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THE BEDROOM SMELLED of expensive cedar, expensive perfume, and the sharp metallic tang of lube and fear-sweat.

Fifty-eight-year-old Sabine stood at the foot of the four-poster bed in nothing but black thigh-high boots and the heavy leather harness that framed her hips like a weapon. The thick, jet-black strap-on jutted forward — obscene, veined, glistening — a full nine inches of unforgiving silicone that caught the low lamplight and threw cruel shadows across the walls.

On his knees before her was thirty-nine-year-old Daniel — once her personal financial advisor, always so smug in his tailored suits, always so careful with his condescending little smiles when she asked questions he thought were beneath him. Now he was naked, wrists cuffed behind his back with his own silk tie, forehead pressed to the hardwood floor, ass raised high and trembling. A thin line of drool already connected his open mouth to the rug.

Sabine stepped closer. The heels clicked once, twice. She reached down, gripped a fistful of his perfectly styled hair, and yanked his head up until his tear-filled eyes met hers.

“Look at it,” she said, voice low and velvet-wrapped steel. “Look at what’s going to split you open tonight.”

She dragged the slick tip across his cheek, leaving a wet smear. He flinched. She smiled.

“You spent years explaining to me — slowly, like I was stupid — how money works, how power works. You loved that little edge in your voice. Remember?”

Daniel tried to speak. Nothing coherent came out.

She pressed the fat head against his lips.

“Open wider, counselor. You’re about to get a masterclass in real power.”

He obeyed. She didn’t ease in. She pushed — slow at first, then harder — until half the length disappeared into his throat and his eyes bulged, tears spilling instantly. Gagging, choking sounds filled the room. She held him there, hips rocking in tiny, cruel pulses.

“That’s it. Cry on it. Get it nice and sloppy for your ass.”

When she finally pulled out, long strings of spit connected the glistening shaft to his gasping mouth. He coughed, sobbed, tried to pull away. She slapped his face — not hard enough to bruise, just hard enough to remind him who was in control.

“Turn around. Ass up. Cheeks spread with your own hands. Show me the hole I’m about to ruin.”

He scrambled to obey, shaking so violently the cuffs rattled. When he reached back and pulled himself open, Sabine laughed — low, dark, delighted.

“Look at that greedy little pucker. It’s already twitching for me. You hate that you want this, don’t you?”

She lined up, pressed the head against him, and leaned her weight forward.

The first brutal inch sank in.

Daniel screamed into the floor — raw, broken, animal.

Sabine didn’t pause. She drove deeper in one long, merciless stroke until her hips slapped against his ass and he was impaled to the hilt. His whole body jerked like he’d been electrocuted.

“Say it,” she hissed, grinding in vicious circles. “Say the words I taught you last week.”

He sobbed them out, voice cracked and pitiful:

“I’m... I’m nothing... just a worthless... cock-hungry... cum-dump... who exists... to be fucked... by superior women...”

She rewarded him with another full, punishing thrust that made his knees buckle.

“Good boy. Now scream it louder. I want the neighbors to know exactly what kind of man you really are.”

And as the room filled with the wet, obscene slap of flesh and the sound of a grown man begging to be destroyed, Sabine smiled the smile of a woman who had finally stopped pretending.

This was only the beginning.

The ten stories that follow are variations on the same truth:

When a mature woman decides she is done being polite, done being patient, done protecting fragile male egos —

she becomes something else entirely.

Something that straps on, takes aim, and shatters.

Welcome to their world.

Welcome to yours.
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1
The Divorcee’s Revenge Fuck
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CLAUDIA’S HOUSE STILL smelled faintly of the cigars her ex-husband used to smoke on the back patio, even though he’d been gone for nine months and the divorce papers had been signed with a flourish of her Montblanc pen three weeks ago. The living room looked the same—same oversized leather sectional, same glass coffee table littered with interior design magazines she never read anymore, same framed wedding photo she hadn’t bothered to take down yet.

Tonight none of that mattered.

Tonight the room belonged to her.

Forty-three-year-old Marcus—the personal trainer who used to show up twice a week to “help” her ex with deadlifts—stood in the middle of the rug in nothing but black compression shorts that did nothing to hide how hard he already was. He’d come over when she texted him a single line:

Door’s unlocked. Living room. Now.

He thought he was getting a pity fuck from the newly single cougar. He thought wrong.

Claudia stepped out of the hallway wearing only a black silk robe that hung open to her navel and the heavy leather harness strapped tight around her hips. The dildo was monstrous—ten inches, thick as a wrist, ridged and jet black, already slick with lube that dripped in slow, obscene strings onto the hardwood.

Marcus’s eyes locked on it. His throat worked.

“Strip,” she said. One word. No please. No smile.

He hesitated half a second too long.

She closed the distance in three strides, grabbed him by the throat—not choking, just owning—and shoved him backward until his calves hit the edge of the sectional. He dropped onto the leather with a grunt.

“Last chance,” she said, voice low and venomous. “Strip. Or I rip those shorts off with my teeth and make you crawl to the curb naked.”

His hands flew to the waistband. Shorts and jock came off in a frantic tangle. He sat there naked, cock bobbing against his stomach, already leaking.

Claudia laughed—a short, cruel sound.

“Look at that. Mr. Alpha’s already dripping just from seeing the cock that’s going to ruin him.” She stepped between his spread knees, gripped his hair, and yanked his head back so he had to look up at her. “You used to flex for me in the garage while my husband was ten feet away. Remember? You thought I didn’t notice the way you’d adjust yourself when I bent over to pick up a dumbbell. You thought I was impressed.”
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