
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Claire's Secret Desire

        

        
        
          Claire Harrison

        

        
        
          ArsonPulse

        

        
          Published by ArsonPulse, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      CLAIRE'S SECRET DESIRE

    

    
      First edition. October 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 ArsonPulse.

    

    
    
      Written by ArsonPulse.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by ArsonPulse

	    

      
	    
          
	      Claire Harrison

          
        
          
	          A Nympho's Forbidden Fuckfest

          
        
          
	          Claire's Secret Desire

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The First Forbidden Touch 
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Hey, it's me, Claire Harrison, and I want you to know everything—every dirty detail, every pulse of heat that makes my body tremble. I'm 35, married to David, but our bed is as cold as a winter night. He touches me like it's a chore, but I need more. I need to be fucked hard, made to scream, my body used like it's meant to be. That's why I started this, why I let myself fall into Ethan's arms. He's 38, divorced, and lives next door. Tall, muscular, with dark eyes that strip me naked just by looking. His hands are rough from work, and his cock—god, it's thick and veined, the kind that stretches you until you're begging for mercy.

––––––––
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It started simple, a glance over the fence, a smile that lingered too long. But one afternoon, when David was at work, I couldn't take it anymore. My pussy was throbbing, wet from daydreaming about him all morning. I slipped into my shortest skirt, no panties, and knocked on his door. "Claire," he said, his voice low and hungry as he let me in. We didn't talk much. I pushed him against the wall, my hands on his chest, feeling his heart race. "I need you to fuck me, Ethan," I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. "Make me forget everything."

––––––––
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He didn't hesitate. His mouth crashed into mine, tongue deep and demanding, tasting like coffee and sin. I moaned into him, my nipples hard against my thin top, rubbing against his shirt. His hands slid under my skirt, finding my bare ass, squeezing hard. "No panties? You're a naughty little slut, aren't you?" he growled, and I loved it. My clit ached as his fingers teased my wet slit, dipping in just enough to make me gasp. "Yes, Ethan, I'm your slut. Finger me deeper."

––––––––
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He spun me around, bending me over the couch in his living room. My skirt hiked up, ass exposed, and I spread my legs, desperate. "Look at this perfect pussy," he said, slapping my ass lightly, the sting making me wetter. Then his tongue was there, licking from my clit to my asshole, slow and teasing. I pushed back, grinding on his face, my juices coating his chin. "Eat me, Ethan, make me cum on your tongue." He sucked my clit, fingers plunging into my cunt, curling to hit that spot that makes my legs shake. I came hard, screaming his name, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure hit me.

––––––––
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But I wanted more. I turned, dropping to my knees, unzipping his jeans. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, pre-cum beading at the tip. I wrapped my lips around it, sucking greedy, tasting him. "Fuck my mouth," I begged, and he did, hands in my hair, thrusting deep until I gagged. Saliva dripped down my chin, mixing with his pre-cum, and I loved the mess. He pulled out, lifting me onto the couch, spreading my legs wide. "Ready for this dick?" he asked, rubbing the head against my entrance.

––––––––
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"Yes, fuck me raw," I moaned, and he slammed in, filling me completely. My walls gripped him, pulsing as he pounded me. Each thrust hit deep, his balls slapping my ass, and I clawed his back, urging him harder. "Deeper, Ethan, make it hurt so good." He choked me lightly, his thumb on my pulse, and I came again, squirting around his cock. He groaned, pulling out to cum on my tits, hot ropes painting my skin.

––––––––
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We collapsed, panting, but that was just the start. I cleaned up, kissed him, and slipped back home before David returned. But now, I can't stop thinking about it. My body's alive, craving more. And that's when I noticed Liam, Ethan's son, watching from his window. He's 20, handsome, with that young energy that makes me wet just imagining.

––––––––
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Later that night, as David fucked me missionary-style—boring as hell—I pictured Ethan. But my mind wandered to Liam too. What would his cock feel like? Young, hard, endless stamina. I came thinking of them both, biting my lip to hide the moan. David thought it was for him. Poor fool.
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