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Chapter One




Ilooked at myself in the bathroom mirror. I thought I was holding up pretty well for my mid-thirties. Just a bit of thickness around my hips and a few soft stretch marks. But my breasts were fuller than when I was in my twenties. My long, dark hair flowed down over my shoulders, and the black bodysuit lingerie that I had spent a considerable amount of money on yesterday, complemented my pale skin.

Money was not a problem, of course, I could spend whatever I wanted. My husband was very highly paid in his role as a director of a global corporate retailer. We had more money than I could ever have imagined growing up. We were so comfortable that I didn’t need to work at all, although I had a part-time job at the city library, indulging my love of books, and at least getting me out of the house three days a week.

I adjusted the straps of my lingerie, giving my breasts a lift. They were still full and heavy, not at all sagging like some of my friends. As far as I was concerned, without any arrogance, I was in my sexual prime.

And yet, my husband, James, was confusingly uninterested in my body. While we got on fantastically as friends, he never complimented me and rarely touched me. And we hadn’t had sex for months. Before that, it had been sporadic, once a month at most. I was confused about what was going on, to say the least.

But tonight I had pulled out all the stops. I had my sexy new underwear. I had new, extremely expensive perfume endorsed by the most beautiful celebrity. I had been manicured and pedicured. I had trimmed my pubic hair into a cute, neat triangle. No red-blooded man would be able to resist.

I gave my nipples a rub, making them hard and pointed so they would show through the sheer fabric of the bodysuit. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door to the bedroom.

My husband was lying on the bed reading a book. He was topless, and I could see his strong chest muscles, covered in hair. He was a sexy man. Even in his late thirties, he was strong and fit, getting up early to go to the gym four days a week. Combined with his sharp suits and high-powered job, everyone thought he was a catch. And so did I… if only he’d fuck me.

Leaning against the bathroom door frame, I tried to exude as much sex appeal as I could. “Hey, babe,” I purred, running a hand down my thigh and stroking myself slowly.

He didn’t even glance up. “Ugh, not tonight, Lauren,” he muttered, flipping a page. “I’ve got an 8 a.m. breakfast meeting with the board. Honestly, you’re obsessed with sex. Why don’t you have a cold shower?”

His words hit me like a slap. Obsessed with sex? We hadn’t had sex in months. His words left me frozen in place, my hand still on my thigh. A cold wave of humiliation crept over me, starting in my chest and spreading outward. My throat tightened, and my cheeks burned with a mix of shame and anger.

I stared at him, willing him to look up, to see me, to realize how much effort I’d put in. But he just turned another page of his book, completely indifferent, as if I didn’t exist. My heart pounded, not with desire anymore but with frustration.

I wanted to scream at him, to demand to know why he didn’t want me anymore. Was it my body? My personality? Or was there someone else? The doubts came rushing in, fast and merciless. But I didn’t say a word.

Instead, I marched to the foot of the bed, yanking the blanket off with a sharp tug that made him glance up briefly, only to go straight back to his bloody book. Wrapping the blanket around me, I stormed out of the room, making no effort to be quiet as I slammed the door behind me.

Downstairs, the house felt cold and unwelcoming, matching the ache in my chest. I threw myself onto the sofa, pulling the blanket tighter around me as if it could shield me from the sharp sting of rejection. My heart pounded, not just from anger but from a deeper, gnawing sadness that I didn’t want to admit. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about feeling wanted, desired, seen. And right now, I felt more like an annoying roommate than a wife.

As I lay there trying to sleep on the uncomfortable sofa, my heart hardened. If he wouldn’t fuck me, then I’d find someone who would. I wasn’t going to keep begging for scraps of attention, hoping for a touch or a glance that never came. If he couldn’t see me, couldn’t want me, then I’d find someone who would.

The thought was one I’d had before, but it felt different this time. If he wasn’t interested, if he couldn’t be bothered, then fuck him. Other men out there would jump at the chance to have me. A small smile crept onto my lips as I curled up tighter under the blanket. I was going to cheat on him. The decision felt liberating, almost exhilarating.

I woke to the first light of dawn streaming through the living room windows, painting the room in a soft, golden glow. The clock on the wall read 6 a.m., and the world outside was still quiet, the calm before the day began. My neck ached from the awkward position I’d slept in, the sofa offering little comfort through the restless night. Groaning softly, I decided enough was enough and wrapped the blanket around me. Barefoot, I padded quietly up the stairs to the bedroom, the house eerily silent.

At the door, I paused with my hand on the knob. That was when I heard it: a faint, repetitive sound coming from inside. I frowned as I strained to listen. Then came a soft groan, low and unmistakable, and my stomach churned.

Confusion turned to disbelief, then anger. My pulse quickened as I pushed the door open in one swift motion. The sight inside stopped me dead in my tracks. There he was, sprawled out on the bed, his phone blasting out porn clutched in one hand, and his hard cock in the other. His body tensed as he looked up, startled, but it was too late.

I stood frozen as his climax hit, thick streams of cum spurting from his cock, running down the length and pooling on his stomach. Cum that I would have happily lapped up, licked from his shaft, and swallowed down, but now wasted on his pale skin.

He stared at me, wide-eyed. “Lauren…” he began, sounding ashamed.

I couldn’t even begin to process the flood of emotions crashing over me: anger, betrayal, humiliation, and, worst of all, the sharp sting of rejection all over again. I was no prude. He could watch porn and wank himself silly all day as far as I was concerned. I wasn’t above watching a bit of porn myself. But not if he wasn’t fucking me too.

Without a word, I strode past him, my face a mask of icy calm even as my insides churned with fury as I swept into the walk-in closet. Inside, I yanked open drawers and pulled out clothes with purposeful aggression, dressing quickly but deliberately. A fitted blouse, a short skirt that hugged my hips, far shorter than I would usually wear to work. If I was going to do this, I was going to look and feel fucking fantastic while I did. My reflection in the full-length mirror caught my eye, and I held my own gaze for a moment. I’m done waiting for him. He’d had his chance.

Downstairs, the kitchen felt cold, but I didn’t care. I grabbed a pan from the rack and set it on the hob, cracking eggs and slicing bread, all while my mind churned with plans. This was it. I was done begging, done hoping. Married for twelve years, but feeling unloved for the last five. I was going to fuck someone else, and I wasn’t going to wait another day to do it. Today, I was going to remind myself of what it felt like to be wanted.


Chapter Two




“Have a lovely day,” I said with a warm smile as the little old lady carefully slid her books into her bag and shuffled out of the library. The automatic doors swished shut behind her, leaving the space momentarily quiet.

I glanced at the clock. Two hours into my shift, and I still had no bloody idea how I was going to find someone to fuck. It wasn’t like I had a roadmap for this kind of thing; it had been twelve years since I’d flirted with anyone, let alone gone out specifically looking for casual sex. Dating apps? Forget it. I didn’t even know where to start, and the thought of setting up a profile felt ridiculous.

I scanned the library, my eyes lingering hopefully on the few patrons scattered across the reading tables. A retired couple sharing a crossword. An old man thumbing through a gardening book. A young mum reading to her toddler. Not a single sexy bloke in sight.

Unshowered from the night before, I could still feel the smooth fabric of my expensive lingerie clinging to my skin beneath my daringly short skirt. Daring by library standards, anyway. My blouse, on the other hand, was perfectly prim, though I couldn’t stop fidgeting with the top button. For the tenth time this morning, I fastened it up. Then, feeling overly proper, unfastened it again, letting a hint of cleavage show. Was it too much? Or not enough?

I reached up to adjust the high ponytail I’d tied my hair into earlier. Paired with my glasses, I’d been going for a “sexy librarian” look, but now I was second-guessing everything. Would I be more likely to meet someone with my hair down?

The sound of the library doors swishing open pulled me from my spiraling thoughts. I looked up, expecting another elderly patron or a bored student.

And then in he walked. Tall, broad-shouldered, and effortlessly confident. His graying hair was neatly trimmed, giving him that distinguished look. Dressed in a sharp polo neck, he looked both fit and intellectual. I recognized him immediately: Professor Adam Hartley from the university.

He made a beeline for the desk. Up close, I noticed the faintest hint of stubble on his jaw, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel against my skin. He was older than me, probably in his early fifties, but he was still in his prime.

“Good morning,” he said, his voice deep. He gave me a polite smile, but there was a warmth behind it, an easy charm that made my pulse quicken. “Lauren isn’t it?” He’d remembered my name.

“Yes, good morning, professor,” I said nervously, hoping my voice didn’t betray how flustered I suddenly felt.

“I was wondering if I could book one of the reading rooms for a study workshop next week,” he said, resting his hands on the desk. His sleeves were rolled up just enough to reveal strong forearms. I swallowed hard and forced myself to focus on his words, not his large hands. He didn’t have a wedding ring, I noticed.

“Of course,” I said, clearing my throat. “What day were you thinking?”

“Tuesday afternoon, if it’s available,” he replied, leaning slightly closer as I opened the booking system on the computer. His scent reached me, a subtle aftershave, and I felt a rush of heat between my legs.

I typed in the details, my fingers moving automatically even as my brain fizzed with unprofessional thoughts. “Looks like it’s free all afternoon. What time works for you?”

“Perfect,” he said, flashing me another smile. “Can I book it from two until four, please?” His gaze lingered on me just a fraction longer than necessary, and for a brief, electrifying moment, I thought I saw something flicker in his eyes. Interest? Curiosity? Or was I imagining it?

“All done for you,” I said, my voice steady, though my stomach flipped nervously. I could already feel the moment slipping away. His business here was finished, and any second now, he’d thank me and walk out the door.

I couldn’t let that happen. My pulse quickened as I searched for an excuse, any excuse to keep him here a little longer. My eyes flicked to the desk, then to the computer screen, desperate for inspiration. “Actually,” I blurted, before I lost my nerve. “Have you ever seen our rare book room? It’s climate-controlled.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. I was an idiot. What a ridiculous thing to suggest. He regarded me thoughtfully. “You know what, Lauren, I never have, but it sounds intriguing,” he said. The way he said my name made my heart pound in my chest.

“Would you like a quick tour?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly, betraying the nerves that tightened my chest.

“I would. Very much,” he said, a small smile playing at his lips.

“Rebecca?” I called over to my co-worker, who was sorting through a trolley of returns nearby. She looked up, her expression curious. “Could you mind the desk for a moment, please? Professor Hartley needs to see something in the rare book room.”

“Please,” he interjected, “call me Adam.”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow but nodded, wheeling the trolley towards the desk. “Sure,” she said, casting me a suspicious look. I ignored it, my focus solely on Adam as I led him towards the back of the library.

At the door, I hesitated for a second with my finger hovering over the keypad, my mind suddenly blank. But eventually I remembered the code and punched it in. I glanced at him over my shoulder, catching his amused gaze once again. There was something in the way he looked at me that sent a thrill coursing through me.

“This way,” I said, opening the door and stepping aside for him to enter first. My voice was steadier now, though my palms were still clammy as I let the door click shut behind us.

Inside, Adam took his time looking around, his gaze moving slowly over the rows of bookshelves that lined the room. His eyes lingered on the antique desk in the center. On the far side of the room, the most precious books were encased in perspex boxes, locked away in perfectly controlled humidity and temperature.

“Fascinating,” he murmured, stepping closer to one of the cases.

My mind was spinning wildly. He was here, just the two of us, the world outside completely shut out. The rare book room was quiet, its thick walls muting every sound but our breathing and the faint hum of the air conditioning. I wanted to make a move, but nerves had me frozen in place. How do you even begin something like this? What if I misread everything? What if I embarrass myself?

Adam turned to face me. “You must really love working here,” he said, his tone casual but his dark eyes studying me closely.

“I do,” I said. My heart pounded as I scrambled for something, anything, to say, but the words wouldn’t come.

Adam moved closer. “There’s a reason you asked me to come in here, isn’t there?” he said. His voice was smoother now, more seductive. I could feel my heart racing in my chest as if it would break free.

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. My throat felt tight, my breathing shallow, but I didn’t care. He was so close now I could feel the warmth radiating from his body.

His hand rose slowly, and when his fingers brushed my cheek, it was like fire igniting beneath my skin. His touch was soft but deliberate, his thumb tracing the line of my jaw. His other hand slid to the small of my back, firm and commanding, pulling me into him until our bodies were pressed together.

His lips met mine. The kiss was everything I hadn’t realized I was starving for, deep, warm, and consuming. His mouth moved against mine, our tongues meeting. I gasped, feeling a rush of heat between my legs and a shiver up my spine. The scent of his aftershave, the strength of his arms, the way his chest pressed against mine, it was overwhelming.

The solid edge of the desk pressed into the backs of my thighs as Adam guided me backward. The hand on my face moved lower, stroking my neck and then undoing the buttons on my blouse. He slid one shoulder of the blouse down, exposing the strap of my underwear. The cool air kissed my skin, making me shiver.

His fingers hooked beneath the strap, pulling it aside with the same unhurried confidence. His lips pressed harder against mine, hungry now, as his hand moved lower. He tugged the fabric of my bodysuit down, baring my breast, his hand slipping over the curve with a firm grip. I gasped softly into his mouth as his thumb brushed over my nipple, the touch sending a jolt of heat straight to my core.

As he pressed his body against me, I felt his cock, hard and insistent against my thigh, straining against the fabric of his trousers. The realization that my body had made him hard sent a rush of heat through me. This was what I had been craving. Someone wanting me. Not out of routine or obligation, but out of pure, unrestrained desire. The need in the way he touched me, the way his body moved against mine, was everything I hadn’t had in so long.

His hand moved lower, between my legs, touching my inner thigh and moving my legs apart slightly. He stroked his fingers up my thigh and under my skirt. My pussy was aching for him to touch it. When his palm cupped my mound, I couldn’t stop the moan that escaped my lips, a sound of relief, pleasure, and raw need all mixed together.

Then his fingers found my clit.

The first press of his fingers against the sensitive spot sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through me, making my knees weaken as my back arched instinctively. I clung to the edge of the desk for balance.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped into his mouth as the pleasure radiated out through my whole body..

He circled my clit through the fabric, his touch firm and confident, each stroke sending waves of pleasure that left me panting. My hand instinctively went to his cock, grasping it through his trousers and rubbing it firmly. He felt so hard. And big, bigger than my husband, I realized with a shock.

Finally breaking the kiss, he lifted my skirt up and pulled my bodysuit to the side, exposing my pussy. His hands returned to my hips, strong and commanding, as he hoisted me effortlessly onto the desk.

He knelt between my legs, his hands firm on my thighs as he spread them wide, leaving me completely exposed. My breath caught in my throat; fuck, he could see everything. My gaping cunt, glistening with arousal, was laid bare before him, and the heat of his gaze only made me wetter. I was desperate, aching for his touch, and I could feel how slick I was; I must be practically dripping onto the desk beneath me.

Then I felt his tongue against my pussy, exploring me, tasting me. I couldn’t even remember the last time someone had tasted me. It wasn’t something my husband was ever interested in, even in the early days. His tongue found my clit, and it was like a bolt of lightning through my whole body. I cried out and arched my back, my hands instinctively finding my breasts.

He focused on my clit, finding a rhythm and licking it firmly. I could feel the delicious pressure building in my core. He really knows what he’s doing, I thought. How many women has he done this to?

As he licked my sensitive, swollen clit, I pulled hard on my nipples, feeling another wave of pleasure rush through my whole body. The pressure inside me was almost unbearable now, and still building.

Suddenly, it was released. I let out a loud cry and dug my fingers hard into my breasts. My whole body squirmed and shook as a powerful climax consumed my whole body. He didn’t stop, guiding me through it and letting me ride it out, savoring every second.

Finally, the intensity ebbed, leaving me breathless and trembling. I collapsed back against the desk, my chest heaving as the aftershocks rippled through me. He stood up and smirked at me, desire in his eyes. He wiped his wet mouth with the back of his hand.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he said. “Now get on your knees.” The order sent another flush of desire through my body.

I knelt on the carpet in front of him, still shaking. I watched as he slowly unhooked his belt and then undid the button on his trousers. He lowered the zipper and pulled his pants down. He was wearing black briefs, his erect cock straining at the fabric.

I reached up, my hands trembling slightly, and tugged his briefs down to his thighs. His cock sprang free; thick, hard, and intimidatingly large. It was so much bigger than my husband’s, and uncircumcised too. A surge of arousal flooded me all over again.

Wrapping my fingers around the shaft, I marveled at the contrast: the velvety softness of his skin against the unyielding steel beneath. He was rock hard, pulsing slightly in my grip. Slowly, I slid my hand up and down, savoring the weight and heat of him, feeling every inch of his impressive length.

But he was firmly in control. His hand found my ponytail, gripping it just enough to guide me closer to him, his dominance sending a thrill through me. I let him lead me, my lips parting as I took the head of his cock into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head, my lips tight on his shaft. I started to suck, hollowing my cheeks and hearing his groan of pleasure in response.

With one hand on his shaft, I bobbed my head back and forth, taking him as deep as I dared without gagging. My other hand found its way between my own legs, my fingers curling up inside my swollen, soaking wet cunt.

Back in college, I had loved giving blowjobs, although I hadn’t had much practice lately. I loved the feeling of his hardness in my mouth, the taste of him on my tongue. I relished giving him pleasure, hearing him moan, and feeling him respond to me. He was so hard, literally throbbing in my mouth. He was already close to coming, I realized. I wanted him to come in my mouth. I increased my pace, stroking his long shaft and sucking as much as I could, making my lips tighter around him.

“I’m going to come,” he warned me in his deep voice. He probably wasn’t sure if I wanted it in my mouth.

I upped my pace again, and he let out a loud groan, his thighs tensing and his cock throbbing. He was right on the edge. I kept at it, and he groaned again. And then with a moan of relief, he released, his cock pulsing as load after load of cum filled my mouth. I swallowed hungrily, but there was so much it overflowed, running down my chin and onto my bare breasts.

When he finally finished, I licked his cock clean and swallowed the last drops. Then I stood up and looked at him. He smiled at me, his eyes glinting with satisfaction. He reached up and scooped up the cum running down my chin onto his fingers. Then he pushed them in my mouth, making me suck off every last drop. Even that simple action made my pussy ache for him.

Then he kissed me, his tongue in my mouth, tasting his own release on my lips. I sighed with pleasure as we held each other a moment longer.

But it couldn’t last forever. I suddenly felt a stab of fear at being caught. I was at work after all, in a public library. I hastily adjusted my clothing, tucking my tits away. Adam pulled up his underwear and pants, too.

“What time do you finish?” he asked. We both knew we needed to fuck, and as soon as possible.

“One o’clock,” I said. “My house will be empty all afternoon.”

“I have lectures until three,” he replied. “Then I’ll be straight over.”

We exchanged details, my heart still racing, and I took a steadying breath before opening the door back to the real world. As we stepped into the library, I was sure everyone would be able to tell what had happened. But no one looked our way; the world carried on, oblivious to the electric moment we’d just shared behind closed doors.

“Thanks for showing me the rare books,” he said, with a glint in his eye. “They were beautiful.”

“Any time,” I replied, shaking his hand formally.

He smirked again. “See you later.”

And then he was gone, leaving me standing there, trying to compose myself as I watched his broad shoulders disappear through the library doors. My legs were still shaky, my body still tingling from his touch, and I had no idea how I was supposed to return to normal after what had just happened.

When I returned to the desk, Rebecca was leaning against the counter, her arms crossed and a knowing grin plastered across her face. It was the kind of grin that immediately made my stomach flip with panic.

“You might want to delete the CCTV recording from the rare books room,” she said with a nod towards the computer. In a window in the corner, I could see the grainy footage of the room I had just left. “That was one hell of a fucking show.”


Chapter Three




When I got home, I took a long, hot shower, letting the water wash over me and clear my mind. I felt elated, a rush of satisfaction and excitement flooding through me. I had actually done it, I’d cheated on my husband, had an orgasm, and sucked a cock. It felt incredible, like I was finally alive in a way I hadn’t been for years.

Afterward, I spent the next hour trying on different outfits, scrutinizing myself in the mirror as I debated what would look sexy, but also that I hadn’t tried too hard. Eventually, I settled on a short summer dress. I paired it with simple white panties and decided I could just about get away with not wearing a bra, my breasts bouncing enticingly with every movement. The dress fit perfectly, hugging my curves and leaving just enough to the imagination.

I left my hair loose, letting it fall in dark waves over my shoulders, and applied just a hint of makeup to enhance my features. I was ready.

When the doorbell rang, I felt my heart race again with excitement. Adam had parked discreetly down the street, but I was past caring what the neighbors thought. If my husband couldn’t be bothered to meet my needs, then that was his own problem. I almost wanted to get caught.

“You look stunning,” he said, looking me up and down.

“Thank you,” I replied, glowing at the compliment. How long had it been since someone complimented my appearance?

As soon as the door clicked closed behind him, Adam pushed me up against the wall. His lips forced mine open, and our tongues entwined, wrestling in each other’s mouths. The suddenness of it took my breath away and sent a bolt of lightning between my legs. It felt good to be desired so fiercely that he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me.

He reached up, groping both my breasts roughly, hungrily. He pulled down the front of the dress, exposing me. Squeezing my naked breasts, he sucked hard on one nipple and then the other, making me moan with pleasure.

“Oh god, I need you,” I whimpered, “I need you to fuck me. Please.”

He guided me to the stairs, lowering me onto them. Reaching under my dress, he pulled my panties off and threw them aside. Urgently, he undid his trousers, all the while looking at me intensely. He was so desperate for me, I realized with a flush of happiness.

He slid his pants and underwear down in one movement, his cock hard and eager. Then he moved between my legs and, guiding himself with one hand, slid into me. I was already soaking wet and felt myself open up, stretching to accommodate his thick cock. He thrust inside me, deep and firm, filling me up in one smooth movement.

I cried out in pleasure, my aching cunt welcoming him, holding him, and gripping him tightly. He started to thrust into me, making me moan loudly each time. He fucked me, desperately and urgently, his hard cock sliding deep within me over and over again. The rawness, the intensity, was everything I had been dreaming of.

Suddenly, without warning, I was coming, my fingernails digging deep into his back as waves of energy rushed through my whole body. I felt my cunt spasming, clenching his dick as he fucked me through it. Wave after wave of pleasure consumed my whole body.

He paused, his cock throbbing inside me, letting me get my breath back after the intense climax. He slowly withdrew, and I could see his dick was soaked with my sticky, white release.

“Turn over,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, kneeling on the step and arching my back, sticking my ass out towards him. He held my cheeks firmly in his strong hands, spreading them and looking at my swollen cunt.

“Fuck, look at that. I love your wet cunt,” he said, making me ache for him even more. My husband had never said anything like that.

“Please, fuck me,” I begged.

His grip tightened, and then, with deliberate slowness, he slid his cock back inside me. The stretch was intense, the thickness of him filling me so completely that I couldn’t hold back the moan that escaped my lips. He was so much bigger than what I was used to. In this position, he touched areas I never knew I had, and the sensation was almost overwhelming.

He started moving, his thrusts hard and unrelenting, his hands gripping my hips to pull me back onto him with each stroke. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the narrow stairwell, mingling with my cries of pleasure. Each thrust sent a jolt of sensation through me, making my tits sway and slap against each other, but I didn’t care. All that mattered was the way he was fucking me, hard and desperate.

I pressed my forehead to the step, my hands bracing against the edge as I surrendered to him entirely. I could already feel the familiar pressure building inside me again, this orgasm threatening to be even more powerful than the last.

His pace was relentless, his cock pounding into me, claiming me with every deep, deliberate stroke. God, he was taking me hard, screwing me only yards from the front door that he’d entered by a few moments before. I couldn’t believe how quickly we had got down to it. I thought again about how he must do this all the time, how he must fuck so many married women. The idea turned me on even more.

The pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak, and suddenly, I shattered. My whole body tensed and trembled as the orgasm tore through me, my cunt clenching hard around his cock. I cried out, my voice echoing through the stairwell, completely lost in the waves of pleasure crashing over me. My hands scrabbled at the step, nails digging into the wood as I let the intense, overwhelming sensation overtake me.

He didn’t stop, his pace steady and commanding as he fucked me through it, driving the climax higher and higher until I felt like I couldn’t take it anymore. My legs shook violently, my breath coming in ragged gasps. It was almost too much, but not quite.

As the last spasms faded, he finally slowed, pulling out of me. Before I could recover, he stood and scooped me up effortlessly into his arms. His strength made me feel small, powerless, and completely desired.

He carried me to the living room and laid me on the sofa. I quickly pulled the dress off over my head as he stripped naked too.

“Spread your legs,” he growled. I obeyed, lifting my knees and opening myself up to him.

He climbed between my legs and thrust into me again, this time with an urgency that left me breathless. The sofa creaked beneath us as he drove into me, his cock stretching and filling me in a way that made my toes curl. His hands were squeezing my breasts, his fingers digging into my skin as he pounded into me.

I threw my head back, moaning loudly as another orgasm began to build almost immediately. My hands found his arms, clutching at his muscles as he fucked me with an intensity that made me forget everything else.

When I came again, was it the third? I honestly couldn’t remember; I think I actually blacked out for a moment. The orgasm hit me like a freight train, a tidal wave of pure pleasure that surged through every fiber of my body, leaving me trembling and completely overwhelmed. My vision blurred, my mind blanked, and I felt myself slipping into a haze of blissful nothingness.

He lifted my legs higher, hooking them over his shoulders. The new angle made him feel impossibly deep, hitting a spot inside me that made me cry out. My overstimulated body was torn between wanting to beg for mercy and pleading for more.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, clutching desperately at the cushions beneath me. I couldn’t believe I still had anything left to give, but somehow he was pulling more out of me.

He slowed slightly now, thrusting right up inside me, slow, hard, and deep, his face close to mine. “How does it feel with my big cock in your slutty, married pussy.” he growled.

“So good,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out.

“Are you going to come for me again?” he said, his eyes locked with mine.

I nodded, still letting out a moan with every thrust. I felt the pressure building again as he fucked me. He grabbed my wrists, holding them down on the sofa above my head. The dominance turned me on even more. My moans merged into one long, loud moan as I teetered right on the edge.

“Come for me,” he whispered.

I let out a scream as the dam broke, my legs clamping around his body as I shuddered. He gripped me roughly, restricting my movements as I squirmed beneath him. I came so hard my mind switched off for a moment.

Adam pulled out, leaving me gaping and feeling empty. His cock throbbed, covered in my release. We were both sweating and breathing heavily from the effort, and my pubic hair was soaked and matted. He looked down at me, spreading my folds with his hands and opening me up further.

“Look at that needy, married cunt.” he said with a smirk. “Can it take any more?”

“Yes, please,” I panted.

He sat back on the sofa, and I straddled him. Reaching between my legs, I guided him to my opening and, with a sigh, sank gratefully down on his cock, feeling him stretch and fill me once more.

I started to ride him, his strong hands on my ass, guiding me. His mouth found a nipple, sucking hard and sending another wave of pleasure through me. I picked up the pace, rocking my hips to take him deep, and grinding my clit against his body.

“Fuck that feels good,” he whispered against my lips. “I’m going to come inside you.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, please. Come in me.”

And then he kissed me, hard, demanding, claiming my mouth just as thoroughly as he was claiming my cunt. Our pace quickened, his control finally slipping as he chased his own release, and I could feel my own climax building yet again, inevitable and all-consuming.

We came together, his cock buried deep inside me as I clenched around him, my body spasming in perfect time with the throbbing release I felt from him. His groan was primal, and I echoed it with a scream of my own, unable to hold anything back. The intensity of it was overwhelming, his hands gripping my ass like he was holding on for dear life, his body shuddering against mine as he emptied himself inside me.

He stayed inside me for a moment longer, his cock softening but still filling me, as if neither of us wanted to break the connection. Finally, I lifted off, his cock gently sliding out of me with a wet sound. I felt his cum pour out of my pussy onto his body.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, brushing a hand along my cheek as I settled next to him on the sofa.

“So are you,” I panted, still gasping for air.

“We should make this a regular thing,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered.


Epilogue




By the time James came home, late from the office as usual, I had showered and tidied. There was no trace of my earlier adventure. Pretending to have forgiven him for our fight this morning, I prepared his dinner and got him a beer.

“Did you have a good day?” he asked me, already distracted by replying to emails on his phone.

“Not bad,” I replied, smiling to myself. “Got a few things done that I’ve been meaning to do for a while.”

For the first time in a long time, I had a warmth in my heart. Not for James, or for Adam, but for myself. Now that I had done it once and lived out my fantasy, I knew that I could do it again. And boy, did I want to do it again. I had decided that if James wouldn’t touch me, then I would be touched by as many men as I could find, fucked over and over again by strangers. I was going to make it my mission to be as slutty and horny as I’d always wanted to be in my deepest fantasy.

THE END
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