
Ecstaville Housewives

Cougar and The Nerdy Guest

By

Riveting Lore



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ECSTAVILLE HOUSEWIVES: COUGAR AND THE NERDY GUEST

    

    
      First edition. May 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Riveting Lore.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231247608

    

    
    
      Written by Riveting Lore.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Ecstaville Housewives

Selindra

THE THIEF

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Ecstaville Housewives


[image: ]


"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 mid-morning sun spilled through Selindra Lovayne’s arched window, catching glimmers in her satin robe as she lazily sipped a peach mimosa. Her glossy skin glowed, her legs crossed atop a velvet chaise, lounging like a queen between scandals.

Her phone buzzed.

Jessica.

Her lips curled. “Well, well...”

Selindra swiped to answer. “Darling Jessica,” she purred, voice dipped in honey. “I was beginning to think you’d finally run off with that Pilates instructor.”

Jessica laughed, breathy and elegant. “You’re one to talk, Sel. You haven’t called me back since Christmas.”

“Guilty,” Selindra sighed, swirling her glass. “I’ve been... entertaining.”

The two women laughed — that kind of rich, low laugh shared only between women who knew exactly what the other meant.

They fell into conversation like no time had passed, reminiscing about wild nights and wicked choices from their twenties. Stories of wine-fueled beach trips, double dates gone wrong (and then so right), sneaking into clubs in sheer dresses and no bras — every detail poured out in soft moans of memory.

“Remember that lifeguard in Monaco?” Jessica teased.

Selindra chuckled, cheeks warm. “The one you said had Olympic potential? Oh honey, that boy nearly drowned me in that cabana.”

“Mmm... You always were the greedy one.”

“Still am,” Selindra whispered, shifting her legs slowly, teasing her own thigh as they spoke. “But the boys are just getting younger now...”

Jessica’s voice dipped into something more deliberate. “Speaking of which... I have a favor to ask.”

Selindra arched an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“I was wondering if my son could stay with you this weekend. We’re going out of town for a gallery opening and... well, I don’t trust him alone at our place with the liquor cabinet and his fan club.”

Selindra’s smile widened like a cat stretching in the sun. “Your son... that sweet little thing who was wearing ripped jeans at last summer’s barbecue?”

“That would be him. He just turned twenty-one.”

“Oh my. A real man now,” Selindra cooed, her voice dipping lower. “And you want him to stay... here?”

“If you don’t mind,” Jessica said, oblivious or pretending to be. “You always had extra room.”

Selindra stood, walking toward the mirror, adjusting the silk tie of her robe with slow, practiced grace. “Of course, darling. I’ll make sure he’s very... comfortable.”

Jessica laughed. “I knew I could count on you. Just try not to corrupt him too much.”

Selindra smiled at her own reflection — red lips, tousled hair, eyes burning with quiet mischief.

“Oh Jessica,” she whispered, after the call ended.

“I never try.”

The chime of the gate rang through Selindra’s estate just past noon. She took her time answering, descending the curved staircase in a flowing rose-gold robe that shimmered with each step. The silk clung to her curves — her full, heavy breasts bouncing softly with no bra to contain them, and her wide, swaying hips moving with deliberate grace.

She opened the door.

There he was — Rob.

Tallish, lean, maybe a little awkward in his stance. His dark-rimmed glasses sat slightly crooked on his nose, and his backpack looked heavier than it needed to be. A button-up shirt tucked into his jeans. Clean, polite... and utterly out of his depth.

“Rob,” Selindra purred. “You’ve grown into quite the man since I last saw you.”

He blinked. “Uh... hi, Mrs. Lovayne. Th-thank you for having me.”

His voice was quiet, and he barely made eye contact — or at least, he tried not to.

But Selindra noticed the micro-glances.

A flicker to her cleavage. A millisecond on the curve of her ass when she turned to lead him in.

So shy. So careful.

But his eyes were hungry.

She smirked privately as she sashayed ahead, the robe parting slightly with each step. His footsteps slowed behind her.

“Your room’s upstairs,” she said, “but first, would you like something cold? I was about to pour a little juice...”

“N-no, thank you,” he said, voice a bit too high. He adjusted his glasses nervously. “Um... actually, Mom wanted to talk to you real quick.”

He handed her his phone. Jessica’s name glowed on the screen.

Selindra raised a brow, accepting the phone with a soft smile.

“Jessica,” she said, reclining onto a plush armrest, the phone against her ear, her thighs parting just slightly.

“Oh, thank you again, Sel,” Jessica sighed. “I know Rob can be... a little too quiet. He’s not like his dad, you know? He barely talks to girls. He still builds computers in the garage for fun.”

Selindra let out a warm, practiced laugh. “He seems sweet. Very... observant.”

Jessica chuckled. “God, if you can get more than ten words out of him, you’re a miracle worker. He’s just... painfully shy. Totally introverted.”

Selindra glanced up at Rob, who was pretending to scan the art on the wall — but clearly trying not to get caught looking at her deep cleavage as she leaned into the couch.

“I’ll be gentle,” Selindra murmured, keeping the velvet in her voice. “He’ll be well taken care of here.”

Jessica exhaled in relief. “You’re a saint.”

“Oh, honey,” Selindra whispered as she handed the phone back, “I’m many things.”

Rob took the phone, trying to avoid eye contact as his cheeks flushed.

Selindra’s smile deepened.

She’d seen his gaze — that flicker of arousal hidden under polite manners.

She wouldn’t call him out.

Not yet.

But he was curious.

And she had three nights to unwrap him, layer by layer.

The afternoon sun lit up Selindra’s kitchen, where she moved like a lazy panther — barefoot, wearing a low-cut crop top that hugged her heavy breasts and matching silk shorts that left her round, glistening thighs on full display. Her skin shimmered as if dusted with gold, catching Rob’s stolen glances like a trap catches flies.

She stood at the counter, slicing fruit.

“Hungry?” she asked sweetly, tossing a grape into her mouth and licking a little juice off her finger.

Rob, seated awkwardly at the barstool with his laptop open but forgotten, swallowed. “Uh, sure. Thanks.”

“You know...” she said casually, leaning forward over the counter — breasts pressing against the edge, giving him an unmissable view, “...you’ve been so quiet. Just like your mom said.”

Rob blinked behind his glasses. “I-I just like being polite.”

“Mmm.” She popped another grape between her lips. “Polite is good. But it’s okay to look around. You’re in my house now.”

Rob looked up from his screen, face already a bit red.

Selindra smiled. She leaned over to hand him the plate of fruit, and in doing so, gave him a clear view down her top — soft, heavy cleavage jiggling slightly as she moved.

He looked.

Tried not to.

But he looked.

And she saw.

“So,” she said, resting her hip against the marble island, “how long has it been since you had a woman in your bed, Rob?”

He nearly dropped his fork. “W-what?”

“Oh, relax,” she said with a wicked little laugh, waving her hand. “I meant, have you dated anyone recently? Girlfriend? Or boyfriend, if you’re into surprises.”

He shook his head quickly. “No, no girlfriends. I just... I mostly focus on school and stuff.”

“Such a disciplined boy,” she murmured, stepping closer to refill her water — reaching up into the cupboard, letting her top ride higher and her shorts ride tighter, her big, round ass curving beautifully in front of him.

She didn’t turn to face him, not yet. She just let him look.

Rob sat frozen.

Selindra turned her head slightly, just enough to say, “Don’t be nervous. I’ve seen the way you watch me when you think I’m not looking. I don’t mind.”

He looked like he stopped breathing.

“But...” she said, finally facing him again, glass in hand, “...what your mother doesn’t know won’t hurt her, right?”

Rob laughed nervously, fiddling with his laptop.

She stepped close and leaned in, whispering near his ear with the smooth hush of perfume and heat.

“I’m just teasing, sweetheart,” she said.

For now.

By early evening, Selindra was in her element — flowing from room to room, switching between a work call in her lounge and supervising a flower arrangement delivery for the backyard. She wore a figure-hugging satin dress, one shoulder bare, the fabric clinging to her curves like it had been poured over her.

Rob had spent most of the day pretending to work from his laptop at the living room table.

But his real focus was her.

He watched from behind the screen — tracking her sway as she walked away, the deep bounce of her hips, the smooth skin of her thighs when the slit of her dress shifted too wide. Once, she bent forward to pick up a dropped pen, and her bare cleavage slipped forward in her
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