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  Chapter one
The First Glance


Valentina Petto swirled the olive in her martini glass and tried to look engaged. The hotel bar hummed with the familiar rhythm of an industry conference: forced laughter, networking small talk, and the clink of overpriced drinks. At thirty-two she still drew stares in her tailored black skirt and cream silk blouse, the fabric hugging her heavy D-cup breasts and flaring over her wide hips. Her long wavy dark hair fell down her back like an invitation she no longer extended at home. Next to her, Tony nursed a beer and checked his phone for the third time in ten minutes. 
She had loved him once. Still did, in the quiet, comfortable way that paid the mortgage and remembered birthdays. But the sex had become a polite obligation performed every other Friday with the lights off. Tony finished in under five minutes, always apologetic, always the same. Valentina smiled at his jokes and told herself it was enough. Until tonight.
The bar doors opened with a decisive push. Every head turned. Marcus Wood filled the frame like he owned it. Six-foot-five of solid muscle poured into a charcoal dress shirt that strained across his chest and biceps. His dark skin seemed to absorb the low lighting and throw it back as pure confidence. A short beard framed a jaw that looked carved from stone, and his intense eyes scanned the room with the calm certainty of a man who rarely heard the word no.
Tony leaned close, voice low and mocking. “Jesus, look at this guy. Probably thinks he can just walk in and fix everything with that swagger. Bet he’s one of those contractors who overcharges and underdelivers.” He gave a little snort that was supposed to be conspiratorial. Valentina felt her cheeks heat. The joke landed with the casual racism Tony never examined too closely. She didn’t laugh.
Marcus moved through the crowd like it parted for him. He stopped at the bar two stools down, ordered a whiskey neat in a deep voice that carried without effort, then turned as if sensing their attention. His gaze landed on Valentina first. It stayed there. She felt it like a hand sliding up her thigh.
“Marcus Wood,” he said, extending a large hand toward Tony first out of courtesy. “Petto, right? We spoke on the vendor call last month about the new distribution center specs.”
Tony shook his hand, visibly adjusting to the difference in size. “Yeah, that’s us. This is my wife, Valentina. She’s the corporate liaison who actually makes things happen.”
Marcus turned to her. His palm swallowed hers. The contact sent a spark straight between her legs. “Valentina,” he repeated, tasting the name. “I’ve seen your name on every important email. Pleasure to finally meet the woman behind all that competence.”
His thumb brushed once across her knuckles before he released her. The touch was deliberate. She felt it in her nipples, which tightened instantly against her bra. Marcus didn’t step back. He stood close enough that she caught the clean scent of his skin mixed with something darker, more masculine. Heat rolled off his body in waves.
The conversation flowed easily at first. Tony tried to steer it toward sports and quarterly projections. Marcus answered politely but kept swinging the focus back to Valentina, asking about her strategies for vendor compliance, how she handled difficult stakeholders. Each question felt layered. His eyes never left hers. When she spoke he listened like the rest of the bar had disappeared.
“You strike me as someone who knows exactly what she needs,” Marcus said during a lull, voice low. “But maybe doesn’t get it often enough.”
Valentina’s breath caught. The words were innocent enough on the surface. The way he said them was not. She crossed her legs tighter, suddenly aware of the dampness gathering in her panties. Tony chuckled awkwardly. “Val’s got everything she needs. Don’t you, babe?”
She forced a smile and finished her drink. The ice rattled against glass as her hand trembled slightly. Marcus’s lips curved in the smallest smirk. He knew.
After twenty more minutes of charged small talk, Valentina excused herself. “Ladies’ room,” she murmured, sliding off the stool. Her legs felt unsteady. She could feel Marcus watching her ass as she walked away, the heart-shaped swell rolling beneath her tight skirt with every step.
The hallway leading to the restrooms was quieter, lined with heavy wallpaper and soft lighting. She pushed into the luxurious bathroom, splashed cold water on her neck, and stared at herself in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed. Her full lips looked swollen even though no one had kissed them. Between her thighs she ached in a way Tony had not caused in years.
The door opened behind her. She didn’t need to turn around to know who it was. The air changed. Marcus stepped inside and leaned against the counter, arms folded across that massive chest. His eyes met hers in the mirror.
“This is the ladies’ room,” she whispered, voice breathy.
“I know.” His deep voice filled the tiled space. “You’ve been dripping since I shook your hand, Valentina. Don’t insult us both by pretending otherwise.”
She should have told him to leave. Instead she turned to face him. He was even larger up close. The contrast between his dark skin and her golden Latina tone made something primal twist low in her belly. Marcus reached out slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. His thick fingers traced the curve of her jaw.
“Your husband tells jokes because he’s scared,” he said. “He sees what I am and knows he can’t compete. But you… you’re curious. That tight little pussy is throbbing right now wondering how much of me it could take.”
Valentina’s lips parted on a shaky exhale. No one had ever spoken to her like that. The vulgarity should have offended her. Instead her clit pulsed hard against the lace of her panties. Marcus stepped closer until her back met the marble counter. One of his large hands settled on her hip, possessive.
“I’m in room 1423,” he told her, voice dropping even lower. “You want to find out what a real man feels like, you come see me. No pressure. But we both know you will.”
He leaned down. For one dizzying second she thought he would kiss her. Instead his lips brushed her ear. “And Valentina? Leave the panties in your room when you do.”
Then he was gone, the door swinging shut behind his broad back. Valentina gripped the counter, knees weak. Her reflection showed wide brown eyes and flushed skin. She looked like a woman who had just been claimed.
She waited five full minutes before she trusted her legs to carry her back. When she returned to the bar Marcus was gone. Tony was complaining about the cost of the conference cocktails. She smiled at all the right moments and ordered another drink to steady herself. The entire time her mind replayed the low rumble of Marcus’s voice saying the word pussy like it already belonged to him.
Later that night the hotel room felt too small. Tony had been talking about the keynote speaker for twenty minutes straight while she stripped down to her bra and panties. She chose the lacy black set without thinking, the one that made her heavy breasts look obscene and barely contained her ass. Tony didn’t notice. He kept talking as he folded his pants.
They slid into bed. He reached for her with familiar, slightly clumsy hands. Valentina let him. She always did. His mouth found her neck, then her breasts, sucking with the same gentle rhythm he used on everything. She made the appropriate sounds. Inside, her mind was somewhere else.
Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Tony was kissing down her stomach now, heading between her legs with the dutiful expression of a man performing maintenance. She glanced at the screen. Unknown number. The message preview made her stomach flip.
Room 1423. Come get what your husband can’t give you.
Below it, an image loaded. Marcus had taken a photo of himself in what was clearly his hotel room. The shot showed the thick outline of an enormous cock straining against gray sweatpants. The bulge was obscene, veiny and heavy, curving down one thick thigh. It looked bigger than Tony’s entire forearm.
Valentina’s breath left her in a rush. Tony took that as encouragement and pulled her panties aside, licking her with careful, predictable strokes. She barely felt it. All she could see was that massive Black cock. Her imagination supplied the rest: Marcus pinning her down, stretching her open, making her take every inch while he told her what a good girl she was for cheating.
“Fuck,” she whispered.
Tony hummed between her legs, mistaking her reaction for pleasure at his tongue. Valentina widened her thighs and closed her eyes. The image of Marcus burned behind her lids. She pictured him shoving those sweatpants down, freeing nearly eleven inches of thick, veiny meat. She pictured the way her pussy would have to stretch around the head alone. The way he would grunt in satisfaction as he sank deeper than Tony had ever reached.
Her hips began to move on their own, grinding against Tony’s face with sudden urgency. He made a surprised noise but kept licking. Valentina’s hand found her breast and squeezed hard, imagining Marcus’s much larger hand doing it instead. Pinching. Claiming.
The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her back arched clean off the bed. A low, guttural moan tore from her throat, nothing like the polite sighs she usually gave Tony. Her pussy clenched and flooded, juices coating his chin as wave after wave crashed through her. She saw Marcus in her mind, that commanding stare, those huge hands holding her down while he filled her completely. The fantasy blended with the photo still glowing on her phone screen.
Tony lifted his head, stunned. “Holy shit, babe. What got into you?”
Valentina lay there panting, aftershocks still rippling through her core. Guilt tried to surface but the craving drowned it. Her clit still throbbed. Her nipples ached. She felt empty in a way she had never acknowledged before tonight.
She reached for her phone with a trembling hand and saved the contact under a single letter: M. Then she deleted the preview notification so Tony wouldn’t see it if he glanced over.
“Just needed it tonight,” she murmured, voice husky. She pulled Tony up and kissed him, tasting herself on his lips. The kiss felt like camouflage. Inside her head, Marcus was already spreading her legs wider, pushing that monstrous cock against her soaked entrance, preparing to ruin her for anyone else.
Tony, bless him, took the kiss as an invitation to climb on top. He slid inside her easily, her orgasm having left her drenched. She wrapped her legs around him and made the right noises while he thrust with his usual earnest but unremarkable rhythm. It took him less than four minutes. When he came with a groan and rolled off, Valentina stared at the ceiling, phone clutched against her thigh like a secret.
Marcus’s words echoed in her mind. No pressure. But we both know you will.
She squeezed her thighs together, feeling fresh wetness trickle down her slit. For the first time in her marriage, Valentina Petto was not thinking about her husband lying beside her. She was calculating how early she could slip away tomorrow. How it would feel to walk down that hallway to room 1423 wearing nothing under her skirt.
Tony kissed her shoulder and drifted toward sleep, content. Valentina stared into the dark, heart hammering with guilty excitement. The first glance had already changed everything. She could still feel the ghost of Marcus’s hand on her hip. The heavy promise of what waited behind the gray fabric of those sweatpants.
She would go to him. She already knew it. And some part of her, buried but awakening, understood that once she did there would be no going back to the comfortable, sexless life she had accepted for so long.
Valentina smiled in the darkness, thighs slick, phone warm against her skin. For the first time in years she felt truly alive. The contractor had barely touched her and she was already coming apart at the seams. She couldn’t wait to see how much further he would take her.
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