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The afternoon sun cast long shadows across the polished oak floors of Zara and James’s meticulously appointed living room. The air, usually scented with expensive sandalwood and something vaguely floral, now carried the faint tang of dust and electrical wire. James, a successful lawyer with a penchant for bespoke suits and vintage wine, was at a client meeting. Zara, his equally impeccably dressed wife, found herself alone with Luke, the electrician, a man whose calloused hands spoke volumes about a life far removed from hers.
Luke, all broad shoulders and coiled muscle under a faded work shirt, was wrestling with a recalcitrant wire behind the antique grandfather clock. Zara, clad in a silk blouse – deliberately bra-less – watched him with a predatory gleam in her eyes. The blouse, a creamy off-white, was almost transparent, revealing the tantalizing swell of her breasts beneath. She leaned over, ostensibly to retrieve a stray book, offering Luke a full, uncensored view of her nipples straining against the delicate fabric. The movement was deliberate, a calculated display of her body, a challenge thrown down.
He paused, his gaze lingering on her before he quickly averted his eyes, a blush creeping up his neck. Zara, enjoying his discomfort, slid a hand to the hem of her skirt, revealing a flash of expensive lace panties. His gaze snapped back, this time a little longer. She saw the bulge in his jeans, his cock straining against the denim, a stark contrast to the expensive tailored suits she was used to. A slow smile curved her lips.

"Having trouble, darling?" she purred, her voice dripping with condescension and barely concealed arousal.
Luke mumbled something about a loose connection, his voice thick with a mixture of awkwardness and desire. Zara found the whole situation exhilarating. She reveled in the power imbalance, the sudden shift in the dynamics of their encounter. This was a game, and she was the master player.
She excused herself, disappearing into the bedroom. Returning, she was a vision of audacious confidence. Her heels clicked sharply on the polished floor, the only sound in the room save for the faint hum of the electrical system. She wore nothing but a pair of stiletto heels and a self-assured smile. Her perfectly sculpted body was on full display. Her nipples, erect from the subtle tension in the room, were clearly visible.
"Let's see how hard I can get that cock of yours," she said, her voice a husky whisper.
Luke, his earlier embarrassment now replaced by a raw, animalistic attraction, swallowed hard. He had never encountered anything like this before. His usual experiences were far simpler, far less...deliberate.
Zara moved towards him, her body swaying in a slow, seductive rhythm. She knelt, her thighs brushing against his, her fingers, cool and elegant, traced the line of his jaw. "You're a strong man," she murmured, her breath warm on his skin. "I like that."
He didn't speak, his eyes fixed on hers, a storm of conflicting emotions raging within him. He was captivated, enthralled, and terrified all at once. Zara's touch ignited a fire in him, a primal urge he hadn't known he possessed.
Zara's fingers worked their way down to his belt as she lowered herself to her knees, her touch a mix of tenderness and authority. She unbuckled his jeans, slowly, deliberately, savoring the moment of anticipation. The sight of his prick hardened and throbbing through his opened fly sent shivers down her spine. She didn’t waste a second; taking his thick cock into her hand, she began to stroke him, the rhythm growing increasingly faster as she let out a soft gasp.
"Oh my god," she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. She pulled him closer and began to suck his cock, engulfing the entire length into her mouth, her tongue working its magic. Luke groaned, the sound guttural and primal, as Zara devoured his cock, his climax imminent.
She pulled from his cock and stood to kiss him, letting him taste his own cock on her lips. The kiss was a wild, desperate exchange, a collision of two worlds. Zara’s hands found their way to his hair, tugging him closer as his fingers dug into her hips. 
He pulled her towards him, breaking the kiss only to bury his face in her neck, breathing her scent. His hands explored her body, caressing her breasts, her thighs, reveling in the silky texture of her skin. He lifted her onto the table, his hands supporting her weight as he watched the way her hips swayed.
Zara, her hair a mess, her eyes wide with passion, directed him to her cunt, pressing him down as he entered her with a forceful thrust. It was a savage fucking, raw and urgent, a dance between two bodies fueled by desire and a desperate need for release. He pounded into her, the rhythm relentless, as Zara arched her back, her body convulsing with pleasure.
Their moans filled the room, a mixture of ecstasy and pain, as they reached their peak. Luke exploded inside her, the hot rush of his cum filling her womb, the shock of his release intertwining with hers as she squirted all over his his cock.
“That,” she whispered, “was... exquisite.”
They continued for hours, exploring every position, every variation, culminating in a series of intense orgasms that left them breathless and spent, their bodies intertwined on the Persian rug. Luke found himself completely lost in the moment, giving himself over to Zara’s control. He was both enthralled and amazed by her willingness to abandon her refined facade, and delighted by her dominance and command.
––––––––
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The click of the lock echoed in the sudden silence, a stark counterpoint to the lingering warmth between Zara and Luke. Zara’s breath hitched, a silent prayer for discretion. James's voice, calm and controlled as ever, called out,

"Darling? I'm home."

Luke, sprawled beneath her on the Persian rug, his cock still heavy and throbbing, felt a jolt of adrenaline. He quickly scrambled to his feet, pulling his jeans up, his heart hammering against his ribs. Zara rushed to get her blouse and skirt back on.
Zara, regaining her composure with practiced ease, met her husband’s gaze with a serene smile. 

“James, darling,” she purred, her voice perfectly pitched, devoid of any hint of the frenzy that had consumed her moments before.

“I was just admiring the electrician’s work.”
James, oblivious to the storm that had raged beneath the surface of their meticulously crafted reality, nodded approvingly. "Good. I’ve been meaning to check on that grandfather clock.” He looked over at Luke, whose face, despite the hurried attempt at normalcy, still bore the evidence of their passionate encounter—a flushed complexion and wild, slightly unfocused eyes.
“Thank you for your work, Mr...?”
“Luke,” he mumbled, extending a calloused hand.

James shook it, his grip firm but brief. The air crackled with unspoken tension, a silent acknowledgment of the unspoken truths hanging between them. James's keen eye, trained by years of dissecting legal details, might have missed the faint smudges of Zara's lipstick on Luke's neck, obscured by his shirt collar, but he couldn't ignore the lingering scent of Zara's perfume mingling with the faint trace of Luke's own sweat.
Luke backed away quickly, muttering a hasty goodbye and disappearing out the front door before James could fully examine his work. Zara watched him go, a complex array of emotions flickering across her features. Relief, excitement, and a strange new sense of vulnerability warred within her. She had stepped outside her meticulously crafted life, tasted forbidden fruit, and the experience, both exhilarating and terrifying, had left its mark.
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