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“Why did you engage me?” she said.

“The divorce,” said the man sitting across the desk.

“Well, obviously. I meant why engage me? You know my reputation, I assume?”

“That’s why I chose you. A recommendation from a friend, through a friend of his. He said you were really good when he split with his wife.”

She pursed her lips. “And you want to get divorced, correct?”

“Uh, well... no, I don’t.”

She sighed. Sometimes it occurred to Penny Sinclair that she spoke an entirely different language to her clients. Sometimes she wondered why she even bothered. She had chosen this particular area of law in which to specialise, so in a way it was her own fault. She wondered sometimes if these people really did want her help, or if they turned up in her office through some flow of unseen legal necessity, like sludge in a drain. She sighed inwardly, raised her mug and took a sip of cheap law office coffee. Maybe she had set herself up for this life when she became a divorce lawyer. You can’t have every case be a multi-million-pound slam dunk.

She adjusted the lapels of her business jacket. It looked expensive and gave her a professional air. Her clients couldn’t see the power skirt or her creamy, smoothly-shaven thighs that were hidden beneath the desk. Many men had turned to open-mouthed fools when she stood up from behind the desk and they got a good look at her firm, toned figure. Turning prospective clients into drooling imbeciles was one of the few things she truly enjoyed about this job.

The client sitting across the expansive mahogany desk was lost. Utterly, completely gone. His case didn’t have a leg to stand on, and despite his obvious success in life, he was weak-willed, bordering on pathetic. To his credit, he was well presented and looked reasonably good in a suit and tie. With most of the men who walked into Penny’s tastefully decorated strip-mall office, she could see straight away why their wives wanted out. She could see it in their eyes; feel it in their movements; hear it in their voices. They were lacking that special something, that X-factor, the thing that kept a woman close and satisfied. This one was different, she could tell. Matt Parcs had walked in through the door with the same needy helplessness practically every prospective client wore – well, the male ones at least – but he didn’t project the same air as her other loser clients.

She strummed her perfectly manicured nails on the desk and tried not to look too irritated at her prospective client. Many of the other lawyers from her graduating class owned flashy apartments in the city centre and lived their lives through posed Instagram photos, or were well on their way to becoming partner of their law firm. Penny lived in a rented shithole apartment, drove to an office in a fucking mall – of all the indignities! – and her few tawdry ex-boyfriends were firmly in the ‘unremarkable’ camp. She tried not to let her frustration show in front of the client.

Matt was cute. He had a good shape – she could tell he worked out and looked after himself, even though he wore a suit. He had the sort of well-muscled arms that every woman wants to feel around their waist. Even Penny, ever the professional, felt a shiver of desire ripple through her inner thighs. He was neatly presented, clean shaven, drove a good car and had no criminal record. For once, Penny had trouble picturing the cause for his potential divorce. It certainly didn’t look to be his fault. He bordered on pathetic, but he didn’t give off the usual loser vibes. In fact, she found it hard to understand why he would choose to walk into her crappy mall office and ask how much she charged for divorces. He was... well, there was no use sugar-coating it. He was hot. And that was a problem for poor frustrated Penny. If she was going to facilitate his divorce, they were going to spend a lot of time together, and they longer she was close to Matt Parcs, the more she wanted to possess him, professional ethics be damned.

“Okay.” She put down her empty coffee mug and leaned forward over the desk. Her crisp cotton shirt parted between the closed buttons, offering Matt a teasing glimpse of her hidden treasures beneath. He swallowed. “Tell me everything, Mister Parcs. From the beginning.”
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Matt and Mai met at college and were mismatched from the start. They were both attractive and popular, but where Matt was thoughtful, gentle, and focused, Mai was extroverted, fun-loving, and needy. They were together six years before marriage but in truth, things had started to go wrong long before the young couple even said their vows.

It all began when Mai had a small affair with a co-worker a few years after they met. It was brief, shameful, and she admitted it to Matt long before he even suspected there was a problem. It was the worst time of his life.

Matt had been shocked, angry, hurt and – despite his friends telling him to walk away – took her back. Mai had done everything he asked. They went to couple’s counselling; spoke openly and honestly about their feelings; and she let him look through her phone anytime he wanted without question. In the end, he accepted that her affair was a short-lived mistake. Sure, she might have fucked someone else once or twice, but she had been honest and confessed everything. Matt seemed to accept it, but his best friend Levitt called him a dumbass.

After a year or so of good living and a healthy marriage, Mai confessed that she’d been fucking Levitt for several months. They went through the same song and dance; a tearful confession, begging for forgiveness, heartbreak and anguish, followed by Matt and Mai falling into bed together.

She kissed Matt hard, rolling on top and pinning him to the bed. There was urgency in her movements. She needed to prove her love for him, no matter how long it took. Matt was almost ashamed of how hard his cock felt. Mai pulled down his boxers and gasped as he sprang free, firm and thick and desperate for action. They kissed again as she mounted Matt and lowered herself onto him with a long, sighing moan.

“Make-up sex is the best,” Mai said, sinking into Matt’s lap and taking his bare cock all the way inside her aching hole. She kissed him again. “I’m so hot for you right now.”

“God, me too.” He grasped her firm butt, feeling the warmth of her cunt slide up and down his length. “It’s so hot.”

Matt fell into silence for a moment, watching his wife rise and fall with effortless grace, her tight pussy lips gripping his shaft with each movement, sending ripples of pleasure through them both. Mai’s moans grew louder and more passionate as her lovemaking became more energetic and frenzied.

After a few long, intense moments of silent, furious sex, Matt spoke again. He said the words that had been on his mind, tormenting him like crazy, since her tearful confession some hours before.

“Tell me about him.”

Mai froze mid-rise, unsure what she had just heard. Her eyes were wide with lust, but her brow knitted together in confusion.

“Tell me about him,” Matt said again. “I want to hear how he fucked you.”

She half-laughed, certain that he was kidding or trying to lure her into some kind of trap, attempting to punish her indiscretion. But his face was earnest, open, yearning. His words had shocked them both, but they were true. He really wanted to know, and talking about it would likely ease Mai’s intolerable guilt.

“You want details?”

Matt nodded obviously embarrassed. He swallowed hard, keeping his eyes on Mai’s face and not her firm, perky breasts.

“Are you sure? Really, really sure?”

She searched his face for any indications of deception or dishonesty but all she saw was her husband. His face was flushed with passion and his eyes were earnest. He really wanted to know the truth. He wanted the intimate details.

“Okay.” Mai sank down onto Matt again and held still, his manhood filling her with wonderful warmth. “What do you want to know? I’ll tell you everything.”

“What was his...” Matt took a deep breath. “Was he bigger than me?”

She bit her bottom lip and gave a shy nod.

“How much?”

“A little. He wasn’t... not huge, you know? But it felt bigger. It reached deeper.”

Mai touched a point on her stomach about an inch higher than Matt’s manhood ended to illustrate the point. Matt stared at her fingertip in disbelief. His stomach clenched, but it wasn’t painful. It was frustrating. Another man had fucked his wife in places he’d never reached before.

“And he was thicker, too?” Some deep, dark part of Matt’s soul needed the answers to these questions. His wife had cheated on him – not once, but twice – and he deserved to know every last detail. There must have been something he did wrong.

“Y-yes.” Mai gently lifted her hips, exposing Matt’s creamy cock. She wrapped a thumb and finger around his shaft, illustrating the girth of her other lover. “I felt it. He stretched me wider than you do. It was uncomfortable for a few moments, but then...”

She gave a sultry moan. Matt didn’t need her words to understand what it meant. She had loved getting fucked by a bigger, thicker cock.

“So, uh...” Matt exhaled sharply as Mai eased into his lap again, slowly rising and falling, making love to him as she always had, as if the affair had never happened. “So, he was well-hung?”

“Compared to you? Yes.”

The words stung like a slap in the face, but Matt took it. He watched Mai make tender, delicate love to him, her body gently rising and falling in careful movements.

“How did it feel?” There it was. The question he most wanted to know more than any other. It was almost like asking why she had done it in the first place, but Matt already had the answer to that question – he hadn’t been good enough and she needed something he couldn’t provide.

“Mmm...” Mai moaned louder, her body shivering as pleasure slowly overtook her senses. “Are you sure you want to know?”

He nodded.

“So... fucking... good.”

She grabbed his hands and pressed them to her breasts, encouraging him to squeeze and grope her body. He did as she wished, teasing and pinching her firm, dark nipples and hearing her gasps of delight.

“How did he fuck you?”

“Hard. Really fucking hard,” Mai lifted her hips allowing Matt’s cock to slide out to the tip, holding him there for a moment. “And long, and urgent. Like he needed me.”

Mat groaned, eyes fixed on her pussy and the way her tight pink lips gripped the head of his manhood.

“He entered me slowly at first, giving me time, easing his dick in, bit by bit.” As she spoke Mai shifted position, mimicking her own words, recreating her experience. If Matt wanted a show, he was going to get one. “You like?”

“He had to go slow.” She took him inside with a gentle movement of her hips, allowing his bare cock to feel every part of her womanhood. “I wasn’t used to his size, so I begged him. I said, Please, baby, please go slow with me. My little pussy isn’t used to a cock this big.”

Matt moaned. She sank all the way onto his lap again. He tried to imagine how it must have looked, how it must have felt. He pictured Mai














[image: ]









[image: ]








[image: ]

































































































































































































































[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png
A Cucheld's

Delusion

Part1

the Hotwife’s Game|





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
With Paige )

Andrea ﬂl}






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





