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Chapter 1: Fading Flames
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The snow fell in thick, relentless sheets outside their third-floor apartment in Montreal's Plateau-Mont-Royal neighborhood. Ansh stared out the frost-laced window, his breath fogging the glass as he nursed a glass of scotch. It was Friday night, the kind where the city hunkered down against the January chill, but inside, the air felt heavier, thicker with unspoken frustrations. At thirty, Ansh still turned heads—tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair that curled just right and eyes that burned with a hunger that never quite dimmed. But tonight, that hunger gnawed at him like the cold seeping through the old building's cracks.

He heard the key in the lock before the door swung open. Kavisha stepped in, shaking snow from her coat, her cheeks flushed from the wind. She was beautiful in that effortless way—long black hair tied back, curves hugged by her wool pants and sweater, full lips pressed into a tired line. Thirty years old, married two years, and yet the sight of her still made his cock twitch. She kicked off her boots, hung her coat, and sighed deeply.

"Long day?" Ansh asked, setting his glass down and crossing the room. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, pressing his hardening dick against her ass as he nuzzled her neck. She smelled like vanilla and city streets, a mix that always got him going.

Kavisha stiffened slightly, then leaned back just enough to acknowledge him. "Yeah, endless meetings. I'm beat." Her voice was flat, the exhaustion real. She worked as a project manager downtown, the kind of job that drained her by five p.m.

Ansh's hands slid up her sides, cupping her breasts through the sweater. Her nipples pebbled under his thumbs, betraying her body even if her mind lagged. "Come on, baby. It's been weeks. Let me make you feel good." He ground against her, his cock throbbing now, straining against his jeans. He kissed her earlobe, sucking lightly, remembering how she used to moan for that.

She twisted away gently, slipping from his grasp to head to the kitchen. "Ansh, not tonight. I need a shower and food. Maybe later?" Her tone was placating, like she was talking down a child.

He followed, frustration bubbling. "Later? That's what you said last Friday. And the Friday before." His voice sharpened. In the kitchen light, he saw the dark circles under her eyes, the way her shoulders slumped. But fuck, he didn't care about that right now. His balls ached, heavy with need. Two years ago, she'd have dragged him to the bedroom herself, riding him until they both collapsed.

Kavisha poured herself a glass of water, avoiding his gaze. "I'm tired, okay? Work's killing me, and this weather... I just want to veg out."

Ansh leaned against the counter, arms crossed. "Veg out. Right. While I sit here with blue balls." He wasn't yelling, but the edge was there. He thought back to their honeymoon in Mexico—her on her knees in the hotel shower, sucking his cock like it was her favorite treat, water streaming over her tits as she swallowed every drop. Now? Nothing.

She finally looked at him, eyes narrowing. "Is that all you think about? Sex? We have a life, Ansh. Bills, jobs, this freezing hellhole we call home."

"And what about us?" He stepped closer, voice dropping low. "I love you, Kavisha. But I need you. All of you." His hand reached for her waist again, pulling her flush against him. She didn't push away immediately, and he took the opening, kissing her hard. His tongue pushed past her lips, tasting her reluctance mixed with the faint mint of her gum.

For a second, she kissed back, her body softening. His fingers dipped under her sweater, stroking the soft skin of her belly, inching toward her bra. He wanted to rip it off, suck on her dark nipples until she begged him to fuck her.

But then she pulled back, hands on his chest. "Stop. Please. Not like this."

Ansh's jaw clenched. "Like what? Like I want my wife?" He turned away, grabbing his scotch and downing it. The burn matched the fire in his gut. She was playing hard to get, right? Testing him. Women did that sometimes. But two years in, and it felt less like a game and more like rejection.

Kavisha sighed, rubbing her temples. "It's not about you. I just... I don't feel sexy right now. My period's coming, I'm bloated, everything hurts. Can we just order pizza and watch something?"

He wanted to argue, to grab her and bend her over the counter, hike up her pants and plunge into her pussy until she screamed his name. Show her how good it could be. But he nodded stiffly, pulling out his phone. "Fine. Pepperoni?"

"Yeah. Thanks."

They ate in silence on the couch, some mindless Netflix show droning in the background. Ansh's eyes kept drifting to her thighs, imagining spreading them, licking her clit until she came on his face. His cock stayed half-hard, a constant throb. She curled up with a blanket, scrolling her phone, oblivious or ignoring.

Halfway through the pizza, he tried again. Casual this time. His hand on her knee, sliding up her thigh. "Remember that time in the cabin up north? You fucked me senseless after skiing."

A small smile flickered. "Yeah, I was drunk and freezing."

"You loved it." He squeezed her inner thigh, feeling the heat there.

She shifted, closing her legs. "Ansh..."

"What?" His voice rose. "Two years, Kavisha. We used to go at it every night. Now it's like pulling teeth. Am I not enough anymore?"

Her face hardened. "It's not that. You're great. But life isn't a porno. I'm not always horny."

"But I am." He stood, pacing. "Every damn day. I jack off in the shower thinking of you, and it's not the same. I need your pussy, your mouth, your ass—fuck, anything."

Kavisha's cheeks flushed, but she looked away. "Jesus, Ansh. Keep it down. Neighbors might hear."

"Let them. Maybe they'll pity the guy whose wife won't fuck him."

She stood too, voice trembling. "Is that what this is? Pity? I'm your wife, not a sex doll. I have feelings too."

"Then act like it!" The words exploded out. Silence crashed down. Ansh regretted it instantly, seeing the hurt in her eyes. But the dam was cracked.

Kavisha grabbed her phone and keys. "I'm going for a walk. In the snow. Because that's better than this."

"Kavisha—"

The door slammed. Ansh sank onto the couch, head in hands. His cock deflated, but the ache in his chest was worse. Outside, the wind howled, carrying her away into the night. He poured another scotch, staring at the door. How long until she came back? And when she did, would she finally spread her legs, or was this the new normal?

In the bedroom later, alone, he stripped and lay on the bed, hand wrapping around his thick shaft. He stroked slow, picturing her—Kavisha on all fours, ass up, begging him to ram her. Precum slicked his palm as he pumped faster, grunting her name. But when he came, ropes of hot cum splattering his abs, it felt hollow. Empty.

She came home an hour later, slipping into bed without a word. He reached for her in the dark, but she turned away, back to him. Ansh lay there, staring at the ceiling, the city's distant hum mocking his silence. The spark was gone, flickering out like a candle in the wind. But he wouldn't let it die. Not yet.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Morning Aftermath
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Saturday morning light filtered through the thin curtains of their Plateau-Mont-Royal apartment, casting a pale glow over the rumpled sheets. Ansh woke first, his body clock tuned to early rises despite the late scotch haze from last night. Kavisha lay beside him, her back still turned, dark hair spilling across the pillow. At thirty, her body remained a temptation—full hips curving under the blanket, the faint outline of her ass pressing against the fabric. His cock stirred instantly, thickening as memories of her rejection flooded back, mixing with fresh desire.

He shifted closer, spooning her from behind. His hand slid over her hip, fingers tracing the edge of her cotton panties peeking from under the tank top she'd slept in. She was warm, soft, and he pressed his hardening dick against the cleft of her ass, grinding slowly. The friction made him groan low in his throat. “Morning, baby,” he murmured, lips brushing her shoulder. He nuzzled her neck, inhaling her sleepy scent—musk and vanilla shampoo.

Kavisha stirred, mumbling incoherently before her eyes fluttered open. She didn't pull away at first, and hope surged through him. His hand dipped lower, cupping her mound through the panties. He rubbed in circles, feeling the heat of her pussy even if it stayed dry. His thumb pressed her clit, and he rutted against her harder, his cock now fully erect, leaking precum onto his boxers.

“Mmm, Ansh...” Her voice was groggy, not quite a moan. She arched back slightly, her ass nestling into him, but then she tensed. “Wait... what time is it?”

He ignored the question, kissing down her spine while slipping his fingers under the elastic. Her folds were smooth, unshaven just how he liked, but no wetness greeted him. He stroked anyway, parting her lips, dipping a fingertip inside. “Early enough. Let me fuck you awake. Slide into that tight pussy.” His free hand pushed up her tank, palming her breast, pinching the nipple until it stiffened.

She twisted her head to glance at the clock on the nightstand. “Shit, it's almost nine. I have that yoga class at ten.” She rolled onto her back, dislodging his hand, though her nipple stayed peaked from his touch.

Ansh hovered over her, propped on one elbow, his dick tenting the sheet obscenely. “Yoga can wait. Or we can be quick—me pounding you from behind while you check your phone.” He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep kiss, tongue thrusting like he wanted to with his hips. She kissed back for a heartbeat, her hand resting on his chest, before she turned her face away.

“Babe, no. I'm stiff from yesterday's walk in the snow, and I ate like crap last night. My stomach's off.” She sat up, stretching her arms overhead, her tank riding up to expose her belly. The motion made her tits jiggle, and Ansh's mouth watered to suck them.

Frustration coiled in his gut, but he played it cool, sitting up too. His hand went to her thigh, squeezing the firm muscle. “Come on, Kavisha. A quick blowjob then? Your mouth feels so good wrapped around my cock.” He tugged the sheet down, freeing his shaft. It bobbed thick and veined, head glistening. He stroked it once, base to tip, eyes locked on hers.

She glanced at it, a flicker of something—guilt? Desire? —crossing her face, but she shook her head. “I would, but my jaw aches from clenching it all week at work. Stress headache incoming. Please, not now.” She swung her legs over the bed's edge, standing to rummage for leggings in the dresser. Her ass flexed as she bent, and Ansh nearly grabbed her, yanked the panties down, and shoved in dry just to feel her clench around him.

Instead, he flopped back, hand pumping his cock faster. “Every fucking time. Yoga, stomach, headache. What's next, the moon's in the wrong phase?” His voice cracked with need, balls drawing tight as he jerked roughly.

Kavisha paused, leggings in hand, her expression softening with genuine fatigue. Dark circles shadowed her eyes; her period cramps probably kicking in early, though she hadn't said it. Work deadlines loomed, the apartment needed cleaning, and Montreal's endless winter sapped her energy. Sex was the last thing on her mind—she loved him, craved connection, but her body screamed for rest. “Ansh, it's not you. I'm just... drained. Tonight, okay? After yoga, I'll feel better.” She leaned over, pecking his cheek, oblivious to how his fist blurred on his dick.

He grunted, chasing release. “Yeah, sure.” Cum erupted seconds later, splattering his chest in thick spurts. She was already in the bathroom, door clicking shut, the shower starting. He lay there, panting, sticky mess cooling on his skin. Another rejection, stacking on the last. She wasn't teasing him on purpose—he saw the exhaustion in her slump, heard the truth in her voice. But knowing that didn't ease the throb in his chest or the hollow pump of his hand.

By the time she emerged, towel-dried hair dripping, dressed in sports bra and leggings that hugged every curve, he was dressed too, coffee brewing. They ate toast in near-silence, her scrolling class confirmations, him staring at her cleavage, imagining tit-fucking her until she gagged on his load.

“Have fun bending over for the instructor,” he muttered as she grabbed her mat.

She shot him a look—half-amused, half-wary. “Jealous much? Be good.” The door clicked shut behind her.

Ansh gripped his mug, knuckles white. Tonight, he'd make her want it. Pin her down, lick her pussy until she soaked the sheets, fuck her senseless. But deep down, doubt crept in. How many 'not tonights' before the fire died for good?
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Chapter 3: Nighttime Defeat
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Saturday evening settled over their Montreal apartment like a heavy blanket, the city lights twinkling faintly through frost-laced windows. Kavisha returned from yoga flushed and energized at first, her skin glowing under the sports bra that strained against her full breasts. Ansh watched her peel off the leggings in the living room, her thighs slick with sweat, pussy lips outlined briefly against the damp crotch before she tugged on shorts. His cock twitched in his jeans, remembering her vague promise of 'tonight.' He busied himself in the kitchen, grilling salmon and chopping veggies, stealing glances at her stretching on the yoga mat, ass high in downward dog.

Dinner passed with light chatter—her class details, his weekend errands. She laughed at his jokes, her foot brushing his calf under the table. Hope built in his chest. After plates cleared, they sank into the couch for a movie, her head on his shoulder, body curled against him. The scent of her post-shower body wash—citrus and spice—filled his nostrils. Halfway through the flick, his hand wandered. Fingers traced her inner thigh, inching up the loose shorts. She parted her legs slightly, and his pulse raced. He cupped her pussy over the fabric, feeling the soft heat, rubbing slow circles on her clit.

“Ansh...” she sighed, not pulling away. He grew bold, slipping under the shorts, fingers finding her slit. Still dry, but he stroked her folds, parting them to circle the entrance. His other hand yanked her tank down, freeing one breast. He latched on, sucking the nipple hard, teeth grazing. She gasped, hand in his hair, but didn't thrust into his touch. His dick strained, rock-hard, pressing into her hip. “Fuck me right here,” he growled against her skin, free hand unzipping his fly. His cock sprang out, thick shaft pulsing, veins bulging. He pumped it twice, smearing precum over the head.

She stiffened, hand on his wrist stopping his fingers mid-dip. “Wait, baby. My period started this afternoon—cramps hit hard during savasana.” Her voice held real pain, face twisting as she shifted. Blood spotted her shorts' inseam; she'd changed pads already but the flow was heavy. She rubbed her lower belly, wincing. “And the headache from morning blew up. Ibuprofen barely touches it.”

Ansh froze, mouth hovering over her tit, saliva cooling on the wet peak. His cock throbbed in his grip, denied. “Just suck it then. Or let me eat your pussy—blood doesn't faze me.” Desperation edged his tone. He pushed her thighs wider, aiming to bury his face there, lap at her regardless.

Kavisha closed her legs, scooting back on the couch. Sympathy softened her eyes—she saw his hurt, the rigid cock leaking steadily now—but her body rebelled. Cramps twisted like knives, head pounding from screen glare and skipped lunch. Work emails buzzed her phone; tomorrow's deadlines loomed. She loved him, wanted to please, but forcing it would sour everything. “Not tonight, Ansh. Please. I'm miserable. Spoon me instead?” She tugged her tank up, covering herself, curling into a fetal position.

He deflated, shoving his dick back into pants with a hiss. “Spooning. Right. Because that's what a man gets.” Bitterness leaked out. He stood, pacing to the kitchen for a beer, chugging half in one go. Every rejection piled on—the snow walk, morning yoga, now this. His balls ached, heavy with unspent load. In the bedroom later, lights off, he lay rigid beside her sleeping form. She faced away, breaths even, oblivious.

Sleep evaded him. His hand crept under the waistband, gripping his softening cock. It hardened fast under rough strokes, mind replaying her rejections. Not man enough. Can't even get her wet. What kind of husband begs for scraps? Fist flew, base to tip, thumb swiping the slit. He bit his lip to stifle grunts, imagining pinning her down, forcing her legs open, slamming balls-deep until she screamed his name. Cum shot in weak ropes across his stomach, barely satisfying. Shame washed over the release—jerking off like a teenager while his wife slept feet away.

Ansh wiped clean with a sock, staring at the ceiling. Worthless. Unwanted. The man he saw in the mirror—fit, driven, provider—crumbled to a pussy-whipped loser. How long until she sought a real stud? Or he did? Dawn crept in, gray and unforgiving. Kavisha stirred, murmuring love in sleep, clueless to his spiral. He rolled away, gut churning.
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Chapter 4: Family Fractures
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Sunday afternoon dragged them out of the apartment for Kavisha's cousin Meera's housewarming in Laval, an hour's drive northwest through slushy highways. Ansh gripped the wheel tight, knuckles white, the silence between them thicker than the gray clouds overhead. No radio, no small talk—just the hum of tires on wet pavement. He stole glances at her profile: cheeks pale from cramps, eyes distant behind sunglasses, bundled in a thick sweater over jeans that hugged her hips. His morning wood had faded during her shower avoidance, but resentment simmered. Sex maniac, he imagined her thinking, the words already festering from last night's defeat.

Meera's new split-level buzzed with two dozen relatives—uncles grilling kebabs on the deck despite the chill, aunts gossiping over chai in the kitchen, kids chasing through the basement. Hugs and cheek-kisses masked the chill between Ansh and Kavisha. She peeled off toward the women immediately, plate of samosas in hand, while he nursed a beer by the men, nodding through cricket scores and job rants. They orbited separately: her laughing with cousins in the living room, him fixing a wobbly patio chair for her uncle. Barely a brushed hand, no shared glances. Eyes darted—their aunt nudged Meera, whispering, “Something off with those two. No spark.” Uncle Raj clapped Ansh's back too hard: “You look tense, beta. Work stress?”

Ansh forced smiles, gut twisting. His cock stirred traitorously when Kavisha bent to pick up a spilled napkin, ass cheeks straining the denim seam, but he turned away, chugging his drink. Hours blurred: group photos where she stood rigid beside him, her arm loose around his waist; dinner where she sat across the table, fork pushing food untouched. Family whispers grew—"They don't talk anymore”—but no one pried aloud.

Post-dinner, women clustered in Meera's sunroom, wine glasses clinking. Kavisha slumped on a wicker chair, rubbing temples, voice low but carrying through the cracked door where Ansh lingered, fetching forgotten napkins from the hall. “Meera, it's exhausting. Ansh's like a sex-crazed maniac. Living life in a porno movie—every night, every morning, hands all over me. Doesn't get there are other responsibilities. Work deadlines, my period dragging me down, yoga for sanity. I love him, but I can't breathe.”

Meera leaned in, squeezing her knee. “Girl, that's rough. Have you talked? Maybe therapy?”

Kavisha sighed, twisting her ring. “Tried hints. He pouts, jerks off alone—I hear him. Feels guilty, but then pushes harder. Montreal winter doesn't help; we're cooped up, no space.” Her laugh rang hollow, foot tapping. Ansh's blood ran cold in the shadows, ears burning. Maniac. Porno. Each word stabbed, replaying rejections: her dry slit, closed thighs, fetal curl. His fist clenched around the doorframe, nails biting palm. Not worthless—a beast now, reduced to that. Balls tightened in rage, cock half-hard from humiliation, pressing denim. He wanted to burst in, grab her ponytail, yank her head back, shove his throbbing length down her throat until tears smeared mascara, prove his 'mania' right. But he swallowed fury, face blank, slipping back to the deck like nothing.

The drive home mirrored the outbound: silence, her dozing against the window, his jaw locked. Streetlights blurred past, his mind churning. Confront? Explode? Or stew deeper, the fracture widening. Home loomed, another night of blue balls ahead.
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Chapter 5: Roadside Reckoning

[image: ]


Snowflakes whipped the windshield as Ansh accelerated onto the 15 South, tires crunching over fresh powder accumulating on the shoulders. Kavisha slumped against the passenger door, eyes shut, breaths even in feigned sleep. The dashboard glow lit her face—lips parted slightly, sweater riding up to expose a sliver of soft belly. His cock twitched in his jeans, traitorous response to the ass he'd eyed earlier, now poisoned by her words echoing: sex-crazed maniac... porno movie. Jaw clenched, he white-knuckled the wheel, highway lights streaking past in yellow blurs.

Ten minutes in, rage boiled over. “You fucking told Meera I'm a maniac?” he exploded, voice cracking the silence like a whip. Kavisha's eyes snapped open, body jolting upright. He slammed the heel of his palm on the dash, swerving slightly into the next lane—a horn blared from a passing truck. “Blabbing our shit to your family? What the hell, Kavisha? Now they all think I'm some pervert humping you non-stop? Aunties whispering, uncles side-eyeing me like I'm a creep?”

She shrank back, arms crossing over her chest, gaze fixed on the wipers slapping rhythmically. No defense, just a tight-lipped stare at the flurrying dark. Ansh's face flushed hot, veins throbbing in his neck. “And calling me a sex-crazed maniac living in a porno? That's what you think? Every touch, every time I want to fuck you, pin you down and thrust deep into your tight pussy till you scream—it's porno to you? I'm your husband, begging for scraps while you curl up and shut me out!”

His foot mashed the accelerator, speed climbing to 110 as fury blinded him. Rear tires fishtailed on a slick patch, the SUV lurching sideways toward the guardrail. Kavisha gasped, clutching the door handle, her knuckles paling. “Ansh!” she yelped, the first sound from her.

Heart hammering, he yanked the wheel, tires screeching as they skidded inches from the metal barrier. Adrenaline spiked, cock surging painfully hard against his zipper from the near-miss adrenaline dump. He stomped the brake, veering onto the emergency shoulder with a crunch of gravel and ice. The car shuddered to a halt, engine idling rough amid swirling snow. Headlights pierced the whiteout, illuminating barren trees and drifting flakes.

Chest heaving, Ansh killed the wipers, punched the hazards—orange lights pulsing like his rage. He gripped the wheel till it creaked, forehead dropping to rest on his fists. “Fuck... fuck!” Sweat beaded despite the chill seeping in. His balls ached, erection throbbing untouched, a mocking pulse amid the humiliation. Visions flashed: bursting into that sunroom, ripping her jeans down, ramming his swollen shaft into her from behind while Meera watched, forcing her to choke on his cum to recant every word.

Kavisha stayed silent, curled small, staring at her lap. No apologies, no fight—just quiet endurance, fingers twisting her scarf. Minutes stretched, his breaths slowing from pants to ragged sighs. Snow piled on the hood, muffling the world. Finally, he straightened, wiping his face. “You happy now? Scared me shitless too.” Voice raw, defeated. She nodded faintly, still mute.

He shifted into drive, easing back onto the plowed lane, speed crawling under 80. Silence returned heavier, laced with unspoken fractures. Home waited, another barren night, his hand on his cock the only relief.
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Chapter 6: Bedroom Bargain
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The SUV crunched into their driveway, snowplows rumbling distant on the avenue. Ansh killed the engine, dashboard lights fading to black. Streetlamps cast orange glows through frosted windows, illuminating Kavisha's profile—cheeks pale, lashes dark against closed lids. He exhaled slow, rage cooled to embers during the tense crawl home. No more blowups; time to talk like adults, lay it bare.

Inside, the apartment hummed with radiator heat battling the chill. Kavisha shrugged off her coat, kicking snow-dusted boots by the door. Ansh hung his jacket, eyes tracing the sway of her hips in those tight jeans, ass cheeks flexing as she padded to the kitchen. His cock stirred, half-hard from the drive's adrenaline, balls heavy with unmet need. But he swallowed it down, poured two mugs of chamomile from the kettle—her nighttime ritual.

They settled on the living room couch, steam curling between them. She cradled her mug, fingers wrapping the ceramic, gaze on the swirling liquid. Ansh sat close, knee brushing hers, the contact electric but ignored. “Kavisha,” he started, voice steady, low. “We need to talk. For real this time. No yelling, no shutting down.”

She nodded, barely perceptible, sipping slow. He leaned forward, elbows on knees. “I heard what you said to Meera. It gutted me. But I'm not raging about that now. I get you're frustrated too. I push, you pull away—it's a cycle fucking us both.” Pause, watching her throat bob on a swallow. “I need sex, Kavisha. Not just to get off. It's how I feel like a man. Your husband. Every time you turn me down—'tired,' 'cramps,' 'headache'—it hits like a punch. Makes me feel small, worthless. Like my cock isn't enough, like I can't satisfy you. I want to grab you, spread your legs, slide deep into your wet pussy and fuck you till we both collapse sweating. Pin your wrists, suck your tits hard, make you cum clenching around my shaft. That's husband-wife shit. Intimacy. Connection.”

Her eyes lifted, meeting his—soft brown, shadowed with fatigue. Mug set aside, she uncrossed her legs, jeans whispering against the cushions. “Ansh... I know. I feel it too, the distance.” Voice quiet, but steady, no whispers. “Work drains me—meetings till seven, then commute in this cold. Body aches constant, cramps sneak up without warning. Periods drag two weeks some months. I love you, but when you grab my ass or grind against me, my tank's empty. No spark. It's not you—your cock turns me on when I'm rested, thick and veined, pulsing hot. But forcing it? I shut down harder.”

He nodded, hand reaching for hers—fingers lacing, her palm cool against his heat. “So what do we do? I jack off in the shower picturing your lips wrapped around me, sucking deep till I shoot down your throat. Feels hollow after. Tell me your needs. How do we fix this?”

Kavisha squeezed his hand, shifting closer, thigh pressing his. “Space sometimes. Foreplay that isn't straight to fuck—massage my back first, kiss slow, fingers circling my clit till I'm soaked and begging. Not every night. Weekends, when I'm recharged. And talk like this more. I need to feel wanted beyond my pussy.” Her free hand trailed his arm, nails light on bicep. “Tonight... maybe. Shower together? Wash each other. See where it goes.”

Ansh's pulse quickened, cock thickening fully in his jeans, tip leaking pre-cum against cotton. He stood, pulling her up—bodies aligning, her soft belly to his hard abs, breasts brushing his chest through wool. “Yeah. Lead.”

Bathroom steamed quick under hot spray. Clothes shed in heaps: her bra unclasped, heavy tits spilling free, nipples pebbling in the humid air; his boxers shoved down, erection springing up, shaft rigid, head flushed purple. Water cascaded, soaking her hair to dark waves, rivulets tracing curves—down cleavage, over trimmed bush to slick folds.

He soaped her shoulders first, thumbs kneading knots, descending to ass cheeks, parting them gentle to rinse between. She turned, hand gripping his cock—stroking base to tip, thumb smearing slickness. “Feels good?” she murmured, lips to his collarbone.

“Fuck yes.” He cupped her pussy, fingers parting lips, middle digit dipping shallow into heat. She gasped, hips bucking once. Not pushing for more—yet. Just touch, building slow.
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Chapter 7: Cut Off
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Water pounded their skin, steam thickening the air like a veil. Ansh's fingers worked deeper into Kavisha's pussy, middle and ring digits curling inside her slick walls, thumb grinding firm circles over her swollen clit. She leaned back against the tiled wall, head tipped, mouth parted on sharp breaths. Her tits heaved with each press of his hand, nipples stiff peaks begging touch. He ducked low, tongue flicking one bud, then sucking hard—teeth grazing just enough to draw a moan.

"Ansh... yes, right there," she gasped, hips rolling into his palm, juices coating his knuckles, dripping to mix with shower spray. His cock throbbed untouched, shaft slapping his thigh, veins bulging, pre-cum beading at the slit. Victory surged—finally, her body responding, pussy clenching greedy around his thrusts. He added a third finger, stretching her, pumping faster, free hand kneading her ass, pulling one cheek aside to tease her tight asshole with a soapy fingertip.

Her legs trembled, knees buckling slight. "Fuck, I'm close... don't stop." Nails dug into his shoulders, body arching, breaths ragged. Ansh grinned against her neck, biting the pulse point, fingers pistoning deep—hooking that spongy spot inside, feeling her walls flutter wild. Her clit pulsed under his thumb, engorged, slick. Cum for me, he thought, cock leaking steady now, balls drawn tight imagining slamming balls-deep into that spasming hole.

Then—abrupt. "Stop. Ansh, stop!" Her hands shoved his chest, fingers splaying firm, pushing him back. Water sluiced between them as she straightened, pussy lips
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