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The heat presses against Sadie's skin like a damp hand, the kind of summer day that makes clothes feel like punishment. Her husband's absence leaves the house quieter, emptier, and somehow even hotter, as if his leaving took the last cool air with him. She tugs at her bikini top, adjusting it over her breasts, the frayed denim of her shorts cutting high enough to make her mother frown if she could see her now.

The suburban streets shimmer in the distance, heat rising from the asphalt like ghosts escaping hell. Sadie's bare feet leave momentary impressions on the scorching concrete of her patio before they vanish, like memories that refuse to stick. She sips lukewarm lemonade that does nothing to cool her down, ice cubes long surrendered to the relentless sun.

From where she stands, she can hear the mechanical groan of the garage door being manipulated, the occasional grunt of effort, and the clink of tools against concrete. Dante, the handyman they hired last week, is fixing the goddamn door that's been sticking since April. Her husband had insisted they call someone before he left for his business trip—three days in Cincinnati.

Sadie's curiosity pulls her toward the garage like a fish on a line. She tells herself it's just to check on his progress, maybe offer a cold drink because that's what good housewives do. But there's another reason, one that sits low in her belly and pulses in time with her quickening steps.

When she reaches the garage's entrance, she pauses, watching him. Dante's back is to her, a tapering landscape of muscle beneath the burnished mahogany skin. His white t-shirt is darkened with sweat, clinging to his frame like it was painted there, revealing the dance of muscles as he works the mechanism of the door. His arms, impossibly long and corded with veins that run like rivers beneath his skin, flex with each movement. There's something primal about him that makes Sadie's mouth go dry despite the heat.

"How's it coming along?" she asks, her voice higher than normal, a sound that doesn't quite belong to her.

Dante turns, and his eyes—darker than she remembered—find hers. There's a moment when they just look at each other, a silent acknowledgment of something neither one has said.

"Almost there," he says, his voice a low rumble that seems to vibrate through the concrete floor. "Your husband said it's been giving you trouble."

Sadie nods, acutely aware of how the sweat makes her skin glisten and how her nipples push against the thin fabric of her bikini top. "You must be dying in this heat. Do you want to come in for something cold to drink?"

The invitation hangs in the air like the humidity, heavy and impossible to ignore. Dante wipes his hands on a rag tucked into his back pocket. "That would be real nice," he says, and there's a hint of something in his voice that makes Sadie's heart skip.

Inside, the kitchen is cooler, but not by much. The air conditioning struggles against the summer heat, a losing battle that leaves the house in a tepid compromise. Sadie opens the refrigerator, bending perhaps a little more than necessary, feeling Dante's eyes on her legs, her ass, the curve of her spine.

"Beer or lemonade?" she asks, looking over her shoulder at him.

"Lemonade," he says. "Working with tools and alcohol don't mix well."

She pours him a glass, adding ice cubes that crack against each other like bones. When she hands it to him, their fingers brush, and the contact sends a jolt through her that has nothing to do with static electricity.

"Your husband travels a lot?" Dante asks, leaning against the counter. His height makes the kitchen seem smaller like he's taking up all the available oxygen.

"Often enough," Sadie says, tracing the condensation on her own glass. "Cincinnati this time. Back late tonight."

Dante nods, taking a long drink. His throat works as he swallows, and Sadie finds herself staring, imagining those lips on her skin, that throat making different sounds.

"You get lonely?" he asks, setting the glass down. The question is bold and too direct to be mistaken for small talk.

Sadie laughs, a sound like breaking glass. "Sometimes. But I'm used to entertaining myself." The double entendre is deliberate, and she watches his reaction.

A smile plays at the corners of his mouth. "I bet you are."

The conversation shifts and takes on the weight of intention. They're no longer talking about the weather, the garage door, or her husband's travel schedule. They're talking about what could happen in this kitchen and house during these hours when no one would know.

"You know," Dante says, his voice dropping an octave, "I've been told I have something that might interest you."

"Oh?" Sadie arches an eyebrow. "And what's that? Something long and hard? That's what all you men say." She's been around enough to understand the script and the predictable boasts of men who think size is a personality trait.

"Something ten inches long, black, and thickly veined," he confirms, and there's a confidence in his voice that doesn't sound like the usual male posturing.

Sadie snorts, the sound inelegant but genuine. "Half the men I've been with claim to be packing something special. Most of them are lying through their fucking teeth." Her college years flash through her mind—the nights spent on stages in smoky clubs, the hotel rooms where she learned to fake enthusiasm for mediocre dick attached to men with inflated egos and deflated wallets.

Dante doesn't argue. Instead, he sets his glass down, stands up straight, and unzips his work pants. The sound of the zipper is obscenely loud in the quiet kitchen. Sadie's breath catches in her throat as he pulls out his cock, half-hard but already longer and thicker than most men she's seen at full mast.

"Jesus Christ," she whispers.

It hangs there, a testament to genetic fortune, a deep brown shaft with a purplish head that peeks from beneath the foreskin. Veins snake along its length like roads on a map, and Sadie is struck by the urge to trace them with her tongue.

"Still think I'm lying?" Dante asks, and there's no smugness in his voice, just the quiet confidence of a man who has literal big dick energy.

Sadie shakes her head, unable to tear her eyes away. The years she spent as an escort, the countless naked men she'd seen during her time as a dancer—none of them had prepared her for this. Her pussy throbs in response, a primal recognition of something extraordinary.

"Can I touch it?" she asks, surprised by the reverence in her voice. She hasn't been this genuinely impressed by a cock since her first boyfriend in high school, and even that was more about novelty than quality.

Dante nods, watching her with those dark eyes that seem to see right through her suburban housewife façade to the woman who used to slip hundred-dollar bills into her G-string before dawn. Sadie steps closer, her heart thundering in her chest like a drum signaling war or worship. Her husband won't be home until late—hours of empty time stretch before her like a blank canvas. There's a moment, brief but crystalline, when she thinks about stopping, about being the faithful wife who laughs it off and sends him back to work.

But then she reaches out, and the moment shatters like a glass dropped on the tile.

His cock is warm in her hand, the skin softer than she expected, like velvet over steel. She circles her fingers around it, and her fingertips don't meet her thumb—a rare occurrence that sends another pulse of heat between her legs.

"Fuck," she breathes, stroking him slowly. 

Under her touch, his cock responds, growing harder, longer, filling her hand like it's made to be there. Dante says nothing, just watches her with those eyes that burn hotter than the summer sun outside. His breath comes a little faster, the only sign that her touch affects him.

Sadie sinks to her knees on the cool tile floor, the position that is familiar from years of practice, especially here: she has sucked her husband here in the kitchen countless times. She tugs the dark foreskin back, revealing the bulbous head in its entirety. It's a deep plum color, glistening at the tip with a bead of precum that catches the kitchen light like a diamond.

She leans forward, her mouth watering with anticipation, and runs her tongue over the head. The taste is salt and musk, familiar yet different—sharper, more intense. The drop of precum dissolves on her tongue, and she moans softly, already addicted to the flavor.

"You taste so fucking good," she says, looking up at him through her lashes. The position and the words transport her back to those college days when she performed for cash, but the enthusiasm isn't feigned this time.

Sadie swirls her tongue around the head, mapping every ridge, every vein, learning the geography of him like she's planning to live there. His cock continues to grow, responding to her attention like a plant turning toward sunlight. She wraps her lips around the head, sucking gently at first, then with more pressure as she gauges his reaction.

Dante's hand comes to rest on the top of her head, not pushing, just present. His fingers tangle in her hair, a gentle anchor in the storm of desire that's building between them.

She takes him deeper, feeling the stretch in her jaw, the pressure against the back of her throat. It's been a while since she's done this—her husband prefers to be the receiver rather than the giver when it comes to oral sex—but her body remembers. She relaxes her throat, breathes through her nose, and takes him inch by incredible inch.

The weight of him on her tongue, the fullness in her mouth—it awakens something in Sadie, a hunger she's suppressed behind suburban curtains and PTA meetings. She moans around his cock, the vibrations making him twitch against her palate.

Pulling back to breathe, she strokes him with her hand, marveling at how wet he is now, slick with her saliva. "I've never seen a cock this big," she admits. "And I've seen a lot of fucking cocks."

Dante's hand tightens in her hair. "Show me what you can do with it, then."

It's a challenge, and Sadie has never been one to back down. She dives back in, her technique shifting from exploratory to determined. She hollows her cheeks, creating suction as she bobs her head up and down his shaft. Her hand works what she can't fit in her mouth, twisting slightly on the upstroke, a move that used to earn her extra tips in those dark clubs.

The sound of wet lips on flesh fills the kitchen, obscene and beautiful. Sadie's jaw aches, a sweet pain that reminds her she's alive, that she's more than just someone's wife. She reaches down with her free hand to touch herself through her shorts, finding the fabric damp with her arousal.

Time melts away like ice in the sun, measured only in Dante's soft groans and the increasing pressure in her core. She's so focused on the task at hand, on the rhythm of take and release, on the taste of him filling her senses, that she doesn't hear the front door open. Doesn't hear the footsteps approaching the kitchen.

A polite cough slices through the air like a knife through butter, stopping Sadie's movements as effectively as if someone had pressed pause on her body. Her heart stutters then races like a trapped animal as she recognizes the sound—her husband, home hours early, standing in the doorway of their kitchen while his wife kneels before another man with a mouth full of cock.
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