
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Whispers of Desire

        

        
        
          Alfred Stone

        

        
          Published by Alfred Stone, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      WHISPERS OF DESIRE

    

    
      First edition. October 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alfred Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Alfred Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


I was buzzing with excitement, barely able to contain myself. The moment we stepped into the house, as Julia flicked on the living room light, I grabbed her from behind, pressing myself against her, my arousal evident as I ground into her. One hand eagerly cupped her full breasts, while the other tilted her head back, my lips crashing onto hers in a hungry kiss.

It felt incredible. Even through our clothes, the sensation of her soft curves against me sent waves of pleasure through my body. Julia’s chest was her pride and joy—35D, beautifully pear-shaped, firm, and full. I kneaded them through her thin top, savoring their weight.

Our mouths locked in a deep kiss, her lips wet and slick, our tongues dancing together. The faint taste of wine mingled with the sweet scent of her breath, and it was as if I was already inside her, the intensity mirroring that primal connection.

While I devoured her mouth, I kept pressing against her below, my hand sliding down to yank up her mini skirt. My fingers found the damp fabric of her panties, and I teased her, eliciting muffled moans from her throat—stifled by our kiss but still deliciously desperate, “Oh... oh... oh...”

I couldn’t wait any longer. I tugged her panties down, exposing her, and my fingers delved into her wetness—she was just as turned on as I was. Still holding her from behind, one hand guiding her head to keep our lips locked, I used my free hand to undo my belt. My pants and boxers hit the floor, kicked aside, my erection freed and ready.

I lifted her left leg, opening her up, and with one swift motion, I thrust into her. The tight, warm embrace of her body enveloped me, and I let out a deep breath of satisfaction. Julia gasped sharply, her voice thick with pleasure.

After years of marriage, we’d perfected this dance. Whenever the mood struck, we didn’t hold back, giving in to our impulses wherever we were. Julia was as spontaneous as I was— a little teasing, and she’d be dripping, ready for me to slide in. Then it was all wild, relentless thrusting, her matching my rhythm with equal fervor.
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