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Chapter One

I never imagined a single afternoon at the spa could unravel the threads of my carefully woven life. 

My name is Kim Reynolds, and for the past decade, I've been the picture of domestic bliss—a devoted wife to Mark, mother to our two energetic boys, and keeper of our cozy suburban home. 

Straight as they come, or at least that's what I'd always told myself. Until Linda. 

It was my birthday when my best friend Sarah insisted on treating me to a day of pampering. 'You deserve it, Kim,' she said, shoving me toward the door of Serenity Spa. 

'Mark and the kids can survive without you for a few hours.' I laughed it off, but deep down, I was grateful for the escape. 

The house had been a whirlwind of school runs, laundry piles, and Mark's late nights at the office. A massage sounded like heaven. 

The spa was all soft lighting and soothing aromas, the kind of place that whispered relaxation from every corner. I changed into the provided robe and waited in a plush chair until a soft knock announced my masseuse. 

'Hi, I'm Linda,' came a voice like warm honey, and when she stepped in, the air seemed to shift. 

Linda was stunning in a way that caught you off guard—tall, with curves that filled out her crisp white uniform just right, her dark hair pulled into a practical bun that somehow accentuated the graceful line of her neck. 

Her green eyes met mine with a professional smile, but there was a spark there, something alive and knowing. 

'Ready to unwind?' she asked, her tone light and inviting. 

I nodded, slipping onto the table face down, the thin sheet draped over me like a fragile barrier. 

She warmed the oil between her palms, and then her hands were on me—strong, sure, gliding over my shoulders with a pressure that melted the tension I'd carried for weeks. 

I sighed into the padded face cradle, letting my eyes drift shut as she worked down my back, her fingers tracing the ridges of my spine. 

It was innocent at first, purely therapeutic. But as she moved lower, kneading the muscles along my hips, a warmth spread through me that had nothing to do with the heated stones she occasionally pressed against my skin. 

Her touch lingered just a fraction longer than necessary, her thumbs circling in slow, deliberate motions that sent unexpected shivers racing across my flesh. 

I told myself it was the oil, the ambiance, anything but the woman wielding those skilled hands. 

When she asked me to turn over, I hesitated, my heart thudding a little too fast. 

The sheet slipped slightly as I moved, and her eyes flicked down for the briefest moment before she adjusted it with care. 

Starting at my arms, she massaged upward, her fingers brushing the sensitive insides of my elbows, then down to my hands, interlacing with mine to stretch the tension away. It felt intimate, almost tender. 

By the time she reached my legs, I was hyperaware of every inch of contact. Her palms slid along my calves, then higher, to the backs of my knees, and finally the tops of my thighs. 

The sheet rode up just enough that her fingertips grazed the soft skin there, so close to the heat building between my legs. 

I bit the inside of my cheek, willing my body to stay still, but a soft ache pulsed in response. Her breath was even, controlled, carrying a faint hint of jasmine that mingled with the lavender oil. 

'That's it, just breathe,' she murmured, her voice low and close as she leaned in to work on my collarbone. Her uniform brushed my arm, the fabric whispering against my skin. 

I could see the curve of her breasts as she bent forward, the way her lips parted slightly with concentration. It was all too much. When the session ended, she helped me sit up, her hand steady on my elbow. 

'You carry so much in these shoulders, Kim. Promise me you'll come back soon?' 

I mumbled something incoherent, my face burning as I dressed and fled to the lobby. 

Sarah was waiting, chattering about lunch, but I barely heard her. My skin still hummed from Linda's touch, a phantom sensation that followed me home. 

That was two weeks ago, and it's haunted me ever since. Mornings start the same: alarm blaring at 6:30, feet hitting the cold floor to start coffee while the kids stumble downstairs demanding cereal. 

But now, as I stir the pot and pack lunches, my thoughts wander. 

I replay the massage in vivid detail—the slick slide of oil, the firm press of her palms, the accidental brush of her wrist against the swell of my breast when she adjusted the sheet. 

It's absurd. I've never looked at a woman that way. Mark and I have a good life; our sex is routine but satisfying. Or it was. 

Take last night. The kids were finally asleep, and Mark came up behind me in the kitchen, his hands familiar on my waist as he nuzzled my neck. 

'Missed you today,' he growled, pulling me toward the bedroom. 

We stripped quickly, falling into bed with the ease of long practice. His mouth was on my breasts, sucking and nipping, while his fingers probed between my thighs. 

I arched into him, but it felt... distant. Like going through a script I'd memorized years ago. 

He entered me with a grunt, his hips snapping forward in that steady rhythm we'd perfected. His cock filled me, thrusting deep, but there was no fire, no rush of need. 

I wrapped my legs around him, moaning on cue as he pounded harder, chasing his release. 

In my mind, though, it wasn't Mark's weight pinning me down. It was Linda—her lithe body hovering over mine, those green eyes dark with intent, her hands exploring where no woman's had before. 

Imagining her fingers instead of his, soft and insistent, circling my clit until I shattered. 

The fantasy pushed me over the edge, my walls clenching around him in a half-hearted orgasm that left me emptier than before. 

He rolled off, satisfied, kissing my forehead before snoring within minutes. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my body still tingling with unfulfilled want. What is wrong with me? 

The days blur into a haze of domesticity laced with distraction. 

Folding laundry becomes a torturous exercise: I smooth out Mark's boxers, then pause over my own panties, wondering what Linda's would feel like—silk or lace, clinging to her hips. 

In the grocery store, selecting avocados, I press one gently, its ripe give evoking the imagined softness of her thighs under my touch. I shake it off, cheeks flaming, and rush to the dairy aisle. 

Even cooking dinner turns erotic in my fevered imagination. 

Chopping carrots, the knife's rhythmic slice mimics something more primal—the way her hands might part my legs, delving into my wetness with expert strokes. I burn the garlic once, lost in the vision of her mouth on my neck, teeth grazing just enough to mark. 

By evening, as the family gathers around the table, I'm a fraud—smiling at Mark's jokes, helping the boys with homework, all while my pulse races with secrets. 

I catch myself zoning out during bath time, the steam from the tub reminding me of the spa's humid air, her body heat so near. It's relentless, this pull toward something forbidden. 

I can't ignore it anymore. 

Tonight, after everyone’s asleep, I'll log onto the spa's website and book another session. I need to see her, to speak her name aloud, maybe even confess this storm she's unleashed in me. 

What if she laughs? What if she understands? The uncertainty terrifies me, but the alternative—suppressing it—is worse. 

For the first time in years, I feel truly alive, teetering on the edge of a discovery that could change everything. 

Chapter Two

The cursor blinked mockingly on the spa's website as I sat in the dim glow of my laptop screen, the house finally silent after midnight. Mark's snores rumbled from our bedroom down the hall, a steady reminder of the life I was tiptoeing around. 

My fingers hovered over the keys, heart pounding like I'd been caught sneaking out as a teenager. 

'Book an appointment,' the button taunted. I clicked it before I could talk myself out of it. 

Selecting the massage option, I scanned the available slots. There she was—Linda, listed with those same green eyes in her profile photo, smiling like she knew the chaos she'd sparked. 

The earliest opening was three days away, a full-body session in the late afternoon. Perfect timing; the kids would be at soccer practice, Mark buried in meetings. 

I entered my details, credit card info, and hit submit. 

Confirmation email: 'Looking forward to seeing you again, Kim.' My thighs clenched at the words, a rush of heat flooding my core. 

Sleep evaded me that night. I slipped into bed beside Mark, but my mind raced with possibilities. 

What would I say to her? 

'Your hands on me... they woke something up'? Or would I chicken out, pretend it was just another routine visit? 

I tossed, imagining her undoing my robe this time, her palms sliding not just over muscle but skin, tracing the curve of my waist, dipping lower to cup my ass. 

In the fantasy, she didn't stop at professional boundaries—her fingers parted my folds, stroking my slick pussy until I gasped her name. 

Morning came too soon, dragging me back to reality. 

I shuffled through breakfast, pouring orange juice for the boys while stealing glances at my phone, rereading the confirmation like a love letter. 

'Mom, you're spacing out again,' Tommy said, his spoon clinking against the bowl. I forced a laugh, ruffling his hair. 

'Just tired, buddy.' But inside, I was wired, every nerve attuned to the countdown. 

The day unfolded in a blur of errands, but Linda infiltrated every moment. 

At the dry cleaners, handing over Mark's shirts, I pictured her uniform unbuttoned, revealing lace bra hugging her full tits, nipples hardening under my gaze. 

Folding fitted sheets in the afternoon, the fabric's drape evoked her body arching beneath me, legs spreading wide as I licked along her inner thigh, tasting her arousal. 

I had to pause, pressing my hand to my chest to steady my breathing, nipples pebbling against my bra. 

By evening, the tension coiled tight. Mark got home early for once, scooping me into a hug that pressed his growing erection against my hip. 

'Kids in bed already? Let's make the most of it,' he murmured, his mouth hot on my ear. 

We barely made it to the couch, his hands yanking up my skirt, fingers roughly shoving my panties aside. 

He dropped to his knees, tongue lapping at my clit in broad, eager strokes, but it felt mechanical, like he was checking a box. 

I gripped the cushions, trying to lose myself in the sensation—his lips sucking my folds, two fingers plunging into my wetness, curling to hit that spot. It built pressure, sure, but no spark. 

My eyes squeezed shut, and there she was again: Linda on her knees instead, her tongue more precise, teasing my entrance before delving deep, her green eyes locked on mine as she hummed against my swollen nub. 

The image made me buck harder, my orgasm crashing sudden and sharp, walls fluttering around Mark's fingers as I cried out. 

He stood, grinning, unzipping his pants to free his cock, thick and veined, already leaking pre-cum. 

'Your turn?' But I shook my head, pulling him down onto me. He thrust in with one smooth push, filling my still-pulsing pussy, hips grinding in that familiar grind. 

I met his pace, nails digging into his back, but my thoughts fractured—Linda's breasts bouncing as she rode me, her ass clenching around my fingers while I fucked her from behind. 

Mark groaned, slamming deeper, his balls slapping against me until he tensed, spilling hot cum inside with a final shudder. 

He collapsed beside me, panting. 

'That was intense. You okay?' I nodded, faking a smile, but as he dozed off, guilt twisted in my gut. 

This wasn't fair to him. Or was it? Our marriage had always been comfortable, predictable sex a byproduct of love and routine. 

But now, it highlighted the void—craving something raw, uncharted, with a woman whose touch had already reshaped my desires. 

The next two days were torture, each hour stretching like taffy. 

I caught myself in the mirror, appraising my body critically: soft curves from years of motherhood, breasts heavy and full, hips wide enough to sway if I let them. 

Would Linda notice? Want to explore? Grocery shopping turned hazardous; reaching for a jar of sauce, my arm brushed a woman's in the aisle—brunette, curvy—and a jolt shot straight to my clit, making me drop the bottle. 

She helped pick it up, our fingers touching briefly, and I fled to the car, hand slipping under my waistband to rub frantic circles over my soaked panties, chasing a quick release to the memory of Linda's voice. 

Work for Mark meant dinners alone with the boys, but my mind wandered during their stories about school. 

Bathing them, soapy hands on their small backs, I flashed to sudsing Linda's skin, lathering her tits until suds trailed down her stomach, my mouth following to suckle her clean. 

I had to excuse myself to the bathroom, locking the door and hiking up my dress, fingers diving into my dripping slit, thumb on my clit as I bit back moans. It was her face I saw when I came, shuddering against the sink. 

Finally, the day arrived. I dropped the kids at practice, heart hammering as I drove to the spa. 

The receptionist smiled. 

'Linda's ready for you.' I changed in the locker room, robe loose around my naked body, nipples tightening in the cool air. Anticipation thrummed low, my pussy already aching with need. 

She knocked softly. 

'Kim? It's Linda.' Her voice sent shivers down my spine. I lay face down as before, sheet covering me, but this time, when her oiled hands met my shoulders, I didn't relax—I ignited. 

She worked methodically, thumbs digging into knots, but every glide felt charged, her breath warm on my neck as she leaned close. 

'Tell me if the pressure's too much,' she said, moving to my lower back. Her fingers splayed over my hips, kneading deep, brushing the top of my ass. I stifled a gasp, heat pooling between my thighs. 

Turn over, she instructed, and as I did, the sheet shifted, exposing more than intended. Her eyes lingered on my breasts, the hard peaks visible through the thin fabric, before she averted them professionally. 

Starting on my arms again, her touch was firmer, more assured. When she reached my collarbone, her pinky grazed the swell of my breast, sending electricity straight to my core. 

I bit my lip, pussy clenching emptily. 

'You seem tense today,' she noted softly, her hands drifting to my abdomen, circling just above my pubic bone. The sheet tented slightly from my arousal, and I prayed she didn't notice. 

But she did. Her massage slowed, thumbs pressing inward, perilously close. 

'Is there... anything else I can help with?' Her voice dropped, laced with something unspoken. My breath hitched. This was it—the moment to confess, to bridge the gap. Or pull back. 

'I... Linda, about last time...' I started, voice trembling. Her hands stilled, waiting. The air thickened, heavy with possibility, as I teetered on the brink of unveiling my secret hunger. 

Chapter Three

My words hung in the steamy air of the massage room, fragile and exposed. 

Linda's hands paused on my stomach, her fingers warm and still against my skin, just inches from where my body screamed for more. I could feel the heat radiating from her, her breath catching as she waited. 

The sheet between us felt like the last barrier, thin and insignificant now. 

'I... last time, your touch—it did more than relax me,' I whispered, my voice barely above a rasp. My cheeks burned, but I forced myself to meet her eyes. 

Those green depths held mine, curious, then softening with understanding. 

'It made me feel things I wasn't expecting. Things I've been thinking about nonstop. About you.' 

She didn't pull away. Instead, her thumbs traced slow circles on my abdomen, dipping lower, the pressure light but insistent. 

'Kim,' she said softly, her voice like velvet wrapping around me. 

'I've been hoping you'd say something. You were so responsive last time. It wasn't just a massage for me either.' 

Her gaze flicked down to where the sheet had slipped, revealing the curve of my hip, the shadow between my thighs. My pussy throbbed, slickness gathering as her confession sank in. 

Emboldened, I reached up, my hand covering hers, guiding it southward. 

'Show me,' I breathed. 'Please.' Her eyes darkened, and she didn't hesitate. 

With a gentle tug, she peeled the sheet away, exposing my naked body fully—breasts heaving with each shallow breath, nipples stiff and begging, my legs parting instinctively to reveal my swollen folds, glistening with arousal. 

Linda's intake of breath was sharp, appreciative. 

'You're beautiful,' she murmured, her fingers trailing over my inner thigh, teasing the sensitive skin. I shivered, arching toward her touch. 

She leaned in closer, her uniform brushing my side, the scent of her—clean soap and something floral—filling my senses. 

Her hand cupped my mound, palm pressing against my clit in a firm grind that made me whimper. 

'Like this?' she asked, her voice husky. 

I nodded frantically, hips lifting as she slid two fingers along my slit, coating them in my wetness. She circled my entrance, then pushed inside slowly, the stretch delicious and new. 

Not like Mark's rough thrusts—this was deliberate, her fingers curling to stroke my inner walls, finding that spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids. 

'Oh god, Linda,' I gasped, my hands fisting the table edges. She pumped in and out, steady and deep, her thumb flicking my clit in rhythm. My pussy clenched around her, juices leaking down to her wrist. She watched my face, her free hand moving to my breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers, rolling it until I moaned. 

'Tell me what you want,' she urged, leaning down to capture my other nipple in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the peak, sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to send jolts straight to my core. I bucked against her hand, the dual assault overwhelming. 

'I want... your mouth. On me. Everywhere.' The words tumbled out, raw and desperate. 

She smiled against my skin, withdrawing her fingers with a wet pop that made me whine at the loss. She shifted, positioning herself between my spread legs, her shoulders nudging my thighs wider. 

Her breath ghosted over my pussy first, hot and teasing, before her tongue flattened against my clit, licking broad and slow. I cried out, fingers tangling in her hair, holding her there. 

She devoured me—lips sucking my folds, tongue delving into my hole to lap at my essence, then returning to flick my nub with precise flicks. 

My hips rolled, grinding against her face, her nose bumping my clit as she tongue-fucked me deeper. 

It built fast, the coil tightening in my belly. 

'Don't stop—I'm close,' I panted. She hummed, the vibration pushing me over. 

My orgasm ripped through me, pussy spasming as I flooded her mouth with my cum, thighs clamping around her head. She didn't let up, licking me through it until I trembled, oversensitive and spent. 

But she wasn't done. 

Rising slightly, she wiped her chin with the back of her hand, eyes gleaming. 

'My turn to feel you.' She stood, unbuttoning her uniform with deliberate slowness, revealing smooth skin, a black lace bra cradling her firm tits, matching panties already damp. 

She shimmied out of them, her pussy bare and pink, lips puffy with need. 

I sat up, pulling her onto the table, our bodies aligning. 

Her weight on me was intoxicating—soft curves pressing into mine. 

I kissed her fiercely, tasting myself on her tongue, our mouths sliding wet and open. My hands roamed, squeezing her ass, fingers dipping between her cheeks to tease her tight hole. 

She ground against my thigh, leaving a trail of slickness. 

'Touch me, Kim,' she begged. I slid my hand between us, fingers finding her clit, rubbing in tight circles. She moaned into my mouth, hips bucking. I pushed two fingers into her heat, her walls gripping me like velvet. 

She rode my hand, tits bouncing as she chased her release. 

'Harder—fuck me,' she gasped. I obliged, thrusting deep and fast, my thumb on her clit. 

Her pussy fluttered, then clenched as she came, soaking my fingers, her cries muffled against my shoulder. 

We collapsed together, panting, skin sticky with sweat and cum. 

Reality crept back slowly. The spa room, the risk—someone could knock any second. But in that moment, wrapped in her arms, the guilt felt distant. 

This was real, electric, what I'd craved. As we dressed, stealing kisses, she whispered, 'Come back soon. We have more to explore.' 

Driving home, my body hummed with aftershocks, pussy still tender. 

Dinner with the family waited, Mark's kiss on my cheek routine. But inside, everything had shifted. 

Linda had unlocked me, and I was already plotting our next encounter, hungering for deeper tastes of her. 


Chapter Four

The days after that second massage blurred into a haze of stolen moments and simmering need. 

I'd catch myself zoning out during school pickups, my mind replaying Linda's tongue on my clit, her fingers buried deep inside me, the way her pussy clenched around my hand as she came. 

At night, Mark would roll over, his hand groping my breast through my nightgown, but I'd feign a headache or exhaustion. 

The truth was, nothing about his touch sparked that fire anymore. It felt obligatory, like scratching an itch that didn't quite reach. 

One evening, after the kids were in bed, he cornered me in the kitchen. 

'Kim, what's going on? We haven't... you know, in weeks.' His voice was low, frustrated, as he pressed against my back, his erection poking my ass through his boxers. I turned, forcing a smile, but my body stayed limp. 

We ended up in the bedroom anyway, lights off, him fumbling with my panties before sliding his cock into me. It was quick—thrusts in and out, his grunts filling the dark, my mind wandering to Linda's soft curves instead. 

I faked my moans, clenched around him to speed it up, and when he came inside me with a final jerk, spilling his load, I felt nothing but emptiness. He kissed my forehead and rolled away, snoring soon after. 

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, my hand slipping between my legs to rub my clit, chasing the ghost of her mouth until a quiet orgasm washed over me, her name silent on my lips. 

By morning, the decision was made. I needed her again, not just her touch, but the way she saw me—raw, wanting, alive. 

I texted the spa number she'd slipped me, my thumbs shaking: Can I book another session? Tomorrow? 

Her reply came fast: For you, anytime. 2 PM. Can't wait. 

My pussy tingled at the words, a fresh wave of wetness soaking my underwear as I imagined what we'd do this time. 

The drive to the spa felt endless, my thighs squeezing together at every red light. 

I arrived early, heart pounding, and when Linda led me to the room, her smile was knowing, electric. 

'Missed you,' she said, locking the door behind us. No pretense this time. 

She pulled me into a kiss before the robe even hit the floor, her lips firm and hungry, tongue pushing into my mouth to tangle with mine. I tasted mint on her, mixed with the faint salt of her skin from the day. 

We stripped each other clumsily, clothes pooling at our feet. Her hands were everywhere—squeezing my tits, thumbs flicking my nipples until they ached, then sliding down to cup my ass, pulling me flush against her. I felt her heat through the thin fabric of her uniform, her mound grinding against my thigh. 'Bed,' she murmured, nodding to the massage table, but we barely made it there. She pushed me down gently, climbing over me, her knees straddling my hips. 

I reached up, unhooking her bra, freeing her breasts—full and heavy, nipples dark and erect. 

I latched onto one, sucking hard, tongue lashing the peak while my hand kneaded the other. 

She moaned, arching into my mouth, her fingers threading through my hair to hold me close. 

'Yes, just like that,' she gasped. Her free hand dipped between my legs, parting my folds to stroke my clit, slow circles that made my hips buck. 

I was drenched already, my juices coating her fingers as she dipped inside, one then two, scissoring them to stretch me. 

But I wanted more control this time. I flipped us, pinning her beneath me, my mouth trailing down her body—kissing her collarbone, licking the valley between her tits, then lower to her stomach. 

She spread her legs wide, inviting me, her pussy lips swollen and shiny. I inhaled her scent, musky and arousing, before diving in. 

My tongue licked her slit from bottom to top, savoring her taste—tangy, addictive. She shuddered, hands gripping my shoulders. 

I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue, while two fingers plunged into her hole, curling to hit that spongy spot inside. 

'Fuck, Kim—deeper,' she demanded, her voice breaking. I thrust harder, my fingers pistoning in and out, her walls fluttering around them. 

Her hips lifted, grinding against my face, smearing her wetness across my cheeks. I added a third finger, stretching her wider, and she cried out, her body tensing. 

'I'm gonna come—don't stop!' Her orgasm hit like a wave, pussy squeezing my fingers as she gushed, her cum dripping down my hand. I lapped it up, tongue soothing her through the tremors until she pulled me up, kissing me fiercely, tasting herself on my lips. 

We weren't done. She reached into a drawer, pulling out a strap-on harness I'd never imagined in a spa. 

'Ever tried this?' she asked, eyes sparkling. I shook my head, curiosity overriding any nerves. She stepped into it, adjusting the thick dildo—silicone, veined, about seven inches—until it jutted from her hips. 

'Lie back,' she instructed, and I did, legs splayed, my pussy throbbing in anticipation. 

She rubbed the tip along my slit, coating it in my arousal, then pushed in slowly. 

The fullness was intense, different from fingers—stretching me wide, filling me completely. I gasped, nails digging into her arms as she bottomed out, her pelvis grinding against my clit. 

'You feel so good,' she whispered, starting to thrust—slow at first, then building speed, the dildo sliding in and out with wet sounds. Each plunge hit deep, rubbing my g-spot, her body pressing mine. 

I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her closer, our tits rubbing together with every movement. 

'Harder—fuck me harder,' I begged, the words foreign but right. She obliged, pounding into me, the table creaking under us. My clit throbbed against her, the friction building fast. 

'Come for me,' she urged, one hand pinching my nipple, the other rubbing my clit in tight circles. It shattered me—orgasm crashing, pussy clamping down on the dildo as I squirted, wetness spraying between us. 

She kept thrusting through it, drawing out every pulse until I was limp, boneless. 

She pulled out gently, unstrapping the toy and tossing it aside. We curled together on the table, her head on my chest, my fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back. 

'This... us... it's more than sessions, isn't it?' I said softly, the vulnerability hitting me. She looked up, her eyes serious. 

'It is for me. I want to see you outside this place. Dinner? Somewhere quiet?' 

The invitation thrilled and terrified me. Home waited—Mark, the kids, the life I'd built. But lying there, her warmth against me, I nodded. 

'Yes. Soon.' We dressed reluctantly, sharing one last deep kiss before I left, my body marked by her—hickeys on my neck, soreness between my legs. 

That night, as Mark droned on about work over dinner, I smiled absently, my phone buzzing in my pocket with Linda's text: Thinking of you. Can't wait for more. 

The secret burned sweet inside me, pulling me toward a path I couldn't turn back from. What started as curiosity had become an addiction, and I was ready to dive deeper, no matter the cost. 


Chapter Five

The text from Linda lingered on my phone like a secret tattoo, burning through my days. 

I deleted it a dozen times, only to reread it in hidden moments—bathroom breaks at PTA meetings, quick glances while folding laundry. 

Thinking of you. Can't wait for more. Each word sent a jolt straight to my core, my pussy clenching with the memory of her strap-on driving into me, her fingers on my clit pushing me over the edge. 

Mark noticed my distraction, asking if I was okay over breakfast, but I brushed it off with a vague 'just tired.' Tired? I was wired, every nerve humming for her. 

We set the date for Friday night. 

'The kids have a sleepover,' I told Mark, lying smoothly about a girls' night with an old college friend. He shrugged, more relieved than suspicious, and kissed my cheek before heading to his late shift. 

My heart raced as I drove to the Italian place Linda suggested—dim lights, corner booth, away from prying eyes. 

I wore a simple black dress, no bra, the fabric brushing my nipples into peaks, panties already damp from anticipation. 

She was there first, waving me over with that confident smile that made my knees weak. 

Her hair was down, loose waves framing her face, and she looked stunning in a red top that hugged her curves, her cleavage teasing me. We ordered wine—red, bold—and talked like we'd known each other forever. 

She shared stories from the spa, laughing about quirky clients, while I opened up about the monotony of suburbia, the way motherhood swallowed my old self. 

'But you... you make me feel seen,' I admitted, my foot sliding up her calf under the table. Her eyes darkened, hand covering mine. 'Good. Because I see all of you, Kim. And I want it.' 

The check came too soon. 

'My place?' she asked, voice low. I nodded, pulse thundering. 

Her apartment was a short drive away—a cozy loft with exposed brick, candles flickering on the coffee table. No sooner had the door clicked shut than she had me against it, mouth crashing into mine. 

Her tongue invaded, hot and demanding, while her hands yanked up my dress, fingers hooking into my panties to tug them down. 

I stepped out of them, kicking off my heels, as she dropped to her knees. 

'I've been dreaming of this pussy,' she murmured, nuzzling my mound, inhaling deeply. 

Her breath ghosted over my folds, making me shiver. I spread my legs wider, hands in her hair, guiding her. She licked me in one long stroke, from my entrance to my clit, tongue flat and firm. 

I moaned, hips bucking forward. She sucked my clit between her lips, nibbling gently, then harder, while her fingers parted me, sliding inside—two at once, thrusting deep. 

My juices flowed, coating her chin as she finger-fucked me, curling to stroke my g-spot. 

'Linda—oh god,' I gasped, the wall digging into my back. She added a third finger, stretching me, her mouth relentless on my clit, tongue flicking fast. 

The pressure built, coiling tight in my belly. 

'Come on my face,' she urged, looking up with those piercing eyes. It hit me hard—orgasm ripping through, pussy spasming around her fingers, a gush of wetness hitting her tongue. 

She drank me in, lapping every drop until I sagged, trembling. 

She stood, kissing me so I tasted my own tang, then led me to the bedroom. 

The bed was king-sized, sheets soft and inviting. We stripped slowly this time, savoring—her peeling off my dress to expose my breasts, mouth latching onto a nipple, sucking and biting until I arched. 

I unbuttoned her blouse, pushing it off her shoulders, then her skirt, revealing lace panties soaked through. 

I knelt, mirroring her, burying my face between her thighs. Her scent was intoxicating, pussy lips puffy and wet. I tongued her slit, sucking her clit, fingers plunging in to match her rhythm—thrust, curl, repeat. 

She rode my face, hands braced on the headboard, moaning my name. 

'Deeper, baby—fuck me with your mouth.' I did, tongue spearing her hole while my thumb circled her clit. Her thighs quivered, clamping my head as she came, flooding my mouth with her cum. 

I swallowed, addicted to her flavor, then crawled up to kiss her, our bodies tangling. 

We weren't sated. From her nightstand, she grabbed a double-ended dildo—long, thick, flexible. 

'Share this with me?' she asked, eyes gleaming. I bit my lip, nodding. We positioned on our sides, facing each other, legs scissored. 

She lubed one end, easing it into her pussy with a sigh, then guided the other to me. I pushed back, the silicone filling me inch by inch, our entrances connected. 

We rocked together, hips grinding, the toy sliding in and out of both of us. Our clits rubbed with each thrust, slick and swollen. 

'Feels so good—like we're fucking each other,' I panted, my hand on her ass, pulling her closer. 

She reached between us, pinching my nipple, then sliding down to rub where we joined, fingers teasing both clits. 

The dual sensation—fullness inside, friction outside—pushed me toward the edge fast. 

'Come with me,' she breathed, pace quickening. We did, bodies shuddering in sync, pussies clenching the dildo, waves of pleasure crashing as we cried out, holding tight. 

After, we lay entwined, sweat-slicked and spent. Her fingers traced my hip, voice soft. 

'Stay the night?' The question hung heavy. Home felt a world away—Mark probably asleep, oblivious. 

But this, with her, felt like home too. 

'I can't... not yet,' I whispered, guilt twisting in my gut even as my body hummed with afterglow. We showered together instead, her soaping my breasts, me washing her back, stolen touches reigniting sparks but not leading to more. 

Driving home at dawn, the sky pinkening, I felt changed—split between two lives. 

Mark stirred when I slipped into bed, mumbling a greeting. I curled away, mind replaying the night: her tongue on me, our shared thrusts, the intimacy beyond the physical. 

The pull toward Linda grew stronger, a flame I couldn't extinguish. 

What would the next step be? A weekend away? Telling Mark? The thoughts swirled, exciting and terrifying, as I drifted to sleep with her scent still on my skin. 

Chapter Six

The days after that night blurred into a haze of longing and resolve. 

Linda's texts became my lifeline—flirty messages that made me sneak away to touch myself in the laundry room, fingers circling my clit as I pictured her mouth on me. But the guilt gnawed deeper, a constant ache beside the thrill. 

Mark's touches felt like echoes, his cock sliding into me during our routine Saturday fuck leaving me detached, faking moans while my mind replayed Linda's fingers stretching my pussy, her tongue lapping my cum. 

I couldn't keep living this lie. 

It hit me Monday morning, as I watched him sip coffee, oblivious. 

'We need to talk,' I said, voice steady despite the storm inside. He looked up, brow furrowing. 'What's wrong, Kim?' I sat across from him, hands clasped to stop their shaking. 

'This isn't working. Us. I... I've changed. There's someone else.' The words tumbled out, raw and final. His face crumpled—shock, then hurt flashing in his eyes. 

'What? Who?' I shook my head, not ready to name her, not wanting to shatter him more. 

'It doesn't matter. I love you, Mark, but not like that anymore. I need to be honest with myself.' 

He argued, pleaded—'The kids, our life'—but I held firm, tears streaming down both our faces. 

By evening, we'd agreed: separation, counseling for the family, me moving out temporarily. The kids were at school when I packed a suitcase that week, heart pounding as I loaded it into my car. 

Mark stood in the doorway, arms crossed, looking smaller than I'd ever seen him. 

'If this is what you need...' he trailed off. I nodded, kissing his cheek one last time before driving away, the house shrinking in my rearview like a chapter closing. 

Linda's door flew open before I could knock, her arms wrapping around me in the hallway. 

'You did it,' she whispered, pulling me inside, our lips meeting in a fierce kiss. Her hands roamed my back, slipping under my shirt to cup my ass, squeezing as she backed me toward the couch. 

'Tell me everything.' I did, words spilling between breaths as she stripped me—blouse unbuttoned, bra unhooked, skirt hiked up. She knelt between my legs, panties shoved aside, her mouth descending on my pussy like a promise. 

Her tongue delved deep, lapping my folds, sucking my clit with urgent hunger. I gripped her hair, hips lifting to meet her, the stress of the day melting into moans. 

'Fuck, Linda—yes, just like that.' She slid two fingers inside me, thrusting hard, curling to hit that spot that made stars burst behind my eyes. 

My juices soaked her hand, her chin, as she finger-fucked me relentlessly, mouth vibrating with a hum against my swollen nub. 

The orgasm built fast, crashing over me in waves—pussy clenching, body arching, a cry escaping as I came hard on her tongue. 

She rose, wiping her mouth with a grin, then tugged me to the bedroom. 

'This is your home now,' she said, pushing me onto the bed. We undressed each other slowly, reverently—my hands tracing her breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples to hardness; hers peeling off my panties to expose my still-throbbing core. 

Naked, we tangled, skin sliding, mouths exploring. I sucked her tits, tongue swirling the peaks, biting just enough to make her gasp. 

She flipped me onto my stomach, spreading my legs, her fingers teasing my ass before dipping back to my pussy. 

From the drawer, she pulled the strap-on—the same one from before, thick and veined. 'Want me to claim you?' she asked, buckling it on. 

I nodded, ass up, face buried in the pillow. She lubed the shaft, rubbing the tip along my slit, then pushed in—slow at first, inch by inch, filling me completely. 

I moaned, pushing back, the stretch delicious. 

She gripped my hips, thrusting deep, the harness grinding against her clit with each slam. 

'You're mine now,' she growled, pace building, balls slapping my thighs. 

I reached under, rubbing my clit in circles, the dual assault pushing me higher. She leaned over, one hand pinching my nipple, the other sliding to join mine on my nub. 

'Come for me, baby—milk this cock.' It shattered me—orgasm ripping through, walls fluttering around the silicone, cries muffled in the sheets. 

She followed, grinding hard, her own release shuddering through her as she buried deep one last time. 

We collapsed, her pulling out gently, then spooning me, strap discarded. Her arms held me close, fingers idly stroking my side. 'No more hiding,' she murmured. I turned, kissing her softly. 

'No more hiding.' The future stretched open—dates, lazy mornings, exploring every inch of each other without fear. 

The kids would adjust, Mark would heal, but this—us—was real. As sleep claimed me in her embrace, I knew I'd found my truth, my flame, my home. 
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