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Sandra knew exactly what was about to happen...

"Do you have to fly over the weekend again?" Sandra looked at her husband questioningly, actually they wanted to go out for dinner and he wanted to take the plane on Sunday morning, now he had rebooked at short notice for Friday evening, or has been rebooked by the company, Sandra didn't care.

"The flight to the Pacific Coast is long and tiring, and I'll already be meeting business partners for dinner on Sunday; an informal atmosphere to start with makes a lot of things easier." 

Frank finished packing his suitcase. He was a successful businessman, a workhorse, a paragon of reliability, devoted to his company, constantly available. Since his last promotion, he had been responsible for the company worldwide and was therefore on the road even more than before, especially for longer and longer periods and more and more frequently over the weekend. 

"I'll be back on Thursday after all, so I'll take the day off until next Monday." 

Frank hugged his wife, who was 14 years younger. 

"It really makes more sense to fly now, the project is one of the biggest in the last 10 years, if I can get this penned and implemented, a nice bonus beckons, maybe for a great trip or a fancy new car for you."

Sandra looked at him sadly, now that he was traveling so much they had grown more and more distant from each other, the dinner today might have been something of a restart, once again it fell through, not for the first time. 

"We'll write and phone regularly." he promised, Sandra nodded with a heavy heart, accompanied him to the door, he kissed her fleetingly goodbye and pulled the suitcase to his car. Sandra waved after him, closed the door, she already felt it, felt what was about to happen, how she would have loved to have him with her, but if he left her alone....

With her head down, Sandra trotted back into the living room, dropped into the armchair and turned on the television. The shallow program sprinkled her, made her pensive, her thoughts wandered, also because she knew it, she didn't want it, but she knew what was about to happen, felt it slowly rising within her, fought it with all the weapons at her disposal, reason and love, knowing full well that these weapons would only have a delaying effect. 

It was as if a vampire was watching the full moon rise, Sandra feeling the dark side growing within her, growing stronger, resisting it, feeling the thoughts grow wilder, the teeth sharper, the gaze darker. Sandra knew that her personal full moon would soon rise, defeating reason and filling the void that loneliness brings with wild life. 

Sandra tried to distract herself, to concentrate on the TV, but as hard as she tried, she didn't manage, her eyes kept falling on her cell phone, soon the news reached her that Frank had arrived at the airport, the dark power grew stronger and stronger, "not yet" Sandra's reason pleaded with her, but this only had a delaying effect. 

Frank was through the security check, soon he would be on the plane, soon reason would be defeated, Sandra felt a dark desire rising inside her, the minutes passed much too slowly for her, when finally the message came, expected by the dark power, that he was on the plane and would turn off the cell phone.

"Have a good flight, I love you" she lied back in her answer, went into the kitchen, got the champagne from the fridge, the cigarettes and the gin from the shelf, sat down in the living room, poured, lit a cigarette, smiled spoiled and mendacious inside. Destiny was back, the alter ego of Sandra.
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Destiny enjoyed the champagne, the gin and the cigarette, Frank hated it when she drank alcohol or smoked, so she did it mostly when he wasn't around, but then quite often quite heavily. 

She thought back, almost exactly a year had passed since Frank had the new job, more and more often even on the weekend was not at home. Sandra was surprised quite abruptly, especially on weekends it is so incredibly lonely in the evening alone at home, distraction was missing, entertainment, fun, or even just a conversation, a kind word, a hug, what made a partnership. So she sat alone at home on a Friday evening, not knowing what to do, the apartment was cleaned and tidy as usual, Sandra had her household well under control during the week. 

In her loneliness Sandra opened a bottle of wine, a simple red wine, none of the expensive bottles from the cellar, where Frank would immediately notice that one was missing. Hastily she downed the first glass, also the second, she was not only lonely, she felt sorry for herself, looked out the window with empty eyes, again at the TV, again out the window. An incredible emptiness filled her and she drowned it in alcohol tonight, when the bottle was almost empty, she would have liked to smoke one too, wanted to get even with Frank somehow, punish him, for him she had given it up, now he left her alone. 

"Was that all there was to it? With her 34 years? All over? Experienced it all? That couldn't be it." 

Sandra felt an infinite heaviness inside her, a weight on her shoulders, certainly intensified by the red wine, which was also not light, there will surely be many more such evenings, tomorrow will be the next one, and she decided that she would not languish here alone for the next few years, encouraged by the alcohol she made the decision to just go out tomorrow night, she would have a drink, she would buy some cigarettes and see if she might find some distraction in a bistro or a pub. 

Encouraged by the decision, she went to bed feeling good, emboldened and yet knowing that much of it was merely defiance, defiant that Frank was leaving her more and more alone to attend to his professional matters. 

The next morning she woke up, her head a little heavy, the wine also showed its effect the next day, contrary to her usual manner she took a tablet, she did not feel like dampening her anticipation with a headache. Sandra did the things of the day in her own routine, but additionally bought wine and cigarettes. Once home, she stowed everything away, opened the wine and lit a cigarette, coughing, she had not smoked for a long time, but she wanted to do so now. Shortly she phoned Frank on the other side of the world, there was not much to tell, what should she also report, from shopping, or other boring things? 

A few hundred meters away there was a new bistro-pub concept, which she wanted to try out tonight, it seemed very inviting, was well attended, Sandra wanted to come among people, talk a little, in addition, there was live music tonight, somehow everything fit together. She thought over the wine what to wear, decided on casual jeans, shirt, suitable for summer and sneakers, that should be just right for this bistro. Two glasses of wine later, she set off, prancing down the street in a good mood, at an appropriate distance from her neighbors, she lit another cigarette, blowing the smoke into the darkening night sky. It was a warm, cozy evening, maybe she would sit outside for a bit, at least until the concert started. 

She entered the well-filled bistro, the band had not yet begun to set up, chatted instead with the guests, probably a regional band, a more successful combo would certainly not play here voluntarily, she did not mean the nicely furnished bistro but rather the area, outskirts of the city, typical residential area of commuters, no scene for aspiring rock stars.

Sandra ordered a glass of wine, found the only free table in front of the bistro and sank down on the quite comfortable chair. Her gaze was fixed on the sunset, she put on her sunglasses, leaned back, took a sip of wine and smoked another cigarette, alternately filling her lungs with the smoke and the sweetish scent of the warm, slowly ending summer. Sandra felt really good, the wine was excellent, the atmosphere was pleasant, sitting outside in front of the bistro was a dream on the almost untraveled street, here she could pass by more often, here she could stand it. She was all alone at the table here, too, but there was life around her, not the silence and loneliness of her own four walls, which constricted her, almost as if they were getting closer by the minute, slowly taking away her breath until they finally crushed her.

She ordered a second glass of wine from the friendly young waitress, through the windows of the bistro it could be seen that the musicians had started setting up, it would certainly take a while until everything was in place, but the start of the concert would not be forever in coming. 

A young man stepped out of the bistro, looked around, looking for a free seat, his beer in hand he approached Sandra and the only free seat at her table outside and politely asked if it was free, he would like to have a smoke if it would not bother her. Sandra nodded to him friendly, also lit a cigarette and smiled, he looked good, certainly not yet 30 years old, it was to be recognized by the summer clothes that he certainly did one or the other sport. 
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"Is this your first time here?" he began a conversation. 

Sandra was surprised that he simply called her by her first name. Only now did she notice that the waitress had just done the same, but she had not consciously noticed it. 

Sandra nodded. "Yeah, it hasn't been around that long."

"That's right, my name is Ben by the way, are you new here in town? A lot of people have moved here in the last few months when the new development was completed." 

Sandra shook her head, it occurred to her how little they had done lately, Frank and she, and when they did, they frequented other stores, good restaurants, to spend a sedate, age-appropriate evening with good conversation, in a rather quiet atmosphere. So it was unlikely that he had seen her anywhere before, and why should he have noticed her?

"No, I've lived here for a few years. What about you?" 

"Also." he tapped the ash from his cigarette. 

"My name is Sandra, by the way." she introduced herself. 

The two got to talking, chatting about this and that, bistros, pubs, concerts, Sandra enjoyed his attention, they drank another glass together when Ben noticed that the concert was about to start, he stood up, hesitated as if waiting for her, Sandra understood, followed him and together they entered the bistro where the band was already playing the first bars. They stopped together at the edge of the small dance floor, it was good, simple and honest rock music, like Sandra used to like to listen to, Frank was more into jazz and classical music, which Sandra had also gotten used to, but honest rock from electric guitars still has a very special sound and appeal. 

At the first well-known cover song, the dance floor increasingly filled up, Ben finished his drink, looked at her, asked her to rock along, Sandra smiled all over her face, took one last, big sip from the glass, hopped onto the dance floor and rocked with Ben to the deafening sound of the sound system, which was actually much too big and powerful for the small bistro. 

Sandra was having fun like she hadn't in a long time, enjoying the music, the volume, the dancing and also the company of Ben, who was rocking along happily and exuberantly, smiling at her, poking her in the eye, flirting with her, Sandra felt that early on and she liked it, she liked it, she felt completely different from yesterday, alive, exuberant, full of life. She praised herself for the idea of going here tonight. 

With a mighty beat of the timpani the band finished the last song before the break as Sandra and Ben just finished their air guitar solo standing close to each other, from one second to the next it was silent, then cheering, Sandra fell exuberantly into Ben's arms, but quickly disengaged, for a brief moment she had lost her trained control, the control that was always so important to Frank, looked at him a little ashamed, Ben however beamed back, the two left the dance floor to smoke a cigarette outside the bistro with a fresh drink in hand. Even though Sandra was not a real beer drinker, a cool blond did extraordinary good after the exhausting and sweaty dance performance in the quickly stale air in the small bistro, she took a big gulp and pulled on the cigarette.

"A really cool band." it bubbled out of her, Ben agreed with her, their conversation dragged on about favorite bands from the past about concerts they had once attended, it turned out that Ben was a regular concert goer, which Sandra envied him a little. They talked to each other in a completely casual way, very relaxed, Sandra enjoyed the feeling of not having to think about every word, as she knew it from home, so they almost missed entering the bistro again in time, when the band's break was over. 

They quickly emptied the leftovers from their glasses and stormed the dance floor, Sandra was more exuberant than she had been in a long time, every song, every guitar riff made her feel more joy, which Ben only intensified by his mere presence and attention. The songs became more and more atmospheric, the cover versions of the songs evolved into the great rock songs of music history, the energy of which was transferred directly to Sandra, the mood drifted towards its climax, Sandra and Ben danced and laughed, laughed and danced, every now and then they shouted a few words into each other's ears, barely able to drown out the volume of the sound system.

Whenever Sandra called something into Ben's ear, he grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her a little closer to him than was absolutely necessary. However, he was so familiar to her by now that Sandra didn't notice this at all, and if she did, it didn't make her uncomfortable; on the contrary, it felt good to feel his strong hands on her shoulders. 

Another break interrupted the concert, of course it would have been nicer if the band had played through, as was usual at big concerts, but the bistro wanted to earn money, after all, and the breaks were used for plenty of drink replenishment, so also with Ben and Sandra, who allowed themselves another beer and a cigarette in front of the store. In the meantime, they were already fooling around and fooling around quite a bit, the music had made them very exuberant, the alcohol was less in the foreground, Sandra felt almost sober again, too much she had already sweated even while dancing, the pleasant atmosphere, the hard music and Ben's company intoxicated them in any case clearly more. 

Physical touches had long since ceased to be accidental, they were now part of the conversation, the dancing, the evening with Ben, Sandra felt him to be incredibly warm and cordial, open and fine-minded, not calculating and weighing, but youthfully impetuous and exuberant. She herself felt years younger in his presence.

The last two songs, two more encores, Sandra and Ben rocked along with the songs, sang the lyrics, as far as they knew them, then the concert was over, cheering applause for minutes, Sandra stood in the meantime at the very front of the stage, a little exhausted, but all the more psyched for it. Ben put his arm around her shoulders, turned her away from the stage to the edge of the dance floor. Sandra's heart quivered with joy, happiness and excitement, Ben put his second arm around her shoulders, pulled her close and kissed her. Sandra couldn't help but surrender to his kiss, it somehow made the evening completely perfect, she hadn't experienced such a happy and exuberant evening in ages, the kiss completed it for good. 
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Sandra had a hell of a thirst after the dancing, the kiss, the excitement, only slowly she detached herself from Ben, contentedly she smiled at him, they were in a casual world of their own, away from the life that was currently so frustrating for Sandra. 

"I need another drink, Ben." 

Sandra smiled at him, looking deep into his soft blue eyes. 

"I'd have another beer cold or a bottle of champagne if you like, at my house, it's just around the corner." 

Ben looked at her eagerly, now it was decided how the evening would take its further course. Sandra excused herself briefly, hurried to the bathroom, took a quick look at her cell phone, no call, no message from Frank that she would have had to respond to, if he sent anything now, she could conveniently lie that she was already in bed and asleep, he wouldn't call at this time anyway, she knew him too well for that. She hurried back to Ben, grabbed his hips and pulled him towards the exit. 

Ben really lived only a few steps away from the bistro, probably it was more pleasant to listen to the music in the bistro directly than to hear the dull booming noise muffled by the walls in the apartment, maybe also a reason for him to visit the bistro. He opened the door, asked Sandra into the living room and fetched beer and champagne, Sandra took a big gulp of the beer and then the champagne glass in her hand, the two toasted, drank a small sip, quickly sinking into a hot, electrifying kiss. Ben's hand began to wander over her body, caressing her, her back, her neck, down to her butt, gently sliding forward over her belly to her breast, all during this never-ending kiss. 

How long had Sandra not experienced such stormy kisses, after the many years of her marriage with Frank had simply lost a good bit of passion, they had sex regularly, although regularly also says nothing about the frequency, sometimes she had the feeling that he would keep a record of when they had sex and when it would be time again.

This one was completely different, Ben's youthful passion took her by storm, the fortress of her affect control he tore down completely with a single kiss, conquered her, and Sandra wanted nothing more at that moment than for her fortress of objectivity to completely collapse under Ben's trained body. 

They just made it to the sofa, Ben had long since removed Sandra's shirt and bra, Sandra brashly grabbed his pants and unzipped them, she felt that with Ben she didn't have to hold back, didn't have to control anything, didn't have to be careful about doing anything wrong, doing anything, which was not part of the usual repertoire, she could just let herself go in the intoxication of this night, let herself fall, without having to expect any consequences, from whom, probably she would never see Ben again, or maybe she would, but nobody would have to justify anything. Both wanted nothing more than to let off steam their lust, Sandra felt that it would even be horny to overshoot the mark a bit in the process, than not to surrender completely, or to fail because of pretended taboos. 

Sandra already felt his hard cock through the tight fitting jeans, she wanted him, she wanted exactly this cock, right now and here and she wanted to spoil him in a way that it only made her even more horny and that she might even be remembered by Ben, surely he has many such one night stands, she was sure that she was just one of many, that he even had it in mind from the beginning, had identified her as an easy victim and had lured her into his trap, into which Sandra followed him downright gratefully. And even so, if she was just one among many, she would certainly benefit from his wealth of experience, he will already know how to touch a woman and how to deal with her. 

Sandra wanted to blow his cock, she did not have much experience with it, Frank was always looking to penetrate her as quickly as possible and fuck her lying on top of her, her ex-boyfriend was very into blowjobs, that was ages ago and the relationship did not last long, those were her only experiences with the subject. This cock, however, she wanted to kiss, to spoil with her lips, she also did not want to seem prudish or inexperienced, she had had only three men in her life, early, perhaps too early she had already come together with Frank, his life experience and his reliability fascinated her at the time, where she soon realized that she always knew reliably how the sex would go. Today she was freed from all conventions, wanted to break through the barriers she had imposed on herself and on Frank, let off steam with and on Ben, if it got horny, perfect, if not, they just wouldn't see each other again. 

She took out his cock, Ben wasn't even wearing briefs, she bent down and kissed him, looking into his eyes as she did so, licking over the glans, slowly putting her lips over it. Ben smiled at her, feedback that only spurred her on even more to pleasure him, licking the shaft from bottom to top to suck the cock back into her mouth, sliding her lips slowly lower and lower, already he had disappeared halfway inside her as Ben grabbed her neck, holding her in that position and pressing even further on his cock with gentle pressure, Sandra allowed it, feeling the spanking fill her mouth more and more completely, slowly pushing against her tonsils, she tried a smile, a pleading look to Ben not to overdo it, he smiled briefly, Sandra's eyes filled with tears, she felt a cough reflex rising in her, his hand relaxed, emphatically slowly Sandra let the cock slide out of her mouth, with a lustful look to Ben she sucked it in again, on her own she reached the same depth in her mouth, controlled it so skillfully that she could suppress exactly the reflex, pushed her tongue to his cock and additionally licked it deep in her mouth.
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Ben seemed to like it, with a pleasurable grin he leaned back, leaving Sandra to pleasure his cock as she saw fit, apparently she seemed to meet his taste. For a brief moment she winced. With Frank it often took a long time until her pussy was wet enough for him to penetrate without problems, always he had to help with his fingers and tongue sometimes quite persistently, stimulate her, so that something happened at all. Now, as she sucked Ben's cock, she suddenly felt that all by herself her juices started to flow, without any stimulation of her clit or her pussy, she felt like she was starting to leak, she was confused, what was so different here? Could it be that blowing a complete stranger's cock excited her to such an extent that she was already showing physical reactions? Or did Ben trigger a blockage in her, a resistance due to the informal situation or maybe just because of the non-commitment? Sandra didn't know, but what she did know was that she wanted to feel this cock inside her now.  

Sandra quickly took off her sneakers and jeans, wide-legged she sat down next to Ben, his cock still in her hand, jerking, spoiling, waiting for him to finally take her. Ben kissed her, again he kissed her wildly, passionately these kisses catapulted her into unbelievable spheres of arousal, he reached around her, his strong arms lifted her slightly, turned her around so that Sandra was kneeling in front of him on the sofa, he pushed her head down, her neck, stepped behind her, briefly felt her pubic, penetrated, her pussy literally sucked him up, impetuously he pushed his cock into her to the hilt, Sandra was so wet, that even this savagery did not cause any pain, on the contrary, from her mouth came a cry of excitement when she felt his body slapping against her ass, he took her hard, consistently and directly, he knew what he was doing, no gentle poking around, "he just fucks me" thought Sandra, "he just takes me" without much consideration for my likes or dislikes, but how could one also feel aversion to such a fuck? 

She had never been taken like this before, neither in this position, nor with this consequence, both made her arousal rise quickly, she felt that this fuck was something completely different than with Frank, somehow without inner handbrake, Ben just grabbed her hips, pulled her to him and just fucked her through, and he fucked so horny, his well trained body was of an incredible performance, his cock hard and bulging, his thrusts did not let up in their vehemence, Sandra felt that she was close to a climax, for ages she had not had an orgasm, as much as Frank tried on, but Ben took her by storm, did not even allow in his consistency that she did not submit to his power and force, challenged by the hard fuck her climax just like that. 

Sandra came, all the things that had happened today and made life so worth living, potentiated her pleasure immeasurably, she did not know what happened to her when the orgasm shook her body, she gasped and moaned, so loud and intense, as she would never have dared to do with Frank, squirmed under his last thrusts, staggered twitching, with a thunderous rumble in her head towards her climax, enjoyed it, tried to prolong it as long as possible, did not want to come down from this incredible feeling, the hottest orgasm of her life from a man she knew only a few hours, whose thrusts slowly subsided, who let his cock slide out of her, grabbed her again, he knew exactly what he wanted and what he was doing, turned around, held out his cock for her to blow.

Sandra didn't realize that he hadn't even cum yet, still feeling the rush she sucked his cock wet with her pussy juice, tasting herself for the first time in her life, it turned her on, never before had she made a cock cum with her mouth, but at that second Sandra wanted nothing more than to do just that, to thank Ben for the dream evening. She sucked, licked up and down his cock, his balls, jerked him between her lips as Ben reared up and thick drops of sticky cum hit her mouth. Not for a second did Sandra think about what to do with the horny juice in her mouth, without hesitation she swallowed it, feeling it like the most effusive praise from Ben, like the greatest of confirmations, for which she gulped her thanks. 

Naked, snuggled close together, they smoked a cigarette, then Sandra got dressed, said goodbye and pranced home, danced down the street to a silent tune, to a gentle rhythm, entered the house, got another champagne and dropped onto the bed. She had cheated on her husband, and yet she had rarely been so happy in her life.
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Destiny grinned lustfully to herself, went into the bathroom, smoking, champagne glass in hand, undressed, stroked the hairy fuzz on her cunt, soaped it up and shaved it with relish, her husband had little interest in intimate shaving, but for Destiny it was elementary to her life. Someone like Destiny couldn't walk around with a hairy cunt, even while shaving she felt her pussy start to pull, almost stretching towards the wet razor to feel it inside her, it desperately needed something inside it, wanted to be fucked, it had almost developed a kind of life of its own, just like men's cocks are sometimes said to have. It was very similar with Destiny, when Destiny felt her freedom, control no longer existed, neither foreign nor her own. Her fingers slid over her clit, massaging it, slowly one of them disappeared into her wet hole, fucking it briefly, Destiny closed her eyes, that was what she needed now, something fucking her horny hole, really hard and long. She dried herself and left the bathroom.

Sandra still thought often about the experience with Ben, for a long time this positive experience outshone any feeling about having cheated on her husband, she felt too good after the night, she felt young, attractive and desirable. She had had feelings she didn't know and had never known before in her life, it was truly formative. It wasn't until her husband was on his way home to her from the airport that a feeling of insecurity set in, a guilty conscience, but she didn't let on, she managed perfectly, Frank didn't suspect a thing. 
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