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The Wi-Fi had been out for three days now, and Megan watched with thinning patience as her husband crawled around their living room floor like a desperate man searching for water in a desert. Manuals lay scattered everywhere, their pages dog-eared and useless. Wires hung from the router like entrails, yanked free in his frustration. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he muttered again about not needing "some overpriced repairman" to fix what he could handle himself. She crossed her arms over her chest, leaning against the doorframe, watching him fail for the hundredth time.

"David, this is ridiculous," she said, her voice sharp with irritation. "Just call the company."

"I've almost got it," he snapped, not looking up as he jammed a cable into the wrong port for the third time. "I don't need to waste eighty bucks on some guy pressing a reset button."

Megan rolled her eyes. The living room had become a disaster zone of technical manuals, twisted cables, and her husband's wounded pride. David had always been this way—stubbornly insisting he could handle things that were clearly beyond him, refusing help until the situation became unbearable. They'd gone through this same routine with the kitchen sink, the washing machine, and now the Wi-Fi.

"It's been three fucking days," she said, checking her phone again. No signal, not even a hint of connectivity. "I can't even check my email."

David grunted, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. His t-shirt was stained with perspiration, hair disheveled. He looked pathetic, but too proud to admit it. "Just give me another hour."

The doorbell rang, cutting through the tension. Megan's eyebrows shot up. "That'll be the cable guy."

"You called someone?" David looked up, betrayal written across his face. "After I specifically said—"

"I'm not living in the digital stone age because of your ego, David." She turned toward the door, ignoring his protests behind her.

When she pulled the door open, Megan felt her irritation immediately give way to something else. The man standing on her porch wasn't what she'd expected—not some scrawny tech nerd with a pocket protector, but a broad-shouldered specimen who filled the doorframe with casual confidence. His company polo stretched tight across his chest, and a heavy tool bag hung from one hand like it weighed nothing at all. Dark eyes swept over her in a quick, appreciative glance, and a knowing smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth.

"Internet trouble?" he asked, his voice deep and slightly amused.

Megan nodded, suddenly aware of how she must look—hair hastily tied back, no makeup, wearing only yoga pants and a thin t-shirt with no bra. She hadn't bothered dressing properly since they weren't expecting anyone. Until she'd made the call, of course.

"I'm Jason," he said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. His eyes flicked immediately to the chaos in the living room, taking in the scattered manuals and tangled wires. His gaze settled on David, who was scrambling to his feet, looking flustered and defensive.

"Looks like you've been at this for a while," Jason said, the amusement in his voice unmistakable now.

David's face flushed red. "I have it under control," he said, fumbling with the router as if trying to appear competent. "Just a few connectivity issues."

Jason's smirk widened as he set his tool bag down. "Sure, man. Whatever you say." He glanced at the pile of manuals, then at the sweat stains on David's shirt. "Been working hard, huh?"

The tension in the room was thick enough to cut. Megan stood back, watching the silent battle of masculinity unfolding in her living room. David clutched the router like it was a lifeline, while Jason surveyed the mess with the confident air of someone who knew exactly what the problem was and how pathetic the attempted solution had been.

"Look," Jason said, his tone shifting to something more professional but still edged with that same amusement, "I need to check a few things. Why don't you go make yourself useful and check the breaker box? Sometimes these outages are caused by power fluctuations."

David opened his mouth as if to argue, but the reasonable suggestion left him with no room to object without looking even more incompetent. "Fine," he muttered, setting the router down with unnecessary force. "I was going to check that next anyway."

He stomped off toward the hallway, shoulders hunched with wounded pride. The door to the utility room clicked shut behind him, and suddenly the air in the living room seemed to change.

Jason turned to face Megan, and the professional demeanor slipped away like a mask being removed. His eyes swept down her body without any pretense of restraint, lingering on her breasts, the curve of her hips, the shape of her legs in the tight yoga pants. It was blatant, hungry, and completely unapologetic.

"Finally," he said, his voice dropping to a lower register. He stepped toward her with deliberate purpose.

Megan instinctively backed up, her breath catching in her throat. Her back hit the wall before she realized she'd moved. Jason kept coming, closing the distance between them until he was standing close enough that she could smell his cologne—something expensive and masculine.

"Relax," he murmured, his hand sliding onto her hip like it belonged there. The heat of his palm burned through the thin material of her yoga pants. "I'll take care of everything he can't."

Her eyes widened, pulse quickening. "My husband's just in the other room," she whispered, the words coming out breathier than she'd intended.

But she didn't move away.

His grip tightened, fingers digging into the flesh of her waist as he pulled her against him. The thick, unmistakable bulge in his pants pressed hard against her stomach. Heat shot through her body like an electric current, settling low in her belly and between her thighs. She pressed them together, trying to quell the sudden throb of need that contradicted her weak protest.

"Your husband," Jason said, his face inches from hers, "couldn't fix a fucking toaster. You think he satisfies you any better than he handles technology?"

Before she could answer, his mouth claimed hers in a rough kiss. There was nothing gentle about it—his tongue pushed past her lips, invading her mouth with the same confidence he'd walked into her home. His hand slid around to grab her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth.

She should have pushed him away. She should have been outraged. Instead, her body melted against him, betraying her feeble objections. Her nipples hardened against her thin t-shirt, pressing against his chest. Her pussy clenched with a need she hadn't felt in months—maybe years.

In one swift motion, Jason spun her around and bent her forward over the arm of the couch. Her chest pressed into the cushions, and she clutched at the fabric instinctively. His hands were on her hips, yanking her yoga pants down to her knees along with her panties. The cool air hit her exposed ass and pussy, making her gasp.

"Fuck," he growled, his hands spreading her ass cheeks apart. "Look at how wet you are already. Your pathetic husband's just in the other room, and your cunt's dripping for my cock."

Megan whimpered, torn between shame and raw desire. The possibility of David walking in at any moment sent fear and twisted excitement racing through her. She should stop this. She should cover herself and push this stranger away.

Instead, she arched her back, pressing her ass higher.

"Please," she whispered, not even sure what she was begging for.

She heard the sound of a zipper being lowered, then felt the thick head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance. It was hot and heavy, nudging between her folds, stretching her open just enough to make her gasp.

"See?" Jason growled against her ear as he pushed forward, the head of his cock breaching her tight entrance. "I get things working the way they should."

The pressure was intense—he was bigger than David, thicker, stretching her pussy in a way that bordered on painful but ignited every nerve ending. She bit into the couch cushion to muffle her moan as the head of his cock finally popped inside her, her inner walls clenching around the intrusion.

"Oh god," she gasped, feeling him inch deeper. "We shouldn't—my husband might hear—"

"Let him hear," Jason said, his fingers digging into her hips as he pushed another inch inside her. "Let him hear what a real man sounds like giving his wife what she needs."

Her body betrayed her completely now, her pussy dripping around his invading cock, making it easier for him to work his way inside. Each thrust pushed deeper, stretching her walls, filling her in a way David never had. Her token resistance collapsed entirely as he bottomed out, his balls slapping against her clit.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned, pulling back only to slam forward again. "When's the last time your husband actually fucked this pussy right?"

The answer was never, but Megan couldn't form the words. All she could do was moan as Jason established a rhythm, his thick shaft dragging against her inner walls with each withdrawal before plunging back in to the hilt. The wet sounds of her arousal filled the room—obscene, slick noises that announced her betrayal as loudly as her gasps and whimpers.

"He—he might come back any minute," she managed to say, even as her hips pushed back to meet Jason's thrusts.

"He'll find his wife getting the fucking she deserves," Jason replied, one hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair. He yanked her head back, arching her spine. "You like this cock stretching your tight little cunt?"

"Yes," she hissed, abandoning all pretense. "God, yes."

His pace increased, each thrust harder than the last. Her tits bounced beneath her, nipples scraping against the couch fabric. Her clit throbbed, desperate for attention as Jason's cock filled her again and again. He reached around with his free hand, finding the swollen bud and rubbing it in tight circles.

"That's it," he growled as she cried out. "Take this cock. Take it all."

Megan's fingers clawed at the couch cushions, her face flushed with shame and pleasure. Every nerve in her body focused on the thick shaft pumping into her, stretching her pussy wider than it had ever been stretched before. She could feel every ridge, every vein as it dragged against her sensitive walls.

"Your husband can't fuck you like this, can he?" Jason demanded, his fingers still working her clit as his cock pounded into her.

"No," she moaned, the admission sending a fresh wave of wetness flooding around his cock. "Not like this. Never like this."

Jason laughed, a low, triumphant sound. "Of course not. Bet he's never made you scream. Bet he's never made you beg."

He was right. Sex with David had become mechanical, predictable—when it happened at all. Nothing like this raw, animal fucking that had her pussy clenching and her mind blank with pleasure.

"Please," she gasped, not caring anymore if David heard, not caring about anything except the building pressure in her core. "Please don't stop."

"I'm not stopping until this pussy is ruined for that loser," Jason promised, his cock now fully impaling her with each brutal thrust. "Until you can't even look at him without remembering how I split you open and made you mine."

The couch creaked beneath them, moving slightly with each powerful thrust. Megan's moans grew louder, less controlled. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Jason's cock, drawing him deeper, milking him with each stroke. She was completely at his mercy, bent over her own couch, being fucked by a stranger while her husband fumbled uselessly in the next room.

And she had never been more turned on in her life.
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