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The hum of lights and the distant clatter of keyboards 
made the office feel like every other Monday. 

Rachel spun slowly 
in her chair, twirling 
a pen between her 
fingers.

at the desk next to her , Erin was smirking like 
she had a secret she couldn’t wait to share.



Rachel gave her a look. 
“Okay, what?”

Erin leaned in, voice low.
“Met someone this weekend.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow. 
“Another one already?”



Erin grinned.

“Oh, this wasn’t just someone. 
This guy was… unreal. Tall, dark, 
ripped like a damn statue.

Found him at that new club 
downtown. We barely made it 
through a single drink before I 
dragged him to my place.”



Rachel rolled her eyes, 
laughing.

“You really don’t waste 
time, do you?”



“You know me.”
Erin shrugged, unapologetic
 “But girl…

when I tell you this guy had

the biggest dick I’ve ever seen I 

mean it. Like, took my breath away”

Rachel choked on a sip 
of her coffee.

“Oh my god.”



“I’m not even kidding. I still can’t walk right. You need to come with 
me next time. I swear, these guys will ruin you in all the best ways.”

Rachel laughed again, 
louder this time, 
waving her hand.

“Erin, please… You 
know Bruce and I are 
trying for a baby. 

so Random club 
hook-ups are not 
exactly on my agenda 
right now.”



Erin leaned back in her chair, still grinning. 
“Maybe that’s the problem.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow.

“I’m just saying,”
Erin continued,

“you’ve been trying for 
months with no luck. Maybe 
Bruce just doesn’t have the 
goods to get the job done.

I know a couple guys who’d 
be more than happy to show 
you what a real man feels 
like.”

“Jesus” Rachel said, 
shaking her head. 
“You’re terrible.”

“Terribly honest.”
Erin winked.

“Just think about it. You’ve 
got that perfect little 
body, those legs, that face.. 
wasted on one man who’s 
does’t seem to be getting 
the job done.”



Rachel gave a sarcastic smile, but something in her stomach 
twisted. She knew Erin was being outrageou, she always 
was.. but some tiny part of her… wasn’t laughing.

She shrugged it off. 
“Thanks, but I’ll stick with 
my boring married life.”

“For now,”
Erin said
with a smirk.

“But if I were you, I’d be 
careful. Sometimes life 
throws you temptation 
when you didn’t expect it.”

Erin’s wild stories, her freedom,
the way she owned her desires
with no shame… 

It made Rachel feel like she was 
watching the party from behind glass.



LATER that evening.

The glass doors of the 
apartment building 
whispered shut behind her 
as Rachel stepped into the 
cool, polished lobby.

The air smelled faintly of 
eucalyptus and marble, 
expensive, clean.

Her heels clicked 
softly against the tile 
as she headed toward 
the elevator, the same 
way she’s done a 
hundred times before.



That’s when she saw him.

He was standing by the 
mailboxes, dressed in a 
dark expensive looking suit 



His eyes met hers.

Something else. Primal. dangerous. Like he saw 
through her clothes. Through her thoughts.

Rachel’s breath caught for just a second, an 
involuntary pause in her body, like her pulse 
skipped a beat. There was something about him.

Something she couldn’t name.
Not just handsome. Not just sexy. 



She quickly looked away.

Nope. Not happening.

She walked faster, keeping her 
gaze fixed on the elevator.

Her finger hovered over the 
button a little too long 
before pressing it, pretending 
not to notice the way her hand 
trembled just slightly.



She told herself not to turn 
around. Not to glance back. 
But just before the doors 
closed, she dared to peek.

He was still watching her.

And for a split second,
he smiled.



Dinner was quiet.

Rachels husband Bruce talked 
about work… some project 
that was behind schedule, 
some coworker who kept 
screwing things up.

but Rachel wasn’t really 
listening. She nodded, smiled 
where appropriate, offered a 
few “oh that sucks” comments.

but Her mind, however, 
was somewhere else.



Or rather… someone else.

That man from the lobby.

His face kept flashing in her head like 
a glitch she couldn’t delete. The way 
he looked at her, not just like he 
wanted her, but like he owned her. 

Rachel shook her head and 
took another bite of MEAL.

Stop it!

Like she already belonged 
to him and just hadn’t 
realized it yet.



Later that night, Bruce kissed her shoulder 
and touched her naked body.

Rachel responded…

of course she did. 
She always did.

Bruce was a good man. 
Kind. Steady. The kind of 
man you build a life with.

The kind of man you 
marry. The kind of 
man you try to have 
a baby with.



But as he moved on top of her, his rhythm 
familiar and routine, Rachel stared at the 

ceiling and tried not to feel… bored.



Bruce was trying… he always tried, 
but Erin’s words echoed in her head.

“so big It took my fucking breath away!

Bruce did not take her breath away.



That night as Rachel 
closed her eyes to sleep,

she was greeted 
with something more 
intoxicating than her 
normal dreams.



Rachel’s eyes fluttered open.

She knew immediately

this wasn’t real.

But it felt real.



It was her bedroom,
but bruce was gone.

The room was dimly lit 
like a high-end boudoir 
pulled from a fantasy. 

She sat up slowly.



Now she was wearing a harness 
of thick leather straps and 
cold steel rings.

Her body… was not dressed as it 
had been when she went to bed. 

The kind of thing she imagined 
the star of a fetish film might 
wear before she was fucked in 
ways SHE could only dream of.



Instead, she felt An 
uncontrollable lust.

She should have 
felt embarrassed.

A wave of pure, undeniable 
NEED rolled through her, 
deeper than anything she’d 
ever felt awake.

And then… he was there.

The man from the lobby. 
Watching her.

Naked.



She knew it wasn’t real.
None of it was.

His body was perfection… broad shoulders, 
powerful chest, dark, smooth skin. His cock… 
massive. Throbbing. Heavy.

She stared without shame, without hesitation, 
lips parted in awe.

But in her dreams
she could do 
anything.



And right now, she wanted one thing.

To be fucked.

She didn’t speak.
She didn’t need to.

Totally. Completely. Like 
she’d never been before.



Then suddenly he was 
BETWEEN HER LEGS… 
deep Inside her.

Ohhh God.



She moaned, writhed, clung to 
him like a drowning woman.

Her back arched, mouth open in a silent cry. 
It was instant, overwhelming, perfect.

Every thrust pushed her closer to a 
pleasure she didn’t know was possible. 



“yeS!!! OHHH fuck, yes!!!”
she gasped, her voice shameless, 
dirty, unrecognizable.



He filled her in every way. Deep. Hard.
Stretching her so good it hurt, and she loved it.

She said things that would normally make her 
blush… begging, praising, pleading for more. 
He gave her everything she always wanted.



When she came,

it shattered her.



The orgasm ripped through her like a 
storm, violent, beautiful, electric. 

Her body shook,
her mind blanked,
her soul ignited.



She felt his cock 
swell inside her, 
pulsing, throbbing

rachels breath 
growing ragged.



She knew what was coming. 
Knew it was wrong.

Knew she shouldn’t want it.



But it was her dream.

And in her dream.
she needed it.

“Cum inside me,”
she whispered.

“Please… I want it.”



“Say it again slut”
He growled as he started 
to slam harder and faster!

“c…cum inside me”
Rachel moaned again



“no protection…
 I’m gonna knock you up”
he whispered in her ear,

“ohhhh fuck yes”
she gasped.



With a final, brutal thrust,
he came. Deep. Hot. Endless.

Her body welcomed it.



Her mind Exploded 
as she FELT THE 
strangers cock 
buried deep inside 
her.

Deeper than her 
husband could 
ever reach.

So deep , she 
could feel ever 
powerful potent 
blast of cum was 
exactly where it 
needed it be.



She screamed as another 
orgasm crashed into her.

bigger than the first.
it slammed into her like 
an express train.



Then, she let out a long moan as she left his massive 
cum covered cock slowly pull out of her.

She wanted more… she needed more!



When she opened her eyes again…
sweating, panting, soaked between her legs.

She was back in her bed.
Bruce was beside her.



But she did 
remember, in fact 
she could still 
feel him.

Still feel him 
inside her.

And deep down…
She wanted more.

“were you having a nightmare?” 
bruce asked with an obvious 
touch of concern.

“Huh” rachel murmured
her mind still trying to 
process the dream.

“You were moaning 
most of the night, it 
looked like you were 
having a nightmare, I 
was wondering if I 
should wake you”
he said.

“Oh” rachel said
“I… don’t remember”



Rachel quietly slid out of bed.

“I’m going for a swim before 
the pool gets busy…

and then I’m going to hit the 
gym before work”

Right now she needed 
time to herself…

her heart was still 
hammering for the 
dream.



Up on the TOP FLOOR, the sky 
was soft with early light.

The pool was empty,
just how she liked it.

She swam slow laps, letting 
the water soothe her aching 
thighs, her burning thoughts.



The dream still clung to her.



SHE PULLED HERSELF OUT OF THE POOL 
AND HEADED TO THE GYM, MAYBE THAT 
WOULD HELP CLEAR HER MIND.



IT WAS early, THE GYM 
WAS NORMALLY EMPTY.

AS SHE WALKED IN SHE 
COULD HEAR THE SOUNDS 
OF WEIGHTS CLANKING. 

SHE CURSED, 
SOMEBODY WAS 
HERE BEFORE HER.



as soon as she stepped 
inside, her breath caught.

He was there.

The man from the lobby. 
The man from her dream.



He stood by the weights, 
shirtless, muscles flexing 
with each controlled movement

His dark skin glistened with 
sweat, and every inch of him 
looked carved from pure sin.

PART of her wanted to run.
But she didn’t.

INSTEAD SHE QUIETLY MADE 
HER WAY TO THE MATS AT 
THE END OF THE GYM.



she moved to the side mat and 
dropped into her yoga stretches.. 
slow, deliberate.

She bent deeply, letting 
her hips roll, her back 
arch, her leggings cling.

She knew he 
was watching.



And god, it made her 
feel sexy. Wanted.

For a moment, she 
was that dream girl.



Then… he walked over.

She looked up, heart 
thudding. “errr… Hi…”

“I’m Marcus. Just moved 
in TO THE Penthouse.”

She swallowed.
“Nice place.”

Their eyes locked.

“Hey.”
His voice was low. 
Smooth. Dangerous.

Of course. The penthouse. 
Posh. Expensive. Powerful.



Her body responded before 
her mind could catch up.

The heat.
The pull.
It was primal.

This wasn’t her. 
She didn’t do this.



But then his lips 
were on hers.

And she was 
kissing him back.

Her hands gripped 
his chest.



his hands slid around her hips, down, 
into the waistband of her leggings.

“Wait.. I’m m…married”
she whispered.



His fingers slipped 
inside her.

Her breath hitched.
She should stop him.



It felt too good. 
Too right.

She didn’t.
She couldn’t.



circling, teasing, pressing 
in just the perfect way.

His touch was black magic… 

“Ohhh… fuck…”



The orgasm blindsided her.

So fast.
So hard.

So good!



She shook, almost violently.

Bit her lip to keep 
from crying out.



And still
he didn’t stop.

He worked her through it, 
coaxing every last tremor, 
every broken breath.

She was coming undone 
in his hands.



She wasn’t Rachel the wife.

She was the slut 
from her dreams.



Her hand found his waistband. 
She freed his cock.

Massive. rock hard
Thick. Long. Veined.

Real!



Their eyes met.

He saw it in her…

need.
Hunger.
Surrender.



Rachel’s chest rose and 
fell in wild breaths.

Marcus leaned in, voice low.
“you want to be fucked, don’t you”
HE said in a seductive whisper

“y… yes” rachel said
the reaction felt like 
a primal instinct.



Then SUDDENLY. CLUNK.
The gym door opened.

another gym-goer walked 
in, headphones on, 
oblivious.

rachel jumped away 
like lightning had 
struck her.



Rachel., panicked! 
overwhelmed, soaking.

she grabbed her things and 
fled to the changing room.

marcus smiled
“meet me on at the pool on 
the TOP FLOOR at midnight… 
and we will continue this.”



Alone in the changing room.

heart pounding.
thighs still twitching,,,

She knew she 
was in trouble.

Deep.



She was scared.
Terrified, actually.

Her chest was heaving.
Her thighs were wet. 

her heart was pounding so loud it 
felt like it echoed off the tiles.

What the fuck had 
she just done?



Her skin tingled.

Her breath 
wouldn’t settle.

She pressed her back 
against the cold wall, 
trying to calm herself

but it wasn’t working.
The opposite, if anything.

Her body still buzzed 
from the orgasm he’d 
ripped from her with 
just his fingers. 



She closed her eyes.

Saw him.
she saw His cock.

Jesus, it had been huge.
Thick. Heavy. Dark. Beautiful



IN THE SHOWER SHE COULD NOT STOP HERSELF… 
HER HAND WAS BETWEEN HER LEGS.

She needed it.



Her fingers were slick… so slick. 
Her clit pulsed under her touch, 
still swollen, still sensitive.



SHE MOANED SOFTLY, SHE WANTED TO SCREAM, 
BUT SHE KNEW SOMEBODY COULD WALK INTO 
THE LOCKER ROOM AT ANY POINT.



Anyone could walk in.

She didn’t care.

All she could think 
about was how close 
she’d been.

If that guy hadn’t 
walked in…



She would’ve fucked him. 
Right there.

In the gym.
On the floor.
On the weights bench. 

Wherever he wanted.
However he wanted.



She would’ve begged for it.

She wanted it.

Her fingers 
moved faster.



She imagined him pushing inside her… 
stretching her… filling her.



She imagined HE WAS BEHIND HER,
THAT MASSIVE COCK INSIDE HER.

The things he’d whisper 
in her ear while he 
fucked her.



IN HER FANTASY, HE WAS 
ROUGH AND SHE LIKED IT.



HER BODY SHOOK As wave after wave 
OF PURE LUST rolled through her.



RACHEL CAME HARD AS SHE 
IMAGINED WHAT THAT BIG 
COCK WOULD FEEL LIKE.



When it passed, she slumped 
against the bench.

Panting. Trembling.

Ashamed.

alive!

Turned on.
Still wet.

Or how badly she 
wanted to do it again.

She didn’t know what 
scared her more…

what had just happened.



LATER THAT DAY AT WORK

Rachel HAD BEEN DISTRACTED THE 
ENTURE DAY, THERE WAS NO WAY 
SHE COULD NOT FOCUS ON WORK.

PART OF HER NEEDED TO 
TALK ABOUT IT.

BUT THE SENSIBLE PART 
TOLD HER IT WAS VERY 
WRONG AND SHE SHOULD 
KEEP QUIET.



“Hey,” Rachel said casually. 
Too casually.

Erin looked OVER, 
immediately suspicious. 
“Yes?”

Rachel TOOK A BREATH

“I WAS Just… wondering. 
Random question.”

Erin’s grin widened.
“Oh this is gonna be good.”



“What’s it like,” she asked, 
lowering her voice,

“to, uh… be with a guy who’s, 
like… really… big?”

Erin blinked.

Then leaned in slowly.

“Define really big.”

Rachel flushed.

“You know. Big. Like… big.”



“Oh honey.” Erin LOOKED AT HER 
LIKE THIS WAS A sacred 
conversation. "You mean like 
'oohhh wow that's good' or are 
We talking ‘fills you up so much 
it touches your fucking soul’”

Rachel tried to keep a 
straight face. Failed. 
“Jesus, Erin.”

“I’m just saying,”
Erin shrugged.

“there’s a difference. 
One is fun. The other’s 
a fucking spiritual 
awakening.”

Rachel shifted 
UNCOMFORTABLY.



“So?” Erin asked, narrowing 
her eyes. “Why the sudden 
curiosity? Bruce secretly 
packing something you’ve 
been hiding from me?”

Rachel laughed too 
quickly. “No! No. Just… 
curious. You always talk 
about it like it’s…
life changing.”

Erin tilted her head, 
studying her. “Uh-huh. 
Totally random, innocent 
curiosity. Nothing to do 
with that guilty little 
blush on your cheeks right 
now.”

Rachel looked EMBRASSED
“IT’S… It’s hot in here.”



Erin leaned closer.
“Did something happen?”

Rachel scoffed.
“Of course not.”

Erin grinned like a cat 
who’d spotted a mouse.
“So there’s a someone.”

“No!”

“Rachel…”

Erin’s voice 
dropped to a 
teasing whisper.

“Did you cheat on 
Bruce?”



“What? No! God, no.”
Rachel shook her head, 
cheeks burning.

“I didn’t do anything. I’m 
just… curious. That’s all.”

Erin leaned back, smug. 
“Mm-hmm. Curious is how it 
starts. Next thing you know 
you’re bent over a 
bathroom sink at a rooftop 
party while a man with a 
third leg makes you forget 
your husbands name.”

Rachel dropped her GAZE. 
“Can we talk about 
something else now?”



“Nope” Erin said with a smirk.
“Not until you admit you’ve got a 
crush. Come on, give me something. 
Just a hint. Is he hot?”

Rachel hesitated.

Just for a second.

Then let out a sigh.

“Okay… maybe there’s… 
someone.”

Erin’s eyes lit up like 
Christmas morning.

“I knew it!”

“I didn’t say it was a thing,” 
Rachel added quickly.

“I just said maybe.”



“So what’s the maybe-man like?” 
Erin leaned across the table, 
elbows down, fully invested now.

“Spill. Is he, like, nerd hot
 CEO hot? Bad boy hot?”

Rachel swirled her iced 
coffee with her straw. 
“He’s… tall. WELL Built. 
Confident.
Kind of intense.”

Erin grinned.
“Ooooh.
Alpha energy.”

Rachel gave a 
tiny nod, eyes 
down.

“And yeah…
he’s hot.
Really hot.”



“I knew it” Erin sang. 
“Where’d you meet him?”

Rachel hesitated again. 
“He’s… around. I’ve 
just seen him a few 
times. In the building.”

Erin’s mouth 
dropped open. 
“Wait… he lives in 
your building?”

Rachel winced.
“Don’t make a 
thing out of it.”



“Too late.”
Erin’s voice was gleeful.
“Girl, this is classic pent 
up wife energy. You’ve got 
the hot neighbor fantasy in 
full swing. Tell me… have 
you bumped into him at the 
gym yet? Elevator tension? 
Shared laundry room 
glances?”

Rachel tried to stay 
neutral. Tried.  Failed.

Her face gave 
everything away.

“No.” Erin gasped. 
“You have?!”

Rachel groaned 
“God, I shouldn’t 
have said anything.”



“No, no, no,”
Erin said, practically vibrating.

“You absolutely should have. 
This is gold. This is, like, the 
beginning of a slutty Netflix 
series. What’s the vibe? Does he 
flirt? Does he look at you?”

Rachel shrugged, trying to 
downplay it.
“He looked. I looked. That’s it.”

“That’s never it.”

Rachel shook her 
head. “It’s nothing. 
Just… harmless 
attraction.”

Erin leaned BACK smug. 
“You keep telling 
yourself that.”



Erin stared at her.

Hard.

“Well,” she finally 
muttered, “we… might’ve 
kissed… in the gym this 
morning”

Erin leaned in across the 
table, eyes wide with 
disbelief and delight.

“Oh my god. You hussy!
I love it. What happened?”

“He came over to talk, I 
was doing stretches, we 
chatted… and then 
suddenly his hands were on 
me, and I don’t know, I was 
kissing him back before I 
even thought about it.”



“Okay but like—was it hot?”

Rachel stared at her.

Erin’s grinned.
“It was hot, wasn’t it”



“I don’t know what to do.” 
Rachel’s voice was soft 
now, almost scared.

“I’m married. Bruce and I 
are trying to have a baby.
I shouldn’t even be thinking 
about this.”

“But you are thinking about it.”

Rachel looked down, 
guilty. “Yeah.”

“It was insane.” Rachel 
whispered. “He just… took 
over. I didn’t even feel like 
myself. And then… he invited 
me for a swim. Tonight. 
Rooftop pool. MIDNIGHT.”

Erin sat back ON THE DESK 
like a queen receiving 
scandalous news.

“So... you gonna go?"



Erin reached across the table 
and gently touched her hand. 
“Look, I’m not gonna tell you 
what to do. But if you go up 
there tonight… you’re not 
going for a swim.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked up to 
meet hers.

“You know that, right?”
Erin added.

“You already made the 
decision. You just haven’t 
admitted it to yourself 
yet.”



But inside, her chest was 
tight with nerves. Her 
stomach flipped every time 
she glanced at the clock. 

Rachel walked through the front 
door and set her bag down like it 
was any other evening.

She kissed Bruce on the 
cheek. Smiled. Asked 
how his day was.

Played the part.

Each tick brought her 
closer to midnight. 
Closer to him.



She tried to clean the kitchen. 
Fold some laundry.

Distract herself.

It didn’t work.

Her body was 
already humming.



Then Bruce said it
so casually.

“Want a glass of wine 
before bed?”

Rachel hesitated.
“Sure. That sounds nice.”

that gave her an idea..



Her hands didn’t shake as 
she opened the cabinet.

Didn’t shake as she crushed two sleeping 
pills from the bathroom and stirred 
them gently into Bruce’s glass.

She told herself she was just making 
sure he got a good night’s sleep.



He took a sip, then another. “Mm. Good choice,” 
he said, settling onto the couch. “I’m beat.”

Rachel smiled. Her heart thudded 
in her chest like a war drum.



Half an hour later, Bruce rubbed 
his eyes. “Gonna crash, babe.”

“Okay,” she said sweetly.
“I’ll be in soon.”



She waited until she heard the soft 
rhythm of his breathing and Waited 
until she was sure he was asleep.



She waited until she heard the 
soft rhythm of his breathing  
Waited until she was sure.

Then she went to the closet.

Pulled out the bikini she 
never wore, the PINK one. 

Tied at the hips and behind 
her neck. A string of sin 
disguised as swimwear.

She did her makeup slow. 
Sexy. Dark eyes. Glossed 
lips.

styled her hair, even 
though it might get wet.



Just before MIDNIGHT, she slipped 
on a silky cover up and padded 
quietly to the front door.

She opened it.

And stepped into 
the hallway.

She paused.

Her hand hovered over the 
handle.

One last chance to turn 
back.

Each step toward 
the rooftop pool 
echoed like a 
countdown.

And somewhere 
deep inside…

She already knew.

There was no 
turning back.



The door to the apartments pool 
creaked open.

It was never open this late.

But tonight… it was.



And there he was.

Marcus.

Leaning casually on a  LARGE lounger, 
shirtless again, swim shorts slung 
low on his hips.

Rachel stepped through 
slowly, heart racing.

The pool glowed under 
the soft lights, steam 
rising into the cool 
night air.



“I knew you’d come,” he said 
with a slow smile.

Rachel SAT ON THE 
LOUNGER a few feet away, 
her pulse fluttering.

“You were awfully sure 
of yourself.”

“I was right, wasn’t I?”

She said nothing.



There was a beat 
of silence.

Rachel blushed despite herself. 
“You said we were swimming.”

Marcus watched her, eyes 
heavy-lidded. “Nice bikini.”

“Oh, we're going to get wet” 
he murmured.



Without asking, Marcus reached out.

His fingers brushed Rachel’s chest, 
slow, deliberate, as he slid them 
beneath the string of her bikini top. 
He began to pull it aside.

He smiled.
“If I’m topless,”
he said smoothly,
“it only seems fair
that you are as well.”

Rachel said nothing.

She didn’t stop him.

Her breath caught in her 
throat, heart hammering 
as the cool night air 
kissed her now-bare skin.



“You pretend to be this 
good little wife,” he 
continued, circling her 
slowly,

“but I saw the way you 
looked at me in the gym. 
The way your body melted in 
my hands. That wasn’t 
guilt.”

She just stood there, chest exposed, 
nipples tightening, fully aware she 
hadn’t protested… and fully aware 
that she didn’t want to.

Rachel trembled.

“You want to be a bad girl, 
Rachel,” he whispered 
against her ear.

“You want to be used. 
Ruined. Fucked in a way your 
husband never could.”



“You came up here in that 
tiny bikini… full makeup, 
perfume between your 
thighs…” He smiled.

“You didn’t come to swim.”

She gasped, heat flooding 
her core.

he moved closer

Rachel’s breath hitched.

He leaned closer.
”say it.”

Her lips parted.
Nothing came out.

“get on your hands 
and knees” marcus 
commanded.



He started to slowly pull 
down her bikini bottoms… 
she didn’t stop him.

Her heart was pounding.
She could barely think.
But her body knew.

“Say it, Rachel. Tell me 
what you want.”

Marcus’s smile widened.

“That’s what I thought.”

“I…” she whispered, cheeks 
flushed, thighs clenching. 
“I want you to fuck me.”



with a practiced motion he 
freed his cock, it was 
huge… maybe bigger than 
rachel had remembered,

She was scared… 
would something 
that large even fit… 
would it hurt.

“You’ve been thinking 
about this all day. 
Dreaming about this 
cock. Touching yourself 
like a bad little wife.”

“You are a naughty 
girl, aren’t you?”
he murmured. “Coming 
up here in your 
sluttiest little 
bikini… begging a man 
you barely know to 
fuck you.”

She whimpered.

Rachel’s cheeks burned.
But she didn’t deny it.
Because it was true.



Marcus pulled her close. 
“Say it.”

“S-say what?”

“Say you’re a bad girl. Say 
you want my big black cock 
in your filthy, married 
little pussy.”

“I’m a bad girl!”
she repeated,
voice cracking with desire.
“Please… I want you to 
fuck me”

“Good girl.”

And then he moved.

Her breath hitched again.

“I… I’m a bad girl,”
she whispered.

He smirked.
“Louder.”



before she could process 
what was happening, his 
hand was between her legs 
and his fingers inside her.

it felt so good!



He lay her back and slowly worked 
his way down her body, every touch, 
every kiss seemed like paradise.



Soon she was squirming beneath 
him, hands gripping the lounger, 
toes curling in anticipation.



He moved between her legs.

Slowly, deliberately, he 
began to part her legs.

Marcus knelt in front of her and placed his 
hands gently on her knees. Her skin tingled 
beneath his touch.. warm, firm, confident.

Rachel gasped.

Her thighs resisted for half a second.   
instinct, maybe. Modesty. Fear.

But then they opened for him.



Her heart pounded in 
her ears.

Any second now... she 
expected to feel him. 
That thick, hard cock 
she’d seen in the gym.

He was going to slide 
inside her.

A total stranger.

She was about to let 
a total stranger 
fuck her.

The thought sent a 
chill down her spine.



then, his mouth 
finally found her, 
Rachel nearly 
screamed.

His tongue was 
magic.

Firm. Soft. 
Unrelenting.



Her thighs tensed.
Her back arched.

“Oh fuCK… YESSS!!”

He licked, circled, flicked, every movement 
designed to break her apart.

He sucked her clit gently, then harder, 
pulling desperate moans from her lips 
as he worked her like he knew her body 
better than she did.



He growled into her, the 
vibration sending a 
shockwave through her core.

Her orgasm hit fast.

and it hit Hard.

She cried out, body 
writhing, unable to stop 
the wave of pure pleasure 
that crashed over her. 



Her vision blurred.

Her hands clawed at 
the lounger.

Her voice broke on his 
name as she shattered 
beneath his mouth.



Even after she came, he 
didn’t stop right away.

He licked her gently 
through the aftershocks…

slow, lazy strokes that 
made her twitch and moan, 
overstimulated but unable 
to push him away.



When he finally pulled back, her legs 
were still shaking.

He looked up at her, lips glistening, 
eyes full of hunger.

“That was just the beginning,” 
he said, voice low and 
dangerous.



He leaned over her, voice a 
dark whisper. “Say it.”

Rachel blinked up at him, 
dazed. “W-what?”

“Say you want to be fucked,” 
he murmured. “Say it like a 
bad girl who knows she 
doesn’t deserve it… but 
needs it anyway.”

She hesitated… shaking, 
aching, soaking.



He pressed a little harder, just enough 
for her to feel it.

Her mind shattered.
“I want to be fucked” she breathed.

“Louder.”

“I want to be fucked” she moaned.

“Beg.”

“Please…” she gasped. “Please fuck me… 
I need it… I need you to fuck me…”

He smiled.
“Good girl.”
And then he thrust..



Her breath caught in her throat as he 
pushed forward, slow and deliberate.

The stretch was immediate. 
Sharp. Electric.

Her pussy clenched 
involuntarily around 
him, trying to adjust, 
trying to take him.



“Oh...fuck!”
she gasped, It was so much.



Bigger than anything she’d 
ever had. Bigger than she 
thought she could take.

The way he moved 
felt so good, it 
hurt, it felt like her 
first time all over 
again…

it made her feel
like a virgin



“how does it feel to have a 
real mans cock inside you” 
he said with a grin.

“fucking… amazing”
rachel gasped



Every inch he trust deeper into her made her feel 
less like a wife and more like the woman she’d 
dreamed of becoming,,, the bad girl she never let out.



And Marcus didn’t stop.
He kept going.
Deeper…. Slower.

making her feel every second of it.



Her pussy was gripping him, fluttering 
with desperation, soaked and greedy.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, voice raw.

Every thick, veined inch spreading her 
open, pressing into parts of her she 
didn’t know could be touched.



When he finally bottomed out… 
balls pressed to her ass, his 
cock buried to the base… she 
gasped like she’d been punched.

Her legs wrapped around him instinctively, 
pulling him in, needing all of him.

So full. So deep.

She could feel him 
everywhere.



Her heart was racing. 
Her mind blank.

Her body helpless under 
the wave of sensation 
crashing through her.

He thrust hard, 
powerful… he fucked 
her in a way that took 
her breath away.

This was the kind of  
sex she had always 
fantasied about.



He rolled her over… 
rachel gasped as she felt 
his rock hard cock push 
inside her again.

Oh God…

He was inside her.
All the way inside her.



So deep, she could barely breathe. 

Her body stretched to its 
limit, trembling beneath the 
pressure and the pleasure.

She’d never felt anything 
like this. Not with Bruce. 
Not with anyone.



It was too much.
Too big.
Too perfect.



She should feel shame.
She did.

But beneath it… 
burning hotter 
than any guilt… 
was a need she 
couldn’t deny.

she let him do this.
she wanted him to.



This is wrong….
So fucking wrong. And yet…

She never wanted it to stop.

Her pussy throbbed around 
his cock, still adjusting, 
still hungry.

She could feel
every inch of him…

thick, alive inside 
her. He hadn’t even 
moved yet, and 
already she was 
teetering on the 
edge.



She never wanted him to leave her empty.

She wanted to be used… Ruined.

Fucked until she forgot her own name.



“F..faster
 HA… HARDER!”

She could feel the next 
orgasm movingtowards 
her  fast…

she needed it!



Marcus’s rhythm grew 
rougher, more urgent.

She was close.
Too close.

“Fuck,” Marcus 
growled, voice 
low and tight.
“I’m gonna cum.”

She knew she should 
say something.

She should tell him 
to pull out.

This wasn’t a fantasy 
anymore… this was 
real. No condom.
No protection.

His words hit her 
like a spark to 
gasoline.

Her body tensed.



She felt his cock swelling 
inside her, thickening, pulsing, 
ready.

But instead of pushing him 
away, instead of stopping him…

She pushed her hips back.
Chasing one more thrust.

Just one more.



Marcus groaned,

“Fuck I’m cummiNG!”

He drove himself deep one last 
time and exploded inside her.

Hot. Thick. Endless.

Her orgasm tore through her like an explosion. A white hot flood 
of sensation, stealing her breath, her thoughts, her sanity. Her 
whole body convulsed, pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

She cried out, helpless…
as wave after wave ripped 
through her.

And in the middle of it…



Her orgasm intensified. She 
screamed his name, her 
body trembling as his cum 
poured into her, warm and 
unstoppable.

She didn’t stop it.
She wanted it.

She felt it…

every pulse, every spurt, his 
cock twitching as he emptied 
himself into her, filling her 
up so deep it was like he was 
marking her from the inside 
out.



After what felt like an 
eternity, Marcus slowly 
began to withdraw.

When he finally pulled 
free, she gasped.
There was a sudden 
emptiness hollow, aching.

Rachel moaned softly at the 
loss, her body still trembling 
from the intensity of what had 
just happened.

Only then did she realize 
just how deep he had been.
Her pussy throbbed, 
stretched, leaking, and 
still hungry.



Even now… panting, twitching, his cum 
dripping from her, she didn’t regret it.



She was wrecked.

But she had never felt 
so fucking alive.



she should’ve left.
She knew that.

Everything had gotten out 
of control. Way out of 
control.

He smirked. “Your husband’s dick would 
probably be limp and apologizing by now.”

“But this…” he gave his 
cock a lazy stroke,
“is a real man’s cock. 
Still ready to go.”

Rachel blinked at him, 
still stunned, body 
floating in a post 
orgasm haze.

But her body wasn’t 
listening.

Her thighs clenched. That 
ache inside her wasn’t 
fading it was building.

Craving more.



Marcus laid back, arms behind his head 
like he didn’t have a care in the world.

“Get on,” he said.
“Slide that perfect little pussy 
down on my cock and ride me.”



Her body moved before her 
brain caught up.

She straddled him.

Guided him back inside her.



Her lips parted in a moan as she 
sank down… inch by inch, until he 
was buried in her again.

Full. Stretched. Claimed.
This time, she was in control.



She rocked her hips slowly, then faster, the pleasure 
mounting again far quicker than it should have.

Her hands braced on his chest, her 
hair spilling over her shoulders, 
her tits bouncing as she rode him.

He watched her, smug.
Relaxed. Dangerous.



“The second you cum,”
he said,

“I’m gonna blow another 
load inside you.”

Her hips faltered.
Then picked up speed.



“You want it, don’t you?”
he murmured, voice low and dark. 
“You want to cum on my cock again.”

She moaned, barely able to breathe. 
“Yesss…”

“You want my cum inside you.”

“Ohh… yes.”



Her pace grew wild, 
frantic. The sound of wet 
skin meeting skin filled the 
air. The lounger creaked 
beneath them.

She was going to cum.

Again.
Harder.
Deeper.
Hotter.

Right now.



She cried out, body seizing, 
the orgasm ripping through 
her like a violent wave.

Marcus grabbed her hips 
and pulled her down hard 
onto his cock.

And them he came.



She could feel his cock burried 
up in her, right up to his balls.

she could feel the 
heavy throb, each pulse 
forcing more of his 
seed deep inside her. 

She could feel the bliss of 
her orgasm, her body 
pulling his cum right into 
her inner sanctum.



On some savage, primitive , 
primal level rachel loved 
the feel of his massive cock 
cumming inside her.

She wanted this…
she needed this.



But, somewhere in her lust clouded 
mind, a spark of reality hit…

Rachel sat up, still trembling, his 
cum already leaking out of her.

“Oh god,” she whispered.

She scrambled off him, grabbing 
her bikini, her robe, her breath.

Rachel freaked out!



She didn’t look back.
Didn’t say a word.

She bolted.



Down the stairs, through the hall, back 
to the apartment, her mind spinning, 
heart racing, legs weak.

She slipped inside the safety of her 
apartment, Bruce still fast asleep, 
none the wiser



Rachel moved towards the 
bathroom…  she was sweaty 
and smelled of sex.

she could feel his cum trickling 
down her inner thigh.

Rachel knew that inside her were 
two porn star level loads of 
cum that were intent on doing 
what her husband could not.

this should have scared her… 
but deep down, she was excited.

TO BE CONTINUED…



TO BE CONTINUED.
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