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Riveting Lore is a passionate storyteller who weaves tantalizing tales of desire, mystery, and forbidden temptations. Specializing in adult fiction, Riveting Lore crafts narratives that explore the depths of human emotions, sensuality, and the complexities of relationships. With a keen eye for detail and a gift for immersive storytelling, each work invites readers into a world where passion and intrigue intertwine.

When not lost in the art of writing, Riveting Lore enjoys exploring different cultures, indulging in classic literature, and finding inspiration in the subtle nuances of life.
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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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The grand chandelier shimmered above the Lussier mansion’s marble foyer, casting golden reflections on the polished floors. Sunlight streamed through the massive windows, illuminating the pristine perfection of their home—everything polished, everything expensive, everything lifeless.

Upstairs, in the master bedroom, Roxxane Lussier stood near the bed, her arms crossed over her silk robe. The warmth of the midday sun did nothing to ease the chill running through her body.

“I’m talking to you, Philippe,” she snapped, her voice rising with frustration.

Her husband sat on the chaise near the window, legs crossed, his phone in one hand, a glass of imported whiskey in the other. He barely spared her a glance, his deep brown eyes flicking from the screen to the clock on the wall.

“I heard you, Roxxane.” His voice was calm, detached. “But I fail to see the point of this conversation. Again.”

Roxxane let out a sharp laugh, pacing the room. “The point? The point is that I’m your wife, Philippe! Or have you forgotten that? How many nights do I have to sleep in an empty bed? How many times do I have to beg for your attention?”

He took a slow sip of his drink, setting it down on the side table with a practiced ease. “You knew what our marriage would be when you said yes.”

Roxxane narrowed her eyes. “And what exactly is our marriage, Philippe? A business deal? A publicity arrangement? Because it sure as hell isn’t a real marriage.”

He exhaled, finally locking eyes with her. “You have everything a woman could want. A mansion, wealth, status. You don’t have to lift a finger for anything. What exactly are you so unhappy about?”

She stalked closer, her heart pounding. “I want a husband who sees me. Who wants me. Who doesn’t treat me like a goddamn antique vase he bought at an auction!”

Philippe smirked, shaking his head. “You’re being dramatic.”

“Oh, am I?” She threw up her hands. “Do you even know the last time you touched me? I do. Six months ago. And even then, it was obligatory, like you were checking something off your damn schedule.”

He sighed, rubbing his temple. “Sex isn’t everything, Roxxane.”

Her laughter was bitter. “It is when you’re starving for it.”

Philippe set his phone down and stood, straightening his expensive blazer. “I have a meeting in the city. Let’s not turn this into some embarrassing spectacle.”

Roxxane stepped in front of him, blocking his path. “A meeting? Of course. Another meeting. Another day where I sit here, playing the perfect wife, while you pretend I don’t exist.”

He let out an impatient breath. “You’ll get over it.”

She clenched her jaw, her nails digging into her palms. “You don’t even care, do you? You don’t care that I’m miserable. That I’m lonely. That I need more from you.”

His silence was answer enough.

He glanced at his watch. “I’ll be home late. Don’t wait up.”

And with that, he walked past her, his cologne lingering in the air like a ghost of something that once had passion but had long since died. The sound of his polished shoes echoed down the hall, and moments later, she heard the front door close.

Roxxane stood frozen, her breath shaky. The mansion around her suddenly felt suffocating, too big, too empty, too cold.

The silence after Philippe’s departure pressed down on her. Roxxane stood in the center of their massive bedroom, her arms wrapped around herself, her pulse still racing with frustration. Slowly, she turned toward the full-length mirror, her reflection staring back at her.

She let her silk robe slide from her shoulders, the delicate fabric whispering against her skin before pooling at her feet. The midday sun streamed through the windows, caressing her body, highlighting every lush curve, every sinful swell. She was a masterpiece—one that had been left untouched for far too long.

Her breasts—full, high, and aching for attention—rose and fell with every slow, frustrated breath. The dusky peaks hardened under the warm air, longing for the firm press of fingers, the teasing flick of a tongue. Her waist dipped into a seductive curve, her hips wide, begging to be gripped, claimed, worshipped. Her thighs, smooth and soft, pressed together as a slow, aching pulse ignited between them.

She trailed her fingers down her collarbone, across the swell of her breasts, teasing her own skin with a featherlight touch. Her lips parted as memories rushed forward—of strong hands gripping her hips, pulling her against rigid heat, of mouths devouring her flesh, of thick, pulsing desire stretching her open until she was trembling, gasping, undone.

Men had always desired her. She used to drive them insane, make them forget their own names just for a taste of her. She had been their addiction, their craving, their filthy little secret. They would grovel, beg, worship at her feet just for the privilege of being inside her. And she had loved every second of it.

She had taken them all—young studs with thick, eager cocks, older men with experience and stamina that left her shaking, even the occasional stranger who couldn’t resist her charms. She had been insatiable, a woman who needed to be fucked, who needed to be ruined over and over again.

Her fingers danced lower, skimming her stomach, tracing the waistband of the lace panties she had worn in vain, hoping, just once, Philippe might notice. But he never did.

Her nails skimmed the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, her breath hitching. The thought of firm hands parting her legs, of a thick, needy cock pressing against her entrance, made her whimper softly. She used to be taken—no, claimed—by men who couldn’t get enough of her, who would press her against the wall, lift her onto the nearest surface, and fuck her until she was a shaking, breathless mess.

She licked her lips, her eyes dark with need. She had been a goddess once, a queen of lust and indulgence, her body worshipped by men who would have done anything for a night with her. And she had loved it. Loved cocks. Loved the way they hardened for her, pulsed for her, stretched her until she was completely, utterly consumed by pleasure.

And now? Now she was wasting away, untouched, unfulfilled.

A slow, knowing smile curved her lips.

If Philippe wouldn’t give her what she needed... someone else would.

Her reflection smirked back at her, a silent promise forming in her mind.

Roxxane Lussier would not be denied any longer.

Roxxane pulled on a silk robe, tying it loosely around her waist as she reached for her phone. She pressed the call button for Monica, the maid, and waited. The line rang... and rang... no answer.

Her brow furrowed. That was unusual. Monica was always quick to respond, especially during the day.

She pressed the call again. Still nothing.

With a sigh, she slipped into a pair of heels and made her way through the grand halls of the mansion. Her steps echoed lightly against the marble floors as she descended the spiral staircase and crossed the pristine foyer.

Roxxane took slow, deliberate steps as she approached Monica’s small servant quarters, her silk robe barely concealing the curves of her body. The hallway was quiet, the sun casting warm
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