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It wasn’t my house, but that didn’t stop me from walking to the kitchen braless in only yoga pants and a crop top. I loved being naked, and it took every bit of restraint to put clothes on. If it were my house, I would have walked into the room naked before getting food and snuggling inside my favorite blanket. That is how it should be. This time, I had to be a good girl, or my sister would throw me out of her house. Instead, I danced in the kitchen while I prepared something to eat. 

I felt the hand first. It tightened around my mouth and squeezed harder as the towel was torn from my body. I couldn’t mutter a sound before he pulled tightly into a firm body. I wanted to scream until the muscular body pressed harder against me, and I knew who it was. It wasn’t an intruder, robber, or pervert that snuck in. It was the very man that I was not supposed to be with. I knew the smell but only dreamed of the touch until now. Heat radiated from my bare skin. Goosebumps lined my skin in anticipation. The body pressed into me was not fully naked; the shirt was still on, but his raging hard was pressed between my cheeks. When he knew I wouldn’t scream, he pushed my yoga pants to mid-thigh. My ass was exposed in my sister's kitchen, and I don’t have a boyfriend, husband, or a plaything here.  

A gruff voice spoke in my ear, “Is this what you wanted?” I nodded in return, unable to speak or move. I felt the head of hard cock press against my slit. I wasn’t wet yet, but my excitement shot through the roof. The dangerous tool he wielded was slick from lube or another substance. It didn’t matter which because it was enough to ram inside me. I put my hands on the sink to brace for the impact. I did it again. I can't believe I did it again. Regret was my first emotion, but after the second pump, the moment's rush pushed that to the side like he had with my yoga pants. 

I moaned out as loud as I could, only to feel the hand tighten more on my mouth. I love it. I love the cock of married men. It is my fetish. Single men bore me. Men in relationships are fun but not as filling as an afternoon snack. Married men are like satisfying, well-balanced meals. I love the fact that they are risking it all to have sex with me. If they are caught, or I tell, I can destroy it all. The power of seduction is my drug, and I might overdose. This particular drug is the most lethal yet. This time, I had something at stake as well. This extreme mixture and potency sent my naughty inner self to the moon. 

Everyone has a fetish. Some men like to suck toes, get pegged, or watch their wives get fucked. Some women won't date a man unless he is six foot tall, has the perfect forearms, or has a monster cock. Others like to be spanked or want domination. I believe those kinks would be easier for me and those around me. I have lost friends, and others in the family will not speak to me because of my past meals. I can't help it. Maybe I can, but it is too hard, and this is who I am. I am the woman who takes your man because he is your man. Once I am done destroying his and your life, I leave to find someone else and do it again. Sorry, not sorry. You all wish you were me. 

When I asked to stay for an interview in the city for two weeks, my sister warned me that I had better not even look at her husband. I tried. I think I lasted four or five days before his tall, lean frame enticed me. The way he played with the children made my appetite water. The demons inside me that force me to fuck married men were going crazy. Fuck him, they called out. I listened to them and responded in kind. His dad energy was overwhelming. It would be like putting a mouse in a snake’s cage and telling him not to eat it. Maybe they could for a while, but a snake is a snake in the end. I am a husband-humper. That is what I do. 

I convinced myself that I would tease him to release my tension. First, I walked around one day without a bra until I was scolded, and I put my girls away. The material was thin, and he noticed. Next, I took a shower, and oops, my towel fell in front of him. I wonder how that happened. He saw it all that time, and I watched his cock tent in his shorts. That was the first time I provoked my sister’s husband’s hump stick, but it wouldn’t be the last. His naughty meat was inside me now. It threatened to tear me in two pieces as he pounded my insides. I arch my back to allow it to go as deep as possible. Furious hips slammed into my cheeks. The sound of clapping echoed in the house. I push back into the slamming, wanting the sound to get louder and the threat of getting caught rising. 

The threat of getting caught is the gas fueling my naughty escapades. This may be the most reckless I have ever been. My sister is in the house, the kids are home, and we are in the middle of the kitchen. I wouldn’t be surprised if the cameras were in the house. I am a sex addict. Like any other addict, as time goes on, you need a stronger fix. It is real
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