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The clock on the living-room wall read 9:47 p.m., and Rebecca Thompson had been staring at it for the last twenty minutes. She was thirty-nine years old, married, and utterly bored. Her husband, David, had been “working late” since six o’clock. Again. The same story he’d been telling her for the last six months. Tonight, though, the words had finally snapped something inside her.

She was still wearing the silk robe she’d thrown on after her shower—black, shiny, barely there. The fabric was so thin it moved like liquid against her skin. Her full, heavy breasts strained the front, the dark nipples visible through the material, already stiff from the cool air and the dark thoughts running through her head. Her belly was soft and rounded, the kind of belly that made her feel sexy instead of maternal. Between her thighs, her shaved pussy was already damp; she’d noticed it when she’d wiped herself earlier, the slickness lingering on her fingers.

Rebecca stood up, walked to the kitchen, and poured herself a glass of red wine. The ice clinked loudly in the silence of the empty house. She thought about calling David. Thought about telling him to come home. Then she laughed at herself. He wouldn’t. He never did.

The doorbell rang at 10:12.

Rebecca’s heart did a little flip. She set the glass down and padded barefoot to the door. The robe slipped off one shoulder as she moved, the black satin whispering against her skin. She peeked through the peephole and felt her stomach tighten.

Marcus.

Twenty-eight years old. Tall, lean, dark hair, and eyes that always seemed to linger on her a second too long. He was her neighbor—the one who fixed her leaky sink last month without being asked. The one who’d smiled at her while she walked her dog and she’d felt her thighs press together for no reason. The one she’d secretly fingered to in her dreams while David snored beside her.

She opened the door.

“Hi,” Marcus said, holding up a bottle of the same cabernet David had bought last week. His voice was low, a little rough. “Sorry it’s so late... but I’ve been thinking about you all day. Can I come in?”

Rebecca’s mouth went dry. She swallowed. “I... I don’t know. My husband is—”

“I know,” he said gently. “He’s working. I heard him leave. But this isn’t about him, Rebecca. This is about you. You’ve been on my mind since the day you moved in. And I’ve been hard every single time I’ve seen you in that robe.”
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Her breath caught. The robe slipped another inch, revealing the deep, shadowed valley between her breasts. She should have been angry. Instead, heat pooled low in her belly.

“Come in,” she whispered.

Marcus stepped inside. The door clicked shut behind him like a starting gun. He was still holding the bottle, and he handed it to her. Their fingers brushed. Electricity shot up her arm.

“You want a glass?” she asked, voice husky. “Please.”

She poured two glasses. They stood in the kitchen for a moment, the silence thick with everything neither of them had said. Then Marcus set his glass down.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said simply.

Rebecca’s cheeks flushed. She knew she was hot—most days. The kind of MILF women in their thirties envied: large breasts, wide hips, long legs, and an ass that still made men turn their heads. But hearing it from him, in this moment, made her knees weak.

He reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair from her face. “May I kiss you?” She nodded before she could think.

His lips met hers and the world tilted. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was hungry, almost desperate. His tongue slid past her lips, tasting the wine and something sweeter—her. Rebecca moaned into his mouth and pressed her body against his. She felt how hard he was already, the thick ridge of his cock straining against his jeans.

Marcus broke the kiss only to trail his mouth down her throat. “God, your skin,” he murmured against her pulse. “I’ve dreamed about this neck.”

He nipped lightly. Rebecca gasped and tilted her head to give him better access. His hands slid down her sides, cupping her ass through the thin robe. He squeezed, pulling her closer. She felt every inch of him now, pressing against her mound.

“Bedroom?” she breathed.

He didn’t answer. Instead he walked her backward until her calves hit the couch. They sank down together, her on his lap, the robe riding up her thighs. His hands explored—cupping her breasts, thumbs rolling over her nipples until they were hard little peaks. Rebecca rocked her hips instinctively, grinding against the hard line of his cock.
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​“Tell me to stop and I will,” he said, voice rough with want. “Don’t you dare,” she whispered.

Marcus pulled her robe open, letting it fall to her elbows. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and perfect. He stared for a second, then leaned in and took one nipple into his mouth. Wet heat. Sucking. Licking. Rebecca arched with a cry, fingers tangling in his hair.

“Oh my god... yes...”

He switched to the other breast, sucking harder, teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper. His hand slid between her legs, finding her soaked pussy. Two thick fingers pressed against her clit and she moaned loud enough for the neighbors to hear.

“Already dripping,” he growled, pleased. “I knew you’d be wet for me.”

He rubbed her clit in slow, perfect circles while his mouth worked her nipple. Rebecca’s hips moved faster. She was close already, shamefully close after just a few minutes of kissing. But she wanted more. She wanted to feel him inside her.

She pushed him back and slid off his lap. Her robe pooled around her waist like a black puddle. She dropped to her knees between his spread thighs.

“Rebecca...” he started, but she cut him off by unzipping his jeans and freeing his cock.

It was thick—longer than David’s, veined, the head already glistening with precum. She wrapped her fingers around the base and stroked once, twice. Marcus hissed.

“Fuck, that feels good.”

She leaned in and dragged her tongue along the underside, tasting him. Salty. Musky. She took the head into her mouth and swirled, hollowing her cheeks. Marcus groaned, one hand resting lightly on her hair.

She took him deeper, bobbing her head. The robe was still around her waist, her breasts swaying with every movement.

She glanced up at him through her lashes, eyes locked on his. He looked like a man who was fighting for control.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathed. “You’re killing me.”

Rebecca pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “I’m not killing you,” she said, voice low and filthy. “I’m starving.”
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​She took him back in, sucking harder. Her free hand stroked what she couldn’t fit, twisting at the base. Marcus’s hips jerked. She felt the first hot pulse of his cum against the back of her throat and swallowed greedily.

He came hard, filling her mouth, groaning her name like a prayer. When he finally softened she licked him clean, then stood up and turned around.

She bent over the back of the couch, ass up, robe still hanging off one shoulder. Her pussy was visibly dripping down her inner thighs. She reached back and spread herself open with two fingers.

“Take me,” she whispered.

Marcus’s eyes were wild. He stood up, shucked his jeans and boxers, and his cock sprang  free again—now even harder.

He rubbed the head up and down her slit, coating himself in her wetness. Rebecca pushed back against him.

“Please,” she begged. “I need it.” He lined up and pushed.

The first inch was slow torture. Then the second. Rebecca moaned loud and long as he breached her, inch after thick inch stretching her open. Her pussy was so wet it took him all the way in one smooth thrust, balls pressed tight against her clit.

“Oh my god... you’re so deep,” she gasped.

Marcus froze for a second, letting her adjust. “You okay?” “Fuck me,” she demanded. “Now.”

He started moving—slow at first, then faster. The wet, obscene sound of his cock sliding in and out of her filled the room. Rebecca’s heavy breasts swung with every thrust. Her ass rippled. She reached back and spread herself wider, wanting him deeper.

He gripped her hips and slammed into her.

The couch creaked. Rebecca’s moans turned into cries of pleasure. He reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in tight circles. She came instantly—walls clamping down around him, soaking his cock.

“I’m cumming... oh fuck I’m cumming!” she screamed.
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​​​​​​​​Marcus didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then flipped her onto her back on the couch and hooked her legs over his shoulders. The new angle let him hit even deeper. Rebecca’s eyes rolled back in her head.

He fucked her like that—fast, relentless—until her third orgasm ripped through her. Only then did he bury himself to the hilt and groan, flooding her pussy with thick ropes of cum.

They lay there panting, bodies slick with sweat. Marcus stayed inside her, softening slowly. Rebecca stroked his hair, smiling for the first time in months.

She looked at him, eyes bright with something new. “I’ve never done anything like this,” she whispered. Marcus kissed her softly. “Then let’s do it again.” But that was for tomorrow.

Tonight, she just closed her eyes and let herself feel the ache between her legs—the beautiful, delicious ache of being thoroughly fucked.
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