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Book 1 begins…

30 MILF Confessions: Naughty Cougars Cuckold Their Husbands with Young Bulls

40+ Wives with Lovers Half Their Age

Deep Inside

She is involved till her 30s. But after 40, she evolves…



Introduction

These women aren’t Gen Z freaks with matching pastel nails and fake moans.
They don’t beg for likes.
They don’t wait to be chosen.
They take.

These are wives in their forties, fifties, even sixties — unapologetically sharp, wicked, and wet with purpose.

They’ve lived.
They’ve raised kids.
They’ve faked it more times than they care to admit.
And now? They’re done settling for soft hands and sorry excuses.

Some names and places have been changed — but nothing else has.

These cougars own their curves.
They own their pubic hair.
They own their fucking men — and the delicious younger bulls they bring home to replace them.

Inside these confessions, you’ll meet women who:

	Drop to their knees for men young enough to call them "ma'am" 
	Smile as their husbands watch from the corner, locked and leaking 
	Spread wide in yoga pants, wedding rings still on 
	Whisper "clean me" after being stretched and used 


This isn’t about cheating.
It’s not even about sex.

It’s about power.
About women finally taking what they want — while the men they married sit back and learn how little they were ever worth in the first place.

So grab a towel.
Turn the lights low.
And start reading.

Just don’t blame me when you end up leaking through page three.



Confession #1

Name: Rachel Monroe
Age: 42
City: Charlotte, NC



“The First Time I Let Him Watch Me Get Ruined by Another Man”

It started with a joke.

One of those late-night whispers between married people, soft and teasing under the safety of blankets, when the house is still and the lights are off. Pillow talk — the kind that carries secrets, fantasies, and the weight of desire you've never dared to say out loud.

Greg’s hand was resting on my hip, his thumb idly brushing the skin just above my panties.

“I think I like the idea of you with someone else,” he murmured, voice low, unsure.

I turned my head on the pillow, smiling into the darkness. “Someone younger?”

There was a pause. His hand stilled. Then a quiet exhale.
“Yeah… like, way younger.”

Something shifted in me then — deep and electric. A spark. Maybe it had been flickering under the surface for years, waiting for one of us to light it.

That week, I met Tyler.

Twenty-four.

Tall. Tan. Tight body. The kind of cocky smile that made you want to slap it off his face or fall to your knees — maybe both. He worked part-time at the yoga studio I went to. I’d caught him checking me out during class more than once, especially in downward dog, his gaze lingering just a little too long on my ass. I made sure to bend deeper after that, slower… letting my soaked leggings cling to every curve, letting him wonder.

We flirted. Nothing overt. Just long eye contact, smirks, his hands brushing mine a little too long when he handed me a towel. He was cocky. Hungry. Perfect.

The opportunity came on a Wednesday.

Greg was working from home, tied up in meetings all afternoon. I texted Tyler that morning and told him the kitchen sink was broken — that I could use a strong set of hands.
He took the bait immediately.
“I’ll come fix whatever you need,” he replied. Winky face.

I waited until ten minutes before he arrived to change. A silk robe, cream-colored, nearly sheer. No bra. No panties. Just perfume behind my ears and a soft gloss on my lips.

When he knocked, I opened the door slowly, one hand on the sash of my robe. His eyes flicked down, pupils dilating as he realized what — or rather, what wasn’t — underneath.

He froze.

“Come in,” I said, voice low. I let the robe slip slightly off one shoulder, exposing the swell of one bare breast. “You can look. My husband’s in the office… but he won’t stop us.”

Tyler didn’t say a word — just stepped in, shutting the door behind him.

As he followed me into the kitchen, I glanced toward the hallway. Greg had left his office door cracked — just an inch. Enough to watch.

I knew he’d be there. I wanted him there.

I bent over the counter slowly, deliberately, letting the robe ride up my thighs until the cool air hit my bare hairy cunt. I felt Tyler’s presence behind me before I heard him. His hand slid up my leg, fingers grazing my inner thigh — then higher, until he found me wet and open.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You’re soaked.”

I moaned, loud and shameless.
Loud enough for Greg to hear.

Tyler didn’t wait. He unzipped, and when I looked back over my shoulder, I saw the kind of cock that makes you forget your own name — thick, long, veiny, hard. My breath caught.

“Come fuck me,” I said. “Right here. Where my husband can hear it.”

He grabbed my hips and pulled me back toward him. One thrust — deep and rough — and I gasped, my hands bracing on the counter as he filled me, stretched me, owned me.

We didn’t stay in the kitchen.

I pulled him into the living room, bent over the ottoman, and spread myself for him like a whore in heat. My robe was bunched at my waist, tits swinging with every thrust, cunt slick and noisy as he fucked me with zero hesitation.

From the corner of my eye, I saw movement.

Greg. Stepping into the doorway.

He didn’t say a word. Just watched.

I looked directly at him as Tyler slammed into me over and over, his hands gripping my hips, my ass reddening under his palms. I was moaning, whining, filthy. Everything I never dared be before. And it turned me on more than anything in my life.

Tyler grabbed my hair and yanked me up so my back was flush against his chest, his cock still buried inside me.

“This tight pussy belongs to me now,” he snarled into my ear.

I gasped. “Tell my husband.”

Tyler looked him dead in the eye. “You hearing her, cuck?” he sneered. “She’s mine when I want her. You hear those sounds? That’s her cumming on my cock — not yours.”

Greg’s hand was already sliding under his waistband, stroking himself with quick, pathetic jerks.

I clenched around Tyler and came hard — a full-body explosion that left me trembling, moaning, dripping down his thighs. But he didn’t stop. He pulled out, spun me around, and shoved his cock between my lips.

I sucked him, sloppy and eager, spit running down my chin as I kept eye contact with my husband. I wanted him to see my mouth used. I wanted him to ache.

Tyler groaned and came down my throat. Hot. Salty. Deep. I swallowed it all, licking my lips slowly when he pulled out.

Then I turned to Greg — still standing there, cock in hand — and smiled.

“Clean me up.”

He dropped to his knees like it was instinct. Like it was natural. I spread my legs and leaned back on the ottoman, my body wrecked — sweat, cum, spit — and let him lick every drop from my thighs, my folds, my aching, stretched pussy.

He moaned as he licked. Desperate. Needy. Grateful.

That was the first time.

Now he begs me for it.


Confession #2

Name: Vanessa Blake
Age: 45
City: San Diego, CA



“My Husband Sat Tied to the Chair While My Boy Toy Licked My Ass”

I told him he’d be allowed to touch me tonight.

Just a whisper in passing — a casual promise, barely more than a tease — but it lit Brad up like a boy on Christmas morning. His whole body perked up, his eyes wide with need. He even kissed my hand like it was some sacred thing.

Pathetic, really… how quickly he got hard just from the idea of permission.

But he should’ve known better.
He should’ve known me by now.

I had other plans.

Tyrese was already upstairs — twenty-five years old, built like a linebacker, and thick in all the right places. We’d met a few months ago through my personal trainer, and the first time he bent me over in that steam room after class, I knew I’d be back for more. He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He just took.

Tonight was different. I wanted Brad present. Not touching. Not involved.
Just watching.

When Tyrese texted “Ready,” I turned to my husband with a calm smile.

“Strip.”

Brad obeyed without hesitation, fingers fumbling with the buttons on his shirt. His 54 year old cock was already half-hard — small, pink, twitching with anticipation. I could see the hope in his eyes. He thought I was finally going to reward him.

Cute.

“Sit,” I said, pointing to the chair at the foot of the bed. “Hands behind the arms.”

I tied his wrists with soft, black silk, then looped more around his ankles, spreading his legs wide — vulnerable and exposed. His cock throbbed, already leaking.

“You don’t get to touch me tonight,” I told him, tightening the knot. “You just get to watch.”

He swallowed hard.

I walked to the bed, slowly shedding my robe to reveal glowing, oiled skin — curves shimmering under the light, every inch of me ready to be worshipped. Tyrese was sitting back, shirt off, dark skin gleaming with muscle and hunger.

“Damn, Miss V…” he grinned, eyes trailing over my ass. “This ass is crazy.”

I smiled and crawled onto all fours, presenting myself like a gift. My hips swayed, back arched, pussy already glistening.

Tyrese didn’t waste time. He gripped my cheeks with both hands and spread me wide. I could feel the heat of his breath before his tongue dragged up my slit, slow and deliberate, circling my clit, teasing my entrance, before sliding up to my tight little back hole.

I moaned.

Loud. Shameless. Every sound exaggerated for Brad — tied, hard, and helpless just feet away.

Tyrese licked again — slower this time, more deliberate — letting his tongue drag from my soaked pussy all the way up to the tight little hole he was fixated on. His spit trailed behind him, slick and hot, and when he circled that ring of muscle again, I shuddered.

His grip on my ass tightened.
He owned this moment.
He knew it. I knew it. Brad definitely knew it.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, hips rocking back into his face. “Right there… don’t stop…”

He didn’t. He spread my cheeks wider and spit directly on my hole, then dove back in with a filthy growl, devouring me like I was his last meal. His tongue pushed into me, deeper, firmer, working that sensitive ring until I whimpered into the sheets. He moved between my pussy and ass like an expert — alternating between teasing and fucking with his tongue, his lips wet, aggressive, insistent.

Behind me, Brad was panting. I looked over my shoulder. His chest was rising and falling, flushed pink, cock pulsing — dribbling precum onto his thigh as he stared at the scene playing out just feet away.

“Feel that, baby?” I panted, voice thick with lust. “That’s a real tongue.”

Brad moaned — soft and pathetic. He wanted to be here. Wanted to be the one making me squirm and cry out. But he never had. He never could.

Tyrese chuckled low in his throat. “Man… he’s leaking just watching me do what he couldn’t.”

He gave one last, long lick between my cheeks, then stood up. I felt the weight shift behind me, and then — the heavy heat of his cock dragging along my inner thigh.

I looked back.

He was massive. Veins thick and bulging, the head swollen and glistening with pre. My pussy clenched just seeing it.

Tyrese lined up behind me and gripped my hips like he was claiming property. “You ready, ma?”

“Do it,” I breathed. “Stretch me.”

He pushed in slowly — too slowly — and I gasped as my body was forced to open for him, inch by thick, delicious inch. My jaw dropped as he sank deeper, the pressure immense, the stretch toe-curling.

“God damn,” he groaned. “You tight as hell.”

When he bottomed out, I could barely breathe. I was completely full, stuffed to the brim with cock that dwarfed anything Brad had ever given me.

Then he started to move.

Long, deep strokes. Smooth. Powerful. The kind of rhythm that said, I know exactly what I’m doing. His hips slapped my ass with each thrust, the sound echoing in the room, mixing with my soft moans and Brad’s shallow breathing.

I glanced back again.

Brad was trembling — arms flexing against the silk restraints, his thighs twitching, cock drooling helplessly.

“You watching this, honey?” I moaned. “Watching me get ruined by my stud’s cock?”

His lips parted, but no words came out. Just a choked, broken sound from the back of his throat. He was a wreck.

“Don’t you dare cum,” I snapped, locking eyes with him. “Not yet. Not until he fills me up.”

Tyrese growled behind me and grabbed my waist, slamming into me harder, faster. The bed rocked under us. I cried out with every thrust — loud, filthy, shameless.

He flipped me like I weighed nothing, throwing me onto my back. My legs spread instinctively, and he was already pushing back in, deeper now, hitting places Brad never even touched.

I was soaked. The sheets clung to my thighs. My tits bounced with every brutal thrust. My voice was hoarse from moaning his name.

And then I came.

Hard.

My body arched off the mattress, trembling as the orgasm tore through me. My pussy clamped down around him, milking his cock, and still he didn’t stop. His thrusts got rougher, more erratic — until he slammed in deep and held there, groaning as I felt him pulse inside me, shooting his load in thick, hot waves.

I looked at Brad.

His face was bright red. He was dripping. Shaking. Silently begging.

Still buried inside me, Tyrese looked straight at him and gave a cold smirk.

“Untie him,” he said. “Let him taste his place.”

I smiled as I rolled my hips, still full of cum, still leaking around the base of Tyrese’s cock.

Then I turned to Brad.

“Crawl.”

And he did.

Confession #3

Name: Carmen Delacroix
Age: 39
City: Miami, FL



“He Watched Me Ride My Lover While His Cock Stayed Locked”

I haven’t felt my husband inside me in almost a year.

Not since I locked him in chastity.

It wasn’t a punishment. It was a decision—a shift in power that felt natural. I’d grown tired of faking orgasms and stroking his ego. Tired of missionary sex and “date nights” that ended in apologetic quickies. I craved something raw. Something I could feel deep in my bones.

So, I took control.

The key to his little cage hangs between my breasts now, resting against my skin on a delicate gold chain. It’s the first thing Jeff sees when he kneels between my thighs. He stares at it while licking me like a starving man, eyes glazed with desperation and hope.

But I never unlock him.

Why would I?

I get real cock now.



Tonight, Denzel came over. No knocking. No greetings. Just the heavy click of the front door and the sound of boots on hardwood. My body responds instantly. Wet. Tight. Aching.

He’s 26. Dark skin like rich mahogany, cut jaw, shoulders that barely fit through the doorway. And that cock—thick, veiny, uncut—like a damn beer can. He’s been ruining me for three months.

And he doesn't even pretend to acknowledge Jeff anymore.

My husband was already in position: naked, collared, kneeling on the cushion I bought specifically for his place on the floor. Hands behind his back. Head bowed. Cage glinting under the soft living room light.

Denzel sank into the couch like a king, legs spread, hard cock jutting out of his jeans like he owned the place—which, let’s be honest, he does. At least, the parts that matter.

I strutted across the room, every sway of my hips purposeful. I could feel Jeff’s eyes on me, hungry, worshipful. But I wasn’t looking at him.

I climbed onto Denzel’s lap, straddling his thick thighs. He didn’t say a word. Just wrapped those big hands around my waist and pulled me down.

Slowly, I let myself sink onto him.

“Fuck,” I gasped, already trembling. “Stretching me so fucking wide…”

It never gets easier with Denzel. That’s part of the thrill—every time feels like the first time. His cock forces my body to open, to yield. It burns. It aches. It makes me feel alive.

He growled low in his throat, grabbed my ass, and started lifting me, slamming me down again and again. My breasts bounced with every thrust, sweat beading on my chest, dripping down the gold chain. The key swung wildly with every motion—taunting Jeff with every clink.

I didn’t look at my husband. I didn’t need to. I could hear his soft whimpers, the way his cage tapped the floor from the twitching. I knew he was leaking—pathetically dripping with every moan that escaped my lips.

I leaned forward, hands on Denzel’s chest, and moaned loud enough for the whole damn neighborhood.

“You see this, baby?” I cried, locking eyes with Jeff. “This is what a real man feels like.”

Denzel grunted and slapped my tits hard, grabbed both nipples and pulled, sending lightning through my body. I screamed as my orgasm ripped through me, hips jerking, body quaking, cunt gushing all over that thick, unrelenting cock.

I squirted. Hard. All over his lap. All over the couch.

I never did that with Jeff. Not once.

Breathless, my body limp and used, I finally looked down at my husband—his eyes wide, lips parted, chest heaving.

“Crawl,” I said, voice like silk laced with steel. “We’re not done. Not even close.”



We moved to the bedroom.

Jeff followed on all fours, cage swinging between his thighs like a reminder of everything he wasn’t. His eyes never left me as I climbed onto the bed and mounted Denzel again—this time reverse-cowgirl, giving Jeff the perfect view of that thick cock disappearing into my wrecked, dripping pussy.

I rode Denzel hard, hips slamming down with wet, obscene slaps.

Jeff knelt at the edge of the bed, face inches away, panting like a dog.

He whimpered.

“Please…” he begged, voice raw. “Let me taste you. Please…”

“Not until he finishes,” I hissed over my shoulder. “You wait.”

He watched as I bounced faster, my thighs burning, back arched, hair stuck to my neck with sweat. Denzel grunted beneath me, hands bruising my hips, guiding my rhythm.

And then—he came.

Hard.

Denzel let out a low growl, pulled me down tight against his lap, and filled me with every pulsing, molten drop.

I stayed there for a moment, savoring it.

Then I slid off and turned, spreading my legs shamelessly. I was a mess—wrecked, open, leaking with another man’s cum.

I looked down at Jeff.

“Come here.”

He crawled forward without hesitation.

I grabbed his hair, yanked his face between my legs, and pressed him against the flood.

“Clean me up, slut,” I whispered. “You’ve earned it.”

He moaned into my cunt, licking, drinking, worshiping.

Still locked.

Still denied.

Just the way I like him.


Confession #4

Name: Dana Mitchell
Age: 44
City: Las Vegas, NV



“He Watched Me Get Fucked on the Balcony While Strangers Walked By Below”

It was our anniversary.

Most couples go for dinner. A movie. Maybe a couples’ massage.

I booked a suite—23 floors up, overlooking the Vegas Strip, with a balcony and floor-to-ceiling glass. The lights below sparkled like champagne bubbles. I stood at the window for a moment, letting the tension build, the anticipation soak through my skin like perfume.

I had plans.

Sam, my husband of twelve years, thought we were here alone. Thought I was getting dressed for a private night—maybe lingerie, a slow blowjob, a mercy fuck if he was lucky.

He had no idea what was waiting in the bedroom.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, the air left his lungs.

I wore nothing but black fishnet—body stocking, heels, no panties. My nipples poked through the webbed fabric, already hard. Makeup smeared deliberately, slutty and raw. I wanted to look fucked before it even started.

And there, sitting on the edge of the bed, was Dario.

Twenty-one. Bronze-skinned. Sleeves of tattoos running down his arms. Shirtless. Muscles tense. Cock already hard, resting against his abs, thick and curved like a weapon.

Sam blinked.

I smiled.

“Be a good boy,” I purred. “Sit down. And don’t speak.”

He obeyed—like always.

Dario stood. Taller than both of us. Silent, confident. He stepped behind me, one hand wrapping around my throat. Not choking. Just…claiming.

I let out a moan, soft but undeniable, melting back against his chest. My body reacted before my mind did—hips pressing against him, legs trembling in anticipation.

Sam sat frozen across the room, hands gripping his knees, lips parted. Watching his wife submit, drip, arch under a younger man’s touch.

“Let’s give the city a show,” I whispered.



The balcony doors slid open with a smooth hiss. The night air kissed my skin, warm and dry. The Strip buzzed below with lights and motion—cars, tourists, drunken laughter echoing from the pool deck.

No curtains. No privacy. That was the point.

Dario pushed me forward. Bent me over the railing.

My hands gripped the steel. My heart pounded in my ears. I looked down—23 floors above it all—and then back at my husband.

He stood inside the suite, just behind the glass. Watching. Eyes wide. Breathing shallow.

And then—Dario slid into me.

One brutal stroke.

I screamed.

“Oh fuck—”

The stretch, the thickness, the way he filled me instantly. My back arched, my mouth dropped open, the fishnet clung to my thighs as my body tried to adjust to the sudden intrusion.

Dario didn’t wait. He started pounding me, fast and deep, the sounds of our bodies slapping echoing into the night air.

Lights below. Tourists on the street. Maybe someone had a camera. Maybe someone zoomed in.

I didn’t care.

I wanted to be seen.

Wanted the world to know how my pussy responded to his cock—soaked, needy, stretched wide.

“Your wife’s pussy’s hungry,” Dario said, slapping my ass with a loud crack that made me jerk. “She needs to be used.”

I looked over my shoulder, eyes finding Sam’s through the glass.

He had one hand down his pants, trembling. He wasn’t even jerking off—just touching, leaking, desperate.

God, he looked so small.

So helpless.

And I’d never been so wet.

Dario pulled out. My cunt clenched at the sudden emptiness. But before I could turn, he lifted me—arms under my thighs, cock rubbing along my slick folds.

Then he pushed in again.

This time, face-to-face, heels locked behind his back, fucked against the rail like I was his personal toy.

My arms wrapped around his shoulders. I buried my face in his neck. Screamed his name into the night sky as he drove into me, deeper, harder, faster.

I could feel it building—tightening like a knot in my belly. Hot and sharp.

“Oh my God, Dario—fuck—yes—”

I came. Hard.

I squirted, soaking his abs, moaning like a bitch in heat, fingers digging into his back, body convulsing in his arms.

And still—he didn’t stop.

He carried me back inside, still inside me, still rock-hard, as if I hadn’t just drenched him.

He tossed me onto the bed like I weighed nothing. My fishnet was torn, my makeup was running. I was a wreck—and I loved it.

My husband stood there, flushed, hard, lips trembling.

I opened my legs wide.

Cum glistened between them—mine and his. A perfect mess.

I locked eyes with Sam.

“Lick it.”

He dropped to his knees instantly.

Tongue out.

Obedient.

Grateful.

His face buried in my thighs, licking up every drop, moaning like he’d found heaven. Every stroke of his tongue made me twitch, made Dario smirk.

“That’s one loyal little cuck you got there,” the boy said, lounging on the bed, watching my husband clean his cum from my pussy.

I smiled, breathless, sated, legs still shaking.

“Best anniversary ever.”


Confession #5

Name: Lauren Reyes
Age: 41
City: Houston, TX



“I Let Him Breed Me While My Husband Watched from the Floor”

We’d been trying to have a baby for almost three years.
Ovulation apps. Scheduled sex. Fertility tests. Temperature charts.
Lachlan tried so hard to be everything I needed — loyal, gentle, responsible.
The kind of man who held my hand through it all.
The kind of man who’d make a good father.

But the truth?
Something inside me had changed.
I was 41 now, and with every month that passed, I realized it wasn’t a baby I was craving — it was the feeling of being wanted.
Not delicately.
Not sweetly.

I didn’t want the quiet sex that ended in apologies.
I didn’t want the soft sighs, the lukewarm kisses, the clinical routine of trying to “make it happen.”
I didn’t want a child with Lachlan anymore…
because I no longer wanted to be his.

Call it selfish. Call it cruel. Judge me if you must — but something in me had shifted.
A slow, quiet ache had turned into a hunger.
Not for motherhood.
For something deeper.
Something darker.

In my 20s, I would’ve called it shameful.
Rolled my eyes. Mocked the women who needed more.
But now?
At 41?
I knew better.

I didn’t want candlelight and whispered promises.
In my 20s, I would’ve flipped for a sweet boy like Freddie Prinze Jr. — soft smile, nice hands, movie kisses.
But now?

My cunt throbbed for men like Tyrese Gibson.
Thick. Bald. Built to wreck you.
Not the kind who makes you dinner.
The kind who bends you over the counter and makes your husband watch.

I didn’t want love.
I wanted to be claimed.
Bred.
Filled.

The kind of sex that left you sore and dripping for days.
And the man who was going to give it to me?

His name was Malik.
Twenty-seven. Ex-Marine. Carved from muscle. Cock like a fucking monster.
Thick thighs. Shredded abs. A jaw that looked like it was cut with a combat knife.
And a voice so low and smooth it made my legs tremble every time he said my name.

We’d been fucking for months.
First with condoms.
Then bareback — Malik pulling out at just the right time, my thighs trembling, my cunt still clenching after every near-miss.

But last weekend?

I gave him more.

And honestly?
He knew it was coming.

I’d been teasing him for weeks — not just with my body, but with my mouth.
Dropping filth into our conversations like it was nothing.
Grabbing his cock through his pants and whispering,

“Feels like something that should be put to better use.”

Sending him pictures of my pussy soaked and open, captioned:

“Still think I’m pulling the plug on Plan B?”

I flirted like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted —
And exactly what her husband couldn’t give her.

It didn’t take a genius to figure it out.
Just one look at the way I dripped when he so much as growled my name…
Or how I’d lean into him after spin class, sweaty and smug, and murmur,

“Bet you’d knock me up in one try, huh?”

Malik wasn’t stupid.
He saw the signs.
He felt the heat.
He knew I was done pretending.

So when I finally told him — told him I was ready to be bred —
He didn’t blink.
Didn’t stutter.
Didn’t ask about protection.

He just smiled that slow, filthy smile.
Stroked his cock through his sweats.
And said:

“Then get on your knees, mama. Time to put a baby in you.”

I gave him permission to breed me — right in front of my husband.

Because when I say “permission,” I don’t mean I asked my husband’s opinion.
Lachlan doesn’t really get a say in the things I decide anymore.

I told him exactly how it was going to happen — who was coming, what he was going to do, and where he’d be while it happened.

“You’ll be on your knees. Hands behind your back. Don’t speak unless spoken to.”

He blinked. Swallowed. Said nothing.
But I saw the fear in his eyes.

“What if you get pregnant?”
“What if it’s… his?”

What he meant — but didn’t say — was:

“What if it’s a Black baby?”

I didn’t flinch.
Just looked him dead in the eye and said:

“My mom’s Black. You married an olive-skinned woman — you don’t get to act shocked now.”

That shut him up.
Because the truth is, I wasn’t scared.
I was ready.



Lachlan was already on the floor when Malik arrived. Naked. Hands behind his back. His little cock locked tight in a shiny metal cage.

He didn’t speak. I hadn’t given him permission to.

I stood at the foot of the bed, completely naked except for a thin black choker. The room was quiet, dimly lit, and thick with tension.

Malik entered like a storm.

No shirt. Cock already half-hard in his sweatpants, a thick bulge that made my thighs press together just from the sight of it.

He stood over me and stroked himself slowly, eyes never leaving mine.

“You sure?” he asked, voice deep and calm.

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I turned my head and looked straight at Lachlan.

My husband’s eyes were wide. His breathing shaky.

“Yes,” I said, clear and sharp. “Put a baby in me. Make sure he hears every fucking sound.”

Malik pulled his cock free —
thick, dark, veined like a weapon, the kind of cock that made your breath catch just looking at it.
The tip was already swollen, glistening, pulsing like it had a heartbeat of its own.

I stared.
Every time, it still shocked me — how massive he was.
Not just long, but wide. Heavy. Built to stretch and ruin.
The kind of cock that made you forget your name.

Nothing like Lachlan’s.

My husband’s cock was slender. Modest. Obedient.
Cute, almost. The kind you could take in your mouth without gagging.
The kind that made soft love and apologized when it came too soon.

But Malik?

Malik was a fucking threat.
A cock made to change your morals.

To breed you.
To make sure no other man could ever measure up again — especially the one watching from the floor.

He climbed onto the bed, grabbed my thighs, and opened me with two fingers — rough, confident, like he owned my pussy already.

“Look at this messy little hole,” he growled, staring down at me.
“You really think this was ever meant for that tiny thing in a cage?”

My whole body shivered.

Because no — it wasn’t.
It was meant for this.
For Malik.
For the kind of cock that split you open and filled you full — no protection, no mercy, no pulling out.

Then he slid in. One slow, overwhelming thrust.

“Oh fuck—” I gasped, back arching as my cunt stretched to take him. “I love your cock so much” To be honest, it was not even theatrical, it came out of my mouth as an impulsive response.

Malik leaned over me, kissing my neck, his hips grinding with slow, brutal rhythm. Each stroke punched the air from my lungs. Each stretch lit my nerves on fire. I was dripping almost instantly, thighs shaking.

Lachlan stayed frozen, watching. His cage twitched, already wet at the tip, but still locked. Denied. Silenced.

Malik fucked me like he owned me.

One hand wrapped around my throat. The other on my breast, gripping hard, claiming.

My legs lifted, wrapped around his waist.

“Don’t pull out,” I whispered. “I want your cum in me. I want to feel it leak while he licks it out.”

He growled low in his throat, started fucking harder, deeper. Sweat dripped from his chest onto mine. His hips slammed into me, cock grinding deep where I needed it most.

I was unraveling.

I screamed. I came. I squirted hard — soaking his cock, soaking the sheets, moaning like an animal in heat.

But he wasn’t done.

Malik kept going, groaning, body tensing. I felt it — that thick, hot pressure building at the base of his cock, the way he started to lose rhythm.

Then it hit.

He growled and came, hard and deep. Thick spurts of seed poured inside me, coating my walls. I wrapped my legs tighter, holding him there, milking every last drop.

We stayed like that, our bodies pressed together, breathing heavy, my pussy fluttering around his cock.

Lachlan still hadn’t moved.

I turned my head slowly and locked eyes with him.

“Come here, baby.”

He crawled to the edge of the bed on all fours, silent, trembling.

I spread my legs wider.

Cum glistened between them—Malik’s load slowly leaking from my stretched, used cunt.

“You always wanted to taste me like this, didn’t you?”

Lachlan nodded — mouth parted, eyes glazed, his cheeks flushed with shame and desire.

Malik didn’t let him dive in yet.

Instead, he pressed two fingers between my legs, scooping a little of his own warm cum, and held it near Lachlan’s lips like a spoon.

“Just a taste,” Malik said softly. “Then put it all back in. Every drop matters.”

My husband opened his mouth and took it. Eyes closing. He moaned softly, more breath than sound. Then, obediently, he leaned down and pushed his tongue inside me — slowly, carefully, like he was returning something precious.

“Good,” Malik murmured, watching him. “She’s not a cumdump, bro. She’s a vessel now. Push it back in. Pack my seed deep.”

My body shivered. I exhaled hard, one hand in Lachlan’s hair, the other clutching Malik’s thigh. His cock twitched again, half-hard, glistening.

“She’s gonna make a beautiful mom,” Malik muttered, voice thick with something between pride and lust.

My cunt fluttered.

Lachlan stayed there, tongue gently pushing Malik’s load deeper into me, as if sealing the moment.

We did it again the next night. And the one after that.

By the third week, I missed my period.

And now?

My husband and I are prepping for the baby shower.

Pink and blue streamers. Sugar cookies shaped like rattles. A checklist of guests.

Malik’s coming too — with his new girlfriend. He offered to bring wine, said he’d behave.

He even texted Lachlan last night:

“Can’t wait to see how she glows. Hope you kept every drop where it counts.”

I smiled reading it.

Because deep inside, I know—

He did.


Confession #6

Name: Melissa Hart
Age: 42
City: Denver, CO



“My Husband Watched… Then I Made Him Taste My Bull”

I’ve always loved power.

Not the kind in boardrooms or bank accounts. Real power. The kind you can taste. The kind you can feel when a man moans your name with your nails dug into his back—and your husband is kneeling nearby, eyes wide, cock locked, helpless.

That kind of power lives between your thighs.

I loved bending Gary. Breaking his rules. Making him whimper while another man made me scream.

But tonight?

Tonight, I wanted more.

I wanted to break him.



Dax came over just after nine. Twenty-four. Tall, cocky, reckless. Tattoos under his sleeves, attitude under his smirk. He fucked like he had something to prove—and every time he split me open, it felt like he meant it.

I was already dressed when he arrived: red lace panties, matching garter, and nothing else. My nipples were hard before he even touched me. The thrill buzzed under my skin like champagne.

Gary was already in position.

Naked. Kneeling. Caged. Hard, but helpless—his cock twitching in its metal prison with every step I took across the room.

He looked up at me like I was God.

And maybe, tonight, I was.

Dax sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, watching me with that smug grin. I walked over, straddled his lap, and let my soaked panties grind against the thick bulge in his sweats.

He hissed through his teeth. I moaned.

Gary whimpered.

I looked down at my husband—on the floor, mouth slightly open, eyes glued to my hips as I rubbed myself raw against another man.

“He’s never made me wet like this,” I said, loud enough for him to hear every syllable. “You’re going to watch him stretch me open.”

Dax leaned back. I reached down and pulled his cock out—thick, veiny, dark, and already glistening at the tip.

Then I pushed my panties to the side and sank onto him.

“F-fuck—” I gasped, my body trembling. “He’s huge.”

My pussy clenched, fluttering, trying to take him all in. I bounced slowly at first, hands on his chest, tits jiggling with every stroke. The wet slap of skin echoed off the walls—obscene, raw, perfect.

Gary whimpered again.

“You like watching?” I asked him, voice breathless. “You like seeing that cock disappear into your wife?”

He nodded. Face flushed. Lips trembling.

I picked up the pace—faster, harder, my thighs slapping his, Dax grunting beneath me. Every thrust sent shockwaves through my core. I was soaking him. Soaking the sheets. My pussy was a mess of slick and heat, and I didn’t care.

I rode him until I screamed.

Squirting. Shaking. Collapsing against Dax’s chest with my orgasm ripping through me like a wave.

But I wasn’t done.

Because I felt it—Dax’s fingers digging into my hips, the tight roll of his stomach, the way his cock began to throb inside me.

He groaned. Loud.

Then slammed deep and came.

Hot. Heavy. Endless.

Thick, creamy spurts of cum filled me, leaking as he pulsed again and again inside my spasming cunt. I didn’t move. I just sat there—impaled—my pussy twitching around his cock, flooded with him.

I finally stood up, slow and shaking, his cum dripping down my thighs.

I turned to Gary.

He was still kneeling. Still silent. Still locked.

I grabbed his hair and tilted his head up.

“Gary,” I said softly, almost lovingly. “Come clean this up.”

His eyes were wide. His breath caught.

But he obeyed.

He crawled closer on hands and knees, lips trembling. I spread my legs wider, let the cum trail glisten under the light.

“You’re gonna taste him,” I said. “All of him.”

I pressed his face between my thighs.

He moaned into my cunt. His tongue dragged up thick ropes of Malik’s cum — from my lips, my inner thighs, even the slick trails down to my knees. He licked it all up. Like it was his purpose. His place.

Then it happened.

Dax, still hard and shiny with slick, leaned forward, grabbed the back of Gary’s head, and pulled him closer.

That massive cock pressed against my husband’s lips—still leaking. Still wet.

“You missed a spot,” I whispered.

Gary hesitated.

His lips hovered.

And then—he opened.

And sucked.

Dax groaned. I moaned louder. My entire body tensed.

Watching Gary choke softly on the cock that had just fucked and bred me?

That’s when it clicked.

That’s when I knew.

He’d never be anything else again.

Not a partner.

Not a lover.

Not a man.

Just mine.

Just my cuck.


Confession #7

Name: Brooke Carson
Age: 40
City: Atlanta, GA



“Three Bulls Took Me at Once While My Husband Held the Camera”

It was my birthday.

Most women my age want flowers. Maybe wine. A romantic dinner. A gift-wrapped necklace, or a weekend away. Something tasteful. Predictable.

But not me.

I wanted to be used.

I wanted three hard cocks.

Not tenderness. Not candlelight. I wanted to be wrecked — fully, openly, with my husband watching.

I’d spent weeks planning it. Secret chats. Late-night calls. Filtering out the flakes, the soft talkers, the men who didn’t understand what it meant to own a married slut.

I wanted the real thing.

Men who knew what they were walking into.

Men who would show up, unzip, and take.

My instructions were clear:
9 p.m. sharp.
No hesitation.
No holding back.
Use every hole.
My husband would be filming.

I was already in position when they arrived — naked on the bed, heels strapped tight, a black collar around my neck, my body prepped and glistening. I’d trained for this. My ass was ready. My pussy was soaked. My lips parted, hungry.

Even my makeup was perfect. Heavy. Filthy. Meant to smear.

The doorbell rang. My heart pounded once — then stilled.

I didn’t flinch.

I spread wider.

They entered like they owned the house.

Three of them.

	Marcus — 26, broad-chested, with cold, dark eyes full of calm violence. 
	Luca — 22, lean and mean, cocky little grin like he’d been invited to ruin me. 
	Blake — 28, covered in tattoos, already hard, already leaking. 


Not one of them said a word.

They didn’t need to.

They started undressing, never breaking eye contact. I didn’t move — not until I saw Luca unzip his pants and grin. Then I slid one hand down my body, spread myself with the other, and tilted my chin up.

Come get it.

Marcus was the first to reach me.

He grabbed my jaw, angled my face, and shoved his cock deep into my mouth without ceremony. My lips stretched wide, my throat gagged, and I moaned around him like I’d been waiting for that exact violation.

Blake climbed onto the bed behind me. His fingers dragged through my soaked folds.

“Jesus, she’s ready.”

He pushed in hard. All at once. My body jolted forward with the impact, and I gasped around Marcus’s cock.

Then Luca.

His fingers teased my back hole — slick, skilled, unforgiving.

“She open for this too?” he asked, already pressing in.

From the corner of the room, Matt, my husband, whimpered behind the camera. His cock was locked tight in its cage. His breathing short, desperate. He didn’t speak.

He just filmed.

The three bulls manhandled me like I was a toy. They flipped me. Spanked me. Pulled my hair. Bit my thighs. My breath came in gasps, choked and messy.

Luca spit on my ass.

“You want this too, bitch?”

I didn’t even answer. Just moaned and nodded, Marcus still deep in my throat.

And then?

They took everything.

Blake pounding my pussy.
Luca filling my ass.
Marcus fucking my mouth like he was trying to reach the back of my skull.

I was full. Everywhere. Split open. Used.
My body jerked and trembled. My makeup smeared. Sweat dripped down my spine.

They were rough. Merciless. Perfect.

They fucked me like I was nothing — and I’d never felt more alive.

They switched holes. Held me down. Forced me to take it again and again.
My husband zoomed in with the camera. Got close-ups of the stretch, the mess, the wet ruin between my legs.

“You film her like this often, cuck?” Marcus laughed.

Matt whimpered. His eyes glassy. His thighs trembling. But he never stopped filming.

They made me thank them.

Made me beg for more.

They called me their married cum rag.

And I loved it.

When they were close, they didn’t warn me.

They didn’t pull out.

Marcus held my head and filled my throat. I swallowed around him, gagging.
Blake groaned and came deep into my pussy, hands gripping my hips like a man possessed.
Luca dug into my ass and growled as he emptied himself inside, deep, hot, raw.

They didn’t clean up.

They didn’t wipe me down.

They left me there — leaking, dripping, shaking.

Cum ran down my thighs.
My pussy twitched with aftershocks.
My ass gaped, stretched wide and used.

Matt zoomed in for every angle. Every glisten. Every drop.

I looked up at him.
My mascara was ruined.
My body a wreck.
And I smiled.

“This is the best birthday I’ve ever had.”


Confession #8

Name: Natalie Vaughn
Age: 43
City: Seattle, WA



“I Got Fucked by My Bull While I Pegged My Husband to Tears”

My husband always fantasized about watching me with a bull.

He told me often — in whispers at night, in messages during the day, in the desperate, trembling way his hand would shake when unlocking his cock cage after reading my chats.

What he didn’t expect…
Was that when it finally happened, he wouldn’t be in control of anything.
Not even his own body.



The bedroom was perfect. I made sure of it.

Dim light spilling across the sheets. Soft music playing low, thumping with erotic tension.
Leather cuffs. Lube. Towels. Toys. Clean, crisp sheets — about to be ruined.
At the center of it all: my husband, bent over the ottoman, wrists bound tight behind his back, knees parted, ass slick and shining.

His cock? Locked in a pink cage — tight, humiliating, twitching with every breath he took.

Across the room stood Darren.

	  


Built like sin.
Thick. Dark. Dangerous.
Naked, cock in his hand, stroking himself slowly while watching the man’s wife prepare to make both their lives unforgettable.

And then I made my entrance.

Thigh-highs hugging my legs. Red heels clicking with intention.
A black strap-on strapped around my hips — long, thick, curved perfectly to ruin. It swayed between my thighs like a threat, bouncing with each step.

I felt powerful. I felt like a goddess.

I stepped between them, letting the silence stretch until the tension pulsed in the air like a living thing.

“Ready, boys?” I purred.

Darren’s jaw clenched as he nodded.

My husband whimpered.

I climbed onto the bed, hands on the mattress, arching my back, spreading myself wide — presenting my soaked, needy pussy to Darren like an offering.

Then I looked over my shoulder, smirking.

“Come fuck me like he never could,” I said to Darren. “While I ruin his ass.”



Darren didn’t wait.
He stepped forward and plunged into me raw — no teasing, no warmup, just cock driving deep, stretching me wide.

I moaned loud — loud enough for the neighbors, loud enough to make my husband flinch and squirm.

Each thrust from Darren rocked my body forward. His grip was bruising. His hips slammed into mine with purpose, as if proving a point — this pussy belongs to a bull now.

But I wasn’t done.

Still impaled on Darren’s cock, I reached down and grabbed the base of my strap-on.
Took a step forward, lining up with my husband’s slick, twitching asshole.

He turned to look back at me, eyes wide. Pleading. Drenched in pre-cum, even with the cage.

And then — without warning — I slammed it into him.

He screamed, half shock, half pleasure.

I laughed darkly, grinding the strap-on deeper. “Oh, what’s wrong, baby?” I gasped, breath catching as Darren hammered into my cunt from behind. “Too much for your tight little hole?”

I didn’t wait for an answer.

I fucked him.
Hard. Deep. Without mercy.

Now I was the center of the universe — getting drilled like a filthy slut, while fucking my husband like he was nothing but a used toy.

Darren slapped my ass. Grabbed my tits. Fucked me like he was going to break me.

And I fucked my husband like I already had.

“Take it!” I screamed. “Watch me get filled while you get fucked like a little bitch!”

His moans turned to sobs. His body shook. His hole clenched and quivered around the strap-on like it didn’t know if it loved it or hated it.

And I?
I came hard.
I screamed Darren’s name.
I squirted all over his cock, soaking the bed and both of our thighs — still thrusting, still owning both of them.

Darren wasn’t far behind.

He groaned, leaned forward, and came deep inside me — hot, thick pulses coating my walls as he growled into my neck and grabbed my hips like he never wanted to let go.

And even then — I wasn’t done.

I pulled out of my husband.

Yanked his hair back.

And shoved Darren’s cum-dripping cock into his mouth.

“Clean it,” I growled.

He gagged. Choked. Obeyed.

Lips stretched. Gag reflex triggered.
His face flushed as he sucked the bull clean — tasting the cock that just bred his wife, while my strap-on twitched behind him, still coated in lube and his own spit.



And me?

I stood above them both — ruined, soaked, sore… and utterly victorious.

Two men.

One in awe.

One in service.

And I, their goddess, had made my husband’s fantasy into my throne.


Confession #9

Name: Camila Ortiz
Age: 36
City: Tampa, FL



“He Fucked Me in Our Bed and Left a Mess… So I Made My Husband Sleep in It”

I used to be faithful.
I used to believe that being a good wife meant being loyal, being reserved, being his.

Now?

Now I let another man cum inside me while my husband lies awake in the next room, straining to hear every filthy sound I make.



It started just after midnight.

I was already in the bedroom, wearing nothing but a silk nightie — thin, sheer, clinging to my skin. No bra. No panties. My nipples hard against the fabric, my thighs damp with anticipation.

Fred had gone to the guest room. Said he was tired. Needed to “rest.”
But we both knew the truth. He wasn’t sleeping.

He was waiting.
Waiting to hear it.

The front door opened quietly. A shadow slipped inside.

Liam.
24. Latino. Lean. Cocky.
Chiseled abs, perfect jawline, and a cock that made my breath hitch every time I remembered how it stretched me the last time.

I opened the bedroom door slowly, letting the light spill out just enough for him to see me — body glowing, legs parted, a smirk on my lips.

He didn’t speak. Just stepped inside, closed the door behind him… and slammed me against it.

His mouth grazed my ear.

“You want this dick again, slut?” he whispered, hand already sliding between my legs.

I moaned, not even pretending to resist.
“I need it,” I whispered. “Right here. In our bed.”



I pulled him with me, climbing onto the mattress still warm from earlier. Fred had laid here, kissed me goodnight, told me he loved me.

Now Liam was between my legs.

He didn’t tease.
He didn’t ask.

He devoured.

Tongue dragging across my soaked pussy like he was starving, lips locking onto my clit, fingers digging into my thighs as if holding down his prey.
I came on his tongue fast — loud, breathless, shaking — on purpose.
I wanted Fred to hear it.
I wanted him to know exactly what Liam was doing to his wife.

Then Liam slid up my body, kissed me with my own taste on his mouth, and thrust deep into me in one smooth, brutal stroke.

I screamed.

That first thrust split me wide open. Stretched. Filled.
He didn’t give me time to adjust — he just fucked me, hips snapping forward, cock drilling into me so hard the headboard slammed into the wall.

Over and over.
Flesh slapping. Bed shaking. My moans echoing like thunder.

I clung to the sheets, arching, begging, sobbing.

“Breed me, Liam. Fill me. Make my husband smell it in the sheets.”

He grabbed my legs, threw them over his shoulders. His hands wrapped around my throat.
“Fucking slut,” he growled.
“Filthy married bitch.”
“You need cock like air, don’t you?”

I nodded, eyes rolled back. I could barely breathe — barely think — as he claimed me with ruthless, merciless strokes.

I came again. Harder. Wetter. Louder.
A full-body quake, squirting around him, soaking the bed and both of our thighs — still thrusting, still owning both of them.

But Liam didn’t stop.

He kept going — spitting in my mouth, fucking me through my climax, calling me his whore, his cumdump, his plaything.

And then he buried himself deep.

Balls tight. Cock twitching.

And unloaded.

Hot, thick, messy.

Every drop dumped into me like he was marking his territory.



I didn’t move.
Just held him there — his cock still twitching inside my soaked, ruined cunt — both of us panting.

Then I kissed him. Deep. Slow. Messy.
Tasting myself. Tasting him.
Tasting everything I’d become.

He got up, pulled on his jeans, and left without a word.

Fred was in the hallway. I saw the way Liam brushed past him. No glance. No acknowledgment.

And then… silence.



I stayed in bed.
Naked. Legs spread.
Pussy still open, leaking Liam’s cum onto the sheets.

I waited.

A moment later, Fred stepped into the room.

Naked. Quiet. Caged.

His eyes dropped to the bed, to the glistening, wet, stained mess between my thighs.

“Come here,” I said.

He obeyed, crawling beside me, eyes wide, breathing uneven.
He hovered, not sure where to look.

“Smell it?” I whispered.

He nodded slowly, shame glowing off him like sweat.

“You don’t get to clean it. You don’t get to touch me.”
I patted the wettest, filthiest part of the bed — the spot where Liam had fucked me stupid.

“You sleep right there.”

He hesitated… then obeyed.
Laid down in it.
Naked. Caged. Silent.

I turned over.
Closed my eyes.
Smiling.

I slept in his arms.
He slept in another man’s cum.


Confession #10

Name: Sabrina Langford
Age: 42
City: Chicago, IL



“My Husband Wore My Panties and Begged Me to Feed Him My Young Bull’s Used Condom”

I met Caleb at the gym.

He was impossible to miss — 21 years old, thick thighs that strained against compression shorts, flawless abs, a smug little baby face that made him look innocent… until you saw the way his cock swung heavy between his legs with every step.

The first time he caught me watching, he smirked. No shame. Just arrogant, raw confidence.

And in that moment, I knew.
He’d be inside me.
And I’d make my husband watch.



That night, I came home wearing a short skirt and heels — no bra, no panties.
In my purse? A thong soaked through with my arousal.

I stepped into the kitchen, hips swaying, body still flushed and marked from earlier.
My husband was already waiting.

He stood in the corner in one of my silk robes — pink, delicate, clinging to his caged little cock through matching satin panties. The same ones I’d made him wear the last time I came home used.

His eyes widened the second he saw me.
His cage twitched under the satin.
He said nothing. He didn’t need to.

I sauntered over, dropped the soaked thong on the table between us.

“I didn’t wear it long,” I purred, unzipping my purse. “He didn’t want anything in the way.”

My husband’s knees buckled slightly. He stared at the fabric like it was sacred.

But that was just the beginning.

I pulled out my phone, tapped the screen, and played the clip.

Caleb — naked, sweaty, behind me in bed. My body bent, my face twisted in ecstasy as he pounded into me from behind. My moans filled the kitchen as the video played. His hand yanked my hair. His other hand slapped my ass. His cock? Burying itself deeper than my husband ever had.

“You see how deep he gets?” I whispered, eyes locked on my husband's face.
“That cock hits places you never touched.”

My husband whimpered.
His hand instinctively moved to rub his caged cock through the satin — the sound of slick fabric brushing against itself, almost desperate.

But I wasn’t done.

I reached into my bag again and slowly, dramatically, pulled out something small.

A used condom.

Still tied. Still warm. Full.

I held it up, let it dangle from my fingers. Watched my husband’s face collapse in awe and shame.

“You want it?” I asked softly.

He dropped to his knees immediately.
Hands clasped behind his back.
Head bowed.
“Please…” he whispered, trembling. “Please let me…”

I made him beg.
Made him crawl forward on all fours, like a pet.
The pink panties riding up between his cheeks, cock locked away, mouth open, eyes glassy and needy.

“You’re going to suck it,” I told him calmly, holding the warm condom over his face.
“And you’re going to thank him for it.”

I untied the knot.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

And then I tipped it forward.

Thick, creamy cum oozed out. The smell filled the room.
It dripped onto his tongue, stretched long and sticky from the condom’s tip.
He moaned, helpless, obedient.

I stroked his hair as he swallowed. “Good boy,” I whispered.

“Next time,” I murmured, leaning close to his ear, “I’m just going to have him fuck your mouth after he finishes in me.”

And he nodded.

Panties soaked.
Cage throbbing.
Mind broken.
Right where he belongs. 

Confession #11

Name: Jennifer Marks
Age: 44
City: Austin, TX



“I Took My Bull to Dinner and Made My Husband Wait On Us”

I booked the table under a fake name.

Quiet corner.
Late reservation.
Not too crowded — but just public enough.

Because tonight wasn’t just about pleasure.
It was about power.
And I planned to remind my husband exactly where his place was.



My husband, Bob, works there.
He’d been working extra shifts, covering tables, cleaning floors.
He didn’t know I was coming in.
Not until I walked through the doors… hand in hand with Devin.

Devin.
23. Tall, gorgeous, dark eyes full of arrogance.
The kind of man who knew exactly what kind of woman he could break in half — and enjoy every second of it.
He had that effortless swagger that made waitresses blush and managers look the other way.

As we entered, Devin kept one hand firmly on my ass, fingers slipping lower with each step.
I wore a short black dress — tight, strapless, no bra, no panties.
Every step made me feel wetter.
Every brush of thigh on thigh reminded me exactly who I belonged to tonight.

We were seated in the far corner. Romantic. Tucked away. Deliciously visible.

Then I saw him.

Bob.

Carrying a tray. Apron tied, face flushed.
He froze when he recognized us.
His eyes dropped to Devin’s hand on my hip. To the swell of my breasts. To the slight sheen between my thighs.

He walked over slowly, stiff and awkward.

“Hi… table for two?”
His voice cracked.

Devin didn’t even acknowledge him.
Didn’t look up. Just tapped my thigh casually and said:

“She’ll have a glass of red. Something dark.
And I want a double bourbon. Neat.”

Bob stood there a second too long. Swallowed hard.

“…Yes, sir,” he mumbled, turning quickly.

I didn’t speak to him.
Not yet.
I just smiled.
Let him walk away as Devin’s fingers slid higher under the table, tracing wet little circles against my inner thigh.



By the time the drinks arrived, I was already soaked.

Devin and I flirted like teenagers.
He kissed my neck, bit my shoulder. I giggled and whispered in his ear that I wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

He looked under the table to see my legs parted, my pussy bare and glistening.

Every time Bob walked by, his eyes couldn’t help it — they went to my cleavage, the way my nipples poked against the fabric, the way Devin leaned in like he owned me.

Then I leaned closer to Devin and said it.
Low. Slow.
Just loud enough for Bob to hear.

“I can’t wait for you to bend me over his desk again, baby.
He still doesn’t know we did that, does he?”

Devin smirked.
His hand slid between my thighs.
Bob walked by just in time to see me shudder.

He dropped the breadbasket.



Dinner blurred. I barely tasted anything.
I was dripping by the end of it.

Devin stood and stretched. Looked down at me with that lazy, dominant grin.

“Bathroom?” he asked.

I looked over at the manager’s office door.
And smiled.

“No.
I want him to see.”

I stood, pulled him by the belt, and led him straight to the staff office.
The same office Bob used daily.
The same desk where I’d bent over for Devin before — the day my husband left work early.

I pushed the door shut and locked it.

Bent over the desk.
Bob’s nameplate right in front of me.

Lifted my dress.
Spread myself wide open.

Devin didn’t hesitate.
He spat on his cock, grabbed my ass, and slammed into me with one long, brutal thrust.

“Fuuuck,” I gasped, loud. Not even trying to muffle it.

“This pussy’s soaked,” Devin growled.
SMACK. His hand cracked across my ass.

I cried out.
Gripping the desk.
Dress bunched at my waist.
His cock driving deep, fast, punishing — the desk rattling under us.

Through the door?
I could hear movement.
Footsteps.
Someone slowing down outside.
Listening.

Good.

I moaned louder.
Let him hear me beg.
Let him hear the way his wife got wrecked by a man half his age.

I screamed Devin’s name when I came — thighs trembling, pussy squeezing, desk soaked in sweat and pussy juice.



Ten minutes later, we walked out.

I was flushed, my hair a mess, lips swollen.
Cum leaking down my inner thighs.

Devin walked past Bob, who was frozen by the drink station.

And with a smirk, he said:

“You might wanna clean the desk.
Smells like pussy now.”



I didn’t even look back.

I just walked out, dripping, owned.

And smiling.


Confession #12

Name: Erin Wallace
Age: 39
City: Scottsdale, AZ



“He Waited in the Parking Lot While My Bull Fucked Me in the Gym Showers”

Damien picks me up from yoga every Thursday.
It’s our little routine — he waits out front in the car, warm tea in the cup holder, a towel in the passenger seat, ready to greet his sweaty, stretched, blissed-out wife.

But lately?

I’ve been doing something after class.

Someone.

His name is Jace.
24. All lean, glistening muscle. Deep tan from hours outdoors.
That messy hair, that smirk, and a dick so thick and long it swings in his gym shorts like it’s got its own gravity.

We started flirting between classes.
He’d glance at me while stretching, or whisper something filthy when no one else could hear.

Last week, he finally made a move.
Pulled me into the dim back hallway — pressed me against the wall, kissed me like he’d been waiting for years, and slipped a hand between my legs.

I let him feel how soaked I was.
Told him I had 20 minutes before my "ride" arrived.
He grinned. "Next time," he said, "we don’t waste a second."



Tonight? We didn’t waste a single breath.

Class ended at 8:40.
By 8:43, I was already in the steam room — towel barely wrapped around me, heart racing, skin damp, pussy aching.

Out front, Damien sat in the car, texting me his usual:

“Ready when you are ??”

I smiled. Didn’t respond.

Instead, I waited. Dripping. Trembling.

Then Jace walked in.

Shirtless. Hard.
His cock tented the towel in front of him, heavy, ready.
He didn’t say a word.

Just dropped the towel.

That cock.
Thick. Beautiful. Already leaking.
I got on my knees without hesitation.

The steam clung to our skin. I leaned in, licking sweat from his abs. I could feel his body throb under my tongue as I gripped him in both hands, stroking slow, savoring the weight and heat.

Then I took him into my mouth.

Deep. Wet. Filthy.
My mascara ran almost instantly, but I didn’t care.
I needed it.
Needed to feel him hit the back of my throat while my cunt throbbed between clenched thighs.

He grabbed my hair, pulled me off, breath heavy.

"Stand up."

I obeyed.

He bent me over the wooden bench, yanked the towel off like it offended him, and spread my ass with both hands.

“Damn, this pussy’s soaking.”

He didn’t even lube it. Just spat between my legs and slammed inside raw.

I screamed — steam swirling around us, the bench slippery under my palms, my tits slapping against the wood with every thrust.

He fucked me hard. No mercy. No time. No need for words.

Outside, Damien was still waiting patiently. Probably sipping tea. Probably thinking I was just in the shower, washing away my workout.

I moaned louder.
Not just for Jace…
For Damien.
Because I wanted him to wonder.

To feel it when I slid into the passenger seat later.
To smell another man’s cum on his wife.

I came. Violently.
My body jerked, back arched, pussy gushing around Jace’s cock.

But he wasn’t done.

He fucked me through it, gripping my hips tighter, hips pounding until I was crying into my arm.
And then…

He moaned low.
Buried himself to the hilt.
Came deep.
Thick, hot spurts flooding my cunt.

We didn’t speak.
Just breathed.

The steam room smelled like sex. Sweat. Sin.

We dressed without a word.



9:04 PM.

I walked out, towel tucked, hair a mess.

Got into Damien’s car.

He smiled. "Good workout?"

I nodded. My face flushed, legs trembling, panties filling with another man’s cum.



When we got home, I went straight to the bathroom.
Peeled off my leggings. No underwear.

"Damien, come here."

He stepped in quietly. Cage locked. Eyes hopeful.

I sat on the toilet, legs spread, cunt glistening with Jace’s load.

"Smell."

He knelt. Pressed his face between my thighs.
Breathed deep.

His eyes went wide.

“You… you fucked him.”

I smiled.

Then I leaned back.
Let my muscles relax.
Let Jace’s cum drip out — thick and wet — right in front of my husband.

“You don’t get to touch,” I said.

And he didn’t.

He just watched it ooze from the pussy he thought he owned.

And I sat there, glowing, satisfied, knowing that every Thursday…
This was our new routine.

Confession #13

Name: Elise Turner
Age: 52
City: West Palm Beach, FL



“He’s 22. I’m 52. And I’m Getting My Hair Done, Waxed, and Tightened Just to Keep His Attention — While My Husband Pays for It All.”

I wasn’t expecting this.

Not to fall this deep. Not to spiral. Not to feel like I’ve stepped into a version of myself I thought had died sometime around turning forty.

It started as curiosity. A little spark. Just a flirty smile from a boy thirty years younger than me at the café where I meet my book club every Thursday. He couldn’t have been older than 22. Lean. Golden-skinned. That kind of reckless, cocky energy that makes you blush even when you’re trying to act your age.

His name was Nathan.

He handed me my change that first day and said, “Here you go, ma’am.”

Ma’am.
I should’ve walked away. Smiled politely, gone back to my husband, Kevin — predictable, mild, asleep by ten.

But the next week?
“Morning, Miss Elise.” His lips curled just a little when he said it, like he already knew the game we hadn’t even started playing. Like he knew the power he had over me.

By the third week, he had my number.
And by midnight, I had a shirtless photo from him — abs carved like sin, tattoos coiled across his hips — and a single line:

“Is your husband asleep?”

I never answered.
I didn’t have to.

Because now?
Now I’m bent over the backseat of his shitty little car, my yoga pants pushed down, fogging the windows with moans I haven’t made in years — while my husband is at home, alone, waiting with a dinner he reheated just for me.

Nathan fucks me like I’m twenty again. Like I’m not a wife. Not a mother. Not someone who used to wear baggy sweaters and dye over the gray. I used to shrink. Hide. Keep my voice down and my desires smaller.

Now?
Now I book spa appointments. Lash lifts. Brazilian waxes. Bleach my asshole.
Not for Kevin.
For Nathan.

Because I want Nathan to stare when I walk in. I want his hands to slide down the back of my leggings when no one’s watching. I want to feel him hard through his jeans when he whispers “my favorite little cougar slut” in my ear at church… before he shoves me behind the chapel and fucks the sin out of me.

Last weekend, Kevin found the Sephora receipt.

“Two hundred dollars? For… face serum?”
He looked so confused. So clueless.

I looked him dead in the eye and said,

“That serum keeps me tight for the cock that actually makes me cum. You’re welcome.”

He didn’t speak.
He didn’t have to.

That night, Nathan came over.

I answered the door in heels, red nails sharp and new, wearing a sheer black teddy that clung to my curves like oil. Nathan took one look and smacked my ass.

“Damn, Elise. You been working out?”

I smiled.

“For you.”

He didn’t wait. Didn’t ask.
He bent me over the kitchen table — Kevin’s dinner plates still warm — and shoved himself inside me like I was his to use. My tits spilled out. My moans echoed.

And in the corner?

Kevin.
Silent.
Caged.
Stroking himself slowly, pathetically, from behind the bars I bought him last month.

When Nathan came in me, loud and deep, he laughed. Slapped my ass.

“Tell your husband to buy you another facial. You’re leaking.”

The next morning, Kevin handed me a spa gift card.

I kissed his cheek.
And went straight to get waxed.

For my bull.
For Nathan.
For me.

Confession #14

Name: Monica Blake
Age: 46
City: San Diego, CA



“He Was the First to Take Me There — While My Husband Watched”

I always said no.
Too tight.
Too scary.
Too intimate.

But lately… it’s all I think about.

It started one night while I was riding Malik. Twenty-six. Thick. Carved from stone. A slow-talking, dirty-mouthed god who always knew how to wreck me just right. He had me straddling him, hips grinding, his cock deep inside me, eyes locked on mine while his hands gripped my ass like it belonged to him.

And it did. That night, it did.

His thumb slipped between my cheeks. Bold. Unapologetic.
He pressed it gently against my tight, untouched hole.

I gasped, nearly losing rhythm.

He just grinned, lazy and wicked. “You ever been taken back here, Miss Monica?”

I shook my head. Breathless. Shaking.

His eyes lit up like Christmas morning.

That’s when I knew.

It was time.
And my husband was going to watch it happen.



The next week, I prepared the bedroom like a ritual.

Fresh sheets. Toys cleaned. Lube on the nightstand, waiting.
Candles flickered, casting low golden light across the bed.

Greg — my sweet, obedient little cuck — was already seated in his chair by the corner. Cage locked. Hands flat on his thighs. Silent. Wide-eyed.

He looked so small like that.

I stepped in wearing nothing but a black silk robe and heels. Beneath it, bare — freshly waxed, oiled, ready.

Malik followed behind me, shirtless, sweat-slick from the gym, jeans barely clinging to those carved hips. That big, beautiful cock already swelling in his pants.

I didn’t say a word. Just walked to the bed, bent over, and offered myself.

The room held its breath.

Malik moved behind me, hands on my hips, spreading me with practiced ease. He dropped to his knees.

Then I felt it — hot, wet — his spit hitting my tight virgin rim.

I shivered.

My husband moaned behind me. That soft, caged ache in his throat.

Then came Malik’s tongue.

Slow. Wet. Deliciously filthy.

He circled my hole with lazy strokes, licking and teasing like he had all the time in the world. My knees trembled. I grabbed the sheets, knuckles white.

He held my cheeks wide, spreading me open like I was his. Tongue dragging over my tight rim again… and again… until I was gasping, moaning, rocking back into him.

Humiliation burned across my skin.

My husband was watching.

Watching another man — younger, stronger — open his wife’s ass with nothing but spit and dominance.

Malik stood.

He reached for the lube — generous, practiced — slicked his thick fingers, then slid one in.

I cried out, arching. It wasn’t pain — it was pressure. Stretch. That slow, delicious burn of being taken.

“Tight as fuck,” he muttered, grinning. “You ready for this cock?”

I looked over my shoulder.

Met my husband’s eyes — locked in that beautiful mix of pain and arousal.

And whispered, “Yes.”



Malik lined up behind me, one hand gripping my hip, the other guiding his cock to my hole.

The head pressed. Insistent. Stretching.

My breath caught. My body resisted.

“Breathe, baby,” he said, voice deep and calm. “Let me in.”

I exhaled slowly… and the head popped in.

“Oh fuck,” I cried, fingers digging into the sheets.

He paused. Let me feel the stretch. The fullness.

Then he leaned over me, one hand flat on my lower back, steadying me.

“Take it. Let him watch you get stretched.”

He pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Thick. Heavy. Relentless.

My ass clenched. My thighs shook.

He didn’t stop.

Until he was buried inside me. Fully. Completely.

My hole wrapped around him like a vice, stretched open for the first time.

I moaned so loud it echoed.



He started to move.

Slow, deep strokes at first — dragging his cock in and out of my tight, trembling hole, each thrust making me cry out louder. My body writhed under him, hips grinding back, greedy for more.

Then faster. Rougher.
Making my ass bounce. Making the bed rock.
And the whole time — my husband watched. Silent. Caged. Tortured.

He whimpered when I came.

I came hard — screaming into the mattress — my first ever orgasm from anal. My whole body seized. My hole clenched around Malik’s cock like it never wanted to let go.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re milking me.”

He slammed deep, once. Twice.
And stayed there.

His cock throbbed inside me — and then I felt it.
His cum flooding my ass. Hot. Endless. Claiming.

When he pulled out, my rim gaped, stretched wide, dripping with his seed.

I turned to my husband.

Locked eyes with him.

And whispered, “Clean me.”

He dropped to his knees without hesitation.


Confession #15

Name: Valerie Rhodes
Age: 48
City: Sacramento, CA



“Two Cocks — One in My Pussy, One in My Ass — and My Husband Watched Me Take Every Inch”

I used to be the quiet one.

The housewife who wore cardigans, baked muffins, and whispered during sex. The kind of wife you’d never guess was walking around wet half the day, daydreaming about being ruined by two cocks at once.

But everything changed.

It started with one bull — Malik. Young. Hard. Always ready. His confidence lit a fire in me. The way he used me without apology made something shift deep inside. I needed more. Not just more cock… but more surrender. More filth. More watching. More everything.

It didn’t stop with Malik. I kept craving. Waking up wet. Picturing myself pinned between two men, stretched to my limits, used like a fuckdoll — while my sweet, obedient husband watched every second.

And then, one Saturday evening, I made it happen.



The moment Malik walked in, I felt it — that pulse deep in my belly. That hunger. That heat. But this time… he didn’t come alone.

Zane followed behind — taller, broader, with dark eyes and a slow grin that made my stomach clench. His presence alone made me drip.

Zane’s cock — I’d only seen it in pictures Malik had sent — was thicker, longer. I’d touched myself to it more times than I’d admit. But seeing it in person? Knowing it would be inside me soon?

I was soaked before a single word was spoken.

My husband, Greg, stood by the dresser like a good little cuck. Hands behind his back. Eyes wide with that familiar mix of awe and ache.

I didn’t speak.

I just peeled off my dress. Slowly. Silk sliding off skin. No bra. Just a black lace garter belt and heels. I met Greg’s eyes, smiled faintly, and turned — bending over the edge of the bed. My ass up. Pussy exposed. Smooth. Pink. Dripping.

“Fuck,” I heard Zane mutter.

Malik didn’t waste time. He walked up behind me and pushed into my pussy — raw, wet, deep. No teasing. No small talk. Just cock. He knew what I needed.

I moaned hard, face buried in the sheets as he slammed into me, each stroke making my ass jiggle and my nipples drag across the cold duvet. I barely had time to breathe before I felt a second presence behind me. A cooler hand gripped my hair.

Zane.

I turned my head and saw him lubing up — cock thick and heavy in his fist, gleaming, ready.

And then I felt it.

The head of his cock pressing against my asshole. Slow. Deliberate.

I gasped. My whole body tensed. Greg whimpered from across the room, his cage straining.

Zane pushed.

My back arched. “Fuuuuck—”

The sound that left my mouth wasn’t a scream. It was a shattering. A raw, primal release of shock and hunger. My tight little ass was stretching open, inch by thick inch.

I was being opened. Owned.

Malik slammed harder into my pussy.

Zane fed me more of his cock.

Two men.

Two cocks.

Both holes.

My body trembled — caught between them, used, filled. I was pinned, stretched wide around cock, bouncing between them like a human fucktoy.

My moans turned to screams.

I gushed — body shaking as I came uncontrollably, squirt gushing around Malik’s cock, thighs trembling, toes curling.

Zane slapped my ass. “She’s fucking ready,” he growled, pushing all the way in.

And then they fucked me together.

Like animals.

Like they were syncing their rhythm just to break me.

And I loved it.

My mouth hung open, drool soaking the sheets. I didn’t care. I had cock in my cunt, cock in my ass, and eyes watching from the corner — my husband, trembling, leaking inside his little cage.

They bred me like a slut.

Malik came first — groaning deep as he buried himself and spilled every drop inside my soaked pussy.

Zane followed — moaning against my spine as his cock pulsed inside my ass, hot and thick.

I collapsed onto the bed — legs trembling, both holes leaking, ruined.

And then… I turned my head.

Greg was still standing there, hard but helpless.

I licked my lips.

“Come clean mommy up.”

He dropped to his knees.

And did what he was trained to do.

He licked his wife clean. Swallowed Malik’s cum from my dripping pussy. Tongued Zane’s mess from my ass.

Every drop.

His eyes glazed.

And I… just smiled.


Confession #16

Name: Simone Vega
Age: 50
City: Santa Fe, NM



“I Made Him Rim My Ass, Lick My Bull’s Tongue, and Swallow What I Couldn’t”

There’s no coming back from what I did tonight.
And the truth?
I don’t want to.

I used to be shy. Not just sexually — physically. I hated mirrors. Turned off lights. Kept my panties on even when I was turned on. I never let anyone see me fully. Not even my husband.

But then I met Eli.

Twenty-five. Baby-faced. Cocky. And so fucking talented with his mouth that I swear he was put on this earth just to ruin women like me.

The first night, after just one kiss, he looked me dead in the eyes and said:

“I want to taste your whole body. Every inch. I want to eat you like it’s my job.”

And I let him.

Now? It’s a ritual. Thursday nights.
My husband Ryan kneels in the corner. Cage locked. Hands behind his back. Watching while a younger man turns me into something feral.

Lately, Eli’s been going lower.



Tonight, I walked into the bedroom in nothing but a short silk robe and heels. No panties. Freshly waxed. Already wet.

Eli was lying on the bed — shirtless, grinning, eyes glued to my thighs. I climbed on top of him, straddled his face, my knees on either side of his head.

I didn’t say a word to Ryan. I just looked at him, then reached back and pulled my cheeks apart.

“You’ll clean him when I’m done,” I said flatly.

Ryan whimpered.

Eli didn’t hesitate.

His hands gripped my ass, spreading me open, and his tongue dove right between my cheeks.

No warm-up.

No mercy.

Just filthy, focused, wet worship.

He licked my asshole like it was the center of the fucking universe. Circling. Pressing. Flicking. Flicking again. The tip of his tongue pushed into my tight rim as his nose rubbed my drenched, swollen pussy.

I screamed.

Back arched. Hands gripping the headboard. My hips rocked like I was riding cock — but it was just his tongue, fucking me, coaxing my hole open as I leaked down his chin.

Every flick sent shockwaves through my gut. I felt possessed. Used. Fed upon.

And I loved it.

My pussy throbbed. My rim twitched. I was soaking Eli’s mouth like a sloppy fountain.

I came. Hard.

A full-body gush. Trembling. Breathing in ragged moans as my cunt released and my ass pulsed against his face, his tongue still inside me, determined to make it last.

When I finally slid off him — thighs slick, holes twitching — I didn’t need to look to know Ryan was dying to serve.

“Lick his face clean,” I said softly.

Ryan crawled forward. Obedient. Shaking. Face flushed red as he leaned into Eli and began to lick.

He started at the jaw. Moved to the chin. His tongue dragged across Eli’s lips, over his nose, across his cheeks.

He tasted my cum. My ass. Eli’s spit.

And when Eli opened his mouth — Ryan didn’t hesitate. He licked the inside too.



Eli stood up. His cock was hard. Thick. The head glistened with precum, dripping slow and heavy.

I grabbed Ryan by the back of the head. Held him still.

Then I dropped to my knees and sucked Eli deep — wet, loud, messy. I wanted Ryan to hear every gag, every moan, every slurp.

I pulled off with a pop… then turned.

“You can swallow what I miss.”

I shoved Eli’s cock into Ryan’s mouth.

Ryan gagged. But he took it.

Eli groaned, fingers buried in Ryan’s hair.

And then he came.

Hot. Thick. Right down Ryan’s throat.

I watched my husband flinch.

Then swallow.

No hesitation.

Because that’s what happens when you let another man explore you deeper, lick you lower, and make you cum harder than your husband ever could.


Confession #17

Name: Marissa Hale
Age: 47
City: New Orleans, LA



“I Put a Leash on My Husband and Took My Bull in the Park”

He used to be the man in control.

The one who made the decisions. Who held the car keys. Who told me what to wear, how to act, what not to say.

Now?

He follows me through public parks on his hands and knees, wearing a pink leather leash, while I get bred in front of strangers.

And he thanks me for the privilege.



It was Saturday. Warm. Sunny. The kind of day made for families and joggers and iced coffee.

I wore a long, black sundress. Flowy. Thin straps. No bra. No panties. The kind of dress that whispers freedom, but hides filth.

Daniel — my husband — crawled beside me. Mask on. Collar snug. Leash clipped.

He carried my bag in his mouth. Like a trained little pet.

Not many people noticed. Or maybe they did and just looked away. Either way, I didn’t care.

Because I wasn’t there for them.

I was there for Jordan.

Twenty-six. Ex-college ball player. Thick thighs, bigger ego, and the kind of cock that makes you see stars. I’d been using him for three months — on hotel beds, backseats, kitchen counters.

Today?

It was the park.



We walked along the trail until we found a little cutaway — behind a wall of hedges, shaded and half-secluded. A single bench stood in the clearing. Quiet. Private enough. Just risky enough.

I turned to Jordan and whispered, “I’m soaked already.”

He smirked. Reached down. Unzipped.

His cock was already hard.

No foreplay.

No hesitation.

He lifted my leg and shoved himself deep inside me.

I gasped — hand flying to my mouth, eyes wide, spine arching as that thick cock filled me raw. The stretch. The shock. The heat. It was perfect.

My dress stayed on, bunched at the hips. My tits bounced freely underneath. His hands gripped my thighs, his hips slamming forward. Over and over. Hard. Fast.

I clung to his shoulders, biting back moans. My pussy squelched with every thrust, wetter than it should’ve been — because I wanted my husband to hear it.

And he did.

Daniel knelt beside the bench, silent, watching. His mask hid the tears, but I could hear the soft whimper in his breathing. He didn’t dare touch himself.

He just watched as I got used.

I looked down at him. Smiled.

“You watching this, leash-boy?”

He nodded — a small, shameful nod.

I turned back and whispered to Jordan, “Harder. Faster. Breed me like he never could.”

And he did.

He grunted, shoved deeper, held me tight as he growled in my ear — then came hard. His cock throbbed inside me, flooding my pussy with thick, hot cum.

I stood up slowly. Legs shaky. Dress falling back into place.

The cum ran down my inner thigh. Warm. Sticky. Unashamed.

I pointed at the ground.

“You know what to do.”

Daniel didn’t hesitate.

He crawled forward, tongue out, and licked me clean.

Every slow drip.

He licked from my knee upward, collecting Jordan’s cum, my wetness, the sweat of sex on skin.

Jordan zipped up. Adjusted his pants.

And walked away without looking back.



My husband followed me on his knees all the way to the car.

Not a word spoken.

Just the leash. The mess. The ache in his eyes.

And the thick reminder that once a woman knows what she deserves — there's no going back.

Name: Desiree Quinn
Age: 45
City: Las Vegas, NV



“He Fucked Me With the Hotel Door Open — and Let Strangers Watch”

It was supposed to be just him and me.

That was the plan.

But the truth is… I didn’t want it to be just us.
Not anymore. Not after the way Cruz touches me.



We met three weeks ago at a beach bar just off the coast — the kind of place where shirts are optional and bad decisions taste like lime and salt.

He was barely twenty-two.
Lean. Tattooed. Built like a swimmer with a cocky smile and a look in his eyes that said he knew exactly what he was doing to older women.

And he had no fucking idea how dangerous that was — for someone like me.

Married. Stable. Repressed.
Until him.

We hooked up twice.

Quick fucks. Fast. Hot. Sloppy. His tongue in my mouth, his hand between my legs, his cock buried deep before I even had time to feel guilty.

The third time?

He didn’t even ask.
Just texted:

“Book a hotel room. Strip. Under my name.”

I booked it.

I shaved smooth.
Packed a single dress.
Skipped the bra. Forgot the panties.

And my husband?

He drove me there.

In silence.



We pulled into the valet at 6:12 p.m.

My husband — Jim — didn’t say a word. He handed the keys to the valet. He didn’t even turn to look at me. Just clenched his jaw, like he always does when his cock’s straining in that little metal cage I keep locked on him.

Cruz met us at the lobby elevator.

White T-shirt. Low jeans. That same grin — the one that made me wet the first night we met.

No “Hi.”
No small talk.

Just a swipe of the keycard and a nod.

When we reached the room, he turned to Jim and said, flatly:

“You don’t come in. You don’t knock. You wait for me to call you.”

And then?
He handed him another keycard.
Like a doorman. Like a pet.

And pulled me inside by the wrist.



The room was cold. The bed was still made. Curtains drawn. But Cruz didn’t waste a second.

He threw me down onto the bed like I was his already — like he owned me — and said:

“Strip.”

I stood up. Slid the dress over my shoulders. Let it pool around my ankles.

No panties. No bra. Just my body.

I watched his eyes darken.
He didn’t take off his shirt.
Didn’t kiss me.
Didn’t say a thing.

Just pushed his jeans down far enough to free his cock — already hard, already leaking — and climbed onto the bed.

“Door stays open,” he said. “Let anyone walk in and see what a married slut you are.”

I froze.

Just for half a second.

Then I looked up at him. At that face. That cock. That power.

And whispered:

“Yes.”



He grabbed my ankles and shoved my legs up.
Bent me open.
Lined up.

And fucked me raw.

No warm-up. No foreplay. Just cock — thick, angry, slamming into my soaked cunt like it was his.

I screamed.

The door was still open.

He spit on my tits.
Slapped my face — not hard, just enough.
Called me a slut. A whore. A cock-hungry bitch.

And I fucking loved it.

My pussy was dripping. My moans echoed down the hallway. I heard keys jingling. Footsteps. Laughter.

And still… he didn’t stop.

If anything, he fucked me harder.



At one point, I saw a shadow pause in the hallway — just beyond the cracked-open door.

Someone was watching.

My tits were bouncing. My pussy was stretched open and stuffed full of raw cock. I was crying out into the sheets. And someone… was watching it all.

Cruz noticed too.

He didn’t stop.
He grinned.

“Yeah, you wanna see this pussy get used? She’s married, bro. Her husband’s out there jerking off in the car.”

And then he flipped me over.

Face down. Ass up.

I gasped — felt him press against my back hole.

“First time?” he asked, casually.

I nodded.

Didn’t say no.

Didn’t say anything.

Just arched my back.

And let him take it.



He spit on my rim. Pushed slow at first. Then harder.

My eyes watered. My fingers clawed at the hotel pillows. My ass burned — tight and raw — but I wanted it.

Because it was his.

My pussy gushed — untouched — dripping onto the hotel sheets as he fed his cock inch by inch into my asshole.

And then he came.

Not on my tits.

Not on my face.

Not inside my pussy.

He came deep in my ass — grunting, growling, his cock pulsing, his fingers digging into my hips as I lay there shaking.

The door?

Still open.



I didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

I just lay there — face down, body limp, ass gaped and leaking, hair tangled, pussy twitching, breath ragged.

Cruz stood up.

Pulled his jeans up.

Grabbed his phone.

And texted one word:

“Clean-up time.”
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“He Fucked My Ass and Then Forced My Husband to Lick His Load Out”

It was never supposed to go this far.

But when you give yourself over to a younger man — when you let him fuck you rougher, harder, and deeper than your husband ever dared — eventually, you lose control.

And honestly?

That’s what makes it so fucking perfect.

Jett is 22. Thick. Cocky. A complete fucking menace. He smokes weed in my kitchen, calls me “Ma’am” in public and “bitch” in bed, and uses my body like he bought a lifetime subscription to it.

Last night, he showed up late — no warning — smelling like sweat, cologne, and trouble. That combination that gets my knees weak and my hole twitching.

Tom was already kneeling at the edge of the bed. Sheer robe. His little metal cage locked snug around his cock. Hands on his thighs. Silent. Waiting for permission to speak.

I didn’t say a word.

Didn’t even glance his way.

I just bent over the bed and spread my cheeks.

Jett didn’t hesitate. He stepped up behind me, spit thick and hot on my exposed hole, then dragged a slick finger over it — slow, teasing, cruel.

Then he pushed in. No warning. No buildup. Just buried a finger straight into my ass.

I gasped.

“Oh fuck—”

He smirked behind me. “First time back here?”

I shook my head, breathless. “With you, yes.”

He chuckled. “Hope your little cuck’s ready to clean up the mess.”

Then he replaced his finger with something much thicker. Hot. Hard. Demanding.

And slammed into me.

Brutal.

Relentless.

Gripping my hips, fucking my ass open with zero mercy — each thrust a punishment, a promise, a claim.

The sheets bunched in my fists. My face buried into the mattress as he split me open. My moans became screams. My body rocked forward with every thrust.

And Tom?

He whimpered in the corner. His cage straining. Cheeks flushed. Hands trembling.

“You watching your wife get her ass wrecked, little man?” Jett barked, not slowing down. “This is how she should’ve been fucked from day one.”

He smacked my ass. Hard. Again. Again. My skin stung, my eyes watered — and I came. Hard. Full-body shuddering, squirting onto the sheets, my cunt untouched. My ass quivering as it milked every inch of him.

And then it happened.

Jett growled, slammed deep, and emptied his load inside me.

Hot.

Thick.

Relentless.

He stayed buried for a moment, cock twitching, hips pressed flush against my ass. Then, slowly, he pulled out.

I was gaping.

Leaking.

Ruined.

My chest heaved. My thighs trembled. I felt used. Owned. Claimed.

And it felt fucking divine.

Then I turned my head. Locked eyes with Tom.

“Go on,” I said softly. Commandingly.

He blinked. “M-Ma’am…”

“Go. Lick it out.”

Tom crawled forward on his knees. Obedient. Ashamed. Horny.

He hesitated — just for a second.

Jett didn’t wait.

He grabbed the back of Tom’s head. “Clean. It. Bitch. You wanna be her husband? Then you clean up after me.”

Tom leaned in.

Tongue out.

And slowly, trembling, he licked around my gaping hole — tasting the mess Jett left inside me. He groaned. The sound vibrating against my skin. Then again, deeper this time, tongue pushing in, licking out what he could.

I moaned — not from pleasure, but from the sheer power of it.

Tom lapped it up.

Sucked on my rim like it was his job.

Jett stood tall above him, arms crossed, nodding in approval.

When it was done, I sat up, legs spread, still leaking.

“Now thank him,” I said.

Tom looked up, his lips shiny, his voice small.

“Thank you, sir… for letting me taste your cum.”

Jett just laughed.

And I?

I smiled.

Because I was no longer just a wife.

I was a filthy, ruined, properly claimed whore — with a new man in charge.

And Tom?
He was just the maid.
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“He Fucked My Ass in the Car While My Husband Was Grocery Shopping — Then I Made Him Clean Me Right There in the Parking Lot”

A lazy afternoon. Grocery run. The kind of married routine we never questioned.

The list was short — almond milk, bananas, eggs.

Ted offered to run in. Sweet. Oblivious. Still playing the good husband.

What he didn’t know?

I had already texted Alek.

Twenty-two. All swagger and sweat. A sharp jawline, a permanent smirk, and a cock thicker than any man twice his age. He was trouble in a hoodie — and I was already addicted.

When we pulled into the store lot, Ted gave me a quick smile and stepped out, shutting the door with a casual, “Be back in ten.”

I didn’t answer.

Because Alek was already in the backseat — hidden behind tinted glass, hoodie up, jeans bulging.

The moment Ted disappeared into the store, Alek slid into the front seat like he’d done it a hundred times.

“You ready?” he asked, licking his thumb — his other hand already stroking himself through his jeans.

I looked around. The parking lot was semi-busy. A few couples. A mom wrangling her kid into a stroller. Nothing too close.

I didn’t care.

I hiked my skirt up, moved my thong aside, and bent over the center console like a bitch in heat.

“You know where it goes,” I whispered.

He didn’t waste time.

Alek spit thick on my hole, smeared it with his thumb, and pressed the tip of his cock against me.

The stretch was instant. Violent. Delicious.

“F-fuck—” I hissed, clutching the dash, my nails digging in as my tight little ass opened around him.

He grunted behind me, both hands gripping my hips like handles.

And then he started moving.

In broad daylight. In our family SUV. Alek fucked my ass like he was claiming a parking spot — deep, rude strokes that shoved my body forward against the steering wheel.

Each thrust slammed my cheeks against his thighs. The SUV rocked subtly with the rhythm.

I moaned into the horn — which let out short, panicked bleats every time my body lunged forward.

Sweat bloomed between my shoulder blades.

My ass burned.

My pussy throbbed untouched.

His cock was so thick, I could feel every vein drag against my rim.

“You love this shit, don’t you?” he growled. “Bent over the dashboard like a fucking bitch.”

I moaned something that wasn’t even a word.

Because I was coming — without a single touch to my clit. My ass clenched around him, juices dripping down my inner thighs. My vision blurred.

But Alek wasn’t done.

He slammed deeper. Harder. Until I was sobbing into the leather.

And then… he came.

Hot. Full. A thick load dumped straight into my ass.

He held me there, impaled, twitching, his breath hot against my neck.

Then — just as casually — he pulled out.

I stayed bent over the console, leaking, my thighs shaking, my hole still wide open and pulsing.

And that’s when I heard the click.

The doors.

Ted.

He opened the backseat with a couple of grocery bags in hand, paused mid-step — and froze.

His eyes darted to Alek zipping up his pants, then to me — still bent over the front seat, skirt up, ass glistening and leaking a stranger’s cum.

Alek didn’t say much.

Just smirked and stepped out of the car.

“She’s ready for you,” he said coolly. “Better not let it drip on the leather.”

Then he walked off, lighting a cigarette, not even glancing back.

Ted got in slowly. Quiet. The bags rustled as he set them down.

I didn’t look at him.

I just spread my legs wider and whispered, “Clean it. Now.”

He hesitated — only for a breath — then unbuckled, climbed into the backseat, and crawled between my thighs.

His face was pale. Eyes wide. But his tongue was out before I said another word.

And in a quiet grocery store parking lot — with people pushing carts just a few feet away — my husband pressed his mouth to my filthy, leaking fartbox.

I kept my eyes straight ahead.

Watched an old couple load tomatoes into their trunk.

Smiled.

And let my husband taste my mischief.

Because there’s nothing sweeter than letting him know exactly who I belong to now.
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“I’m Still His Wife on Paper — But I Secretly Married My Bull Weeks Ago”

I still wear my ring.

Still kiss Nathan on the cheek when he leaves for work. Still send him sweet texts. Still let him believe I’m his.

But the truth?

I haven’t belonged to him in months.

Not since Kellan.
Twenty-four. Tall. Dark. Thick. Unapologetically dominant.

He didn’t just fuck me.

He unraveled me.

Made me feel like a woman again — not a wife, not a caretaker, not a compromise.
But a prize.

It started with sex. Then came the rules. The control. The bruises. The obedience.

And then, one humid night in New Orleans, on a rooftop overlooking the French Quarter — he dropped to one knee.

No roleplay.

No teasing.

A real fucking ring.

“Be mine,” he said. Voice low. Serious. “All mine.”

And I said yes.

We flew to Vegas the next morning. Quiet ceremony. No flowers. No friends. No Nathan.

Just me, a white lace dress that barely covered my thighs… and the man who makes me cum with his cock and his voice.

Now?

I’m married to both.

Kellan takes my body.
Nathan still pays the mortgage.

I let Nathan believe it’s just “a phase.” Just “cuckold exploration.”
That Kellan is just a bull. That it’s all consensual fantasy.

But last night?

I broke the illusion wide open.

We were in bed — the three of us. Nathan kneeling, caged, naked. I was already breathless under Kellan, legs spread wide, thrown over his shoulders as he pounded into me deep and raw.

The sound of our bodies slapping filled the room.

Nathan’s eyes were wet. His mouth open, but silent.

Kellan looked down at me, sweat glistening on his chest, that cruel, satisfied smirk on his face.

“Tell him,” he growled. “Tell him who your real husband is.”

I looked down at Nathan.

Trembling.

Locked.

Destroyed.

And I whispered — soft, but deadly clear:

“This is my husband now.”

Kellan slammed deeper. I arched up, screaming — a raw, throat-ripping sound.

“Yes, husband! Fuck me! Yes!”

And then… he came.

Hard. Loud. Possessive. Claiming me from the inside out.

I shook under him, crying out, pinned and stuffed full of his cum.

Nathan sobbed.

And I pulled him forward gently, almost tenderly.

Kissed him on the forehead.

And whispered, “Be a good ex. Clean up for my man.”

He crawled forward.

Tears falling.

Tongue out.

And started licking his replacement’s cum from my dripping, stretched cunt — while Kellan lit a cigarette and watched.
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“My Young Black Bull Knocked Me Up — and I’m Keeping His Baby While My Husband Watches My Belly Grow”

We weren’t even supposed to do it raw.

That was the rule.
The one rule.

But rules fall apart when you let a man like Darius between your legs.

Twenty-four.
Beautiful. Black as Coal

Cock as a Coke Can.

Reckless.
Built like a walking breeding machine.

That cock isn’t just big — it’s alive. Thick, veiny, heavy. It pulses with purpose, like it knows what it was made for. Like it wants to breed.

And when he slides that monster between my thighs?

I forget every promise I ever made.

Rob — my husband — can barely keep his cage on straight when he sees it. The way it swings. The way it stands. The way it stretches me. He trembles just watching.

The night it happened, I already knew.

I was ovulating.
I could feel it — that primal ache deep inside, my body begging to be filled. Not just fucked.

Bred.

I bent over the bed, bare and slick, my hands gripping the edge like I already knew what was coming.

Darius moved behind me, calm but hungry. He spread my cheeks wide, and I moaned the moment the blunt head of his cock touched my dripping entrance.

“Condom?” he asked, pausing — just barely.

I turned my head and looked at Rob.

He was kneeling by the wall, caged, collared, trembling. Silent.

Our eyes met.

And I said:
“No. Give it to me raw. I want your baby.”

Rob flinched.

But Darius didn’t.

He slammed inside me.
Bare. Thick. Buried to the base.

I screamed — not in pain, not in shock — but in pure, animal surrender.

He fucked me like a man possessed. Like it was his job. Like I was his bitch in heat.

Hands gripping my hips tight, hips slapping against my ass, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back.

My body rocked with every thrust.

I came once — then again — my legs buckling under me.

And Rob?

He knelt.
Watching.
Crying.

Then Darius leaned forward, his breath hot on my neck, and whispered:

“You ready to be a black bull’s baby mama, ma’am?”

My voice was already breaking.

But I managed to moan:
“Breed me.”

And he did.

His thrusts slowed, deepened, grounded.

He let out a low, feral growl as he emptied himself inside me — staying deep, making sure it took.

I felt it — every thick, hot pulse filling my womb. More than I could hold.

When he finally pulled out, I stayed bent over the bed.

Legs shaking.
Pussy leaking.
Used. Owned. Full.

Rob crawled forward on command, tongue out.

And licked up the mess.

That was three months ago.

Today?

I’m pregnant.

Two positive tests.
Confirmed by ultrasound.
Heartbeat strong.
Growth healthy.

It’s his. Darius’s. Not Rob’s. Never Rob’s.

I still wear Rob’s ring. Still sit beside him at dinner. Still let him rub my feet after OB appointments like a doting husband.

But I know.
I know.

What’s growing inside me isn’t just a baby. It’s proof.

Darius’s blood. Darius’s future.

Sometimes he comes over now and fucks me slow — careful, but firm. His hand resting on my rounder belly.

He kisses the skin and whispers:

“That’s mine in there, baby. He gonna come out strong.”

And then he thrusts deeper.

Rob kisses my belly too.
Whispers his love.
Talks about names.

But we both know…

He’s not the father.
He’s just the help.
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“He Got Me Pregnant at 46 — and I Love That Everyone Knows It’s Not My Husband’s”

I didn’t even think I could still get pregnant.

Not at forty-six. Not after two decades of cycles and IUDs and, eventually, indifference.
Sex with Bill had turned into something quiet. Polite. Predictable.
My body had stopped feeling like a woman’s — and started feeling like a routine.

But then I met Tyrell.

Twenty-five.
Black.
Tall as sin.
Built like his body was carved out of want — and hung like he was born to ruin women like me.

The first time he pushed that thick cock inside me, I actually cried. It hurt. It stretched. It shocked something alive in me.
And then I came so hard, I begged for it again that same night. Same position. No shame.

Bill thought it was just a phase.

A kink. A midlife distraction.

“Let her play,” he said to his friends. “She’ll come back to me.”

He didn’t know I’d come back pregnant.

It happened on a Tuesday.

Tyrell came over “just to visit.”

I wore a thin robe — no bra, no panties, just dripping before he even touched me. The robe clung to my curves. My breasts felt heavier than usual. My pussy was already wet from the anticipation.

He cornered me in the kitchen. Bent me over the counter like I was nothing but his personal bitch. Pulled my hips back with one hand, held me open with the other.

And paused.

“Still on the pill?” he asked, cock hard and heavy against my entrance.

I looked back at him, dead in the eyes.

“No.”

His smile spread slow.

“Then I’m giving you a baby.”

And just like that — he did.

He drove into me raw.
No condom.
No mercy.
Just hot, dominant fucking, deep and deliberate — the kind that shakes the soul.

I came hard — twice. My nails scraped the counter. My moans were hoarse. His cock stretched me to the edge of breaking.

And then…

He groaned.

Thrust once.
Twice.
Stayed deep.

And I felt it.

Hot, thick, pulsing cum flooding my womb. Shot after shot. So much I could feel it leaking out even as he kept spilling more.

That was nine weeks ago.

Now?

I’m pregnant.

The ultrasound showed a healthy heartbeat.
My OB smiled and said, “Looks perfect.”
And all I could think was: Of course he is. He’s Tyrell’s.

When I told Bill, he went pale.

Voice cracking.
Hands shaking.

He asked me, “Are you… keeping it?”

I laughed.

“Keeping it? I’m showing it off.”

Now I wear tight dresses that hug the bump. Post selfies from side angles. Let the neighbors see. Let my hips swing wider when I walk.

I send Tyrell photos when the baby kicks.
Sometimes he comes over, puts his hand on my stomach, and fucks me slow, like he’s worshipping what he made.

Whispering, “That’s mine in there, baby. And I’m not done with you yet.”

And Bill?

He sleeps in the guest room now.

Sometimes I let him rub lotion on my belly while I video call Tyrell — legs spread, pussy dripping, belly round and high, Tyrell’s voice in my ear while my husband moisturizes the skin his replacement filled.

Because this body?

This life?

It’s not Bill’s anymore.

I belong to my bull now.

And so does the future growing inside me.
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“He Took One Look at Me — and Turned a Prim Southern Wife Into His Cum-Hungry Animal”

For most of my life, I was what people call… respectable.

A teacher. A homeowner. A PTA committee chair.
Church on Sundays. Hemlines below the knee. Quiet dinners with my boring, soft-spoken husband of 19 years.

I didn’t own a vibrator. I didn’t fantasize. I certainly didn’t degrade myself.

I didn’t even say shit. Now, I am so shameless, I comfortably take a dump in front of my lover while he smooches me.

This happened after  I met Tyson.

I was volunteering at the library downtown. He was there for a GED program. 23. Tall. Black. Lanky but defined — like an athlete who doesn’t need to prove shit. Loose gray sweats that left nothing to the imagination.

He looked me up and down when I handed him a folder.

And then — God help me — he smirked.

“You ever been with a real man, Miss Maggie?”

I blushed. Laughed awkwardly.

He leaned in, whispered, “You look like you taste clean. You married?”

I should’ve walked away.

Instead, I went into the supply room.
And let him follow me.

He kissed me hard. Rough. One hand on my throat, the other under my skirt.

“Shaved, huh?” he growled. “I bet your husband hasn’t tasted this in years.”

And then he slid two fingers inside me.

I came. Standing up. Fully clothed.
From fingers and filth.

That night, I invited him to my classroom after hours.

He bent me over the teacher’s desk.
Pulled out the biggest cock I’ve ever seen in my life — long, thick, gorgeous — and pushed it in slowly.
No condom. No questions.

I was shaking. Eyes rolled back.
My perfect little Southern pussy stretched to its limit, slick and gushing around that thick black cock.

“You wanna be bred, Miss Maggie?” he growled.

I whimpered, “Breed me.”

And he did.

No condom. No pulling out. Just a raw, hot flood of cum deep in my married cunt.

I lay there after, legs spread, his load leaking down my thighs — soaked in shame and soaked in need.

And yes... I took the pill the next morning.

But the way I hesitated before swallowing it…
The way I ran my fingers through my soaked panties before I tossed them in the laundry…
The way I kissed my husband’s cheek that night while still smelling like another man…

I think I already knew I was never going back.



That was three months ago.

Since then?

I’ve changed.

Tyson made me eat his ass.
Then he eats my ass with liberal servings of Nutella in my butthole. 
He pisses on me in the shower. Once hesitant, I gladly open my mouth for the steady water form his black hose. 
He calls me his “milky white breedmare.”
He slaps my pussy until I squirt.
Spits in my mouth and tells me to hold it.
He rims my butthole and doesn’t flinch when I fart. In fact,  he calls it his private musk.

He makes me lick his armpits, I call that my aphrodisiac.

I never imaged I would be this nasty with my husband.

And the worst part?

I fucking love it.

I crave the smell.
I crave the shame.
I crave him.

He calls my husband “paperweight.”

Sometimes he fucks me in our kitchen while my husband watches from the floor.

Sometimes he makes my husband kiss my feet while Tyson dumps a second load inside me in the same hour.

I used to bake muffins for church.

Now I wear a vibrating butt plug to brunch and giggle every time it buzzes.

Tyson ruined me.

And I’ve never felt more free.
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“I Let a 23-Year-Old Fuck Me in My Husband’s Office Chair — And Made Him Watch from the Floor”

I’m the kind of woman men open doors for.

Tailored pencil skirts. Tight bun. Louboutin heels clicking confidently across polished floors.
That poised, unreachable elegance people whisper about but don’t dare touch.

The kind of woman you don’t associate with getting spit on, pinned down, and bred like a bitch.

But the truth is…

I’m not that woman anymore.

Not since Evan.

He was twenty-three.
An intern at my husband’s tech firm.
Quiet. Always lurking at the edge of the break room when I dropped off Dawson’s lunch.
Eyes low. Voice soft. Watching me like he could see right through the silk blouse and the fake smiles.

Until one afternoon, he pulled me aside in the hallway.

Leaned in.

And said ten words that shattered everything:

“You look like you don’t get fucked right.”

That was it.

Just that.

I didn’t say anything. Didn’t slap him. Didn’t laugh.

I stared.

And then I gave him my number.



That night, I told Dawson I was going to yoga.
He kissed my cheek. Told me not to push myself.
I drove to Evan’s place instead.

Two hours later, I came home with cum running down my thighs, sore between my legs, still shaking from the way he stretched me open and made me scream his name.

I didn’t even try to lie.

Two nights later, I looked Dawson in the eye and told him the truth.

“I’m fucking someone else.”

He blinked. Jaw clenched. But said nothing.

“He’s younger. And better.”

Still, nothing.

Then I asked, plain and cruel:

“Wanna see what real sex looks like?”



The next evening, we were in Dawson’s office.

I was bent over his desk — the one he used to write out paychecks and manage employee benefits. My heels dug into the floor, my ass bare, my pussy already wet.

Evan stood behind me.
Shirt off. Belt hanging. Cock hard and thick enough to make my breath catch.

Dawson sat tied up in the corner.
Mouth gagged.
His own damn chair.
His wedding ring still on.

Evan didn’t say much.

He just spit on my pussy, gripped my hips, and pushed in.

Slow. Stretching. Brutal.

“Fffuck—” I gasped, grabbing the desk as his cock slid in inch by inch, filling me more than I’d ever been filled.

Then he started to move.

Hard.

My heels scraped.
My mouth hung open.
My tits bounced beneath my silk blouse with every violent thrust.

I came. Twice.

Dawson just sat there, trembling, sweat on his brow, watching the love of his life get destroyed by a boy who hadn't even turned 24.

I looked back at him, hair sticking to my face, lips swollen, voice hoarse:

“You see this? That’s what a real man feels like.”

Evan grunted. Bent me down deeper.
Balls smacking against me.
Slapping sounds echoing in the room like applause.

Then he came.
Raw. Deep. Full.

Right inside me.

In Dawson’s office.
While Dawson watched.

I didn’t flinch. Didn’t wipe it.

I stood up slowly, legs shaking, pussy leaking down my thighs.

Walked right over to Dawson.
Straddled him.
Lifted my skirt.
Pressed my used cunt to his lap.

“Clean it.”

He whimpered. Nodded.

And opened his mouth.
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“I Was Prim, Proper, and Married — Until a 24-Year-Old Black Bull Turned Me Into His Cum-Dripping Hotwife”

I used to be the perfect wife.

Tailored dresses.
Smooth chignon.
Polite smiles.
No cursing. No dirty talk.
Sex once a week — in the dark, under the covers, missionary only.

I made my husband’s lunch every morning and laid his clothes out at night. I ironed his shirts with lavender spray. I refilled the cookie jar. I kept my legs crossed and my voice soft.

My world was tidy.
Predictable.
Empty.

Until I met Tariq.

He came to repaint our neighbor’s fence.
Twenty-four.
Lanky but strong — that wiry, raw kind of strength that doesn’t come from the gym.
Deep brown skin. Hands that looked too rough to hold porcelain, too steady to care about anyone’s comfort.

And a smile.
Lazy. Confident. Like he already knew what I looked like on my knees.

He called me “ma’am” when we first spoke.
Then “Miss Evelyn.”
Then, casually, “Eve.”

One afternoon, I brought him lemonade. It was hot. I was sweating, trying to be ladylike.

He looked me up and down — no shame — cock outlined in those faded basketball shorts.

Then he said,
“You always this uptight… or just bored?”

I laughed. Tried to brush it off.

But that night?

I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The next day, I did something I’d never done before.
I bent over in the garden — on purpose. No panties. Tight skirt. Watering a plant that didn’t need watering.

Tariq walked up behind me.

Didn’t say a word.

He just reached down, slid his hand up my bare thigh, under my skirt… and found my pussy dripping.

Still, he didn’t kiss me.

Didn’t ask permission.

He grabbed the back of my head and shoved his cock down my throat right there, against the side of the house.

I gagged, gasping around it.

He growled,
“Good girl.”

And I came in my panties.



That was the beginning.

Now?

I’m addicted.

He fucks me raw in his car outside the grocery store.
He drags me into gas station bathrooms and bends me over the sink.
He calls me his “married bitch” and spits in my mouth.

He pisses on me in hotel showers while I whimper “thank you.”

He slaps me until I cry — then fucks my ass until I’m moaning louder than I ever did in missionary.

My husband?

He knows.

He watched the night Tariq came over, put a leash around my neck, bent me over the couch, and fucked my throat so deep I blacked out.

When I woke up, I was on my knees.

I licked the cum off Tariq’s cock and whispered,
“Thank you, Daddy.”

Then I looked over at Greg.

Pointed.

And said:

“Your turn.”

Greg crawled over, naked, silent, and obedient.

I held his head down while he licked Tariq’s balls clean.



I’m not that woman anymore.

I wear plugs in public.
I call my bull when I’m ovulating.
I beg to be bred.

I squirt on command.

I wear my shame like perfume.

I used to blush at the word “cock.”

Now?

I write it on the mirror in lipstick after he finishes inside me.

Confession #27

Name: Charlotte Winslow
Age: 46
City: Charleston, SC



“My College-Aged Personal Trainer Turned Me Into His Slut… While My Husband Paid for It”

I was the PTA president.
The neighborhood hostess.
Married 22 years to a sweet, boring, predictable man.
We had joint calendars. Two golden retrievers. And missionary sex on birthdays — if we remembered.

Then my doctor said I should "stay active during menopause."
So my husband hired a personal trainer to “keep me motivated.”

Enter Jaylen — 22, ex-college athlete, shirt always drenched in sweat, cock always half-hard in those tight joggers.
He called me "Mrs. Winslow" for about two sessions.

Then it became “Miss Charlotte.”
Then just... “Charlotte.”

Then one day during stretching, his hands lingered.
He looked me dead in the eyes and whispered:

"Your pussy’s tighter than any of the girls I’ve fucked lately."

I gasped. Said nothing.

Next session? I wore yoga pants with no panties.

He bent me over the weight bench. Didn’t even lock the door.
He shoved my face down, yanked my waistband, and growled,
“You’re mine now, bitch.”

And I moaned yes.



Now?

He comes over every morning while my husband’s at work —
Except now my husband stays to watch.

Jaylen makes me say it.

“I’m your old white slut. My pussy is yours now.”

He ties my hair in a ponytail with his gym socks.
Makes me suck him before I even say hello.
Slaps my face if I gag.
Calls me a "fucking wife-whore" as he chokes me out and pounds my ass.

My husband?

He jerks off in the corner while Jaylen nut after nut dumps inside me raw —
Then licks my stretched-out holes clean after.

And the worst part?

I make him.



Last week, Jaylen brought a friend.
Said, “She’s ready.”
My husband tried to protest.

I turned to him and said,

“Good cuckolds don’t interrupt bulls.”

Then I got spit-roasted on our living room couch, ass in the air, mascara running, while Jaylen filmed it all.

My life used to be PTA meetings and Sunday potlucks.

Now?

I’m passed around by men young enough to be my sons while my husband watches, weeping and hard.

I don’t just crave it now.
I need it.
The humiliation.
The filth.
The ownership.


?? Confession #28

Name: Danielle Monroe
Age: 45
City: Seattle, WA



“It Started as a Fantasy. Now My Husband Watches Other Men Use Me.”

I’ve been married 17 years.

We love each other.
But the passion faded.
You know the kind of marriage where everything’s fine — not broken, just... dull?

No real intimacy. No spontaneity.
Just habit.

Then one night, a little drunk, my husband admitted something during sex.

“Sometimes I think about you... with other men.”

I laughed at first. Thought he was joking.

He wasn’t.

He told me it turned him on — the idea of sharing me.
Not in a rough, degrading way. Just… watching.
Knowing someone else made me come.

I didn’t understand it. But the next week, I brought it up again.

We started talking.
Then fantasizing.

We’d have sex while he whispered things like:

“Imagine him touching you there.”
“Would you let him watch you undress?”

And it worked.



It took months before we did anything real.

We joined a discreet site.
Met Caleb — 28, respectful, confident, clear about boundaries.

We had coffee first. Nothing sexual.
Then dinner another night. I wore a tighter dress than usual.

The tension was undeniable.
He kissed me in the parking lot, and I moaned.

My husband watched from the car.
Later that night, we had the hardest sex we’d had in years.



The first time Caleb came over, we had rules:

	No penetration. 
	My husband would just watch. 


That lasted 20 minutes.

Caleb kissed me, undressed me, fingered me slow and deep while my husband sat on the armchair, breathing hard.

I looked at him and said,

“I want more.”

He nodded.

Caleb fucked me on our couch.

It wasn’t violent or filthy — not at first.
It was passionate. Hungry.

And I came harder than I had in years.

My husband didn’t stop watching.
He just unzipped his pants and whispered,

“You look so beautiful like this.”



Now?

It’s regular.

Sometimes at our place. Sometimes at hotels.
My husband picks out the lingerie. He books the rooms.

We set boundaries. We talk after every encounter.
But slowly… the scenes have gotten rougher.
Caleb’s taken full control.

He makes me call him “Sir.”
He spits on my pussy before he fucks me.
He leaves bite marks on my thighs.
He comes inside me now — and makes my husband clean me up.

I didn’t think I’d enjoy that.

I do.



It’s not some wild porn fantasy.
It’s real.

There’s guilt. Jealousy. Shame.

But also?
There’s trust. Honesty. Connection.

And the hottest sex we’ve ever had.


Confession #29

Name: Lauren Adler
Age: 44
City: San Diego, CA



“I’m Cuckolding My Husband… and Teaching Him How to Love It”

We were always a “respectable” couple.

Married at 27.
Two stable jobs.
A tidy home in the suburbs.
Movie nights, matching mugs, mild sex once or twice a week.
We were good on paper.
Comfortable. Predictable.

And for a while, that was enough.

But deep down?

I wanted more.

It didn’t come crashing down. It wasn’t some affair or sudden betrayal.
It started quietly — with words.

One night over wine, I said, almost jokingly,
“Imagine me with someone younger.”

He didn’t laugh.
He just looked at me.
And I saw it — the flash in his eyes.
A mix of arousal… and something else.
Humiliation.

He was hard.

So I pushed further.
“Would you let him take me?”
“What if I moaned louder for someone else?”

His throat tightened. His breathing changed.
He didn’t argue.

That was the beginning.



We talked.
We fantasized.
We role-played.
I flirted — softly, publicly, carefully. Just enough for him to notice.

One day, I made him hold my hand while I wore the shortest skirt I owned to the gym.

He said nothing.
But I could feel his pulse racing.

Then I met Eli.

Twenty-five.
Tall.
Soft-spoken.
Beautiful.
The kind of man who made silence feel dangerous.

I asked him to help move a table.

He came over. Saw the wedding ring.
Smirked.

“Your husband lets you wear skirts that short?” he asked.

I smiled.

“He doesn’t just let me. He loves it.”



That night, I sat across from my husband and said:

“He’s coming over. You’re going to watch.”

He swallowed hard.
Said nothing.

I laid out the rules:

	He doesn’t touch me. 
	He doesn’t speak. 
	He watches. 
	And after… he thanks me. 




Eli arrived the next night.

Faded jeans. Tight black t-shirt. Calm confidence.

He didn’t hesitate.

He kissed me.
Lifted my dress.
Bent me over the dining table.

Fucked me.

While my husband — Dawson — sat tied to a chair across the room.
Silent. Red-faced. Watching.

Eli moaned. I moaned louder.
He finished inside me, raw and deep, without a second thought.

And when I caught my breath?

I looked at Dawson and said:

“Clean me.”

He crawled forward.
Didn’t hesitate.



This isn’t about degrading him.
It’s not about cruelty.
It’s about truth.

Power. Honesty. Control.

I don’t scream at him. I don’t call him names.

I guide him.

I lead.

Now?

He waits in the next room while I’m with Eli.
He brings water. Towels. Condoms.
He listens as I moan louder than I ever did for him.
And when Eli leaves?

I hold him.
Stroke his hair.
Whisper, “You did well.”

Because he has done well.



This isn’t a phase.
This isn’t a porn scene.
This is our life now.

I’m his wife.
I’m Eli’s lover.

And my husband is learning to love both.


Confession #30

Name: Marissa DeWitt
Age: 47
City: Scottsdale, AZ



“I’m a 47-Year-Old Mom of 3 — and I’ve Never Been Fucked Like This In My Life”

I did everything “right.”

Married at 23. Had three boys by 30. Minivans, soccer practice, PTA meetings, casseroles, “date nights” that ended in quick, silent missionary.

For two decades, I was just... a wife and a mom.

But my libido never died.
It just got buried.

Then I met Zion.
21. My son’s personal trainer.

He was polite. Flirty. Called me “Ms. DeWitt” — until I told him, “Just Marissa.”

I caught him checking me out.
The way my yoga pants clung. The way I bit my lip when I laughed.
He didn’t hide it. He wanted me to notice.



One day, I asked if he could help me stretch.

He said, “Only if you can handle it.”

He pressed into me. Hands firm, skin warm.
I felt his cock harden against my ass.

And I whispered,

“Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

That afternoon, he bent me over my kitchen island and ruined me.



It was different.

He wasn’t gentle. He didn’t ask if I was comfortable.

He grabbed my hips and pounded me with that youthful, cocky aggression I hadn’t felt since my 20s — no guilt, no hesitation.

He slapped my ass. Pulled my hair. Bit my neck.
Told me how “fucking hot” I looked for a mom of three.

I came just hearing him call me “baby girl.”



That was the first wave.

He started showing up even when my husband was home.
Sometimes he’d fuck me in the laundry room while my husband sat upstairs jerking off, listening.

He made me wear crop tops, hoop earrings, ankle bracelets.
He laughed when I started using Gen Z slang — “bruh,” “fr.”
I didn’t care. I felt alive.

Some bitches in my neighborhood started calling me “thirsty” and “midlife crisis Marissa.”

Whatever.

I’m 47, sexy as hell, and getting wrecked daily by a man with abs, stamina, and a cock that doesn’t quit.



Zion was no longer just sex.

He became my obsession.

And he knew it.

He told me he wanted me to sleep with his best friend, Malik — “as a test.”

I said yes before he finished the sentence.

Malik was rougher. Meaner. Called me names, used my throat like a toy.
Zion watched and jerked off while I was fucked raw by his boy.

And I loved it.



But then?

Zion ghosted me for three months.

I spiraled.

Started dressing younger. Downloaded dating apps.
Hooked up with a 19-year-old college kid who still lived with his parents.
Took his virginity in the back of my SUV after his shift at Panda Express.

He cried after he came. I stroked his hair and said,

“Don’t worry, baby. You did great.”



Then Zion came back.

No apology. Just a text:

“Still want Daddy?”

I sent a pic — no panties, dripping — and wrote:

“Begging.”

He came over that night and fucked the life out of me.

Bent me over the couch. Hand on my throat.
Told me I was his “milf slut.”
Spanked me until I squirted across the floor.

I came four times.

My husband? He watched from the corner, red-faced, cock out.

Zion turned to him and said,

“Say thank you for letting me wreck your wife.”

He did.



Now?

Zion has keys to the house.
My sons know we’re “seeing each other” — they don’t care. They know I’m happy.
Hell, one of them called him “stepdad” as a joke and I laughed so hard I squirted in the kitchen.



Why is the sex so good?

Because I’m free.
Because Zion isn’t afraid of my body — he worships it.
He eats my pussy like he’s starving.
He fucks like he’s competing.

He doesn’t ask, “Are you okay?”
He makes me scream, makes me beg for more, makes me feel 25 again.

And my husband?

He’s accepted his place.

He’s the audience.
Zion is the star.
And I’m the prize being claimed, again and again.
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“After 40, she doesn’t give a damn about rules, rings, or regrets.”

Introduction

She’s not past her prime. She’s past giving a fuck.

They say women slow down after 40.
That their bodies soften. Their appetites fade.
That they settle.

But the truth?

That’s when her hunger wakes up.

When her nipples still ache under silk.
When her cunt clenches at a look, a memory, a text that says “I’m outside.”
When her thighs don’t close — they open. Wider. Wetter.

Because this is the age when her skin remembers how it feels to be taken.
Pinned.
Used.
Worshipped.

This is the age where she stops being polite —
and starts whispering, “Spit on it. Shove it in. Don’t stop.”



She’s not waiting anymore.
Not for her husband’s lazy hand.

Not for some weak excuse.
Not for permission.

He snores. She is sore.



These are women in their 40s, 50s, 60s — and far beyond —
women who still cum like their bodies are starving.
Who fuck deeper.
Who suck longer. Slower. With purpose.
Who open their legs for men they’re not supposed to want —
and let them do things no good wife ever would admit to.

Younger men.
Thick, youthful cocks — hard as truth, and twice as unforgiving.
Filthy mouths that don’t ask — they just take.

He calls her ma’am, but grabs her hair.
He presses her to the wall and fucks her throat — slow, deep, without mercy.
She lets him cum inside her — thick, warm, filling her to the brim.
And she doesn’t wipe a drop.

She walks out dripping between her legs, cheeks pink, his taste still on her tongue.
No fear. No shame. No need to explain.
Just the soaked, satisfied glow of a woman who got exactly what she came for.

She blushes — of course she does.
She’s still a girl in some ways.
Soft. Open. Loving.
Caring.

But she’s no damsel.
She won’t be taken for a ride —
She’ll ride you to pleasure.

She knows her body.
She knows her bull.
And she knows how it feels to walk home wet, full, and smiling.

She doesn’t clean up.
She doesn’t cover it.

She slides into bed beside her husband —
still dripping.
And sleeps like a queen.



This book is her confession.

Thirty-two real stories from women who stopped faking orgasms… and started chasing them.
Women who ride. Who squirt. Who spread their legs beside their sleeping husbands.
Who moan into pillows while the neighbor fucks them from behind.
Who finger themselves in the car on the drive back home — still leaking from the bull they shouldn’t have met.



She’s not done.
She’s not quiet.
And she’s not sorry.

She’s wet, reckless, and ready for more.

And you?

You’re about to read her dirtiest secret.

Confession #1: I Didn’t Mean to Fall for My Son’s Friend

By Dana, 43 (Cleveland)

I never imagined I’d be this woman. The one who writes a confession like this. The one who lets the rules slide off like a robe, who welcomes temptation into her home, her body, her soul. But here I am, 43, married for eighteen quiet years, and burning with a secret so hot I still blush when I think of it.

It began like these things always do—with something small. A glance. A laugh. A spark where there shouldn’t be one.

My son was home from college for the summer, bringing with him the usual whirlwind of noise, sweat, and hungry young men. They were loud, shirtless half the time, and always raiding the fridge. I kept my distance—until I saw him.

Kevin.

There was something about the way he walked into my kitchen, like he owned his space in the world. He had jet-black hair, a lean, athletic frame that moved like a swimmer’s—fluid, confident—and those sea-glass green eyes that seemed to see right through my practiced smile.

I should have turned away the first time I felt that flicker of warmth bloom in my belly. But I didn’t. Because it wasn’t just lust. It was recognition. Of something long-buried. Long denied.

He noticed me too.

He’d linger when I cooked, his eyes dropping to the deep cut of my tank top as I bent over the oven. He’d brush past me too closely in the hall, his hand grazing the small of my back. He never said anything direct—until one night, he did.

My husband, Tom, was working late again—some quarterly report that mattered more than my thighs or my needs. The boys had gone out drinking. But Kevin came back early. Alone.

I was in the kitchen, barefoot, in a satin robe that barely clung to my hips. Nothing underneath. My hair was twisted into a messy bun. I wasn’t expecting anyone. I was sipping wine and letting the silence hold me.

Then I heard his voice from the doorway.

“You look beautiful tonight, Mrs. Carter.”

The way he said it—low, thick, charged—made the air in the room shift.

“Do you always talk to your friend’s mom like that?” I asked, turning slowly, letting the candlelight hit the curve of my bare thigh beneath the robe’s hem.

“Only when she’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

My breath hitched. My nipples stiffened beneath the silk.

I don’t remember how the wine glass left my hand, or who moved first. All I know is that one moment we were staring, and the next, his mouth was on mine—urgent, demanding, hungry.

He backed me into the counter. My robe parted easily, my breasts brushing against his t-shirt. His hands were large, warm, rough in the best way as they cupped my ass and pulled me tighter against him.

And that’s when I felt it.

His cock.

Thick. So thick. Hard like polished stone. It pressed up against my belly, alive and impatient. I gasped softly against his lips, stunned by its size, its presence.

Tom—God bless him—had always been gentle. But over the years, his cock had grown... lazy. Softer. Spongy. Like the rest of him. Half the time, I had to guide him inside, and even then, I rarely felt full.

But Kevin?

Even through his jeans, I could feel the weight of him. The stretch he promised. He kissed like a man who wasn’t afraid to take. His tongue swept into my mouth as if he were already inside me.

He dropped to his knees. Pulled the robe open.

“Jesus,” he whispered, staring up at my bare, dripping pussy like it was sacred. “You’re already soaked.”

He pushed my thighs apart and dove in, tongue lashing, sucking, teasing—until my knees buckled and I clung to the edge of the counter, moaning into the empty house.

When he finally stood, his eyes locked on mine, and he pulled down his jeans. No theatrics. Just that uncut cock springing free, proud and impossibly thick.

It curved slightly upward, pulsing in his grip. The head flared wide, glistening with pre-cum.

“You okay?” he asked, voice hoarse.

I nodded, eyes wide, pussy twitching. “I want it. All of it.”

He lifted me up onto the kitchen counter and pushed into me, slow and deep.

I cried out. Not from pain—but from shock. From how full I felt. How completely he spread me open.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

“Feel how tight you are,” he growled, thrusting deeper. “Fucking perfect, Mrs. Carter.”

We didn’t make it to the bedroom. We didn’t even make it to the living room rug. He fucked me right there—on the counter, on the cold tile floor, from behind against the fridge—until I was gasping, clawing, coming around that thick cock again and again.

My thighs were trembling. My pussy was sore the next day.

And I’d never felt more alive.

For the next few weeks, we fucked in every corner of the house—quietly, recklessly, like animals in heat. In the laundry room while the machine droned. On the patio swing under a blanket. Bent over the bathroom sink as I bit into a towel to keep from screaming.

He came hard. Often. And always wanted me again after. Unlike Tom, who rolled over and turned on CNBC.

Kevin would finger me in the pantry, press his cock between my cheeks as I washed dishes, whisper filthy things about how he wanted to make me moan like a girl again.

And I let him.

I let him do things no one had done to me since my twenties. I let him cum on my chest. In my mouth. Even between my thighs on nights I didn’t let him all the way in.

Sometimes I’d lie in bed beside my husband, still filled with Kevin’s seed. And I’d smile.

He made me feel seen. Desired. Worshipped.

I don’t know if he planned it that night—if he knew I’d be weak for attention, for heat.

But I do know this:

I don’t regret it. Not for a second. Not for one drop of sweat or cum or whispered filth.

Kevin was the first man in years who made me come without trying. And he did it with a cock that made my toes curl and my soul scream.

Sometimes I still ache for him when the house is quiet.

And when I do...
I open the photo he once sent me.
His cock in his hand.
Thick. Hard. Proud.

And I touch myself until I forget my husband’s name.


Confession #2: “He Bent Me Over the Balcony at Midnight”

Told by Elena, 47, Irvine, California

I was in Miami for a real estate conference—three nights at a luxury hotel, endless presentations, fake smiles, and overpriced wine. I’d been married for 22 years. Mother of two. And I hadn’t had truly satisfying sex in… five.

My husband, Martin, still loved me in his way. But the spark had been smothered under years of routine, stress, and quiet resentment. He was more affectionate with his laptop than with me these days.

So when the conference ended for the day, I sat alone at the rooftop bar, nursing a second glass of red and watching the sky go orange over Biscayne Bay. That’s when he sat beside me.

His name was Luca. Twenty-four. Tall, olive-skinned, lean with broad shoulders. His shirt was unbuttoned one too many and he smelled faintly of sandalwood and sea breeze. I’d noticed him earlier, talking to his coworkers with easy confidence, laughing like the world still wanted to fuck him.

When he looked at me, really looked—eyes dark, focused—I felt it. That throb. That heat I hadn’t felt in years.

“Another glass?” he asked, gesturing to my wine.

“I shouldn’t,” I said, smiling. “I have an early flight.”

“But you’re here now,” he said, voice smooth as silk. “And you look like you deserve better company.”

I laughed, feeling my pulse between my thighs. I was still in my heels, legs crossed, a fitted dress clinging to my hips, one shoulder bare. I’d worn it for me—not him. But now I was glad I had.

We talked. About nothing and everything. I felt young again, electric, desired. He never once asked about my age, but his eyes told me he liked what he saw. And when his hand brushed mine as he reached for the check, I didn’t pull away.

We ended up in my suite. I didn’t invite him. I didn’t have to. We both knew where this was going.

The moment the door shut behind us, I turned. Our lips crashed. My back hit the wall, his body pinning mine, his hands sliding up my thighs under the hem of my dress.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he murmured, kissing down my neck. “The moment I saw you, I couldn’t think straight.”

“Do you even know how old I am?” I whispered, panting as his fingers slipped higher.

“I don’t care,” he growled. “You’re exactly what I want.”

His lips were urgent but skilled. He kissed me like he had something to prove—and god, did he. He dropped to his knees in front of me right there by the door, lifting my dress.

“Luca…” I gasped.

“Shhh,” he whispered. “I’ve wanted to taste you all night.”

His tongue flicked over my panties—already soaked—then he peeled them down, spreading my thighs and burying his face between them. He devoured me.

And I mean devoured me.

He licked, sucked, and moaned into my pussy like it was his last meal. His hands gripped my ass, holding me against his mouth, and I lost it. My orgasm crashed over me like a wave, loud and messy, my nails scratching the paint off the wall.

He stood up, face slick with me, and kissed me hard. I tasted myself on his lips.

“You came fast,” he said, smirking.

“I haven’t been eaten like that in years,” I gasped, still catching my breath.

He lifted me in his arms, effortlessly, and carried me to the balcony. The warm Miami air hit my skin as he pressed me against the glass, bending me forward.

“I want to fuck you with the whole city watching,” he growled, yanking my dress up over my ass.

“You’re insane,” I whispered, but I spread my legs.

His cock slid between my cheeks—thick, hard, leaking at the tip. I reached back to feel him, and my breath hitched. Bigger than Martin. And god, he knew how to use it.

He pushed in slow—so slow it made me whimper. My pussy stretched around him, inch by glorious inch, until he bottomed out and paused, buried deep.

“Ohhh fuck,” I moaned, gripping the railing.

“You feel unreal,” he growled. “So wet. So tight.”

He started to move. Smooth, powerful thrusts, hips slamming into mine as the night wind rushed over us. My moans echoed into the sky.

He gripped my hair, pulled me back, whispered into my ear:

“You’ve got the body of a goddess, Elena. And this pussy? Mine tonight.”

“Harder,” I begged. “Please. I need it.”

He gave it to me. Pounded me like I hadn’t been pounded in years. Bent over that balcony, heels still on, the city below us, his cock filling me again and again until my legs shook.

I came again—loud, raw, clenching around him—and he didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, his hands bruising my hips, his breath hot on my neck.

Then he pulled out, turned me around, and lifted me onto the balcony ledge, my legs around his waist. He slid in again, face to face this time, and kissed me as he pounded up into me, making me cry out with every thrust.

“I’m gonna come,” he gasped. “Tell me where.”

“Inside,” I whispered. “Fill me.”

And he did.

His cock twitched deep inside me, his cum flooding my pussy as he growled into my mouth and held me tight. I felt every drop.

Afterward, we stayed on the balcony, me curled into his chest, sweaty and fucked-out. He ran his fingers through my hair.

“I’ve never been with a woman like you,” he said.

I smiled. “That’s because you’ve never had a real woman.”

He left just before dawn. I watched him walk out the door, shirt half-buttoned, hair a mess. I felt a little bit wicked. A lot satisfied. And completely alive.

My husband texted me that morning:

"Hope the conference is going well. I’ll pick you up from the airport. Love you."

I stared at the screen, legs still sore, and smiled to myself.

Let him pick me up.
I was carrying something in me he’d never given me: pleasure.


Confession #3: “The Office Was Empty. He Wasn't.”

Told by Marissa, 45, Boulder, CO

I wasn’t supposed to stay late that Friday. But a deadline had crept up and I didn’t want to bring work home. At 45, juggling a stale marriage, a teenage daughter, and a marketing manager role I stopped loving five years ago, the office had become a kind of escape.

It was after 7:00 p.m. when I looked up from my laptop and noticed the hum of silence. Most of the floor lights were off. Only the glow of my screen and one desk lamp remained.

That’s when I heard his voice.

“Still here?”

I turned, startled. It was Jason. Young, sharp, too damn pretty for his own good. Barely 21, interning under our department head. I'd been training him off and on—emails, proposals, budgets—but the truth is, he distracted me.

Tall, lean build. That messy chestnut hair, deep-set hazel eyes, and a voice that always made me sit a little straighter. There was a quiet confidence in the way he carried himself. He didn’t fumble around me like the others. He watched me. And lately, I’d started watching him back.

“You too, huh?” I replied, stretching in my chair. My blouse pulled tight over my chest, and his eyes dipped for half a second—just long enough.

He stepped closer, holding a water bottle. His cologne hit me—clean, fresh, just the faintest hint of musk. My stomach fluttered.

“Honestly,” he said, leaning against my desk, “I stayed because I hoped you hadn’t left yet.”

I tilted my head. “Oh? And why would that be?”

His eyes didn’t blink. “Because I like the way you look at me.”

The air changed. A slow hum of electricity built between us.

“You’re bold,” I said, standing up to meet his gaze. I was wearing a pencil skirt, heels, and a sleeveless top. I hadn’t planned to seduce anyone. But now… maybe I wanted to be seen. Desired.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me too,” he said quietly. “I just figured... maybe we were both thinking about it.”

My throat tightened. “Jason—”

“I know you’re married,” he said, stepping closer, “but are you happy?”

I didn’t answer.

He reached out, fingers brushing my wrist—just a touch, light as breath. My skin tingled. I should’ve pulled away. Should’ve told him to stop.

But I didn’t.

I whispered, “Lock the door.”

He did—fast.

The second it clicked, we were on each other. His mouth crashed into mine, hot and urgent. He tasted like mint and adrenaline. His hands slid around my waist, gripping my hips as he pulled me against him—and I felt it. Hard. Pressed against my stomach.

I moaned into his mouth. My hand slid down and cupped him through his slacks.

“Jesus, Marissa,” he groaned. “You’re killing me.”

“I haven’t been touched like this in years,” I whispered.

He kissed down my neck, unbuttoning my blouse slowly, his hands reverent. “That’s a fucking crime.”

My bra hit the floor. He sucked my nipples, teasing them with his tongue, his hands roaming over my curves like he couldn’t believe I was real.

“I’ve wanted this since day one,” he said, voice breathless. “I’ve jerked off thinking about you in this office.”

That sent a shock down my spine.

“Show me,” I said, pushing him back toward the conference table.

He undid his belt, pulled down his pants, and I gasped. He was thick, veiny, standing proud, cockhead glistening with precum.

“God, you're huge.”

He smirked. “Think you can handle it?”

I dropped to my knees without a word. Took him in my mouth—slow, deep, loving the way he groaned and tangled his fingers in my hair.

“Fuuuck, Marissa…”

I sucked him like a woman starved. My lipstick smeared. My throat opened for him. He held my head and gently thrust, watching me with awe and filthy wonder.

“Stop,” he gasped. “I want to come inside you. Not your mouth.”

I stood, wiped my lips, and bent over the table, lifting my skirt, revealing lace panties soaked through.

“Then fuck me,” I said, breathless. “Right here.”

He pulled them aside and slid in slow. We both gasped. My pussy stretched around him, my body trembling with each inch he fed into me.

“You’re so tight,” he hissed. “So fucking wet.”

He fucked me hard from behind—my moans echoing in the empty office, skin slapping, the table creaking under us. I came once, then twice, legs shaking, nails digging into the wood.

“Fill me,” I begged. “I want to feel you.”

And he did—thrusting deep and coming with a guttural groan, flooding me with heat.

But it wasn’t over.

Twenty minutes later, he had me on the floor, skirt bunched up, legs spread wide. He went down on me—tongue teasing, fingers curling inside me—until I came all over his face.

Then he fucked me again. Slow this time. Deep. My legs wrapped around him, kissing as we moved together.

By the time he finished inside me again, I could barely speak.

It was 11:45 p.m. when I slipped into the bathroom, cleaned up as best I could, and fixed my makeup. Jason sat on the couch, still shirtless, watching me like he wanted a fourth round.

“Don’t tempt me,” I said, laughing, breathless. “I have to go.”

I texted my husband from the parking lot.

“Running late. Got stuck in a project. Be home by midnight.”

He replied instantly.

“Okay, babe. Left you some food in the microwave.”

I stared at the message.

Then I looked at my reflection in the rearview mirror—flushed cheeks, swollen lips, hair wild from being fucked all over the office.

And I smiled.

“Thanks,” I typed back.
“You’re the best.”


Confession #4: “I Told Him to Come Inside Me—Because I Could”

Told by Lila, 52, San Francisco, CA

I’ve always been a sensual woman. I didn’t lose it with age. I lost it in routine—two decades of it. Same man. Same schedule. Same silence afterward.

But menopause… menopause gave me permission.

No more birth control. No more pregnancy scares. Just me, in my skin, free.

So when I found myself alone with Ty, a 27-year-old bartender who had been flirting with me for weeks, I didn’t hesitate. Not like I used to.

He wasn’t just hot—he looked at me the way no man had in years. Like he was hungry. Like he wanted to tear something open and crawl inside.

I’d been going to that rooftop bar for months. It was quiet, tucked above a boutique hotel in the city. I liked the view. The quiet music. The anonymity.

Ty started talking to me one night over bourbon. One thing led to another—banter, knowing glances, a hand that lingered a bit too long on mine.

Tonight, he poured my drink slower than usual, eyes locked on me the entire time.

“You always come here alone?” he asked, voice low, a little rough.

“Not always,” I said, sipping. “But it’s easier.”

He leaned closer. “You know, I close in about twenty minutes. You could stay. Keep me company.”

I smiled, slow and deliberate. “What would that look like?”

His jaw clenched slightly. “I don’t think I’m allowed to say.”

I leaned in, let my perfume do its work—amber and sandalwood. “Say it anyway.”

He locked the doors at 10:15. The bar was empty. The lights dimmed. The music low and smoky.

“You sure about this?” he asked, standing close now, inches away. His voice had dropped, his pupils wide.

I reached up, placed a hand on his chest. I could feel the heat of him under his black T-shirt. “I’m not your girlfriend, Ty. You don’t have to hesitate.”

He kissed me before I finished the sentence. Hard, wet, breathless. His hands gripped my waist, slid up my back. I could feel the tension in him—the need he’d been holding back for weeks.

He tasted like bourbon and mint gum. His fingers tangled in my hair, his body pressed mine back against the bar.

I gasped into his mouth. “God, I need this.”

He pulled back just enough to whisper, “I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first night.”

“Then do it,” I said. “Take me.”

He lifted me onto the bar with ease, pushed my skirt up, eyes locked on the lace barely covering me.

“You’re soaked,” he said, running a finger over me.

“It’s been a while,” I admitted.

His fingers pushed the fabric aside and slid inside—two, thick and slow. I moaned, spreading my legs wider, hips rocking toward him.

He sucked one of my nipples through the fabric of my blouse, teasing me, his fingers curling inside until I was trembling.

“Condom?” he asked, breath ragged.

I shook my head. “I’m 52, Ty. I’m past that. You can come inside.”

He froze for a second, eyes flicking to mine. “Fuck…”

“You don’t have to be careful with me,” I whispered. “Just use me.”

That broke something in him.

He unzipped, freed himself—long, thick, flushed with arousal—and pressed against my entrance.

“You’re so damn tight,” he groaned as he slid in.

I arched into him, wrapping my legs around his waist, feeling every inch of that stretch. He started slow, deep, his hands gripping my ass, pulling me to the edge of the bar with each thrust.

“Oh my God,” I moaned. “You’re filling me.”

“You feel like velvet,” he grunted, thrusting deeper. “Wet fucking heaven.”

He fucked me hard on that bar—my blouse undone, tits bouncing with every motion, my moans echoing through the empty rooftop. I came once, then again, clenching around him so tight he had to pause and hold himself still.

When he started moving again, he was desperate. Uncontrolled. Sweat dripping from his forehead, his rhythm erratic.

“Come in me,” I begged. “Don’t pull out. I want it.”

“You sure?”

“I’m not your girlfriend,” I whispered again. “You don’t have to hesitate.”

With a guttural moan, he slammed into me once, twice—then held, buried deep, cock pulsing as he came hard inside me. I could feel the warmth spreading inside, dripping down as he collapsed forward, mouth on my neck, breathing like he’d just run a marathon.

We stayed like that for a moment. His cock still inside me, both of us gasping, tangled in sweat and scent and silence.

Eventually, he slid out, cum thick between my thighs. I stood, wobbly, adjusting my skirt with shaky hands.

“Jesus,” he said, watching me. “You’re... something else.”

I smiled. “No. I’m just what you needed tonight.”

I left at 11:55.

The ride home was quiet. My body still humming, sore in all the best ways. My underwear soaked. My thighs sticky with him.

I texted my husband from the car.

“Sorry I stayed late. Karen and I had a few drinks after the show.”

He replied, five minutes later.

“All good. I’ll be asleep. Love you.”

I stared at the screen. My pussy still ached. My lips still tasted like bourbon and sweat and sex.

Then I put the phone away and whispered to myself, with a crooked smile—

“I don’t regret a thing.”


Confession #5: “He Was Supposed to Paint My Guest Room—Not My Body”

Told by Renee, 48, Philadelphia, PA

I hired him through a neighborhood app.

Just a young guy trying to make some extra cash—said he painted houses in the summer between college semesters. I almost scrolled past his post, but something about the way he smiled in that picture… cocky, but kind. Something in his eyes made me pause.

His name was Cameron. Twenty-two. Said he’d be by at noon on Saturday.

I didn’t think anything of it. I’d just turned 48 two weeks earlier. Divorced three years now. Not dating, not even trying. I was in that dry spell—the kind that doesn’t ache until someone reminds you how good it feels to be wanted.

He showed up right on time. A white T-shirt stuck to his chest from the heat, jeans hanging low on narrow hips, paint flecks on his arms. And when he looked at me, he smiled like he knew I’d been watching from the window before I opened the door.

“Renee?” he asked, extending a hand.

“Yeah,” I said, shaking it. His palm was warm. His grip was firm. “You’re early.”

“Hope that’s okay. Got nowhere better to be.”

I led him upstairs to the guest room. Small talk, light and easy. He started prepping the walls while I went to the kitchen to make lemonade. I watched him again from the hallway—shirt now clinging to his back with sweat, forearms flexing as he rolled the paint. He worked silently, steady.

I brought him a glass and leaned against the doorframe.

“You need a break?” I asked.

He turned, and for a second, his eyes dipped to my chest. I wasn’t wearing a bra—just a loose cotton tank and soft shorts. I’d planned to stay comfortable, not seductive. But the way he looked at me… like he noticed. Like he appreciated.

“Yeah,” he said, taking the glass. “Thanks.”

He sipped and let out a low groan. “You make this yourself?”

“Fresh lemon, just for you,” I said with a smirk.

“Now I owe you something,” he replied, stepping closer. “A discount? A kiss?”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s quite a leap.”

“Is it?” he asked, voice quiet now. “Or are we just being honest?”

He was close enough that I could smell him—clean sweat, citrus, and something earthy. Young but not boyish. His eyes were steady on mine.

“I’m old enough to be your mother,” I said.

“You’re not,” he replied. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve seen in a long time.”

I didn’t stop him when he reached for my waist. I didn’t stop him when his hand slid to my hip and pulled me gently toward him.

His lips brushed mine—soft, patient. I melted. My hands moved to his chest, and I felt the heartbeat there, fast and strong.

“I haven’t kissed anyone in two years,” I whispered.

“Let me make up for that,” he said.

And he did.

He kissed me deeply, with heat, with purpose. His hands explored slowly—my back, my ribs, under the hem of my shirt. I gasped when his palm grazed my nipple.

“God, you’re perfect,” he said, pulling my top over my head. “All of you.”

I reached for his belt. He stopped me gently.

“Let me take care of you first,” he said, dropping to his knees.

Right there in the hallway.

He tugged my shorts and panties down, lifting one leg over his shoulder. His tongue found my clit with confidence. Not rushed. Not porn-star moves. Just honest, delicious pressure and rhythm.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, one hand braced against the wall, the other tangled in his hair.

He slid a finger inside me. Then two. Curved just right. I was soaking. My orgasm hit hard—sudden, explosive, my whole body trembling as I came with a cry I hadn’t heard from myself in years.

He stood, kissed me softly, and whispered, “Can I fuck you now?”

I nodded.

He took my hand and led me to my bedroom. Laid me back like he knew he belonged there.

When he undressed, my breath caught. He was thick, flushed, dripping at the tip. His body was lean, cut, a line of muscle from chest to hips that made my mouth water.

He hovered over me, cock resting between my folds, slick and heavy.

“You want this?” he asked, voice rough.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Don’t hold back.”

He slid into me with one slow, deliberate thrust. I cried out. My body stretched around him, every nerve awake.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You feel unbelievable.”

He started slow—deep strokes, kissing my neck, whispering how tight I was, how good I felt. I wrapped my legs around him, pulled him deeper. Every thrust sent a shock of pleasure up my spine.

I came again. Legs trembling. Nails in his back.

“Again,” I whispered. “I need more.”

He flipped me over. Took me from behind, his hand in my hair, his other gripping my hip as he slammed into me, our bodies slapping, sweat dripping from his skin to mine.

“Take it,” he growled. “Take this cock.”

“Harder,” I begged. “I want to feel it tomorrow.”

He gave it to me—deep, fast, relentless. I screamed into the pillow as another orgasm tore through me.

“Where do you want it?” he panted.

“Inside,” I gasped. “I don’t need protection. I’m past that.”

“You sure?” His cock throbbed inside me.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fill me. Make me feel it.”

With a guttural groan, he slammed deep and came—hot, thick, pulsing as he emptied himself inside me.

We collapsed together, sweaty, tangled. My head on his chest. His hand stroking my hair.

For a moment, there was only breath. Touch. The silence of a storm that had passed.

Then he kissed my forehead.

“Was that okay?” he asked.

I smiled. “Better than okay.”

He stayed another hour. We did it again—slower, messier, full of laughter and soft kisses.

When he left, I watched him go shirtless into the summer night.

I stood there in nothing but a robe, still full of his cum, legs sore, body humming.

I didn’t regret a thing.


Confession #6: “The Neighbor Boy Didn’t Just Mow My Lawn”

Told by Julia, 50, Atlanta, GA

The sound of the mower had become a kind of comfort. It came every other Saturday around 10 a.m.—steady, rhythmic, low. And always followed by the same sight from my kitchen window: Nathan, shirtless in the sun, pushing that loud machine across my backyard like he didn’t know I was watching.

But he knew.

He was 26. Lived with his older brother two houses down. The kind of kid who called me “Ms. Julia” when I hired him after the divorce, all polite smiles and quiet confidence. But lately, the way he looked at me lingered. The way he leaned on the fence to talk. The way he “forgot” to charge me.

This past Saturday, I brought out lemonade—same as always—but this time, I wore a sundress with no bra. Something soft, low-cut, breezy enough to tease if the wind caught it. I told myself I just wanted to feel feminine.

He was wiping sweat off his forehead when he turned and saw me. His eyes dipped. Stayed. And his smile shifted—just slightly—from polite to something darker.

“Thanks,” he said, taking the glass, our fingers brushing.

I swear I felt it all the way between my legs.

“You’ve been working hard,” I said, voice light.

“You make it worth it,” he said.

I felt it then. Not flirting. Not politeness. Desire.

“Would you like to come inside and cool off?” I asked.

His nod was immediate. Quiet. Controlled.

The air in the kitchen was cooler, but my skin was flushed. He leaned against the counter, sipping slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just… been a while since I had company.”

“I can leave if you want me to.”

I stepped closer. Close enough to see the beads of sweat still on his neck. “I don’t.”

He set the glass down. “Okay.”

Then we kissed. Just like that.

No fireworks. No dramatic music. Just soft lips and a slow, shared breath. His hand slid around my waist. Mine landed on his chest—firm, warm, slick with heat.

“You smell like summer,” I whispered.

He smiled. “You smell like trouble.”

I laughed, breath catching in my throat as his fingers brushed the hem of my dress. “You sure about this?” I asked.

He looked me dead in the eyes. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I’ve wanted this since day one.”

The first moan escaped my throat when his hands slid under my dress, cupping my ass.

I stepped back, pulled the straps down, let the dress fall to the floor. No bra. No panties. His jaw tightened.

“Holy shit,” he whispered.

I leaned back on the counter, legs parting slightly. “Still sure?”

He dropped to his knees.

He didn’t rush. He kissed my thighs first—slow, open-mouthed kisses, soft and warm. Then higher. His tongue brushed my pussy lips, and I gasped.

“Oh, fuck…”

His mouth was magic. Tongue tracing slow circles over my clit, one hand holding my thigh, the other sliding up to cup my breast. I moaned, eyes closed, hips grinding into his face.

I hadn’t been eaten like that in years.

I came with a cry, hips jerking, knees buckling.

He stood, licking his lips, cock visibly hard under his shorts.

“Bedroom?” he asked.

“Couch,” I whispered.

I pulled his shorts down, and my breath caught. Thick. Beautiful. Already dripping.

“I’ve got condoms in the drawer,” I said.

“I want to feel you,” he said, eyes locked on mine. “Are you okay with that?”

I nodded. “I’m 50. Menopause has its perks.”

He lined himself up, teasing my entrance with the tip.

“Please,” I whispered, nails digging into his shoulders.

He pushed in—slow, thick, stretching me inch by glorious inch. We both groaned.

“Fuck, Julia…”

“You feel so fucking good,” I gasped.

He started moving—long, deep strokes, hips rolling into mine. My breasts bounced with every thrust, and his mouth found them, tongue circling my nipples as he fucked me harder.

I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, moaning his name.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he said.

“And you’re so deep,” I gasped.

I came again, my whole body shaking, clutching him to me as I rode the waves.

“I’m close,” he said, voice strained.

“Don’t pull out,” I moaned. “Come inside me.”

“Jesus…”

He buried himself to the hilt, groaned, and I felt the heat flood inside me—pulse after pulse, his cock twitching as he filled me.

We collapsed together, sweaty, breathless.

He rested his head on my chest. I stroked his hair.

For a while, neither of us said anything.

Then he looked up. “Was that okay?”

I laughed. “Okay? I needed that more than I can explain.”

“I’d do it again in a heartbeat.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

When he left an hour later, I watched him from the porch. My thighs still sticky with him. My body sore in the best way.

And for the first time in years, I felt like a woman, not just a mother. Not just someone who was left.

A wanted woman.


Confession #7: “He Still Remembered the Way I Smiled”

Told by Claire, 51, Salt Lake City, UT

I hadn’t seen him in years.

Noah. He was 17 when I first met him—awkward, painfully shy, and struggling with his writing. I was 35, a part-time tutor and a full-time mother. I helped him pass English Lit. He thanked me by leaving little notes with his assignments: “Thanks for being patient.” “I like your laugh.” Sweet, innocent things that always made me smile.

And then he went off to college, and I forgot all about him.

Until last month.

I was at a small coffee shop tucked into a quiet street I only go to when I need to breathe. I was flipping through a book when someone said my name.

“Claire?”

I looked up, and there he was.

Older now. Taller. Facial hair. Strong jaw, piercing eyes. Still had that same crooked smile. That same boyish kindness in his expression.

“Noah?” I said, standing to hug him before I even thought twice. “My god, look at you.”

“You haven’t changed a bit,” he said. “Still the most elegant woman in the room.”

I laughed, blushing more than I should have. But there was something different in the way he looked at me now. It wasn’t teenage admiration.

It was want.

We ended up talking for two hours. About everything and nothing. He’d become a writer—go figure. He was living downtown, freelancing, still chasing dreams. I told him about my divorce—two years behind me now. Told him the house was too quiet these days. That I missed teaching.

He said, “I missed you.”

I smiled, but I felt it in my chest. That ache. That quiet little yearning I’d buried.

He walked me to my car.

“Can I see you again?” he asked. “Not as your student. As me.”

I hesitated. But only for a second.

“Yes,” I said. “I think I’d like that.”

We met the following weekend at my house. I cooked. He brought wine. And we fell into something that felt inevitable.

It started slow.

We were on the couch. Talking, laughing, music playing low in the background. His hand brushed mine. And stayed.

“I always had a crush on you,” he said, his voice quieter now. “Back then, I didn’t even know what it meant. But I remember how you used to laugh when I tried too hard. And I remember how your perfume smelled.”

I swallowed hard.

“And now?” I asked.

“I still remember the way you smile when you’re trying not to.”

I looked at him.

And kissed him.

It was soft. Patient. The kind of kiss that asks a question. And my mouth gave the answer.

His hand cupped my cheek, then slid behind my neck, pulling me deeper into it. I climbed into his lap, straddling him, my dress slipping up over my thighs. He was hard beneath me already. I felt it. I wanted it.

He broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, “Can I take you to bed?”

I nodded.

He undressed me slowly. Reverently. Like he’d dreamed about it. Like he wasn’t sure I’d let him do this again.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, kissing down my chest. “I used to imagine this. Every night.”

I laid back, completely bare, letting him look at me—every curve, every line. He took off his shirt, then his pants, and I gasped softly.

Thick. Hard. Ready.

He crawled over me, kissing my neck, my collarbone, my breasts, my stomach.

“I want to taste you,” he said.

And then he did.

His mouth on me was slow, skillful, addictive. He teased me with his tongue, his fingers curling just right. I moaned, legs shaking, body arching.

I came hard, gasping his name, hands buried in his hair.

He climbed up, lined himself up at my entrance, and looked into my eyes.

“You sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure.”

He slid in slowly—inch by thick inch—stretching me, filling me, groaning into my neck.

“Oh my god,” I breathed. “You feel so good…”

He started to move, slow and deep. Our bodies moving like we already knew each other. Like we’d done this before in dreams.

His hands gripped my hips. My legs wrapped around him. I pulled him in deeper. He whispered things against my ear—how tight I was, how good I felt, how much he wanted to make me come again.

“I’m not fragile,” I whispered. “Fuck me, Noah. Please.”

And he did.

He slammed into me harder, faster, kissing me between thrusts, biting my shoulder, our skin sticky with sweat. I came again, crying out, shaking.

“You want me to come inside you?” he asked, voice strained.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I’m past all that. Give it to me.”

“Jesus, Claire…”

He thrust deep and let go—twitching, groaning, flooding me with warmth.

After, he stayed inside me for a moment. Both of us panting. His forehead pressed to mine. My fingers tracing his spine.

“I’ve wanted that for so long,” he said.

“I didn’t know how much I needed it,” I whispered.

There was silence. Not awkward. Just real.

And when he finally slipped out of me, the sensation of his cum leaking onto the sheets made me feel owned. Open. Seen.

He stayed the night.

In the morning, we made coffee. Quiet smiles. No rushing.

But when he kissed me goodbye at the door, I saw it. That flicker of uncertainty. Of something deeper.

“I don’t know what this is,” he said.

“Neither do I,” I replied. “But it’s not over.”

He nodded. Kissed me once more.

And left.

I sat down in the kitchen, sore between my legs, still tasting him on my lips.

Whatever it was, it mattered.


Confession #8: “He Cried on My Shoulder… and Came in My Mouth”

Told by Kathy, 46, Tampa, FL

I hadn’t seen Adrian in weeks. He used to stop by almost every Saturday, helping me with small things around the house—gutters, tech, the shelves I could never get level no matter how many YouTube videos I watched.

But after his girlfriend left, he disappeared.

He was only 25, and I was—well, not. I was 46, divorced, old enough to know when a man wasn’t just avoiding me. He was hurting.

So I texted him.

“Come over. You don’t have to talk. Just sit with me.”

He replied 10 minutes later.

“Okay.”

When he arrived, I knew immediately he hadn’t slept much. Eyes puffy. Shoulders tense. Unshaven in a way that wasn’t stylish. Still handsome, but dulled by pain.

I made tea, even though neither of us really wanted it. We sat on the couch, not quite touching.

“I’m sorry,” he finally said.

“You don’t owe me an apology.”

“I just… I didn’t expect her to end it like that.”

I nodded. “They never end it the way we think they will.”

His hand was resting on his knee. I reached over and gently placed mine on top of his. He looked at me then—really looked. And something inside him cracked open.

“She told me I wasn’t enough,” he said, voice barely above a whisper. “That I didn’t have direction. That she couldn’t see a future.”

“That’s not your failure,” I said softly. “That’s hers.”

His mouth twitched—like he was about to cry, or laugh, or both. “You always say the right things.”

“Because I’ve been there.”

He leaned in then, not for a kiss, but for comfort. His forehead rested against my shoulder, his body folded against mine like a child seeking warmth. I held him—slow strokes through his hair, my cheek resting on the top of his head.

“I miss being touched,” he murmured.

I didn’t move.

“I miss wanting to be touched,” he added, quieter.

I felt his breath on my neck. His hand grazed my waist. My body tensed… then relaxed.

I tilted his chin up with my fingers.

“I want to touch you,” I said, eyes searching his. “Not because you’re broken. But because I see you.”

He nodded.

I kissed him—slowly, softly. His lips trembled at first, unsure. But then he leaned in. Deeper. Hungrier. I felt the hardness between his legs before either of us acknowledged it.

He looked ashamed.

I touched his cheek. “Don’t be embarrassed.”

“I haven’t…” he paused. “I haven’t been with anyone since her.”

“Then let me take care of you.”

I sank to my knees in front of him. Not out of dominance. Out of devotion.

He was already straining in his jeans. I undid the button slowly, maintaining eye contact. The zipper came down with a hush. I reached inside, and he gasped.

Thick. Warm. Heavy in my palm.

I stroked him gently at first, watching his chest rise and fall. His head leaned back, eyes closing.

“You don’t have to do this,” he whispered.

“I want to.”

I pulled his jeans and briefs down. His cock sprang free—long, flushed at the tip, already slick. I kissed the inside of his thigh first. He shivered.

When my tongue finally touched him, he let out a sound that was somewhere between a sigh and a sob.

I licked the head slowly, tasting him. My lips closed around him, and I took him into my mouth—inch by inch—letting him feel every warm, wet second.

“Kathy…” he groaned, hands gripping the couch cushion.

I bobbed my head slowly, using my hand to stroke what my mouth couldn’t reach. I let him feel my tongue swirl, my throat open. I moaned softly, letting the vibrations hum through him.

His fingers found my hair, tentative at first. Then firmer. Not forcing. Just needing.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he whispered. “So fucking good.”

I came off with a soft pop and looked up at him, hand still stroking. “You deserve to feel good again. You deserve to come without guilt.”

“God…” His eyes were wet. “You’re gonna make me cry.”

“Then cry,” I said. “But come in my mouth while you do.”

I took him in again—deeper this time. My lips sealed around his shaft. I let spit drip down, coating him, making it messy. Real. Human.

His thighs tensed. His breathing grew ragged.

“I’m close,” he warned.

I just looked up, nodding with my lips still wrapped around him.

He groaned—loud, broken, honest—and came hard. Hot spurts filled my mouth. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t gag. I held him. Swallowed him. Cherished him.

When it was over, I kissed his softening length. Tucked him gently back into his jeans. Climbed up beside him and held him against my chest.

He didn’t speak for a long time. Just breathed.

When he finally looked at me, there was that flicker. That mixture of gratitude and grief, lust and guilt, comfort and confusion.

“I don’t know what this means,” he said.

“It doesn’t have to mean anything right now,” I whispered. “You just needed it. And I was here.”

He nodded, resting his head on my lap.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

I kissed his forehead.

“Anytime.”


Confession #9: “He Wasn’t Just Good in Bed—He Was Good for My Heart”

Told by Isabel, 48, San Diego, CA

I met Ryan by accident.

Literally—he bumped into me in a bookstore. I dropped a stack of poetry books, and he picked them up while apologizing with that sheepish, disarming smile that made my stomach flip.

He was 29. I was 48. Divorced, quietly bitter, and just starting to believe that maybe intimacy was something behind me, not ahead.

He made a joke about Rumi being “a dangerous read if you’re already feeling too much.” I laughed. He offered to buy me coffee. I accepted.

That was the start.

Our connection was soft at first. Long walks. Talks that stretched into the night. He didn’t seem scared of my age. Or my guardedness. In fact, he liked that I was layered. “You’re like a locked journal,” he once said. “And I want to read every page.”

I knew I wanted him the night he walked me to my door after our third date, and lingered. He didn’t press. He waited.

And I kissed him first.

His hands on my waist. My fingers in his hair. The weight of his chest against mine. The slow grind of our bodies pressed close at my doorstep under the porch light.

“I don’t want to go,” he whispered into my neck.

“Then stay,” I said.

We barely made it to the bedroom.



I remember how careful he was that first night. How he peeled my clothes off like I was something he’d dreamt of but didn’t think he could touch. How he paused, just looking at me.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, voice low, reverent. “Everything about you.”

I pulled him down. I needed him inside me.

He slid between my legs, thick and already leaking at the tip. He kissed my breast, then my collarbone, then my mouth, as he pushed inside—slow, deep, patient.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, legs wrapping around him.

“Tell me how you want it,” he whispered.

“Don’t stop. Don’t pull out. Don’t pretend this is casual.”

His breath hitched. “It’s not.”

That first time was slow. Rhythmic. Emotional. His cock stroked places in me that hadn’t been touched in years. I came with my forehead against his, gasping his name, his sweat dripping onto my skin. He stayed buried inside, groaning as he filled me—his cum warm, thick, spilling out around his cock.

We fell asleep tangled in each other. His arms around my waist. My cheek against his chest.

It was the first time I’d slept soundly in years.



We started seeing each other every week. Then twice a week. Then more. Always at my place. Always late nights, early mornings. Sometimes he cooked breakfast shirtless. Sometimes he woke me with his tongue between my thighs.

He loved to worship me.

“Let me just taste you,” he’d whisper, pulling down my panties before I was even fully awake. He’d spread my legs gently, licking me slow and deep while I moaned into the sheets, hips lifting for more.

Sometimes we fucked in the shower. Against the bathroom mirror. On the kitchen counter. Once, in the backyard at midnight, under the stars, his hands gripping my hips as he fucked me from behind.

“You love this cock, don’t you?” he groaned.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I need it. I need you.”

His hand came around to rub my clit, and I came hard, squeezing around him as he pumped deeper and came with a cry that made my toes curl.



But it wasn’t just sex.

It was the way he looked at me after. The way he touched my face like I was the most precious thing he’d ever held. The way he called just to hear my voice. The way he told me, “Don’t hide your laugh. It’s my favorite sound.”

And I started to fall.

Hard.

One night, he brought flowers. Not store-bought. Wild ones he picked.

“I think I’m in love with you,” he said, eyes soft.

I swallowed. My heart pounded.

“I’m scared to say it back,” I whispered. “But I feel it too.”

He smiled. “Then let me show you.”



That night, he took his time. Undressed me like I was a gift. Kissed every part of my body like a prayer. When he entered me, he held my hand. Looked me in the eyes the whole time.

We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to.

It was slower than ever. Deeper. His cock filled me perfectly, and every stroke was like a promise.

When I came, it was soft—full-body shivers, tears in my eyes.

When he came, he kissed my cheek and whispered, “I’m not going anywhere.”



There was tension, too. Moments where I’d pull away. Panic about the age gap. The future. What his parents would think. What mine would.

“You’re not a phase,” I told him once.

“And you’re not a fling,” he said. “You’re mine.”

We kept choosing each other. Through fear. Through doubt. Through orgasms that left us breathless and connected and raw.



Now it’s been eight months.

He still kisses me like he’s starving. Still fucks me like I’m the first woman he’s ever loved. Still calls me “baby” when he’s about to come. Still fills me every time, holding me after like I’m fragile, even when I’m strong.

I don’t know what the future looks like.

But I know I’ve never been more alive.

And that matters more than anything.


Confession #10: “He Watched While I Let the Boy Take Me”

Told by Marlene, 60, Nashville, TN

I never thought I’d be the kind of woman who would sleep with another man while my husband watched.

But here we are.

My name is Marlene. I’m 60. Married for 37 years. My husband, Richard, is 65. We love each other deeply. Still sleep in the same bed. Still cook together, still hold hands on walks. But something changed after his prostate surgery. The fire was still there, but the flame had softened. And instead of ignoring it, we talked.

One night, wine-warm and honest, he admitted something that cracked us open:

“I want to see you taken. I want to see another man give you what I can’t anymore.”

At first, I thought it was guilt. Then I realized—it was arousal. Deep, powerful, surrendering arousal. And he wanted it with me, not in place of me.

That’s how we found Eli.

He was 21. A college student renting the back unit of our neighbor’s home. I’d seen him jogging shirtless past our house in the mornings. Tall. Golden-skinned. Tattooed forearm. Confident but not cocky. And when I caught him looking at me once—really looking—I felt something stir that I hadn’t felt in years.

A few casual conversations bloomed into something charged. I told Richard. He encouraged it.

So one Friday night, we invited Eli over for wine.

He knew what it was. We didn’t play coy.

And he said yes.



I wore a black slip that hugged my hips and showed the soft fullness of my breasts. No bra. No panties. My skin was lightly scented—coconut and sandalwood. My nails freshly painted red. My silver hair pinned up, just messy enough.

Eli looked nervous at first. Then hungry.

“You look beautiful, Mrs. Wilson,” he said.

“Marlene,” I corrected. “Just Marlene tonight.”

Richard sat in the corner armchair, quiet, sipping his scotch, eyes already dark with desire. He gave me a small nod. Go.

I walked over to Eli. He stood tall, eyes fixed on my chest, breathing shallow.

“You don’t have to be shy,” I whispered, running a finger down his chest. “We’re here to give each other something.”

I kissed him—soft and slow. He let out a sigh, hands finding my waist.

His lips were softer than I expected. Youthful. Curious.

“I’ve never been with someone older,” he murmured against my mouth.

“Then let me teach you,” I said, pulling him toward the bed.



He undressed me first, his fingers trembling just slightly as he slid the straps of my slip off. My breasts fell free. He stared, awed, then bent down to kiss them—tongue flicking over my nipple, sucking it with care.

I moaned, arching into him.

When I undid his jeans and pulled them down, his cock sprang out—thick, flushed, already throbbing.

“Oh my,” I whispered, taking him in hand. “You’re… very ready.”

He blushed. “I’ve been thinking about this for days.”

“Let me make it unforgettable.”

I kissed my way down his body, dropped to my knees, and took him in my mouth. Slow. Deep. His hand tangled in my hair. Richard let out a low grunt behind me. I could feel both their arousals—one in my mouth, the other across the room, watching, shifting in his seat.

I licked, sucked, let him hit the back of my throat as I moaned around him.

“I want to fuck you so bad,” Eli gasped.

“Then do it,” I said, climbing onto the bed, spreading my legs. “Take me.”

He crawled over me, guiding himself to my entrance. I looked over—Richard was watching, eyes fixed, hand slowly stroking his cock over his slacks.

Eli pushed in slowly—inch by inch, stretching me, filling me. I moaned, loud, clenching the sheets.

“God, Marlene, you feel amazing,” he groaned.

“You’re so deep,” I gasped. “Don’t stop.”

He started thrusting, hips slamming into mine. His skin slapped against mine, the sound wet and primal. I opened myself fully to him—hands on his back, mouth on his neck.

My body rocked under him. I came hard, legs trembling, gasping as he kept going.

“Fill me,” I whispered. “Come inside me.”

“I’m close,” he groaned. “I’m gonna—”

“Yes. Do it. Give it to me.”

With a cry, he buried himself to the hilt, cock pulsing as he filled me with hot cum. I felt it spill inside me, drip between my thighs. He collapsed on top of me, breathless, sweaty, panting.

We lay there for a minute, tangled.

Then I turned to Richard.

His eyes glistened.

He walked over, knelt beside the bed, kissed my temple.

“You looked so beautiful,” he said.

I reached for his hand. “Thank you for this.”



Eli stayed for a while longer. We had a drink. Talked. Then he left with a soft kiss to my neck.

That night, Richard and I made love—slow, quiet, connected. I was still sore. Still full. Still his.

And he loved that.

We don’t know if we’ll do it again. But we opened something that night—something honest and deep and carnal. Something ours.

And I don’t regret a second of it.


Confession #11: “He Was Bare. I Was Not.”

Told by Lorraine, 55,  Kansas City, MO

I kept my pubic hair.

Always have.

I was born in the late 60s, came of age in the 80s. Back then, women didn’t shave themselves bare unless it was for surgery. A tidy triangle was classy. Natural, even. I still trim. I still care. But I never went smooth like the girls in magazines.

My husband, Ron, is 60. We’ve been together almost 30 years. He’s always said he loved me just the way I am. And I believe him. But I also know he hasn’t been able to get hard for me in over two years.

He watches now.

That started as a whispered fantasy—something I didn’t take seriously. Until he said it again. And again. And one night, he looked at me with sad eyes and said:

“I want to see you be fucked again. Really fucked. I want to see your body used and loved and dripping.”

I wasn’t offended.

I was wet.

So we started talking. Dreaming. And then searching—discreetly, carefully—for a man who’d understand what we wanted.

We found Chris.

He was 24. Fit. Confident, but not arrogant. He’d been with older women before. Said he found our honesty refreshing.

The night he came over, I wore a simple black silk robe. No panties. My hair loose and curled. Perfume at my wrists and between my thighs.

I was nervous. Excited. Lit up in places I thought had gone dim.

He smiled when he saw me. His eyes dipped low, appreciative. “You’re stunning,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said, stepping aside to let him in.

Ron was already seated in the corner armchair, sipping bourbon. He gave me a nod. A silent signal: You’re allowed. I want this too.

We made small talk at first. Wine. Music low. Chris’s voice calm, smooth. When he touched my hand for the first time, I felt a jolt shoot up my spine.

I looked at Ron. He gave me a slight smile. Go.



Chris followed me to the bedroom.

We stood facing each other in silence for a moment.

“You’re really sure?” he asked.

I nodded. “Are you?”

He stepped forward and kissed me—slow, warm, tasting of wine and heat. His hands slid into my robe, parting the silk. He didn’t flinch when he saw my pubic hair. In fact, he smiled.

“I love that,” he said, brushing his fingers through it. “You’re real. Soft. Woman.”

I moaned softly as he dropped to his knees. Spread my legs. His tongue found me—hot, deliberate, swirling over my clit. My knees went weak.

I gasped. “Oh god… yes.”

He licked me slowly, fingers teasing, opening me. His breath was warm. His mouth eager. He devoured me, moaning into my pussy like it was the first he’d ever tasted.

I came on his face, clenching, pulsing, my thighs trembling.

Then I wanted to see it.

I reached down and undid his jeans.

And there it was.

Completely shaved. Smooth. Young. His cock looked enormous. Clean and thick and curving just enough to make me ache.

“Jesus,” I breathed. “It looks bigger like that.”

He laughed softly. “I like it that way.”

I turned to see Ron watching from the doorway, hand already inside his pants. His eyes dark, jaw tight. He was fully focused on me.

“You okay?” I asked him softly.

He nodded. “You’re beautiful.”

Then Chris kissed me again and pushed me gently back onto the bed.

He climbed over me, his cock thick against my thigh.

“Please,” I whispered. “I need it.”

He rubbed the head along my folds, wet and swollen. Then slowly pushed inside.

I gasped—my body stretching around him, filling in ways I hadn’t felt in years.

“Oh god… oh my god.”

He moaned, head tipping back. “You’re so tight. So warm. Fuck.”

He started moving—slow, deep thrusts. My legs wrapped around him. My hands gripped his back. His cock hit places Ron hadn’t been able to in so long.

I came quickly, my body convulsing around him.

But he didn’t stop.

He fucked me hard. Fast. My breasts bounced, the sound of skin slapping filled the room, my moans rising louder.

“You love this young cock, don’t you?” he growled.

“Yes,” I cried. “Yes, I need it.”

“I’m gonna come,” he warned.

“Do it inside,” I begged. “I’m not on anything. But it doesn’t matter. Fill me.”

He slammed into me once more and exploded—hot, pulsing jets deep in my womb. I could feel him twitching, his groans raw and ragged.

When he pulled out, I felt the thick drip of cum sliding from me down to my thighs.

I looked over at Ron.

He was breathless. Spent. And smiling.

“You were incredible,” he said softly.

Chris leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Thank you. Both of you.”



After he left, I lay in bed, legs still sticky, chest heaving.

Ron joined me.

“You’ve never looked more alive,” he whispered, brushing my hair back.

“I feel it,” I said. “I really feel it.”

And I meant every word.


Confession #12: “I Didn’t Know I Still Had That Fire in Me”

Told by Elise, 56,  Boise, ID

It had been four years since David passed.

Four years since I’d felt a man’s breath on my neck. Since I’d been touched—not out of obligation but want. I thought I’d buried that part of myself alongside him. Grief has a way of smothering things you don’t think can die.

But you’d be surprised what desire remembers when it’s called.

I met Miles at a community art class. He was there helping his aunt. He was 31. Tall. Broad. With arms inked in black and soft eyes that didn’t judge. He called me “ma’am” at first, and I laughed. “Let’s not make me feel that old,” I’d said.

He smiled and corrected himself quickly: “Elise.”

The way he said my name…

We kept talking after class. About sculpture. Music. Life after losing someone.

“I lost my mom when I was twenty,” he said. “You don’t stop grieving. You just… fold it into your days.”

That made my eyes well. Because it was true.

We didn’t plan anything. We didn’t flirt. We just sat close, week after week, inch by inch.

Until one night, after I spilled coffee on my blouse and muttered something about aging hands, he reached out, wiped a drop from my wrist, and said:

“I think you’re the most graceful woman I’ve ever seen.”

I looked up at him. And my breath caught.

Not because I felt young again. But because I didn’t feel invisible anymore.



He walked me to my car. Neither of us said what was obvious.

And then I did something I hadn’t done in a decade.

I invited him home.



The drive was quiet. Tense. My heart thudded the entire way. By the time we reached my driveway, my palms were sweating. I couldn’t look at him.

He touched my hand. “We don’t have to do anything.”

“I want to,” I said. “But I’m nervous.”

“That’s okay,” he said. “I’ll go slow.”



In the soft lamp light of my living room, I stood there, letting him look at me.

He stepped close. Kissed me once. Then again, deeper.

His hands slid up my waist, lifting the hem of my blouse. My body hadn’t been seen by anyone in years—and yet I didn’t flinch when he undressed me. I let him unhook my bra, let my breasts fall free. He cupped them gently, thumb circling my nipple as he whispered:

“You’re beautiful, Elise.”

I pulled his shirt off. Then his belt.

And there it was.

Young. Hard. Trimmed short. His cock already heavy and thick, pointing toward me.

“May I?” I asked softly.

He nodded.

I took him in my mouth—slow, savoring the warmth, the weight, the way he trembled when I sucked gently. He groaned, hand tangled in my hair, but he didn’t rush me.

When he pulled me up to kiss me, I saw the look in his eyes—need and reverence.

“Let me feel you,” he said.

We moved to the couch. I lay back. My thighs opened for him like they had never closed.

He kissed the inside of them. Then my pussy—slow, open-mouthed kisses, licking through my folds with deep, hungry strokes. My fingers gripped the cushions. My moans were loud. I came suddenly, unexpectedly, gasping his name into the dark.

“Fuck me,” I begged, breathless. “Please.”

He slid inside me with one long, slow thrust. My body stretched around him. My hands gripped his back.

He didn’t pound. He moved—hips rolling, chest against mine, cock grinding into that spot that made my breath stutter.

“You feel amazing,” he groaned. “So wet. So tight.”

I clenched around him, shuddering as another orgasm built. He kissed my throat, my jaw, my lips.

I came again with a cry, my nails dragging down his back, my thighs shaking.

“I’m close,” he whispered.

“Come inside,” I said. “I’m not worried.”

“You sure?”

“I want it. I want to feel you.”

He buried himself deep, moaning into my shoulder as his cock pulsed, warm release flooding me. I felt every twitch, every breath.



After, we stayed still for a long time. My head on his chest. His fingers stroking my arm.

Neither of us spoke.

Until finally, he said: “You didn’t just open your legs. You opened something in me.”

I swallowed hard. My throat tight.

“You reminded me I’m still alive,” I whispered.

We kissed again. Slow. Honest.

And I knew, somehow, this wasn’t just a night.

This was a beginning.


Confession #13: “He Licked Me Where My Husband Never Dared”

Told by Janine, 54, Indianapolis, IN

Some secrets are soft.

Some make you tremble when you're alone with them.

This one? This secret has a name.

Damien.

He’s 27. A personal trainer at the gym I joined six months ago—more out of boredom than ambition. My husband, Mark, was the one who encouraged me. Said it'd be good for my "energy." What he meant, I think, was that I’d grown restless. Moody. Distant.

He wasn't wrong.

But he had no idea why.



Damien started as a flirt. A subtle one. The way his eyes lingered on my hips when I wore leggings. The way his fingers "accidentally" grazed the small of my back while adjusting my posture. He never pushed—but he knew. And I knew he knew.

And I liked it.

The first time I let him touch me—really touch me—we were alone in the private training studio. Mirrors on every wall. No cameras. Just soft music and tension thick enough to chew.

I was bent over, stretching. My ass in the air, barely covered by a clingy black gym short.

“Your form is perfect,” he said behind me, voice low.

His hand landed on my hip. Then a little lower. Then lower still.

I didn’t stop him.

“Tell me to stop,” he murmured.

“I won’t,” I whispered.

That was the beginning.



We started meeting once a week—always late, always private. Always with some excuse that Mark never questioned.

And Damien? He was dirty in ways I never imagined I’d crave at my age.

He worshipped my body like it was forbidden fruit. And the first night he slid his tongue between my cheeks—there, in that place my husband never even acknowledged—I thought I’d explode.

Let me tell you what it felt like.



We were in a rented room above a massage clinic. Warm lighting. Clean sheets. No questions asked.

He had me naked and kneeling on the bed, my chest flat to the mattress, ass raised, legs open. I was already slick between my thighs. Aching. My heart pounding.

“You know what I want tonight?” he asked.

I looked back over my shoulder. “Tell me.”

He spread my cheeks with both hands. “This. Your ass. I want to taste you here.”

I should have said no.

I’d never done that before. My husband didn’t even go down on me anymore, let alone venture near that part of me. It was unspoken. Off-limits.

But Damien didn’t ask. He wanted. And something about that made me give in.

He leaned in and kissed it. Gently. Then licked.

A soft swipe of tongue, wet and hot, right between my cheeks. I gasped—full-body, skin-flushed, lip-biting shock.

Then he did it again. Slower. Deeper.

“Oh my god…” I moaned, clenching the sheets.

His tongue circled my tight little rim, teasing, flicking, licking it like it was a delicacy. I could feel his breath against my skin. His spit dripping. My pussy throbbed, dripping down my thighs.

“You taste so good,” he murmured. “I could eat this ass all night.”

“Fuck,” I whimpered. “No one’s ever… no one.”

“I know,” he growled. “And that’s a fucking crime.”

He spread me wider, dove in, eating me like a man possessed—his tongue pressing, pushing, fucking me with slow strokes while his fingers played with my clit. I was gone. Unraveled. No thoughts. Just heat.

And I came.

Hard.

Screaming into the pillow, hips jerking back into his mouth as he moaned against me, licking me through every shiver.

I collapsed, trembling.

He climbed over me, cock heavy and slick at the tip.

“Want me to fuck you?” he whispered into my ear.

“God, yes,” I gasped. “Fill me. Now.”

He slid inside easily—I was soaked. His cock stretched me wide and deep, and I cried out again, still sensitive, still raw from the orgasm he’d just wrung out of my body.

He pounded me from behind, one hand gripping my hair, the other smacking my ass with a sharp slap.

“You love this cock, don’t you?” he groaned. “Say it.”

“I love it,” I cried. “I love your cock—fuck me harder!”

He grunted, slammed deep, and came hard—moaning, twitching, filling me until I could feel him dripping out of me, mixing with my own mess.

We collapsed side by side. Bodies tangled. Breathless.

His hand brushed my cheek.

“Your husband has no idea what he’s missing,” he said, almost sadly.

I didn’t answer.



Later, in the car, I looked at myself in the rearview mirror.

My lipstick was gone. My mascara smudged. I could still feel his cum between my legs. Still feel his tongue there.

And I smiled.

Because for the first time in years, I wasn’t just a wife.

I was a woman with a secret.

A dirty, beautiful secret that made me feel fucking alive.


Confession #14: “He Made Me Laugh... Then He Made Me Moan”

Told by Nadine, 57, Seattle, WA

My husband, Harold, is a respectable man.

He tucks in his polo shirts. Uses words like “golly.” Still carries a money clip and thinks oral sex is “for teenagers and Europeans.” We’ve been married 32 years. I know he loves me. And I’ve learned to live without certain kinds of affection.

That’s what makes it so much worse—or maybe better—that I wanted to fuck a man half my age in our own backyard.

His name is Jace. Twenty-five. The nephew of our neighbors. He was helping out with their patio remodel over the summer and got invited to our cookout by default. I noticed him the second he walked in: lean, tall, a little scruffy, big arms and a bigger grin.

And God, that grin. Mischievous. Filthy. Dangerous.

I wore a modest sundress, navy with white flowers. No bra. It had been a hot day, and my skin had that soft summer sheen that always makes me feel feminine—even when I’m just seasoning the potato salad.

Jace walked up to me while I was slicing lemons and said, “If I’d known it was going to be this kind of party, I’d have worn tighter jeans. Or none at all.”

I turned, blinking. “Excuse me?”

He grinned. “You’ve got the kind of curves that make a man want to earn his place on the grill.”

I laughed despite myself. “You’re incorrigible.”

“I’m not that smart,” he said, leaning in. “I just say what I’m thinking. And right now, I’m thinking about the way your thighs look in that dress.”

My breath caught. He was looking at me. Not politely. Not passively. Not with obligation. He was soaking me in. Like he wanted to bend me over the picnic table right there.

My husband came up behind me just then. “This guy bothering you, Nadine?”

“Not at all,” I said too quickly.

Jace grinned. “Just admiring your wife’s lemonade skills. And maybe her thighs. But mostly the lemonade.”

Harold chuckled, awkward. “You kids and your bold talk.”

Jace winked at me. “Wouldn’t want to die polite, sir.”



That night, I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

His voice. His eyes. The way he looked at me like he knew—knew that I was untouched in ways Harold hadn’t even noticed. Knew I had fire under the surface. Hunger.

So when he texted me three days later—how he got my number, I’ll never know—I stared at my phone in the bathroom for fifteen minutes before replying.

Jace: “Still thinking about those thighs. Can I come see them without the dress?”

I didn’t say yes.

I sent an address and said:

“No knocking. Door will be unlocked.”



He arrived just after nine.

I was in a robe. No makeup. Hair up. Nervous.

He walked in like he belonged there.

“You’re early,” I said.

“I’ve been hard since Saturday,” he replied. “I couldn’t wait anymore.”

He walked straight up to me, took my face in his hands, and kissed me like I was his prize.

His mouth was hot. Wet. Dominant. His tongue slid into mine like we’d been doing this for years.

“You smell fucking edible,” he growled.

I reached down and felt him through his jeans. Thick. Rock hard. Already leaking.

“You're not shy, are you?” I whispered.

“No, ma’am,” he said. “But I am respectful. I’d never fuck a lady like you without warming her up first.”

Then he dropped to his knees.



He kissed my thighs first—slow, teasing. The heat of his breath against my skin made me whimper.

Then his tongue found my folds, and I lost my grip on the counter.

“Oh fuck, Jace…”

He licked me like I was the only thing he’d ever wanted. Slow, circular strokes on my clit. His fingers dipped inside me, curling just right. He moaned into my pussy like he loved the taste.

I came hard—shaking, crying out, thighs squeezing his head as he held me through the waves.

When he stood, my arousal was slick on his lips. He kissed me again.

“You taste better than lemonade,” he said.

I pulled his jeans down. His cock sprang free—long, thick, shaved, glistening. I grabbed it, pumped it slowly, loving the way his breath caught.

He groaned. “You gonna let me bury this in that beautiful ass, Mrs. N?”

I smiled. “You're a dirty little perv.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”



He bent me over the couch, lined up, and slid inside me with a thick, perfect thrust.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “You’re so fucking big.”

His hands gripped my hips, his cock stretching me, filling me like no one had in years. He started slow, teasing, then picked up speed—slapping skin, deep grunts, my moans filling the living room.

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

“No,” I moaned. “He doesn’t even know what he’s missing.”

“You feel like velvet,” he grunted. “This pussy was made to be used.”

I came again—legs shaking, ass bouncing into him as I screamed into a pillow.

“Where do you want it?” he asked.

“In me,” I gasped. “Come inside. Fill me.”

He slammed deep. Groaned. His cock twitched, and I felt it—hot, endless, pulsing inside me until it dripped down my thighs.



After, we lay side by side. Breathing. Sticky. Spent.

He looked at me, brushing hair from my eyes.

“Want me to behave next time we’re at your house?” he asked, smirking.

I laughed. “No. I want you to keep making me blush.”

And he did.

Even at the next cookout—right in front of Harold.


Confession #15: “I Wasn’t Planning to Sleep With Him. But I Couldn’t Help It.”

Told by Rachel, 42

I was never one of those women who fantasized about younger men.

At least, not seriously. Not in real life. I was a practical woman. Divorced at 38. Mom. Career-focused. Responsible to a fault. I paid my bills early, had regular dental appointments, and took melatonin instead of sleeping pills.

But Liam?

Liam was… a glitch in the pattern. A fuck-up in my clean, stable code.

He was 26. Tall, boyish smile, tattoos peeking out from beneath his shirt sleeves. A friend of a coworker’s younger brother, or something. I’d seen him at a few barbecues, always on the periphery. Friendly. Playful. A little loud, in that confident, boyish way.

I didn’t notice him like that until the night he helped me carry a cooler to my car after a party.

“You’re stronger than you look,” I joked, trying to keep things light.

He smirked. “You’re sexier than you think.”

I paused. “You shouldn’t say things like that.”

“Why not?” he replied, leaning close. “It’s true.”

My throat tightened. My heart kicked a little harder in my chest.

“You’re a baby,” I muttered, half laughing. “You don’t know what to do with a woman like me.”

He looked at me for a long second.

“I think I do,” he said softly.



I invited him up to my place that night.

I told myself it was innocent. That we were just going to have a drink. That it wasn’t going to happen.

But it happened.



We were barely in the door when I felt his hands on my waist.

“Wait,” I said, breathless. “We shouldn’t—”

“Then tell me to leave,” he whispered, kissing the side of my neck. “I’ll go. If that’s what you want.”

I didn’t answer.

I let him kiss me.

His mouth was hot. Wet. His tongue slid into mine like it belonged there. His hands moved down my hips, gripping my ass through my jeans.

“God, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this,” he murmured against my skin.

He pulled off my sweater. Then my bra. My nipples tightened under the air and his gaze.

“Beautiful,” he said, eyes wide, voice low.

I pulled his shirt over his head. My fingers traced the lines of his tattoos, the taut muscles of his stomach, the soft trail of hair disappearing into his waistband.

I dropped to my knees.

He gasped as I unzipped him, releasing his cock—thick, long, already leaking at the tip. I wrapped my hand around him, licked the underside, then took him into my mouth.

“Holy fuck,” he groaned, head falling back. “You’re gonna ruin me.”

I sucked him slow. Deep. His hands tangled in my hair as I bobbed my head, tongue teasing the tip, saliva slicking his shaft. I wanted to taste all of him. Own his sounds.

He pulled me up suddenly.

“I want to be inside you,” he said. “Now.”

I pulled off my jeans, my panties. Laid back on the couch, legs spread, pussy glistening and aching.

He knelt between my thighs and paused.

“Goddamn,” he said softly. “You’re so wet already.”

“Then don’t make me wait,” I whispered.

He slid inside, slow and deliberate, inch by thick inch. I moaned, my head falling back, the stretch making my toes curl.

“You feel so fucking good,” he gasped. “So tight. So warm.”

He started to move—smooth, deep strokes, grinding against me with every thrust. His cock hit all the right places. My hands clawed his back. My legs wrapped around his waist.

I came once—clenching, breathless, arching into him.

He didn’t stop.

“Harder,” I begged. “Please. Fuck me.”

He grabbed my hips and started to pound. Skin slapping. My moans louder now, raw and real. I came again, nearly crying, trembling under him.

“Where do you want it?” he groaned. “I’m close—”

“Inside,” I gasped. “Please. I want to feel it.”

He grunted, slammed deep, and came hard—hot, pulsing spurts filling me. I could feel his cock twitching, feel him leaking out as he collapsed on top of me, both of us sticky, sweaty, spent.



We lay there on the couch. His head on my chest. My fingers in his hair.

Neither of us spoke for a long time.

Then he said, “You’re not just some woman I wanted to fuck. You know that, right?”

I looked at him. “You mean that?”

“Yeah,” he said, softly. “You’re real. And I want more of this. If you do.”

And God help me—I did.


Confession #16: “It Wasn’t Just Sex. It Was Something I’d Been Starving For.”

Told by Miranda, 45,  Austin, TX

I used to be his boss.

Well—not technically. I was his mentor. When Matt joined our firm at 23, fresh-faced and cocky in that sweet, clumsy way, I was 36, respected, and in no mood to entertain flirtation.

I still remember the first time he called me “a little intimidating” during a coffee run. I laughed and told him, “Good. Keeps the kids in check.”

He became one of the few younger men I trusted. He listened. He watched. He asked questions. And then he moved on—left for a bigger company two years later. We exchanged a hug at his farewell party and a half-hearted promise to stay in touch.

That was seven years ago.

He reached out out of nowhere.

Matt: “Saw your name on a panel next week. Didn’t think I’d still feel nervous texting you after all this time.”

I laughed. God, I smiled at that.

We agreed to grab a drink after the panel. Just to catch up.



The bar was dim, tucked into a quiet street near the venue. I wore a simple wrap dress, nothing flashy. But his eyes lit up when he saw me.

“You look better than ever,” he said as we hugged. “Seriously.”

“You’ve definitely lost the awkward baby energy,” I replied, brushing his arm.

We sat close. Talked about everything—work, life, loneliness. How hard it was to connect now that everything felt curated and hollow.

At one point, our knees touched beneath the table. He didn’t move his.

“Did you know I had a crush on you back then?” he asked.

I blinked. “Really?”

“I used to stare at you in meetings and wonder what you were like when you weren’t in control of the room.”

That got under my skin in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

We paid the tab. Walked out into the night.

Neither of us suggested going separate ways.



Back at my place, the tension was thick.

“I still feel like I should be asking permission to kiss you,” he said, standing just inches from me in the kitchen.

I stepped closer, looked him in the eye. “Then stop asking.”

He kissed me—slow, deep, with a hand at the back of my neck like he couldn’t believe this was real. His lips were soft. His tongue curious. My body responded faster than I could process.

“I’ve wanted to touch you for years,” he murmured. “Can I undress you?”

I nodded, and he pulled at the belt of my wrap dress. It fell open, leaving me in a lace bra and panties.

He stepped back, his breath catching. “Jesus, Miranda.”

“I’m older now,” I said softly.

“You’re sexier now,” he corrected, stepping forward and kissing the curve of my shoulder.

He undressed me slowly. His fingers unclasped my bra, and when he saw my breasts, he exhaled—like something had broken loose inside him.

He cupped them. Kissed them. Licked and sucked until I moaned into his hair.

Then he knelt.

He peeled my panties down, kissed my hipbones, then dipped between my thighs.

The first touch of his tongue made me gasp.

“Fuck… Matt…”

He was patient, filthy, and reverent. His mouth worked my clit in slow, rhythmic strokes, one finger slipping inside me, curling just right. My knees buckled. My moans were loud, needy.

I came hard—gripping the edge of the counter, crying out his name.

When I opened my eyes, he was staring up at me, mouth wet, eyes burning.

“I could taste you all night,” he whispered.

“Don’t,” I said, pulling him up. “I need you inside me.”



We stumbled to the bedroom, half-dressed and hungry.

His cock was thick, flushed, perfect. I stroked him slowly, watching him squirm.

“You ever been fucked by a woman who knows exactly what she wants?” I asked.

“No,” he groaned. “But I’ve dreamed about it.”

I straddled him, sliding down onto him inch by inch.

We both gasped.

He filled me so deeply I felt split open. His hands roamed my hips, my thighs, my ass. I rode him slowly at first—watching his face, feeling every stroke, every inch. Then faster, grinding hard, chasing pleasure we’d both denied too long.

He sat up, kissed me, and flipped us.

Now he was on top—thrusting deep, slow, controlled.

“I’m not gonna last,” he growled into my neck.

“You don’t have to,” I panted. “Just come inside me. Give it to me.”

He slammed deep, moaned, and let go—hot, pulsing bursts flooding me. I felt him twitch inside me, his whole body tensing as he buried his face against my chest.



After, we lay tangled in silence.

His fingers traced lazy circles on my stomach.

“I’m sorry if that was too much,” he said softly.

I smiled. “It wasn’t enough.”

He laughed. “I’ve waited seven years for that.”

“You going to wait another seven before doing it again?”

“Not a chance,” he whispered, kissing my shoulder.

And just like that, I realized—

It wasn’t just about sex.

It was about being seen again.

Wanted.

Alive.


Confession #17: “I Didn’t Mean to Cheat. But I Needed to Be Touched.”

Told by Vanessa, 48, Denver, CO

I hadn’t planned on going to the reunion.

What good could come from seeing people who only knew the girl I used to be? The thinner, louder, brighter version of me. The version that hadn’t been dulled by a quietly neglectful marriage and 20 years of pretending things were okay.

But my friend Meg begged me. And deep down, I think I wanted to be seen.

I wore a long black dress. Fitted, but not flashy. A red lip, perfume just behind my ears—warm, woodsy, and unfamiliar on my skin. I wanted to feel dangerous, even if I only danced once.

And then I saw Drew.

He looked better than he had any right to. 32, maybe 33 now—12 or so years younger than me. He was the younger brother of a guy in my graduating class. He'd followed me around like a puppy when he was a teen. I used to ruffle his hair and tell him to go play.

But the man standing across the room with a beer in hand, button-down rolled at the sleeves, and five o’clock shadow? That was not a boy.

He saw me. Smiled.

And didn’t look away.



We talked for an hour in a quiet corner. About everything. About nothing. His voice deeper now, slower. His eyes steady.

“You used to make me nervous,” he said, laughing. “You still kinda do.”

“Me? Why?”

He looked at me like it should’ve been obvious. “Because you’re sexy as hell. And you always were. You just didn’t see it.”

I didn’t know what to say. My heart was hammering. I hadn’t been spoken to like that in years.

My wedding ring felt hot on my hand.

“Wanna get out of here?” he asked, voice low.

I swallowed. My breath caught.

And I said yes.



We went to his hotel room.

I shouldn’t have.

But when he kissed me—pressing me up against the wall with hands that felt like they’d been dreaming of me for a decade—I stopped thinking.

His mouth was hot and hungry. His body firm against mine. I gasped when he grabbed my hips, pulling me into him. I could feel him—hard—pressing through his jeans.

“I can’t believe I’m touching you right now,” he whispered, kissing down my neck. “I used to jerk off just thinking about your legs.”

My thighs clenched.

“You’re so much more than I imagined,” he growled, lifting my dress, fingers sliding up between my thighs.

I was wet. Dripping.

“Fuck,” he breathed, sinking to his knees.

He peeled my panties down. Kissed the insides of my thighs. Then buried his face between them.

His tongue found my clit, soft and slow. He moaned like he was tasting something he’d craved his whole life. His hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging in as he devoured me—sucking, licking, circling until I could barely stand.

I came on his mouth, hard, grinding into him, my moans echoing off the hotel walls.

When he stood, his lips were glistening.

“You taste like everything I never got to have.”



We stripped fast after that. Clothes hitting the floor in messy piles. When I saw his cock—thick, flushed, beautiful—I exhaled.

“I’m on the pill,” I whispered. “And I don’t want protection.”

“Good,” he said. “I want to feel all of you.”

He slid in slowly, inch by inch. We both groaned.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he breathed, moving deeper. “So fucking warm.”

My nails dug into his back. My legs wrapped around him. He thrust deep—slow at first, then faster. We moved together like we’d done this a hundred times, like our bodies knew things our minds hadn’t dared admit.

I came again. Shaking. Crying out.

He didn’t stop. He fucked me through it—into it.

“I’m close,” he panted. “Where—?”

“In me,” I moaned. “Come in me. I need it.”

He thrust deep, groaned loud, and came—his cock pulsing inside me, heat spilling out with every twitch.

We stayed locked like that. Breathing each other in.



After, we lay in the dark.

He touched my face. “You okay?”

I nodded. “I’m more than okay.”

But I was also shaken. Not by guilt. But by how much I’d missed this.

Not just the sex.

The being wanted. The worship. The fucking heat of it all.

When I slipped out of bed to dress, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror.

Hair wild. Lipstick faded. Thighs still sticky with him.

And for the first time in years, I thought:

That’s me.

Still here. Still alive.    


Confession #18: “I Didn’t Know I Could Feel This Way Again.”

Told by Maren, 42,  Phoenix, AZ

I didn’t go looking for him.

I went looking for books.

There’s this little used bookstore tucked behind a coffee shop—dim lighting, creaky floors, that smell of old pages and dust and time. It had become my weekend sanctuary. Somewhere I could be alone without feeling lonely.

I’d been divorced for a year. Sexless for almost three. And I didn’t realize how tightly I’d been wound until he reached for the same book I did—Anaïs Nin’s Delta of Venus—and our hands touched.

I pulled back with a nervous laugh. “You go ahead.”

He smiled. “You sure? I have a feeling you’d enjoy it more than I would.”

I looked up. And God.

Mid-40s, maybe. Gray in his beard. Eyes dark like storm clouds. He looked at me like he knew exactly what kind of woman I was underneath the polite smile.

“I’m Maren,” I said, feeling the words slip out without permission.

“Jon.” His voice was low. Steady. “You like erotic fiction?”

I swallowed. “I used to.”

He nodded, slow and deliberate. “Maybe it’s time you started again.”



He asked me to coffee. Then wine.

By the third glass, I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I told him I hadn’t been touched in over a year. That I didn’t know what I wanted sexually anymore—but I knew I needed something more. Deeper. Rougher. Realer.

He leaned in. Close enough to feel his breath.

“I’m not looking for a girlfriend,” he said, brushing my hair from my face. “But I am looking for a woman who wants to give up control. Who wants to be taken care of. Who wants to be worshipped—and used.”

My thighs clenched under the table.

“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I whispered.

“I do,” he said. “Just say yes.”

And I did.



At his place, he told me to kneel.

My heart pounded. My body burned. But I obeyed.

He kissed my forehead like it meant something. Then slowly, methodically, undressed me. “I’m going to touch you,” he said, “but not until you beg me to.”

I stood naked in his bedroom, trembling, waiting. Wanting.

He sat back in a chair, cock hard through his jeans, watching me. “Touch yourself,” he said.

I hesitated.

He raised an eyebrow. “Or do you want to leave?”

I didn’t.

I spread my legs. Slid two fingers between them. I was soaked.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now say it.”

“Please,” I whispered. “Please touch me.”

He stood. Walked behind me. His fingers traced my neck, my sides, my hips—but still didn’t touch where I needed him most.

When he finally slid a hand between my thighs and pressed against my clit, I cried out. My knees buckled.

“You’re starving for this,” he said against my ear. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

He laid me on the bed, tied my wrists with his silk tie, blindfolded me. His mouth worked over me—slow, ruthless, skilled. Every lick a promise. Every suck a possession.

He made me come twice before he ever undid his belt.



When he finally fucked me, it was with intent.

Hands on my hips. Voice commanding. “Take it. Show me how bad you need it.”

I moaned—loud, feral.

He spanked me when I arched away. Pulled my hair when I begged for more. Told me I was beautiful when I was a mess of sweat and tears and orgasm.

“I love how you surrender,” he groaned, pounding into me. “I love watching you break open.”

And when I begged him to come inside me, he didn’t hesitate.

He held me after. Fed me chocolate. Rubbed my wrists. Asked me if I felt safe.

I did.

I felt... found.



I left at midnight. Wobbly. Wrecked. Glowing.

The next day, I found the book on my nightstand.

Delta of Venus.

A note inside:

“This is just the beginning. If you want more—kneel.”

And I did.


Confession #19: “He Was Half My Age. But I Was Starving.”

Told by Claudia, 44, Charlotte, NC

He was trouble the moment he walked into the office.

Fresh out of. All long limbs, messy hair, and confidence that hadn’t yet been broken by life. His name college was Ryan, and he was my intern for the summer.

I was the director. His boss.

He called me Ms. Bennett with a grin that always lingered half a second too long. And I knew that look. I’d been married once. Divorced longer. I had a drawer full of toys and a schedule that left no room for stupid mistakes.

But every time he leaned over my desk, forearm grazing mine, lips brushing too close when he thanked me—I thought:
What if?

What if I stopped pretending I didn’t notice how his eyes dropped to my hips when I passed?
What if I let myself feel the heat he stirred, instead of suffocating it with logic?

What if, for once, I let go?



Friday. Late. The office was almost empty.

He knocked on my door. “Got a sec?”

I looked up. “Only if it’s quick.”

He stepped in, shut the door behind him.

“You’re always so… in control,” he said, walking closer. “Ever get tired of that?”

I stared. My heart kicked. “Excuse me?”

He smiled. Bold. Dangerous. “You want me to leave?”

I should’ve said yes.

Instead, I said: “Lock the door.”



The second it clicked, I stood. He was on me in two strides.

His mouth crashed into mine, wild and hungry. Our bodies slammed into the desk. My skirt rode up as he lifted me—easily, like I weighed nothing. My heels hit the floor with a thud.

“You’ve been driving me crazy,” he groaned against my throat. “You walk around like you don’t know what you do to me.”

“I know,” I whispered. “I just didn’t think you’d do anything about it.”

His hands were everywhere—gripping my ass, pulling at my blouse, sliding between my thighs.

“You’re wet,” he growled. “You’ve been wanting this.”

I didn’t answer.

I just spread my legs wider.



He got on his knees.

Right there. Under my desk.

And ate me like a man possessed.

Tongue firm. Rhythmic. Fucking worshipful. He moaned into me like the taste of me undid him.

I gripped the edge of the desk. Threw my head back. My thighs clenched around his face as I came—shaking, gasping, trying not to cry out loud enough to wake the building.

When he stood, lips slick, he just smirked. “That’s what I’ve been fantasizing about since day one.”

“Fuck me,” I said, yanking at his belt. “Now.”



His cock was gorgeous. Thick. Flushed. Eager.

He bent me over my own desk. Shoved my panties aside. Pressed in slow—groaning as I opened for him.

“Oh my God,” he panted. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I moaned as he slid deeper. My fingers clawed at the wood. My body arched into his.

He fucked me rough—like he was claiming something.

“You think you’re the one in control?” he growled, thrusting harder. “Not right now.”

He slapped my ass. Gripped my hair. Slammed into me until I was babbling his name, coming around his cock with a raw, broken sob.

“I’m gonna come,” he gasped. “Where do you want it?”

“Inside,” I moaned. “Fill me up.”

He groaned deep. Buried himself and came—hard—his heat spilling into me, pulsing with every twitch of his cock.

We stayed like that. Breathless. Drenched.

My legs were shaking. My lipstick was gone. And I’d never felt more alive.



He left first.

When I got home, there was a message on my phone.

“You’ve got meetings all next week. But I want to be under your desk again. Every day. Until you forget how lonely power feels.”

And I realized something.

Maybe I wasn’t starving anymore.

Maybe I was just getting started.


Confession #20: “I Thought He Was a Joke. Until He Ruined Me.”

Told by Renée, 46, Sacramento, CA

He wasn’t the kind of guy I usually looked at twice.

Too skinny. A little awkward. Loud. He wore beat-up sneakers and cracked dad jokes like he was auditioning for a role no one asked for.

But God, he made me laugh.

I’d met him through my niece—he was her roommate’s cousin, visiting for the weekend. I’m a gallery director. Manicured, composed, rarely flustered. He showed up at brunch in a hoodie with a stain on it and introduced himself by saying:

“Hi, I’m Milo. With a butt like yours, how do chairs survive?”

I almost spit out my mimosa.



Over the weekend, he kept finding me. Always teasing. Always flirty.

“You’re like if Cate Blanchett and Richard Gere had a baby,” he whispered once, passing behind me in the kitchen.

Another time: “I swear to God, if I die without knowing what your thighs feel like around my face, I’ll haunt you.”

He was unfiltered. Ridiculous. Shorter than me in heels. And yet… my body wouldn’t listen.

Every joke made my legs cross. Every look held just a little too long.

‘With a deadly butt like that, I bet you fart like a machine gun.” He would tease me in his own style of unapologetic manner, imitating the sound, making me laugh hysterically.

And I would give it back with ‘Trust me, you’d love to be near me when that happens, kiddo.”

It was a game.

Until it wasn’t.



The night before he left, we were alone in the den.

I was reading. He was scrolling TikTok and laughing like an idiot. And then he said, so casually:

“You know I’ve been hard since I met you, right?”

I looked up. Heart stalling.

“I’m serious,” he said, suddenly quieter. “I know I’m not what you usually go for. But I’d worship you. I’d make you forget how old you think you are.”

I closed the book.

And said, “Show me.”



The moment we kissed, everything exploded.

His hands flew to my waist. My hips. My ass. Like he couldn’t decide where to grab first. His mouth was hot, greedy, and fast, nipping my lips, kissing my neck, moaning like he’d waited years.

“You smell expensive,” he groaned. “I’d crawl through glass just to taste your pussy.”

“Milo,” I whispered.

“Say my name again like that and I’ll come in my jeans.”



He dropped to his knees so fast I laughed.

“Stop laughing,” he said, tugging at my panties with his teeth. “I’m trying to ruin your life.”

And fuck—he did.

His mouth was everywhere. Clumsy at first, then suddenly deadly accurate. Tongue flat. Lips sucking. Hands gripping my thighs like they were sacred.

“God, you’re so wet,” he gasped. “You like this, huh? Getting wrecked by a short little fuckboy?”

“Shut up and keep going.”

“Yes ma’am.”

I came hard. Loud. My body buckled.



He picked me up—yes, lifted me, the little shit—and carried me to the couch.

Ripped off his hoodie. His shirt. His pants.

His cock was thick. Veiny. Shockingly good for his size.

He rolled on a condom, looked me in the eyes, and said, “You’re not walking tomorrow.”

Then he pushed in.

I screamed.

“You’re fucking soaked,” he grunted. “You’ve got no idea how long I’ve wanted this.”

He fucked me deep. Rough. Like he was trying to tattoo his name inside me.

“Fuck, your pussy’s perfect,” he panted. “This ass, these tits, this attitude—God, you’re everything.”

I came again. Legs shaking. Back arched.

He grabbed my throat, gently, just enough to make me feel owned. “One more,” he growled. “Come on. Give me one more.”

And I did. Cried his name. Bit his shoulder.

He came with a strangled groan, collapsing over me, panting into my neck.



After, we lay tangled on the floor, our clothes everywhere, the air thick with sex and laughter.

“I think I died,” he mumbled.

I kissed his cheek. “You’re an idiot.”

He grinned. “Yeah. But I’m the idiot who made the sophisticated lady moan like a pornstar.”

Touché.



He still texts me jokes.

Still begs for round two.

And sometimes… when I’m alone in my apartment with a glass of red and aching thighs, I text him back.

Because damn it…

I like laughing while I come.


Confession #21: “He Fucked Me So Quietly I Nearly Screamed.”

Told by Simone, 47 — Raleigh, NC

He was never supposed to be more than a ride share.

My assistant was out sick. I had back-to-back meetings, a gallery opening that evening, and zero patience. The car app said my driver was “Rick.” Early 20s, from the profile. Longish hair. Dimples. Hoodie in the photo.

I almost canceled.
But then he pulled up — five minutes late — leaned out the window, and said:

“Sorry, ma’am. I had to mentally prepare to be in the presence of someone with that kind of ass in a pencil skirt.”

I should’ve rolled my eyes. Closed the door.
But I smirked instead — and got in.



He kept talking. Cocky. But not annoying.
There was a sharpness to him. Like he knew he shouldn’t flirt with someone like me — but couldn’t help it.

“You smell like a whole paycheck,” he said. “Like sandalwood… and orgasms I’m not emotionally ready for.”

I almost choked laughing.

“You always flirt with clients?”

“Only the ones who make me hard without touching me.”

There was a pause.
I caught his eyes in the rearview mirror.
He didn’t flinch.

And I — well, I was already a little horny that morning. I'd flirted with an old friend over text. Read a filthy short story with my coffee. My husband hadn’t touched me in weeks.

“You free after this?” I asked, like it was nothing.
But I knew what I meant.



We didn’t go to my gallery.
He took me to a rooftop bar — his choice. Loud music, neon light, cheap drinks in plastic cups.

Nobody knew me. That was the point.

He leaned close, elbows on the table, voice barely audible above the bass.

“Tell me what you want, Simone.”

“I want to be touched,” I said. “And not gently.”

His jaw clenched.

“You sure?”

“Take me somewhere now,” I said. “And don’t make me ask again.”



We didn’t make it home.

He yanked open the stairwell door in the parking garage. Dark, damp, forgotten.
Concrete walls. Dim lighting. The echo of our footsteps.

Then he turned.
Grabbed me.
My back slammed the wall.
His mouth was on mine — open, hungry, wild.

He tasted like bourbon and late nights.
His hands were fast — up my thighs, hiking my skirt.
When he found bare skin, he groaned into my mouth.

“No panties?” he whispered. “Fuck, Simone… you’re filthy.”

“Quiet,” I hissed. “Do it.”



He unzipped. Freed himself. Thick. Heavy. Beautiful.

No teasing.
He hooked my thigh up, pinned me to the wall, and slid in.
Deep.
Smooth.
Stretching me open like he knew I could take it.

I bit his shoulder to keep from crying out.
His body was pressed against mine, one hand gripping my ass, the other covering my mouth for a second — just to make the silence hotter.

“Keep quiet for me, pretty thing,” he whispered. “Can’t have the world knowing how fucking good you feel.”



He moved slowly. Deliberately.
Each thrust like a confession.
Each pause like punishment.

“You’ve got no idea how sexy you look like this,” he hissed.
“Expensive. Desperate. Stuffed with cock in a stairwell like some married slut.”

I moaned into his neck. Nails in his back.
I couldn’t think. I couldn’t not feel.
His words were filth and truth all at once.

“That pussy dripping already? You like being fucked like a secret, huh?”

“Come for me, Simone. Quietly. Right now.”

And I did.
Shuddering. Clenching.
My mouth wide but silent.
Eyes squeezed shut.
Every muscle tensed.



He didn’t stop.

“Gonna fill you up now. Right here. Want that?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.”

One more thrust — hard — and he froze.
Grunted in my ear.
And let go.

I felt it — thick, warm — spilling deep as he pulsed against me.
His hand on my mouth. My body trembling. His lips at my ear.

We stayed there for a moment.
No words. Just breath and sweat and sin.



When we stepped out, no one looked twice.

I fixed my lipstick in the car window.
He drove in silence.
One hand on the wheel.
The other resting on my inner thigh — like a claim.

At my house, I opened the door.
He said one thing:

“You ever wanna get caught again, Simone… you know where to find me.”

And I do.

Sometimes it’s not about love. Or loyalty.
Sometimes it’s about that moment —
When you let yourself be bad.
And you don’t apologize.

Not even once.


Confession #22: “He Made Me Come With My Hand Over My Mouth.”

Told by Celeste, 45, Kansas City, MO

People assume I have it all together.

I dress the part—tailored black dresses, heels that whisper power with every step, and red lipstick sharp enough to draw blood. I own a boutique. Upscale. Sleek. Designed for women who know exactly what they want… or want to be told.

But under all that?

It’s been a long time since someone made me feel anything I didn’t already know.

So when Noah walked in—24, maybe 25, all long eyelashes, toned arms, and a shy mouth that betrayed a filthy streak—I ignored the spark. At first.

He was the intern I hadn’t wanted. My niece vouched for him. Said he was creative, good with clients, eager to learn.

What she didn’t say was that he had a way of watching me like I was a fucking meal. Not a boss. Not a mentor. Not even a woman.

A desire.



He was quiet the first week. But observant. Too observant.

Every time I bent to adjust a mannequin’s hem, I’d feel his eyes on my thighs. Every time I leaned over the register, I’d catch him stealing glances at my cleavage.

But it wasn’t until Friday—closing time—that I gave him anything back.

I was in the stockroom. Hair up. Sweaty. Irritated. My silk blouse stuck to my back.

He came in holding a delicate black lace bodysuit.

“Where should I hang this?” he asked, looking at me a little too long.

I glanced at it. “Try the fitting room rack.”

He didn’t move. “Would you ever wear something like this?”

I paused. “Why?”

He shrugged. “Just think it would look good on you. Or... even better on the floor beside your bed.”

I turned slowly. Stared at him.

“You always flirt with women who sign your paychecks?”

He smirked. “Only the ones who haunt my dreams.”



I didn’t speak. Just walked past him. Into the fitting room area. Velvet curtains. Soft lighting. Mirror-lined walls.

I let one curtain fall closed behind me.

A second later, he followed.

“You sure?” he asked, voice suddenly rougher.

I nodded once. “Lock the door.”



He kissed me like he’d waited months. Maybe years. Hands in my hair, teeth grazing my bottom lip, body pressed tight to mine.

“You smell so fucking good,” he groaned. “Like jasmine and sin.”

His mouth moved to my neck. My collarbone. My blouse hit the floor before I even realized he’d unbuttoned it.

Then his hands slid up my thighs—fingers teasing the edge of lace beneath my skirt.

“No panties?” he breathed. “Jesus, Celeste.”

“Are you going to just admire or do something about it?”

He dropped to his knees.



There, on the plush velvet rug of my own boutique’s fitting room, he devoured me.

Tongue slow at first, flicking lazy circles. Then harder. More insistent. Like he was trying to learn my every edge by taste alone.

“You taste like trouble,” he moaned, lips wet against my inner thigh. “Like heaven wrapped in boss energy.”

I was gripping the curtain rod to stay standing. My legs shook. My moans were loud.

He looked up, eyes blazing. “Shh,” he whispered. “We’re not alone.”

He reached for my hand and pressed it against my mouth.

“Be good. Be quiet. Let them wonder.”

And I came—hard—with my own palm muffling the cry that tried to rip from my throat.



When I finally opened my eyes, he was standing. Unzipping his jeans. His cock—thick, flushed, already aching—sprang free.

“I’ve dreamed about this,” he said. “Fucking you in your own shop. Ruining your control.”

I laughed breathlessly. “Prove it.”



He bent me over the bench. Grabbed a condom from his wallet.

Slid in slowly.

“God, you’re tight,” he hissed. “You feel like silk. Like power.”

I gasped. Arched into him. Watched in the mirror as his hips began to move—slow, then faster. His hands gripped my waist, then my hair.

“You’re so fucking pretty like this,” he groaned. “Bent over. Ruined. Still trying to look composed.”

I moaned, biting my own knuckle to stay quiet as his cock hit deep. Over and over.

When he pulled out and slapped his cock against my ass, I flinched.

“You like that?” he murmured.

“Yes. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.



He came with a ragged groan, hips stuttering, filling the condom as he slumped against my back.

And we stood like that—bodies trembling, hearts racing, breath fogging the mirror—before finally peeling ourselves off each other and getting dressed in silence.



I walked out first. Fixed my lipstick. Smoothed my hair.

He followed a minute later, carrying the lace bodysuit.

“Want me to restock this?” he asked, grin crooked.

“No,” I said, snatching it from him. “I’m keeping it.”


Confession #23: “I Let Him Finger Me in the Elevator. While My Husband Was Upstairs.”

Told by Isla, 46

Marriage teaches you to starve slowly.

You don’t even realize it at first. The way you start dressing for comfort instead of seduction. The way his eyes stop lingering. The way touch becomes… transactional. A shoulder squeeze. A dry kiss goodnight. A pat on the back after you say something clever in front of friends.

We were in New York for a tech conference. My husband was the keynote. I came because he asked—because it’s what wives do. Smile, support, pose for photos.

I wore a red silk dress to the cocktail mixer on the rooftop. He left early to prep for his morning speech. I stayed behind with a drink.

That’s when I met Kieran.



He was pouring drinks behind the bar.

Twenty-something. Irish accent. Tattoo on his forearm that disappeared under a rolled sleeve.

“You look like sin in silk,” he said, pouring my whiskey. “Hope someone appreciates it.”

I smiled. “No one does.”

“Then they’re blind.” He leaned in. “You married?”

“Yes.”

He didn’t blink. Just said, “Does he fuck you like he should?”

I stared at him.

And said nothing.



Ten minutes later, I slipped him my room number.

Not to invite him up.

But so he’d know.

So I could feel seen, desired, wanted by someone who would ruin me if I let him.



We ended up in the elevator. I didn’t mean for it to happen there.

He stepped in behind me after the bar closed. The car was empty. Silent. Mirrors on three sides.

I could feel his breath behind me. Hot. Dangerous.

“You shouldn’t be here,” I whispered.

“Neither should you,” he replied, fingers skimming my waist.

I didn’t stop him.



The moment the elevator moved, he spun me around.

His mouth crashed into mine—messy, hungry, unapologetic. His hands roamed down my back, to the curve of my ass, sliding up the hem of my dress.

“No panties?” he groaned. “Fuck, you wanted this.”

“I shouldn’t,” I gasped, pressing against him.

“But you will,” he said.

And then his hand slid between my thighs.



I moaned, loudly, before clapping a hand over my mouth.

His fingers—long, rough, incredible—slid into me like he’d known my body for years. His thumb found my clit. Circled slow. Then fast. Then slow again, dragging it out like torture.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he breathed. “And your husband’s upstairs? Sleeping while I’ve got my fingers inside his wife?”

I wanted to slap him.

I wanted to come all over his hand.

I did both.



The elevator chimed at my floor. My legs were shaking. My thighs dripping. I backed out, breathless, cheeks flushed, dress sticking to my body.

He grabbed my wrist just before the doors closed.

“When you’re ready to be worshipped,” he said, “you know where to find me.”

Then he was gone.



I walked back into the suite like a woman caught in a dream.

My husband was asleep.

I lay next to him that night, still pulsing from a stranger’s hand, knowing two things:

	I would never tell. 
	I would do it again. 



Confession #24: “I Let Him Fill Me. And I Didn’t Regret It.”

Told by Elise, 61

You don’t wake up thinking, Today’s the day I cheat.

But something changes. Quietly. Like a dam breaking in silence.

It wasn’t just that I hadn’t been touched in nearly a year. It was the way my husband had started calling me “sweetie” instead of “beautiful.” The way his eyes passed over me at dinner, like I was wallpaper. Familiar. Background.

But Luca saw me.

God, he saw me.



He was my lawn guy. My neighbor’s nephew. Twenty-three, maybe. Golden skin. Tattoos on his forearms. A crooked smile and dimples that had no business being legal.

The first time I met him, I was out back in my robe. Watering the garden.

“Need help with your hose?” he grinned, eyes flicking to my bare legs.

I laughed, flustered. “Bold.”

“Just honest.”

He called me Ms. Elise the first few weeks.

Until the day I wore a fitted summer dress, low in the back, braless underneath.

Then he called me trouble.



The flirting escalated slowly.

He'd pause while mowing, shirt off, sweat dripping down his chest. I'd bring him lemonade, pretending not to stare.

“You look dangerous in red,” he said once, eyes dragging over my dress.

“And you look like you know exactly what to do with a woman twice your age,” I replied, surprising even myself.

He smirked. “Try three times. I’m still game.”



That day, I invited him in.

Just to cool off.

Just for a drink.

Just for… five minutes.

He stepped inside, sweaty, sun-kissed, eyes hungry.

“God,” he murmured, looking at me in the kitchen. “You don’t even know what you do to me, do you?”

I swallowed hard.

“Luca…” I whispered.

“Say the word,” he said, voice low. “I’ll drop to my knees and make you forget his name.”

I set my glass down.

And said it:

“Yes.”



He kissed like he meant to wreck me.

His hands gripped my waist like I might disappear. His mouth was hot, tasting, hungry. I moaned into him as he pressed me back against the counter.

“I’ve been dreaming of this body,” he growled. “Since the first time I saw you bend over in that fucking robe.”

He pulled the straps of my dress down. My breasts spilled free.

He moaned. Like I was art.

“God, they’re perfect,” he breathed, mouth closing over one nipple. His tongue circled, slow and greedy. My head dropped back.

“You okay?” he asked, eyes dark.

“I’ve never been better.”



He dropped to his knees.

Pushed my thighs apart.

And devoured me.

I was soaked. Dripping. My knees buckled the second his tongue slid over my clit.

He sucked. Licked. Teased. Murmured filthy praise between moans like he’d never tasted anything more sacred.

“You’re delicious,” he groaned. “Fucking soaked for me, aren’t you?”

I gripped his hair. Rocked against his face. Came hard and fast with a cry I hadn’t made in years.

When I opened my eyes, he was watching me.

“Bedroom,” I gasped.

He didn’t wait.



We barely made it to the bed.

His cock was thick. Long. Veiny. Beautiful.

I stared, breathless. “You’re going to ruin me.”

“Good,” he growled. “That’s the fucking point.”

I was about to speak when he climbed on top of me—slid the tip inside, slowly, stretching me open inch by inch.

I gasped.

“Fucking tight,” he hissed. “And you feel so good. So fucking warm.”

He stopped. Looked me in the eye.

“Are you on the pill?”

“I haven’t had a period in ten years,” I whispered. “There’s no risk. I want to feel all of you.”

His eyes darkened. His hips snapped forward.



He pounded into me.

Hard, deep, perfect strokes that sent shockwaves through my body. My nails dug into his back. My legs wrapped around him.

“You wanted this,” he growled. “Wanted to be filled. Used. Worshipped.”

I nodded, crying out as my orgasm ripped through me. My whole body trembled.

He didn’t stop.

“Gonna fill this pussy,” he panted. “Gonna come so deep inside you.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “In me. Come in me. I need to feel it.”

He groaned—loud and guttural—and buried himself to the hilt.

I felt every twitch. Every hot pulse as he spilled inside me.

It didn’t just feel good.

It felt necessary.



We lay tangled in the sheets, sweat cooling, my thighs still sticky with him.

He kissed my shoulder.

“I’d worship you every day if you let me.”

And for the first time in a decade…
I let myself believe it.

Confession #25: “I Only Told Him Half the Truth.”

Told by Marla, 44

I hadn’t meant for it to go that far.

It started like a spark that I kept telling myself I could ignore. A flicker in a quiet room. A look held too long. A laugh that sat in my chest hours after it passed.

His name was Jace. He was 27. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Hands that looked like they’d been made to lift and ruin. He worked with my husband—graphic design, I think. Freelance. Charming, casual, that kind of handsome that doesn’t try too hard.

The first time I met him, he kissed my cheek, held my hand a little too long, and said, “You don’t look old enough to be his wife.”

I laughed. Too hard. I shouldn’t have.

But God, it had been so long since I felt that.



It was a dinner party that changed everything.

Ten people. Too much wine. Loud music, small conversations breaking off into corners. I caught Jace watching me from across the room. Not like a creep. Just... watching. Like he was studying me.

Later, I found myself alone on the balcony, letting the cool air cut through the heat in my chest.

He came out behind me, two fingers of whiskey in hand.

“Needed air?” he asked.

I nodded. “It’s loud.”

“You’re quiet,” he said.

I smiled. “I’m always quiet when I’m thinking too loud.”

He leaned against the railing beside me. “What are you thinking about?”

“Does it matter?”

“I think it does,” he said, voice low. “Especially when you look at me like that.”

I turned, heart suddenly slamming against my ribs. “Like what?”

“Like you’ve already imagined what my mouth feels like on your thighs.”

I inhaled sharply.

And didn’t deny it.



I shouldn’t have followed him to his car. I shouldn’t have sat in the passenger seat while my husband played host ten feet away. But I did.

It was quiet. Dark. Smelled like leather and pine. He leaned in, brushed a strand of hair from my face.

“You can tell me to stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t.

His lips touched mine. Soft. Careful. Like he was tasting a secret. His hand slid to my thigh. My body betrayed me—I opened under him without thinking.

“You’re shaking,” he said, pulling back just enough to see my face.

“I haven’t been touched like this in… a long time,” I breathed.

His fingers traced the inside of my knee. “Then let me show you slow.”



We didn’t have sex that night.

But he touched me.

In the dark corner of his car, his fingers slipped beneath my dress, found the lace edge of my panties, and slid against my soaked heat like he already knew me.

He kissed my neck, soft and slow, while his fingers moved in tight, patient circles.

I came gasping into his mouth. My legs shook. My heart shattered.

And then I slipped out of his car, smoothed my dress, and walked back inside.



I told my husband I got overwhelmed and needed air.

That was the half-truth.



It didn’t end there.

The second time, we were alone. On purpose.

He booked a room. Quiet. Private. Out of town.

I stood in front of the mirror while he undressed me like a gift he’d waited months to open. His hands reverent. His voice quiet.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he murmured. “You have no idea, do you?”

He kissed every inch of me—my collarbone, the slope of my stomach, the soft skin behind my knee. I trembled beneath him.

When he finally slid inside me, slow and deep, my breath caught.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “You feel like home I haven’t earned yet.”

We moved together like it was all we’d ever known. His hands everywhere. His body sure. He didn’t just fuck me—he listened to me.

To the way I gasped when he went deeper. The way I moaned when his thumb circled my clit. The way I broke when he whispered, “You deserve to be worshipped like this. Every day.”

I came twice.

The second time with tears in my eyes.



Afterward, we lay tangled in the sheets. My head on his chest. His fingers tracing my spine.

“Do you regret it?” he asked.

I thought about it. About what I’d risked. What I was missing. What I’d felt for the first time in years.

I kissed his chest.

“No,” I said. “But I can’t tell him.”

“You already did,” he said softly. “With your body.”



I went home that night, slipped into bed beside my husband, and when he asked me how my day was…

I told him I had lunch with a friend.

That I spent some time alone.

That I was tired.

All of it true.
Just not the whole truth.

And when he kissed my cheek, and turned over to sleep, I touched my own thigh.

Still sticky.

Still warm.

Still full.


Confession #26: “I Didn’t Plan to Let It Happen. But I Didn’t Stop It Either.”

Told by Jessica, 52

There’s something terrifying about being wanted again.

Not politely. Not safely. Not with the detached obligation of a husband who’s known your body for too long to really see it anymore.

I’m talking about the kind of want that makes you feel new. Dangerous. Exposed in the best way.

That’s what it felt like with Ethan.

Twenty-nine. A colleague’s son. Home from overseas for the summer. Helping out with a digital archiving project at the museum where I work. He was polite, sharp, thoughtful. And casually, unfairly beautiful.

The first time we talked, really talked, we were sitting on the floor of the back room surrounded by crates of old photographs. I was wearing a black pencil skirt and a silk blouse, barefoot, sipping cold coffee.

“You don’t look like a curator,” he said, smiling.

I laughed. “What do I look like?”

He studied me, unflinching. “Like someone I’d ask to step on me.”

I choked on my coffee.

He didn’t flinch.



That set the tone.

Flirty. Irreverent. Always a little too close. A brush of hands over the same file. His eyes catching the back of my neck when I’d lift my hair to cool off.

Nothing happened. Not for weeks.

But it simmered.

Until that one Friday afternoon, after closing. It was just us. A thunderstorm outside, the kind that made the museum lights flicker. We were supposed to be locking up the west wing.

Instead, I stood near the Monet replica, staring at it in silence.

Ethan stepped beside me, close. Quiet.

“You always look like that when you’re lonely?” he asked softly.

I didn’t answer.

He turned to face me. “You don’t have to pretend, Jess.”

Still, I said nothing.

He took one step closer. “Tell me to stop.”

I didn’t.



He kissed me in the hallway. Slow. Careful. But not tentative. One hand on my waist, the other cupping my face like I might vanish if he didn’t hold me steady.

His mouth was warm. Honest. Like he meant it.

I hadn’t been kissed like that in years.

When I finally pulled back, breath shaking, I whispered, “I can’t do this.”

“Yes,” he said, brushing his lips against my jaw. “You can. You just haven’t in a while.”



We didn’t rush.

He led me to the staff room couch. Old, covered in dark velvet. The lights hummed low overhead.

I sat first. He knelt in front of me.

His hands slid up my calves, under my skirt, slow and reverent. His eyes never left mine.

“You’re trembling,” he whispered.

“I’m not used to being seen,” I said.

“I see you,” he said. “And I want you. All of you.”

I exhaled. Let go.

He pushed my skirt up. Hooked my panties aside. His fingers brushed between my thighs—and stilled.

“You’re soaked,” he breathed. “Damn, you Jess!.”

And then his mouth was on me.



It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t clumsy.

His tongue was slow. Purposeful. He sucked, teased, licked like he was reading my body in braille.

I threw my head back. Bit my lip. My hips rocked into his mouth on instinct.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Just like that. Let go for me.”

I came, shaking. Full-body. With his name half-caught in my throat.

When I opened my eyes, he was already stripping. T-shirt gone. Jeans undone. His cock was hard—thick, flushed, beautiful.

“You sure?” he asked.

I nodded. “I want to feel something that’s real.”



He slid inside me slowly. Carefully. Both of us breathing hard.

We moved like we were learning each other—soft moans, hands gripping, skin on skin. No rush. Just connection.

“You feel fucking incredible,” he groaned, burying his face in my neck. “You’re tight. Warm. Wet as hell.”

I gasped as he found his rhythm. My legs wrapped around him. My hands tangled in his hair.

He held me like he didn’t want to let go. Like he was trying to memorize what it felt like to be inside me.

I came again. Harder. My whole body curling around him.

He whispered, “Where?”

“In me,” I moaned. “Come in me. I don’t care—I want it.”

He groaned—deep, guttural—and thrust hard. His cock pulsed inside me, heat flooding as he filled me completely.

We didn’t move. Just breathed. Tangled. Sticky. Quiet.



After, we lay there in silence.

His hand traced my ribcage. I stared at the ceiling.

“I know this can’t mean something,” he said softly. “But it felt like it did.”

I nodded. “It did.”

He kissed my temple. “Will you regret it?”

I paused.

And told him the truth.

“Probably.”

Then I turned my face into his chest.

And didn’t let go.


Confession #27: “He Watched Me Take What He Never Could Give Me.”

Told by Lillian, 63

I didn’t expect to feel anything that night.

That’s what happens after 40 years of marriage. Touch becomes ritual. Sex becomes memory. Your body turns from something craved to something ignored—until you stop even wondering if you’re still beautiful.

I love my husband. I do. He’s kind. Steady. Faithful. But sometime after sixty, things in our bedroom… stopped. And it wasn’t just physical. It was like the heat—the hunger—had quietly packed its bags and left without a note.

So when I first noticed Ken, I told myself it was harmless.

He was 21. Our neighbor’s son. Home from university for the summer. He offered to help with yard work after my husband’s second knee surgery. Shirtless, sun-kissed, always a little flushed.

I caught him looking more than once.

At my legs. My hips. The way I bent in the garden.

And I felt it.

That heat I thought I’d lost forever.



The first time we were alone, it was innocent.

I brought him iced tea. He sat on the porch steps, sweat glistening down his chest.

“You don’t look your age, Mrs. Alden,” he said, eyes steady.

I raised an eyebrow. “How old do I look?”

“Like a sin I wouldn’t recover from.”

I laughed. But I felt it between my thighs.

That night, I told my husband about the compliment. He smiled faintly, then turned back to the TV.

That was the moment something in me cracked open.



I didn’t plan the second time. Or the third.

But I did invite him in the afternoon my husband was upstairs napping.

Ken stepped through the kitchen door, cheeks flushed, tank top sticking to his chest.

“You need anything else done?” he asked, voice low.

I walked closer. Slowly. Watched his eyes drag over my body—my silk blouse, my bare legs, the faint shimmer between my breasts.

“I need,” I said carefully, “to remember what it feels like to be touched like a woman.”

He blinked.

Then stepped forward. “I could help you with that.”



I led him to the sunroom.

Curtains drawn. Warm light slanting in. My husband just one floor above us, fast asleep.

Ken kissed me like he’d waited years. Not gentle—but not rough. Just honest. His hands slid over my hips, my waist, up to my breasts.

“You’re so soft,” he murmured. “You smell like heaven.”

“Don’t stop,” I breathed.

He didn’t.



He pulled my blouse open—slow, reverent. Let it fall to the floor.

His mouth closed over one nipple, hot and eager, while his fingers slid between my thighs, inside my panties.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You’re soaked. You want this bad, huh?”

“Years,” I gasped. “I’ve wanted this for years.”

He dropped to his knees.

Tugged my panties down.

And devoured me.



I grabbed the edge of the chaise, trying not to cry out as his tongue moved over my clit, slow and precise.

He moaned into me. “Taste so good,” he breathed. “I want you to come on my face.”

I did.

Hard.

My thighs shook. My breath caught. I collapsed back into the cushions, utterly wrecked.



That’s when I heard it.

A creak on the stairs.

My husband’s voice, soft: “Lillian?”

I froze.

But Ken didn’t.

He rose. Eyes locked on mine. Unbuckled his jeans. Freed his cock—long, thick, flushed—and whispered:

“Let him see.”



My husband stood in the doorway.

Silent. Still.

He didn’t shout. Didn’t leave.

He just watched.

Watched Ken crawl over me. Line himself up.

Watched me pull him in.

Watched me moan as that thick, young cock slid inside me for the first time.

And I held my husband’s gaze the entire time.



Ken fucked me deep.

Hands gripping my hips. Mouth hot on my neck.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned. “So warm. So tight.”

I cried out, legs wrapping around him.

“You like being watched?” he whispered in my ear. “Being shared?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.”

“I’m close,” he panted. “Where do you want it?”

“In me,” I moaned. “Come in me. I want him to see.”

And he did.

He buried himself deep. Groaned loud. And filled me, every twitch of his cock spilling into my pussy as I clenched around him.

My husband stood frozen.

Silent.

But his eyes—his eyes—were wild.

Alive.



After, I pulled my robe on. Ken kissed my shoulder, then left quietly.

My husband sat beside me on the chaise.

“You’ve never looked more alive,” he said softly.

I reached for his hand.

“I don’t want to stop feeling,” I whispered. “Do you?”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t let go.


Confession #28: “I Never Thought I Could Take Two. But I Did.”

Told by Adrienne, 62

I didn’t plan to be the kind of woman who got fucked by two men at once.

But then again, I didn’t plan on waking up one morning in my sixties, looking in the mirror, and realizing it had been nearly eight years since I’d been truly touched.

I don’t mean sex. I mean seen. Desired. Taken.

My husband had passed three years earlier. Kindly. Quietly. And with him went the last of my body’s history—someone who had known me when I was younger, firmer, and still lit from the inside.

But I wasn’t dead.

And I wasn’t done.



I met Noel at a community wellness event.

He was 26. A yoga instructor with a lean, fluid body and soft, brown eyes that held mine for half a beat too long.

“You’re elegant,” he said after the class, towel slung over his shoulder.

I laughed, surprised. “That’s a very polite way of saying I’m older than everyone here.”

“No,” he said, stepping closer. “It’s a way of saying I noticed you first.”

That spark? It stayed.



The second man, Marcus, came through my gym.

He was the personal trainer every older woman stared at but never spoke to—until I did.

Big. Solid. 28. Tattoos. Deep voice. Smelled like sweat, cedar, and sin.

When I asked if he ever worked privately with clients "my age," he smirked.

“Especially your age,” he said. “I like women who know exactly what they want.”

I didn’t blush. I said, “Good. Because I do.”



It started with Noel.

We had coffee. Then wine. Then hands lingering too long. Then a night in my home, candles flickering, soft jazz playing low as he undressed me like I was sacred.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered. “Do you even know what your skin does to me?”

He kissed me slowly. His mouth warm. Wet. Exploring. And when he finally slid inside me—deep, careful, reverent—I nearly cried.

He was gentle. Mindful. Loving.

But it wasn’t until the third time, when he asked what I fantasized about, that everything changed.

I told him the truth.

Two men. At once.

I expected him to laugh.

He didn’t.

Instead, he asked, “Do you trust me?”



A week later, he brought Marcus.

He’d told him everything. Showed him my picture. Told him what I wanted.

They stood at my door—Marcus in a black T-shirt, arms thick and inked, eyes already devouring me.

Noel kissed my cheek. “You look stunning.”

Marcus stepped in behind him. “You look ready.”

I was.



We started slow.

Marcus poured wine. Noel kissed me. Soft. Familiar.

Marcus just watched at first, leaning in the doorway while Noel’s lips moved down my neck, unbuttoning my blouse, exposing the lace underneath.

“Take it off,” Marcus said, voice low. “I want to see all of her.”

Noel slid my bra down.

Marcus exhaled. “Jesus. Look at those tits.”

He crossed the room.

Took one in his hand. Rougher. Firmer. Sucked the other into his mouth while Noel knelt and spread my thighs.

The contrast made me shake.

Soft and rough.

Holy and filthy.

My moans echoed off the walls.



They took turns worshipping me.

Noel’s tongue inside me. Slow. Sensual. Like he was trying to memorize every fold.
Marcus’s fingers between my lips, pressing deeper, watching me unravel.

Then they traded.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” Marcus growled, fingers curling inside me.

“I can’t—” I moaned.

“You can,” Noel said gently, kissing my shoulder. “We’re not even close to done.”



Then they took me to the bed.

Laid me down. Spread me open.

Noel knelt between my thighs, cock hard, flushed, perfect. He lined up.

Marcus moved behind me. Pressed his chest to my back. His hand fisted his own cock, bigger, heavier. He dragged it down the curve of my spine.

“You want both?” he asked. “Tell us.”

I looked up, wild-eyed. Breathless.

“I want all of you,” I whispered. “Now.”



Noel slid in first.

Deep. Smooth. Every inch of me stretched around him.

Then Marcus moved behind.

He took his time. Slipped a lubed finger between my cheeks. Then two.

I gasped.

“You ever had both holes filled, baby?”

“No,” I breathed. “But I want it.”

And God—they gave it to me.

Marcus pushed in slowly, carefully. I felt myself open wider than I ever had.

Full.

Stuffed.

Overtaken.

They moved in rhythm.

Thrusts timed. Breaths tangled. Moans echoing off each other’s skin.

“You’re taking us so well,” Noel whispered, sweat dripping onto my chest.

“Fucking greedy little thing,” Marcus growled, gripping my hips. “So damn tight.”

I came once. Then again. Then a third time—blacked out from the intensity, trembling, wrecked, alive.



When they came—Noel first, filling my pussy with heat; Marcus seconds later, groaning, pulsing deep inside—I could barely move.

They didn’t leave.

They lay with me, each on one side.

Hands in my hair. Breath warm on my skin.

“You okay?” Noel asked.

I nodded, eyes wet. “I didn’t think I’d ever feel this again.”

Marcus kissed my neck. “You haven’t even started yet.”


Confession #29: “I Let Him In. And He Undid Me Completely.”

Told by Vivian, 56

I wasn’t looking for anything.

Not love. Not sex. Not even attention. I’d grown used to being the woman in the corner of the room—well-dressed, well-spoken, and invisible.

It’s what happens after a certain age. You become elegant wallpaper. Admired, but untouched.

So I noticed him noticing me long before he spoke.

He was early 30s, maybe. Tall. Sharp jaw. Messy hair like he didn’t care. He worked part-time at the bookstore near my condo, always there on Saturday mornings when I stopped in for coffee and quiet.

He never flirted. Never stared.

But his eyes lingered.

And after months of nothing, that meant everything.



One rainy afternoon, I was browsing the back shelves. Hair damp. Blazer clinging to my arms. I was holding a collection of old poetry when he appeared beside me.

“You always read the ones that feel like secrets,” he said.

I turned. “And you always shelve them like you want someone to find you.”

He smiled. “Maybe I do.”

The silence between us wasn’t awkward. It was charged. Slow. Honest.

“You want to come upstairs?” I asked, surprising myself. “I live just across the street.”

He blinked.

And said, simply, “Yes.”



I made tea. He stood by the window. Hands in his pockets. Watching the storm.

“Do you always move this fast?” he asked gently.

“No,” I said, setting his mug down. “I don’t move at all. Not anymore.”

He walked to me. Stopped just short of touching.

“You want me to kiss you?”

“Yes,” I said. “But slowly.”



He kissed me like I was worth the wait.

Like my mouth was the answer to a question he’d never asked out loud.

His hands cupped my face, then slid down—light over my collarbone, reverent over my waist. My blazer slipped off my shoulders. My blouse unbuttoned, one slow press at a time.

“You’re gorgeous,” he whispered, brushing his lips across my sternum. “So fucking gorgeous.”

I inhaled sharply as he kissed lower, easing me backward onto the couch.



He undressed me gently.

Not timidly—just with care. His hands dragged my slacks down my legs, mouth following the trail of skin. My thighs trembled.

“You smell like amber and rain,” he murmured, kissing the inside of my knee.

Then he looked up.

“Tell me what you want.”

“Touch me,” I whispered. “But don’t rush.”



He opened me with his hands. Slowly. Thumbs spreading me, mouth hovering.

And then—warmth.

His tongue moved in lazy, devastating circles. Slow licks. Gentle sucks. One hand resting on my stomach like he needed to keep me grounded.

“You taste like you’ve been waiting a long time,” he murmured, voice rough between strokes.

I gripped his hair. Rode his mouth. Came so hard I bit the sleeve of the couch to keep from crying out.

He didn’t stop.

I was still gasping when he kissed his way up my body.



His cock was thick. Smooth. Beautiful.

He stroked it once, slowly, eyes locked on mine.

“Condom’s in my wallet,” he whispered.

I touched his chest. “I’m clean. Past pregnancy. I want to feel you. All of you.”

His jaw clenched. “Fuck.”



He entered me like he was afraid to break me.

But I wasn’t breakable.

And I let him know.

“Harder,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him.

He obeyed.

Our bodies moved together like they already knew each other. Every thrust pushed something deeper open inside me.

He kissed my shoulder, my cheek, my mouth, whispering, “You feel unreal—so warm, so tight, so fucking perfect.”

I came again. Sobbed into his neck. My nails dug into his back. He didn’t pull out.

I didn’t want him to.

“Come in me,” I whispered. “I want to feel you after you’re gone.”

His body tensed. His cock pulsed inside me. He groaned into my mouth as he spilled—hot, thick, real—deep inside.



We stayed like that.

Sticky. Tangled. Breathless.

Eventually, he rolled to his side, one hand still on my waist.

“You okay?” he asked.

“I feel,” I said, voice shaking, “like someone turned the lights back on.”

He kissed my temple. “Good. You deserve to be seen in full brightness.”


Confession #30: “At 76, I Let a Younger Man Touch Me Where Time Had Forgotten.”

Told by Eleanor, 76

I didn’t think anyone would ever look at me like that again.

I’ve lived a full life. Married young, widowed too early, mother of three, lover of words, tea, and silence. My body has changed, softened, wrinkled, weathered—but I’ve never resented it.

What I missed was not the attention. It was the intimacy.

The weight of another body pressed to mine. The smell of someone else’s skin in my sheets. Being kissed like I mattered—not out of habit, but want.

So when it happened… it didn’t feel like sin.
It felt like something sacred returning.



His name was Theo.

Thirty-two. A poet. He came every Thursday to the small community center where I hosted a quiet literature group for retired women and wandering souls. He wasn’t a student of mine. Not formally. He just started showing up with a notebook, a coffee, and a nervous smile.

We’d speak after class. Share notes. Exchange stories. Over months, we became friends. Then something… shifted.

It was the way he watched me read.
The way his eyes didn’t flinch at my silver hair, or the creases that lined my mouth when I laughed.

One afternoon, I was shelving books when he stepped close—close enough that I felt the heat from his chest behind my back.

“You read like your voice belongs in bed,” he said quietly.

I froze.
Then turned. Slowly.

“You shouldn’t say things like that to a woman your mother’s age,” I said, heart thudding.

He didn’t step back.
He just looked into my eyes and said, “You’re nothing like my mother.”



He kissed me that evening.

Outside, under the sycamore tree near the community garden.

I wore a navy blue cardigan and linen trousers. Nothing sexy. Nothing planned.

But his kiss was reverent. Mouth soft, hands steady. Not demanding. Just… asking.

I let him.

And when I opened my eyes, I saw the want in him. Not a fetish. Not novelty. But hunger.

“Are you sure?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“I’ve never been surer of anything,” he said. “I want to know you. All of you.”



My house was quiet. Always is.

He took off his shoes at the door. Carried his jacket over one arm. I led him to the sitting room, dimly lit, books stacked everywhere.

He turned to me. Touched my cheek.

“You’re shaking,” he said.

“It’s been a long time,” I confessed.

“I’ll go slow.”

And he did.



He undressed me like I was wrapped in silk. One layer at a time.

Cardigan.
Tank.
Trousers.
Panties.

He kissed every inch of me. Slowly. Hands warm, strong, gentle. When his mouth found my breasts, I gasped—my body remembering what it felt like to need.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, kneeling. “You know that, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

He kissed my thigh. My hip. The curve of my belly.

Then he opened me with his hands. Gently. Looked up for permission.

I nodded.



His tongue was slow. Focused. Tender at first—circling, teasing. Then firmer. He read every twitch, every gasp, every tiny motion of my hips.

He didn’t rush me. Let me climb. Let me burn.

And when I came, I cried. Quietly. A sound pulled from some deep, forgotten well inside me.

He held me through it.



When I was ready, he stood. Undressed.

His cock was hard. Beautiful. Not intimidating—just eager.

“I want to feel you,” I whispered. “Don’t hold back.”

He moved over me on the sofa, one knee braced beside my hip. Rubbed himself against me, slow.

“You’re so wet,” he breathed. “So warm.”

Then he pushed in.



It wasn’t pornographic. It wasn’t awkward.

It was honest. Messy. Intimate.

My body took him in slowly, breath catching as he stretched me—inch by aching inch. I hadn’t been filled like that in years.

He moved in deep strokes. Hands cradling my jaw. Eyes never leaving mine.

“You feel perfect,” he moaned. “God, you feel alive.”

My hands on his back. Fingertips in his hair. Hips rising to meet him.

I came again. Softer this time. Quiet tremors through my limbs as his body followed—thrusts losing rhythm, breath catching, cock pulsing deep inside me as he came with a whispered, “Eleanor…”



We lay there a long time.

No rush. Just skin. Warmth. His head on my chest. My fingers in his hair.

“Thank you,” I said.

He looked up. “For what?”

“For reminding me,” I whispered. “That I still live in this body.”


Confession #31: I Let My Husband’s Mechanic Fuck Me in the Truck

By Marissa, 47 (Irving, Texas)

I don’t know when I stopped looking at my husband like a man.

Maybe it was after our third anniversary, when sex became something scheduled between errands. Or maybe it was when I caught him googling "is it normal to lose interest after 10 years" — while I was in lingerie, waiting in bed.

I’m 47 now. Still curvy, still getting looks when I walk into a room. But in my own home? I might as well be wallpaper. He kisses me goodbye, but hasn’t kissed me deep in years. He hasn’t touched me like he wants me in even longer.

So when I started flirting with Leo, I told myself it was harmless.

He wasn’t a stranger.
He was my husband’s mechanic. Had been for years. Fixed our truck, did tune-ups, even came over once to have a beer during a Cowboys game.
I knew him. Knew he was younger — late twenties maybe. Knew he looked ridiculously good in coveralls with those rolled-up sleeves and oil-streaked hands.
But what I didn’t know… was how badly I needed someone like him.

The flirting started small.
A wink when I dropped off the truck.
A “damn, you look good in those jeans, Miss Marissa” when I brought him lemonade last summer while he worked in our driveway.
I laughed it off — at first.

But I started dressing differently when I knew I’d see him.
Low-cut tops. Glossy lips. No bra.
And he noticed. Every time.

Last week, the alternator died. My husband texted me:

“Take the truck to Leo. He’ll squeeze us in.”

I drove it over just before lunch. Tight yoga pants. Tank top. Hair up like I didn’t try — but trust me, I did.
Leo came out of the garage, wiping his hands on a rag, eyes sweeping over me like I was dessert.

“Damn, you always this fine on Thursdays?”
“Depends on who’s looking.”

He grinned. That cocky, young, hungry grin.

He took the keys, and I followed him into the shop.
I perched on the stool in the back, crossed my legs, and watched him work under the hood — muscles flexing, sweat glistening. He kept glancing over. Smirking.

“You know,” he said finally, “your man’s a lucky guy.”

“He doesn’t act like it,” I said — before I could stop myself.

Silence.
Then he straightened up, came closer. Not touching. Just close.

“If you were mine,” he said, voice low, “I’d fuck you so good you’d forget your own name.”

I didn’t back away.

“Big words,” I whispered. “For a mechanic.”

He leaned in.

“I can back them up.”

And just like that — everything I’d been craving for months boiled over.

I kissed him first. Hard.
Fingers in his hair, tongue deep in his mouth, hips pressed against his chest. He groaned, grabbing my ass like he’d been dreaming of it. His hands were rough, his body hot, cock already hard through his jeans.

“Where?” I breathed. “Tell me where.”

He opened the truck door.

“Get in the back.”



I climbed in, heart pounding, thighs soaked. He followed, slamming the door behind us. We kissed like we were starving. His hand slid up under my tank, found my breast — no bra — and squeezed like he owned me.
Then he pulled back, eyes dark.

“You sure?”

“I haven’t been this sure in years.”

He dropped to his knees, shoved my leggings down, and moaned when he saw how wet I was.

“Fucking dripping.”

And then… he feasted.
Tongue deep. Circling. Flicking. Until I was gasping, moaning his name, gripping the seatbelt like it could hold me together.

“Fuck, Leo—right there—YES—”

He didn’t stop until I came. Loud. Shaking. Legs around his head.

Then he stood, unzipped his jeans, and pulled out the biggest, hardest cock I’d seen in years.
No exaggeration. Thick. Veined. Beautiful.
I bit my lip and reached for it, stroking slowly, eyes locked with his.

“You really gonna fuck me in my husband’s truck?” I whispered.

“No,” he growled. “I’m gonna ruin you in it.”

He lifted me, bent me over the back seat, and slid in — slow, deep, all the way.
I gasped.
It felt illegal. Immoral. So goddamn good.

He fucked me hard.
Hands on my hips. Cock slamming into me.
The truck rocked. My moans echoed off the metal. I didn’t care if the whole block heard.

“Tighter than I ever dreamed,” he grunted.

“Don’t stop. Make me forget his name.”

And he did.

He came deep, hips jerking, filling me with so much cum I leaked into the seat.

We stayed there after — breathless. Sweaty. My hair a mess. His cum dripping out of me.
He lit a cigarette, grinning like a man who’d conquered something sacred.

“You want me to top off your fluids next week too?”
“Baby,” I smiled, “you can drain me dry anytime.”


Confession #32: I Never Expected Him to Grow Like That

By Rachel, 54 (Indianapolis, IN)

I’m not what most people picture when they think of a 54-year-old woman.

I eat mindfully, I lift, and I teach five hot yoga classes a week. My thighs are still toned, my curves are tight, and I’ve kept my flexibility — in every sense of the word.
But even with all that, I hadn’t felt sexy in a long time. Not really. My husband, bless him, checks all the right boxes on paper. Reliable. Stable. Kind.
But touch? Passion? Hunger?
That disappeared years ago — somewhere between tax season and prostate supplements.

Then Wilson came back.

I hadn’t seen him since he was a teenager. He lived next door with his aunt when he was younger — always tagging along with the neighbor kids, jumping in our pool, soaking my patio furniture, and making a mess of my flowerbeds.

Back then, I remembered him being small. All limbs. Shy.
One summer, he was roughhousing in the pool with my son, and they stripped down to change behind a towel. I caught a glimpse. It looked like an almond back then — small, harmless, forgettable. I wasn’t trying to look. But it stayed with me.

Let’s just say… I remember thinking, “Poor thing. Hopefully it grows.”

Well.
It did.



He came back this summer — now 21, visiting his aunt again, helping her with the roof and yardwork. The first time I saw him walking up the driveway, I didn’t recognize him. He was tall. Broad-shouldered. Confident.
Shirtless in the heat, sweat glistening off those new muscles, baseball cap turned backward, and that same crooked smile. But the boy was gone.
This was a man.
And his eyes locked on me like he knew it.

We chatted a bit. Casual. Flirty in that safe way older women can get away with.
But then one afternoon, he caught me stretching on the deck after class — just a crop top, yoga shorts, and no shame.

“Still the most flexible woman I’ve ever seen,” he said from across the fence.

“Still peeking, huh?” I teased, grinning over my shoulder.

“Hard not to when you look like that.”

The heat between us thickened instantly. He stepped closer. I didn’t back away.

“I used to think about you,” he murmured. “Back then. Even when I was too young to know why.”

I laughed, a little breathless. “You were just a kid.”

“Not anymore.”

His eyes dropped to my legs — still warm and flushed from the stretch. He stepped even closer.

“You remember that day by the pool?” he asked.
“You saw it, didn’t you?”

I froze. He knew.

He grinned. “It’s not small anymore.”

My heart jumped. My thighs clenched.

“Show me,” I said — before I could stop myself.

He looked me dead in the eye, and then unzipped his jeans, right there on my deck.

Jesus.

That little almond was now a slow-throbbing masterpiece, the kind of cock women whisper about to each other, about over wine.

The kind of cock that makes your knees weak just imagining it inside you.

I couldn’t stop staring — part of me wanted to drop to my knees right there on the deck and taste how much he’d grown.

I couldn’t stop staring — part of me wanted to drop to my knees right there on the deck and taste how much he’d grown.

I stepped forward, unable to help myself. I touched it — slowly, reverently — like something sacred.

“Well,” I whispered, licking my lips, “looks like someone had a growth spurt.”



We didn’t go inside.
I sank to my knees on the warm wood planks and took him into my mouth, inch by thick inch, moaning as he filled me.
That little almond was now a slow-throbbing masterpiece — the kind of cock women whisper about over wine.
It twitched on my tongue, pulsing with heat and promise, and I could barely wrap my lips around the girth.

My spit pooled and dripped down his shaft as I slid lower, hand twisting at the base, mouth stretched wide, savoring the weight of him.
He tasted like sweat and salt and sin — and I devoured it.

His fingers tangled in my hair. His breath grew ragged.

“God, Miss Rachel—your mouth—fuck—”

Hearing him moan my name like that lit something in me I hadn’t felt in years.
I pulled back slowly, letting a long line of spit stretch from my lips to his tip, then swirled my tongue over the head like I was tasting a forbidden treat.
Then I took him even deeper — until I gagged, until my eyes watered — and I didn’t stop.

I wanted him to remember this every time he touched himself.
I wanted him ruined for girls his own age.

He tasted like sweat and heat and man, and I sucked him like I meant it — messy, deep, hungry. I let my spit trail down his shaft as I worked him with my hand, swirling my tongue over the swollen head just to hear him groan again.

And then he pulled me up — suddenly, like he couldn’t take another second.

He spun me around and bent me over the patio table.

The surface burned warm against my belly, and the air was thick with summer heat and the scent of arousal.
My shorts were gone in seconds, his fingers spreading me open, slipping between my thighs to find just how ready I was.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered, almost in disbelief.

“You made me this way,” I gasped, pushing back against his hand. “Now use me.”

And he did.

He slid into me slow — too slow — stretching me wide, inch by thick inch. I moaned, biting down on my own wrist, overwhelmed by the sheer fullness of him.

“Oh my god—”
“Jesus, Rachel,” he growled, hips snapping forward. “You’re so fucking tight.”

My knees buckled. My breath shattered.

He fucked me hard — no hesitation, no holding back.
Each thrust was deeper than the last, his cock hitting spots that made me cry out. My hands clawed at the table’s edge as the wood creaked beneath us, my breasts swaying with every stroke.

Then he pulled out and spun me to face the glass door, pressing me up against it from behind.
The coolness of the glass was a shock against my flushed skin. I watched our reflections blur in the glass — my mouth open, breasts bouncing, his hips slamming into me as if trying to brand me from the inside out.

“This what you’ve been craving?”
“Yes,” I gasped. “Harder—don’t stop—don’t you fucking stop—”



Then it was the chaise lounge.
He threw me down like I weighed nothing, spread me wide, and dove back in. My legs wrapped around his waist, my nails raking down his back.
He kissed me as he fucked me, deep and hot and wild, like he’d wanted me for years.

And when I came?

It was violent. Soul-rattling. I screamed into his neck, thighs locked tight, pussy clenching around him like it didn’t want to let go.
He came a moment later, hard, cock pulsing deep inside me, filling me with so much heat I could feel it dripping down the back of my thighs before he even pulled out.

We lay there, sticky, tangled, breathless — our bodies still twitching with aftershocks.

And I knew I’d never forget the way he filled me that day.



We’ve done it three times since.

Once in my laundry room, while the washer thumped behind us. He bent me over the folding table, yanked my leggings down to my knees, and fucked me with his hand over my mouth so my moans wouldn’t wake my husband in the next room.
I came twice in a row, legs shaking, and he left cum on the dryer door like it was a signature.

Another time was at my yoga studio. After hours. Candles burning low, the mirrors fogged up with our sweat.
He laid me flat on the mat, lifted my ankles behind my head, and told me to breathe.
Then he slid into me deep — again and again — whispering how tight I was, how perfect, how no girl his age came like me.
I came hard, soaking the mat, gasping into the silence.
When he pulled out, he let it land across my stomach, marking me.

And once…
Once it was in the pool.
The same pool where I’d once seen him years ago, all limbs and awkwardness, towel slipping low. Almond now turned to 
Now? He pulled me to him in the deep end, lifted me onto his cock, and slid in underwater.
The lights were off. The sprinklers hissed nearby.
I rode him slowly, silently, my hands tangled in his wet hair as we fucked beneath the stars.

I came in his arms, floating. Free. More alive than I had in decades.



I’m not ashamed.
I won’t apologize.

Wilson reminded me that I am still a woman — that I can still be wanted, devoured, worshipped.
That my hips still move. My moans still matter.
That even at 54, I can make a man lose control with just a look, a whisper, a touch.

He left yesterday. Back to campus.
No drama. No goodbye kisses.
Just one text:

“Stretch.”

So I did.
Right there on the floor of my bedroom — naked, aching, remembering every inch of him.

And when I touched myself…

I came with his name on my lips.
Hard.
Deep.
And definitely not thinking of my husband.

That little almond had turned into a full loaf of French bread — thick, warm, and impossibly long, the kind that fills both hands and leaves your mouth watering.
And really…

What more does a woman want, if not her bread?
Thick. Golden. Hard to take in one bite… but too delicious to resist.
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Chapter 1: The Velvet Cage

The espresso machine hissed softly as steam curled into the quiet kitchen air. Simone leaned against the marble island, sipping from a white mug, her robe clinging lazily to one shoulder. Barefoot, tousled, serene — she looked like a magazine spread for How to Age Seductively. But her eyes, half-shadowed, were tired.

She stared out at the morning light slanting through the tall garden windows, watched it play along the pool’s still surface. The silence in the house felt… padded. Comfortable. Suffocating.

Her phone buzzed.

Ethan. She smiled and picked up.

“Morning, baby.”

“Hey, Mom,” came her son’s sleepy voice. “Did I wake you?”

“God, no. I’ve been up since six. You know your mother — caffeinated and anxious before the sun is up.”

He laughed. “Still going to that 7 a.m. Pilates cult?”

“Three times a week. Keeps me limber. So I can look good at your wedding, if you ever get around to proposing.”

“Jesus, already with the guilt.”

“Just sayin’.”

Their banter flowed easily, naturally. She asked about his job, he talked about a new client. She asked if he was still seeing that girl, Lila. He hesitated, then said yes. Her mother’s radar picked up on the hesitation.

They said goodbye after a few minutes. She set her phone down, wrapped both hands around her mug again, and stared at the garden, expression soft but unreadable.

“You always smile after talking to him,” Raymond’s voice broke the stillness.

She turned and saw him coming into the kitchen, robe cinched, hair damp from a shower. His face was lined, his jaw still defined. He looked older. Softer. Not unattractive — but not dangerous.

“I smile because he sounds happy,” she said.

He kissed her cheek. “You sound wistful.”

She handed him a mug. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

They drank quietly for a moment.

He looked at her over the rim. “You’re beautiful this morning.”

“You’re half blind without your glasses.”

“I can still see enough to know what I’m lucky to wake up next to.”

She smiled. It didn’t quite reach her eyes.

Then she tilted her head and added, dryly, “Not as lucky as Felice though, right?”

His body stiffened just slightly. The smile faltered.

“Simone…” he started.

“Oh, come on,” she said, voice light but edged. “It was years ago. I’m just teasing.”

“You’re not. And you said we were past that.”

“We are. You just made it so damn easy to remember her. All cheekbones and hipbones and fake sophistication.” She sipped again. “She had terrible taste in wine, by the way.”

Raymond set his cup down a little too carefully.

“I made a mistake,” he said softly. “An aberration. I’ve spent the last six years proving that to you.”

She looked at him, really looked.

“You’ve been trying, Ray. I’ll give you that.”

His voice lowered. “Then don’t bring her up like that. It still—hurts.”

She looked away. “Good.”

They stood in silence for a beat too long. Then he stepped closer, hands brushing her waist. His mouth near her neck.

“I miss you,” he murmured.

“You’re holding me right now.”

“Not like that.”

She felt the pressure in his grip shift, just a little. His breath slowed.

“I want you,” he said, his voice suddenly vulnerable.

She turned to face him fully.

“Now?”

“Yes.”

She studied his face. The man she had built a life with. Raised a child with. Fought for. Forgiven.

She thought of Felice. Of the long months of silence after. Of sleeping in different rooms. Of pretending.

And now here he was, asking to hold her again like it still meant something.

Her heart didn’t beat faster. But it did beat a little deeper.

“Let’s go,” she said.

Chapter 2: The Forgotten Fire

The bedroom was filled with soft morning light. It filtered in through the linen curtains, falling in golden bands across the foot of the bed, the antique dresser, the high-thread-count sheets turned down the night before.

Simone let her robe slip to the floor. She didn’t do it theatrically. She didn’t need to. Her body didn’t require permission to be admired. At 54, she had the kind of figure that looked sculpted from quiet discipline — not plastic surgery. Long, toned legs. Slender arms. Her waist still curved, soft but firm, tapering into full hips that time hadn’t claimed. Her breasts were high and natural, small but proud, nipples already darkening in the light.

Between her thighs was a neatly trimmed patch of hair — thick, soft, dark against pale skin. She’d never been the kind of woman to go bare. She liked the idea of age. Of proof.

Raymond sat on the edge of the bed, watching her undress. He was already naked. His chest was lean, fair, dusted with greying hair. A few sunspots on his shoulders, a scar from some old shoulder surgery. His cock lay against his thigh — half-hard, clean, circumcised, average. Just over five inches, a slight upward curve, a pinkish head with veins beneath the skin like faded lines on an old map.

She walked toward the bed and climbed in without a word. Her body stretched out against the sheets, arms overhead, legs just slightly apart. Her breasts rose gently with each breath.

Raymond moved between her legs, kissing her navel, then her ribcage, then her mouth. His tongue was soft, slow, tasting her. His hands ran along her sides, fingertips tracing her hips, brushing the outside of her thighs.

“You’re still so beautiful,” he whispered.

She smiled faintly. She didn’t believe it — not entirely — but she let him say it.

His mouth moved lower. He kissed the inside of her thigh. He hovered there, then pressed his nose into the trimmed curls of her mound, inhaled softly like it brought him peace.

But he didn’t linger. He moved up again, kissing her breasts now — one, then the other — warm mouth on soft flesh. She felt his cock harden against her thigh. He was ready. She wasn’t quite, but it wouldn’t matter. It never really did.

He reached between them, guided himself, and pressed the head of his cock to her entrance. She tilted her hips slightly. A familiar, almost choreographed motion. He pushed in slowly.

The stretch was subtle. She was warm, pliant. Her body received him the way it had for years — without resistance, without thrill.

He began to move.

Missionary. Of course.

Slow thrusts. Deep, controlled. His hips pressed down into hers with practiced rhythm, the weight of his body sinking into the mattress. He braced himself on one elbow. The other hand ran along her hair, pushing it back from her face. She moaned gently, because it was expected. Her fingers brushed his lower back, guiding. Supporting.

His breath came faster. His thrusts picked up.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, eyes closed.

Simone watched him. His face was flushed, his jaw tight. She could see he was trying — not just physically, but emotionally. He wanted to connect. He believed in what he was doing. That made it harder.

She focused on the sensation. The slow drag of his cock inside her. The weight of him. His scent — clean skin, a trace of shaving cream, a hint of coffee.

She tried to sink into it.

She closed her eyes and let her mind wander. To memories. To images. Not of Raymond. Not of the man above her.

To something else. Someone else.

Younger.

Rougher.

Filthy.

Her pussy clenched involuntarily.

Raymond moaned at that. “Oh—fuck, Simone—yes…”

He moved faster now. His hips slapped softly against her. The sound filled the room like a lullaby.

She bit her lip. Let him finish.

And then, with a low, desperate grunt, he came.

He pulsed deep inside her, pushing in all the way, groaning against her throat. His body trembled slightly.

Then he collapsed beside her, still inside, breath heavy, skin damp.

She turned her head to look at the ceiling. The fan spun slowly overhead.

He kissed her shoulder. “That… that felt good.”

She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. “It did.”

He smiled sleepily, eyes closed already. “Love you…”

“I know,” she whispered.

She waited until he drifted off. Then carefully, she turned onto her side and slid her fingers between her thighs. She found her clit — still swollen, untouched, unsatisfied.

She circled it once. Twice.

She wasn’t trying to cum.

She just needed to remember what it felt like to want.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

She didn’t check it.

But her body remembered what time it was.

11:00 a.m. The security guy would be here soon.

And something told her this one wouldn’t be dull.


Chapter 3: The Young Man at the Gate

The knock came exactly at 10:59 a.m.

Simone stood at her bedroom vanity, smoothing lotion into her thighs. Her skin still tingled faintly from the earlier sex with Raymond — not from pleasure, but from friction. His cum had leaked out onto the bedsheets when she got up to shower. She hadn’t wiped it all away. She let some of it cling between her folds like perfume.

She liked the idea of meeting another man with someone else’s warmth still inside her.

She slipped on a soft, olive-green blouse, unbuttoning it just low enough to suggest something without revealing it. Her bra was lace, dark, not for support — for effect. Then a slim pair of white linen pants, low on her hips, no underwear beneath. Her nipples pressed lightly through the silk. Her hair was brushed back into a loose bun. Simple gold hoops. A bare neck.

She didn’t look like a housewife.

She looked like a warning.

The second knock was firmer.

She walked barefoot down the hallway, long strides echoing slightly against the hardwood floors. The whole house was still. Her pulse was not.

When she opened the door, he was standing there—clipboard in hand, sunglasses pushing his hair back, neck slightly damp with sweat.

“Mrs. Holloway?”

She blinked once. Took him in.

Tall. Maybe 6’1. Light brown skin. Golden, sun-warmed. Tattoos just barely visible beneath the edge of a black T-shirt sleeve. His jawline was strong, freshly shaved, mouth just a little too full for innocence. His eyes were dark, clear, and curious. Mid-twenties, maybe.

She nodded. “That’s me.”

“I’m Leo. Here for the security install. Cameras and motion sensors, right?”

“Yes. Come in.”

He stepped inside, eyes scanning the foyer — marble floors, framed black-and-white photography, a staircase that curved like a whisper. His gaze lingered on her for half a second longer than it should have. She caught it. Let it sit.

“You can put your things down in the sunroom,” she said, turning.

He followed her — his footsteps heavier, untrained, young. She walked just ahead of him, hips swaying slightly, the fabric of her linen pants shifting with every step, semi-transparent in the morning light.

“You have a beautiful house,” he said.

She looked over her shoulder. “You think so?”

He shrugged, smiling. “Big. Clean. Looks like nobody ever yells in here.”

Simone laughed. It was the first real laugh she’d had in weeks. “You’d be surprised.”

They entered the sunroom, bright and open, with tall windows that let in sheets of sunlight. Leo set his bag down and began pulling out cables, lenses, sleek little black boxes.

“Is this your main residence?” he asked, glancing up.

She leaned against the glass doorframe, arms crossed just beneath her breasts. “Yes.”

“Live alone?”

“No,” she said. “My husband’s around.”

There was a pause. Then: “Nice.”

She tilted her head. “You say that like it’s a strange arrangement.”

“No, not at all,” he said quickly, smiling again. “Just… figured a place like this would belong to someone who doesn’t get interrupted.”

Her brows lifted slightly. The corner of her mouth curved.

Leo crouched down to plug something in. His shirt lifted slightly. A line of toned back, waistband of navy briefs just peeking over his jeans.

Simone didn’t look away.

She felt the ache again. That low, slow curl between her thighs. A reminder.

You are not dead.

She stepped forward, just enough to feel the electricity shift in the room.

“Do you want coffee, Leo?”

He looked up at her from a kneeling position.

“I’d love that.”

She didn’t move for a moment. Just watched him.

And something in her pulsed.


Chapter 4: Under Surveillance

Simone carried two mugs of coffee down the sunlit corridor, the morning light catching on her gold bangles with every step. The floors were polished marble, the art minimal and expensive. Every detail of the house whispered money—old, discreet money. She walked barefoot, her white linen pants whispering around her ankles, the silk blouse tied loose at the waist.

As she entered the sunroom, Leo was crouched near the wall, feeding a wire up behind a sconce. His back was to her. She let her eyes drift—for a second, maybe two. Broad shoulders under a stretched T-shirt. Faint sweat along the back of his neck. Strong hands working without hesitation.

“Coffee?” she said lightly.

He turned, smiled. “God, yes.”

She walked over and handed him a cup. “Black. Hope that’s okay.”

“That’s perfect.”

He took a slow sip, then nodded. “Damn. That’s better than I deserve.”

“I don’t serve what people deserve,” Simone said, sipping her own. “I serve what I like.”

Just then, Raymond appeared in the doorway—button-down, slacks, holding his phone to his ear.

“There you are,” he said. “Hey—sorry, babe, didn’t want to interrupt. I’ve got the call with the board in twenty. I’ll be upstairs for a bit.”

Simone gave him a soft smile. “All good.”

He glanced at Leo, polite but uninterested. “Security?”

Leo nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Cool. Thanks.” He pointed at his phone. “You’ll be here a while, I guess?”

“Few hours.”

Raymond nodded, distracted. “Great. Okay.” Then to Simone, with a small, automatic peck to her cheek: “See you after.”

“Good luck with the call,” she said.

And just like that, he was gone.

Leo gave her a small smile. “Seems like a busy guy.”

“He is,” Simone said, returning to the armchair. “In his head, mostly.”

Leo crouched again by his toolbag. “That kind of busy, huh?”

She didn’t answer. Just sipped her coffee and watched him work.

He was quick with his hands. Efficient. He didn’t fumble, didn’t talk to fill silence. She appreciated that. When he reached up to adjust the wall bracket, his shirt lifted—just a sliver—exposing the deep cut of his waist, the curve of his ass. It wasn’t dramatic. But it held her eyes.

He kept moving along the wall. She tracked his progress with quiet attention. The way he handled wires, adjusted mounts, checked angles with the small handheld tablet. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t try. He didn’t have to.

“Have you been doing this long?” she asked eventually.

“Few years,” he said. “Picked it up after school. Was supposed to be temporary. Then I got good at it.”

She smiled faintly. “It shows.”

“You’d be surprised how many men can’t mount a camera straight.”

“I’m not surprised.”

He smiled. “You saying I don’t look like most of your guys?”

She crossed one leg over the other. Her linen pants shifted slightly higher. “I’m saying most men are afraid to be quiet. You’re not.”

He glanced at her again. Not smug. Just aware.

“I like listening.”

She nodded, held his gaze.

He went back to work.

She watched him a little longer, then rose from the chair and walked slowly out of the room, her hips moving in clean, unhurried rhythm. She didn’t exaggerate the sway.

But she didn’t hide it either.


Chapter 5: The Space Between

It had been just over an hour.

Simone stood at the kitchen counter, slicing fresh figs with a small paring knife. She layered them onto a stoneware dish with a few folds of prosciutto, a wedge of cheese, and a handful of lightly salted crackers. She didn’t even think about it—this was just how she served food. Even alone. Especially when someone else was watching.

She filled a tall glass with sparkling water, added a thin twist of lemon, and carried the tray down the hall without rushing. The house, built on symmetry and light, echoed gently with her footsteps. Outside, someone was trimming hedges. Inside, everything was controlled.

Leo was working in the front parlor now, crouched near a decorative column. He didn’t see her at first.

She paused in the doorway, looking at his back. His shirt was damp in a few places now, hugging the shape of him. He had that natural athletic build—lean but solid. His jeans sat low, revealing just a flash of dark cotton above the waistband. She noticed the way his body shifted when he reached for his drill. Functional. Grounded. Young.

“You hungry?” she asked.

He looked back, surprised. “Uh… I mean—sure.”

She walked in and set the tray down on the sideboard. “Fig, prosciutto, Saint André. And water. Nothing fancy.”

Leo stood slowly, wiped his palms on his jeans. “Actually, it looks really fancy.”

She handed him the glass. “You’re sweating in my house. The least I can do is feed you.”

He smiled. “I won’t say no to that.”

He took a long drink of the water and set it down. Then reached for a fig, biting into it without ceremony. Juice clung to his lip for a moment before he licked it away with the edge of his tongue. He didn’t do it to be suggestive—it was just a reflex. But Simone felt her thighs tense slightly.

“This is ridiculous,” he said, chewing. “You eat like this every day?”

“Not exactly. I eat what I feel like. Some days it’s this. Some days it’s boxed cereal and silence.”

Leo smiled again. “Still better than my lunch. I’ve got a granola bar in the van that’s probably half-melted.”

She picked up a cracker, broke it, and took a bite. “I used to eat like that in my twenties. In bed. In studios with peeling walls. You grow out of it.”

He looked at her. “You were in studios?”

“I wasn’t always this version of myself.”

He nodded slowly. “Hard to picture that.”

“I like that it’s hard.”

Leo picked up a sliver of prosciutto, folded it onto a cracker, and bit in without taking his eyes off her. He didn’t linger. He just looked. Clear, direct.

Simone leaned back against the sideboard, arms folded loosely beneath her chest. Her shirt fell open slightly at the collar, but she didn’t adjust it. She wasn’t trying to be provocative. She just didn’t feel like hiding.

“So you like this kind of work?” she asked.

Leo shrugged. “It’s fine. I don’t hate it.”

“Not exactly passionate endorsement.”

He smiled again. “I’m good with my hands. I like building things. Seeing if they work. Reworking what doesn’t. It makes sense to me.”

“I imagine that comes in handy.”

“It does,” he said. “Some people just want it done. Some people want it done right.”

“And I look like the second type.”

He looked her over, calmly. “Yeah. You do.”

She didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “You want me to walk with you while you check the cameras?”

“Sure. That’d be helpful.”

They moved together to the side entryway where he’d mounted the second wall unit. It was sleek, modern, subtle. She watched his hand as he tapped through the controls. His arm brushed hers once, lightly, when he adjusted the brightness on the screen. She didn’t move.

“You’ll get a live feed here, and motion alerts directly to your phone,” he said. “You can also scrub footage back if needed—day or night. Audio’s optional.”

He looked at her then, the screen reflected in his eyes. “Want to try it?”

She stepped closer, letting her fingers glide across the frame. He didn’t step away.

“Seems easy enough.”

“It is,” he said. “Once you learn where to look.”

She stayed close, watching the screen shift as it flicked through angles: the garden, the front gate, the drive.

His scent was faint. Fabric. Warm skin. Nothing fancy.

She stood there next to him, her side brushing his. Neither of them moved away. Not because something was happening.

Just because neither of them wanted to move.

Chapter 6: Not Quite Done

Leo unplugged the last monitor and began coiling his cables, moving quietly from the front parlor to the foyer. His tool bag clicked with metal and plastic, the zipper pulled halfway open, already heavy with his equipment.

Simone leaned against the edge of the hallway console, arms folded. She didn’t offer help—just watched. That same casual way she watched him when he wasn't looking.

He bent over to pick up a power adapter he'd left near the wall. His jeans hugged his frame, the pockets stretched tight across the curve of his ass. Simone’s eyes drifted without guilt. Not for long—just long enough to feel the tension shift in her own stomach.

She looked away when he turned, pretending to check her phone.

Leo slung the bag over one shoulder. “That should do it.”

“Everything’s working?”

“Yeah. Fully online. App’s synced to the tablet. You’ll get push notifications if there’s movement anywhere near the doors or perimeter.”

“Impressive,” she said. “You didn’t even make a mess.”

“I try to leave things the way I found them.”

She gave a quiet smile. “If only more men did that.”

Leo chuckled softly, ran a hand through his hair. “You’ll get the final invoice by email.”

She nodded. “Will you be the one coming back if I need adjustments?”

“Usually, yeah.”

“Good,” she said.

He looked at her then—really looked. Not in a sexual way, not in a nervous way either. Just a long, even glance. She returned it.

For a moment, neither of them said anything.

Then he shifted his weight and looked toward the door. “I should get going.”

She nodded. “Of course.”

He moved to the door, opened it—but didn’t step out right away.

“Thanks for the coffee,” he said.

“And the figs?”

“And the figs,” he added, smiling.

“You’re welcome.”

He held the door handle a moment longer than he needed to. Then finally stepped outside. The door eased shut behind him with a soft click.

Simone stood there for a few seconds. Still. Her hands were loose at her sides.

Then she walked to the monitor screen, tapped it on. The front camera feed flickered to life.

Leo was walking down the path to the gate. She watched his back. The bag slung low. That same gait—easy, grounded, confident without effort.

She watched him disappear out of frame.

Then she turned the monitor off.

She wasn’t sure what she wanted next.

But she knew that wasn’t the last time she’d see him

She didn’t go back to her office.

Instead, Simone walked upstairs, into the master suite, and sat on the edge of the bed. The room was still faintly scented with lavender and linen spray. She undid the top button of her blouse, letting the silk fall open. The cool air on her chest felt sharper than usual.

She imagined him in the house again—not working this time, just walking down the hall, sweaty, casual, asking if he could use her bathroom. She pictured him standing in front of the mirror, shirt off, jeans hanging low, wetting his hands. Her own legs shifted.

She lay back on the bed slowly, her thighs pressing together. One hand rested at her waist, the other tracing lower. Not touching—just thinking.

His hand. His mouth. That voice.

She imagined knocking on the door while he was in there, him opening it without warning. Her in a robe. Him shirtless.

Her fingers slid beneath the waistband of her pants—

And then her phone rang.

She froze.

RAYMOND.

Her husband’s name lit up the screen.

She let it ring twice before picking up.

“Hey,” she said, voice steady.

“Just checking in,” he said, chipper. “Everything okay? Guy done with the system?”

“He just left.”

“Good. Everything go smooth?”

“Very smooth.”

There was silence.

“I’ve got a dinner with Ross later,” he said. “Will probably run late.”

“That’s fine.”

He hesitated. “You okay?”

“I’m fine, Ray. Just tired.”

She hung up shortly after and tossed the phone to the side of the bed. Stared at the ceiling.

Whatever was building had fizzled. The mood. The ache. Gone.

She got up, straightened her shirt, and didn’t touch herself.

Not today.


Chapter 7: Second Look

One Week Later

It was a Thursday. Early evening. The sky was still bright, gold slipping into blue.

Simone stepped out of her Mercedes, freshly back from her private pilates studio. Hair up. Skin dewy. She wore a fitted, pale gray silk tank and high-waisted joggers that clung to her legs. Minimal makeup. Gold hoops. A woman at ease in her body.

She headed into the local design showroom—modern lighting, custom furnishings, airy quiet.

She was halfway through browsing brushed brass sconces when she heard a familiar voice.

“Sorry, I’m just here to finish that angle install for Celia. Said I could cut through the front?”

She turned.

Leo.

In the same black tee, this one slightly faded, jeans low-slung, a toolbelt clipped to one side.

He hadn’t seen her yet.

Simone watched him as he bent slightly to sign something at the desk. She looked at the curve of his back again, the way his shirt clung to his waist, the slight V shape tapering into his hips.

She turned toward the mirror beside the sconce wall, adjusted her tank slightly, and let the silk fall just a little looser against her chest.

When he turned—he saw her.

His eyes widened for a second.

Then he smiled. “Hey.”

She smiled back. “Fancy seeing you again.”

Leo scratched the back of his neck, clearly surprised. “Didn’t expect to see anyone I recognized here. You, uh… look different.”

“Different how?”

“I don’t know. Lighter. Like you’re not the one paying someone.”

She tilted her head. “And you still look like the guy doing all the work.”

“Someone has to,” he said, grinning.

Their eyes held for a beat longer than necessary.

Simone was the first to glance away this time. She gestured toward the sconce wall. “I was just debating between ‘understated’ and ‘I care too much about lighting.’”

Leo looked past her shoulder. “Go with ‘understated.’ It’ll feel like you know what you’re doing but you’re not showing off.”

She smirked. “You think I care about showing off?”

“I think… you like being noticed when you choose it.”

That made her pause. She wasn’t used to men being that observant. Especially not this casually.

“You’re not wrong,” she said.

He nodded toward the back. “I’ve gotta run a wire through the molding behind that wall. Won’t be long.”

“Go,” she said. “I’ll be here, flirting with pendant lighting.”

He hesitated for a second, then smiled again and walked off, disappearing through a frosted glass door with “Staff Only” etched across it.

Simone exhaled through her nose, soft and slow.

She turned back to the sconces. Touched one, gently.

But she wasn’t thinking about lighting anymore.

She was thinking about him behind that wall — crouched down, sleeves tight on his arms, jaw clenched in focus. Maybe tugging cable. Maybe wiping his brow again.

She didn’t chase that thought too far.

But she didn’t fight it either.


Chapter 8: Lingering Light

It was twenty minutes before she saw him again.

Simone wandered deeper into the showroom, pretending to inspect a set of muted-glass pendant fixtures while half-listening to a pair of women debating over bar stools in the corner. Her mind wasn’t on design anymore. Not really.

She leaned against a walnut display island, arms crossed. Her silk tank clung gently to the curve of her ribs. Beneath the cool fabric, she felt a low thrum in her belly—not arousal exactly. Something more stubborn. Curiosity.

She glanced toward the staff hallway twice.

Then, finally, he reappeared.

Leo stepped through the frosted glass door again, wiping his hands with a rag. His shirt had ridden up slightly from reaching over some fixture, exposing a flash of taut, golden skin above his waistband. When he looked up and saw her, something in his face shifted—like a second pause before a smile.

“All done?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Clean and simple. Rare for once.”

He walked over, less hurried now. His shoulders loose. Toolbelt slung casually low on his hips.

Simone gestured at the fixture behind her. “So? Understated?”

Leo stepped beside her, tilting his head to examine it. “Definitely understated.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning it’s the kind of lighting people don’t notice unless the person under it makes them want to look.”

She gave him a sideways glance. “Do you talk like that to all your clients?”

“Only the ones who dress like they’re not trying,” he said, “but clearly are.”

She smiled—busted, but amused.

“I just came from pilates,” she said. “This is what happens when you’re sweaty and rich.”

Leo leaned a little closer to inspect the bulb casing. “Well, you make sweaty look expensive.”

The words landed. Neither of them laughed this time.

She shifted her weight subtly, and the air between them tightened by a thread.

Simone glanced down at his hand—just resting on the edge of the wood, fingers lightly flexing. The veins along his wrist, the tension in his knuckles. Not aggressive. Just… there.

“You headed home after this?” she asked.

Leo nodded. “Yeah. Long day. Been crawling through tight walls since noon.”

She looked at him fully. “And you still smell okay.”

His mouth twitched. “You smell like eucalyptus and silk. Not a fair fight.”

He turned slightly, facing her now. She stayed exactly where she was.

“How about you?” he asked.

“I was thinking of going home. Bath. Wine. Maybe dinner if I remember.”

“Must be nice.”

She smiled. “It’s quieter than you think.”

Leo nodded slowly. “You ever get bored of quiet?”

The question landed too directly, too cleanly.

She didn’t answer right away.

Then: “Sometimes.”

He nodded again, then stepped back. “I should let you shop.”

“Do I look like I’m shopping?”

“You look like you don’t need to,” he said, already stepping back. “Everything’s curated.”

She watched him retreat toward the front. He stopped at the desk to sign out. She stood where she was, arms still folded beneath her chest, the warmth from his nearness still hovering in the air around her.

When he opened the door to leave, he looked back once.

So did she.

No smiles this time.

Just that same quiet pause.

And then he was gone.

Simone stood there a moment longer, blinking once.

She walked slowly to the wall mirror, straightened the hem of her top, and looked at herself.

Same woman.

But her skin felt warmer. And she knew it wasn’t the lights.


Chapter 9: Alone With It

The lights were off.

The bedroom glowed with soft amber from the hallway, just enough to give shape to her body as she lay across the bed—naked, one leg hooked over the duvet, the other knee bent and loose, lips slightly parted, breath shallow.

Raymond was out of town—Palm Springs, some board retreat. He’d texted earlier: early dinner, bed by 10, love you.

She hadn’t replied.

She hadn’t meant to spiral. But the second Leo walked away from her at that showroom, something had snapped. Not in panic. In hunger.

She let her eyes fall shut and pulled the sheet down with one hand, exposing her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples tightened almost immediately. She cupped one softly, thumb brushing over the peak. But her mind wasn’t here.

It was back there.



He’d walked into the showroom like he had every right to be there.

Same black T-shirt, worn just slightly, hugging his chest. She remembered how it outlined his torso—the slight definition in his arms, not gym-sculpted but earned. Real. The way his shirt sat against his abs, falling over the flat plane of his stomach, his jeans low on his hips.

He hadn’t seen her at first.

She remembered watching him sign the clipboard, body bent slightly forward, his ass round and tight under worn denim. Not exaggerated—just full. Firm. Something to grip.

Then he’d turned and seen her. That little flicker of surprise. And the smile—not cocky. Just… present.

She imagined it now: him walking up to her in the store. A little slower. A little closer. That moment they stood in front of each other, not touching, not saying anything meaningful—and how badly she wanted to just close the distance.

And in her mind, she did.

She stepped closer. Touched his chest lightly with one hand, felt the heat through his shirt. Felt the way his breathing changed. The way his eyes lowered for the first time—not in shame, but focus. Want.

“You came back to see me,” she says in the fantasy.

He doesn’t deny it.



Simone slid her fingers down her stomach, slowly. The tips of two fingers traced the edge of her pubic mound, through the neatly trimmed hair, until they dipped between her lips—already slick.

She exhaled sharply.

She imagined him right there in her bedroom, hands tugging his shirt over his head. The way his torso would look—light tan, a thin trail of hair down his navel, not overly built. Just lean. Touchable. Lickable.

And then he’d drop his jeans.

No underwear.

His cock would hang full, thick and warm, slightly to the left. Uncut. Soft skin gathered just over the head, smooth and natural. Veined subtly, not heavily. The kind of cock you didn’t want to just suck—you wanted to taste.

She imagined herself kneeling on the floor, her tongue tracing that fold of skin back, pulling it gently with her lips to expose the crown—rosy, plump, wet with precum. She'd flick her tongue across the slit. Feel him twitch. His voice would go lower.

“God, your mouth…”

He’d whisper it like a man trying not to come too soon.



Her fingers pressed firmer now, two slipping into her soaked opening as her palm ground against her clit.

She moaned quietly into the dark.

She imagined him pushing her to the bed—his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her, looking down at her cunt like it was the first one he’d ever seen and the last one he’d ever want.

“You want me raw?” he’d ask.

And in the fantasy, she said it—without shame.

“All of you. No rubber. Just fuck me.”



She pictured the stretch—his cock thick, opening her up, sliding in slow. No rush. No teasing. Just that heavy, full feeling as her pussy took him inch by inch, her walls tightening, squeezing, soaking him as he bottomed out.

He’d groan—deep, real—and start to fuck her. Slow at first. Her legs over his shoulders. His chest grazing her knees. His hand on her throat—not choking. Just owning her. Her nipples would bounce with every thrust, her breath ragged.

“Fuck, Leo… deeper…”

She imagined how his eyes would lock on her face when she came—no shame, no permission asked—her body convulsing under him, wet, loud, hungry.

And he’d keep going.

Not just for her.

But for himself.



Simone came hard—fingers deep, clit throbbing under her palm, her hips grinding into her own hand as her thighs shook.

The orgasm hit like a slap—quick, sharp, all-consuming. Her breath punched out of her lungs, her cunt gripping around nothing, wishing it was him. Wishing she’d bent the rules. Wishing she didn’t care.

She lay there, hand sticky between her legs, nipples stiff, mouth dry.

Her heart was racing.

Not from guilt.

From lack.

From the ache of knowing what she wanted now—and who.


Chapter 10: The Line Between

The screen lit her face with a soft, familiar glow.

RAYMOND
Early dinner, bed by 10, love you.

She stared at it for a moment. No follow-up. No photo. Just the standard check-in, like a punch card.

She tapped Call.

“Hey,” he answered quickly, voice muffled and a little tired.

“Just saw your message.”

“Yeah, I figured you were busy. Or ignoring me,” he said with a chuckle. “Ross wouldn’t stop ordering wine. Think I nodded off in the lobby before I made it upstairs.”

“You back in your room now?”

“Just got in bed. Gonna crash. You okay?”

“Fine.”

“Everything running smooth?”

“System’s good.”

He yawned. “Alright. Text me in the morning if anything comes up.”

“I will.”

“Love you.”

She waited half a second. “Love you too.”

She ended the call.

The house felt quieter now. Not peaceful. Just quiet.

She didn’t move. Her thumb hovered.

Leo (Security).

She tapped Call.

One ring. Two.

“Hello?”

“It’s Simone.”

His voice lifted just slightly. “Hey.”

“I hope I’m not bothering you.”

“No. Not at all.”

She adjusted the pillow behind her head. “How did the rest of your day go?”

“Pretty uneventful. Finished the install. Drove back. Crashed on the couch for a while.”

“Rough day?”

“Not rough. Just… long.”

She nodded against the silence. “Sorry I called you out of nowhere.”

“It’s fine,” he said, gently. “I don’t mind hearing from you.”

She paused. “When do you usually sleep?”

“Depends. Some nights I’m out by ten. Other nights I’m just… staring at the ceiling.”

She exhaled slowly through her nose.

“You live alone?”

“Yeah. For a while now.”

“Close to your family?”

“My mom’s in Jersey. I check in with her. Brother’s around, but we don’t talk much. Different lives.”

She let the silence stretch.

Then: “Thanks for picking up.”

“Anytime,” he said.

“I should sleep.”

“Okay.”

She didn’t say goodnight.

She hung up.

The screen went dark.

She stayed still. Eyes open. Sheets twisted at her hip.

And in her chest — that same quiet, steady ache.


Chapter 11: The Distance Between

The dressing room was filled with soft light from the tall frosted windows. Simone stood at the vanity, slowly brushing her hair, letting the warm air of the built-in dryer roll through the strands.

Everything around her was quiet and perfectly arranged — perfume bottles spaced with intention, drawers that closed without sound, a plush beige stool beneath her.

Her phone buzzed gently on the counter.

RAYMOND – Incoming Call

She turned the dryer off and picked it up.

“Hi.”

“Hey,” he said. “Didn’t want to forget to check in before everything kicks off here.”

She tucked the phone between her shoulder and ear, still brushing. “What’s going on?”

“Board dinner’s been pushed to tomorrow night, so I’ll stay through Friday. Just wanted to give you a heads-up.”

She paused. “Alright.”

“You sure?”

“I’m going out for coffee with Nina. That’s all I’ve got today.”

“That sounds good,” he said. “Tell her I said hi.”

Simone gave a small, neutral sound. “Enjoy your thing.”

“Will do. Talk tomorrow.”

“Mm.”

She ended the call and set the brush down, eyes resting on her reflection for a moment before she stood.



Her driver opened the rear door of the black Range Rover just as she stepped onto the front steps.

“Bellamy Café,” she said.

“Of course, ma’am.”

The ride was smooth, slow. Tree-lined roads. Stone walls. Palm-filtered sunlight spilling across the estate homes in passing. She scrolled through emails, replied to none.

Bellamy was glass-fronted, clean and curated like everything else in this part of town. Inside, the scent of citrus and fresh bread lingered beneath soft instrumental jazz.

Nina was already seated, iced matcha in hand, hair up in a loose knot. She wore a cream silk shirt, slightly open, sunglasses tucked into the collar.

“You’re glowing,” Simone said, sliding into the chair across from her.

“I’m ovulating. Or bored. Can’t tell anymore.”

They shared a laugh.

Simone ordered a coffee and a rye toast with marinated greens.

They talked light, as always—new brands, awkward neighbors, someone’s daughter who got caught kissing her tennis coach.

“You seem calm,” Nina said at one point, narrowing her eyes. “Zen. Or numb.”

“I dried my hair.”

“Ah,” Nina said, “the oldest coping mechanism in the book.”

Simone smiled. Didn’t answer.

They lingered another twenty minutes. Nina mentioned a private pilates instructor she might book. Simone nodded, but didn’t take out her phone.

Outside, the valet brought her car without delay.

“Tell your husband I miss his passive-aggressive wine commentary,” Nina said.

“I’ll send your love.”



The house was immaculate when she returned.

The front doors opened to the vast foyer—sunlight from the skylight catching the pale marble floors, her heels tapping against the stone as she walked through.

The scent of roses and lavender from the housekeeper’s morning polish hung faintly in the air.

She moved through the sitting room. It was flawless. Not a cushion out of place. Not a glass on a surface.

The kitchen was empty. Every surface gleamed. A bowl of polished citrus sat untouched on the island.

She opened the fridge. Water. Fruit. A tray of ready-made meals no one had touched.

She poured herself a chilled water from the glass carafe, no ice, and walked slowly down the main hall toward the garden lounge.

She sat by the tall windows and looked out at the manicured lawn. The trimmed hedges. The distant sound of the pool filter humming.

Everything perfect.

Everything still.

She set the glass down and picked up her phone from the side table.

Scrolled.

Raymond – Call

She tapped.

Held it to her ear.

And waited.


Chapter 12: Pretext

Simone stood in the center of her closet, eyes trailing across rows of silk, linen, lace. Nothing too bright. Nothing that begged. She didn’t dress for men. But she knew when she was dressing aware of them.

She chose a deep olive slip dress — low at the back, cut high around the neck, clinging at the waist. No bra. Bare feet on polished hardwood. She added nothing but a thin gold chain at her throat.

She walked to the hallway mirror and adjusted the strap over one shoulder. The fabric skimmed the swell of her hips. It was the kind of dress that whispered something only if someone was already listening.

She was thinking about the garden camera — the one by the lounge doors. Earlier, she’d noticed a slight delay on the live feed. A flicker. Barely half a second. But enough.

She tapped Leo’s number.

He answered quickly.

“Simone.”

“Hi,” she said. “Do you have a minute?”

“Of course. Everything alright?”

“There’s a slight lag on one of the cameras,” she said. “The garden side. It might be nothing. But it’s been bothering me.”

“Okay. Want me to swing by and take a look?”

“If you’re free.”

“I can be there within the hour.”

She smiled faintly, more to herself than to him. “Text when you’re close. I’ll make sure the gate’s open.”

“Will do.”

She ended the call and walked to the kitchen.

Poured herself a drink.

Then leaned against the counter.

And waited.

She walked slowly through the house after the call, barefoot on the marble, the olive dress swaying lightly around her thighs. It didn’t cling so much as follow the shape of her.

In the living room, she opened the wide glass doors to the garden lounge and let the evening air slide in. It was warm outside — late golden sun slanting across the patio tiles, rustling the top of the trimmed hedges.

The garden camera above the door hummed faintly. She looked up at it, tilted her head, and smiled to herself.

She dimmed the lights inside — just enough for the interior to feel like it was waiting.

Then she went to the kitchen.

Poured herself another small glass of white wine. Cold, crisp. She didn’t usually drink before six. But today wasn’t usual.

She stood at the counter and took a slow sip. Her fingers traced the rim of the glass.

A few minutes later, her phone buzzed.

Leo: At the gate.

She tapped the screen to open it. Typed only: Come in through the garden side. The doors are open.

She didn’t move from the kitchen. Just waited.

She heard the latch click.

Then the soft creak of the garden door.

Footsteps.

She didn’t turn right away.

He appeared a moment later in the archway — dark jeans, grey t-shirt, tool bag slung over one shoulder, hair slightly mussed like he hadn’t bothered to fix it since his last job.

His eyes scanned the room once.

Then landed on her.

Barefoot. Slim glass in hand. The olive silk dress catching light across her collarbone.

“Hey,” he said, voice quieter than usual.

She looked at him over her shoulder. “Hi.”

He stepped inside, dropped the bag gently by the table.

“This the one that’s lagging?” he asked, nodding toward the glass doors.

She turned fully now, the dress pulling softly across her hips. “The feed stutters sometimes. Barely noticeable. But I figured better safe than sorry.”

“Good eye,” he said, already moving toward the far wall where the wiring panel was concealed.

She watched him crouch down — shirt stretching over his back, jeans sliding slightly lower as he reached. He didn’t say much. Just worked. Focused. Comfortable in the quiet.

She walked over to the lounge doors and leaned against the frame, wine in one hand, her other arm resting loosely at her waist.

From where she stood, she could see the back of his neck. The clean skin above his collar. A hint of sweat just starting to gather there. His hands moved with calm certainty — unbothered, unfazed, masculine in a way that wasn’t showy.

“How’s your week been?” she asked.

He looked over his shoulder. “Not bad. This is the nicest place I’ve been in days.”

“I doubt that.”

He smiled a little. “I don’t.”

She didn’t respond.

She sipped her wine. The dress shifted slightly with her breath.

Leo finished something, stood, brushed his hands together lightly.

“I’ll test the signal from outside real quick. Just to check the delay.”

“Go ahead,” she said, stepping aside.

He moved past her — just close enough that she caught his scent: clean skin, cotton, the faint edge of tools and sun.

The camera clicked once as he passed under it.

She watched him from the door.

Not speaking. Just watching.

And for the first time, she let her eyes linger.

Lower.

His back. His waist. His ass.

The quiet space between them.

Still untouched.

But not for long.


Chapter 13: Tilt

Leo stepped back inside a minute later, letting the garden door swing shut behind him. The sun outside had dipped lower, casting gold across the floor tiles and the long hem of Simone’s dress.

“All good,” he said. “The delay’s gone. Might’ve been a loose connection at the outdoor port.”

She turned to face him, wine glass still in hand.

“That was quick.”

He shrugged, setting a small device on the table. “You caught it early. Most people wouldn’t have noticed.”

“I notice things,” she said.

He looked at her then.

Longer this time.

She didn’t move. Her eyes stayed on his, steady and clear.

His shirt clung lightly to his chest from the work outside — just a hint of sweat now gathering at the hollow of his throat. His forearms were marked with faint dust from the stone wall. His jeans sat low. Not styled. Just real.

She took a slow sip of wine.

“You need anything else looked at?” he asked, voice low now. Not careful. Just quiet.

She tilted her head slightly. “Not yet.”

He nodded, but didn’t turn away.

She set the glass down on the table behind her, the crystal landing with a soft tap.

He watched the motion — the way the dress shifted as she moved, the way it slid back into place around her waist and clung to the soft curve of her lower back.

Neither of them spoke.

Then she said, “You can sit a moment if you want.”

Leo hesitated.

Then pulled out the closest chair and sat. Not leaning back. Just there — grounded, alert.

Simone stepped to the edge of the table, still facing him.

“You always this quiet?” she asked.

“When I need to be.”

“And when don’t you need to be?”

He smiled slightly. “Still figuring that out.”

Her eyes moved over him. The small streak of dust on his shirt near the collarbone. The crease in his jeans where he’d been crouching. His thighs. His hands.

“I thought you might not come,” she said.

“I thought you might not ask.”

She didn’t smile.

Just held him in that.

The air felt warm between them. Thick. Unrushed.

Leo’s eyes dropped — for just a second.

From hers…

to her collarbone…

to the dip of skin at the center of her chest…

And back up.

Nothing more.

But it changed the room.

She stepped back from the table — slow — and walked across to the lounge doorway, giving him her back. The silk shifted with her hips. No show. Just movement.

She stood in the doorframe.

“You want anything? Water?”

Leo’s voice came steadier now. “I’m good.”

She turned slightly, one hand resting above her hip.

The neckline of the dress held high. But the cut — the drape — was built for suggestion.

He looked at her.

Not like a technician.

Not like a guest.

Just a man looking.

And for now, she let him.


Chapter 14: First Contact

Simone stood in the doorway a moment longer than necessary, the light from the garden catching along her arms, the olive silk shifting against the back of her thighs.

Then she turned.

Walked back toward him.

She didn’t say anything. Just moved slowly, calmly. The dress caught on her hips, then fell again. Her bare feet made no sound on the marble.

Leo didn’t speak either.

He watched her pass, his eyes tracing the sway of fabric, the way her body seemed to direct the room without asking permission. She didn’t look at him. But she knew he was watching.

As she stepped past the edge of his chair — close enough for him to catch the scent of her skin, that mix of clean heat and something botanical — he let his hand move.

Just slightly.

Just enough.

His fingers brushed against the side of her hip as she passed.

Not forceful.

Not an accident.

A single line drawn along the edge of her dress. Silk against skin. The warmth of her body beneath it.

She stopped.

Turned her head. Only slightly.

Not all the way.

He didn’t move.

Her voice came quiet. Even.

“Did you need something?”

Leo looked up at her. “No.”

She looked ahead again.

Then walked the last few feet to the side table, picked up her wine glass, and took a slow sip.

Her back still to him.

His hand still open at his side.

Everything in the room had changed.

But neither of them said it.

Simone didn’t turn around again. She stood at the table, one hand holding the glass loosely, the other resting on the cool marble. The garden air rolled in through the open door, stirring the hem of her dress against her calves.

Leo remained still behind her.

She took another sip. Slower this time.

“You’ve done a good job with the system,” she said, her voice low, controlled. “I barely notice it’s there.”

“I think that’s the point,” he said.

She turned slightly, just enough to glance at him over her shoulder.

Their eyes held.

He hadn’t sat back down. He stood where she left him, his posture loose but grounded, hands at his sides. He looked taller in the quiet. Broader. The neckline of his shirt clung to the top of his chest, still faintly damp from the garden heat.

“You always this professional?” she asked.

“Not always,” he said. “Depends who I’m working for.”

She let that settle.

He didn’t smile.

Neither did she.

Then she moved again — not toward him, not away. Just a step closer to the edge of the window light, letting the shadows play across her shoulder and the side of her throat.

He followed her with his eyes.

“You ever break your own rules?” she asked.

Leo took one slow step forward.

“Sometimes,” he said.

She turned to face him fully now.

The distance between them was smaller than it should’ve been.

He was in front of her — not touching — but close enough that she could see the small flecks of light brown in his eyes. The rough edge of his stubble. The faint rise and fall of his chest.

Her hands stayed by her sides.

But she didn’t move.

And he didn’t lean in.

Not yet.

Chapter 15: The Line Breaks

They were too close now for anything to feel casual.

Simone didn’t speak.

Didn’t step back.

Her breath was controlled, but only just. Her bare arms hung loosely at her sides, but the rest of her was alive — heat collecting low in her belly, her nipples tight beneath the silk, the weight of her breasts slightly lifted with every quiet inhale.

Leo stepped forward. Not aggressive. Not soft. Just deliberate.

His hand came to her waist. Flat. Warm.

The silk of her dress shifted under his palm. He could feel the heat of her through the fabric — and the way her body subtly tensed under his touch, like something waking up.

She didn’t stop him.

He leaned in, slow. His mouth met hers in a kiss that wasn’t hesitant, but wasn’t rushed either. Their lips pressed together with immediate heat — firm, present. Her mouth parted, and he deepened it — tongue grazing hers, breath warm, steady.

Her hand came up, fingers curling into his shirt.

And then she felt it.

At first, just warmth — the pressure of his lower body against her hips.

Then more.

A slow, unmistakable weight pressing into her stomach.

Growing.

His cock — thick, unrelenting — rising inside his jeans, stiffening between them, pushing up between her navel and the soft curve of her lower belly.

She inhaled through her nose, steady. Didn’t gasp.

But her body reacted.

A faint, visible clench in her thighs. Her pelvis shifted a half-inch closer. The tip of his cock now clearly pressing into her through the silk, dragging slightly as she shifted, catching at the slick edge of her mound.

He felt her feel it.

And didn’t move.

Just stayed close. Letting the weight of it settle.

She kept kissing him, slower now — but deeper. Her hips still. Her clit swollen under the dress. She could feel her own wetness gathering, soaking the inside seam, heating the silk until it started to cling.

Leo’s breathing was different now too — more through the nose, restrained.

Her body was pressed tight to his.

She knew he felt the heat between her legs.

He knew she felt every inch of his cock, still thickening.

But neither said a word.

When he broke the kiss, it wasn’t rejection — just space. A beat. A moment to register what they were both holding back.

Simone looked up at him.

“You know I felt that.”

His hand still rested at her waist.

“You didn’t move.”

“I didn’t want to.”

The space between them buzzed — not with action, but with potential. The kind of tension that didn’t explode.

It just waited.

And pulsed.

Right where she could feel it hardest.


Chapter 16: Walk

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t explain.

She just looked at him — lips wet, breath steady, cheeks flushed with the kind of heat that only builds when something is deliberately not done — and turned.

Smooth.

Controlled.

She peeled herself away from his touch without resistance, pivoting cleanly, the silk of her dress swinging low against the back of her thighs.

Leo’s hand fell back to his side, empty.

Simone walked away like it was nothing.

But everything was loud now.

The air around her hips. The wet cling of silk between her legs. The soft trace of his cock still pressed into her stomach like a memory.

Her bare feet crossed the cool marble floor in slow steps. She didn’t sway. She didn’t exaggerate.

And that’s what made it worse.

It was real.

It was her.

She passed through the wide arch into the hall, hips settling under the fall of the fabric, one strap slipping half an inch lower on her shoulder as she moved.

Leo stood where she left him.

Hard.

Hands flexing open and closed.

The kiss still hung on his lips. The scent of her was still in his nose — clean skin, warm perfume, and faint sweat.

She didn’t call him.

Didn’t ask.

But the bedroom door?

It stayed open.

And that said everything.

He waited.

Two seconds. Five.

Then walked.

His boots were heavier than her steps. More final. More honest. He followed the sound of her breathing down the hallway until it became something he could see again.

She was at the far side of the bedroom now — back to him, standing near the edge of the bed. One hand resting lightly on the post, the other at her side.

The room was warm.

Muted light glowed from low lamps.

Cream linens folded at the foot of the bed. Hardwood floor cool and perfect. The air smelled like roses and skin.

Simone didn’t turn.

She knew he was there.

She didn’t ask if he was coming.

She knew he would.

And still — no words.

Just action.

Her hand rose to the back of her neck and unhooked the clasp.

The olive silk gave instantly.

The straps slid from her shoulders.

He saw her shoulder blades shift, the fabric loosen, the curve of her spine emerge inch by inch as the dress began to fall. It passed her lower back, dipped off her hips, and floated down to the floor like it had never belonged on her.

She stepped out of it with her back still to him.

No underwear.

Just naked skin.

Simone at fifty-four — lean, soft in the right places, tight in others. Her ass full and natural, her thighs smooth, her waist narrow. There was no hesitation in her body. No flinch. No hiding.

She bent forward slightly to pick up the silk — and he saw everything.

The swell of her ass.

The shadow between her legs.

The glisten on her inner thigh where her wetness had run down.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t breathe.

She laid the dress over a low stool.

And then — finally — turned to face him.

She didn’t cover her breasts. She didn’t lower her gaze. Her nipples were flushed, drawn up tight. Her stomach moved with her breath, her sex slightly open, folds dark and glistening from the heat that had built between her thighs.

Leo stood just inside the doorway.

Frozen.

Throbbing.

She watched him.

Then stepped back toward the bed and sat — legs parted just slightly, enough to let the air hit the slick between her thighs.

She rested her palms on the mattress beside her hips.

And waited.


Chapter 17: Unwrapping Heat

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t shift.

She just sat at the edge of the bed — completely naked, legs parted just enough, spine tall, hands resting on either side of her hips. The soft amber light from the bedside lamps kissed the curve of her collarbone, the swell of her breasts, the tight tips of her nipples. Her thighs were open, inner skin dewy with heat, the glisten of arousal catching low between them — visible, thick, and undeniably real.

And she looked at him.

Leo stood in the doorway, breathing slower than he felt. His cock strained hard behind his jeans — painfully, fully, obviously thick. The bulge pulled his zipper forward, the outline bold and rounded, pressing from beneath his briefs. It looked urgent. Alive. And he made no effort to hide it.

Simone’s eyes dropped to it immediately.

She didn’t pretend not to look.

She stared.

From the heavy shape down the inside of his thigh, back up to the wide flare of his chest beneath his shirt. Her gaze was smooth. Hungry. Like she’d tasted cock like his before — but not in a long, long time.

Leo took a slow step forward.

Boots on hardwood.

She didn’t flinch.

Her eyes stayed low, trained on the heat swelling behind his zipper.

Another step.

Now he stood just a foot in front of her knees. Her scent rose to meet him — musk, clean sweat, and soaked arousal. He could see a bead of wetness clinging to her inner thigh. Her pussy was parted, lips dark and full, glistening under the light. Her clit barely peaked from the hood — engorged, swollen, already throbbing.

He could smell how ready she was.

She could see how hard he was.

He undid his belt slowly. The soft sound of leather sliding loose.

Her chest moved differently now — breath deeper, but not faster. Controlled. But thick with tension.

He popped the button.

Lowered the zipper.

That sound—ziiiippp—felt louder than it should’ve. Final. Like a lock clicking open.

He watched her watch his hands.

Then he pushed the jeans down.

His briefs clung tight, black cotton soaked slightly at the tip where precum had leaked through. His cock curved upward inside, heavy and thick, the head clearly flared.

Simone’s thighs shifted.

Not wider. Not inviting.

Just… readying.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband.

And drew them down.

His cock sprang forward, the full weight of it releasing with a soft slap against his lower stomach. Uncut. Thick. Long. Curved. The foreskin eased just back, exposing the swollen crown, flushed purple and already gleaming with slick.

She stared.

Her pupils widened.

Her lips parted — not to speak. Just to breathe.

She leaned slightly back, letting her legs open half an inch more. The soft stretch of her thighs pulled the lips of her pussy wider — glossy, wet, flushed. A slow thread of wetness clung to her folds and caught the light.

Leo saw her swallow.

Saw her clench once.

And she didn’t look away.

His cock twitched — a single, visible pulse. It bounced slightly in the air between them, precum thickening at the tip.

She watched it gather.

Drop.

Land on the floor between her feet.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t reach.

Didn’t close her legs.

Just kept looking up at him. Quiet. Waiting.

And Leo stood there, fully naked, arms loose at his sides, cock full and proud, letting her have all of him.

Her breathing deepened.

Not faster.

Just wetter.

The room smelled like sex now. Like her.

And she still hadn’t touched him.

Because this wasn’t foreplay.

It was ritual.

Two people undressing with their eyes before they did anything else.

He stepped forward again — until his cock hovered inches from her lips.

Her hands curled on the mattress.

Still no touch.

Just stare.

And heat.

Simone looked up, mouth slightly parted, chest rising. And Leo looked down — her nipples flushed, her clit peeking, a slow streak of slick now gliding down the crease of her thigh.

No words.

No permission.

Just a pause.

And a pulsing need so hot, neither of them could breathe.


Chapter 18: First Touch

Simone didn’t move. Not yet.

She sat still, eyes level with his cock, watching it throb, the head flushed deep red and glistening, another bead of precum forming at the tip. Her thighs were parted wider now, and the air between her legs shimmered with heat. The scent of her arousal wrapped around them both — rich, sticky, unmistakably wet.

Leo stood silent, bare, every inch of him exposed to her. His cock twitched again, heavy and alive, casting a slight shadow against her inner thigh. He didn’t stroke it. He didn’t need to. He watched her watch it.

Then, finally, her hand lifted.

Not fast. Not shy.

Her fingertips brushed the underside of his shaft, featherlight, tracing along the thick vein that ran beneath it. He exhaled through his nose, slow and sharp.

She took her time.

She ran her palm under it, lifted the full weight of it gently, feeling the skin move under her touch, warm and taut and alive. She curled her fingers softly around it, not to stroke yet — just to feel. Her thumb slid over the slit at the tip, smearing the precum in slow circles.

Leo groaned quietly above her.

She looked up at him as she did it.

Her grip tightened slightly, then loosened, then tightened again. Her hand began to move now, lazy, deliberate strokes from root to tip, twisting slightly on the upstroke, wrist turning just enough to make him twitch.

She watched his body react.

The clench in his thighs. The way his stomach flexed. The way his breathing shifted from deep to ragged in seconds.

“So hard for me,” she murmured.

He didn’t answer. He just nodded once, jaw clenched.

Then she leaned forward.

And kissed the head.

Soft. Barely pressure. Just lips.

His cock jerked in her grip.

She opened her mouth and licked once — a single, slow lap up the underside from base to tip. Her tongue was hot, slick, the motion firm.

When she reached the crown, she paused.

Tasted the salt. Swallowed.

Leo's hand hovered at her hair, but didn’t press.

She looked up again.

Then opened her mouth and took him in — just the tip, letting it glide across her tongue, the wet crown swelling against her lips. Her cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked, pulling a moan from his throat.

He was thick. She could feel it already stretching her lips, testing her jaw. But she didn’t rush.

She let her tongue work under him, slow and skilled, just enough to keep him throbbing. Her free hand slid up to cup his balls, fingers soft and open.

She pulled off with a soft pop.

A line of saliva connected her lips to his tip.

“Don’t come yet,” she whispered.

Leo growled.

And she smiled


Chapter 19: His Turn

Leo’s growl wasn’t angry.
It was full.

His body ached with the need to thrust, to claim, but he didn’t. He stepped closer, cupped her chin gently, and ran his thumb across her bottom lip, smearing the wet shine her mouth had left behind.

Simone didn’t resist when he leaned down.

He kissed her — deep and slow, tasting himself on her tongue. Her thighs stayed parted beneath him as he kissed her, his cock pressed hot and hard against her belly now. She moaned into his mouth, low, greedy, her hands coming to rest on his hips.

He didn’t speak.

Just kissed her once more. Then pulled back.

One hand pressed between her breasts, flat and warm, guiding her gently back onto the bed.

She let him.

Her spine met the mattress slowly. Her legs lifted with natural ease, knees bent, thighs falling open.

He knelt between them.

And looked.

Her pussy was slick, flushed, lips parted from arousal. The wetness shimmered in the light — thick, glistening, sticky with heat. Her clit peeked out, swollen and pink, throbbing faintly with each heartbeat.

He exhaled through his nose, eyes locked to the wet center of her.

Then he leaned in.

And kissed the inside of her thigh.

Her skin jumped.

Not from surprise — from the need she was barely containing. She was pulsing. She could feel it. He could see it.

He kissed again, slower this time, closer to her core. His hands slid beneath her ass, gripping her, lifting her slightly toward him.

Her hips tilted up for him without a word.

Leo let his lips hover over her folds. Just breathing. Letting the heat of his breath touch her before his mouth did.

Simone gasped.

Then he licked her.

The first stroke was long, flat, firm — tongue dragging from the base of her slit to the tip of her clit in one continuous glide.

Her legs shook.

“Fuck,” she hissed, hand flying to the back of his head.

Leo groaned into her.

He did it again.

And again.

Then focused — his tongue flicking slow over her clit now, teasing it, circling it. His grip on her ass tightened. Her back arched off the bed.

Her pussy was soaked. He could feel the slick running down his chin, onto the sheets. He flattened his tongue, then switched to soft sucks, then flicks — a rhythm that had her moaning louder now, grinding her hips into his mouth.

She was shaking. Breathless. Her thighs tried to close around his face, but he held them open, mouth glued to her, tongue relentless.

She gasped his name once.

He didn’t stop.

Her moans climbed — higher, tighter, rougher.

And then her body snapped.

She came in his mouth with a shudder — thighs clamping, fingers tangled in his hair, cunt pulsing against his tongue as her orgasm tore through her.

He didn’t stop.

He licked her through it, slow and deep, letting her ride it out fully, until she fell back against the bed, limp, soaked, wrecked.

Only then did he lift his head.

Her pussy was glistening, lips still twitching. Her chest rose hard. Her skin shone with sweat.

She looked down at him — dazed, open, undone.

And Leo?

His cock was still rock hard, glistening at the tip.

He crawled up over her.

And whispered, “Now… I need to fuck you.”


Chapter 20: Inside

Simone lay back on the sheets, legs still parted, skin flushed and glistening. Her chest rose in fast, uneven waves, nipples dark and tight, hair damp against the pillow.

Her pussy was a mess — swollen, wet, twitching from the orgasm Leo had just licked out of her.

Leo hovered above her, arms braced, cock hanging low and heavy between them — slick with precum, head flushed, the shaft thick and throbbing, ready to be buried.

She looked up at him.

“You need it,” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

He just reached down, gripped the base of his cock, and guided it between her legs.

She felt it.

The heat of it.

The weight.

The head pressed against her entrance — not rushing. Just there. Thick. Spreading her open.

Her body answered without permission — hips lifting, pussy flexing, folds parting with wet ease.

He pushed forward.

And the tip slipped in.

Her mouth opened in a sharp inhale. Her pussy stretched wide — the first inch snug, swollen around the crown.

Then deeper.

Leo watched her face as he fed it to her — slow, grinding pressure, every inch pulling a new gasp from her lips. Her pussy sucked him in, tight and slick, walls hugging the length of him like she hadn’t been fucked this way in years.

“Jesus…” she whispered, head tilting back.

He pushed again.

And slid all the way inside.

Balls pressed to her ass. His cock buried to the base.

She moaned loud — one, hot, guttural sound from the base of her chest.

He didn’t move.

Just held there — pulsing inside her.

Her body clenched around him, tight and rhythmic. She was wet enough to drip onto the sheets. Slick enough that his cock throbbed inside her with no friction. Just velvet heat, squeezed from every angle.

Leo leaned down and kissed her — rougher this time. Open. Needy.

She kissed back just as hard.

Then he pulled back.

And fucked her.

The rhythm started slow — full strokes, hips grinding, their bodies slapping quietly in the heat. Her tits bounced softly under him, her legs wrapping around his hips, pulling him deeper.

“God,” she moaned, “you feel so fucking good.”

“You’re soaked,” he groaned, slamming in harder.

“Don’t stop—”

He didn’t.

He gripped her thighs and fucked her deep, fast, steady. Her head rolled back. Her hands clawed his back. His cock drove into her over and over, stretching her open, filling her until she gasped every time he bottomed out.

Skin on skin. Sweat. Moans.

She was close again. He could feel it — the way her pussy started to flutter, how her breath caught, her hips rolled harder.

“Come for me,” he growled.

And she did.

With a cry — loud, sharp, messy. Her pussy clenched hard around his cock, milking it, pulling him into her as her body shook beneath him.

He buried himself deep.

Groaned loud.

And came.

Hot. Heavy. Deep inside her.

They stayed locked — his cock pulsing inside her, her pussy still fluttering, their bodies shaking in the aftershock.

When he finally pulled out, slow and wet, she sighed — legs open, cum leaking from her, breathless.

She smiled at him.

And said, “We’re not done.”

Chapter 21: Ride

Simone didn’t close her legs.

She lay back, thighs still parted, cum slipping out of her in slow, wet drips, pooling warm against the sheets beneath her. Her pussy was flushed, used, wide open — still twitching from the orgasm Leo had fucked out of her.

He lay beside her, catching his breath, eyes closed.

But he wasn’t soft.

Not even close.

His cock was still thick, glistening with a mix of her wetness and his cum, lying against his stomach in a slow, twitching pulse.

Simone turned her head. Smiled.

Then moved.

She rolled over onto her side, then pushed herself up, straddling his hips in one smooth motion. Her inner thighs were soaked, the slick between her legs warm and endless.

Leo opened his eyes just as her pussy hovered above him.

“I told you,” she said. “We’re not done.”

He didn’t answer.

He just watched her.

Simone reached down between them, gripped his still-hard cock at the base, and lined it up again.

Her lips were swollen. Her clit raw and hungry. She lowered her hips — slow — letting the head nudge her open again.

The first inch slid in with ease.

She gasped.

So did he.

She was still wet. Still stretched. But even tighter now — the aftershock of orgasm making her body flutter around him instantly.

She sank down — inch by inch — taking all of him again.

His cock disappeared inside her.

And she sat there, fully impaled, breathless, her pussy pulsing around the thick heat buried inside her.

Leo groaned. “Fuck, Simone—”

She rocked once. Slowly.

His cock dragged along her walls, thick and perfect, grinding against every nerve inside her.

She rolled her hips again.

And again.

Not bouncing. Not frantic.

Riding.

Using him.

Her hands rested on his chest, nails grazing his skin. She leaned forward slightly, letting her breasts brush his face. Her hair fell around them both like a curtain.

He lifted his mouth to her nipple. Sucked it in.

Her hips rolled harder.

She moaned low — deep in her throat — as his tongue flicked her nipple and his cock hit the soft, soaked spot inside her.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

“You’re already fucking me,” he growled.

She grinned. “Then hold still.”

And she started to move.

Faster now — bouncing, rolling, riding him with full-body rhythm. Her ass slapped against his thighs. His cock filled her over and over. The wet sound between them was loud, messy, shameless.

Her clit rubbed against his base.

She was building again.

Leo grabbed her hips and thrust up into her — hard, deep, relentless.

She screamed. “Yes—fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

Her orgasm slammed into her mid-motion.

She kept riding through it, riding him while she came, her pussy clenching violently, slick gushing down his shaft, soaking them both.

He grabbed her waist, held her down, and thrust up hard — once, twice—then groaned through clenched teeth as he spilled inside her again, hot and thick.

Simone collapsed onto his chest, panting, soaked, still grinding faintly with aftershocks.

His hands slid over her back.

“Now,” she said breathlessly, into his ear, “you can call that done.”


Chapter 22: The Cleanest Kind of Dirty

Simone collapsed on top of him, chest to chest, skin soaked with sweat. Her breath was still broken, stomach heaving softly. His cock slipped out of her with a slow, wet slide, heavy and softening, leaving her open and dripping down the backs of her thighs.

His hand moved slowly over her back, slick with sweat and the faint smear of his cum. Her pussy was still twitching against his hip, folds wet and swollen. The sheets under her thighs were ruined — warm, sticky, damp.

She let her head drop beside his, cheek resting near his jaw.

“Now…” she murmured, catching her breath, “you can call that done.”

Leo smiled under her. His arms stayed around her, not squeezing — just there.

She let out a short laugh against his shoulder. It shook lightly between them.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m leaking down both legs and I still don’t want to get off you.”

He grinned.

She rolled off to his side with a slow groan, her legs falling open. More of his cum oozed from between her lips. She looked down at herself.

“Fuck. Look at this.”

He looked.

Her pussy was wide, glistening, folds soft and flushed. A wet streak dragged from her opening to the bed, where she’d soaked through the sheet.

“You did that,” she said.

“You helped.”

“I think I need a shower.”

He nodded. “Yeah. You do.”

She smirked. “Come clean me.”

She stepped off the bed first. Her legs were shaky. A thick line of slick trailed down her thigh. She didn’t wipe it. She let him watch.

The water was hot by the time he joined her in the shower.

She stood under it, quiet. Let the stream roll over her body. Her hair flattened against her shoulders. Her breasts lifted with each breath. Her skin shone.

Leo stepped behind her and reached for the soap.

He started at her neck. Shoulders. Arms.

His hands moved slower now. He wasn’t teasing. Just touching.

He soaped her chest — both breasts in his hands, thumb brushing over her nipples. Then her stomach. Her sides. Her hips.

He dropped to one knee and looked up at her. She placed a hand lightly on his head.

He soaped her thighs, then moved between them. Open-palmed. Careful.

She widened her stance.

He cleaned her slowly. Not rough. Just steady pressure, fingertips sliding between the lips of her pussy, washing away the sweat and stickiness. She flinched once — too sore — and he backed off.

When he was done, he kissed her inner thigh, then stood.

“My turn,” she said.

She took the soap from him and lathered both hands.

She ran them down his chest, over his stomach.

Then knelt.

His cock hung low. Thick. Soft but full. The skin loose over the shaft. The head flushed and faintly slick from before.

She touched it.

Wrapped one hand around the base. Then both.

Lifted it.

Held it.

Then kissed the underside once.

Then the side of the shaft.

Then the head.

She looked up.

“You’re still hardening.”

“You’re still kissing it.”

She smiled.

“It’s big.”

He raised an eyebrow.

She kept stroking. Let the water rinse her hands. “Even soft… you fill my hands. My mouth. Everything.”

He let her keep going.

“You’re thicker than my husband,” she said.

He looked down at her.

“Yeah?”

She nodded.

“Longer, too. But it’s the thickness. That’s what made me swear when you pushed in.”

He twitched in her grip.

She kissed the tip again.

“I felt it stretch me. I felt it rub every part of me.”

She looked up. “No one’s ever done that.”

He didn’t speak.

She rinsed him slowly. Then kissed it one more time.

“Still sore.”

He smiled. “You’re welcome.”

She stood. He kissed her mouth.

The water poured down around them.

Nothing else needed to be said.


Chapter 23: First Notes

The water beat down on her collarbones, streaming between her breasts, over her belly, down to where her thighs met. Steam clung to the walls. Simone’s skin was flushed, her breath even again, but her body still carried the weight of what they’d done.

She was rinsing her hair, fingers combing through the wet strands, when she started humming — softly, but steady.

It was an old ABBA song. One that used to play from cassette speakers in her mother’s living room. One she’d once danced to barefoot on terrazzo floors. She didn’t realize she was doing it aloud until she heard him answer her — not with a hum, but the next line, sung quietly, a little flat, right into her ear.

She smiled without turning.

He was behind her, close. She could feel the heat of his chest near her back. Her robe had never touched him. Her husband had never sung with her in the shower. Her pussy still throbbed faintly from the last orgasm.

She kept humming. He kept singing. Another line. Just a breath behind her.

She turned around slowly.

The water shifted with her.

He was watching her — eyes wet from the spray, hair slicked back. His cock hung between them, soft, still relaxed, but already fuller than it had been.

Her eyes dropped to it. She didn’t hide it.

Water ran down her chest. Over her nipples. Down her stomach. Between her legs.

She stepped closer.

Her hand moved naturally to his waist. Then lower. Her fingers wrapped lightly around his shaft. She held it, soft in her hand. It twitched once.

Then again.

She dropped to her knees.

No words.

The water drummed on her shoulders. Her hair hung around her collarbone.

She looked at it now — close.

His cock rested heavy in her hand. Not hard. But thick. The foreskin loose, warm. The tip flushed with color. She bent forward and kissed it.

Then kissed the underside.

Then the base.

She let it rest on her tongue.

Didn’t suck.

Didn’t move.

Just held him in her mouth, soft and hot and swelling. He pulsed once. Then again. She could feel the weight change as the blood filled him.

His cock started to grow on her tongue — slow, thick, inch by inch.

She didn’t close her lips.

She didn’t speed up.

She just let it happen. Wet. Warm. Full.

She looked up at him.

He looked down at her, jaw locked, hands at his sides.

And her mouth filled.


Chapter 24: Full

His cock throbbed in her mouth — thick, flushed, fully hard now, the head pressing against her tongue. She hadn’t moved. Hadn’t sucked. Just let it grow inside her until it filled the space between her lips and stretched her jaw.

Simone closed her mouth around him.

Slow.

Her tongue flattened along the underside of the shaft. She let the heat settle in her cheeks, the taste coat the back of her throat. Then she began to move — not fast. Just enough.

Her lips slid down, inch by inch, drawing him deeper.

Leo’s breath hitched above her. One hand moved to her shoulder. Not to push. Just to feel her.

She pulled back, let the head pop gently from her lips, then licked it — a long, slow stroke from base to tip. Her eyes never left his.

Then she took him again.

Deeper.

Her hands came up to his thighs. Her mouth opened wider. She pressed forward, wet and steady, until the head bumped the back of her throat. Her nose grazed his stomach.

She held him there.

His knees almost buckled.

“Fuck—Simone,” he choked.

She pulled back, let her tongue swirl around the tip, lips tight, cheeks hollowing. The suction was deep. Focused. Clean.

She sucked like a woman who knew what the fuck she was doing.

Her palm gripped the base, stroked in time with her mouth. His cock was slick with spit now. The veins pulsed against her tongue.

His legs shook.

She went deeper.

Leo’s jaw clenched. His breath turned to short gasps. His stomach muscles started to jump with every bob of her head.

“Oh my god—oh—”

He looked down.

She was on her knees, mouth full, throat open, spit dripping from the corners of her lips. Her eyes were locked on his.

Her other hand moved to cup his balls — slow, soft, heavy.

That’s what broke him.

His chest buckled.

His hands flew to her hair. Not yanking — just holding. Holding on.

“Simone—Simone—oh—I'm—fuck, I’m coming—”

She didn’t pull back.

Didn’t flinch.

He came hard.

The first pulse hit the back of her throat — hot, heavy.

Then more.

Thick spurts.

More than he thought he had.

More than he’d ever given before.

His body shuddered.

His thighs locked.

His eyes stung — wetness gathering before he even realized it. He came with his mouth open, breath ragged, and a tear slipping down his cheek.

Simone swallowed every drop.

Didn’t break eye contact.

Only when his body sagged forward and his cock twitched one final time did she pull back — slow, letting him slide from her lips with a wet sound.

She wiped her mouth with her wrist.

Then kissed the tip, soft, once.

Water kept pouring over both of them.

Neither of them said a word.


Chapter 25: After

Leo leaned back against the shower wall, still panting. His eyes were low, his chest tight, his cock twitching gently as the last waves of release faded from his body. A slow breath escaped his mouth. His eyes stung. One tear slipped out, unnoticed by him, caught by her.

Simone stepped in close, her body still wet, flushed, bare.

She touched his face gently.

“Shhh…” she whispered, voice low and soft. “It’s okay.”

He didn’t answer. He just stood there, chest shaking faintly, lips parted.

She kissed him.

First his cheek. Then his lips. Then his jaw. Her hand on his chest, calming the rhythm of his breath.

“You’re fine,” she murmured again. “You just let go. That’s good.”

She kissed him again, slower now. Let her fingers move down his ribs, soothing, not sexual.

Then, wordlessly, she turned, stepped out of the shower, and reached for a towel.

When he followed, she dried him — slow, careful, maternal. Her robe clung to her shoulders, still open beneath. She rubbed his arms, his chest, his hips, then knotted the towel around his waist herself.

She kissed the side of his head, then left the bathroom.

By the time he came into the bedroom, she was already seated on the edge of the bed, phone in hand.

“Are you hungry?” she asked, looking up.

He nodded slowly. “Yeah. Whatever you’re having.”

She smiled.

Crossed to him, leaned in, and kissed his mouth — soft, lips closed, warm.

“Good,” she whispered. “You need it. You gave me three loads tonight.”

He blinked.

“You’ve got stamina,” she added, eyes glinting as she turned and began to order. “I’m feeding you.”

Thirty minutes later, dinner arrived. She set everything out: truffle agnolotti, duck confit, bitter greens with pecorino, chocolate mousse, and a bottle of deep red wine that didn’t ask permission.

She lit candles.

They sat at the table in robes, bare underneath. She poured for both of them. His eyes lingered on her collarbone. Her robe had slipped open slightly. She didn’t fix it.

She served his plate.

Then hers.

And she watched him eat.

Not as a lover.

As a woman who had just wrecked him.

She reached across the table, cut a bite of her duck, and held it up to his mouth.

He opened obediently. She fed him. Watched him chew.

“You need the protein,” she said. “You’ve got some to replenish.”

He smiled around the food, mouth full.

She took a sip of wine. “Next time I ride you, I want more.”

He swallowed. “You’re serious.”

“I’m always serious about good food and good cock.”

They laughed quietly.

The wine softened the edges. The candles flickered. The mousse melted.

And when the plates were pushed back and the bottle was empty, she stood.

Walked to him.

Bent.

Kissed him long. Slow. Wet.

Then whispered in his ear, “You should go now.”

He didn’t argue.

He dressed in silence. Kissed her hand once before he left.

She stayed in the candlelight.

Fingertips grazing her thighs.

Already missing the weight of him


Chapter 26: The Tag

The sheets still smelled like him. Sweat. Wine. That sharp scent of come and heat that hadn’t faded, even with the window cracked open overnight.

Simone stirred just past nine. The sun was too bright for how little sleep she’d had. Her thighs ached. Her mouth was dry. She lay still for a moment, robe half-open, legs tangled, the air in the room still heavy.

She reached for her phone without thinking.

No notifications from him. Just group messages. A missed call from Nina. Two low-res images from a design assistant. And one Instagram tag.

She blinked.

Tapped it.

It opened to a post from the night before. Uploaded late — past midnight.

A bright café. Leo, seated outside, smiling.

The girl next to him leaned in. Young. Clean skin. Soft eyes. Her hand curled lightly around his forearm. Her cheek pressed to his shoulder like she belonged there.

The caption read: “My favorite person. My always.”
A red heart. A smiley face.

Simone stared.

The edges of her stomach curled tight. Her finger zoomed. She stared at the girl’s face. Then at Leo’s. Then the timestamp.

Twenty minutes after she’d shut the door on him.

Her chest buzzed. Cold under the heat.

She scrolled through the girl’s profile — soft selfies, shared music, tagged locations. Leo liked every one.

She locked the phone. Set it face down on the bed.

Then flipped it over again. Unlocked it.

A new message blinked at the top.

Leo: Last night… ❤️

Her eyes locked on it.

Then her thumbs moved:

Simone: Don’t text me right now. My husband’s back.

She set the phone down again. Got out of bed. Walked to the kitchen.

Coffee. Cold water. Two sips.

She picked the phone up again. No new messages.

She should’ve stopped there.

But her thumb hovered.

She opened his chat.

Typed something.

Erased it.

Typed again.

Then nothing.

She turned the phone off.

Set it on the counter.

And leaned forward on her elbows, robe slipping open at the chest, staring at the marble, her breathing shallow, her pussy still aching from the night before.

She was mad. But she was wetter than she should be.

And it was only Friday morning.


Chapter 27: Weak Spot

The sun had already dipped behind the west wing of the house. Long shadows stretched across the floor of the quiet sitting room. Simone hadn’t turned on a light.

She sat in her robe, legs folded, one hand resting on the stem of a wine glass. The other hovered over her phone. She stared at the message thread. At the read receipt on her last text. At his silence since the morning.

Then, just before 8:00 p.m., she called him.

He picked up on the second ring.

His voice was cautious. “Simone?”

She didn’t say hello.

“I asked where you were.”

A pause. “I didn’t think you wanted to hear from me.”

“Well I’m calling now,” she said, voice flat. “You coming or not?”

Another pause.

“What about your husband?”

She didn’t blink. “He’s not here. Are you coming, or not?”

Silence on the other end.

Then: “Give me twenty minutes.”

She hung up.

Didn’t answer the next ping.

Didn’t fix her hair.

She just walked into the bedroom, untied her robe, and let it fall.

Twenty-five minutes later, the doorbell rang.

She opened it without a word.

Leo stood there, backpack slung over one shoulder, his eyes flicking over her body. She wore a black slip. No bra. No panties. Her nipples pressed softly through the silk. Her lips were bare. Her expression unreadable.

He stepped inside. She shut the door.

He said nothing.

She turned her back and walked toward the bedroom. Her bare feet padded across the wood, one slow step at a time.

When she reached the edge of the bed, she turned.

He was already pulling his shirt over his head.

She crossed the space between them.

And kissed him like she hated him.

It was wild. Her mouth on his, tongue deep, fingers in his hair, her body pressing full against his chest. He responded instantly. Their teeth clicked once. His hands moved to her ass. She moaned into his mouth, pushed him back, then pulled him forward again.

She reached down and yanked his pants open. His cock was already half-hard.

“You left here,” she said against his neck, “and kissed someone else.”

“She’s not—”

“Don’t talk.”

She pushed him back onto the bed.

Climbed over him.

Her slip rose around her waist. She didn’t guide him in. She just sat down — one slow grind. No teasing.

He slid in deep.

She gasped once, eyes fluttering.

Then began to ride.

Hard.

Not pretty. Not slow. Just wet, full, angry fucking.

Her hands braced on his chest. His hands grabbed her thighs. Their bodies slapped. The sound filled the room.

She didn’t kiss him.

Not yet.

She fucked him.

Used him.

His cock filled her exactly like she needed — thick, steady, merciless. Her breath caught every time she dropped down. His moans got louder. She was wet enough to drip down his shaft.

She leaned forward, hair falling in his face.

And finally kissed him again — deeper this time.

Slower.

The rhythm softened. But she didn’t stop.

When she came, it wasn’t loud. It was sharp. Her whole body locked for two seconds. Then melted.

She stayed on him. Let his cock stay buried inside while her walls kept fluttering.

Eventually, she pulled off.

Collapsed beside him.

They lay in silence. Naked. Spent.

Neither of them said anything.

But both of them were wide awake.


Chapter 28: The Crack

They lay side by side, naked, cooling off. Her thigh still rested against his. The sheets clung halfway down their legs. Her skin carried the trace of sweat and dried orgasm. His cock had softened but not shrunk.

Leo turned slightly toward her.

“I thought you said your husband was coming back today.”

Simone didn’t look at him. “I said that when I was pissed.”

He waited.

She reached for her phone, tapped once, then handed it to him.

The screen lit up.

“Flight’s delayed. Back tomorrow evening. Stay rested. Love you.”

Leo scanned it, then passed it back.

“You’re the one keeping things quiet,” she said, laying it aside.

“What are you talking about?”

She finally looked at him. “The girl.”

He blinked. “Yeah… I’m seeing her.”

She didn’t respond.

“It’s not serious,” he added.

She let out a breath — no sigh, just a small shift of air.

“Everything’s casual with your type.”

“My type?”

“People who say they feel things but don’t commit to any of it. All optional. All safe.”

Leo studied her.

“Do you want it to be serious?”

Her eyes stayed on the ceiling.

“It’s your life.”

He paused. “Then why’d you call me?”

She turned toward him, flat. “Then leave.”

He opened his mouth, but before he could speak—

A loud fart ripped from under her, sudden, unapologetic — a deep motorbike-style rev, tight and full, sharp enough to vibrate against the sheets.

Simone froze.

So did Leo.

Then he snorted. Tried to stop. Failed.

He cracked into laughter.

Simone rubbed her face. “Shut up.”

He was already shaking. “Holy fuck. That was loud.”

She looked at him, eyes steady. “I fart shamelessly in front of people I fuck.”

Leo wiped his eyes. “So just me and your husband?”

She nodded. “Exactly.”

Then the air shifted.

The smell crept in — slow, musky, unmistakably human.

Not disgusting. But strong.

A filthy extension of her subtle, natural body odor — warm, womanly, dirty in a way that made his cock twitch without permission.

He didn’t say anything.

He just exhaled, deeper now.

Simone smirked. “More like cabbage dipped in cum.”

His eyes closed. “Jesus.”

She turned onto her side.

Her hand slid beneath the sheet.

Found his cock. Already starting to swell.

“You’re hard again,” she murmured, wrapping her fingers around it.

He groaned.

“You’re ridiculous,” she whispered.

Her palm moved slow. Steady. Up and down. His breath changed.

“You’re irresistible,” he said quietly.

“I know.”

She kissed his neck. Her hand kept going.

Chapter 29: The Mount

Simone’s hand moved beneath the sheet with slow intent — not firm, not rhythmic, just enough to make him grow. Her fingers curled lightly around his cock, barely stroking. She held him near the base, feeling the heat rise, the pulse begin. His shaft thickened steadily in her grip, the skin warm and soft, filling out with each lazy pass of her palm.

Leo lay on his back, jaw set, staring at the ceiling like he was trying to keep himself still.

“You’re doing that on purpose,” he said, voice low.

She didn’t reply. Just shifted closer, her thigh sliding over his, skin to skin. Her fingers ran along his length again — slow, teasing. She dragged her thumb just under the head, felt him twitch. His cock was heavy now, flushed and ready. She could feel the way his stomach tightened, the way his breath hitched when she circled the tip without going further.

“You’re not even stroking me,” he groaned.

“I am,” she whispered against his collarbone, “just not how you want.”

She licked him there, slow, let her tongue follow the line of his chest. Her hand stayed light. She let his cock rest in her fingers, barely squeezing, only enough to hold it and make sure he knew she was in charge.

“You like this,” she whispered. “Getting hard and not getting what you want.”

Leo turned his head. His eyes were darker now.

“I like fucking you.”

“And yet,” she murmured, brushing his tip with her lips, “you’re not.”

He groaned again — deeper now.

Her mouth didn’t take him in. It just breathed over his length, lips parted, hot air passing over sensitive skin. She didn’t even kiss it. Just let him throb.

She pulled back, smiled, and whispered, “You’re easy.”

He snapped.

His hand caught her wrist. The other pushed her back into the mattress.

Simone let out a small gasp as he moved fast — no resistance from her. Her legs opened automatically, robe slipping off her shoulder, breasts exposed, one nipple brushing his chest.

Leo was over her now. One hand braced beside her head. The other gripped her hip.

He lined himself up.

She smirked. “You look angry.”

“I’m not.”

“Prove it.”

He pushed in.

All at once.

She gasped — her head dropping back, mouth open. The sound that escaped her was soft, shaky, full of surprise. He was thick and deep from the first thrust, stretching her in a single breath. She wasn’t ready — not completely — and the way her pussy clenched around him made it even better.

“Fuck,” she whispered, eyes fluttering.

Leo stayed still for a moment, buried to the hilt.

Her walls adjusted, soaked, squeezing around him involuntarily.

Then he started to move.

Not pounding. Not gentle.

Just full.

He pulled back slow, then pushed back in with pressure. Her breath caught with each one. The bed creaked faintly. Her thighs locked around him, pulling him deeper.

His hand moved to her breast, cupped it roughly, fingers catching her nipple.

She arched into him.

“Faster,” she breathed.

He obeyed.

The sound of wet heat filled the room — skin slapping, the deep grind of cock against slick walls. Her pussy clenched hard around him with every stroke. Her voice got higher. Softer. Then caught entirely.

“Leo—fuck—right there—”

He angled his hips. Drove into her.

Her hands clawed the sheets, mouth open. Her legs trembled.

When she came, it was silent.

Just one long body-tensing, chest-quivering, core-gripping wave. Her pussy sucked him deeper. Her nails bit into his back.

He groaned — breath cut in half — and thrust harder.

Once.

Twice.

Then everything in him spilled.

Deep inside her.

His cock jerked again and again, pushing cum into her soaked pussy. His arms shook. He dropped his head to her shoulder, panting, held up only by the last threads of control.

They didn’t move for a full minute.

Just lay there, joined, full, slick with sweat.

Then Simone turned her head and whispered into his ear:

“Now that’s how you mount a woman.”

He smiled against her skin.

Still inside her.

Still hardening again.


Chapter 30: Stay

The bathroom lights were low, hazy through the steam. Simone moved under the water like she belonged to it — smooth, unfazed, head tipped back, water rolling through her hair and over her shoulders.

Leo stepped in behind her. He didn’t touch her right away. Just watched the way her hips shifted slightly as she adjusted the flow, the way her breath rose and fell with no apology.

She handed him the soap without a word.

They washed slowly. Quietly. He worked over her back, her arms, the soft slope of her belly. She turned and did the same — his chest, his stomach, his neck. Not hurried. Not horny. Just... there. Intimate without rush. Real.

When they stepped out, she wrapped her hair in a towel, knotted her robe loosely at the waist, and walked barefoot down the hall.

Leo followed, body still warm from the heat.

In the kitchen, she pulled open a cabinet, took down two glasses, and poured red wine with the confidence of someone who never asked for permission.

“You hungry?” she asked.

“Starving.”

“Good.”

She ordered dinner in four taps. Lamb shoulder, charred broccolini, rosemary potatoes, and fresh bread. Burrata. Olive oil. Chocolate mousse. It was delivered within 40 minutes in black-lacquered boxes and arranged by her on ceramic plates like it belonged there.

They ate at the long glass table in the dining room — just the two of them, barefoot, candlelit.

Halfway through the meal, Leo glanced toward the hallway, then looked back at her.

“What about your staff?” he asked. “You’re not... worried?”

Simone sipped her wine. Her eyes didn’t waver.

“I gave them leave the morning my husband left,” she said.

Leo raised an eyebrow.

“You think I’d leave traces?” she added, almost amused. “Come on.”

He stared at her for a second, then smiled. “Right.”

Simone let the silence settle again.

They ate. Drank. The air between them stretched and relaxed.

When the food was done and the plates were cleared, she walked past him, turned back slightly, and said — without softness, but not cold:

“Stay the night.”

It wasn’t a question.

She left the room without waiting for his answer.

He followed a few seconds later.


Chapter 31: Dirty Minds, Lazy Night

The house had quieted to a hum. Outside, the garden lights cast a soft golden wash through sheer blinds. Inside, the media lounge glowed with the warm low light of built-in sconces — matte brass, custom-designed — and the occasional flicker from the massive OLED screen.

The room was like the rest of the house: intentionally decadent.

Deep navy velvet walls. A curved Italian sectional in taupe suede. The side tables were black lacquered wood. A decanter of wine — unopened — caught the light like ruby in glass. Floor cushions in cashmere and silk were strewn carelessly across the thick Berber rug. A Diptyque candle burned low on the corner shelf, scenting the air with fig, cedar, and something faintly smoky.

Leo sat in the middle of it all — shirtless, robe loose, legs spread, remote in hand — looking like a man who didn’t quite belong in the frame but had no plans to leave.

From down the hall, he heard the bathroom flush.

Then the sink.

Then Simone’s voice, perfectly clear:

“Aah... nice one. What a relief.”

He turned toward the hallway just as she appeared — barefoot, robe loose at the waist, towel still twisted in her hair.

She walked in like she owned the world. She walked past him, bent at the bar cart to pour herself a splash of wine.

As she did, her robe slipped up in the back — just enough for him to see the full, bare swell of her buttocks. Still faintly damp. Soft at the top, tight at the bottom. One cheek pulled slightly as she shifted her weight, revealing the clean, open cleft between them. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Leo stared.

She looked back over her shoulder.

“See something you like?”

He nodded, already shifting on the couch.

She crawled back onto the sofa — slow, deliberate, draping her leg across his lap as she nestled into him.

The robe fell open slightly. Her thigh rested warm against his hip.

She reached for the remote in his hand.

“Put on something dumb and hot.”

“Sex/Life?”

She smiled. “Perfect.”

He clicked.

The show opened to a wide shot of a woman getting pounded in a stairwell.

Simone sipped her wine. “Subtle.”

Leo’s hand was already resting lightly on her bare thigh. His other arm looped behind her, fingers grazing her hip. Her skin was warm. Fresh. Clean.

“I can’t concentrate with your ass next to me,” he muttered.

“So don’t.”

She shifted, giving him a little more.

He leaned in and kissed one cheek.

Then again. Slower.

Then lower.

“Are you watching or kissing?”

“I’m watching your ass.”

She laughed softly. “Then carry on.

Simone didn’t move when Leo kissed the base of her spine — just above the soft curve of her bare ass. Her gaze stayed lazily fixed on the screen, Sex/Life still playing, the blue and gold light of the TV dancing across the navy velvet walls. Her black robe had slid open completely now, draped around her waist like forgotten wrapping. One knee was bent into the suede cushion, her body casually tilted, open to him.

She smelled like fig, faint perfume, and underneath it… a trace of something raw. Human. There was a trace of something earthy between her cheeks — a lingering musky warmth from the bathroom, recent and unapologetic. Human. Real. The kind of raw scent that stirred Leo’s instincts more than it should have.

He pressed his nose lower, breathing her in.

Simone didn’t flinch. She just smirked — eyes still on the screen.

“Careful,” she murmured. “I didn’t shower.”

Leo kissed the top of her crack. “I know.”

That made her laugh — a warm, throaty little chuckle, dirty and pleased.

“Fig and filth,” she said, half to herself.

“What?” he asked, tongue barely brushing lower.

She glanced at him over her shoulder, eyes glittering in the candlelight. “This room. Me. You. It’s all fig and filth.”

He kissed her again — deeper this time, tasting skin, salt, and the faint, earthy trace of where her body had been. He moaned softly against her, one hand gripping her thigh, the other spreading her gently open.

“You’re not watching anymore,” she teased.

“No,” he murmured. “I’m not.”

Simone lowered herself slightly — onto her forearms now — her back arching in a slow, feline stretch. Her robe slipped farther off her shoulders, exposing the delicate line of her spine. Her ass lifted into him, ready.

Leo stood, heart pounding. His cock hung hard, throbbing as he stepped closer, guiding it with one hand. Her folds glistened below, already wet, lips parted and pulsing with need. He lined himself up — and slid in.

A low gasp escaped her, slow and deep, like air pulled through clenched teeth.

He held there, buried inside her, both of them perfectly still.

Then she tilted her hips just slightly and whispered, “Now fuck me.”

And he did.

The couch shifted beneath them, her knees sinking into the suede as he began to move. Each thrust was slow at first — deep, measured, letting her feel every inch. The soft slap of skin echoed gently off the velvet walls, layered with the low sound of the paused TV and their breath. Simone moaned quietly, not theatrically — just raw, real pleasure in every breath.

She pushed back into him with control, guiding the rhythm without saying a word.

Leo bent forward, gripping her waist, his chest against her back.

“You feel…” he groaned into her ear, “insane…”

“Of course I do,” she breathed. “You’re inside a grown woman.”

He growled and drove deeper. Her robe bunched at her elbows now, her body fully exposed. Her pussy clenched around him, wetter by the second, and the subtle, slightly bitter warmth of her scent still lingered under his nose, making it impossible to think.

He fucked her harder — not brutal, but deep, focused, like he was trying to memorize how she felt from the inside.

Simone let out a longer moan now, her head dropping down onto the cushion. Her fingers clenched the edge of the couch, nails digging into suede.

“God… Leo…”

He grunted, teeth clenched, eyes closed. “I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” she gasped. “Come in me. Don’t pull out.”

His hips slammed against her ass one last time — and he came, hard, deep inside her. Hot spurts flooding her as she moaned into the cushion, her whole body shuddering under him.

He didn’t pull out. Just collapsed over her, chest rising and falling, lips brushing the back of her neck.

She was still panting, her legs trembling, but her voice came soft and clear.

“Stay like this.”

Leo nodded against her skin. He was still inside her, still leaking.

Simone reached back, pulled his hand over her hip, and closed her eyes.

The fig candle burned low.

The show on the TV flickered.

And together, in that perfect mix of elegance and filth, they drifted into sleep — his cock still buried in her, her body full, used, and completely at ease.


Chapter 32: The Morning After

Morning light filtered softly through the sheer linen curtains, casting long, golden lines across the taupe suede of the bedroom headboard. The room was warm with the quiet weight of expensive stillness — no house staff, no husband, no schedule. Just the scent of dried fig lingering faintly in the sheets… and sex. Faint. Deep. Human. Hers.

Simone woke slowly, her back to Leo’s chest, his arm heavy across her waist. His cock — warm, soft, sticky — rested against the curve of her ass, nestled between her cheeks. She felt the faint pulse of him, still there, still leaking from the night before. The mess between her thighs had dried slightly, but the sensation remained: used, filled, satisfied.

She didn’t stir at first.

Just lay still.

Breathing. Smiling faintly at the memory of last night’s final thrusts, his moans, the way he stayed inside her as they both drifted off. She loved that. Not the orgasm — the claiming. The low, needy way his cock had pulsed deep in her and refused to leave.

Her smile deepened.

She turned, slowly — careful not to wake him fully — and propped herself up on one elbow. Leo lay on his back now, head tilted to the side, lips parted slightly, one arm flung out across the velvet duvet. Young. Raw. Eager. He looked softer when asleep — but still hard enough to make her ache again, just looking at him.

Her gaze drifted down.

He wasn’t fully hard. Not yet.

But his cock twitched against his thigh, thick, lazily rising.

Simone slid the covers down.

She moved between his legs without a sound.

No fanfare. No announcement. Just her lips parting as she took him into her mouth — soft, warm, half-hard — and began to suck him slowly awake. The kind of deep, wet morning head that starts without a word and leaves no question who owns whom.

Leo stirred with a groggy moan.

“Mmh—Simone?”

She didn’t answer. Just gripped the base of his shaft and took him deeper — cheeks hollowing, tongue flat, her mouth milking him with practiced, indulgent ease. He swelled fast. Rock hard in seconds. She wanted it like that. She needed it like that.

He gasped, hips twitching. “F-fuck…”

Simone pulled back just enough to speak, lips grazing his tip.

“I want you going home with your balls dry.”

Then she took him back in. Deeper this time.

All the way down.

Leo’s fingers clenched the sheets.

The pace wasn’t frantic. It was controlled — sensual, slick, dominating. She kept her eyes on him, every flick of her tongue purposeful. She moaned softly around his cock — not for him, but for herself. Like she was sipping something rich and earned.

“Shit—Simone, I’m gonna…”

She sucked harder.

He throbbed. Moaned. Came.

In her mouth.

She didn’t flinch.

She kept her lips sealed around him, swallowing every spurt like it was her right. Her hand held him firm at the base, controlling the pulse, draining every drop.

Only when he stopped twitching did she finally release him.

A single thread of saliva and cum stretched from her lower lip before she licked it away with a slow, feline swipe of her tongue.

Leo stared, breathless.

Simone sat back on her heels, her robe slipping open again, breasts bare, hair slightly tousled, face glowing.

“There,” she said softly, licking her bottom lip. “Now you can leave.”

She leaned forward and kissed his stomach — tender, possessive — before standing and walking to the bathroom, hips swaying, cum still warm in her belly.

And Leo just lay there, staring at the ceiling, wondering how the fuck he’d ever go home after that.


Chapter 33: Stay Until I Say So

The taste of him still on her tongue, Simone padded toward the bathroom — bare, composed, utterly unhurried. The faint drip of cum trailed down her throat as she twisted the brass faucet, steam beginning to curl into the bedroom.

Leo was still lying there, legs splayed, eyes glassy. His cock rested soft and spent against his thigh, the covers tangled at his feet. He heard the shower start, then her voice — that rich, low command floating back through the steam.

“Don’t move. You’re showering with me.”

He smiled, dazed. “I’ve got my shift soon…”

“You’ll be late,” she said, stepping back into view. “And clean.”

She disappeared into the steam.

Leo groaned, rolled himself upright, and followed her in.

The water was hot. The stall was glass and gold-framed, large enough to fit two without touching — but Simone didn’t give him that distance. She pulled him close the second he stepped in, her breasts slick against his chest, her hands already trailing down his torso.

He pressed her back against the wall gently — marble cold against her spine — and dropped to his knees.

“Leo—”

But she didn’t stop him.

His mouth found her cunt, already warm and pulsing. She was soaked — from the water, yes, but more than that. She had fed off his orgasm, and now she needed her own. His tongue flattened against her, slow strokes turning sharper as she moaned, her fingers in his hair, her thigh hooked over his shoulder.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “That tongue…”

He worked her fast now, precise, focused. He sucked her clit hard, then gentled the pressure, teasing the folds with just the tip of his tongue. She pulsed against his mouth, trembling, her hand tightening in his hair until her hips jerked.

She came with a low growl, her head tipping back hard against the tile.

Her whole body tensed — then slowly relaxed, sinking into his mouth, eyes fluttering shut.

“Good boy,” she whispered, still panting.

Leo stood. She didn’t speak — just pulled him into a rough, messy kiss, tasting her own orgasm on his lips. Her hand stroked his jaw possessively. Then she pulled away.

“Wait here.”

Ten minutes later, Leo stood towel-drying his hair at the island counter while Simone moved through the kitchen barefoot, wearing only his T-shirt — oversized on her, but somehow making her look even more expensive.

She slid eggs into the skillet, opened the fridge, poured cold orange juice into a tall glass.

His eyes followed her every move. The curve of her back. The way she moved with no hurry, no explanation. This wasn’t a girlfriend playing house. This was a woman who’d lived in control for decades — and just happened to decide you were worth feeding today.

She checked her phone.

Her face changed slightly.

She hit the speaker button and set the phone down on the marble. Her voice, when it came, was sweet — the fake kind. Professional-wife kind.

“Hi, darling.”

Leo froze.

Her husband’s voice came through, distant and low.

“Hey, Sim. Everything alright?”

“Of course,” she said. “I just woke up. Got a bit of a headache last night, I think the wine was off. I’ll go light today.”

Leo watched her — the way she flicked the spatula, the way she smiled at the air. It was so effortless it scared him.

“I’ll text you before my flight,” her husband said.

“Mhm. Safe travels,” she purred, then hung up without waiting for him to say goodbye.

She turned, setting the plate in front of Leo — toast, eggs, fruit. Her expression unreadable.

“Eat,” she said. “You’ll be working all day.”

He sat, stunned.

She kissed his cheek — soft, but final.

Then she whispered against his ear, “Baby. Leave now. I’ll call you.”

And just like that… she turned away.

As if his being there — naked, glowing, raw from her cunt and still tasting of her mouth — meant nothing more than a well-fed pet being dismissed after breakfast.

Leo stood slowly, dressed in silence, and left.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Simone stayed in the kitchen, sipping her juice, checking the next text.

From a number she hadn’t saved.

She smiled.

Chapter 34: Something Left Behind

Leo crouched on a concrete terrace outside a government office building, screwdriver in hand, sweat pooling at the back of his neck. The surveillance camera he was fixing had already short-circuited twice. His fingers were steady — but his mind wasn’t.

Not even close.

He kept seeing her.

Simone’s robe slipping open… her wet thighs in the shower… the way she licked his cum off her lip and whispered “Leave now.”

He adjusted the lens again, cock semi-hard under his work pants, pressed up against the inside of his thigh. He shifted, trying to ignore it — but the friction made it worse.

His phone buzzed.

“Hey babe. Lunch later?”
His girlfriend.

He stared at the screen.

Typed: “Maybe. Got a long job today.”
Then put the phone back in his pocket without sending a kiss.



He met her later anyway.

They sat at a small South Indian cafe — she talked about her office, her manager, something about a broken printer. Leo nodded, eyes glazed. His dick twitched when she bent forward to grab a napkin, but not from her.

From memory.

Simone’s moan. The faint musk under her cheeks. Her laugh when she said “Fig and filth.”

“Are you even listening?” his girlfriend asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” he muttered. “Just tired.”

But he wasn’t tired. He was hungry.

For Simone.

Later that night, Simone slipped between the sheets with practiced grace. The bedroom lights were dimmed to a warm amber, shadows dancing on the ceiling, casting soft gold over the navy headboard. Raymond was already in bed — reading glasses off, the book closed, his eyes on her.

“You look incredible tonight,” he said softly.

Simone smiled. “Jet lag suits you. You’re sentimental.”

“I missed you.”

He leaned in and kissed her shoulder. She let him. Her body was relaxed, soft — still humming faintly from the morning.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” he murmured. His hand slid beneath the hem of her satin slip, brushing her thigh. “All week.”

“Mhm.” Her eyes stayed half-lidded, unreadable.

His fingers found her slit. She was wet. Not gushing — but warm, open. Like her body hadn’t gotten the memo that her mind was elsewhere.

Raymond exhaled against her neck. “God… Simone…”

He rolled over her, slowly, letting his cock press between her legs. He was already hard — that quiet, polite kind of erection. Slim, stiff, familiar. He kissed her collarbone and whispered against her skin:

“Fuck, I missed you, Simone…”

She inhaled sharply. Not because of him — but because of the echo it triggered.

Leo’s voice. That same line. Fuck, I missed you, Simone.

It echoed so loud in her mind it drowned out the sound of the sheets.

Raymond slipped inside her.

She gasped.

Not because he stretched her.

But because Leo still did.

“God, you feel good,” Raymond whispered.

Simone closed her eyes. Her legs opened wider out of instinct. Not for Raymond — but because her body remembered how Leo had filled her. Thicker. Messier. Deeper.

Raymond started to move — soft thrusts, delicate. His hand cupped her face, trying to kiss her, but she turned slightly, letting him land on her jaw.

“You okay?” he asked, breath warm.

She nodded. “Yes.”

He fucked her gently, hips moving in slow rhythm. He was panting now. Trying to give her pleasure. Trying to reach her.

Her cunt gripped him out of habit.

He groaned. “Simone…”

She bit her lip.

She should’ve stayed quiet.

But it slipped out — soft, breathy, almost inaudible:

“Oh yes… Leo…”

He froze.

Simone’s eyes widened.

Raymond pulled back slightly, cock still inside her, blinking.

“…what?”

She swallowed.

“I said… I said yes, love…Raymond,” she covered, voice smooth, almost calm.

He looked at her a second longer. Confused. Unsure. Then kissed her neck again, almost too quickly, as if pretending not to notice.

She didn’t repeat herself.

She just lifted her hips again — moaning louder now, making it easier for him to forget.

And harder for herself.

Because her orgasm never came.

But the ghost of Leo’s cock stayed pulsing inside her all night.


Chapter 35: I’m Still In Control

The bedroom was dim again.

Quiet. Still.

Simone lay propped on one elbow, eyes fixed on her phone, the blue light casting a cold glow on her face. Raymond was asleep beside her — chest rising slowly, the faint scent of sex and skin lingering under the covers.

But Simone wasn’t done.

Her thumb hovered over the search bar of Instagram.

She typed slowly: @leo_d_camfix
His profile. Still public.

A new story.

A picture of a cold coffee cup on some office rooftop. Nothing dramatic. Just concrete, wires, sky.

But her eyes locked onto it like a drug.

She zoomed in on the corner. A girl’s reflection in the glass door behind him — short hair, bangles on the wrist.

His girlfriend.

Simone’s jaw clenched.

Her thighs were still damp from earlier. Not from Raymond. From remembering Leo’s mouth, Leo’s hunger. And yet here he was — out in the world, letting some girl brush against his arm while Simone lay here, full, aching, and suddenly feeling… replaceable.

She turned off the screen.

Slid her phone down.

Looked over at Raymond, still half-dozing, one hand splayed over his chest.

She pulled the covers down quietly.

Her lips parted as she kissed his stomach.

Then lower.

His cock stirred — slow, confused.

“Simone?” he muttered groggily.

She didn’t reply.

She just took him in her mouth — slow, controlled, warm.

Raymond gasped.

She wasn’t teasing. She wasn’t sweet. She was precise. Her tongue flattened along his shaft, lips wrapped tight, her breath hot as she bobbed her head with practiced rhythm. There was no mess, no noise. Just efficiency — and a fire behind it he hadn’t felt in years.

“Oh… my God…” he whispered, hips jerking slightly.

She took him deeper. Used her hand at the base. Hollowed her cheeks.

Raymond moaned, shocked.

“Simone, what the hell—”

She pulled back slightly, her voice low and sharp.

“Cum in my mouth.”

His eyes widened.

Then he did.

Hard. Grunting. Half-delirious.

She swallowed every drop. No spill. No pause. Just one final clean lick along his tip, then a soft kiss to his hip as she sat up and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

Raymond lay there, stunned, cock twitching against his thigh.

“Jesus…” he muttered. “Where did that come from?”

Simone didn’t answer.

She stood and walked to the bathroom.

Her reflection in the mirror looked beautiful.

Poised.

But behind her eyes… a storm was building.


Chapter 36: A Slip in the Dark

It was past midnight.

The house was silent again — save for the faint hum of the climate control system and the occasional groan of wooden floorboards cooling beneath the marble.

Simone lay in bed with the covers pulled high, one hand beneath the sheets, resting over the soft throb between her legs.

Raymond had fallen asleep two hours ago. Drained. Content.

But she wasn’t.

She unlocked her phone without sound, screen dimmed low. Her thumb hovered over Leo’s contact.

For a moment, she hesitated. Pride. Control. Distance.

Then she typed.

Simone: Still taste you.
Simone: Still fucking dripping.

Delivered. Read.

She waited.

Nothing.

Then:

Leo: God, Simone. I can’t stop thinking about your cunt in my mouth.
Leo: I came thinking about you this morning. In the service van. Nearly crashed.

Her breath caught.

She clenched her thighs.

Simone: Show me.
Leo: Now?
Simone: Now.

Seconds later, a picture. His cock, hard and thick, against the worn fabric of his jeans. One hand wrapped around the base. A slick glisten at the tip. The light was terrible. The intent was perfect.

She turned slightly, curling her body away from Raymond, hand slipping lower under the sheets.

Simone: I want you back in my ass. Next time.
Leo: Fuck. I’d eat it first. Then fuck it.
Leo: You’d moan my name while your husband sleeps next door.

She bit her lip.

Typed:

Simone: He just did. Came in my mouth like a good little husband. Didn’t know I was thinking of yours the whole time.
Leo: Jesus.
Leo: Touch yourself now. You wet?
Simone: Drenched.

She was.

Her fingers slipped between her folds, slow, teasing. The thrill of risk only made it worse.

But then—

A quiet voice beside her.

“Sim?”

She froze.

Raymond stirred beside her, eyelids heavy.

“What’re you doing?”

She turned her screen just slightly. Locked it.

“Just couldn’t sleep,” she said, voice low. “Checking the markets.”

He grunted. Half-asleep.

“Mm. Come here.”

She slid closer, letting him curl his arm over her — but her pulse was thundering. Her cunt ached. Her heart raced.

Raymond nuzzled against her shoulder. Then, barely audible:

“Your phone just vibrated again…”

Simone didn’t respond.

And in the dark…
A single unread message from Leo stayed glowing on the lock screen:

Leo: Next time I fuck you, I’m not letting you walk straight for a week.


Chapter 37: Between Meetings

The message came at 11:12 a.m.

Leo: Level -2, west end, pillar 43. You’re safe here. I know the angles.

That was all.

Simone was halfway through a glass of chilled cucumber water in the sunroom, silk robe brushing her thigh, her phone on her lap. Raymond was in the study, in a video call. The maid had been dismissed for the week. And her body… was throbbing.

She didn’t even think.

She rose, walked upstairs, and dressed herself in layers of sin that only she would understand.
No bra. A sheer white blouse under a tan trench. Slim skirt. Black satin thong.
Hair tied, lips glossed, just enough perfume to make a man hard without knowing why.

“I’m stepping out,” she called from the hallway.
Raymond lifted a hand in acknowledgment without turning.



Simone pulled into the underground structure exactly thirteen minutes later.

Level -2.
Far end.
West side.

It was colder down here. Dim yellow security lights overhead. Her heels echoed softly against the concrete.

She spotted his van first — matte grey, slightly dirty, industrial. Practical. Parked between two support columns, its right side shielded from any obvious angles. A camera hung overhead across the level — facing away. Tilted upward. Dead zone.

Leo was leaning against the passenger door, black tee stretched across his chest, arms folded. He looked up as she approached — slow smile, eyes raking her in from heels to mouth.

“You weren’t kidding,” she said, glancing at the nearby security cam.

He shook his head. “Blind spot. I serviced this deck two months ago. Camera’s pointed at nothing. And the rotation loop’s on delay. You’ve got twelve minutes before anyone even knows you were here.”

She stepped closer. “Then don’t waste time.”

Leo didn’t need a second invitation.

He spun her fast — her back hit the cold side of the van with a soft thud. The thrill ran straight up her spine. His hands were already under her coat, bunching her skirt up over her ass. He groaned.

“No panties?”

She smirked. “Just satin. I left them on the seat.”

“Fuck…”

He dropped to his knees.

“Leo—” she gasped, startled.

But his face was already between her thighs — tongue flicking over the seam of her cunt, licking her through the slick heat of her folds. She’d been wet since the moment she got in the car. Now she was dripping. His nose pressed against her, inhaling. She tasted like lust and expensive skincare. He moaned against her, tongue circling her clit.

Simone’s head fell back against the van. “Oh, god…”

Leo stood suddenly, face glistening. He spun her around — palms flat against the van’s side, one hand on her shoulder.

“Your cunt tastes like you missed me.”

“Then fuck me,” she snapped.

He unzipped, yanked his cock free — already rock hard.

No condom.

No hesitation.

One thick thrust and he was inside her.

Simone bit her forearm to stay quiet — the stretch, the pressure, the heat slamming her forward. Her nipples were tight under the blouse. Her coat was wide open now, her ass fully exposed, his hips slapping into her slick cheeks in quick, brutal rhythm.

“God, you’re fucking soaked,” Leo growled. “You were thinking about this all morning, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes—don’t stop—fuck, Leo—”

The van rocked just slightly with each thrust, metal creaking beneath their rhythm. No voices. No footsteps. Just the wet slap of skin and breath and lust echoing in concrete silence.

“Say it,” he grunted, gripping her hair. “Say you needed this cock.”

“I need this cock,” she gasped. “I’m yours, Leo—fuck—take it—harder—”

He angled deeper.

Her climax slammed into her — sudden, high, all-consuming. Her legs shook. She nearly collapsed against the van, but he held her upright, still fucking her through it, cock twitching inside her.

“Simone—fuck—I’m—”

“Do it. Come. Fill me. Claim me.”

He came with a grunt — deep inside her, holding her by the waist, pulsing until the last drop spilled into her. They both stayed still, breathless, trembling.

When he pulled out, his cum leaked slowly down her thigh.

Simone straightened her coat. Wiped herself neatly with a tissue from his glove box. Reapplied lip gloss using the side mirror.

Leo just watched her — flushed, panting, cock softening in his hand.

“No goodbye?” he asked.

She smirked, slipping her phone back into her purse.

“I told my husband I’m at an art exhibit.”

Then she turned on her heel and walked away — heels clicking softly, cum still warm between her thighs.


Chapter 38: Traces He Can’t Place

Simone entered the house just past noon.

Her coat was buttoned, her blouse neatly tucked back into her skirt, her face fresh. Lip gloss reapplied. Hands clean.

She paused in the foyer, let her heels click once on the marble, then stepped out of them and walked barefoot into the kitchen. The glass of cucumber water still sat on the counter where she’d left it — untouched, beads of condensation now pooling under the base.

Raymond was still in the study, door open, headset off. He looked up from his laptop.

“You’re back fast,” he said.

She smiled. “It was a small show.”

He tilted his head, watching her a little longer than necessary.

“You look flushed.”

Simone poured herself a new glass of water, took a slow sip, then said with just enough playfulness, “Maybe I was walking too fast. Elevators were full.”

He nodded slowly, like he accepted it. But his eyes didn’t leave her.

Something about her thighs — the slight glide in her walk. That looseness. The post-fuck softness that only a husband would notice if he’d ever seen it… just not after he was the one inside her.

And the scent.

It wasn’t perfume. It wasn’t sweat.

It was subtle.

Musky. Warm. Faintly bitter.

Raymond closed his laptop.

“I’ll go shower,” he said.

“Long call?” Simone asked, stepping around the island.

“Long morning,” he replied.

As he passed her in the hallway, he brushed her waist gently. She didn’t flinch, but her breath caught — just a little.

He kept walking.

He didn’t say anything.

But inside his head, a list was forming.

	She was glowing. 
	Her hair was still a little too perfectly messy. 
	Her thighs were slightly slick. 
	Her tone was… relieved. 


He closed the bathroom door behind him and stood by the sink.

Her panties weren’t in the laundry basket.

Not that day.

Not ever, really.

He turned on the shower and stood under the water, letting it run over his face as something dark and cold began to settle in the pit of his stomach.

He didn’t know what it was yet.

But something had changed.

And it had nothing to do with modernist art.


Chapter 39: The Password Wasn’t Changed

Raymond sat on the edge of the bed, her phone dim in his hand, like it weighed more now. He didn’t move when Simone walked in — robe tied, hair damp, skin flushed from the bath.

She saw the phone. Saw his face.

Her voice didn’t waver.

“You read it.”

He nodded.

“You fucked him?”

“Yes.”

His lips parted slightly. “Where?”

She walked slowly to the vanity, towelled her hair, and began applying cream to her collarbone.

“In our bedroom. In the shower. And in the media room.”

She let the silence linger.

“In the media room… he bent me over the couch. Doggystyle. I came so hard I forgot what day it was.”

Raymond didn’t speak. He just sat there. His knuckles white around the edge of the mattress.

“In the bedroom, he made me cum twice. Slow. Deep. Held me after. Kissed my thighs. My stomach. Like he meant it.”

She paused. Still calm. Still devastating.

“And in the shower… I came against the wall with his tongue. I could barely stand after.”

Raymond’s breathing had changed. Shallower now. Heavy.

She walked closer.

“I’ve never had that many orgasms in my life. Not even close.”

She stood in front of him now, voice quiet but sharp.

“His cock is thicker. Longer. And he knows how to use it. He doesn’t guess. He listens. Adjusts. Feels everything.”

Raymond looked down, humiliated.

“He cums multiple times. Three, sometimes more.”

A beat.

‘I drank his cum too. It is thick, creamy even when he is coming thrice in a row ”

Raymond looked at Simone, anger brewing inside him.

“But I won’t hold that against you,” she said. “I know he’s younger. I know that helps.”

She looked directly at him.

“But he’s good. Too good. Focused. Responsive. He doesn’t fuck me like I’m his wife. He fucks me like I’m all that he wants.”

Raymond blinked hard. He couldn’t hear what she was saying.

She softened slightly — not out of pity, but truth.

“This isn’t about your affair,” she said. “Maybe that cracked something. But this? What I did? That wasn’t revenge.”

She paused.

“I did it because you stopped seeing me. You stopped wanting me. Even when I was right in front of you.”

She stepped away now. Calm again.

“Even in the parking lot — bent over his van, no panties, — I felt more seen than I have in years.”

She looked back at him.

“My cunt was leaking for hours. I changed my underwear twice. And when you came home, I still hadn’t wiped properly. You said ‘Hey.’ I said ‘Hi.’ That’s all.”

Raymond didn’t move.

Simone untied her robe. Let it slide to the floor. Completely bare beneath.

“I’m not asking you to forgive me,” she said. “I’m asking you to finally hear me.”

She slid under the covers. Turned her back to him.

“I needed to feel like I was still worth fucking.”

She said nothing more.

And Raymond — stunned, hard, humiliated — finally realized he hadn’t touched his wife in years.

Someone else had.

And now he couldn’t stop imagining it.


Chapter 40: The Sound of Water

Raymond hadn’t slept.

Not really.

He’d lain beside her all night — Simone naked, still slightly damp from her bath, breathing slow, completely untouched. Her back to him. The curve of her hips just inches from his hand.

But he couldn’t move.

Not after what she’d said.

Her words kept looping in his head:

"In the media room… he bent me over the couch. Doggystyle. I came so hard I forgot what day it was."

‘I drank his cum too. It is thick, creamy even when he is coming thrice in a row ”

"His cock is thicker. Longer. He listens. He cums three times."

"My cunt was leaking for hours. You came home… and I still hadn’t wiped."

Each line dug in deeper.

Each line made him harder.

He hated it.
He ached for it.

He’d gone to the bathroom twice during the night, trying to jerk off just to release it — but couldn’t finish. Her words had cursed his body. He couldn’t cum to the thought of her… unless he saw what she’d seen.



Morning light crept across the walls. He heard the water running in the master bath.

Simone was up.

The shower started. Steady. Hot.

She was in there now — naked again, rinsing herself. Quiet. Relaxed. She was even humming something under her breath.

Raymond stood slowly, walked to the bathroom door.

It was ajar.

The mirror was fogging. Her figure was faintly visible behind the frosted glass — one leg raised, her hands moving over her inner thighs, her head tilted back under the stream.

He stood there, watching the steam rise, listening to her breath.

And for the first time in years…
he realized he didn’t want to fuck her.

He wanted to watch her being fucked.

By him.

By the man she moaned for.

He pictured it: her body jerking forward against the glass, Leo’s hands on her hips, her voice cracked from cumming too many times — that wild, untamed version of her that Raymond had never earned.

He felt himself harden again. Painfully.

And for the first time…
he didn’t try to hide it.


Chapter 41: All the Rooms We Don’t Use

The house was quiet.

Not the kind of quiet Raymond liked — with jazz playing faintly in the lounge and a tumbler of scotch sweating on the marble bar.

This was that awful kind of silence: no music, no staff, just truth hanging in the walls.

Simone had just walked into the en suite. The white double doors were half-closed. Steam already rising.

Raymond stood in the hallway just past the archway. The Berber rug softened his steps. The fig candle in the corner was still burning low from the night before.

He could see her silhouette through the frosted shower glass. Faint. Elegant. One leg lifted to the ledge. Her spine arched slightly forward, hair tied up. Water running down the length of her thighs.

She wasn't doing anything dramatic. Just washing. Humming. Existing.

But he couldn't move.

He stood there. Watching. Listening. Grieving. His cock was stiff. Again.

He wasn't aroused the way he'd been as a younger man. This wasn’t lust.
It was hunger.
Loss.
Need.

That need to see what she'd become.

Then—
Her head turned.
Not fast. Not startled.
Just... aware.

And she saw him.

Raymond froze.

Simone didn’t flinch. Didn’t rush to cover herself.

She turned off the water. Took the towel from the brass hook. Stepped out.

Naked. Wet. Still glistening.

She dried herself calmly. Light patting. Nothing theatrical.

Then she walked slowly toward the doorway where he stood.

She didn’t raise her voice. Didn’t ask what he was doing.

She just said, “There are 11 rooms in this house, Raymond.”

He blinked.

She kept going.

“Two guest bedrooms. The library. The wine cellar. The terrace no one uses. And that”—she pointed past his shoulder—“that hallway you just stood in like a stranger. Like a ghost.”

Raymond didn’t speak.

Simone looked at him, towel slung low across her hips, water still beading at the top of her breasts.

“We were never compatible,” she said, voice soft, unshaken. “Not sexually. Not emotionally. I knew it before we were married. You did too.”

He swallowed.

“But I never asked for a divorce,” she added.

A pause.

“I just stopped expecting you to touch me.”

Raymond’s face crumpled.

She didn’t touch him. Didn’t console him.

She just reached past him. Took her silk robe from the antique brass hook by the door. Slipped into it.

“You didn’t see me when you had me,” she said. “So it’s a little late to start peeking now.”

Then she walked barefoot across the herringbone floor, hips swaying, water glistening at the back of her knees.

She didn’t slam the door behind her.

She didn’t need to.

The silence did the rest.


Chapter 42: The Terms of Surrender

Raymond stood in the walk-in closet, fully dressed. Navy suit. Cufflinks. Cologne.

His flight was in two hours.

He was going through her phone again.

Not because he didn’t know what was in it.

But because it had become a ritual.

No new messages.

No new photos.

But the thread with Leo was still there — still pinned to the top. A quiet, glowing wound. And he read the old ones again. Like scripture.

Still dripping from last night.
Don’t wash me off yet.
He’s asleep in the next room.
I want to be ruined again.

Raymond set the phone down on the nightstand. His hands were trembling.

Simone was in the mirror — white blouse, black trousers, bare feet. She was buttoning the cuffs one-handed, sipping coffee with the other.

She hadn’t said a word to him all morning.

He finally broke.

“So,” he said, adjusting his tie, “will you be busy with your lover boy while I’m gone?”

Simone didn’t look up. Just smoothed her collar.

“Simone.”

Still nothing.

He stepped closer. “Nothing to say?”

She finally turned to him, slow and composed.

“I think you already know.”

Her voice was steady. Clean. Emotionless.

Raymond’s jaw clenched. “You’re a fucking slut.”

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t smile.

She just shrugged.

“If that helps you cope,” she said, sipping her coffee again, “go ahead.”

He stared at her — stunned, shaking, hardening with hatred and something far worse: desire.

Then she added, eyes meeting his without blinking:

“If you’re going to watch next time, Raymond…”

A beat.

“Watch properly.”

Then she walked out of the room barefoot — coffee in hand, hair still damp, ass moving with quiet authority.

And Raymond stood there — undone. Humiliated. Rock hard. And… waiting for the next time.


Chapter 43: The Line Between Knowing and Asking

Raymond unlocked her phone again.

She was out on her usual evening walk — same leggings, same white tee, hair tied, no phone. She never took it. She never needed to. Not when she had him.

Thread: Leo

Simone: Frigged myself in the tub. He’s asleep, of course.
Simone: Still wet. Might go again before I rinse.

Leo: (Photo)
His cock — hard, long, cum sliding along the base. Thick. Pumped.

Leo: This cock’s drained. You did that.

Simone: She can never milk this biggie like I can.
Leo: She doesn’t even try.
Simone: Then why is she surprised you’re always tired?

Raymond stared at the screen. His throat dry. His cock heavy and full in his pants.

She wasn’t just fucking him. She was inside his life, his ego, his rhythm.



That night, the lounge was low-lit. The brass sconces cast soft shadows across the navy walls. Simone sat on the suede sectional, wine glass in one hand, feet tucked under her. Calm. Barely glancing up.

Raymond stood by the drinks counter. Scotch in his hand. Wrists tight.

“I’ve got a trip,” he said.

No response.

“Shanghai. Five nights.”

Still nothing.

“I thought maybe you’d come with me.”

She looked up slowly.

“Oh?”

He forced a smile. “Time together. You and me.”

She laughed once. Dry. Amused.

“You want time with me now?”

“I’m trying.”

“No,” she said, eyes on his. “You’re reacting.”

He stepped closer. “You want to stay back. So you can fuck your lover boy.”

Simone didn’t blink. “Yes.”

His nostrils flared. “I should’ve known.”

She stood now. Walked toward him. Stopped just in front.

“Don’t bother setting up hidden cameras while you’re gone,” she said, voice calm, almost bored.

Raymond froze.

She stared at him.

“He knows how to disable them. Professionally, in fact.”

She sipped her wine. “So if you’re planning to jerk off to some surveillance fantasy, don’t waste the battery.”

His face twitched.

“You’re a fucking slut.”

Simone leaned in.

Her voice didn’t rise.

“If you want to watch us next time, Raymond… ask.”

She held his gaze a second longer, then walked away. Wine in hand. Hips swaying softly.

And he stood there — sweating, humiliated, fully hard.

Wanting nothing more than to see her on her knees for him again.

Except not for him.


Chapter 44: Kitchen Rules

The kitchen was quiet but alive.

Afternoon light washed across the white marble floors and the tall glass cabinets. The scent of fig and polished steel lingered in the air. The fridge hummed softly. Every corner of the room gleamed—except for the one where Simone now stood, barefoot, in an oversized ivory shirt with the top four buttons undone and nothing underneath.

Leo knelt on the floor between the island and the bar stool. Shirtless, jeans halfway down, his cock hard and standing against his thigh.

She opened the fridge and pulled out a glass bottle of full-fat milk. Then walked to the drawer by the dishwasher, and from it, took out a delicate, vintage china saucer—powder blue with a thin gold rim.

She set it down on the tile.

Poured in just enough milk to gleam in a shallow puddle.

Then looked at him.

"On all fours," she said.

Leo dropped to his hands and knees.

She sat on a bar stool, one leg crossed over the other, her bare cunt peeking from beneath the hem of her shirt. Her eyes on him.

"Drink."

He lowered his head. Opened his mouth. And began lapping—slow, careful, obedient.

His tongue slid across the rim and back, the milk coating his lips, his chin. He licked in small, short flicks, like a cat. Every few seconds he stopped, closed his eyes, breathed in the scent of her—so close now—and licked again.

“You’re learning,” she said softly. “No hands. No noise. Just hunger.”

Her pussy pulsed. Her eyes dropped to his cock — hard, dripping. She uncrossed her legs and shifted forward.

She reached down, took hold of his hair, and pulled his head back gently. His face was wet with milk.

Then she slipped down off the stool and onto her knees in front of him.

"You earned a treat."

She pulled his cock free, wrapping her hand around the base.

It was warm, thick, pulsing in her palm.

She gave one slow stroke, then kissed the tip.

Then another.

Then she dropped her mouth down on it — all the way.

Her lips sealed. Her throat opened.

Leo gasped, hands clawing the floor for balance. Simone moaned around his shaft, spit already leaking from the corners of her mouth as she bobbed once, twice, deeper.

She pulled off, panting slightly. "Do not cum."

He nodded, his face flushed and tight.

Then she stood. Picked up the saucer again.

"You drank my milk. Now drink yours."

She poured a thin stream of milk over the head of his cock. It ran down his shaft in ribbons. Then she gripped him and started stroking — fast, tight, wet, the milk and her saliva mixing at the base.

"Cum in your saucer," she whispered.

Leo grunted. His hips jolted once.

Then again.

He moaned — low, choked — as cum spurted out in thick waves, landing in the saucer below. Creamy, ropey, messy. It mixed with the milk in cloudy swirls.

Simone smiled.

Then without a word, she knelt again.

And lapped from the saucer herself.

Tongue slow. Elegant. Catlike.

She licked across the gold rim, then the center—long and patient. Milk and cum together.

When she’d taken three full licks, she looked up at him and said:

"That’s how I like it. Warm. Earned."

She stood. Wiped her mouth with two fingers and sucked them clean.

Then she walked away.


Chapter 45: The Dining Table

The dining room was meant for dinner parties. Long, formal, and intimidating — a ten-seater made of black walnut, with velvet chairs, linen napkins, and a gold-framed portrait of Simone hanging above the sideboard. A room made for spectacle. For control.

Tonight, it wasn’t hers.

Simone stood at the head of the table, her silk robe cinched tight at the waist. Her eyes followed Leo as he walked behind her, slowly dragging a velvet chair out.

He sat. Spread his legs. Pulled a cloth napkin into his lap.

“You like dinner service?” he asked, voice low.

She smiled faintly. “Depends on the chef.”

Leo leaned back. “Undress. Slowly. Right there.”

She held his gaze. Then slipped the knot loose. The robe parted.

Her breasts were bare. Her waist lean. Her thighs marked faintly from where she’d sat in the car too long. Her skin glowed in the warm chandelier light.

She let the robe fall around her feet. Completely naked.

Leo didn't say a word.

He simply pointed to the table.

“Climb up.”

She stepped up onto the chair, then onto the table — smooth, clean, gleaming — and stood still, legs together.

“On your back.”

She lay down, her hair falling across the polished wood. The chandelier reflected in the high-gloss finish beneath her spine.

Leo stood, walked to her, and pulled a silk napkin from the sideboard drawer. He took her wrists — gently — and tied them above her head to the central runner. A clean, precise knot.

“Now,” he said, leaning over her. “Tonight I eat.”

He spread her legs wide and took his time.

No commands. No talking.

Just his mouth.

He licked softly at first — one stroke up her folds, then a pause. Then again, firmer. Deeper.

Simone's breath caught.

Leo held her thighs open and feasted like she was plated for him — tongue circling, teasing, then thrusting. He flattened it. Twisted it. Flicked it over her clit until she was gasping. Writhing.

“Stay still,” he whispered.

She tried. She bit her lip. Her arms tugged against the silk. Her back arched off the wood.

Then he stopped. Just as she was about to break.

“No,” she breathed.

Leo wiped his mouth. Walked to the sideboard. Returned with a dessert spoon — silver, cool.

He ran it between her legs. Along her slit. Inside.

She hissed.

Then he opened her wider. Took a tiny bowl of cold clotted cream from the side cart and spooned it directly onto her pussy — a thick, white dollop.

It slid slowly down her folds. Dripped onto the table.

Then he ate again.

Licking it up from her like she was dessert. And she was.

When her legs started shaking, he pushed two fingers inside her — hard, deep, slow — while he kissed her clit, sucking with intent.

She came against his mouth with a cry. Loud. Sharp. The chandelier above her shaking faintly.

He didn’t stop. Not until she was panting.

Leo stood. Unzipped. His cock sprang forward, flushed and glistening.

He leaned over her face.

“You're going to take all of it.”

She nodded, eyes glassy, lips parting.

He fucked her mouth — hard, deep, precise — while she lay flat on the table, wrists still tied, her body marked with cream, saliva, and sweat. She gagged but didn’t turn away.

He came down her throat — slow and long — and she swallowed everything. Never breaking eye contact.

When he was done, he untied her. Kissed her.

Then helped her sit up.

Simone’s voice was barely a whisper:

“I forgot how good it feels… to be used.”

Leo smiled.

“One room at a time, madam.”

Chapter 46: The Library Whisper

The library was velvet and silence. Dark walnut bookshelves climbed twelve feet high, wrapping the room like a cocoon. The scent of old paper and polished leather lingered in the air. Brass sconces glowed low along the walls. It was the quietest room in the house — and the one no one was ever allowed to fuck in.

Until now.

Simone sat in the high-backed leather reading chair. Legs crossed. Barefoot. A sheer silk blouse open down the center, no bra. Her hair was up. A pair of delicate gold-rimmed reading glasses perched on her nose, not for vision — for power.

Leo was on the rug between her feet.

Naked.

Blindfolded.

Collared.

His arms rested behind his back, hands interlaced, knees spread wide.

“Today,” Simone said softly, flipping open a book, “you’re going to learn about patience.”

She turned a page.

Then crossed one leg over the other and shifted in the seat, so her bare foot slid between his thighs.

She pressed the ball of her foot against his cock — already hard, already leaking — and traced slow, upward circles against the shaft. Never fast. Never firm.

Leo exhaled shakily.

“Page one,” she said, and began to read aloud.

It wasn’t erotica. It wasn’t even provocative. A French essay on classical restraint. Dry. Abstract.

And yet her voice made it devastating.

Each word was controlled, exact. She spoke like she was stroking the room itself.

As she read, she rolled her foot back and forth across his cock — sometimes flattening, sometimes just brushing, sometimes lifting completely. Never enough. Always almost.

She turned another page.

“Still?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Good.”

She reached down beside the chair and pulled out a polished mahogany paddle, no wider than her palm.

“Lean forward. Tongue out.”

Leo crawled in, mouth open.

She slid her foot into his mouth — slow, deliberate. Her sole rubbed across his tongue.

“Clean it.”

He sucked it gently. Wet, grateful. His cock twitched against his stomach.

She kept reading.

She removed her foot. Then placed the paddle in his mouth.

“Hold.”

Then she slid forward in the chair and unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, letting it fall off her shoulders. Her breasts were soft, full, flushed.

She lifted one, cupped it, and said:

“Lick. But don’t drop the paddle.”

Leo leaned forward, careful, tongue out. He licked slowly around her nipple while the paddle rested across his teeth.

He moaned.

“Now the other.”

He obeyed. Slower. The paddle almost tipped — but didn’t.

Simone reached between her legs. She was soaked. She spread herself with two fingers and touched her clit with the paddle’s handle — still in his mouth.

“You don’t get to fuck me in the library,” she whispered. “You get to watch me cum.”

He whimpered.

She sat back, legs wide, and began to rub — slow at first, then rougher. Her fingers slicked with heat and need. She moaned softly, eyes never leaving his.

When she came, she did it beautifully — one hand on her breast, the other buried in her pussy, head tilted back, body shaking. Her moan echoed off the shelves.

She looked at him, breathless, flushed.

“You want to cum?”

He nodded hard.

She reached down, removed the paddle from his mouth.

“Use your hands.”

He did — fast, desperate, loud. He came hard across the rug, ropes of cum striping the dark blue weave.

Simone exhaled and smiled faintly.

“Pick up the book,” she said, buttoning her blouse. “Read me the next chapter.”

Chapter 47: The Hanger Hook

The closet was Simone’s cathedral.

A long, velvet-carpeted corridor of wardrobes and backlit shelves, racks of designer heels, perfume trays, rows of silk lingerie organized by color. Every surface gleamed. A soft scent of sandalwood and powdered lipstick lingered in the air. The far end of the space had a mirrored wall, a padded stool, and a three-way vanity built just for her.

Tonight, it wasn’t hers.

Tonight, Simone stood between two clothing racks, hands behind her head, still wearing only a sheer black thong and nothing else. Her breasts were bare, nipples tight, skin flushed from the aftermath of the library.

Leo circled her slowly, shirtless, belt already in his hands.

He tapped her thigh with the leather.

“I think it’s time you hung up your control,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Oh? And you think you can take it?”

He reached up, plucked a hanger from the rail beside her, and slid it down her shoulder, grazing her nipple.

“I don’t think,” he said. “I take.”

She laughed once—low and teasing—but when he spun her around and pulled her wrists behind her back, her breath hitched. The belt looped around them. Tight. Firm.

Then he reached up and clipped a metal lingerie hanger to the top bar.

And hooked the belt loop onto it.

Her arms were now lightly suspended above her back, her chest pulled forward, thighs tight. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to remind her: she wasn’t going anywhere.

Leo stepped back.

The sight made him groan.

Simone—naked, restrained, soft curves pulled forward, black thong soaked—standing between Chanel dresses and Saint Laurent heels like she belonged to the room.

Like she was part of the collection.

He knelt behind her, parted her legs with his knee, and pulled the thong aside.

She gasped when his tongue slid between her folds—eager, firm, fast. He licked from her ass to her clit in long, slow strokes, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her open.

She moaned into the silence of her own closet, body trembling with restraint.

“Please,” she whispered. “Let me—”

“No.”

He spanked her once, loud and sharp, across the right cheek. Then again.

Her ass flushed red instantly.

“You get off when I say.”

She whimpered.

Then he stood.

Pulled his cock out.

Pressed the head against her pussy and slid in without warning.

She cried out, her voice echoing faintly off the mirrored walls.

He fucked her slow, deep, standing, pulling her hips back into him while she moaned helplessly, suspended, dripping, shaking.

“You think this room’s yours,” he growled.

She was gasping.

He pulled out just before he came, dropped to his knees, and jerked himself hard.

“Open.”

She turned her head to the side, lips parted.

He came across her tongue, her lips, her chin—ropes thick and warm. She swallowed some, let the rest drip down.

Then he unhooked the belt, undid her wrists, and held her gently as she caught her breath.

“Still yours?” he asked.

Simone smiled faintly, leaning against his chest.

“Every inch of it,” she whispered. “But I’ll let you borrow it again.”


Chapter 48: Served Warm

The spa suite was silent but glowing. White marble walls. Brass fixtures. A heated bench that stretched across the room like an altar. Simone stood at the vanity, freshly bathed, hair up in a soft twist. No perfume. No jewelry. Just skin.

Leo knelt at the edge of the bench, naked. Waiting.

Simone opened the drawer, took out a small porcelain saucer—the same powder blue one from the kitchen—and placed it on the warm marble floor between them.

She knelt down. Looked at him.

“You remember what to do,” she said.

Leo nodded.

Simone stood back up. Stepped onto the bench. One foot, then the other, straddling the saucer. Her legs slightly parted. Her pussy already glistening from arousal and heat.

She looked down at him.

“Eyes open.”

Then she exhaled.

And let go.

A golden stream fell from her in a quiet hiss, perfectly centered, hitting the saucer in warm ripples. Leo’s mouth parted instinctively. His cock throbbed.

Her piss filled the dish just enough to tremble against the rim. When the last few drops dripped from her lips, she stepped down. Picked up the saucer. Held it out.

He dropped to all fours, mouth open.

She set it in front of him.

“Drink.”

He lapped.

Slow.

Obedient.

His tongue slid across the porcelain — warm, wet, almost reverent.

She crouched next to him, watching, eyes dark.

“You know,” she murmured, “if you spilled a single drop, I’d make you lick it off the grout.”

He moaned. He kept going.

His cock was now fully hard, flushed, leaking onto the floor.

Simone stood, turned her back to him, and bent slightly—her ass round, tight, glowing under the lights.

“You want more?”

Leo growled.

He grabbed her hips and pushed inside her in one rough, fluid thrust. She gasped — loudly, beautifully — as he buried himself deep.

No teasing now.

He slammed into her again, harder. Again.

The sound of his thighs hitting her ass echoed off the marble. Her palms pressed to the wall, back arched, mouth open.

She was dripping.

He fucked her fast, full, tight. He grunted in her ear, reached around to squeeze her breasts, then slammed even deeper. Her moans became raw.

“Fuck—Leo—”

“Shut up,” he growled. “You don’t get to talk after making me drink like that.”

He pulled out at the last second.

Grabbed the saucer.

Jerked once, twice—and came into it.

Hot. Thick. Heavy.

Rope after rope of cum painted the inside of the saucer, swirling with the faint golden traces she’d left behind.

Then he knelt.

Held it up to her.

Her eyes didn’t blink.

She knelt too. Brought her mouth down.

And licked.

Long. Slow. Elegant.

She cleaned the dish with her tongue. Every drop. Then looked up at him.

“Refill it next time,” she whispered. “I’ll be ready.”


Chapter 49: The Quiet Call

The home office was untouched elegance. A floor-to-ceiling bookcase of curated spines. A leather-inset walnut desk where Raymond wrote checks, signed contracts, managed empires. Simone had never once sat behind it.

Until now.

She stepped in barefoot, her navy silk robe whispering against her thighs. Her skin still warm from the bath. She said nothing to Leo — standing nude by the sideboard — as she picked up the landline from Raymond’s desk and dialed.

It rang twice.

“Simone?” Raymond’s voice — restrained, suspicious.

She eased onto the edge of the desk, her bare thigh brushing the cool leather blotter.

“Hi,” she said, calmly. “Just wanted to know… when are you coming home?”

A pause.

“Wednesday night. Day after tomorrow.”

She looked up at Leo. He was slowly stroking himself, cock rising, eyes locked on her.

She smiled into the receiver.

“Alright.”

Then — predictably — Raymond’s voice dropped.

“Is he there?”

Her fingers slid along the grain of the desk.

“Yes,” she said. “He’s here.”

A longer silence.

“He’ll be leaving in a while,” she added. “He has work too.”

A breath from Raymond. “What difference does it make?”

She shifted slightly, her voice quiet.

“Doesn’t it?”

He sighed. “I’ll see you then.”

“Take care,” she said softly. “Don’t skip dinner.”

She hung up without waiting for goodbye.

Then turned to Leo.

“Come here.”

He did. Wordlessly.

She stood. Let the robe slide off her shoulders. It fell to the carpet like silk water.

She stepped around the desk and bent forward — palms flat against Raymond’s documents, breasts hanging freely, her ass high, perfectly presented.

She looked back over her shoulder. “Do you remember what I said earlier?”

Leo’s voice was a growl. “You lubed.”

“Before the bath,” she said. “For you.”

He dropped to his knees behind her and spread her cheeks with both hands. Her puckered hole twitched slightly — pink, open, glistening faintly.

He spat once — slow, thick — letting it trickle between her cheeks. Then rubbed his cockhead through the wetness. She shivered under the contact.

He pushed forward — just the tip — holding her open.

Simone breathed in deeply, steady. Her fingers gripped the desk edge tighter.

Then he pushed deeper.

Her ass stretched around him slowly, smoothly. She gasped once, low and raw, but didn’t stop him. She invited it.

He paused halfway in — letting her adjust, letting her own body pull him in — then pressed deeper until his pelvis met the swell of her ass.

All the way.

She moaned. “Yes… just like that…”

He began to move — long, slow thrusts. Deep and rhythmic. The office filled with the wet sound of his cock inside her ass, the faint creak of the desk, her breath.

She turned her face against the polished wood. Her eyes fluttered shut.

He fucked her deeper now. Hands on her waist. Her ass red from the friction. Every thrust sank him in to the root.

“You wanted this in his office,” he whispered.

“Yes.”

“While he’s away.”

“Yes.”

He reached around, slid two fingers between her legs — soaked. Dripping. She was clenching with every thrust.

“I’m going to cum in you,” he said.

Simone moaned — almost a laugh. “I know.”

He drove harder, faster. His balls slapped against her. His grip left bruises on her hips.

Then he held deep — buried to the base — and came.

His cock pulsed hard inside her ass, flooding her slowly. Warm. Full. Heavy.

She arched. Shuddered. And took every drop.

When he pulled out, she let the cum drip down her thighs, slow and lazy, onto the rug.

She stood, turned, still flushed and leaking, and reached for the decanter on the desk.

She poured a splash of whiskey into Raymond’s crystal tumbler.

Then tipped it forward — letting the last glob of Leo’s cum from her ass roll into the glass.

She handed it to Leo.

“Take it back to the bar,” she said. “Right where Raymond left it.”

Leo did.

She sat behind the desk — completely naked, cum between her thighs, her wedding photo beside her.

And opened his laptop.

“Time to check his emails,” she whispered.


Chapter 50: Work Call, Deep Throat

The yoga studio was made to be clean.

The floors: pale hardwood, silent under bare feet.
The mirrors: soft black matte, no distortion.
The scent: eucalyptus and lemon, diffused from a brass fixture in the corner.

No noise. No mess.

Until now.

Leo stood near the center mat in dark compression shorts, shirtless, lean and flushed from the earlier workout. His chest rose with quiet breath. His phone buzzed once in his hand.

Claire (Mobile)

Simone entered barefoot — her black sports bra clung to her like second skin. Her leggings hugged her hips in sculpted rhythm. She said nothing. She walked straight up to him from behind and pressed her palm against the front of his shorts.

He stiffened under her touch. She gripped his cock through the fabric, slow and deliberate.

“Pick up,” she whispered, her voice low against his ear. “And don’t pretend I’m not here.”

He hesitated.

The phone buzzed again. He thumbed it open.

“Hey,” he answered, trying to steady his voice.

Simone dropped to her knees.

In one smooth motion, she pulled down his shorts. His cock sprung free — thick, flushed, already hardening in her hand. She looked up at him once — no smile, no mercy — then took the head into her mouth.

“Hey,” Claire said on the other end, cheerful. “You okay? You sound kind of… weird.”

Leo cleared his throat. “Yeah. Fine. At work. Checking a few camera feeds. We’re down at the east perimeter.”

Simone sucked him in deeper.

Her mouth was warm, wet, slow. Her tongue flattened under the shaft as she took him halfway, then deeper — wet suction echoing in the quiet studio. Her lips moved slowly. Her hand gripped the base, twisting softly.

“Mmm,” Claire said. “Didn’t you say that job wrapped last week?”

Leo clenched his jaw.

“Turns out there was a wiring issue. Re-alignment. Whole zone was reading dead.”

Simone moaned gently — not for him, but for the taste — then took him deeper. Her nose pressed against his stomach. Her throat opened smoothly.

Leo’s voice cracked.

Claire paused. “You sound like you’re out of breath.”

He exhaled. “I’ve been walking a lot. Ladders. Tools. Just… heat, you know?”

Simone pulled off with a pop. Spit glistened across his shaft.

She looked up and whispered, “Put it on speaker.”

He did.

Simone sucked him back into her mouth — now noisier, wetter, deliberate.

The slurp echoed faintly.

Claire hesitated. “Are you alone?”

“Yeah,” Leo gasped. “Guys are outside running test cable.”

Simone’s hand slid to his balls. She cupped them lightly while her mouth worked faster. She wasn’t teasing anymore. She was draining him — throat working, lips tight, hands slick.

Claire’s voice softened. “Wait… didn’t you say you were on a five-day break?”

Leo blinked.

His breath hitched.

“No, no… that’s—next month. I moved it. Stuff came up.”

Simone sucked harder — deeper. She started bobbing now, her chin gliding against his skin. Spit dripped down her wrist.

“Leo,” Claire said slowly, “what’s going—”

“I gotta go,” he blurted. “The monitor’s cutting. I’ll call you later.”

He ended the call. The phone dropped.

Simone didn’t stop.

Her lips sealed tight. Her throat swallowed. She worked him until his legs shook.

He groaned.

He came in her mouth, hard — pulse after pulse, thick and fast. She swallowed every drop slowly, then licked the head clean with two long, slow strokes of her tongue.

Then she stood.

Pulled the waistband of his shorts back up with a snap.

Wiped her mouth with one finger.

And said, with a clear exhale:

“Next time she calls… don’t answer so fast.”

Chapter 51: Decanted

The wine cellar was colder than the rest of the house — dry air, slate floor, stone walls that held a chill. Bottles lined the racks in deep mahogany cradles, each labeled in gold script. Burgundy. Napa. Barolo. Everything was quiet except the hum of slow aging and secrets.

Simone stood barefoot near the center beam, wrists tied behind her back with soft leather cuffs Leo had brought from upstairs. Her robe had been removed. She wore only a thin black lace thong. Her nipples were tight from the cold. Her breath visible.

Leo circled her slowly, a wine glass in one hand, a bottle of deep red in the other.

“Do you know what I like about this room?” he asked softly.

Simone didn’t answer. Her mouth was already parted. Waiting.

“It’s the silence. You can moan in here, and no one hears it.”

He poured a glass — slow, deliberate — and took a sip. Let it swirl over his tongue.

Then he stepped close to her, lifted the glass, and tipped it.

Wine trickled down her left breast, slipping over the curve, dripping from her nipple like juice from ripe fruit.

She gasped at the sudden cold.

He bent forward and licked it. Warm tongue, soft moan, slow draw.

“Full-bodied,” he said. “Sweet. Slightly acidic at the tip.”

He poured more — across her collarbone, her other breast. It ran down between her thighs.

He licked everything he could reach, slow and intentional. His hands spread her legs. The thong was soaked, partly from wine, mostly from her.

Leo crouched in front of her, peeled the lace down her hips, and poured another slow stream of wine between her thighs. The bottle clinked softly.

It ran down her lips, her clit, her inner thighs.

Then he leaned forward and drank it from her pussy. Long, slow licks, his tongue warm against her cold, soaked skin.

She moaned — high, helpless.

He pulled her down to her knees, her arms still bound behind her, her tits marked with stains and spit.

“On all fours.”

She lowered herself to the cold stone floor. Her knees hit hard, and she gasped again.

He reached for a chilled bottle — glass misted from the room’s low temperature — and slid it slowly along her spine, then between her ass cheeks. She jerked forward from the shock.

“Too cold?” he whispered.

She nodded, shivering.

“Good.”

He teased the mouth of the bottle against her pussy — slow, shallow circles, no penetration. Just threat. Temperature. Pressure.

Then he pulled it away and knelt behind her, cock out, heavy, flushed.

He didn’t warn her.

He grabbed her hips and slid into her pussy in one long, deep stroke.

She cried out — the echo bouncing back from the stone wall, absorbed by bottles.

He fucked her slowly at first — deep, rolling thrusts. His hands on her ass. Her wrists still tied behind her. Her face inches from the slate.

The slick sounds of her soaked pussy filled the space between moans.

When he got close, he pulled out, grabbed her hair, and made her sit back on her knees.

He jerked himself fast — thick strokes — then came across her tongue in long, hot ropes.

“Don’t swallow.”

He grabbed the wine glass, spat into it, then tipped the last of the red inside — mixing his spit and hers.

He held it to her lips.

“Now drink it all.”

She did — messy, slow, red and white dripping down her chin.

He kissed her after. Full tongue. Deep.

Then untied her wrists and wrapped her in a thick robe.

“You age better than anything down here,” he said.

She laughed softly, dazed.

“Because I get opened more often.”


Chapter 52: Midnight Water

The pool shimmered under moonlight.

A long rectangle of blue set deep into the limestone deck, edges glowing faintly from underwater LEDs. The air was warm, the wind soft. No staff. No husband. Just water and sky and stone.

Simone stepped out from the house in a black silk robe, barefoot, holding a glass of white wine. She said nothing as she approached. Her hair was down. Her body clean. Her eyes calm.

Leo was already in the pool, submerged up to his chest, arms resting along the edge. He turned as she walked toward him, the wine glass catching a glint of silver from the stars.

She set it down.

Untied the robe.

It dropped from her body and slipped across the tile like a whisper. She climbed down the steps — slow, unhurried — the water licking her thighs, then her waist, then her breasts.

She reached him, floated toward him, and straddled his lap under the surface.

No words.

Just warmth.

Her legs curled around his waist. Her hands rested on his shoulders. Their bodies pressed skin to skin. His cock was already thick between them, floating, nudging her.

She lowered her forehead to his.

“You ever been marked in water?” she whispered.

He shook his head.

She shifted, angled her hips slightly, and let go.

A soft hiss under the surface — barely audible — her warm piss swirling invisibly around his stomach, his thighs, his cock.

Leo gasped. His arms tensed.

She didn’t look away.

“It’s hotter here,” she said. “When it clings.”

Her stream faded. The water calmed.

Then she shifted again, reached between them, and guided his cock into her pussy — smooth, easy, no resistance. She was slick already. Soft and ready.

She sank onto him, thighs flexing. She moaned against his ear.

"Don't move."

He obeyed.

The water held them.

She started riding — slow, wet, weightless.

Her breasts brushed his chest. Their skin slapped softly. Every thrust sounded distant in the air, as if the pool kept their rhythm secret.

Then she paused.

Bit her lip.

“Hold still,” she whispered.

Prrrrrp.

A warm fart slipped out underwater, bubbles swirling between their thighs.

Leo groaned. His cock throbbed inside her.

Simone smiled. “Still want to cum?”

He nodded.

“Then beg.”

“I need it,” he whispered. “Please. You’re—fuck—you’re perfect.”

“You’re mine,” she said.

She started moving again — faster now, gripping his shoulders, grinding down as the water rocked around them.

He came hard inside her, buried deep, his moan muffled against her collarbone.

She kissed him once.

Then stood.

His cum leaked out of her, mixing silently with the pool.

She climbed out, droplets sliding down her legs like melted stars, picked up her wine, and looked back once.

“You’re not clean,” she said. “You’re seasoned now.”


Chapter 53 Where You Belong

The dressing room was quiet — too quiet.

Glass drawers. Velvet trays. Gold hardware. The lighting was soft and deliberate, casting a warm glow along the cream suede stool and the edge of Simone’s vanity mirror. Everything was beautiful. Expensive. Controlled.

And Leo was naked on the floor.

He sat on his knees, thighs slightly apart, arms behind his back, his cock thick and flushed between his legs. The rug beneath him was a soft, pale Persian — the kind no one ever walked on barefoot.

Simone stood in front of the mirror, still wearing the black silk slip she’d slipped into hours ago. It clung to her hips. Her nipples pushed against the thin fabric. Her feet were in heels, her posture tall.

She brushed her hair with long strokes, watching him in the reflection.

“You know where you are, right?” she said quietly.

Leo nodded once. “Your dressing room.”

“No. Not my dressing room,” she said, setting the brush down. “The dressing room. Mine just happens to be in it.”

She turned to face him.

“This room is for me. For my skin. My earrings. My perfume. You don’t belong here.”

She stepped closer.

“But maybe tonight,” she whispered, “I’ll let you earn a place.”

Leo looked up at her, eyes wide.

She walked behind him, slowly.

“Hands behind your back. Don’t move them.”

Then she stepped out of her heels and placed her bare foot on the base of his neck — gently, not to hurt, just to weigh him down.

“You’re going to use your face tonight,” she said. “Not your cock. Not your hands. Just your mouth.”

He swallowed.

She lifted her foot and moved around to the front. Sat on the suede vanity stool, legs spread slightly. The silk slip slid up her thighs, revealing her bare cunt — smooth, flushed, already warm.

“Crawl.”

Leo moved toward her, his knees sinking into the rug. He stopped between her legs. Looked up once. Then lowered his head.

She didn’t give him instructions. Not yet. She just let him nuzzle. Breathe her in.

He pressed his face against her softly — lips grazing, nose brushing, tongue just barely peeking out.

Simone leaned back slightly, one hand resting on the vanity, watching him.

“You smell that?” she said.

He nodded.

“You don’t deserve it yet.”

She reached into the vanity drawer, pulled out a silk ribbon, and tied it snugly around his mouth. His lips parted slightly behind the fabric, but he couldn’t open wide.

“Now use your nose. Rub it. Just that. Nothing else.”

He pressed in again — slow, deliberate. His nose moved up the crease of her pussy, across her clit, down the other side. Again. Again.

She exhaled. Slow. Measured.

The room was silent except for the sound of breath and soft friction.

“You make a good cushion,” she murmured. “But I want more.”

She untied the scarf. Let it fall to the floor.

“Now your tongue. But slowly. And no teeth.”

He obeyed. His tongue moved up her slit, just once, soft. Then again. He flattened it. Curled it. Slid it into her.

She gasped.

“Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

His face was soaked now — his chin slick, her scent coating his cheeks. Her thighs closed around his head as she rocked against him.

“You're not allowed to cum,” she whispered. “You don’t get to enjoy it yet.”

He moaned softly into her. His cock throbbed between his legs.

She grabbed the back of his hair and pressed his face deeper.

“Make me finish first. Then we’ll see.”

He sucked her clit gently, then flicked his tongue, alternating pressure, circling it, pressing inside again.

She shook once.

Then again.

Then came — silently, breath caught, hips grinding hard against his face, thighs shaking around his ears.

She didn’t speak for a moment.

Then finally stood. Pulled him up by the chin.

“You want to cum?” she asked.

“Yes,” he gasped.

She grabbed his cock with one hand and stroked it three times — tight, fast, wet from her thighs — and he came instantly, thick hot ropes across the rug, the drawer, her stool.

She let go.

Wiped her hand with a folded handkerchief from her drawer.

Then looked down at the mess.

“Clean it up,” she said. “Use your mouth. Not your hands.”

Then she turned back to the mirror, brushing her hair again like nothing had happened..


Chapter 54: The Guest Treatment

The leash made a sound that didn’t belong to a mansion — not this one. Not with its velvet walls, lacquered doors, and imported stone. But it clicked into place like it had always been part of the design.

Simone knelt naked on the bedroom floor, her hair up, her mouth slightly parted. Her hands rested on her thighs, her back tall. A black leather collar hugged her neck — thick, polished, heavy. Leo stood behind her, fully dressed in dark slacks and a slim black shirt, barefoot on the marble, calm as silence.

He bent and clipped the leash into the brass ring at her throat. His fingers brushed her skin — not lovingly, not cruelly. Just as if adjusting something that was his.

“Tonight,” he said, voice low, “you’re not Simone. You’re not my lover. You’re my property. You move when I say. You crawl where I lead. You breathe if I allow it.”

Simone nodded.

He tugged the leash.

“Crawl.”

She moved — out of the bedroom on all fours, spine straight, ass swaying with slow precision. Her palms pressed to the polished marble like they were made for it. The sound of her knees against stone was soft and rhythmic.

He walked behind her, leash in hand, watching the way her hips moved. How her skin caught the low light. How the house — her house — slowly devoured her pride, one hallway at a time.

They entered the art gallery corridor first.

Recessed lighting above. Framed oil paintings on either side. A tall sculpture of two faceless bodies entwined near the end. Simone crawled beneath it, paused as Leo reached out and guided her under the sculpture’s shadow.

“Up on your knees,” he said.

She lifted, back straight, nipples tight from the chilled air.

He stepped forward, stroked his cock through his slacks, then unzipped.

“Open.”

She did — lips parted, tongue relaxed.

He fed himself into her mouth slowly, gripping the back of her head, letting her lips seal around him with wet reverence. She moaned softly, and he pulled out before she could finish. Just a taste.

“No cumming. Not for you. Not yet.”

He zipped up.

“Crawl.”

She did.

They moved through the library, where she stopped beside a velvet armchair and bent, elbows resting on the seat cushion as he spanked her — firm, measured, just enough to make her whimper and arch.

In the dining room, he pulled her onto the long walnut table — knees wide, ass bare — and slapped her pussy once, gently, just to watch her flinch.

“You’d host dinners on this table,” he whispered. “Now you leak on it.”

He didn’t fuck her. Not yet.

They passed the kitchen, where he pressed her against the marble island and slid a chilled spoon between her cheeks — cold enough to make her gasp, arching as if asking for more.

By the time they reached the glass door to the garden, her knees were pink, her thighs slick, her breathing unsteady.

He opened the door.

The garden was vast and shadowed — tall hedges, trimmed lawns, a stone path winding past benches and white-flowered vines.

He tugged the leash.

“Outside.”

She crawled across the stone patio. Her hands touched warm flagstone. The air was still. The night hummed faintly with distant cicadas and the scent of jasmine.

He led her to a flat patch of grass framed by hedges.

“Stay.”

She stopped.

He stripped quickly — shirt, pants, everything. His cock was already thick, flushed, leaking.

He unhooked the leash from her collar but left the collar on.

“Down. Ass up. Face to the earth.”

She obeyed.

Her knees pressed into the grass. Her spine dipped. Her ass arched high.

He knelt behind her.

Ran one hand down her back. Then between her cheeks. She was drenched.

Without a word, he slid into her — deep, bare, with a growl that didn’t sound human.

She cried out into the dirt, her body jolting as he filled her all at once.

He gripped her hips and started fucking her hard — animal rhythm, skin slapping against skin. Her breasts bounced. Her hands clawed at the earth. The grass flattened beneath her knees.

“You’re my bitch,” he growled.

“Yes—yes—yes—”

He pulled out. Slapped her ass.

Then entered again — deeper, rougher.

She howled. The garden swallowed the sound.

No one would hear.

He grabbed her hair, pulled her up slightly, still fucking her — her back arched against him, her throat open, mouth wide.

“You want to cum like this?”

“Yes. Please—please—”

“Then beg.”

“I’m your whore—your fuck toy—please—please fill me—please—”

He slammed into her twice more.

She screamed — head back — and came, shaking under him.

He didn’t stop.

He thrust through her orgasm, faster now, until he groaned and emptied inside her — deep, raw, his cum flooding into her while her cunt clenched, still gasping, still shaking.

When he pulled out, it leaked from her in a slow trail down her thighs.

She collapsed face-down in the grass.

He knelt beside her, brushing her hair back.

“You did well.”

She turned her face toward him, breathless, filthy, glowing.

“I’d crawl the whole world if you told me to.”

He leaned in. Kissed her.

Then clipped the leash back onto her collar.

And walked her back inside.


Chapter 55 – For the Record (1)

The idea came out the way Simone said most things: clear, confident, already decided.

“I want four cameras,” she said, standing near the window in her robe, sipping tea. “Bedroom. Corridor. Shower. And toilet.”

Leo looked up from the bed frame, where he was fixing the mounting plate. “Toilet too?”

She turned toward him, adjusting her robe as it slipped off one shoulder. “Yes.”

She walked over, nudged the tablet on the dresser with her finger. “Mounted high. No blinking lights. No sound. We wear masks.”

He nodded, almost cautiously. “What’s it for, exactly?”

Simone smiled, slow and sly. “It’s not for OnlyFans,” she said. “It’s for my only fan.”

She laughed — short and low.

“My husband,” she added, walking away as the robe finally fell open.

Leo didn’t say anything.

He just watched her ass sway as she disappeared into the hallway.



BEDROOM CAMERA FOOTAGE — 9:12 PM

The frame was wide and static. A high-mounted cam above the headboard gave a clean view of the entire bed. Lighting was low — warm and gold. One bedside lamp was on.

Simone was already on her back. Fully nude. Mask on. Legs parted slightly at the knees, her thighs glowing under the light. One arm rested overhead, the other loosely across her stomach.

She looked relaxed. Her hair fanned over the pillow. Her breathing was even, slow.

Leo entered from the left.

He was naked. His cock hung thick and heavy. He didn’t speak. He climbed onto the bed between her legs and lowered himself slowly.

With one hand, he positioned himself. Rubbed the head along her slit. Her hips tilted upward to meet him.

He pushed inside with one slow, full motion.

Simone exhaled — deep and soft.

Her arms came up around his back. Her legs curled loosely around his thighs. Her body opened to him completely.

He began to thrust.

The camera captured everything: the slow flex of his back, the press of his hips into hers, the rhythm of full, wet strokes that drove deeper each time.

He was face-to-face with her. Chest to chest. His hands slid beneath her shoulders. Her nails raked lightly along his spine.

Her cunt was clearly wet. The sound of it grew louder as he picked up speed — not slamming, but heavy, rolling strokes that pushed her into the mattress.

Her thighs lifted further. Her ankles crossed behind his waist. Her whole pelvis rocked in time.

She moaned softly — mouth open, voice muffled into the side of his neck.

He gripped the sheet in one hand and fucked her harder now — deliberate, relentless strokes. His balls slapped lightly against her ass. Sweat started to gleam along his lower back.

Her breasts bounced beneath him.

She grabbed his ass with both hands, pulling him deeper.

The bed rocked gently. The sound of skin and slick cunt filled the space.

Then her thighs began to shake.

She came.

It wasn’t loud — just a breathy gasp, one hand clenched tight around his forearm as her hips twitched and locked.

Leo groaned and pushed harder. Buried himself. His whole body tensed.

He came inside her — full, slow pulses, staying deep.

He held himself there, chest pressing her down, both of them still for a long, silent minute.



TOILET + SHOWER CAMERA FOOTAGE — 10:38 PM

The footage from the ceiling-mounted cam gave a top-down angle of the entire bathroom. Warm light. Soft shadows. Steam still clinging faintly to the mirror.

Simone walked in nude. Mask on. Her body was calm. Her posture unhurried.

She lifted the toilet lid and sat.

Her thighs spread just slightly. Her back rested lightly on the tank. Her elbows came down to her knees, forearms angled inward, phone in one hand as she began scrolling.

For a few seconds, nothing moved. Just quiet scrolling.

Then her belly shifted.

A subtle contraction in her lower abdomen. She leaned slightly forward, phone dropping an inch.

There was a clear, unforced plop in the bowl beneath her.

She didn’t look down. Didn’t flinch.

She just kept scrolling.

Her right heel lifted off the floor briefly. Her other hand adjusted the phone grip.

Another subtle shift in her hips. Her ass lifted barely half an inch.

Another, softer plop.

Her back relaxed again.

She kept reading.

Then Leo entered from the right, fresh from the shower, towel slung low around his hips.

He stopped.

Simone looked up briefly. Then back at her phone. “Come here.”

He stepped forward.

She reached for his towel with her free hand, pulled it loose.

His cock flopped forward — damp, still soft.

She leaned forward without standing.

Still seated. Still on the toilet.

She took him into her mouth.

The camera caught her shoulders bobbing slightly. Her head moved with slow, smooth rhythm. One hand held his cock steady, the other still loosely holding the phone.

Leo braced himself on the wall.

Her back curved inward. Her hair clung to her shoulders with humidity. Her mouth worked his cock in long, wet strokes.

Her thighs were still parted. Her ass shifted again, readjusting on the seat.

She pulled him deeper. Sucked with steady force. His cock hardened fast.

Her spit glistened around his shaft. Her hand moved in time with her mouth.

Leo’s knees buckled faintly.

Then he came.

She swallowed. Didn’t stop moving her mouth until he softened.

She sat back.

Still on the toilet.

She wiped her lips with the side of her hand.

Then set her phone down. Wiped between her legs. Wiped behind. Stood.

Flushed.

Walked out.

Still naked. Still masked. Still in control.

Chapter 56: For the Record (2)

BEDROOM CAMERA — 01:07 AM

The light was dimmer this time. Only the lamp on the far wall glowed, barely reaching the bed. The headboard camera recorded in full, clear color — still, quiet.

Leo lay on his back, arms loose above the pillows. Mask on. His chest rose slowly, sweat lining his collarbones.

Simone straddled him.

She was naked, her mask tight around her face. Her knees pressed into the sheets beside his ribs, her body upright. She held his cock with one hand, guided it down, and lowered herself with a long, slow press.

Her head tilted slightly back as she sank down fully onto him.

She didn’t ride him quickly. There was no pace at first — just that first full stretch, then stillness. Her hands rested on his stomach. Her breasts swayed slightly as her hips started to roll.

She moved slow.

Not to tease — to feel.

Her thighs flexed with each lift. Her ass bounced gently, slick and rhythmic. The wet sound of her cunt filled the quiet, steady as her breath.

Leo’s hands came to her hips. Gripped. Let go. Gripped again.

She leaned forward now — chest to chest — and started to grind. Her body slid up and down his cock with long, dragging strokes. She moved like she’d done this a thousand times. Like she owned it.

Her pace built gradually. The bounce in her thighs stronger now. Her mouth parted. Her hand braced against the headboard.

She came.

It was unmistakable — her hips froze for half a second, her back stiffened, and then her whole body trembled. Her ass shuddered mid-bounce.

She breathed through it. One hand clutched his shoulder. The other stayed between them, stroking herself lightly as she ground down harder.

Leo came shortly after — a visible jolt in his abdomen, hips lifting once, then dropping flat.

They lay tangled, her chest on his, her breath cooling across his neck.



SHOWER CAMERA — 01:28 AM

Steam clung to the lens for the first minute.

Then cleared.

The two figures stood close, masks still on. Simone faced the wall, water streaming down her back. Leo stood behind her, his arms loosely wrapped around her waist, his cock pressed between her ass cheeks.

He wasn’t fucking her.

He was just hard, resting there. Breathing.

Her body leaned into his slightly. Her head turned once — like she might say something — but didn’t.

His hand cupped one of her breasts. The other slid down her belly. Her legs parted as his fingers disappeared between them.

The camera saw the soft motion of her thighs reacting — just subtle muscle shifts, the slow press of her ass into his hips.

She didn’t flinch.

Her palm slid down the fogged wall, then braced against it.

He began to fuck her with his fingers — slow, deep motions.

She tilted her head back into his neck, water falling over both their faces.

Then he pulled her closer and pushed inside — no buildup.

Just a clean, one-motion entry. Her ass cushioned his hips. Her back arched under the water. The sound of their skin smacking was faint under the shower noise, but rhythmic.

He stayed deep, hands around her waist. She braced against the wall. Her body bounced with every push.

Then he stopped.

Held her tight.

Came inside her.

She didn’t say a word. Just stood there, letting the water rinse both of them clean.



CORRIDOR CAMERA — 01:56 AM

The hallway was dark, lit only by the amber glow from the bedroom behind.

Simone stepped out first — nude, still masked, her skin still slightly damp. Her thighs glistened faintly. She walked with no hesitation, no glance back.

Leo followed ten seconds later.

He paused in the doorway.

She turned her head just slightly — not all the way — like she could feel him there.

As he passed, their arms brushed. He turned sideways to give her room.

She didn’t stop walking.

But her fingers briefly hooked his — just for one step — and then let go.

No words.

No direction.

Just footage.

Still recording.


Chapter 57: The Best Time of My Life

Leo should’ve left three days ago.

But his tools stayed zipped in the bag by the hall.

He was officially “on leave” — a surveillance camera repair tech who hadn’t opened his laptop once in five days. Not since he first stepped into her house, took his shoes off, and kissed her robe open.

Now, Friday afternoon, Simone was spread out on the bed — one hand behind her head, the other lazily tracing her stomach. She was naked. Her thighs already slightly open.

He didn’t need to be told.

Leo dropped his towel at the foot of the bed, climbed up between her legs, and rubbed the head of his cock against her slit.

Simone lifted her knees. Her heels pulled him in like a welcome home sign.

He slid inside in one wet push. Her cunt gripped him instantly — like she’d been waiting for him to come back all morning.

She moaned as her body accepted him, her walls stretching open again, like reflex.

He fucked her slowly at first — chest brushing her breasts, arms braced on either side of her.

Their bodies moved like they were built to fuck each other.

Her nails scratched his back lightly.

“You’ve been here five days,” she whispered. “Haven’t fixed a single camera.”

Leo smiled, still moving.

“Haven’t even opened my bag.”

Her legs wrapped tighter. “You’ve just been fucking.”

He fucked her harder.

Then groaned. “You gave me a blowjob while you were shitting.”

She gasped — not from the memory, from the way his cock hit her deep.

“You fucking swallowed every drop… sitting there.”

Simone dug her nails into his ass, pulling him in rough.

“I let you walk me on a leash,” she whispered into his ear. “Like a bitch. Around the fucking house.”

Leo growled and rammed deeper.

“Crawling for me,” he panted.

She smiled. “Dripping for you.”

He buried his cock all the way in. Her pussy sucked him back like it didn’t want to let him leave.

“You’ve ruined me,” he said. “I can’t go back.”

“You’re not supposed to,” she gasped.

She clutched him tighter as she came — her moan long and broken, cunt clenching, legs locking, her whole body trembling under him.

He came right after — cock throbbing, his load spilling deep inside her with hot, pulsing grunts.

They lay stuck together — sweaty, drained, tangled.

Eventually, she stretched under him.

“You better have a good answer for your girlfriend.”

Leo groaned. “I’ve got nothing.”

“You’ve done no work. Just fucked me for five straight days.”

He kissed her collarbone.

“What about your husband?”

Simone blinked at the ceiling.

“I don’t know.”



Evening

Raymond slammed the door behind him.

He didn’t even take his shoes off.

He walked into the kitchen and found Simone barefoot, wine glass in hand, robe hanging loosely.

“You’re just a fucking whore now, huh?” he barked. “Just letting him use you every day?”

She sipped her wine. Didn’t answer.

“You think I don’t fucking know? You smell like him. This whole house smells like him.”

She turned, slow. “So?”

“Where the fuck is he?” Raymond’s voice cracked. “Still hiding upstairs?”

“No,” she said. “He’s gone.”

“You’ve been fucked in every room of this house, haven’t you?”

Simone stepped closer. “Finally getting jealous?”

Raymond shook his head. “You’re disgusting. We should just end this.”

She looked at him, calm, flat.

“If you’re giving me a divorce,” she said, “that’s fine by me.”

He stared at her. Waiting.

She didn’t add anything.

She walked past him.

And didn’t look back.


Chapter 58: The Silence After

By Monday, the house had gone silent.

Not quiet. Silent.

No yelling. No fighting. No slammed drawers or muttered insults.

Just the mechanical soft-close of drawers. Footsteps that didn’t speed up or slow down. A wine glass left rinsed in the sink. Phone chargers relocated quietly. Pillows plumped without purpose.

Raymond hadn’t spoken to Simone in three days.

He moved through the house like a tenant. Ate alone. Left early. Showered with the door locked. Wore cufflinks again.

She passed him once in the hall — he didn’t look up.

Simone didn't try to stop him.



In the afternoons, she sat on the edge of her bed with her robe loose, one hand between her legs. She didn’t moan. She didn’t fantasize. She just pressed her fingers in, slowly, shallowly, trying to find what Leo had left behind.

She didn’t cum.

Not the way she had.

She checked her phone again.

No messages.

Last seen: Friday night.

Her texts were unread. Her last picture — legs open, fingers inside, captioned “You miss this?” — still sitting unsent.

She didn’t send it.

She closed her eyes and lay back.

But she didn’t touch herself again.



Raymond stood on the terrace that night with a whisky he didn’t drink.

His phone was in his hand.

The name on the screen was “Amit — Divorce.”

He didn’t press it.

But he didn’t put the phone away either.



The next morning, Simone opened Instagram.

Leo had been active. Story posted. A blurred image of a ceiling fan and a pizza box.

No reply to her messages.

She felt something twist in her chest. Not heartbreak. Not guilt.

Something worse.

Displacement.

The sense of being discarded, after all that.

She turned the phone face-down and stared out the window.

The silence between her and Raymond stretched so long, it felt like furniture.

–And still, Leo didn’t call.


Chapter 59: You Don’t Get to Vanish

By Wednesday, the silence was unbearable.

Simone had texted three times. Called four.

No reply. Not even a read receipt.

It wasn’t just quiet. It was avoidance.

By noon, she wasn’t thinking anymore. She was moving — throwing a sweater over her tank top, grabbing her keys, sunglasses, and nothing else.



The drive to Leo’s apartment was short. Ten miles of quiet roads and tighter breath. Her fingers tapped the steering wheel the whole way. Not nervous — pissed.

She buzzed once.

No answer.

She buzzed again.

She was just about to hit the third when the door cracked open.

Leo stood there in a T-shirt, sweatpants, barefoot.

He blinked like he hadn’t expected to ever see her again.

Simone pushed her way in before he said a word.

“You don’t get to vanish.”

Leo shut the door behind her. “Simone—”

“No. No.” She turned, eyes flashing. “You think you can fuck me for five days — in my bed, in my mouth, in my fucking soul — and then just disappear?”

“I didn’t disappear—”

“You ghosted me. You chose silence. Do you know what I’ve been sitting with the past four days? Do you care?”

Leo raked a hand through his hair.

“My girlfriend came back Sunday night,” he said quietly. “She was supposed to stay with her sister. She didn’t.”

Simone stared.

Leo swallowed. “She walked into the apartment, saw the camera bag, the bedsheets... she knew something was off. I didn’t lie well enough.”

Simone folded her arms. “So you panicked.”

“I didn’t know what to say.”

“You say something,” she snapped. “You don’t get to use my body like it’s your private escape and then pretend it never happened.”

He looked away. “I didn’t pretend.”

She stepped closer.

“I let you fuck me in every room of my house, Leo. I let you inside parts of me I hadn’t opened in years. You don’t just go silent on someone after that.”

Leo’s voice dropped. “I didn’t know how to handle it. I felt like shit. I still do.”

She watched him for a long second. Her jaw clenched, but she didn’t yell again.

He rubbed his neck. “She’s sleeping on the couch. She hasn’t asked if I cheated. Not directly. But I think she knows.”

Simone’s voice finally softened, just a little.

“Are you going to tell her?”

He didn’t answer.

She exhaled. “I didn’t ask you to promise me anything, Leo. But you owed me decency. I gave you real time. Not just my pussy.”

He nodded slowly. “I know.”

Silence.

Then Simone stepped back toward the door.

She didn’t open it.

Not yet.

“You could’ve just said goodbye,” she said.

Leo looked like he had a hundred words in his throat.

None came out.


Chapter 60: Say It All

The air between them was still electric.

Simone stood by the door, one hand on the knob, the other trembling — not from fear, but from restraint. Leo hadn't moved. He stood there, bare feet on the cold floor, watching her like he didn’t know whether to beg her to stay or let her go.

“I wasn’t done with you,” he said quietly.

Her jaw clenched. She looked down, shook her head.

Then looked back up.

She walked back to him.

Took his face in both hands.

And kissed him.

It was hot. Slow. Deep. Her tongue found his, her mouth still tasting like power and ache. He responded instantly — his hands sliding to her waist, pulling her close.

His cock hardened between them.

Her hips shifted against him once.

But she stopped.

She pulled back fast.

Eyes sharp. Mouth swollen.

“No,” she whispered.

Leo blinked. “Simone—”

“You don’t get to fuck me one more time just to feel better.”

She turned.

Opened the door.

And walked out.


Chapter 61: Just Give It to Him

The elevator ride home was quiet.

Simone still had Leo’s taste on her tongue. His voice in her head. His silence digging somewhere deep in her gut.

She should’ve walked away earlier.

She should’ve never gone to his door.

But now she had clarity — the kind that comes after one too many disappointments.

She didn’t cry.

She was past that.

She walked into her home, heels echoing across polished floors, robe still loose beneath her coat. Raymond looked up from the couch, laptop open, tie draped across the armrest like he’d just finished a call.

Simone didn’t slow down.

She went straight to the study, opened the drawer where the drives were stored, pulled out the small white USB with the orange dot Leo had marked.

Labeled. Organized. All of it.

She returned to the living room, dropped it on the coffee table in front of him like a receipt.

Raymond looked up.

“What’s this?”

Simone didn’t blink.

“All of it.”

He didn’t move.

“The footage,” she said. “You don’t have to guess. You don’t have to accuse me again. It’s all there.”

He stared.

“You can give it to your lawyer. Amit, right?” Her voice tightened. “Your shitty little divorce guy?”

Still no response.

She stepped closer.

“Tell him,” she said. “Tell him I sucked another man’s cock on the toilet. Tell him I let him fuck me in every room of this house.”

She leaned forward, right into Raymond’s space — inches from his face.

“Tell him what a whore I am.”

Then she straightened.

Turned.

And walked upstairs.

Not to hide.

Not to grieve.

Just to breathe in a house that no longer scared her.


Chapter 62: The House in Heat

The room was too quiet.
No footsteps. No voices. No music.
Just the faint tick of the thermostat and the buzz in her head.

Simone hadn’t changed clothes since the night before. Her robe was open across her chest, the belt loosely tangled around one thigh, her hair frizzed from sleep and sweat. She hadn’t cried when she left Leo’s. She’d held her chin high, kissed her husband’s rage like it was nothing, and slammed the bedroom door behind her.

But now it hit.

Not as heartbreak. As heat.

As ache.

It started low in her belly — that restless coil she could never ignore. A physical ache that had no language except wetness. And she was wet.

Soaked, in fact.

The kind of wet that left the insides of her thighs damp, even without being touched. Her cunt felt swollen. Warm. Neglected and furious.

She turned onto her back, pulled her knees up. The robe peeled open completely now, exposing both breasts. Her nipples were already tight — achy with need.

She didn’t touch them.

She reached between her legs with one hand and exhaled slowly.

One fingertip traced her slit — and slid in without resistance.

She was dripping.

Her breath caught.



A soft knock on the bedroom door. Three fingers, polite rhythm.

Simone’s eyes opened, hand still between her legs.

“Ma’am?” a voice called.

The young housekeeper. The one with that maddeningly sweet voice, who cleaned like he’d never sinned. Who had hands too big for silverware and shoulders built for things harder than carrying linen.

The door cracked an inch. She didn’t pull the sheet up.

He saw her. Her robe open. A full view of her right breast, curved thigh, the way her fingers lay casually on her lower belly — not inside her yet, but close enough.

He froze.

“Do you need anything?”

Simone blinked. Her eyes felt glassy. Her body was screaming yes.

Yes, I need something.

Yes, I need your cock in my mouth.

Yes, I need someone to grab my hips and pound the ache out of me until I forget my fucking name.

But she didn’t say it.

She licked her lips once.

“No,” she said softly.

He nodded, breath shallower than before, and closed the door behind him.



The second the latch clicked, she shoved her fingers in.

Hard.

She gasped.

The sound was wet — obscene. Her cunt sucked her fingers in greedily. She thrust faster — fingers curling, palm grinding her clit. Her thighs slapped against each other with every motion.

Her body trembled.

She bit the inside of her wrist to stay quiet.

Her cunt was gushing now, the sheets beneath her catching every drop. She was fucking herself like it was punishment. Like every thrust of her fingers was a slap for letting Leo leave. For letting herself fall.

Her moans were strangled. Low. Wet.

She came fast — not because she wanted to, but because her body refused to wait.

Her back arched. Her toes curled. Her cunt clenched so hard around her fingers she had to pause — panting, wide-eyed, flooded.

But it wasn’t enough.

She kept going.



At the other end of the house, Raymond had locked the study door.

The lights were off. Just the glow of the screen. His chair tilted back, pants unzipped, belt still looped around his thigh.

He’d already watched four clips.

Now it was the bathroom.

The toilet scene.

He pressed play.

Simone, seated, legs parted, scrolling her phone like she wasn’t about to change his life. Her face calm. Her stomach flexed once. He could hear the faint plop from the toilet.

Then Leo entered.

She looked up. Pulled his towel off.

And took his cock into her mouth without a word.

Still seated. Still nude. Still shitting.

Raymond’s cock twitched.

Her lips closed around the shaft, wet and eager. She sucked like it was nothing. Like she did this every day. Her hand stroked the base while her mouth worked — messy, loud, perfect.

Raymond’s hand moved faster.

He watched her swallow. Watch her lick the head. Watch her moan with her mouth full.

He came hard — one long groan, thick ropes hitting his wrist and shirt.

But he didn’t stop the video.

He wiped himself. Pressed rewind.

And started again.



Back in the bedroom, Simone lay spread open, cunt leaking onto the sheets, heart pounding. Her fingers were still moving, slower now.

She wasn’t crying anymore.

But she didn’t feel clean.

She didn’t feel better.

She felt used. Hungry. Wrecked.

And alone.


Chapter 63: Shadows and Surrender

Simone’s chest rose and fell in ragged gasps, her skin slick with sweat, every nerve ending on fire. The sheets beneath her were twisted and damp, clinging to the curves of her flushed thighs. Her fingers trembled, lingering wet and slick between her folds, still feeling the slow, pulsing tremors of her climax.

A soft sob broke through the silence as she curled deeper into the mattress, biting her lip to hold back the flood of emotions crashing inside her. Lust, anger, despair, and a strange, aching loneliness tangled in her gut.

Her phone vibrated sharply against the nightstand.

She cracked one eye open.

Leo.

The screen glowed, his name flashing with insistent urgency.

The call rang once, twice.

She closed her eyes and let it go to voicemail.

Her hand hovered over the screen, trembling.

Slowly, she picked up the phone and thumbed a message with shaking fingers:

“I don’t think we should continue anymore. Nice knowing you.”

She pressed send, tears spilling down her cheeks as the phone slipped from her grasp.

The quiet sobs grew softer as she lay back, feeling the hollow ache of finality.



Down the hall, the study door closed behind Raymond with a muted click.

He sat alone in the dim light of the laptop, face etched with conflict and desire.

The footage played again—Simone’s soft moans, her bare skin glowing, the way her body arched and writhed beneath Leo’s relentless touch.

His jeans tightened. His breathing hitched.

Slowly, he rose and walked toward the bedroom.



The door opened gently.

Raymond’s voice was low, rough with emotion.

“I saw the clips.”

Simone opened her eyes, her face wet but her gaze steady.

“I know,” she whispered.

Without hesitation, Raymond stepped forward and pulled her close, lips pressing softly to hers.

The tension between them dissolved as his hands slid beneath the damp robe, fingers tracing the curves of her shoulders, down her back.

She responded, lips parting as she tangled her fingers in his hair, pulling him deeper into a hungry kiss.

His hands roamed lower, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling taut nipples.

She shivered beneath his touch, breath hitching as his hips pressed firmly against hers.

He eased the robe from her shoulders, letting it fall away, exposing skin flushed and warm.

His cock pressed against the wet, slick heat of her entrance.

Slowly, deliberately, he pushed inside.

Simone gasped softly, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

They moved in a languid rhythm, a careful dance of give and take, each thrust measured but full of raw need.

Her back arched, breasts pressing against his chest.

Their breaths mingled—hot, quick, and desperate.

She moaned low in his ear, voice trembling with release as her body tensed and pulsed around him.

Raymond groaned, his grip tightening as he followed her over the edge, his hips flexing deep within her.

They collapsed together, sweat-slicked and breathless, tangled in the quiet aftermath.

No words were spoken.

Only the sound of hearts slowing and bodies cooling in the dimly lit room.


Chapter 64: Two Days of Reckoning

For two days, Simone and Raymond lost themselves in a tangled rhythm of heated embraces, whispered apologies, and slow, deliberate lovemaking. The tension between them was raw but softened in the glow of skin and sweat. Simone’s body gleamed, alive with renewed desire, and her eyes shone with that mischievous spark he loved — fierce and unafraid.

One evening, wrapped in the heavy sheets, she traced lazy circles on Raymond’s chest, her fingertips light as feathers.

“You really did it,” she said softly, voice thick with meaning. “You really divorced.”

Raymond smiled, pulling her hand closer to his heart. “I did.”

She smirked, eyes flicking up to his. “Are you sure you want to live with a whore like me?”

He chuckled low, the sound warm and deep. “I’m privileged.”

They laughed, the sound like a secret kept between them.

He brushed a damp lock of hair from her face. “Sorry for not being there for you before.”

Her fingers tightened in his. “So am I. I’ve been a bitch.”

His eyes searched hers. “Do you think about him?”

Her lips curved knowingly, but her gaze grew distant. “He’s a closed chapter. He belongs to his girl now.”

She shifted her hips, the sheet sliding down to reveal the bare curve of her thigh.

Then, without warning, a soft fart escaped, warm and unmistakable.

Raymond raised an eyebrow, amusement lighting his face. “Did you just fart in front of him?” he asked, a teasing grin tugging at his lips. “I’m just curious.”

Simone laughed, a rich, sultry sound. “Dear, you’ve seen it all on the cameras. Surely you shouldn’t be asking that.”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Are you really curious? Or just making conversation?”

He laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. “I don’t know. Maybe a little of both.”

She leaned closer, breath warm against his ear. “If you want me to avoid talking about this, just say the word.”

Raymond’s voice dropped, husky with desire. “No. I want to know everything.”

Simone smirked. “Good.”

She ran a hand down his chest, fingers lingering at the waistband of his pants. “Five days, Raymond. Five days I was stuck to him, couldn’t get away.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I can’t lie to him. You’ve seen everything.”

Raymond’s hand moved beneath the sheet, curling slowly around his cock. “And what else?”

She caught his gaze, fierce and unapologetic. “Do you really want to know?”

The room hummed with tension, thick with unspoken truths and urgent promises.


Chapter 65: Fractured Connections

The living room was dim, the only light spilling from the muted TV and the glow of Simone’s phone screen. Raymond sat across from her, nursing a glass of whiskey, his gaze flickering between the screen and her face.

Simone’s voice floated softly from the phone speaker — low, steady. Leo’s face appeared briefly, tension evident in his eyes.

Raymond’s brows knit together, curiosity sharpening his tone. “What was that?” he asked quietly once she ended the call.

Simone met his eyes without hesitation. “Nothing. He had a breakup with his girl.”

Raymond’s lips pressed into a thin line. “Oh… okay.”

She shrugged lightly. “It’s okay. He deserves better.”

Raymond shifted closer, a faint softness creeping into his voice. “Maybe you.”

Simone smiled gently. “I’m taken.”

“But…” he trailed off, searching her face.

She squeezed his hand. “I wished him all the best.”

Raymond’s gaze lingered on her, his own pain surfacing. “You’re hurt because he just left like that, huh?”

Simone’s eyes flickered with surprise. “Maybe.”

He reached out, brushing a stray hair from her cheek. “Baby, he’s going through his own heartbreak. Probably hurting too.”

His hand slid lower, tracing slow, teasing circles on her thigh.

“Think about how I make you feel,” he murmured, fingers dipping beneath the edge of her robe.

Simone’s breath hitched, her eyes closing as his fingers moved with tender insistence.

The night folded around them — a fragile mix of pain, forgiveness, and slow-burning desire.

Raymond’s eyes softened as he brushed a stray lock of hair from Simone’s cheek. His voice lowered, intimate and knowing.
“Don’t deny it. You’re still wet for Leo.”

Simone’s breath caught, the confession unspoken but felt deeply between them.

His hand slid lower, tracing slow, teasing circles along the curve of her thigh. His fingers pressed lightly, exploring the heat that radiated beneath the soft fabric of her robe.

Simone’s body responded instantly — a flush spreading across her skin, a subtle tremble deep in her core.

Raymond’s touch grew bolder, fingers slipping beneath the edge of the robe, sliding over bare skin, the warmth of his palm igniting sparks along her inner thigh.

Her breath hitched, lips parting slightly as his fingers traced delicate, deliberate paths closer to the source of her desire.

He curled a finger slowly, teasing, stroking, pressing just right.

A sharp moan escaped her lips, trembling and unrestrained.

Raymond’s gaze locked with hers, steady and reassuring, as her body arched toward his touch.

Her hips shifted, seeking more, surrendering to the wave of pleasure building within.

Her fingers gripped the sheets, nails digging in as she gasped again, waves of release crashing over her.

She trembled against his hand, breath ragged and heart pounding fiercely.

Raymond held her, his touch grounding and tender as the intensity slowly ebbed, leaving warmth and quiet connection in its wake.

Simone’s eyes fluttered open, meeting his with a softness and trust that spoke volumes beyond words.


Chapter 66: Unspoken Thoughts

The room was heavy with the scent of sex and lingering tension. Soft lamplight spilled across the curves of Simone’s bare skin, highlighting the faint flush on her cheeks as she lay curled beside Raymond.

His fingers traced slow, deliberate circles along her arm, sending shivers down her spine. Then, his eyes locked onto hers, full of mischief and tenderness.

“Did you think about Leo?” His voice was low, teasing but laced with something more vulnerable beneath.

Simone’s breath hitched. She looked away briefly, cheeks blooming a soft pink. When she met his gaze again, she gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

Raymond’s hand slid down her side, fingers brushing lightly over the warmth of her hip, feeling the steady pulse of her skin beneath his touch. His breath grew shallower as his body shifted subtly, the hardness pressing against the fabric of his pants growing more insistent.

Simone’s eyes flicked down and caught sight of it. A slow smile curled on her lips, a spark of playful teasing in her voice as she whispered, “Baby, you’re getting turned on.”

Raymond’s grin deepened, shadows flickering across his jawline. “I got turned on watching all those cams.”

Her smile widened, eyes shining with desire and amusement. She reached out, her fingertips trailing along his thigh, warm and delicate.

“You have no idea how quickly I get boners now,” he confessed with a wicked glint, his voice dropping to a husky murmur.

Simone’s fingers curled, tracing a slow, sensual path along his thigh, inching closer to the bulge pressing against his pants. Her voice dropped low, thick with invitation and promise. “Well then… put them to good use. Use them.”

Raymond’s breath hitched. His fingers twined in her hair as he leaned down, lips brushing softly over her temple, sending a rush of heat through her.

The night stretched ahead — heavy with anticipation, filled with unspoken promises, and the slow, delicious burn of shared desire.


Chapter 67: The Taste of Us

The room was dim, cloaked in the soft flicker of candlelight that danced across velvet sheets and bare skin. Simone lay back, heart pounding with a mixture of anticipation and desire, her eyes locked on Raymond’s as he knelt before her.

Her fingers traced the lines of his jaw, steadying him, grounding both of them in the moment. He looked down at her, breath catching as the intensity of their shared silence deepened.

Slowly, Simone leaned forward, lips parting with purpose and reverence. Her hands slid gently along his hips, fingers grazing the muscles taut beneath his skin, as she traced a slow, delicate path with her mouth.

Raymond’s breath hitched as her lips brushed the sensitive head of him, warm and wet, her tongue flicking with tender insistence. The tension coiled tighter, the ache of desire building as she took him deeper, every movement both soft and urgent.

She looked up briefly, catching his gaze—eyes full of fire and promise—before lowering herself again, lips molding perfectly around him. Her hands moved in concert, stroking slowly, rhythm matching the steady pulse of his heart.

Soft moans escaped from Raymond as Simone’s mouth worked magic, every touch a silent confession of longing and possession.

The world shrank to the heat between them—the gentle wetness, the quickening breaths, the raw connection.

As he neared release, Simone’s pace slowed, savoring the moment, drawing out every sensation, every tremor.

When he finally came, it was a deep, shuddering groan—a release given freely, worshipped and cherished.

They stayed there afterward—breathless, tangled, wrapped in the quiet aftermath of shared need.


Chapter 68: What’s Still Inside Us

Half an hour passed. Simone was now on her knees. She was not done.  Raymond was transfixed. Stirring.

The robe she wore hung loose, one sleeve sliding halfway down her arm, exposing the graceful slope of her shoulder. The other breast — bare now — rose and fell with her breath, nipples stiff against the cool air. Her thighs were parted beneath her, knees firm on the soft rug, her back straight, chin tilted up.

Raymond stood in front of her at the edge of the bed — pants undone, shirt open, chest rising and falling with the shallow breath of a man caught between resentment and unbearable arousal. One hand hung at his side, the other curled lightly in Simone’s hair.

She looked up at him, lips parted, gaze steady, fingers already tugging his pants lower.

"You really want this?" she asked, her voice low and threaded with heat.

Raymond swallowed. “You’ve been thinking about him.”

Simone smiled — slow, dangerous.

“You watched the footage,” she said, pulling his cock free. It was already heavy in her hand — thick, half-hard, warm. “You saw what I did. What I let him do.”

She lowered her mouth near him, but didn’t touch — not yet. Her breath danced across the head of his cock, her hand curling gently around the base.

“His cock,” she murmured, “was different. Bigger. Thicker. He didn’t hesitate. Just pulled my head down and shoved it in.”

She glanced up at Raymond again. His jaw was tense, breath stuck.

Simone smirked.

“You know how many marriages I could fix with this mouth?” she whispered, kissing the tip. “How many men would forget why they were angry the moment I swallowed them?”

She licked slowly along the underside of his shaft — teasing, wet, unhurried.

“But Leo’s…” Her voice dropped further. “Mmm. I worshipped that cock. Held it like it was sacred. It was so fucking hard the whole time. I remember the veins against my lips. I remember how it tasted when he pressed it back into my mouth after he came in me.”

Raymond groaned, his hand tightening in her hair.

She smiled against his skin. “And I still swallowed it. Every time. Like I was thanking him.”

Her tongue circled the head now, the tip flicking just under the crown, letting her spit slowly collect on his skin.

“But this one,” she said, stroking him, watching his cock stiffen in her grip, “this is my favorite.”

She kissed it — sweetly, softly, lovingly — and looked up.

“My cute, homegrown boy. My real man.”

Then she opened her mouth and took him in. Deep. Warm. Slow.

Raymond gasped as her lips wrapped around him, her tongue pressing to the underside. She worked him like she knew him — every nerve, every twitch, every place that made his knees go weak.

Her head began to move — wet, slick, controlled. One hand gripped his base, the other massaged his thigh. She moaned around him softly, letting the vibration drive him deeper into madness.

When she pulled back, saliva coated her lips. Her voice was breathy.

“You’re thicker when you’re jealous,” she whispered. “And I love it. I love how you can barely stand.”

She took him again — deeper, this time. Her throat opened, welcoming him with practiced ease. Her jaw relaxed, eyes fluttering shut as she let him slide in, inch by inch.

He groaned — raw, guttural.

“You want to cum in my mouth,” she whispered, pulling back again, pumping him with her hand. “You want to leave it on my tongue so I know I still belong to you.”

She didn’t wait for his answer.

She sucked him faster now, her cheeks hollowing, spit running down her chin, mixing with his taste. She let him fuck her mouth just a little — let him lose control.

And when he twitched in her throat — when he warned her with that breathless grunt — she kept going.

She sucked as he came. Hard. Hot. Deep.

His cock pulsed against her tongue, and she took it all — swallowing every drop, throat working, her eyes fluttering shut as if savoring it.

When he finally stopped, she pulled back — slow — licking her lips as she exhaled. Her mouth was wet, swollen, shining.

She looked up at him with that same wicked little smirk.

“Still jealous?”

Raymond hadn’t even softened when Simone finished wiping her lips.

He was still hard. Again. Throbbing.

Simone noticed and tilted her head with a slow, dangerous smile. “You’re jealous,” she whispered. “That’s what this is.”

He didn’t answer. He grabbed her wrist and yanked her up — tossed her back onto the bed like she weighed nothing. Her robe flew open completely, her legs falling wide, body slick and flushed from what had come before.

He climbed on top of her — shirt hanging open, cock already lined up, hard and angry.

“You love taking his cock, don’t you?” he hissed, teeth clenched.

Simone moaned, dragging her fingers down her own body, spreading herself wider for him. “I love it,” she breathed. “I love how he doesn’t ask. How he just uses me.”

Raymond shoved into her — deep, fast. She gasped, arching hard into him.

“He didn’t even wait,” she moaned. “Just pushed my head down and slid in. And I opened. God, I opened so easily.”

“You worshipped his cock,” Raymond growled, thrusting hard.

“I did,” she gasped, digging her nails into his back. “I licked it like it was the only thing that mattered. I moaned when it hit my throat. I swallowed like I was hungry.”

Raymond groaned. His thrusts grew rougher, slamming into her, fast, unforgiving.

“You’re mine,” he snapped.

She laughed softly against his ear, breath shaking. “Am I?”

“Say it,” he demanded. “Say you don’t want him.”

“I can’t,” she whispered. “I want Leo. I dream about him fucking me in the hotel mirror. About him pissing in the shower while I kneel. I want his cum again. In my mouth. In my cunt. Everywhere.”

Raymond grunted, sweat sliding down his neck as he hammered into her harder. His cock throbbed — he was close. And she knew it.

“You’ll never fuck me like he did,” she said. “You’ll never own my mouth like he did that night.”

He grabbed her jaw, made her look up at him.

“You filthy little—”

Simone cut him off, smiling through the moan. “Sometimes I even think about sucking the househelp. That dark one. What’s his name?” She giggled. “Fuck, I don’t even know his name.”

“You’re insane,” Raymond panted.

“I’m just needy,” she said. “Leo made me greedy. I can’t stop. I want cock. I want his. I want yours. I want everything.”

Raymond groaned like he was in pain. His rhythm broke, hips jerking, cock twitching deep inside her.

“Cum in me,” Simone whispered. “Right now. Fill me up. Mark your fucking territory.”

That did it.

Raymond exploded — body locking, cock pulsing as he emptied inside her with a strangled cry. She wrapped her legs around him, holding him there while he came, deep and uncontrollable, every drop soaking her from the inside out.

He collapsed onto her, panting, trembling.

Simone stroked his back lazily.

Then whispered near his ear, soft and smug:

“…Still want to watch those videos again?”

Chapter 69; A Line and a Loop


The room was dim, the only light coming from the hallway — a soft amber spilling over the foot of the bed. Simone sat cross-legged on the sheets, robe draped loosely over her, her body still flushed from what they’d done. Raymond lay beside her, shirtless, head resting on one arm, his eyes watching her in the quiet.

“Babe,” he said after a long pause, “I think I should meet him.”

Simone blinked, then looked down at him. “Who? Leo?”

Raymond nodded, eyes serious.

She exhaled through her nose. “Why?”

“I don’t know. You talk about him like he unlocked something. Like he’s still in the room with us sometimes.”

Simone tilted her head. “That’s part of the play, Ray. That’s what makes it hot. The memory. The edge of it.”

Raymond hesitated. “Still... part of me just wants to see him. Even once.”

She smiled — not mocking, but soft. Measured.

“It’s okay for roleplay,” she said gently. “To talk about him when you’re fucking me. To let him live in the kink. I get it. So do I. But in real life?”

She shook her head slowly.

“It’s over,” she said, clearly. “Whatever that was — it’s not coming back. It can’t. That part of me was for then. This”—she touched his chest—“is now.”

Raymond looked away, nodded, quiet.

Then, after a moment:

“But I’d love to see you and him together. For real.”

Simone blinked. Then laughed once, dry and surprised. “Seriously?”

He looked at her. “Yeah. I don’t know why. Maybe I just want to watch what he did to you. What I missed.”

She looked at him carefully. Not angry. Just… intrigued.

“Careful,” she said. “That’s not a thought you can take back.”

Raymond didn’t flinch.

Simone smirked, stretched her legs out, her robe parting slightly at the thigh.

“Would you really just sit there?” she asked, eyes gleaming. “While I sucked his cock again? While I begged for it?”

Raymond didn’t answer — but she saw the shift in his body.

She laughed again, soft and low. “Maybe,” she said. “But it’s still a no. For now.”

Later that night, after he’d fallen asleep — arm draped over her belly, mouth slack with exhaustion — Simone reached for her phone under the pillow.

Opened her chat with Leo.

Typed:

“Are you awake?”

Sent.

Read.

No reply.

She stared at the screen a little longer than she meant to. Her thumb hovered. Then dropped the phone softly onto the mattress.

She turned back toward Raymond, curled into the warmth of his chest.

And slept.

(Season 2 in the making..)
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