around his cock, clenching in pulsing waves, taking everything from him.

“I’m gonna—fuck—Antara—”

“Come in me,” she growled, desperate now. “Let me feel it. Fill me up, baby. I want it—I want all of it—”

That was it.

Raj’s back arched off the bed. His cock twitched inside her as he exploded, groaning out loud as he pumped into her, pulse after pulse, hot and thick and endless.

Antara moaned with every spurt — riding him through it, letting him come deep — her own orgasm tearing through her as his release set her off. Her whole body shook on top of him, nails dragging across his chest, head thrown back.

“Yes—YES—oh fuck, Raj—fuck me—yes—fuckkk—”



When it was finally over, she collapsed onto his chest. Their skin was slick with sweat, their breaths tangled in the humid air of the bedroom. Even spent, she kept moving — her hips rocking in slow, instinctive little rolls, her pussy still milking him, drawing out the last weak pulses of him inside her.

They didn’t speak for a long time. Just breathed. Just listened to the sound of their hearts and the wet shift of their bodies.

Her thighs trembled against his ribs. His cock was still inside her, softening slowly but still thick, still warm, still leaking into her. She kissed his jaw, then his lips, slow and soft, a lazy drag of tongue against his lower lip. Her hair fell over his face like a curtain; she smelled like sweat and sex and something wild.

She whispered against his ear, voice wrecked and low, almost a purr:

“Fuck… that was so good… aaah… love you…”

Raj’s hand slid up her back, palm flat between her shoulder blades. His voice was a hoarse rasp, half-laughing, half-serious:

“You should say… love you, Tom…”

Antara’s lashes lifted, a wicked glint in her eyes. She gave a slow, exaggerated wink.

“Love you, Tom. Love you loads…”

She didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to. The heat between her thighs, the way she could feel more of him oozing inside her, said enough — a silent proof of how much her one-night confession had turned her husband on.

Raj exhaled, eyes fluttering shut as her body shifted again on top of him, still wet, still joined. She collapsed fully against his chest, kissing him once more, her mouth soft and damp against his. He tasted himself on her lips.

The sheets smelled of them. The room was quiet but alive with afterglow — his hands resting heavy on her hips, her cheek against his neck. Neither of them said another word. The only sounds were her faint sighs and the soft, wet pulse of him still inside her, fading with each breath.

And like that, they just stayed there — tangled, leaking, kissing, wordless — the morning stretching around them, the confession and the sex and the teasing melting into something that didn’t need an ending.

After a while, Raj exhaled, eyes fluttering shut as her body shifted again on top of him — still wet, still joined, still slowly leaking. She collapsed fully against his chest, her lips brushing his jaw, her breath warm on his skin. He tasted himself on her tongue when she kissed him again — soft, unhurried.

The room was thick with sex. The scent of her. Of him. Of what they’d just become.

They lay there for another minute, skin to skin, breath to breath.

Then, without lifting her head, Antara whispered:

“Baby… you sleep for a while.”

Her hand stroked his chest, fingers dragging lightly through the damp heat between them.

“I need to shower. And make breakfast.”

She kissed his shoulder. Quiet. Still wrapped around him.

“The Millers are coming, remember? Today.”

Raj groaned faintly, like the real world was just now crawling back into his body.

Antara smiled.

Then she slowly lifted herself off of him — his cum still inside her, warm and thick, dripping quietly as she stood and padded toward the bathroom.

And just like that, she left him behind in the tangle of sheets, dazed, half-hard, and wrecked.

The house wasn’t clean. Her legs still shook. Her thighs were slick.
But the morning had started.
And she had things to do.
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