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Disclaimer

Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.

Thank you and enjoy!
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Chapter 1: Haunted Return
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I turned the key in the lock with a trembling hand, the door clicking open softly. My heart pounded heavily as I stepped inside the mansion that had once felt like a prison disguised as paradise. For over three months, I had avoided this place entirely since Mark's abrupt divorce papers shattered my world; now, entering it again stirred a mix of nausea and reluctant curiosity. 

The air hung stale and heavy, carrying faint traces of his cologne that seemed to linger stubbornly everywhere. I wandered through the foyer slowly, my footsteps echoing sharply off the polished marble floors. The house sprawled impressively large, perched near a jagged cliff that dropped dramatically to the ocean below, where waves crashed rhythmically against the rocks. Its modernist architecture featured clean lines and vast glass walls that framed the sea view expansively. 

But Mark had cluttered it relentlessly with garish ornaments; gold-plated statues of abstract figures loomed ostentatiously on pedestals, and oversized crystal chandelier dangled garishly from the high ceiling, reflecting light in a way that screamed excess rather than elegance. He had insisted on displaying his wealth blatantly, from the imported Italian leather sofas arranged stiffly in the living room to the custom-built bar stocked lavishly with rare whiskeys he barely touched. Every corner reminded me painfully of how he had built his empire, starting with those car dealerships that multiplied quickly under his arrogant command.

As I moved deeper into the space, my mind drifted inevitably to the betrayal that had gutted me completely. Mark had cheated shamelessly with a 25-year-old bimbo named “Billie,” a perky assistant from one of his lots; he divorced me on a whim, citing irreconcilable differences that boiled down to his boredom. He left me only this house, sending the paperwork swiftly through his lawyer to ensure it transferred cleanly into my name, as if washing his hands of me entirely. 

When we married ten years ago, I signed a prenup foolishly, completely oblivious to how it would strip me bare in the end; now, I had nothing else, no savings or assets to cushion the fall. I was the first of many foolish decisions I made, the marriage itself the most foolish one of all. He gave the mansion to me "out of charity," he claimed in one curt email, since he had already purchased another property secretly, where he now lived comfortably with Billie. My fingers clenched tightly around the banister as I climbed the stairs.

I had supported him tirelessly from the beginning, back when we started dating and he scraped together funds for his first dealership. I stayed up countless nights helping him pore over legal documents meticulously, organizing contracts and permits without a single paycheck or word of thanks from him. I had a rightful claim to far more of his wealth than this wretched house. The resentment burned steadily in my chest, a quiet fire that fueled my steps forward.

I pushed open the door to our huge master bedroom upstairs, and the sight hit me squarely. The king-sized bed dominated the room centrally, its silk sheets still rumpled slightly from the last time the cleaners had visited. I tried to recall desperately when Mark and I had last had sex, but the memory blurred hazily; it must have been over a year ago, a mechanical encounter where he finished quickly and rolled away indifferently. His lack of interest had eroded my self-worth gradually, making me feel unattractive and utterly worthless, even though strangers complimented my curves appreciatively whenever I ventured out. My body, with its voluptuous lines and soft blonde hair cascading loosely just below my shoulders, deserved better; yet, under his gaze, it had withered unnoticed. 

The ocean breeze whispered gently through the cracked window just then, carrying a salty tang that mixed oddly with the faint lavender scent from the forgotten candles on the nightstand. I lingered there momentarily, my breath catching unevenly, before turning away resolutely.

Descending the stairs carefully, I headed toward the pool area out back, where sunlight filtered brightly through the glass enclosure. The infinity pool stretched endlessly toward the cliff's edge, its water shimmering invitingly under the afternoon sky; lounge chairs lined the deck neatly, upholstered in weatherproof fabrics that Mark had chosen expensively for their status appeal. 

As I stood there gazing outward, I reflected somberly on how I had known from the start that this marriage spelled trouble clearly. Mark was a firm decade older than me; I remember my friends telling me how reckless that was, but I mistook the age gap as indicating that he was wiser, that he had gotten the recklessness of men in their 20s and 30s out of his system. What a foolish, naïve mistake that was. The truth is that I saw what I wanted to see in him, regardless of the truth.

My parents pushed me into the marriage persistently, harping endlessly on about financial stability as if love meant nothing comparably; they saw Mark's rising wealth as a golden ticket. Before him, I worked happily at an art gallery downtown, curating exhibits passionately and mingling freely with creative types who sparked my imagination. But I quit abruptly to become a full-time housewife, folding myself neatly into his world of board meetings and superficial galas. The decision haunted me now. Even the pool's gentle lapping sounded felt like it was mocking me somehow, as if echoing my regrets audibly.

The weight of it all pressed down overwhelmingly, making the air feel thicker suddenly. I found the space entirely unbearable, every luxurious detail twisting like a knife sharply in my gut. Grabbing my purse from the entry table, I fled outside hastily, locking the door firmly behind me without a backward glance. My heels clicked sharply on the driveway as I approached my car, the ocean's roar fading gradually into the background.

Sliding into the driver's seat, I felt my phone vibrate softly in my pocket. Pulling it out, I saw a text from my best friend Jenny light up the screen: Lunch tomorrow? Miss you. Let's catch up, been way too long. A small smile tugged faintly at my lips; Jenny always knew intuitively when to reach out. I typed back a quick, affirmative reply before starting the engine and pulling away from the curb.

As I drove along the winding coastal road, the wind whipped through the open window. My thoughts turned inward, lingering painfully on the years I had wasted utterly without a fulfilling love or sex life. The emptiness gnawed at me constantly; Mark's affections had dwindled early in our marriage, leaving me desperately starved for intimacy that went beyond polite conversations and obligatory touches. I craved connections that ignited my skin. The ache built steadily within me, a reminder of how my desires had been ruthlessly suppressed, buried under layers of marital routine and his indifference. Even simple gestures, like a lingering kiss or a whispered promise, had vanished completely, replaced by cold silences that echoed hollow in our shared spaces. I wondered if I would ever reclaim that fire again. 

My mind wandered back nostalgically to my younger days, when I slept around freely and savored every encounter passionately. Back then, in my twenties, I fucked men of all backgrounds eagerly, drawn magnetically to their diverse energies and bodies. Black men in particular always drew me in, and they always seemed drawn to me, which I always took as a great compliment. I remember one man, a Black musician from the city, who had pinned me against a wall, his dick thrusting deeply as I moaned loudly, lost in the heat completely. Another, a trainer at the gym, bent me over slowly, spanking my ass playfully before sliding in smoothly, making me cum explosively. Those nights blurred together vividly, filled with sweat-slicked skin and breathless gasps, tastes of salt and musk lingering tantalizingly on my tongue. 

But since marrying Mark, all that had vanished, and so had those men. His circle consisted mostly of middle-aged white men like himself, all buttoned-up suits and business pals on golf outings. That they had no spark, no eyes for anyone over 25, no passion expect higher profits and increased wealth. It had left me with no opportunities or desire for anything raw and forbidden. And now, all that was left, all that was on my mind as I drove away from that huge, empty mansion that was mine in name and deed, was how desperate I was to feel something deep and genuine again. 
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Chapter 2: A Friend’s Counsel
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I pulled into the gravel lot of Seaview Café right on time, the salty breeze whipping through my open car window and tangling my loose hair across my face. The place hugged the edge of the cliff, just like my house did a few miles down the coast, with weathered wooden tables scattered on a deck that jutted out over the crashing waves below. Gulls screeched overhead, diving for scraps near the outdoor grill where smoke curled lazily from sizzling burgers and fresh-caught fish. Tourists in flip-flops clustered around the railing, snapping photos of the endless blue horizon, while locals like me knew better than to romanticize the fog that rolled in uninvited most afternoons. Jenny waved from our usual corner table, her short dirty-blonde hair catching the sunlight as she stood to hug me tightly. Her thin frame pressed against mine for a beat longer than usual, like she sensed just how fragile I felt these days.

We'd been friends for twenty years now, ever since that rainy college mixer where we bonded over cheap tequila and bad karaoke choices, long before Mark ever swaggered into my life with his polished arrogance. She had warned me about him from the start, back when he first started showing up at my place with his flashy watch and stories about closing deals on luxury convertibles and his plans for his own dealership. 

"He's too smooth, Amanda," she'd said one evening over margaritas, her eyes narrowing as she swirled the salt rim of her glass. "Guys like that collect women like they do cars; shiny at first, then traded in." But I hadn't listened, too stubborn and dazzled by the way he made me feel chosen, like I was the prize in his high-stakes game. Now, sitting across from her with the ocean's rhythmic roar underscoring every word, that old advice echoed sharper than the silverware clinking on nearby plates.

The waitress, a sun-freckled girl with a notepad tucked into her apron, approached swiftly, her ponytail swinging like a pendulum. Jenny ordered her usual crab salad sandwich on rye, extra mustard, and a side of those addictive sweet potato fries that always left grease stains on her napkins. I stared at the laminated menu, the words blurring slightly under the weight of my empty stomach; food held no appeal today for me, but I forced out an order: "Just the house salad, please, with dressing on the side." She nodded without judgment and vanished toward the kitchen, leaving us with the faint sizzle of the grill and the distant hum of waves gnawing at the rocks below.

I picked at the edge of my paper napkin, twisting it into damp shreds as the confession tumbled out. 

"God, Jenny, I feel so... embarrassed. Like everyone can see right through me, knows exactly how stupid I was to believe his bullshit for so long. It’s been months now and it doesn’t feel any less embarrassing. Even more so, if I’m being honest." 

My voice cracked softly, and I glanced away toward the horizon where a lone sailboat bobbed like a forgotten toy. Socializing had become impossible these past months; I'd ghosted the group chats, dodged invitations to charity galas and golf club brunches, preferring the numb isolation of my empty living room. What stung worse was how quickly most of those "friends" had scattered, their texts drying up like tide pools at low tide. They were Mark's people anyway, most older than me by a decade or more, obsessed with vintage wine tastings and debates over which Caribbean island offered the best tax write-offs. I didn't miss their brittle laughter or the way they'd eye my figure during cocktail hours, whispering about how I "lucked out" marrying into his money.

Jenny reached across the table, her cool fingers squeezing my wrist gently; her touch grounded me, pulling my gaze back to her steady brown eyes. "Hey, those vultures? Good riddance. They were never your crowd, Amanda. And you'll always have me, you know that. Through every messy heartbreak and comeback." 

She paused, her fork hovering over her arriving plate as the waitress set down our food with a quick flourish; the steam from her sandwich carried a tangy whiff of Old Bay seasoning that made my nose twitch despite my disinterest. I poked at the limp greens on my plate, the cherry tomatoes glistening like tiny accusations under the drizzle of vinaigrette I hadn't even tasted yet.

"You're forty-two," she continued
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