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Chapter 1: Rekindled Flames



We’d known each other for years. Our bodies, too, carried that familiarity—a chemistry that refused to fade, no matter how much time passed. There was something hypnotic about it, a pull that lingered like a half-remembered dream.

Selena was seeing someone else now, a guy named Ethan, but whenever we crossed paths, that old hunger flared up. We’d hug, our bodies pressing close, and I’d feel it— that jolt of need, sharp and immediate. I’d whisper how I ached to have her again, to sink into her soft, velvet heat, my cock buried deep inside her. She’d smile, her eyes flickering with mischief, but we’d leave it there… until that late-night call came.

It was a Thursday, well past midnight, when my phone buzzed. Booty call vibes all the way. “What’re you up to, Damien?” she purred, her voice low and teasing. “Can I swing by? I need a good fuck. Ethan’s… well, he’s not cutting it lately.”

I didn’t hesitate. When I opened the door, I was already primed—tight boxers hugging my hips, a cock ring snug beneath, amplifying the throb I knew she’d feel. She stood there in her “fuck me” boots, black leather climbing her calves, signaling we were in for something filthy. My arm slid around her waist, pulling her against me, my hardness grinding into her pubic mound. She gasped softly, her breath hot against my ear. “Oh yeah,” she murmured, “that’s what I’ve been missing.”

Our lips crashed together, tongues tangling as we rutted against each other like animals. I trailed kisses down her neck, then bit—hard enough to make her moan, to send us both spiraling. Clothes came off in a frenzy, hers hitting the floor like they were burning. Soon she was down to a skimpy pair of panties, no bra, those boots still on. She dropped to her heels in front of me, hands clasped behind her back, and looked up with those fuck-me eyes. “Anything you’d like me to do while I’m down here?”

No words needed. I gripped the back of her head, guiding her forward, and thrust my cock into her waiting mouth. Her eyes locked on mine, wide and knowing, reveling in how she unraveled me. She controlled me, even with my hand in her hair—she knew it, and I knew it. Her lips stretched around me, warm and wet, taking me deep until I hit the back of her throat. She gagged when I pushed too hard, and fuck, I loved that sound. I held her there, feeling her tongue slide along the underside of my shaft, her breath hitching as she struggled to take more.

When she was gasping, I yanked her head back by her hair, pulling her to her feet. Her eyes blazed, wild with lust. “Take me further,” she said, voice husky. “Down the rabbit hole.” I grinned, feral. “Lift your leg.” She obeyed, and I hooked my hand under her knee. “Hold onto my neck,” I growled, “and don’t let go.” I grabbed her other leg, hoisting her up, her thighs draped over my arms, her pussy spread wide and glistening. Our eyes locked as I lowered her slowly, my cockhead brushing her slick folds, teasing, parting them just enough to make us both ache with anticipation.

We exhaled together, and I eased her down onto me, inch by inch, savoring every ripple of her tight, velvet grip. My cock throbbed, veins pulsing against her walls, the ridge of my head catching every sensation. I wanted to explode right then, but we had hours ahead. With her impaled on me, legs over my elbows, I started up the stairs to my bedroom. Halfway there, she whispered, “Just… don’t cum inside me, okay? Ethan might notice. I’m seeing him later tonight.”

Her words sparked something dark in me, a twisted, delicious idea I hadn’t considered until that moment. We were already cuckolding Ethan—why not lean into it, make it undeniable, let it fuel us? I stopped on the stairs, her body still wrapped around mine, and looked into her eyes. “No, Selena,” I said, voice low and deliberate. “Cumming inside you is the whole point tonight. I’m gonna fuck you slow, then hard, until your pussy’s swollen and dripping with me. When you get into bed with Ethan later, I want him to peel off your clothes and find your lips red and loose, my cum still leaking out, so there’s no fucking question what you’ve been up to.”

Her eyes widened, a protest forming, but I could feel her pulse quicken against me. She shook her head, but her body said yes.


































Chapter 2: Marked Territory



Selena’s head shook, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and defiance. “No way, Damien,” she said, her voice trembling but sharp. “That’s too much. Ethan’ll freak.” Her legs were still draped over my arms, my cock buried deep inside her, and I could feel her walls clenching around me, betraying her words. Her body wanted this, even if her mind was fighting it.

I grinned, slow and wicked, and started moving again—long, deliberate thrusts that made her gasp. “Oh, he’ll notice alright,” I said, my voice a low growl against her ear. “That’s the fun of it. I’m gonna fuck you so good, Selena, that your pussy’s a mess when you climb into bed with him. Swollen, red, dripping with me. And you’re gonna love every second of it.”

She whimpered, her hands tightening around my neck as I carried her the rest of the way up the stairs. Her protests faded with each step, each slide of my cock inside her. By the time we hit the bedroom, I had her pinned against the wall, her boots scuffing the floor as I pounded into her. The more I talked, the wetter she got—her body was my accomplice now. “Picture it,” I rasped, thrusting harder. “Ethan stripping you down, seeing those loose, fucked-out lips, my cum still oozing out. He’ll know exactly who owns this pussy tonight.”

Her resistance cracked. “Fuck, Damien,” she moaned, head tipping back against the wall. “You’re so nasty… keep going.” That was all I needed. I laid her on the bed, spreading her legs wide, and went to work. Slow at first, savoring the velvet grip of her, then fast and furious, slamming into her until the headboard rattled. Her moans turned to cries, her nails digging into my shoulders. I could feel my balls tightening, the pressure building, and I knew she was close too.

“Tell me you want it,” I demanded, my hips snapping against hers. “Tell me you want me to fill you up.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her eyes locked on mine, wild and desperate. “Do it. Fill me. Make it messy.”

That sent us both over the edge. I buried myself deep, groaning as I unloaded inside her—stream after stream, a gusher that left me shaking. Her pussy pulsed around me, milking every drop, her own orgasm ripping through her with a scream. We collapsed together, panting, my cock still twitching inside her as cum started to trickle out, pooling on the sheets.

She lay there, catching her breath, then smirked up at me. “You’re a bastard, you know that?”

“Only for you,” I shot back, kissing her hard. “Now go home. Let Ethan see what I did.”

She laughed, a dark, thrilled sound, and nodded. “Fine. But you’re gonna hear about it later.”

Sure enough, my phone rang around 2 a.m. Selena’s voice came through, husky and smug. “You’re a genius, Damien. Listen to this.”

She launched into it, and I leaned back, grinning as I pictured every detail. “I called Ethan on my way home,” she said. “Told him I had a ‘present’ for him, something special I wanted to share, to bring us closer. Got home first, left the door unlocked, lit some candles in my room, and stripped down. Changed my panties—they were soaked, thanks to you—and slid under the covers. He came in, bounded up the stairs, saw me in bed, and didn’t waste time. Stripped down and climbed in next to me.”

“He noticed I still had panties on,” she continued, “and asked if he should’ve kept his boxers on. I said, ‘No, baby. Your present’s under here.’ Told him it might shock him, but I needed him to play along, to really get what I was giving him. He was dying to find out—practically ripped my panties off. His fingers found me, all wet and sloppy, and he thought it was just me being horny for him. I told him to suck the juice off his finger. He did, smiled, and said I tasted sweeter than usual.”

I chuckled, my cock stirring again at the thought. “Keep going,” I urged.

“I smirked and told him to eat me,” she said. “Said I was dying for his tongue on my clit, lapping up all my juices. Down he went, no hesitation. God, Damien, it was so fucking dirty. I was turned on knowing he was licking up what you left inside me, your cum smeared all over my pussy. I came so hard—three times, maybe four—while he went at it like a starving man.”

“Then what?” I asked, hanging on every word.

“After I couldn’t take any more, I flipped on the light, yanked the covers off, and told him to look at me. I spread my legs wide, let him see how swollen and red I was, how fucked-out my pussy looked. And while he stared, I told him everything. Said it was your big cock that did this to me, that I’d just come from your place, that my pussy was yours now, not his. Told him your cum was why I tasted different—that he’d just eaten it all up. And from now on, that’s how it’d be: you get me first, and he cleans up after.”

I let out a low whistle. “How’d he take it?”

“He was stunned,” she said, laughing softly. “Mouth open, eyes huge. But he didn’t argue. Just stared at me, hard as a rock. I think he liked it, Damien. I think he fucking loved it.”

“Sounds like we’ve got a game now,” I said, my mind already racing. “Next time, we’ll push it further.”

“Oh, we will,” she promised, her voice dripping with intent. “I’m already thinking about it.”

I hung up, my head spinning with possibilities. Selena wasn’t just along for the ride anymore—she was steering this twisted little ship, and I was hooked.









cover.jpeg
BY EVELINA ROSE
Bull dominates his favorite Hotwife,

leading to Husband being Cuckolded






