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"In Ecstaville, the air is thick with whispered moans, silken sheets hide the evidence of sin, and the women don’t just embrace temptation—they own it."

They are the envy of high society, adorned in diamonds, wrapped in silk, and kissed by privilege. To the world, they are perfect wives, devoted and desirable. But behind the mansion walls, beneath the designer dresses and manicured smiles, their appetites tell a different story.

They don’t wait to be seduced—they do the seducing. Their glances burn hotter than the champagne that flows endlessly at their lavish gatherings. Their fingertips linger too long, their lips press where they shouldn’t, and their bodies move with a knowing rhythm only those who have surrendered to sin can understand. Here, pleasure isn’t stolen—it’s demanded.

Secrets are currency. Affairs are tradition. Boundaries exist only to be broken. Every whispered promise, every forbidden touch, every tangled night of unrestrained indulgence is just another reminder that in Ecstaville, loyalty is a game—and the only real winners are the ones who know how to play it.

No one is untouched. No one is innocent. And once you taste Ecstaville, you’ll never be satisfied anywhere else.
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Selindra Lovayne stretched across the cool silk sheets, her massive, heavy tits pressing into the plush mattress as she arched her back, a soft sigh escaping her lips. The early morning sun painted her thick, curvaceous body in gold—her wide hips, soft thighs, and the full, massive, round ass that had always made men lose control. She was forty-three, a billionaire’s wife, a picture of elegance and power to the world—but beneath the diamonds, the couture dresses, the careful mask of sophistication, she was a filthy, insatiable slut. And she had spent years starving.

Her manicured fingers traced the curve of her belly, slipping lower as her thighs subtly parted beneath the sheets. She was already slick, warm, aching, the remnants of last night’s dreams still lingering between her legs. It was always the same—visions of her past, the things she used to do, the way she used to be. When she was younger, she hadn’t just embraced her sexuality—she had worshipped it, indulged in it, drowned in it.

She bit her lower lip, her breath hitching as a single finger dipped lower. Fuck, she missed it. She missed the way she used to walk through campus, knowing every man who saw her wanted to bend her over the nearest surface. She had been young, reckless, and completely shameless. She didn’t just enjoy sex—she craved it, lived for it, breathed it.

The memories hit her hard.

College dorms, cheap motel rooms, backseats of cars parked just out of sight. Nights where she let men take turns on her, moaning as she felt another cock push inside her, filling her, stretching her. She had been a perfect slut for anyone who knew how to use her. She still remembered her first gangbang, the way she had been on all fours, sucking one cock while two more took turns fucking her. The filthy words they whispered in her ear, the way they fucked when she begged for more. The way she had loved every second of it.

Her fingers moved faster now, teasing her slick, needy cunt, the sheets damp beneath her as she relived every filthy detail. The mentor’s office—his rough hands gripping her ass, spreading her open, making her scream as he fucked her over his desk, filling her up before sending her back to class dripping. The hotel bar, where she let a group of older businessmen talk her into coming upstairs, where they took turns on her, their hands bruising her thighs as they used her however they wanted. She had loved older men. The way they owned her, took their time, didn’t just fuck but ruined.

Her breathing was ragged now, her thighs trembling as she rubbed her clit faster, lost in the memory of being completely fucked in ways she hadn’t felt in years. And then, it stopped. The pleasure was there, burning inside her, ready to explode—but something was missing.

Her billionaire husband hadn’t touched her in months. Years, really. When he did, it was gentle, controlled, passionless. Like he was handling something fragile, not something filthy, something meant to be fucked, to be taken. She wasn’t fragile. She was built for sin, made to be devoured, meant to be wrecked. And for two decades, she had let herself forget that.

She pulled her hand away, breathing hard, her body still throbbing with need. This wasn’t enough. Her fingers weren’t enough. Memories weren’t enough.

She needed something real.

She needed to feel a man’s hands gripping her, forcing her legs apart, making her scream the way she used to. She needed to be taken, owned, filled. She needed to be a slut again.

And she couldn't  ignore it any longer.

The sun bathed the grand estate in a golden glow, streaming through the towering windows of Selindra Lovayne’s lavish bedroom. She had been awake for hours, though not because she had to be. It wasn’t as if she had a job or deadlines. Her life was one of effortless luxury—a billionaire’s wife, a picture-perfect woman with wealth at her fingertips. Yet, today, like many days before, she felt a gnawing restlessness creeping beneath her skin.

Wrapped in a silk robe, she moved through the house, her voluptuous curves swaying with unintentional allure. Servants scurried past her, heads slightly bowed in deference, awaiting instructions for the day. She issued them with ease, ensuring every corner of the mansion gleamed, the flowers were fresh, and her son’s return for the weekend was perfectly arranged.

But none of it mattered.

Something felt off. The kind of feeling that settled in her belly, heavy and unshakable.

She caught sight of herself in the hallway mirror, pausing mid-step. Her lips were full and painted a soft shade of pink, her thick, dark lashes framed green eyes that once held a dangerous spark. But what held her attention most was her body—the sinfully heavy breasts barely contained by her silk robe, the deep valley of cleavage that had once been a weapon, her massive, round ass pressing against the delicate fabric.

Once upon a time, she was wild. A pure, filthy slut in college, drenched in desire and dripping in sin. She fucked like she breathed—freely, unapologetically, letting men worship the goddess she was. Every night, she would take, tease, control.

And now?

She was a housewife. A well-kept, obedient wife of a powerful man. A man who loved her but had long since stopped seeing her.

Her fingers trailed down the curve of her waist, lower, before she clenched her fist and stepped away from the mirror.

Not today. She wouldn’t let her mind go there.

She spent the next few hours pouring herself into routine. She walked through the garden, instructed the chef on dinner, made sure everything was set for the evening.

And yet, the feeling never left.

Then the
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