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Chapter 1: The Proposition



"I want to fuck your wife." The CEO said.

"You can make Partner here, you have a bright future. Think very carefully about what I am asking you."

The words stuck like a claw in Alex's throat... This is how it all happened.





Alex Thompson worked as a project manager in alternative energy; with a background in electrical engineering, specialising in alternative power sources - he had what appeared to be the dream job at Solara - managing projects that sought answers to the world's growing coal concern. Alex was a smart man, very knowledgeable in his area; but when it came to conversation out of his area of expertise, he was definitely out of his comfort zone. In his mid-thirties, he is in ok shape, not fat, but not athletic either - and it is at this age he is starting to take check on where he belongs in the scheme of things.

Sara, his partner, was the type wife most men admired, and found themselves staring at, but few could say why. Sara had the kind of presence that didn't announce itself, but still caused people to take a second look as she walked by. Her features were pretty--a sharp jawline, high cheekbones, and a copper bob that framed her pale skin like fire against porcelain. Her eyes were the real weapon: ice-blue, unblinking, like they'd already seen the worst of you and decided whether or not you were worth the effort.

In public, she wore confidence like a tailored jacket--well-fitted, functional, slightly deceptive. As a sales rep in pharmaceuticals, she could charm a medical executive or steer a difficult doctor without breaking rhythm. But that wasn't who she was. She had presence in her job because the role demanded her to. Captivating doctors in a less than 10 minute time frame was essential for her success - but it was a learned skill.

At home, Sara melted into quiet corners, to recharge from her day of expressing a bubbly personality. She moved softly, with the comfort of someone who didn't need to prove anything. She preferred old T-shirts and thick socks to heels, books over banter, and wine poured in silence. She had the kind of stillness that could disarm loud people--because she was always watching, and mostly, they had no idea. She was not judging them; but collecting tid bits of information about their personality. Sara noticed the things people tried to hide. And more dangerously, she remembered the things they didn't say.

They had been married six years. Comfortable, mostly. No children. No loud fights. Both of them somewhat happy to be quiet, but with the difference Sara could adapt her personality to the given situation, Alex could not. While things were amicable between them, there was no great passion anymore, just a rhythm--shared bank accounts, weekend wine tastings, sex once a fortnight if the mood was right. Always familiar. Always safe. A little beyond what room mates are.

Alex never asked her about the dreams she didn't share, and she never asked him if he felt like less of a man since taking the job under Marcus Nkosi--a job he'd wanted, but the challenges, the people management, the expectations on client deliverables - all seemed to hollow him out one month at a time. He had great technical expertise, and that was keeping him in the game - it was communicating the issues to the client that dragged him down. So, he wasn't failing. But he wasn't rising either. Not the way the someone with his skillset should be.

Still, Sara stayed - she still cared for him deeply. Woke early. Paid bills on time. Let him have sex with her when the mood grabbed him on a lazy Sunday morning. But she would be lying to herself if she said she didn't want more. There had to be more than this to married life - she wanted passion! Adventure! To be desired, to be ravished, to be fucked until she was hoarse from moaning and could be barely breathe, and barely move.

Things took a turn at the launch party three weeks ago. Sara wore that dark green dress--the one that clung low at the back, soft silk against her pale, freckled skin--paired with black heels that added inches, extended her posture, carved her into something almost statuesque. She didn't usually do entrances, didn't like the fuss of spectacle--but tonight, she wanted to be seen. Not as Alex's wife. Not as another competent woman in sales. But as a woman. Entire. Intentional. Dangerous.

She was noticed.

Marcus watched her.

Not like a boss. Not even like a man. Like a connoisseur.

Like someone who could see through the dress, through the laugh, through the practiced social charm and into the darker, quieter things she didn't name out loud. He watched her while shaking hands with investors. While clinking glasses with the board. While telling stories, signing deals, owning the room. He never once looked flustered. He didn't have to. He owned stillness the way other men owned noise.

Still, some part of her understood the shape of the game. Marcus had a reputation known, never spoken outright--that he didn't chase women. He hunted wives. Not out of cruelty. Out of taste. He preferred what was already chosen by someone else. It was cleaner, somehow. No strings. No mess. Just appetite disguised as discretion. Maybe, this is what Sara needed - some hot side-action, with no strings attached. Unadulterated sex where both were in it for the sheer carnal delight - minus the mess of connection.

And Sara knew he'd seen her, she felt in her chest, in her bones. Knew he was watching. But what she didn't know--couldn't have known--was just how deeply she'd disrupted him.

She felt it, though. In her chest. Beneath the bones. That deep, excitement felt in the gut, experienced when being looked at by a man who already knew the weight of his gaze. It stirred something that hadn't been touched in a long time--not by routine sex, not by Alex's gentleness, not by her secret fantasies.

It was danger that drew her. Not lust. Power. Curiosity.

So, she set it up.

When Alex leaned in toward a colleague who finally spoke his language--deep technical jargon she couldn't fake interest in--she let her hand brush his arm, just enough to say, stay here. Then she moved across the room, letting the green silk shift across her hips with the right kind of slowness.

She didn't go directly to the terrace. She paused first at the edge of the dance floor. Reached for a second glass of wine. Pretended to laugh at something no one said. Then she turned slightly--just enough for Marcus to see her bare back, the shape of her shoulder blade, the fine line of her neck--and slipped outside.

She didn't look back. She didn't have to.

He followed.




















































Chapter 2: The Terrace Encounter


The party was loud--half Solara execs and their partners, half clients--but out on the terrace, the night was deliciously quiet. The city lights shimmered across Sandton like a dropped necklace, blinking gold and white across dark glass towers. The scent of blooming jasmine drifted up from the landscaping below. The terrace was empty. The real action was inside, where the wine flowed and the chatter didn't stop.

Sara leaned forward, resting her elbows on the stone balustrade, wine glass tilted in her fingers. The air touched her skin, cool and grateful. She was already aware of him before he spoke.

"You don't like crowds," Marcus said behind her, his voice low and unhurried.

She didn't turn at first. Just smiled to herself. Then: "I like people. Just not all at once."

He stepped up beside her, close--but not touching. Not yet. "You watch the room like a tactician," he said. "You know where everyone's standing. Who's faking. Who's hunting."

She smiled, sipped. "Sales makes you observant."

"No," he said. "This isn't sales. It's instinct."

He looked down at her, his profile carved in shadow and light. His presence was strong, like gravity. She didn't move away. Her skin had already begun to register the heat of him.

"Does Alex know how much of you hides behind the work?" he asked, still watching the skyline.

She turned to face him fully now. "I don't hide. I just don't perform for everyone."

He reached out then, casually--fingers brushing a freckle near the top of her spine, exposed by the low dip of her dress. Just the edge of a touch, but she didn't flinch. He let his hand rest there a second too long. A thumb moving slowly, like tracing the history of her skin.

"Your skin drinks light," he said. "It makes you hard to forget."

She should've stepped back. She didn't.

Instead, she tilted her chin up. "You watch everyone like you're building a file."

"I am," he said. "But I don't need notes on you."

The silence after that stretched. Not uncomfortable--charged with sexual energy. They were tethered by tension that neither of them bothered to cut.

She finished her wine and set the glass on the edge of the balustrade. His hand drifted to her waist now, the fabric of her dress the only barrier. Not groping--anchoring her in place with will, not force. The subtle art of being possessive in its stillness.

"Do you always touch married women like this?" she asked.

He smiled, eyes on hers now. "Only when they don't stop me."

Her heart kicked against her ribs, sharp and real. For a half-second, she let herself imagine saying something reckless. His hand travelled around to her abdomen, still - she didn't stop him. Marcus saw this as a green light - he gently grazed his fingertips around her waist, moving them down below, grabbing her tight butt, massaging it.

Sara had never felt so alive - so naughty - so excited. Her eyes met his, Marcus can immediately see the glimmer in them, the glint of pure desire. He knows he can take what he wants, what he needs. He spins her, leans her over the balustrade; she doesn't resist; she wants to resist, but at the same time she can't. She is his.

She hears his pants unzip, he lifts her dress, pulls her panties to the side; his fingers enter her first, using some of her juices to lube the inner folds of her pussy lips, to ease his entrance. He feels electric, her body shudders as he explores the forbidden passageway that is meant only for her husband.

What if someone comes out? She thinks - scared for the moment - but what if they don't?

"Someone will see." Sara says, gasping under his touch.

"Shhhh." Marcus puts a finger to her mouth to quieten her; she is further aroused by the sweet smell of her womanhood on his ample fingers.

Marcus's 10 inch manhood is throbbing to get into this married white pussy. He wishes he had more time to appreciate her properly - but at the same time he is loving stealing her in a crowded party - where her husband is blissfully unaware just 20 metres away - where they could be caught any minute.

The CEO with his monster cock buried deep in the wife of one his workers - what a scandal it would cause. But what excitement it is stirring in him now.

He places his dick between her flaps; the eye resting against the opening of her velvet tunnel - he sees her tense, take a gasp, and then goose bumps form on her exposed skin. She was like putty in his hand, and he knew he could have her however he wanted.

Impatiently, she pushes back against him, wanting to feel him inside her - wanting to break that sacred seal that still said she was Alex's wife. Right now, all she wanted was to feel the massive meat of Marcus pressing against her uterus.

Marcus pushes in; she gasps at the feeling of his girth, having never had someone that big.

Alex's penis certainly did not prepare her for this. As his head pops through, she lets out a pleasured whimper; automatically opening her legs wider, and bending deeper to ease his entrance. He gently pushes in deeper - until he feels she can take no more - then slowly withdraws. Normally he would be slower in a white woman, but time was not his friend, and he had an innate need to full this married pussy with his seed. He pushes in again, and she braces against him, this time feeling the tightness of her fleshy vagina open in depths she had yet experienced; that he was first to conquer.

The pleasure she felt from the immense size splitting her open and hitting her deep was unimaginable. She orgasmed on his second pump, creating more cunt juice to lube her enough to be
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