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Please read before you proceed.

This story contains explicit adult content and is intended for mature audiences only. It features graphic depictions of consensual sexual activity between adults aged 18 and over. All characters and events are entirely fictional and have no basis in real-life individuals or events.

This work does not include prohibited material or any other restricted content. This work is strictly for adults and about adults, without exception. 

The contents of this book do not represent the views of the author or promote their beliefs; this is purely a work of fiction presented for the purpose of entertainment and fantasy. 

By proceeding, you confirm you are of legal age in your jurisdiction to access adult content and acknowledge that this story is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Chapter 1: Cooking Up Secrets
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It was a beautiful, bright day as I hunched over my laptop at my kitchen table, my fingers tapping out a new chapter for my cookbook. It was a spicy risotto recipe that demanded my utmost attention. Cooking became my anchor when the kids were young and I was left at home taking care of them. It was a passion and a spark that turned into a career I never expected. 

Most people responded well to that when I told them, often with genuine curiosity. Some made irritating remarks about how they never expected someone with my figure to enjoy cooking or eating. 

Don’t get me wrong, I was proud of my body. My thin waist and full breasts, earned through relentless yoga and clean eating, were a defiant form of self-realization, a refusal to give up on myself after bringing Katie, Pierce, and Jenny—now 9, 7, and 6—into the world. But that’s what worked for me, it was how I felt, not something I needed to hear other people’s opinion on. 

Returning to my cooking, I noticed that the risotto I was describing needed a kick, something to sear the tongue and linger. I muttered to myself, “Definitely needs more heat, something to make it unforgettable.” My eyes flicked to the laptop screen, picturing a pinch of cayenne to mirror the burn I craved elsewhere. The words flowed, each sentence a small independent step in my carefully curated life. 

With the kids at school, the house sat silent, a rare pause that let my mind wander from recipes to hungrier thoughts. I leaned back in my chair, my legs uncrossing slowly. Truth was—and this is where it gets spicy for real—I thrived on cheating, a secret pulse that clashed with my life as Bruce’s devoted wife. He was 43, handsome, a biomedical engineer who adored me. But our sex was safe, predictable, missing the reckless fire of my younger days. 

I get it, cheating is bad, I should feel bad, it is wrong, I should feel bad for doing something wrong. I didn’t, and that’s just the truth. The fact that it was bad and wrong is part of what made it so thrilling. It gave my life an edge. 

I needed that danger, the kind no one else could understand. “No one’s going to understand or feel how much I need this,” I whispered to myself, my voice sharp in the quiet kitchen. “But no one needs to know.” My fingers twitched, itching for something meaty to grab hold of.

My thoughts drifted to the electrician I fucked last month, his rough hands shoving me against this very kitchen table, his thick cock slamming into my pussy with a force that left me trembling. I slid my fingers beneath my skirt, stroking my slick folds, the memory of his sweaty chest pressed against mine igniting a sharp ache. My thighs quivered as I rubbed my clit, picturing his grunts, the way his hips snapped against me, filling me with raw need. The pleasure built, my pulse racing, my breath short and jagged. 

The doorbell’s sudden shrill ring snapped me out of this memory, my hand jerking away from my soaked pussy. “Who the fuck is interrupting me now?” I muttered, irritation flaring inside me as I stood. “I was seconds from cumming.” I smoothed my skirt, my body still buzzing, the electrician’s phantom thrusts lingering in my mind. “Better be worth it,” I grumbled, striding toward the door, my skin flushed with unspent desire. 

I flung the door open, and our 38-year-old neighbor Jack McDean stood there, his tight business shirt stretched across his muscular pecs, his pants clinging to thick, meaty thighs. The bulge at his crotch, barely contained by his belt, sent a jolt through me, my pussy already throbbing from my earlier teasing. Two years of sneaking around with him, stealing fucks when his wife Amina was out, had me hooked on his body and the danger of it all. He leaned in, smirking, his eyes raking over me. 

“I bet I caught you daydreaming, babe,” he said, his tone teasing. “Got time for a quick ride?” I stepped closer, my fingers grazing his arm, my voice dripping with want.

“Always, you hung bastard,” I shot back. “But you better make it fast.” He chuckled, stepping inside, the door clicking shut. “Fast but fucking good,” he promised, his grin wicked. “You ready to take me?” I nodded, my body already aching for his touch. 

“Bring it, Jack,” I said, pulling him toward the kitchen. 

Jack’s fingers fumbled with his zipper, freeing his massive cock, thick and veined, already rock-hard and glistening at the tip. I sank to my knees, my mouth watering as I gripped his shaft, my lips sliding over the head, tasting his salty precum. I sucked him deep, my tongue swirling around his pulsing length, loving the way it stretched my mouth. His low groans fueled me, his hips twitching as I worked him, the thrill of doing something so wrong making my pussy clench. 
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