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Chapter One




James and I drove through the big, iron gates and parked the car in one of the many spaces in front of the house. The place was massive, with wide steps leading up to a grand entrance flanked by tall columns. The grounds were expansive, with a stretch of woodland beyond the house and no other properties in sight.

"Wow," I said, taking it all in. "It’s as big as Dani’s house."

"Yep," James grinned. "And with my promotion, this is the kind of place we should be living in."

I placed my hand on his thigh, my mind wandering. Maybe all we needed was a change of scenery, a bigger house, and maybe, just maybe, he’d start sleeping with me more than once a month.

"I wonder what the bedrooms are like," I purred, rubbing his leg.

"We’ll find out when the realtor gets here," he replied, deliberately brushing off my flirting.

I tried to keep the mood light, leaning closer to him as I spoke, letting my fingers lightly trace the inside of his thigh. "I bet the bedrooms are huge. I’m imagining a big, comfortable bed, a mirror on the ceiling…”

James glanced at me, but his expression was distant, his eyes turned back to the house. “Why would you want a mirror on the ceiling? That’s just weird.”

“Dani and Chad have one,” I said. I pulled my hand away, feeling a little disappointed. He was always so focused on work and the next big thing, never really giving me the attention I needed.

“How do you know that?” he asked, looking my way again and narrowing his eyes.

I knew because I’d fucked them both in their bedroom at the same time, watching myself in the mirror above the bed as Chad had thrust his huge cock into me and Dani had sucked my nipples. But I couldn’t tell James that, obviously.

“Dani told me,” I shrugged.

“Well, she’s a slut,” he said dismissively.

“James!” I said, annoyed. “Don’t talk about my friend like that.”

I sat back in the car, crossing my arms and watching the time tick by. James was on his phone, no doubt handling work emails, completely oblivious to me. I let out a sigh, trying to ignore the frustration building inside me.

Finally, a sleek black car rolled up next to us, its engine purring as it came to a stop. The door opened, and out stepped a man. He was tall, well-built, his blonde hair slicked back, and a thick beard framed his strong jawline. He had a Scandinavian vibe, and I was instantly attracted to him. His sharp features were just rugged enough to be interesting, yet his tailored suit hinted at wealth and refinement. He looked like the kind of man who knew what he wanted and probably got it.

James got out of the car to shake his hand, introducing himself, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the realtor. He turned to me, his eyes scanning me with an assessing look. “Lauren, right?” he said smoothly, extending a hand. “I’m Magnus.”

I felt a flush rise to my cheeks as I shook it, the warmth of his hand and the firm grip sending an unexpected thrill through me. “Yes,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Nice to meet you.”

As the conversation continued, I noticed the way he glanced at me, just long enough for me to catch the interest in his eyes before he turned back to James. It was subtle, but it was enough to make my heart race just a little faster. I found myself straightening my glasses and checking if my ponytail was straight. I was dressed for work and wished I’d made more of an effort on my appearance today.

"So, what do you do, Lauren?" he asked as we walked up the steps to the house.

"I’m a librarian," I said with a small smile. "I love books. It's only part-time, but it gets me out of the house. I wouldn't trade it for anything."

"I had a feeling it would be something clever," he said as he unlocked the front door.

I couldn't help but blush at his comment, feeling the warmth spread across my face. It was a compliment that came with an undertone of flirting.

James, however, was looking around the entranceway, oblivious to the sexual tension. "This is great," he said absently.

As we moved through the living spaces, I couldn’t help but be drawn to the beauty of each room. The light poured in through large windows, bathing the polished wood floors in a warm glow.

"This place is massive," I murmured, admiring the kitchen as we passed. "I can already imagine cooking meals here."

James shot me a dismissive glance. "Yeah, sure, if you actually ever cooked instead of ordering take-out."

I frowned, but Magnus, walking ahead, gave me a reassuring smile.

We continued the tour, heading up the grand staircase to the master suite. The bedroom was spacious, with floor-to-ceiling windows and an expansive view of the grounds. But it was the ensuite bathroom that caught my attention. It was jaw-droppingly huge, tiled with marble, and featuring a deep freestanding tub. There was also a walk-in shower that looked big enough to host a small party.

I walked over to the shower, running my fingers along the smooth marble tiles. “This is amazing,” I said softly, feeling the excitement bubble inside me. “It’s big enough that the two of us could shower together.”

“And have to wait for you to spend ten minutes washing your hair?” said James. “I don’t think so.” His dismissiveness stung, but I didn’t let it show. Instead, I turned to Magnus with a smile.

"What do you think?" I asked.

Magnus’ eyes briefly flickered to James before focusing on me. "I think it's perfect for two," he said.

I blushed at his words, feeling a flutter in my chest. James, still unbothered, wandered off to look at something else in the bedroom, leaving me alone with Magnus.

“Any man would be crazy not to want to shower with you,” said Magnus quietly. Then, raising his voice so James could hear, he said. "We’ll head to the guest rooms next."

We finished looking at the house, and Magnus walked us to the car.

“Well, Lauren,” he said, “It’s been a pleasure showing you the house.”

I smiled. “Thank you, Magnus. It really is an amazing house. I’ll chat to James and let you know if we’re interested.”

He reached into his jacket pocket and handed me a sleek business card. “This is my personal cell phone number,” he said, keeping his voice low enough that only I could hear. “If you want to discuss anything, feel free to call me anytime. I’d be happy to help.”

I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I knew exactly what he meant.

James, still oblivious, walked over to the car, already heading for the driver’s seat. “Let’s go, Lauren,” he called, not sparing a glance in our direction.

I looked back at Magnus, who was still smiling at me. “Thanks again for everything,” I said, looking at him through my eyelashes.

“Of course,” he replied. His voice was soft but confident. “I meant it. Don’t hesitate to reach out. I look forward to hearing from you.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about Magnus. As soon as we got home, James went to his home office to go through his work emails. I decided to take a bath, but it soon turned into an hour-long masturbation session as I worked my way through all my toys, thinking first about the feeling of Magnus’s beard against my thighs as his tongue pleasured me, and then his big, hard cock as he railed me in every room of the house we’d seen.

When I finally put the toys down, my pussy was swollen and sore, and my legs were shaking and weak. I reached over to my purse by the side of the bath and pulled out Magnus’s card. I turned it over in my hands. There was no point in waiting. I picked up my phone and texted the number on the card. “Thanks for showing us the house, especially the shower for two.” I hesitated for a second and then added a wink emoji.

Almost immediately, he replied. “If you want to take another look, maybe try out the shower, let me know.”

My heart racing, I typed. “I’m actually in the bath right now.” Was that too forward? I deleted it. Then I typed it in again and hit send.

A second later, he replied. “Oh? I bet that’s a beautiful sight!” That was exactly what I had been hoping to hear. My heart pounding, I teased my nipples until they were hard again. Then I held my phone up at arm's length, pulled a sultry look, and snapped a photo of myself. I checked it; my large, full breasts were clearly exposed. Feeling sexy, I hit send before I could change my mind.

Magnus replied with “Wow” and loads of fire emojis.

I texted back, suggesting that I could have another look at the house tomorrow morning without my husband. Magnus set an appointment for ten.


Chapter Two




The next morning, I parked outside the sprawling house, my heart pounding. James had left for work early, leaving me free to meet Magnus without any explanations. Magnus was waiting by the front door, his broad frame looking impossibly confident in a tailored navy shirt and dark trousers. His beard was neatly groomed, and his warm smile greeted me like we’d known each other forever.

"Lauren," he said. "I’m glad you called. Come on in."

The house was just as impressive as I remembered, but it felt different without James trailing behind, offering his opinions. Magnus led me into the living area, where sunlight poured in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow on the polished wood floors.

“This space has so much potential,” Magnus said, gesturing to the high ceilings and open layout. “It could be perfect for entertaining or just… relaxing.”

I nodded, pretending to focus on the room, but my attention was entirely on him. His presence was magnetic, confident without being arrogant. He turned to face me, stepping closer. “But I’m guessing you didn’t just come back to look at the layout,” he said with a smile.

I felt a blush creep up my neck, but I forced myself to hold his gaze. “I wanted to see you,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous.

Magnus’s eyes darkened. He stepped closer, closing the distance between us in an instant. His hand cupped my jaw gently, tilting my face up to meet his gaze. He leaned in until his lips touched mine. The kiss was firm, unyielding, and it left no room for doubt. His other hand slid to the small of my back, pulling me tightly against him. I melted into him, my body responding instinctively to the intensity of his touch.

Magnus’s hand moved to my hair, gripping gently as he angled my head, deepening the kiss. I felt a strong rush of heat between my legs. My knees felt weak, and I clung to his shoulders to steady myself, his strength the only thing keeping me upright.

When he finally broke the kiss, I was breathless, my lips tingling. “Magnus…” I whispered, unsure of what I was going to say next. But he didn’t let me finish.

“Come here,” he said, his voice still low, as he guided me toward the sofa. His hand never left my lower back, steering me with quiet authority. His hands slid to my thighs, gripping them firmly as he guided me to sit back on the sofa, my body sinking into the plush cushions. His touch sent shivers through me, every nerve alive with anticipation.

He knelt between my legs, his strong hands sliding up to my knees and gently spreading them apart. My pulse quickened as he moved to the hem of my dress, slowly pushing it up. The fabric slid higher, exposing more of my skin to his gaze. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of my knee, then another slightly higher. Each one sent a jolt of heat straight through me.

His kisses continued up the inside of my thighs, each one deliberate and unhurried, as if he was savoring every moment. By the time he reached the apex, I was trembling beneath him.

He hooked his fingers into my panties, his eyes flicking up to meet mine. I raised my hips so he could slide the fabric down and off, and I felt the cool air against my bare skin. Magnus leaned in, his hands gripping my thighs to keep me open as his tongue found me. I gasped, my back arching at the first stroke. His mouth was warm and skillful, moving in slow, teasing circles that left me breathless. He knew exactly what he was doing, each movement building the tension inside me until it was almost unbearable.

“God,” I moaned, my fingers threading through his hair, holding him closer. He responded by increasing the pressure, his tongue exploring me in ways that made my head spin. One of his hands slid up to my stomach, holding me in place as I writhed beneath him, completely at his mercy.

“You taste incredible,” he murmured between kisses. His lips and tongue returned to their work, and it wasn’t long before I felt the pressure building deep inside, threatening to overwhelm me.

“Magnus,” I gasped, my thighs trembling as the pleasure intensified.

I came. My body tensed, then shattered as the climax tore through me, leaving me gasping and shuddering beneath him. Magnus didn’t stop, drawing out every last wave until I was spent, my body limp and trembling in the aftermath.

He spread me open wider with his fingers, admiring how swollen and wet I was. Then he moved up to kiss me, but at the same time, he slid two fingers deep inside me. I gasped with pleasure into his mouth as his fingers curled upward, pressing firmly against my G-spot before releasing, then repeating the motion with deliberate precision. Each stroke sent a jolt of ecstasy coursing through me, my hips instinctively lifting to meet his touch. His body pinned me to the sofa, his tongue in my mouth, and his fingers building up a rhythm inside of me.

He shifted slightly, his thumb brushing over my clit in time with the thrusts of his fingers. The added sensation was almost too much; I could feel an intense pressure building in my core. My thighs shook, my breathing became shallow, and I clung to him, desperate for release.

“You’re going to squirt,” Magnus said in a low, commanding voice. “Let go for me. Don’t hold back.”

The way he spoke, the control in his voice, sent me teetering on the edge. His fingers moved faster now, his thumb circling my clit with just the right pressure. My body arched, every nerve on fire, as the pressure inside me reached a breaking point. His fingers started making a loud and obscene wet noise in my pussy.

Then it happened. The tension snapped, and I cried out as the most intense climax tore through me. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, and suddenly, a gush of wetness erupted from me, soaking his hand and the sofa beneath us. I was mortified for a split second, but Magnus’s grin only widened.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice full of awe. He didn’t stop, his fingers pounding against me, drawing out release after release of clear fluid. “You’re perfect, Lauren. Absolutely perfect,” he said as I sprayed all over his arm.

Finally, I collapsed back onto the cushions, utterly spent. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, my body tingling from the aftershocks of my climax. The leather beneath me was damp from my release, but Magnus didn’t seem to notice, or perhaps he simply didn’t care.

He stood up in front of me and, without a word, he reached for his belt, his movements slow and controlled. The soft clink of metal filled the air as he unbuckled it.

I sat up slightly, my pulse quickening again. My eyes followed his every movement as he unbuttoned his trousers, then slid the zipper down with a deliberate slowness that made my mouth go dry. He wasn’t rushing, almost teasing me.

When he pushed his trousers and boxers down over his hips, his cock sprang free. It was very thick, hard, and commanding attention. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it, so long and veined. It was even more perfect than I had imagined.

He stepped closer, towering over me as I remained sprawled on the sofa, completely at his mercy.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

I obeyed without question, sliding off the sofa and onto my knees in front of him.

He brushed his hand against my cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle as his thumb traced my bottom lip.

“Open,” he commanded softly, and I parted my lips.

Magnus guided his cock to my mouth, pressing the thick tip against my tongue. I took him in slowly, stretching my lips around his girth. His fingers threaded into my hair, tightening just enough to hold me in place.

“Good girl,” he said with approval. “Take your time. Show me how eager you are.”

Encouraged by his words, I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, stroking him as I began to move my mouth along his length. I started slowly, savoring the way his cock filled me, my tongue tracing the ridges and veins. Magnus let out a low groan of satisfaction, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair.

“Deeper,” he said.

I adjusted, angling my head and pushing further, taking more of him into my mouth. When I gagged slightly, he didn’t pull back, simply held me steady, letting me adjust to his size.

“That’s it,” he praised, his grip in my hair firm but controlled. “You can take it.”

The sound of his voice sent a thrill through me, and I tried harder, relaxing my throat as much as I could. His hips began to move in a slow rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan in response.

Eventually, I had his whole cock in my mouth, my lips touching his body. My eyes were wide and watering, looking up at him.

“Good girl,” he said. “I knew you could do it.”

Suddenly, it was too much and I pulled away, gagging. Spit ran down my chin, and a long string of it connected me to his cock. I found I was panting, my cunt aching at the intensity of it.

Magnus pulled me up and then pushed me roughly back onto the sofa. I sprawled there, opening my legs for him and letting him see my dripping cunt.

He stood over me for a moment, his gaze running over my body. His cock, still hard and glistening from my mouth, twitched as his eyes settled on my pussy. He moved between my legs, pinning my arms above my head against the back of the sofa. He pressed his cock against my entrance, letting the thick head nudge inside. My body arched up to meet him, desperate for him to fill me.

“Wait,” he commanded, his grip tightening to hold me in place. “I want to hear you beg.”

“Magnus, please,” I murmured, my voice trembling. My cunt was physically aching for him.

“Louder,” he demanded, his cock pressing just a little further, not enough to satisfy but enough to drive me mad. “I want to know how badly you want it.”

“Please,” I begged, my voice more insistent this time. “I need you. I need you inside me.”

He smiled, but he didn’t relent. Instead, he pushed forward slightly, just enough for me to feel the stretch, and then pulled back. My body ached, every nerve on edge as he continued to toy with me.

“Beg properly,” he growled. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I cried out, my voice desperate now. “Please, Magnus, fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

“Good girl,” he growled.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming, and I moaned loudly, my hips moving to meet him as he buried himself all the way inside me in one smooth movement.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

He began to move, his strokes slow and deliberate at first, pulling out almost completely before thrusting back in. Each movement was calculated, designed to make me feel every inch of him. Magnus picked up his pace, his hips snapping forward with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed in the room, mingling with my cries of pleasure. The feeling of my wrists pinned above my head, his strength holding me firmly in place, only made the feelings more intense as he fucked me harder.

Suddenly, I screamed with ecstasy as my orgasm crashed over me. My body tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and he didn’t slow, riding out every wave of my release. It seemed to last forever, pleasure pulsing through my whole body.

He slowed slightly, his hands letting go of my wrists. His hand moved to my throat, not choking me but applying just enough pressure to make me feel utterly controlled by him. His other hand slipped between us, his thumb finding my sensitive clit and circling it.

“Again,” he commanded. “I want to feel you come around me again.”

My body obeyed, the combination of his cock filling me and his thumb working my clit quickly pushing me to the brink once more. My thighs trembled, my nails clawing at his shoulders as I tumbled into another orgasm, this one even more intense than the first. I felt my cunt contracting around his shaft, and he groaned with pleasure.

Magnus pulled back, his cock sliding out of me, leaving me swollen and gaping. He helped me onto my knees, turning me around so I was facing the back of the sofa. His hands were firm but careful as he guided me into position, my body draped over the cushions with my ass in the air.

He moved behind me, his large hands spreading my cheeks as he admired the view. “You’re absolutely perfect,” he murmured, his fingers tracing along my wet folds. The praise sent a flush of heat through my body, and I arched my back further, offering myself up to him.

He pressed the thick head of his cock against my entrance again, this time pushing forward with more intent. I moaned loudly as he entered me, inch by inch, stretching me deliciously. The angle felt deeper, more intense, and I clawed at the sofa cushions, my body trembling with the overwhelming sensation.

“Fuck, your cunt is so tight,” he growled, his hands gripping my hips firmly as he began to thrust.

I pushed back against him, desperate for more, and he laughed. “You want it harder, don’t you?” he asked, his voice teasing.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus, harder.”

He obliged, his grip on my hips tightening as he drove into me with more force. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the room, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. One of his hands slid up my back, tracing my spine before tangling in my hair. He gave it a firm tug, pulling my head back so I was arched beneath him.

Magnus groaned, his rhythm quickening as he fucked me harder, and I felt my climax building quickly. “Magnus, I’m going to…” I couldn’t even finish the sentence as the climax tore through me. My body shook violently, my walls clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

He didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless, prolonging my orgasm until I was gasping and moaning incoherently. Finally, he slowed, leaning over me, his lips brushing against my neck. “I’m going to come on your pretty face,” he told me. There was no argument. The way he was taking control was driving me wild, and I would have done absolutely anything.

He pulled out, and I spun around, kneeling before him on the wood floor. I looked up at him, my mouth open and my eyes wide with lust. He gave his cock a couple of long strokes and suddenly he erupted over my face and hair, covering me in stream after stream of warm, white cum. I closed my eyes tightly, feeling it splattering all over me.

When he finally finished, he helped me to the sofa and gave me some tissues. Gently, he helped me clean up my face so I could open my eyes.

“I think we’ll need to try that shower,” he smirked.


Chapter Three




Magnus took my hand, his grip firm but unhurried, and led me through the house. My legs still felt unsteady from everything that had just happened. We climbed the wide staircase to the master suite, and he led me into the ensuite bathroom.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said.

I stood there as he approached, his hands brushing over my shoulders. Slowly, he began to undress me, his fingers sliding under the hem of my top and pulling it up and over my head. My ponytail caught briefly on the fabric, and I reached up to free it, my long, dark hair spilling down my back.

When his hands moved to the clasp of my bra, he paused, meeting my eyes. He unhooked it, letting the straps slide down my arms. My breasts spilled free, full and heavy, my nipples still hard with arousal.

“Beautiful,” he said. He cupped one breast in his hand, his thumb brushing lightly over the sensitive peak. “I’ve been wanting to see these since the moment I met you.”

He reached down and slipped my skirt over my hips. I was fully naked now, and his eyes dropped to the dark, neatly trimmed patch of hair between my legs. He moved to the shower and turned the water on, adjusting it until steam began to rise. He stepped aside, gesturing for me to enter.

I stepped under the spray, letting the warm water cascade over my body. I tilted my head back, soaking my hair and running my fingers through it. Magnus stood just outside the glass enclosure, watching me. I could feel his eyes on every inch of my body, the way his gaze traced the curves of my hips, the swell of my breasts.

When I reached for the bottle of shampoo, he stopped me with a raised hand. “Let me,” he said, stepping back to loosen his tie. I stood still as he slowly undid the knot, sliding the silky fabric free from his collar. He folded it neatly and placed it on the counter before unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a chest that was just as impressive as I had imagined, broad, firm, and covered with hair.

By the time he’d kicked off his shoes and removed his trousers, my breath had quickened. When he finally slid off his briefs, his cock, still semi-hard, hung heavily between his thighs, making my pussy clench in anticipation.

Magnus stepped into the shower, the steam curling around his body as he reached for me. His hands slid over my wet skin, his touch firm yet gentle. “Turn around,” he said softly.

I obeyed, and he gathered my hair in his hands, lifting it away from my neck. He worked the shampoo into my scalp, his fingers massaging in slow, methodical circles. It was intimate in a way I hadn’t expected, and I found myself leaning into his touch, my eyes fluttering closed.

I let out a soft hum of pleasure as his hands slid down, rinsing the suds from my hair. Then he moved to my body, his palms gliding over my shoulders, down my arms, and along my sides. He reached my breasts, his fingers lingering as he soaped me up.

“Every inch of you is perfect,” he said, sending a shiver down my spine.

I wanted to wash him, too. Slowly, I lathered the shower gel between my hands and reached out, my fingers grazing his chest. I worked the soap across his shoulders, down his arms, and over his torso, marveling at the firmness of his muscles. My hands trembled slightly as I moved lower, tracing the lines of his abdomen until I reached his cock.

I slid my hands up and down his length, spreading the lather and feeling him grow harder with each stroke. I could feel his cock pulsing in my hands, hot and rigid, and the sight of his desire for me made my own arousal spike. My breathing quickened, and I pressed my thighs together, desperate for relief. He pushed my legs apart with his knee, his hand sliding between my thighs to find me aching and ready.

“Do you want me, Lauren?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Magnus.”

He turned me to face away from him. With one hand braced on my hip and the other guiding his cock, he pushed into me slowly, stretching me inch by inch. I moaned loudly, my forehead resting against the tiles as he filled me completely.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned.

He gave me a moment to adjust, his fingers gripping my hips to hold me in place. Then he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, each one sending waves of pleasure through my body. The sound of water splashing around us mixed with my soft cries.

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. The pressure inside me built rapidly, each thrust bringing me closer to the edge. Magnus seemed to know exactly what I needed, angling his hips to hit just the right spot with every stroke.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

With a cry, I shattered around him, my body convulsing as pleasure overwhelmed me. Magnus didn’t stop, his thrusts carrying me through the waves of my climax.

He turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel to quickly dry himself. Then he reached for another, wrapping it around me and pulling me close.

“Come,” he said simply, leading me out of the bathroom and into the master bedroom.

The massive bed dominated the room with its plush white duvet and soft, inviting pillows. Magnus pulled the towel from my body, letting it drop to the floor. His eyes roamed over me appreciatively, lingering on my flushed skin, my heavy breasts, and the curve of my hips.

“Get on the bed face down,” he told me.

I obeyed without question, climbing onto the bed and stretching out face down against the cool sheets. My skin prickled with anticipation as I felt the mattress shift under Magnus’s weight. He moved behind me, his strong hands gripping my ankles and spreading my legs wide.

Magnus positioned himself behind me, his cock teasing my entrance as he ran the tip along my folds. He slid in slowly, filling me inch by inch until he was completely filling me. I let out a low moan, clutching the sheets as he began to move. His hands gripped my hips, guiding my body back onto him with each thrust. The angle was perfect, and I could feel him hitting that spot deep inside me with every stroke.

His movements grew faster, more intense, and I could feel the bed shift under us as he drove into me. One of his hands slid up my back, tangling in my damp hair and pulling gently, lifting my head off the pillow. He took me hard for a while until I came again, screaming his name.

Then he pulled out and moved his cock up to my rear entrance. I knew what he wanted. “Yes,” I panted, “Fuck me in the ass.”

The head of his cock pressed against me, and I exhaled deeply, trying to relax enough to take his impressively thick cock. He applied just enough pressure for me to open up, my muscles gripping him tightly as he slipped inside. With infinite care, Magnus began to move, each stroke deliberate, as though he wanted me to feel every inch of him.

“Good girl,” he said softly in my ear.

The sensations were overwhelming. I gasped into the pillow, my fingers clutching at the sheets as Magnus set the rhythm. Every nerve in my body felt alive, and I surrendered completely, letting the pleasure consume me. Magnus was unrelenting, guiding me through wave after wave, until I was trembling beneath him. I came, my ass clenching around his cock, but he didn’t stop.

I came three times with him in my ass, my cries louder each time. The third time, he slammed into me hard and held it there. I felt his wet release, flooding my insides as his cock throbbed. He collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, before rolling off exhausted.

I lay there, sprawled out on the bed, every inch of me buzzing. My body felt deliciously sore in the best way, my muscles spent from the intensity of it all. Magnus turned his head toward me, his face softened. His hand reached out, his fingers brushing lightly over my back, tracing patterns that sent gentle shivers down my spine.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured.

I smiled, turning my face toward him but not quite finding the energy to move. “I think you did most of the work.”

He laughed. “I couldn’t have done it without the perfect inspiration.”

Magnus reached for the duvet, pulling it up over both of us as he settled back into the bed. His arm wrapped around me, drawing me close to him, and I found myself melting into his embrace.

“This feels nice,” I said quietly, my cheek resting against his chest.

“It does,” he replied, his fingers idly stroking my arm. “I think I could get used to this.”

I tilted my head up to look at him. “Used to what?”

“Fucking you,” he said with a smile.

My heart skipped a beat, but I didn’t say anything. I desperately want this to be a regular thing.


Epilogue




Over the next few months, Magnus and I became experts at slipping into unoccupied houses together. Each meeting felt like stepping into a bubble where time didn’t exist, where the world outside didn’t matter.

The routine became thrillingly familiar. He’d text me an address, always a house that was empty, waiting for new owners or undergoing renovation. These homes, with their silent rooms and untouched spaces, became our secret sanctuaries.

The first time after that day in the house James and I went on to buy, we met one evening in a modern townhouse with floor-to-ceiling windows. Magnus had me pressed against the cool glass, the city lights twinkling behind me as he took me from behind.

Another time, it was a sprawling countryside estate, the scent of fresh paint still lingering in the air. We christened the marble countertops in the kitchen and the table in the breakfast room.

Every house was different, but the way he looked at me never changed, like I was the most captivating thing he’d ever seen. He was always so controlled, so deliberate, his dominance woven into every touch and every whispered command, always in control. And yet, there was something about the way he’d kiss me after, that hinted at more than just lust.

James, of course, had no clue. He was still wrapped up in his work, barely noticing when I left the house. If he did, he didn’t ask questions. But every time I said goodbye to Magnus, I’d feel a pang of longing, even though I knew another text would come soon. Another address. Another house. Another chance to lose myself in him all over again.

THE END
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Pounded By The Professor (Cheating Librarian - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/h05a687fh6

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

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

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

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko

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

My First Time Was A Foursome

https://books.cleocarnell.com/t5g2mc24bw

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

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

The Group Chat - A Cheating Wife Gangbang Story

https://books.cleocarnell.com/cbwykgjkla

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

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

OEBPS/font_rsrcAZ.ttf


cover.jpeg
CHEATING LIBRARIAN SERIES

eating erotica by

CLEO CARNELL

Verj'z explicic wife el





OEBPS/font_rsrcAY.ttf


