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​Chapter 1: Just Another Morning
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Seven years into her marriage, Claire had settled into a routine that felt more like a coma than a life. Predictable. Quiet. Numb.

She sat by the window, stirring her coffee slowly. Her husband, Mark, had already left for work same flat “see you tonight” at the door, no kiss, no glance. Just keys, shoes, silence.

Her phone buzzed. It was her best friend, Jenna. Their morning text ritual.


“If Greg leaves his damn socks on the couch again, I swear I’ll strangle him with them.”


Claire laughed under her breath and replied:


“At least Greg still pisses you off. Mark barely exists these days. I think the last time he touched me properly was... God, maybe Christmas?”


There was a pause before Jenna responded.


“Claire. Are you serious?”

“Yeah. I don’t even know if I’m a wife anymore. More like... background furniture.”


Another pause. Then Jenna replied:


“Can I ask something? Totally no judgment.”

“Go ahead.”

“Do you ever think about doing something reckless? Not dangerous. Just... wild. Something just for you?”


Claire’s fingers hesitated on the screen. Her heart kicked once, hard.


“Like what?”

“Like... breaking the rules a little. Tasting something forbidden. Not for revenge. Just because you can.”


The thought made Claire swallow hard. Her thighs pressed together without meaning to.

That was the moment.

Just coffee. Just a chat.
But the crack had formed and something deep inside Claire had started to slip through.
Claire stared at Jenna’s message, her stomach tightening. A part of her felt curious... but the bigger part the scared, married, “good girl” part took over.


“Stop. What nonsense are you talking?”
“I can stay like this. No problem. I’m used to it.”

She hit send and immediately regretted how defensive it sounded. But Jenna replied with a teasing calm.


“Okay, okay. You’re such an innocent woman.”
“Forget I said anything.”

Claire rolled her eyes and set her phone down but she didn’t pick her coffee back up.

Innocent.

The word echoed longer than it should have. Not loyal. Not strong. Just... innocent. Like a child. Like someone who didn’t know any better.

She stared out the window, but her reflection stared back. Her lips dry. Eyes dull. She looked... safe. Predictable. Boring.

Claire turned her phone back on and opened the chat again. Jenna hadn’t messaged again.

But that one word innocent sat there, mocking her.

She typed, paused, deleted. Then finally sent:


“What if I wasn’t?”


The typing bubble appeared almost instantly.

Claire couldn’t stop thinking about that word.

Innocent.

It buzzed in her head like a wasp, angry and insistent. Her fingers hovered for a moment... then she tapped Call.

The phone rang twice before Jenna picked up, voice casual and amused.
“Look who couldn’t resist.”
Claire didn’t joke back. Her voice was low, almost shaky but hungry.

“Jenna... do you know Mark hasn’t touched me in weeks? Maybe months. I think he’s lost interest. And I—” she paused, breath catching, “—I swear, between my thighs... it’s itchy. It needs to be filled so badly I’m going insane.”

There was a beat of silence before Jenna burst into laughter.
“Oh my god! Now you say that? And you were scolding me five minutes ago like some school principal.”
Claire groaned. “I’m not saying I want to cheat, Jenna. I’m just telling you how it feels. I’m not crossing any lines, okay?”

“Mmhm,” Jenna replied, smug. “Just standing right on the edge, peeking over.”

“Shut up,” Claire mumbled but she didn’t hang up.

Jenna’s tone softened. “Alright, alright. If you’re not gonna do anything... at least stop suffering. Want me to give you a few tricks to help... scratch that itch yourself?”

Claire swallowed hard.

“...Go on.”

Jenna’s voice dropped just slightly calm, confident, a little wicked.
“Alright. Let’s start simple.”
Claire’s heart thudded in her chest. She was still sitting on the couch, legs crossed, phone pressed tightly to her ear like it might bite.

“Claire,” Jenna said softly, “I want you to slide your hand down... not inside. Just rest it over your panties. Tell me how it feels.”

Claire hesitated, then obeyed. Her fingers brushed over the soft cotton between her thighs. Her breath hitched.

“It’s... warm,” she whispered. “Already wet. I didn’t even realize.”

Jenna chuckled darkly. “Of course it is. You’ve been starving for attention. Now, rub slowly. Just enough to tease it. Don’t rush.”

Claire’s hand moved gently, and she let out a soft gasp. Her body had missed this. No craved this. She closed her eyes, legs uncrossing, opening wider.

“Good,” Jenna purred. “You feel that pulse? That ache? That’s your body begging for something your husband’s been ignoring.”

“Mmhmm,” Claire moaned, barely audible. Her fingers circled a little faster.

“Now slide your hand inside. I want skin. No fabric. Let her breathe.”

Claire obeyed. Her fingers dipped under, touching her soaked folds, and she nearly whimpered.

“Oh god, Jenna...”

“That’s it, babe. Keep going. You don’t have to pretend to be ‘innocent’ anymore. Just feel. I’m right here.”

Claire’s breath turned ragged. Her other hand gripped the couch cushion tight.

“Are you playing with your clit yet?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

“Rub it like you own it. Like Mark never did.”

Claire’s legs were shaking now, hips grinding into her own hand. The moans spilled out freely no shame, no hesitation.

And on the other end of the line, Jenna whispered,

“That’s my girl.”

Claire’s hips jerked forward one final time her toes curling, breath broken, fingers soaked.

The climax hit like a wave crashing over everything: her control, her shame, her years of quiet frustration. She cried out low and sharp as her whole body clenched and released, twitching against her own hand.

Then came the stillness.

Silence.

Her fingers froze. The heat that had wrapped her vanished, replaced by something colder... heavier.

What did I just do?

She stared down at herself at the mess on her hand, the damp spot on her panties, the guilt spreading faster than the wetness had.

Without a word, she pulled her hand away and ended the call with a quick tap. Call Ended.

She didn’t say goodbye. She didn’t thank Jenna. She didn’t breathe.

She rushed to the bathroom like a thief ripping her panties off, wiping herself with shaking hands, not daring to look in the mirror.

Her phone buzzed on the couch.

Incoming Call: Jenna

Claire stared at it, frozen.

Again. Then again. Jenna was trying. But Claire didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

She felt... exposed. Weak. Dirty.

Not in a good way. Not yet.

She slid the phone under a pillow and curled up on the bed, knees tight against her chest, as the buzz finally stopped.

For now, Claire was hiding from the voice that made her break her vows with just a phone call.


**    **    **    **
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LATER THAT NIGHT

Dinner was quiet. As usual.

Claire watched Mark eat same old shirt, same routine bite-chew-swipe on the napkin. No spark. No eye contact. No clue what had happened to his wife just hours earlier... moaning Jenna’s name into a pillow.

After they cleared the table and crawled into bed, she made a decision. Maybe it was guilt. Maybe it was desperation. Maybe she just wanted to feel wanted by her husband, for once.

She rolled toward him and reached under the covers, her fingers brushing his soft cock.

Mark stirred slightly. “Hmm?”

She didn’t reply. Just focused stroking slowly, determined, trying to remind her own body this was love. This was safe. This was hers.

Eventually, he hardened.

Mark turned toward her, mumbled something tired and half-hearted, then climbed on top. No kisses. No words. Just quick thrusts. Lifeless.

And then... it ended.

Barely two minutes. No warning. No rhythm. Just a grunt, a spasm, and then he pulled out and rolled over like it meant nothing.

Claire blinked up at the ceiling.

“Can we... go again?” she asked softly, eyes searching in the dark.

Mark didn’t respond. His breathing slowed, already slipping into sleep.

She stared at the ceiling for a long time.

No orgasm. No touch. No connection.

Only frustration, pulsing between her legs and deep in her chest hot, raw, unresolved.

She turned over, away from him. Pressed her thighs tight together. Closed her eyes.

And slept with her body aching more than it had before.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter 2: Confession
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The morning light felt sharp against Claire’s skin as she lay in bed, eyes wide open, body still pulsing with frustration from the night before.

She couldn’t hold it in anymore.

Her thumb hovered over Jenna’s name. Then Call.

Jenna picked up almost instantly. “Well, look who remembered I exist.”

Claire didn’t laugh.

“I... I felt embarrassed,” she said quietly. “You called, messaged I know. I just... couldn’t. I avoided you.”

Jenna’s voice softened, teasing fading. “Embarrassed? Why?”

Claire swallowed. “Because I came. While you were on the phone. I didn’t think I would. But I did. Hard. And then... guilt just slammed me. Like I’d done something wrong. I didn’t know how to face you.”

Jenna let the silence stretch before replying.

“You didn’t do anything wrong, Claire. You took care of yourself. I just helped you get there.”

Claire let out a shaky breath. “Maybe. But it didn’t help long. That itch? It didn’t go away. It needed more. Real filling. Not just my fingers.”

She paused. Then added, her voice bitter, hollow:

“I tried with Mark last night.”

Jenna stayed quiet, listening.

Claire continued, the words pouring out now.

“After dinner... I touched him. Made him hard. He climbed on, pumped for maybe two minutes... and finished. That’s it. I asked for another round, and he just turned over and slept. Like it didn’t even matter.”

Her throat tightened.

“I lay there, feeling worse than before. Empty. Unseen. Used. And still itching.”

Jenna sighed on the other end. “Claire...”

“I don’t think I can take this much longer,” Claire whispered.

There it was.

The unspoken truth. Said aloud.
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​Chapter 3: Secrets Between Wives
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Claire clutched the phone tighter, her voice low and uncertain.
“Jenna... you’ve been married longer than me. Ten years, right? You’ve got more experience. Just... tell me honestly how is it going with Greg?”
There was silence.

Claire pressed.
“Jenna? Come on. I’m telling you everything. Why won’t you?”
A beat passed. Then Jenna exhaled.
“It’s not that I don’t trust you. Just... it’s complicated.”
Claire’s voice dropped to a whisper.
“Please. I need to hear it. I need to know I’m not crazy.”
Another pause.

Then Jenna said, softly, “Okay. I’ll tell you.”

She continued, voice steady but laced with buried heat.

“For the first four years, Greg was obsessed with me. Every night. Sometimes mornings too. He’d bend me over the kitchen counter, take me on the couch wherever. I felt wanted.”

She paused, then let out a bitter chuckle.

“But slowly... it faded. At first, it was once a week. Then once a month. Then... nothing. Like I didn’t exist.”

Claire held her breath.

“I felt like you, Claire. That itch, that ache inside. Like I was disappearing. So I stopped waiting. I found someone. A younger guy.”

Claire’s eyes widened. “Wait what?”

Jenna didn’t flinch now.
“He was 22. Met him at a gym I tried out once. He flirted. I ignored it. Then one day, I didn’t. One thing led to another... and I felt alive again.”
Claire’s mouth went dry.

“He’s still around,” Jenna continued, her tone casual, but smug. “He worships me. Touches me like I’m his addiction. I don’t beg anymore I command. He gives me everything Greg doesn’t.”

Claire whispered, “Doesn’t Greg know?”

Jenna laughed. “He wouldn’t notice if I dyed my hair red and shaved it off the next day. So no, he doesn’t.”

Another long silence.

Claire sat up in bed, her pulse quickening.
“Can I meet him?”
But Jenna chuckled darkly. “Why him, Claire?”

Claire blinked. “What do you mean?”

“You deserve your own young man,” Jenna said, voice dripping with heat. “Not mine. You need a fresh one—21, maybe 22. Their stamina is insane, and they worship older women like us. They don’t just fuck... they serve.”

Claire’s heart thudded louder. She could feel her thighs tightening again.

Jenna continued, playful but firm, “If you’re serious... I’ll ask mine to introduce a friend. Or I’ll get his number and send it to you. He has a buddy who’s just your type broad shoulders, thick arms, hungry eyes. College 21 age. But he knows what to do.”

Claire hesitated, then whispered, “Are they really... that good?”

Jenna didn’t miss a beat.

“Better than good. Claire, young guys? They come fast, yeah but they recover even faster. You get two, three, sometimes four rounds without begging. They want to please you. They ask what you like. They listen. They treat your body like it’s a temple they’ve been dying to worship and they don’t get tired of it.”

Claire’s breath was shallow now. Her voice cracked.
“Mark just... lays there. Two minutes and done.”
“Exactly,” Jenna said. “These boys? They stay hard even after cumming. You ride them until you say stop. They don’t stop first.”

Claire bit her lip. That ache was back no, worse now.
“And... you trust this guy?”
Jenna’s laugh was low, satisfied.
“He’s been in me more times than my husband this year. I trust him with my body more than I trust Greg with the damn laundry.”
Another silence.

Then Jenna said, casually, “So... want me to send you his friend’s number?”

Claire’s hand trembled slightly as she whispered...

“...Yes.”

Claire's voice was hushed, almost reverent.
“Where do you even meet him? And how often?”
Jenna grinned on the other end, and you could hear it in her tone.
“Depends. When I want something fast and dirty, we meet in his car. Dark corners. Empty parking lots. He loves when I climb on top right in the backseat. He can't even wait to get home sometimes.”
Claire swallowed, lips parted.

“But if I want time... real time,” Jenna continued, slower now, “we go to this place. Small studio apartment. He says it’s his friend’s, but honestly? I think he got it just for us.”

“You have a whole place?” Claire gasped.

“Of course,” Jenna purred. “There’s a mattress on the floor, no questions, no rules. Just bodies. Sweat. Hands everywhere. And a mirror... God, Claire, there’s a mirror. Watching myself ride him like that? Seeing his face while I use him? It makes me feel alive.”

Claire was already pressing her thighs together under the blanket, heat surging between her legs again.

“How many times?” she whispered. “In a week.”

Jenna smirked. “Three. Minimum. Sometimes four if I’m really craving it. He’s always ready. Always eager. I just text him a word ‘thirsty’ and he replies with a location.”

Claire was quiet for a moment.

Then she whispered, “I want that.”

Jenna’s voice turned firm and hot.
“Then stop fantasizing and take it. Let me send his friend’s number. You’ll never go back to begging your husband again.”
Claire stared at her screen.
The number was there. No name. Just digits. One message from Jenna:

“This is Ryan’s friend. His name’s Tyler. He knows about you.”


Her thumb hovered over it.

But instead of texting... she went back to the call.

“Jenna,” she breathed, “tell me more. I want to know everything. About you. About him. What you two... do.”

Jenna exhaled, slow and sultry, like she’d been waiting for that question.

“You really want to know?” she teased.

Claire nodded, forgetting Jenna couldn’t see. “Yes. All of it.”

Jenna’s voice dropped into something darker.
“Alright. Then listen close.”
There was a pause, then 

“The first time? It was in his car. I sat in the passenger seat, just talking, pretending it was harmless. Then he looked at me and said, ‘You don’t have to act like you’re not starving.’ I didn’t answer. I just climbed over to his lap and kissed him. Hard.”

Claire closed her eyes, breathing faster.

Jenna continued.
“His cock was already hard. I could feel it pressing through his jeans. I was grinding on him, moaning into his mouth like a damn 19 women. Then he said, ‘Do you want it now, or should I drive us somewhere private?’”
“What did you say?” Claire whispered.

“I said, ‘Right fucking here.’” Jenna laughed softly. “He pulled his jeans down, and I straddled him right there in the backseat. I didn’t care who saw. I needed it. He filled me so deep, Claire... I forgot what disappointment felt like.”

Claire was breathing hard now, face flushed, heart racing.

Jenna’s voice softened, but the filth stayed sharp.
“Since then, we’ve done it everywhere. His apartment. That studio. Once in the elevator of a hotel he couldn’t wait. And he never just fucks. He devours. He kisses my thighs. Licks me like I’m the only thing he’s ever craved. He makes me come before even putting it in.”
Claire moaned faintly, caught in Jenna’s world.

“I ride him until I’m shaking. He holds my hips like I’m some goddess. Not a tired housewife. Not someone forgotten. I feel... powerful. Desired. Free.”

Claire whispered, “I want that.”

Jenna chuckled low. “Then use that number. Tyler knows how to treat women like us. He’ll make you forget your name.”

Claire stared at the screen, heart pounding. That number sat like a loaded gun in her hands.

Still on the call, she asked softly, “Jenna... are you sure this guy Tyler is like yours?”

Jenna didn’t miss a beat. “I don’t know him personally, babe. I don’t talk to him much. I just have his number in case Ryan’s unreachable. That’s all.”

Claire’s brows furrowed. “So you don’t know how he is?”

Jenna’s voice stayed calm. Assured. Confident.

“I know he’s the same age. Same height. And Ryan said he’s good very good. Not shy. He’s had older women before. Claire, trust me... if Ryan vouches for him, he’s got what you need.”

Claire hesitated again.

Jenna added with a grin in her voice, “Just text him. Say I gave you his number. That’s it. He’ll take the hint.”

Claire licked her lips, fingers trembling as they hovered over the keypad. She could feel it once she hit send, there’d be no turning back.

She looked at the empty message field. Her mind racing.

Then...

She typed:


Hey. Jenna gave me your number.
Can we talk?

Her thumb paused.

And then 

Send.

The message flew into the unknown.

Her heart slammed in her chest.

Jenna’s voice whispered from the phone, smug and satisfied.
“That’s my girl.”
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​Chapter 4: The Waiting Game
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Claire lay on the bed, phone resting on her chest, heartbeat loud in her ears. The message had been sent twenty minutes ago.

Nothing.

She kept telling herself she didn’t care.

It’s just curiosity. Just harmless talk. I’m not doing anything wrong.

But her legs wouldn’t stop shifting. Her hands kept twitching toward the phone. Every notification that wasn’t from him felt like a slap.

She finally got up and paced the room, the silence louder than ever.

Jenna had gone quiet after the text too maybe to let Claire face this moment alone. Maybe because she knew what came next.

Claire stared at the screen again.

Then buzz.

One new message.

Her breath caught.

From an unknown number:


Hey. Tyler here. Jenna told me someone might reach out.
You’re Claire?

Her stomach fluttered. She sat back down, thumbs suddenly clumsy.


Yes. I wasn’t sure if I should text. Just... curious.


A moment later, he replied:


Curious is good.
Jenna said you’re beautiful. And married.
I like both.

Claire bit her lip. Her cheeks flushed hot.


You don’t mind older women?


The reply came fast:


I prefer them.
You know what you want. And I know how to give it.

Claire’s body lit up. That ache in her core throbbed harder.

Another message came through:


Want to see who you’re talking to?


She paused... then typed:


Yes.


Seconds later a photo arrived.

Claire tapped it open.

Tyler was leaning against a wall, shirtless, gym shorts hanging low on his hips. Young, ripped, cocky smirk on his face. Confidence radiated from the screen. His body looked like it was carved to be used.

Her thighs squeezed together instinctively.

She couldn’t type. She couldn’t breathe.

Tyler sent one more message:


Your turn?


Claire stared at the photo longer than she should’ve. Tyler’s body was exactly what she imagined and worse. Dangerous. Tempting. Built for sin.

Her fingers hovered over the message field.

She wasn’t ready to send a picture. Not yet.

But she wasn’t going to stay silent either.

She typed:


Mmm... now I see why Jenna kept your number.
That body’s unfair. You’re built like a problem.

Send.

Her heart pounded as the typing bubbles appeared almost instantly.


A problem you want to handle, maybe?
You sound like trouble too, Claire. The married ones always are.

She grinned, biting her lip.


You’re assuming I’m trouble. I might be shy.
Or innocent.
You wouldn’t know... you haven’t touched me yet.

A pause.

Then:


If I touched you, sweetheart...
you wouldn’t be typing right now.

Claire’s breath hitched. Her thighs pressed tight. Her body lit up from a message.


So soft at first.
Then harder when you beg.
You like begging, Claire?

She stared at the screen, heat flooding her. Fingers trembling.

She typed, slowly, deliberately:


I’ve begged before.
They never listened.

Then waited.

Tyler replied:


Then let me ruin that memory.
I listen. I watch. I worship. And I don’t stop until you forget your own name.

Claire exhaled shakily, soaked in her own want.

She hadn’t sent a picture.

But he already had her.

Claire sat on the edge of the bed, her body burning with tension. Tyler’s last message still echoed in her mind:


I don’t stop until you forget your own name.


Her hand was trembling as she turned the camera on. She didn’t get naked not yet. But she wanted him to see her.

She stood in front of the mirror. No filters. Just a snug white t-shirt stretched across her chest, and tiny shorts that hugged her thighs, barely covering anything.

She took the pic. Her lips parted, hair loose. She looked... undone. Craving.

Send.

Seconds passed.

Then his reply lit up the screen:


Hot.
Fuck, Claire... you’re gorgeous.
Those thighs.
Those lips.
That look like you’re waiting for someone to pin you down and taste you.

Claire’s breath shivered out of her.

Another message came in:


That shirt won’t last a minute if I’m near you.
I’d have you on your back before it hits the floor.

Her fingers hovered again. Then she typed:


You talk a lot, Tyler.
Let’s see if you can actually back it up.

He replied instantly:


Name the time. The place.
And I’ll have you moaning “yes, Tyler” before you finish your first excuse.

Claire’s heart pounded. Her panties soaked.

She wasn’t pretending anymore.

Claire’s body was already pulsing, her hand resting low on her stomach as she typed her next message bold, playful, soaked in hidden hunger.


If you sent me a nude pic right now... I think I’d get even wetter.
Just saying.

She hit send and immediately felt her breath catch.

The dots appeared instantly.

Tyler wasn’t shy.

Seconds later image received.

Claire’s heart raced as she tapped it open.

There it was.

Thick. Hard. Veins bulging. The tip glistening with precum. Held in his strong hand, cocky and unashamed. Ready.

She moaned aloud.

Her legs opened. Her panties clung, soaked and needy.

Then the message:


This what you wanted, baby?
Imagine it rubbing against your soaked lips, teasing your entrance... but not sliding in until you beg.

Claire bit her lip hard, already slipping her fingers into her shorts as she typed back.


I’m already begging, Tyler.
Soaked. Throbbing. I want it inside me now.
You’d destroy me, wouldn’t you?

His reply was pure filth.


I’d make you scream.
Legs wide. Hands tied. That mouth drooling.
One hand on your throat while I fuck you deep until you cry from pleasure.

Claire’s hand moved faster, her body a mess of moans and heat.


Say more.
Say what you’d do if I was naked under you right now.
First? I’d make you ride me slow. Feel every inch stretching you.
Then I’d flip you over, pull your hair, and make you mine.
You’d be dripping onto my cock, clawing the sheets, whispering my name like a prayer.

Claire’s orgasm was building tight, trembling, her fingers relentless.


I’d take it, Tyler... every inch.
Use me. Make me yours.
Then come for me, baby.
Right now. Let go.
I want to hear how filthy you sound when you break.

And she did.

Hand buried deep, mouth pressed into the pillow, body shaking as she exploded gasping his name into the silence of her empty bedroom.

When it was over... she looked at the screen.

One more message from Tyler:


That was just a taste.
Now imagine what I’ll do when I’m actually inside you.

Her body still trembled, legs weak and soaked in afterglow. Her hand slid from between her thighs, her chest rising and falling in sharp breaths.

She stared at Tyler’s last message:


Now imagine what I’ll do when I’m actually inside you.


A wicked smirk curled on Claire’s lips.

She typed slowly, fingers still tingling:


I came, Tyler.
Hard.
You have no idea what you’ve started.
I’ll tell you when we meet...
And when we do, you better be ready to prove everything you said.
Bye for now 

Send.

She tossed the phone aside, smiling to herself as she pulled the blanket over her bare legs still pulsing from her release.

She wasn’t ashamed anymore.

She was in control now.

And Tyler?

He was hers to command.
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​Chapter 5: Confessions of the No-Longer-Innocent
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The morning sun poured through Claire’s window, but she barely noticed. She hadn’t stopped thinking about last night.

Or the filthy messages.

Or the picture.

Or her own fingers working desperately under the covers while Tyler whispered sin into her phone.

She couldn’t hold it in.

She called Jenna.

“Finally!” Jenna said as she picked up. “I was waiting. So? Did you text him?”

Claire didn’t even hesitate.

“I didn’t just text him, Jenna. I came.”

A beat of stunned silence on the line.

Then Jenna howled with laughter.

“Oh my god! Claire! I thought you were the shy one. The innocent married woman. Mrs. ‘That’s nonsense, Jenna.’”

Claire flushed, but she was smiling. “I was shy. Then I saw his pic.”

“Oh really?” Jenna teased. “What part of the pic did it for you, hmm?”

Claire groaned. “Don’t start.”

“No no, I have to,” Jenna purred. “You got off within the first few messages? Girl... even I took longer the first time.”

Claire laughed, covering her face. “I didn’t expect it to happen. But he was just... so confident. So bold. He said all the right things, and I was already so... wound up.”

Jenna was grinning through the phone. “So what now, Claire? Gonna meet him?”

Claire bit her lip. “Not yet. I told him I’d let him know when.”

“Mmhmm,” Jenna said, amused. “Let me guess... you’re gonna make him earn it now?”

Claire’s voice dropped.

“No... I’m going to make him prove it.”

Jenna was still laughing softly when Claire’s voice turned quieter, uncertain.

“Jenna... am I doing something wrong?”

There was a pause. Then Jenna’s tone changed softer, but firm. Like a good helper handing down truth.

“No, dear. You’re not. We’re not in our 20s sneaking around. We’re wives who’ve been abandoned emotionally, physically. Our husbands stopped seeing us. Stopped touching us. We’re just searching for the pleasure they left behind.”

Claire stayed quiet, processing it.

Jenna continued, voice sharpening.

“And let’s be honest, Claire. Do you really think they’ve been loyal all these years? You really think Mark never looked somewhere else? Never took someone else while ignoring you?”

Claire’s breath hitched.

Jenna didn’t let up.

“Greg had a work trip once three days, barely called me. Came back smelling like someone else’s perfume. I didn’t ask. I didn’t cry. I just decided I’d stop waiting. Maybe they’re the ones who cheated first. We don’t know.”

Claire exhaled sharply. “So... we’re just doing what they did?”

“We’re surviving,” Jenna corrected. “We’re reclaiming ourselves. There’s no guilt in pleasure, Claire. Not when it’s earned.”

Claire let out a slow, wicked laugh.

“You’re right,” she said. “Screw the guilt.”

“That’s the spirit,” Jenna smirked. “Now tell me did you save that picture of Tyler’s cock or do I have to ask him to resend it?”

Claire burst into laughter. “Shut up!”

But deep down... she already had it saved.

Titled: Maybe Tonight.
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​Chapter 6: The Close Call
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The morning was slow and quiet. Claire stood in the kitchen, absent-mindedly stirring her coffee, her body still aching from the night before.

She hadn't texted Tyler yet today. She didn’t need to.

Because he texted first.

Buzz.

Her phone was on the table in the living room.

She didn’t hear the message but he did.

Mark.

He was still home, straightening his tie, checking his phone, going through the same boring motions like every other morning.

“Claire,” he called out. “You got a message.”

Her stomach flipped. Ice shot through her chest.

“Oh?” she asked, trying to sound normal. “Who’s it from?”

“Jenna, I think,” he replied, glancing toward the screen. “Says Jeena. Probably a typo when you saved it.”

Jeena. That was Tyler’s number.

Her blood ran cold. Her legs moved before her brain did calm, smooth, as if nothing was wrong.

She walked into the room with a smile plastered on her face. “Probably another recipe video. She sends me stuff all the time.”

She picked up the phone, careful to not let the screen turn toward him.

And there it was:


“Thinking of you already, baby.”


Attached was the picture Tyler’s thick bulge stretching his boxers, full, hard, outlined perfectly beneath the fabric.

Claire’s pulse roared in her ears. Her thighs clenched. But she forced a breath, locked the screen, and slid the phone into her robe pocket like it was nothing.

Mark shrugged, picked up his keys. “Alright. I’m off. See you tonight.”

She smiled. “Bye, honey.”

He kissed her cheek. She didn’t feel it.

The door shut.

Only then did she exhale.

And melt into the couch, pulling her phone out and staring at the picture again.

So close to being caught. So close to bursting.

And now... she was wet all over again.

Claire stared at the photo.

Tyler’s cock, hard and thick, barely contained by his boxers. The outline was sinful throbbing, swollen, teasing her through the screen.

Her breath hitched. She spread her legs slightly on the couch, the cool air hitting her wetness through the fabric of her panties. She was soaked.

Still in her robe, still high from the danger... she started typing.


You’re going to ruin me with just pictures if you keep this up.
That bulge... I want to pull those boxers down with my teeth.
Feel it slap against my tongue before I even taste it.

Send.

Her pulse thudded in her throat as she waited. Barely thirty seconds passed before the reply came.


Fuck.
You want it in your mouth first, huh?
I’d hold your head right there let you lick, tease, then feed you inch by inch until your throat knows me.

Claire moaned softly, hand already sliding under the robe.


I’d choke on it, Tyler.
Look up at you with tears in my eyes and my mouth full of you.
Would you fuck my mouth slow, or be rough with me?

His reply hit instantly:


Rough.
*Both hands on your head. No mercy.
I’d fuck your face while you gag and drool all over it.
Then pull you off, kiss you with your lips soaked in me... and bend you over the couch you’re sitting on right now.

Claire’s fingers were already inside her. Two of them, wet, trembling.


I’m touching myself right now.
*My husband just left, and I’m soaking the couch for you.
Say something filthier, Tyler. Push me over.

And he did.


I’d rip that robe off. Spank your ass until it’s red.
Then shove my cock in, raw and deep, while you scream my name like you forgot your husband even exists.

Claire broke.

Her moans filled the empty house as she exploded again legs twitching, robe half-open, heart pounding.

And she hadn’t even met him yet.
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​Chapter 7: First Look
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Claire couldn’t stop panting.

Her robe was open, her thighs sticky, fingers still wet. But the ache hadn’t left her. If anything, it was worse now gnawing, pulsing.

She needed more.

Her hands shook as she clicked on Tyler’s number.

Not a message this time.

Video call.

It rang once. Twice.

Then he picked up.

Tyler’s face appeared on the screen, lips curled in a smug, knowing smirk.

And he was already naked.

His chest, sculpted and rising with deep breaths, filled the frame at first... and then the camera tilted down. His hand was stroking a rock-hard cock thick, veiny, glistening at the tip.

Claire gasped.

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned when he saw her. “You’re really doing this, huh?”

She held the phone out with a trembling hand. Her robe was open, her body fully bare beneath. But she kept him waiting.

“Inch by inch,” she whispered.

She lowered the phone, slowly revealing her neck... her collarbone... her soft breasts, the nipples already hardened with heat.

Tyler’s hand moved faster.

“Jesus, Claire...” he moaned. “You’re perfect. I knew you were hot, but this? You’re a fucking wet dream.”

She laughed softly, then stood up and set the phone down to show more.

Her stomach... her hips... then her fingers tugging at her soaked panties, sliding them down.

No hiding now. Her legs spread, her pussy glistening, begging.

“You’ve been making me drip all morning,” she said, voice low and needy. “Do you like what’s yours now?”

Tyler grunted, stroking harder, his eyes locked on her body through the screen.

“I’m gonna come just watching you,” he growled. “But I want to hear everything. Tell me what you’d do if I was there.”

Claire sank onto the bed, legs wide, phone angled down. Her fingers slid across her wet slit again as she looked him in the eye.

“I’d ride you so slow,” she whispered, moaning as her fingers moved. “Let you feel how tight I am. Clench around you... tease you until you begged.”

“Fuck,” Tyler groaned. “Show me, Claire. Rub that clit. Make yourself come for me. I want to see you break.”

She obeyed fingers circling fast now, her body arching, her mouth open in breathless gasps.

“Tyler—” she moaned.

And that was it.

She exploded on screen legs shaking, moaning shamelessly, eyes locked on his as she fell apart.

Tyler stroked harder, grunting, teeth clenched.

“I’m gonna come... I’m gonna—”

His cock throbbed on screen, hot white ropes spilling across his chest, his abs, as he groaned her name.

The screen went silent.

Two lovers panting, used, undone. And they hadn’t even touched yet.

Claire smiled wickedly, her body still twitching.

“That was your preview,” she whispered.

He smirked, wiping sweat from his brow.

“Then I need the full show. When?”

She just grinned.

“Soon.”

Claire lay on the bed, robe still open, her body buzzing from the orgasm she just gave herself in front of him. The video call had ended, but her mind was still spinning with the image of Tyler's thick cock spilling for her.

She didn’t hesitate. She tapped Call.

He answered instantly.

“Claire...” His voice was thick, low, wrecked. “Fuck. You killed me.”

She smiled, cheeks flushed. Her voice playful. “Tell me.”

“Tell you what?” he teased, but he was still catching his breath.

“How I looked.”

There was a pause.

Then his voice came back deeper, slower, more intense.

“You looked... like sin, Claire. A walking, moaning, dripping fantasy.”

Claire bit her lip, heart thudding.

“I mean it,” he said. “From the second you let that robe fall open your tits, fuck, they’re perfect. Round, soft... I want them in my mouth for hours.”

She moaned softly, her thighs twitching again.

“And those hips?” he continued, “You’re made to ride. Every curve screamed ‘take me.’ But what broke me...”

His voice dropped even lower.

“...was your pussy. So wet. Glowing. Spread for me like you’d been waiting years to be seen.”

Claire was breathless. “Tyler...”

“I wanted to reach through the screen and fuck you right there. I wanted to hold your thighs open and bury myself so deep you couldn’t walk the next day.”

She gasped, her fingers already sliding back down again without thinking.

“You looked like a woman who’s been neglected too long,” he said, voice almost a growl. “And now? You look like mine.”

Claire moaned, one hand gripping the sheets.

“Say it again,” she whispered.

“You’re mine, Claire. The moment I get my hands on you there’s no going back.”

“Hoo really?” Claire whispered into the phone, voice half-teasing, half-breathless.

“You think I’m yours already, Tyler?”

He chuckled darkly. “I know you are.”

Claire smirked, then leaned back, her tone suddenly sharp and curious.

“Then tell me something...”

“Mmhmm?”

“How many wet pussies have you entered before me?” she asked bluntly.
“No lies. I want the truth, Tyler.”
Tyler paused, surprised but he didn’t hide.

“You want the real number?”

Claire’s voice dropped. “I want everything. I want to know what kind of filthy man I’ve opened my legs for.”

He let out a breath. Then confessed:

“Eight. Before you.”

“Eight?” she echoed.

“Yeah. Most of them older than me. Married. Lonely. I don’t chase girls my age they don’t feel like you. Don’t know how to beg like you do.”

Claire swallowed. Her thighs clenched again.

“I gave them what they wanted,” Tyler continued, voice low and proud. “Bent over hotel beds. Against mirrors. In cars. Some of them screamed. Some cried. All of them came. More than once.”

Claire gasped, her nipples hardening again.

“Were they as wet as me?” she asked.

“Not even close,” he growled. “You were dripping for me. I could see it shining, Claire. And you weren’t even touched yet. You? You’re different. You don’t just want my cock... you need it.”

Claire moaned into the phone.

He wasn’t wrong.

And now she needed to be next.

Claire’s breath was heavy, her thighs still sticky from their last round of heat. But her mind was racing now not just with lust, but with questions she couldn’t ignore.

“Tyler...” she said softly.

“Yeah?”

“I need to know something else.”

“Ask me.”

Her voice dropped.

“With those eight women... did you use condoms? Or did you go raw?”

There was silence for a beat.

Then Tyler’s voice returned, slower, more serious.

“With most of them... yeah, I used condoms.”

Claire stayed silent. Listening. Waiting.

“But,” he added, “there were... three I didn’t.”

Her heart thudded harder. “Why?”

He was honest.

“Because they begged me. Because they needed to feel it all. Skin to skin. Heat to heat. One of them said, ‘I want to feel what your girlfriend would feel.’”

Claire swallowed, her mouth dry, yet dripping below.

“I made sure they were clean,” Tyler added. “We talked. They trusted me. I trusted them. I never finish inside unless I’m told to.”

Claire’s breath caught at those last words.

“Told to?”

“Yeah,” Tyler said, voice like fire now. “If you ever look me in the eyes and say it... I’ll give you everything. Fill you until it leaks out of you for hours.”

Claire shivered. Her core clenched hard.

“And you?” he asked. “You thinking about raw, Claire?”

She hesitated... then whispered:

“I don’t know.”

But her soaked panties said yes.
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​Chapter 8: His First Taste
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Claire was still on the call, curled up in bed, her body cooling down but her mind hotter than ever.

She could still hear Tyler breathing through the speaker relaxed, spent, but waiting for her next move.

She smiled to herself and asked softly, “Can I ask you something more... personal?”

Tyler chuckled. “After what we just did? Ask me anything, baby.”

She bit her lip. “Your first time. What was it like?”

He paused for a moment. Not because he was embarrassed but because he remembered it too well.

“Ah, damn,” he said. “You really want to hear that?”

“Yes,” she said firmly. “I want to know what made you like this. Were you confident even then? Or did someone teach you how to fuck?”

Tyler let out a breath. Then he started.

“I was 19. Still living with my parents. No clue what the hell I was doing, honestly. And then... she happened.”

Claire’s heart thumped. “She?”

“Yeah,” he said, a little grin in his voice. “She was my mom’s friend. Divorced. Probably late thirties. Used to come over for tea a lot.”

Claire’s eyes widened.

“She caught me staring once,” he continued. “Didn’t say anything. Just smiled. A week later, she told me her Wi-Fi was down and asked if I could come fix it. I said yes without thinking.”

“And?” Claire asked, already soaked.

“She was wearing this tight little robe. Nothing under it. I didn’t even finish pretending to ‘check the modem’ before she pulled me in and kissed me.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that. She said, ‘You’re curious, aren’t you? I’ll show you. But you listen to everything I say.’”

Claire was squirming now.

“She made me sit on the edge of her bed. Took my clothes off. Touched me like she knew I was shaking inside. Said she’d train me properly. And she did.”

Claire moaned softly. “She made you her toy.”

“Every time her ex dropped by, she’d text me. She taught me how to eat pussy. How to go slow. How to be rough when she wanted it. I didn’t just lose my virginity that summer... I learned how to own a woman’s body.”

Claire was silent, eyes wide, thighs soaked.

And Tyler added with a smirk, “So if I ever touch you, Claire... just remember I was trained by a desperate, needy older woman... just like you.”

Claire was quiet for a moment, her breath soft through the speaker. But her mind was racing again.

Then she asked, almost casually but not really.

“Do you still talk to her?”

Tyler paused. “Who? The woman who took my v-card?”

“Yeah. Her,” Claire said. “Or the other ones. The eight you mentioned.”

His voice came back steady, serious.

“No. Not anymore. That part of my life is... over.”

Claire stayed silent, so he continued.

“She moved away. Got remarried. It ended before it got messy. She told me I was ‘dangerous now’ that she didn’t want to fall.”

“And the rest?” Claire asked, softer this time.

Tyler took a breath.

“Some were one-time things. Some lasted a few weeks. All of them were... women like you. Starved. Horny. Curious. But once they got what they needed, they faded. Or I did.”

Claire’s voice dropped to a whisper. “So... I’m not just number nine?”

“No,” he said firmly. “You’re not like them.”

“Why?”

“Because they wanted a boytoy,” Tyler said. “You? You make me feel like a man. You challenge me. You tease. You ask questions. You make me burn.”

Claire flushed.

“I don’t want to just fuck you, Claire. I want to wreck you. I want you thinking about me when you're with your husband. When you're in the shower. When you're alone in public and your panties are soaked and you can’t explain why.”

Claire moaned softly, her body heating again.

“You’re the only one now,” Tyler said. “No one else. Just you.”
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​Chapter 9: Darker Desires
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Claire’s voice was soft, almost innocent but laced with something darker underneath.

“Tyler...”

“Yeah, baby?”

She hesitated. Then asked, “Do you have any kink desires?”

He chuckled a low, dangerous sound that made her thighs clench instantly.

“You’re really opening that door?” he said.

“I want to know,” Claire whispered. “All of it. What really turns you on. What you think about when you’re alone. What you crave.”

He exhaled slowly.

“Alright,” he said. “You asked.”

Then his voice dropped.

“I like control. I like watching a woman surrender. Not because I force her but because she wants to.”

Claire moaned under her breath.

“I like bondage,” he continued. “Ropes, cuffs, blindfolds. I love taking away sight and giving back nothing but sensation.”

Claire's breath hitched.

“I want to tie your hands behind your back. Slowly strip you. Whisper in your ear what I’m going to do. Tease you until you're begging to be touched.”

She was already squirming.

“I like power play. Calling the shots. Making you say yes, sir when you’re dripping and desperate.”

Claire whispered, “Fuck...”

“But I’m not just rough,” he added. “I like praise. Telling you how perfect you look spread open. How your moans make me harder. I want you to feel worshiped and owned at the same time.”

Claire gasped.

“I love oral giving it. Making you squirm, grab my hair, scream my name while your thighs trap my face. That’s heaven.”

Claire was soaked. Her fingers slid beneath her panties again as she whispered, “Anything else?”

Tyler smirked.

“I love when a woman wears nothing but heels and a collar,” he said. “Looking up at me, lips wet, eyes needy.”

Claire whimpered.

“I want to break your ‘good girl’ mask, Claire,” he growled. “I want to find the filthy version of you hiding underneath.”

She was already touching herself again, dripping wet, breathing hard.

And then she whispered:

“Maybe she’s already out.”

Tyler’s voice was low, dangerous, and dripping with curiosity now.

“Your turn, Claire.”

She bit her lip, her hand still between her thighs, soaked and trembling.

“What turns you on? What filthy little fantasies have you been hiding while playing the loyal housewife?”

She let out a slow, shaky breath.

“I’ve always wanted to be... used,” she whispered. “Not hurt. Not degraded. Just... taken. Pushed. Broken in all the right ways.”

Tyler stayed silent. Letting her keep going.

“I want to be controlled and told what to do. Told when I can come. How to come. I want to please... and be punished when I don’t.”

“Mmm,” Tyler moaned.

Claire kept going, voice more confident now.

“I’ve thought about being tied up, blindfolded. Left waiting with my legs open, soaking, until you decide I’ve earned your cock.”

“You’d earn it fast,” he growled.

“I want to be told I’m yours while your hand grips my throat,” she continued. “I want to kneel. Serve. Hear you call me your good girl and then make me prove it.”

She was panting now.

“And I want to be filled,” she whispered. “So deep I can’t breathe. So raw I forget who I’m married to.”

Tyler grunted, his own breath unsteady.

“You’re fucking perfect, Claire.”

She smiled, dark and hungry now.

“I’ve been good too long, Tyler. I think it’s time someone turned me bad.”
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​Chapter 10: The Plan
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Claire’s voice trembled but it wasn’t fear anymore. It was need.

“Tyler...”

“Yeah?”

“Can we meet tomorrow?” she whispered. “And... mate? I can’t wait anymore.”

There was a beat of silence. Then a growl from the other end.

“Fuck, Claire... I was hoping you’d say that. I can’t wait either. I’ve been hard since last night thinking about you.”

She licked her lips, heart pounding.

“Then listen carefully.”

Her tone shifted calmer now. Serious. Calculated.

“Tomorrow. My husband leaves around 8:30. I want you here by 9:00. Not too early, not too obvious.”

“Okay,” he breathed, already sounding turned on just hearing her plan.

“Wear something simple,” she said firmly. “T-shirt. Shorts. Normal slippers. Nothing flashy. You’re just a guy walking through the street. Got it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he teased, voice deep and playful.

Claire ignored it, continuing. “I’ll send you the address. Don’t come straight to the house. Wait at the end of the street. I’ll text you the signal when it’s safe. You don’t move until I say.”

He let out a breath. “Fuck, you’re turning me on just giving orders.”

Claire smirked. “You’ll need to be calm tomorrow. Controlled. Silent until the door shuts behind you.”

“Understood,” he growled. “But once that door shuts... I’m taking you.”

Her thighs clenched.

“You better,” she whispered. “Because I won’t be wearing much.”

There was a pause... then Tyler said, “Send me the pin, baby. I’ll be there. Hard and ready.”

“I’ll update you the second he leaves,” Claire said. “Don’t be late. Don’t fuck this up.”

“I won’t.”

They both went quiet for a moment hearing nothing but each other’s breathing.

Then Claire added:

“And Tyler?”

“Yeah?”

“Bring your hunger.”
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​Chapter 11: The Arrival
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Tyler was already there.

Standing at the far end of Claire’s quiet residential street, blending in perfectly. Just a plain white T-shirt, casual shorts, and slippers nobody’s idea of trouble.

But beneath that calm exterior?

His cock was rock hard. His pulse thundered. And his mind was full of her.

At 8:58 AM, his phone buzzed.

Claire calling.

He picked up instantly.

“Talk to me,” he said, voice low.

Claire’s whisper came through, tight and urgent. “He just left. Five minutes ago. You’re clear.”

Tyler exhaled sharply, already walking.

“From where you’re standing,” Claire continued, “you’ll see a yellow pole on the right. Walk straight from there.”

His eyes locked on it.

“Got it.”

“Keep going until you see a big red stone near the porch,” she said, breath hot in his ear. “It says ‘Welcome’ on it. That’s my house.”

He walked slowly, calmly, just another guy on a morning stroll.

Claire’s voice dropped into a whisper.

“I’m leaving the door unlocked. It’ll be slightly open. Just push it and come inside. No knocking. No talking. Just come.”

Tyler swallowed hard.

“I’m already coming, baby.”

She chuckled darkly.

“I’m waiting... no bra. No panties. Just a thin robe and your name dripping between my legs.”

He groaned.

“Fuck...”

“You’ve got two minutes,” Claire whispered. “Don’t make me wet this floor for nothing.”

Click.

Call ended.

Tyler’s pace picked up. His cock throbbed inside his shorts as he passed the pole... the stone... and finally, the house.

The door?

Slightly open.

He stepped closer.

Took one final look at the quiet street behind him.

And pushed it open...
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​Chapter 12: No Turning Back
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The door creaked as Tyler stepped inside, heart pounding, half-hard and aching. The air smelled like quiet suburban innocence but he was here to corrupt it.

From somewhere deeper in the house, her voice called out:

“Lock the door... and come to me.”

He turned and clicked the bolt shut. That click sounded like a countdown to sin.

Each step down the hallway felt like walking into a fire.

Then he saw her.

She was standing at the edge of the bed thin robe barely clinging to her curves, loose and teasing. Her legs bare. Her chest heaving. No bra. No panties. Nothing beneath. Just need.

And her eyes?

Starving.

She walked to him slowly, like a predator in heat, until their bodies were inches apart. No words. Just the kind of heat that swallows reason.

Then she grabbed his face and kissed him hard.

It wasn’t gentle. It was desperate, wet, claiming.

Tyler growled against her lips and gripped her hips hard, then spun her and slammed her back against the wall.

Claire gasped, but didn’t resist.

Her arms wrapped around his neck, fingers buried in his hair as she moaned into his mouth, grinding her hips up against the rock growing inside his shorts.

“Fuck...” he hissed. “You’re hotter than I imagined.”

She smirked, biting his lip. “Then take me.”

His hand slid down ripping her robe open in one swift motion, exposing her tits, her stomach, her soaked slit.

He froze, staring at her body.

“Holy fuck, Claire...”

Her voice was breathless, eyes locked on him. “Close the curtain, Tyler.”

He looked up.

And grinned.

Tyler slammed her to the wall, kissing her deep tongues clashing, breath ragged, bodies burning.

But Claire’s hands had a mission.

Without breaking the kiss, her fingers slid down his chest, reached his waistband, and grabbed his cock through the thin fabric of his shorts.

It was rock hard.

Her eyes widened as she felt the shape thick, long, and curved upward like it was sculpted to wreck her insides.

“Mmm,” she moaned against his lips, smirking. “So this is what I’ve been dripping for...”

She dropped her gaze, then slowly slid down to her knees never breaking eye contact. Her hands gripped his waistband and pulled his shorts down, inch by inch.

His cock sprang free.

Thick. Veiny. So hard it twitched in the air as it escaped.

Claire’s mouth opened slightly. Her tongue slipped out, tasting the tip precum already glistening. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, stroking him slow, teasing.

“Claire...” Tyler groaned, his hand resting gently on her head. “You’re gonna make me lose it already.”

She just smiled wickedly.

“I want it in my mouth. All of it. Let me feel what I’ve been fantasizing about for days.”

She opened wide and slid him in.

Hot. Wet. Deep.

She moaned as his cock filled her mouth, her lips stretching to take him. Her hand stroked what her throat couldn’t yet manage, spit already coating her chin as she bobbed slowly.

Tyler gripped her hair tighter.

“Fuck... good girl.”

Claire moaned around his cock loving the praise, loving the power of bringing him to his knees with her throat.

She started going deeper, faster, hands stroking the base while her tongue worked the head like she was worshipping a god.

And Tyler?

Head back. Eyes shut. Muscles tense.

But he wasn’t gonna cum yet.

He had other plans.
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​Chapter 13: The First Taste
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Claire was on her knees, lips wrapped around Tyler’s thick cock, moaning as she bobbed up and down, spit dripping from her mouth, hand stroking what her throat couldn’t take.

He groaned, his hips flexing forward then suddenly grabbed her hair and yanked her off his cock.

She gasped, blinking up at him, her lips wet, breath ragged.

He looked down at her like he was about to feast.

Without a word, he bent down, scooped her up in his arms, and carried her like a possession. Her legs wrapped around him instinctively, her fingers clawing at his shoulders.

He walked her to the bed and laid her down not gently, but hungry.

Her ass was right at the edge of the mattress. Her robe already hanging open. Her thighs spread on instinct, soaked and glistening.

Tyler dropped to his knees.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t wait.

He buried his face between her thighs like a starving man.

Claire screamed the moment his tongue touched her.

“Fuck—Tyler—!”

His tongue licked her slowly at first long, deep strokes, savoring her flavor, her slick heat. Then he locked his lips around her clit and sucked hard.

Claire’s back arched, hands flying to his hair, moaning like she was already cumming.

“Oh my God, don’t stop...”

But he didn’t. He licked her faster, rougher, then slid his tongue inside her fucking her with it while his nose pressed against her swollen clit.

She was dripping.

Her thighs trembled. Her moans turned into whimpers.

He groaned into her cunt, and the vibration made her cry out.

He didn’t let up.

He ate her like he owned her.

And she... was unraveling.

“Tyler—Tyler I’m gonna—”

He just held her tighter and flicked her clit with rapid, relentless strokes.

Until 

She screamed.

Her legs clamped tight around his head, body jerking as she shattered apart, gushing into his mouth, moaning his name like a broken prayer.

Tyler licked up every drop.

Then looked up, face soaked, eyes wild.

And said 

“Now I’m gonna fuck you for real.”

Claire lay on the bed, her body still trembling from the orgasm Tyler pulled out of her with nothing but his mouth. Her robe was open wide, legs spread, thighs sticky and glistening. Her chest rose and fell in rapid, needy breaths.

Tyler kissed his way up her stomach, then her breasts, licking and biting her nipples before reaching her lips again.

She moaned into his mouth as he hovered over her his cock rock hard, throbbing against her slick entrance.

But she didn’t wait.

Her hand reached down, fingers wrapping tight around his shaft.

She stroked him slow and firm, making him groan into her mouth.

Then she brought the head of his cock right against her clit, rubbing it slowly, wetly, letting it slide through her folds again and again.

“Fuck...” Tyler growled, shivering from the tease.

She looked up at him, biting her lip. “I want to feel it. Inside.”

He gritted his teeth, fighting the urge to slam in.

Still holding his shaft, she angled it down lined it up herself.

The swollen head kissed her entrance, her slick heat welcoming it.

She looked into his eyes, her voice a whisper.

“Enter.”

He pushed forward, slowly... inch by inch.

Her pussy stretched around him, tight and hot, soaking his cock as he slid in.

“Fuuuck, Claire...”

Her mouth dropped open, back arching.

“Oh my god... yes... yesss—”

He bottomed out, balls pressing against her ass, both of them frozen, shaking from the first deep connection.

He held still for a moment, letting her feel it. Letting her own the stretch. The fullness.

Then he began to move.

Slow. Deep. Powerful.

Claire whimpered beneath him, fingers clawing into his back.

“You feel so good,” she moaned. “So thick. So deep...”

Tyler leaned down, kissing her neck, whispering against her ear.

“You were made for this. For me.”

Then 

He snapped his hips.

Claire cried out, legs wrapping around his waist as he began to pound her harder, faster, deeper.

The bed creaked. Her moans filled the room. Skin slapped skin. Wetness dripped between her thighs.

She was being fucked like she’d never been fucked in her life.

And she didn’t want it to stop.

Claire was a moaning mess beneath him, body bouncing under every deep, hard thrust. Her legs were wrapped tight around his waist, her hands gripping the sheets like her life depended on it.

But Tyler wasn’t done.

Not even close.

He pulled out suddenly, making her whimper from the loss, and growled:

“Turn around.”

She obeyed instantly.

He grabbed her hips and bent her over the bed face down, ass up, back arched perfectly.

“Fuck, look at this view...” he muttered, stroking his cock as her dripping pussy winked back at him.

Then he slammed back inside her.

“AHH—!” Claire cried out, voice broken, knees nearly giving out.

His hips smacked against her ass again and again, every thrust deeper, harder, wilder.

Then came the first slap his palm crashing down on her ass cheek.

Claire screamed, eyes rolling back. “Tyler—!”

Another spank.

And another.

He alternated between pounding her and spanking her, his cock thick and pulsing inside her tight, soaked walls, her ass red and jiggling under his grip.

“You love being taken like this, don’t you?” he growled.

“Yes! Yes—don’t stop!” she begged, her voice breaking.

He leaned over her back, grunting into her ear.

“Where should I finish, Claire? Tell me. Where do you want it?”

She barely hesitated.

“Deep inside me,” she moaned. “Fill me. Flood me. I want it dripping out when you leave.”

That was it.

He grabbed her hips, slammed in deep and held.

His cock throbbed. His breath caught.

“CLAIRE—FUCK—!”

He exploded inside her thick, hot ropes of cum pouring deep into her womb as he groaned like a beast, body trembling, cock buried to the base.

Claire moaned through gritted teeth, her nails tearing at the sheets, her pussy milking every drop from him.

They stayed like that still, shaking, sweating.

Connected.

Dripping.

Destroyed.
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​Chapter 14: Still Not Done
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Tyler was still buried inside her, cock slowly softening, his cum leaking out of her swollen, used pussy. Claire’s body trembled beneath him sweaty, red, wrecked.

But then she turned her head, looking back over her shoulder.

Eyes wild. Lips parted. Voice low and hungry.

“One more,” she whispered. “I’m not satisfied.”

Tyler blinked. “Claire...”

“You’re so fucking good,” she panted. “Do it again.”

He grinned feral, breathless, and already hardening again.

“In this position?” he asked, gripping her ass.

She moaned. “Yes. Just like this. Don’t go easy.”

And with that he pulled out, his cock already hardening again, slick with her wetness and his cum.

He slapped her ass once more, grabbed her hips, and slammed back into her.

Claire screamed, her legs nearly giving out from how sensitive and stretched she already was.

But she didn’t tell him to stop.

She threw her ass back into him, desperate for more.

Tyler grabbed her hair, yanked her head up, and pounded her from behind like a man possessed.

Skin slapped skin.

Her ass bounced, red and glowing.

Wetness splattered with every thrust, loud and filthy.

Claire’s moans were no longer words just raw sounds. Screams. Whimpers. Begging.

“You want more?” Tyler growled. “I’ll give you fucking more.”

He fucked her harder than before his cock pistoning in and out, her pussy soaking everything, dripping down her thighs, messy and used.

“Yes, yes, yes—don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

Claire’s voice cracked as her pussy clenched, her body just about to break again.

But then 

Ding-dong.

The doorbell rang.

They both froze. Breathless. Bodies slick and tangled.

“What the fuck—” Tyler muttered, pulling halfway out of her soaked pussy, still rock hard and throbbing.

Claire’s eyes widened in horror. She shoved her hand over her mouth, heart racing.

“Shit...” she gasped, scrambling off the bed.

She grabbed her robe and stumbled into the hallway, still dripping, thighs wet with his cum, body seconds away from climax just moments ago.

She crept to the front door, peered through the peephole

Her husband.

Standing there.

Keys in one hand. Phone in the other.

Claire’s heart stopped.

She rushed back to the bedroom, slamming the door behind her in a silent frenzy.

“It’s him. It’s fucking him!” she hissed.

Tyler jumped up, eyes wide. “What?!”

“Get under the bed!” she whispered harshly, throwing his shorts and slippers at him. “Now!”

He didn’t argue. He grabbed the clothes, dove under the bed, and started pulling them on as quickly and silently as possible.

Claire yanked her robe closed, wiped herself quickly with the edge of the bedsheet, adjusted her hair in the mirror, and took one deep, shaky breath.

She still felt him inside her.

Still wanted to cum.

But now... she had to face her husband.

Claire’s body was still trembling, pussy twitching, Tyler’s cum dripping down her thighs as she scrambled toward the bathroom.

Think, think, think 

She turned the shower on full blast and cupped cold water in her hands, splashing it quickly between her legs, across her chest, over her flushed face trying to erase every trace of the sin that had just taken place.

Then she grabbed a towel, dabbed herself dry, and threw her robe back on.

Her heart was pounding as she walked toward the door and opened it.

Her husband stood there, raising an eyebrow. “Why so late to open the door?”

Claire smiled cool, calm, hiding the chaos under her skin.

“I was just about to take a shower,” she said, adjusting the robe. “You got back a little early.”

He nodded, stepping inside.

And just like that Claire closed the door... and the scene was over.

Behind that bedroom wall, under the bed, Tyler lay in silence sticky, hidden, and grinning.

He knew this wasn’t the end.

It was just the beginning.

END of Book One.

Book 2 soon............

FOLLOW X(TWITTER) @RICHARDSTANSIN



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever RICHARD STAN publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-ITUWD-APUIG[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-HH-ITUWD-APUIG

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SEVEN YEARS TTCHED

. 5\

aﬁD STAN






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





