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      I look at Jake. My husband lies shirtless on the hotel mattress beside me. His chest rises and falls in a steady rhythm. He is forty-five. His stomach remains flat and hard. Thick muscle cords his biceps. I drag my gaze down the heavy line of his chest hair. It disappears into the waistband of his shorts. I want to ruin him.

      
      “Let’s splurge.” I crawl across the white sheets. “It is our anniversary trip.”

      
      Jake grabs my waist. He pulls me flush against his chest. He buries his face in the crook of my neck. He inhales my scent. “You know I never say no to you.”

      
      “Is that right.” I roll my weight on top of him. I straddle his narrow hips. I toss my hair back over my shoulder. His erection presses hard and thick against my wet core through the thin cotton of my hotel robe. “I will have to take full advantage.”

      
      I lean down over him. I drag my open mouth along his jawline. I scrape my teeth directly over his pulse point. Jake sucks in a sharp breath. His hands slide up my bare thighs. He bunches the white robe around my hips. His knuckles brush my sensitive folds.

      
      “You are insatiable.” He thrusts his hips up. He grinds his thick bulge against my soaking heat. “You cannot get enough of my cock.”

      
      “I have years to make up for.” I press my wet lips to the cartilage of his ear. “I was a good, faithful wife for so long.”

      
      The words hang in the air between us. My core throbs a steady beat. I have nurtured this dark craving for months. I want to see him break. Jake goes rigid beneath my weight. A low rumble vibrates deep in his chest cavity. He stops breathing for three full seconds.

      
      “Hannah.” He grips my hip bones tight enough to leave bruises. “Are you trying to tell me something.”

      
      My pussy clenches tight around empty air. I picture exactly how filthy this trip can get. I imagine the degradation. I want him to watch it happen.

      
      “Are you going to confess.” Jake raises his eyebrows. “Or should I put your mouth to better use.”

      
      He squeezes my ass hard. His fingers dig into my flesh. I shiver involuntarily. His eyes are pitch black with sudden hunger. The mild businessman is entirely gone. The animal underneath is waking up.

      
      “Easy.” I press my palms flat against his firm pectorals. I feel his heart hammering against my hands. “I am an old married lady. I am ancient history compared to those college girls by the pool.”

      
      His cock twitches violently against my cleft. He wants to hear this. He needs to hear the filth.

      
      “You are playing with fire.” He grips my thighs tighter. His thumbs press into my inner thigh muscles. “You need to be disciplined.”

      
      My breath hitches in my throat. My nipples harden against the fabric of my robe. This is the exact opening I wanted.

      
      “Those girls were very friendly.” I drag my wetness slowly over his bulge. I let the seam of my robe catch on his zipper. “Maybe I should have stayed down there. Maybe they wanted to get to know a married woman.”

      
      Jake glares at me. The heat in his eyes burns right through me. “Do not dare.”

      
      His voice shakes with the force of his restraint. He is leaking pre-cum in his pants. The wet spot presses against my clitoris.

      
      I lean closer. My lips brush the shell of his ear. “You want to watch. You want to see me let one of those hard young boys between my thighs. You want to watch him pound this greedy married pussy.”

      
      I drop my hips sharply. His throbbing head catches right on my bundle of nerves. He chokes out a rough, wet sound. His hips stutter off the bed.

      
      “Who is insatiable now.” I grind down hard. “You want to see your wife stuffed and defiled. You want me treated like a cheap motel whore.”

      
      “God damn it.” Jake strains upward. He begs for the friction. He chases my hips. The kink completely consumes him.

      
      I own him right now. He teeters on the absolute edge of his own twisted fantasy. He wants his faithful wife claimed. He wants me ruined.

      
      “You cannot keep torturing me.” His chest heaves with ragged breaths. Sweat beads on his forehead.

      
      I smile. I press my body flush against his torso. I grind my slick heat directly over the thick underside of his shaft. We both hiss at the electric contact.

      
      “I am just getting started.” I rock my pelvis in a slow rhythm. “I behaved like a proper wife for months. I kept my legs closed. No wonder I started watching those strapping pool boys out the window.”

      
      I roll my hips in a tight circle. I bathe his rigid length in my dripping arousal. His eyes go impossibly wide. His fists clench the hotel bedsheets. He tears the fabric. He fights every urge to flip me over and take control.

      
      “Fuck.” He grinds his teeth together. His pupils swallow his irises whole. “You want to step out on me. You want to be a cheap cheating slut for those horny kids.”

      
      I laugh. The sound comes out throaty and dark. “They are very enthusiastic. They would take one look at this experienced pussy. They would kick their frat games into overdrive.”

      
      I trail open-mouthed kisses along his jaw. I taste his salty skin. “They would look at this fat, greedy hole. They would have to take turns. They would bury their thick cocks inside me to see if they measured up.”

      
      Jake shudders violently. His throat works as he swallows hard. His hands dig deeper into my thighs. He pushes my legs wider apart.

      
      “I would ride that big cock.” I whisper directly against his mouth. “The others would line up. They would wait their turn to fuck your wife. I would be a cumdump for entitled frat trash.”

      
      I slide my hand down between our bodies. I palm his heavy bulge over his shorts. “You would sit there in the corner. You would watch them pump away. They would stuff my womb until I overflowed.”

      
      Jake lunges up. He crushes his mouth to mine. His teeth clash against my lower lip. I taste blood and pure lust. He completely shatters. His control snaps in half.

      
      “Enough.” He tears his mouth away. He glares down at me. Saliva connects our lips. “You are begging to get ruined. I will split you wide open first. I will make sure you remember who owns you.”

      
      I quiver. My core is dripping wet onto his stomach. “Yes. Please. I need it.”

      
      Jake shoves me flat onto my back. He pins my wrists above my head with one massive hand. He rips my robe open with the other. The hotel air conditioning hits my burning, flush skin.

      
      “Look at you.” He stares at my exposed body. He catalogues every curve. He tracks the flush of heat spreading across my chest. His chest heaves.

      
      I squirm under him. His gaze is a physical weight dragging over my skin. I am a sopping mess before he even unzips his shorts.

      
      “Do you like it.” I pant. My breasts heave upward. “I would hate for those boys to get the wrong idea.”

      
      Jake’s jaw ticks. The muscle in his cheek jumps. He grabs my right thigh. He forces my legs wide apart. He exposes my glistening, swollen sex completely to the room.

      
      “I will make sure there is no mistake.” He stares directly at my slick pink slit. “I am going to make you scream. I am going to wreck you like the desperate whore you are.”

      
      I whine high in my throat. I buck my hips up toward his hand. My inner lips are slick and puffy. I ache for the heavy stretch of his thick cock.

      
      “Keep pushing this cuckold fantasy.” He strokes his erection over his shorts. “I will tie you spread-eagle to this bed. I will make those boys parade their cocks right in your face.”

      
      Jake shoves my thighs wider. My hip joints pop. He claims total ownership of my body in one brutal motion.

      
      “They would love a turn with this snatch.” He pushes his rough thumb deep inside me. I gasp. “They would watch it gulp down every inch. I would sit back and soak in the pathetic sight.”

      
      He replaces his thumb with the blunt head of his cock. He rests it right at my entrance. He denies me entry.

      
      “I would watch your cheating hole get ruined.” He pushes in exactly one inch. My muscles clamp around the thick tip. “I would watch them pump you full from every angle. Thick loads gushing into your fertile oven. Your face twisted in perverted bliss.”

      
      Scalding arousal gushes from my core. The crude words completely undo my sanity. I thrash my hips.

      
      Jake pulls back. He laughs darkly at my desperation. “We will save that for later. Right now I need to stretch this sloppy cunt.”

      
      “Give it to me.” I claw blindly at the sheets.

      
      Jake drives his thick cock deep inside me. He buries himself to the hilt in one brutal, unbroken stroke. The immense girth stretches my walls wide open. My spine arcs off the mattress. My head tips back.

      
      “There is my greedy cumdump.” He sets a punishing, jackhammer pace.

      
      His hips snap forward. He batters my deepest walls. The heavy head of his dick strikes my cervix. Each thrust sparks a shockwave of electric pleasure. I lose my mind. I am thoroughly stuffed. I am entirely ravaged.

      
      “You love getting your cunt ruined.” He grunts with exertion. Sweat drips from his chin onto my collarbone. “You are so hungry for cock. You would whore yourself out to the entire frat.”

      
      I cry out. I cannot form human words. He obliterates my senses. The primal claiming destroys me. His crass words feed my sickness.

      
      “I should have let them take you first.” He slams his pelvis against mine. The slap of wet skin echoes in the room. “They would make a mess of you. They would stretch this juicy snatch until you gaped.”

      
      My body clamps down hard around his shaft. The fever spikes in my brain. I am hopelessly consumed by the filth.

      
      “You would like being passed around.” He grinds his pubic bone directly against my swollen clitoris. “Taking loads in every hole. Me watching the sordid view.”

      
      I ride the absolute edge. The orgasm builds with dizzying speed. My vision blurs.

      
      “A fucked out, dripping mess.” He pounds me relentlessly. The bed frame slams against the wall. “Barely conscious. Pumping you full of seed. Drowning in hot nut. Leaking from every hole.”

      
      His hips blur into a jackhammer rhythm. He shatters my remaining control.

      
      “Milk out every drop.” He roars. The veins in his neck bulge. “Make a stupid mess of yourself.”

      
      White light explodes behind my eyes. I scream his name. My vocal cords tear. My muscles lock tight. Euphoria rips through my nerve endings in blinding waves. Jake groans loud and harsh. He erupts deep inside my womb. He pumps thick, heavy spurts of hot semen into my core. My vaginal walls milk his length.

      
      We collapse together. Our bodies thrum with violent aftershocks. The hotel room slowly comes back into focus. Jake presses wet, heavy kisses to my chest.

      
      “I love you like this.” He drags his tongue over my collarbone. “Wild. Insatiable.”

      
      I shiver uncontrollably. A dark pulse of arousal lingers in my veins. His large hands cup my heavy breasts. He smears our sweat across my skin.

      
      “My sweet wife hiding a depraved whore.” He pinches my right nipple hard. “I know your twisted fantasies now.”

      
      He nips the side of my neck. His fingers slip down my stomach to trace my abused folds. I twitch
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