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Introduction

This book is for the couples who dare.

For the husbands who crave to see their wives glow in the thrill of being desired — not just by them, but by others.

For the wives who feel the pulse of something wicked inside them. That tease. That power. That aching desire to be watched, shared, worshipped.

This is not just fantasy. This is hotwife roleplay — where truth and imagination blur, and arousal doesn't stop at the bedroom door.

What Counts as Roleplay in the hotwife cuckolding dynamics?

	Imagined fucking
She pretends she got fucked, and tells her husband the story during sex or teasing.
Example: “I let him fuck me in the bathroom at the bar...” (but it’s a fantasy) 
	Real fucking, framed as part of the kink
She actually fucks another man, with her husband's consent, and tells or shows him later — or while it's happening.
Example: She records it for him, or comes home full and describes it, or he watches in person. 
	Mutual fantasy during sex
While she’s fucking her husband, she talks like it’s someone else’s cock inside her.
Example: “Mmm... pretend you’re my ex. Pretend you’re watching him take me.” 


Sex — real or imagined — is totally valid within roleplay.

The whole point is that the power, arousal, humiliation, and excitement come from how the act is presented, whether it’s real or just spoken fantasy.

Over the next 31 nights, you'll follow one couple's journey as they push boundaries, test limits, and explore raw, unfiltered desire. Some nights, it's just words whispered in the dark. Other nights, it's messy sheets and hearts pounding while names other than his are moaned.

Sometimes it's pretend. Sometimes… it's not.

Each chapter is a standalone roleplay. Each scene is built to arouse, to inspire, to make you lean in and wonder: Would we ever try that?

This is not a guide. This is not a manual.
This is an invitation.
To watch. To imagine. To feel.
To open the door — just a crack — and let the fantasy slip inside.

So dim the lights. Let her undress slowly. And let the games begin.

Night 1: Her Ex Texted Back



She waited until he was already hard — lying on his back, cock straining against his boxers, watching her undress.

"Guess who texted me today?"

Her voice was calm. Too calm.

He blinked. "Who?"

She slipped her panties off and tossed them onto his chest. They were warm. Damp.

"Daniel."

The name hit him in the gut. Her ex. The one who fucked her when she was nineteen — the one she said used to make her come without even trying.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling him, breasts bare and hair messy from the shower. The scent of her body lotion mixed with something else. Something… musky.

"He still has the same number. Texted like nothing changed. Just: ‘You still think about me?’"

His mouth opened, but nothing came out.

"And I told him…" She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear. "Sometimes. When my husband doesn't fuck me right."

He stiffened. Her hips ground against his cock, teasing, not letting him inside.

"Did you mean that?"

She kissed down his neck. "Does it matter?"

"Did you… meet him?"

She smiled — that smile he both hated and loved. The wicked one.

"I thought about it."

"Tell me." His voice was tight.

Her fingers traced a line down her chest. "I told him I’m married. He said… ‘He doesn't have to know.’ And I laughed. I said, Oh, he’d want to know. He’d probably want to watch."

He groaned, hips bucking beneath her.

She leaned closer again. "And you know what he said?"

He shook his head.

"He said he'd make me forget you."

Her hand slipped down, between her legs, parting herself right above his cock.

"I told him… I already had."

He grabbed her hips to pull her down onto him, but she resisted. Still teasing.

"Let me finish the story," she whispered. "I met him today. At that hotel near the mall. Just for coffee. I swear." She bit her lip. "And maybe a kiss. But it was just lips. For like… two seconds."

His pulse pounded. "That’s all?"

"Maybe." Her smile widened. "Do you want to know what I was wearing?"

He nodded.

She reached to the nightstand and opened the drawer. Pulled out a pair of soaked panties — not the ones she had just taken off.

"These."

His throat tightened.

"I didn't wear them home. They were too messy." She pushed them against his face. "Smell."

He hesitated.

"Come on, baby. Be my good boy. My husband."

He inhaled. The scent was stronger than lotion. Sharp. Salty. Not just her.

His cock twitched hard enough it hurt.

"You met him," he growled.

"Maybe." She finally sank down onto him. Slowly. Deliciously slow. "Maybe I let him warm me up for you."

His fingers gripped her thighs as she started to ride him, her voice low, filthy, seductive.

"Say it," she whispered.

"Say what?"

"Say you like it. That I’m your hotwife. That you want me ruined."

"Fuck—" He was losing it.

"Say it, baby."

He looked up at her, eyes wild. "You're my hotwife. My perfect, filthy little whore."

She came hard around him just seconds before he did, moaning her ex’s name into the pillow — just loud enough for him to hear.


Night 2: Boss Gave Me a Raise



She came home late, in heels that made her legs look longer, and a blouse just one button too open.

He was on the couch, half-watching something mindless, but when she walked in, everything else disappeared.

"You look…" he started.

She dropped her purse. "Like I fucked my boss?"

He blinked. "What?"

She smiled and kicked off one heel. "Or maybe just like I let him undress me with his eyes during lunch. Or maybe I sat too close in his office. Maybe I let his hand rest on my knee a little too long."

He sat up.

She walked over and straddled him, her skirt riding up just enough to show no panties underneath.

"He gave me a raise today."

"That’s great, babe," he said, but his voice was dry, wary.

She leaned in. "I didn’t even ask."

His hands found her hips automatically. "Why are you telling me this?"

"Because you like it," she whispered. "You like imagining me dressed like this, legs crossed in front of him, pretending to be professional while my nipples show through my blouse."

He swallowed. Hard.

"Did he touch you?"

She rolled her hips against him. "What if he did? What if I bent over his desk to ‘grab a file’ and let my skirt ride up?"

"Did you?"

"I don’t have to tell you everything, do I?"

"You should."

She smirked. "Or maybe I’ll just let you guess. Think about it tonight, when you’re fucking me. Think about him—thirty years older, divorced, probably a little lonely. But rich. And powerful."

She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, revealing lace. Not something she’d usually wear to work.

"You wore that to the office?"

"I wore it for him."

He groaned.

"And now it’s yours to take off. But only if you can fuck me better than he could."

He stood, lifting her with surprising force, carrying her to the kitchen table like she was already his. Already claimed.

As he laid her down, she whispered:

"Prove it."

And he did — over and over — until she screamed his name louder than she ever would her boss’s.

Or so he hoped.


Night 3: Phone Saved as ‘Bull’



Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

They were already tangled up, her leg over his hip, his hand between her thighs, lazy kisses turning into something heavier.

Buzz. Buzz.

He glanced over. The screen lit up.

?? Sir Black
“Did he find out yet?”

His hand froze. “Who the fuck is Sir Black?”

She smiled without opening her eyes. “Why don’t you check?”

He grabbed the phone and read the message again. Then another popped up:

“You wearing the panties I gave you?”

His jaw clenched. “What is this?”

She stretched under him like a cat. “Roleplay. Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

She opened her eyes. “Remember when you said you wanted to feel jealous? Possessive? Like I wasn’t completely yours anymore?”

His cock throbbed. He hated how hard it made him.

“Keep reading.”

He scrolled back. Pictures. Texts. Her, bent over in the bathroom mirror in black lace. Her fingers spreading herself open. Messages that dripped with filth.

“You’re mine now.”
“He doesn’t satisfy you, does he?”
“Next time, no panties. I want to taste you first.”

He stared at her. “Did you actually meet him?”

She just raised an eyebrow.

“Is this you pretending?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She leaned in close, voice like velvet. “Does it make a difference to your cock right now?”

She was right. He was rock hard, twitching against her thigh.

“You’re mine,” he growled.

“Not always,” she whispered, then added, “But I always come back to you.”

She pushed him onto his back, climbed on top, and rolled her hips as she rode him. Her phone buzzed again. She didn’t stop.

He reached for it. She snatched it away, held it up over her head, moaning as she bounced on his cock.

“You don’t get to see this part,” she breathed. “This is for him.”

That pushed him over the edge. He came with a growl, hips jerking up into her as she moaned something into her phone — maybe his name, maybe someone else’s.

After, as she lay beside him, sweat-slicked and smiling, she whispered:

“I might let you watch me reply next time.”


Night 4: His Best Friend Looked at Me Differently

Dinner was casual — beers, grilled chicken, laughter.

His best friend Mark had come over, same as always, joking, telling stories, leaning back in his chair like he owned the room. But tonight, something had shifted.

She was wearing a sundress. No bra. No panties. The fabric clung to her skin every time she moved. She knew it. Mark didn’t — or maybe he did.

Her husband watched it happen.

The way Mark's eyes lingered a little too long. The way her laughter got a little more breathy, a little more flirtatious.

At one point, she dropped her napkin under the table.

She bent to get it slowly. Deliberately.

Mark froze.

Her husband didn’t say anything. Just watched.

Later, when Mark was gone, she walked into the bedroom, unzipping her dress and letting it fall to the floor.

"Did you see how he looked at me?" she asked, standing in front of the mirror, completely naked, acting like she wasn’t talking about the way her nipples hardened during dinner.

He nodded. "Yeah."

"Do you think he was imagining what I look like under this?"

"You weren’t wearing anything under it."

"Exactly."

She turned to face him, slowly walking toward the bed.

"Do you think he’d fuck me if I let him?"

He didn’t answer. His cock answered for him, already stiff in his jeans.

"I think he would," she whispered. "I think he’d fuck me hard. Rough. Like he’s been waiting for it."

She got on her knees and unzipped him.

"Would you watch?"

He exhaled hard. “Yes.”

"Would you stop him?"

She wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and looked up with innocent eyes.

“Or would you sit there,” she purred, “and stroke yourself while your best friend made your wife scream?”

He came in her mouth a minute later, groaning her name — and just beneath it, he thought he heard her whisper Mark’s.


Night 5: I Let the Trainer Touch Me

She stood in front of the mirror, wiping sweat from her collarbone with a towel, still in her tight black leggings and sports bra. Her skin glowed, flushed from the gym. He watched her from the bed, unable to take his eyes off the curve of her hips.

"You didn’t shower there?" he asked.

She smirked. "No. Thought you’d want the full effect."

He sat up, already hard. "Did you work out hard?"

"Hard enough." She turned to face him, pulled the waistband of her leggings down slightly to reveal the faintest red mark along her inner thigh. A thumbprint.

His voice dropped. "What’s that?"

She let the leggings fall to the floor. No panties. Just slick skin and the same thumb-shaped bloom of pressure on the other thigh.

"Stretching," she said casually. "My trainer got a little… involved."

He swallowed. "You let him touch you like that?"

She came to the bed, crawled over him until she was straddling his lap. Her body still smelled like sweat and something else — arousal, maybe. Or another man’s cologne.

"He says my hips are tight. Needed help loosening them." She rolled her hips slowly, teasing him through his boxers. "He’s very hands-on."

"Did you let him touch more than your thighs?"

She kissed his neck. "Do you want the truth?"

"Yes."

She leaned in close, lips brushing his ear. "Then unzip your pants first."

He fumbled to obey.

Her voice was a whisper as she reached between them, guiding him inside her warm, wet heat. "He touched me everywhere. And I didn’t stop him."

He groaned, gripping her hips, pulling her down harder.

"Did he make you come?"

She moved slower, deliberately, her eyes locked on his. "Not with his fingers."

His jaw tightened. "What does that mean?"

She leaned down, kissed his chest. "It means I was already wet when he got there."

He thrust up into her, faster now, harder.

"And he knew," she moaned. "He knew I was already used."

"Used by who?" he growled.

She smiled wickedly. "By my husband. The man who lets me be everyone’s fantasy but keeps me all to himself."

She came first. He followed, not long after, with her name and the image of another man's hands all over her still burning in his mind.


Night 6: I Came Home Without Panties

She walked in the front door like nothing was unusual — heels clicking, purse over her shoulder, hair freshly tousled from the wind or from something else.

He looked up from the couch, noticing right away that something was different. She was glowing. A little flushed. Smiling to herself.

“You’re late,” he said.

“I stayed out a little longer,” she replied, setting her purse down. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Where were you?”

She walked over to him slowly, climbed onto his lap without waiting for permission. Her skirt slid up her thighs as she straddled him. When she settled onto him, he felt it — bare skin, warm and slick.

He looked up at her sharply. “No panties?”

“No.”

“Did you forget them?”

“No.”

“Did you take them off?”

She leaned in, lips grazing his. “I left them in his car.”

His stomach dropped and his cock twitched at the same time.

“Whose car?”

“Just a guy from the bar. He bought me a drink. Said I looked like trouble. I told him I was married.”

“What did he say?”

She grinned. “He said your husband’s a lucky man. And then asked what I was wearing under this dress.”

Her hips rolled slowly against him. He was rock hard beneath her now.

“I told him nothing.”

“Did you let him touch you?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “In the parking lot. Just for a minute. His hand was under my dress while I kissed his neck. Then I slipped my panties off and gave them to him.”

He grabbed her hips, grinding her against his cock. “Did he fuck you?”

“No. But he wanted to. I told him I had to go home.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to fuck you while I was still dripping.”

She reached between them, pulled him out, and sank down onto him in one wet, hungry motion.

He groaned. “Are you?”

She nodded, moaning softly. “You tell me.”

She rode him hard, clinging to his shoulders, whispering every filthy detail in his ear — the way the man smelled, how rough his fingers were, the look in his eyes when she gave him her panties and walked away without saying goodbye.

When she came, she clenched tight around him, gasping out, “Next time… I might not leave him in the parking lot.”


Night 7: He Left Marks on Me

She stood in the bathroom doorway with the lights still off, backlit by the hallway glow, completely naked except for a towel draped around her neck.

He sat up in bed, half-asleep until he saw her silhouette. Her hips, her breasts, the sway in her posture. Something was different.

She walked to the bed slowly, letting the towel fall. That’s when he saw it—faint red marks along her hips, like fingers had gripped her there. Hard.

He blinked. “What are those?”

She climbed onto the bed, crawling over him with lazy, feline movements.

“I told you I was meeting an old friend for drinks,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” he said. “You said it was innocent.”

She kissed the corner of his mouth. “It was. Mostly.”

He stared at her. “What does mostly mean?”

Her eyes sparkled. She shifted her hips lower, brushing against his cock without taking him in.

“We danced. Close. He pulled me against him. We didn’t even say anything at first. He just grabbed my waist and held me there, like he already knew he could.”

“Did you let him?”

“I didn’t stop him.”

He groaned as her nails grazed down his chest.

“He pushed me against the wall in the alley behind the bar. Said he missed the way I used to moan his name.”

“Who was it?”

She smiled. “Someone I dated before you. Years ago. You never met him.”

“Did you fuck him?”

She kissed his jaw. “I wanted to.”

“But did you?”

She didn't answer. Just reached between them, wrapped her hand around his cock, and slid herself down onto it slowly, breath catching.

“I let him press me against the bricks,” she whispered. “Let him mark me. Let him make me feel like I didn’t belong to anyone.”

He growled, grabbing her ass and thrusting up into her hard.

“But you do,” he said.

“I know,” she moaned. “That’s why I came home.”

She rode him harder, her head tilted back, the pink fingerprints on her hips visible every time she slammed down.

He held her there when he came, biting her shoulder, whispering her name like a curse and a prayer all at once.

She smiled, satisfied, and whispered back, “He said I still taste the same.”


Night 8: I Flirted With Your Cousin

She sat across from him at the family dinner table, pretending everything was normal. The room buzzed with wine, laughter, and half-hearted conversations. But her eyes kept drifting to the seat beside him—where his cousin Adam sat.

Tall. Athletic. A little cocky. And tonight, unusually quiet.

Later, when they got home, he followed her into the bedroom, tugging at his collar, loosening his belt. He noticed she hadn’t said much during the ride back. Just that same smirk.

“What’s up with you?” he asked.

She turned to face him, already slipping her dress over her head. No bra. No panties.

“I think your cousin has a crush on me.”

His stomach tightened. “What makes you say that?”

She walked up to him, completely naked, pressing her body against his. “He looked at me all night. Not just looked—undressed me. With his eyes.”

He was already getting hard.

“I saw him sneak glances at my legs under the table. The way I crossed them. The way I sucked on that wine glass.” She reached down and grabbed his cock through his pants. “He didn’t say much, but he didn’t have to.”

“Did you flirt back?”

Her smile widened. “Of course I did.”

He clenched his jaw. “What did you do?”

“I let him refill my wine when yours was empty. I touched his arm when I laughed. I leaned in close when I asked him to pass the bread, made sure he got a full view down my dress.” She nibbled his ear. “I was a little tease. Just like you like.”

“Did he say anything?”

She nodded. “He whispered, ‘You’re trouble,’ when no one was looking. I told him, ‘Only if you play with me.’”

He groaned, grabbing her hips and pulling her toward the bed.

“Did you imagine fucking him?”

She climbed onto the mattress, spreading her legs, looking up at him with half-lidded eyes. “Not just imagine. I thought about slipping away with him. Letting him bend me over the bathroom sink while your aunt talked about dessert.”

He unzipped and entered her in one thrust, rough, hungry, jealous.

“Say his name,” he growled.

“Adam,” she moaned. “Oh god—he’d ruin me.”

He fucked her harder, chasing the image from his mind and holding onto it at the same time.

And just as she came, shuddering around him, she gasped, “Next time... maybe I won’t just flirt.”


Night 9: I Saw My Friend’s Boner

She sat on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair, legs crossed, wearing one of his oversized t-shirts with nothing underneath. Her skin still glistened from the shower. He was lying back, scrolling through his phone, until she spoke casually—almost too casually.

“You know Arjun? I saw his boner today.”

His head snapped up.

“What?”

She smiled without looking at him. “We were hanging out at his place. Watching some movie on his couch. Nothing serious. But he shifted, and… there it was. Hard. Thick. Pressed right against his shorts.”

He stared at her.

“He didn’t even try to hide it. Just sat there, pretending nothing was happening.” She looked over her shoulder at him. “But I saw it. Full thing.”

“Did you say anything?”

She shook her head. “No. I acted like I didn’t notice. But I think he knew I did.”

“Did it turn you on?”

She paused, then gave him that slow, dangerous smile. “A little.”

He was already hard.

“Why?”

“Because he looked at me like he wanted to fuck me. Like… desperately. Like he’d been thinking about it for a while. Probably has.” She crawled across the bed toward him, eyes locked on his. “I bet he jerks off to me.”

He swallowed. “You think so?”

“I know so. You should’ve seen how flushed he got when I stretched my legs. He kept adjusting himself like he couldn’t control it.” She reached down, pulling his cock free from his boxers. “Just like you can’t right now.”

“Did you imagine touching him?”

She nodded. “I wondered what it’d feel like. If he’d beg. If he’d be rougher than you. Or softer. If he’d come fast, or if he’d try to hold back.”

She slid her tongue along the tip of his cock slowly, teasing.

“And then I pictured you walking in. Watching me. Seeing your best friend buried in me, while I moaned your name just to fuck with his head.”

He groaned as she took him deeper, her eyes wide and innocent.

She pulled off, lips wet, voice soft.

“You want me to go over again tomorrow?”

He didn’t answer. Just shoved her back on the bed and fucked her like she already had.


Night 10:  It happened, I couldn’t help it

She slipped into bed beside him, fresh from her trip, skin warm from the shower. Her hair was still damp, her shirt loose and hanging just low enough to tease the curve of her breasts.

He turned to her, inhaling her scent—familiar, but mixed with something faintly different. Something that didn’t quite belong.

She reached into her travel bag and pulled out a tiny bundle of black lace. Panties.

Crinkled. Damp. Faintly stiff.

She dropped them onto his chest without a word.

He picked them up. They were warm. And unmistakably used.

“Sniff them,” she said softly.

He hesitated. She didn’t repeat it, just looked at him with those wide, calm eyes—the kind she wore when she was about to ruin him.

He brought the fabric to his nose.

Her scent hit him first. Sweet, musky. But underneath it—something darker. Something male.

“That’s not all me,” she said. “You smell it too, don’t you?”

His hand froze.

She shifted closer under the covers, her hand sliding into his boxers, curling around his cock, already half-hard.

“I didn’t mean for it to happen,” she whispered. “But it was late. We’d had drinks. He was walking me back to my room, and he said something—something stupid about always wondering what I’d be like.”

“Who?”

“My friend. Rajeev.”

“From college?”

She nodded. Her hand moved slowly, gently stroking.

“He kissed me in the elevator. I kissed him back.”

Her voice was low, calm, like she was confessing to something casual, not life-altering.

“We were in my room before I realized I’d already made up my mind. I let him touch me. Let him push me onto the bed. Let him pull these off with his teeth.”

She kissed his jaw, her hand never stopping.

“He came fast. I think he’d been waiting for it for years. But I let him finish inside me.”

He groaned, hips twitching into her hand.

“I didn’t shower right away. I laid there for a while. Wet. Open. Used.”

Her mouth was at his ear now, voice a whisper.

“Then I put those panties back on and went to sleep like that. With him still inside me.”

He came hard in her fist, gasping against her neck, the scent of her panties still clinging to his fingers.

She kissed his cheek softly.

“I told him I’d always choose you. But that night… I wanted to remember what it felt like to be someone else’s.”


Night 11: I Moaned His Name by Mistake

She was already on top of him, hips grinding slow and steady, her hair falling around her face in a dark curtain. The bedroom was dim, warm with the scent of her sweat and skin. He had his hands tight on her waist, guiding her pace, buried deep inside her.

And then it happened.

A whisper. Slipped out between breathless moans.

“Ahhh… Veer…”

He froze.

She did too.

His hands gripped her tighter. “What did you just say?”

She didn’t answer right away—just looked down at him, lips parted, breathing heavy.

“Did you say Veer?”

She swallowed. “I didn’t mean to.”

His cock twitched inside her. He wasn’t sure if it was anger or arousal.

“That’s your colleague.”

She nodded slowly. “It just slipped.”

“Why him?”

She leaned forward, pressing her body against his chest. “Because I’ve been thinking about him. He looks at me like he wants to taste me.”

“Has he touched you?”

“No. But sometimes, when he stands too close behind me at the printer, I wish he would.”

Her hips started moving again, slower now, more deliberate. “I imagine him bending me over the office desk. One hand over my mouth, the other between my legs.”

His hands slid up her back, possessive, furious, turned on.

“You’re fucking me,” he growled, “and moaning someone else’s name?”

She kissed his neck. “And look how hard you are for it.”

“Did you touch yourself thinking about him?”

She nodded against his ear. “Twice. Once in the bathroom at work. Once in his car when he drove me home. He didn’t know. I was wet the whole ride.”

Her pace quickened. “I imagined his fingers. His mouth. How rough he’d be after holding back so long.”

He grunted, thrusting up into her harder. “Did you come for him?”

She bit his shoulder. “I’m about to.”

And she did—moaning Veer’s name again, louder this time, while her husband came underneath her, furious, shaking, and completely helpless to the image of his wife lost in someone else's name.


Night 12: He Called While You Were Inside Me

Her nails dug into his shoulders as she rode him slow and deep, her breath already shaky, her skin flushed. The room was quiet except for the sound of slick skin and stifled moans. He was fully inside her, hands locked on her waist, staring up at her with wild eyes.

Then her phone lit up on the nightstand.

The name flashed across the screen.

“Liam calling…”

She didn’t stop moving. If anything, she started grinding slower.

He saw it.

“Why is he calling you?”

She smiled, breathless. “Because I told him I was thinking about him tonight.”

His stomach tightened. “While fucking me?”

She leaned forward, lips brushing his. “Especially while fucking you.”

She grabbed the phone, still inside him, still riding.

“Don’t answer it,” he said, voice low, dangerous.

She hesitated… then tapped the screen.

“Hey,” she said, voice soft and warm. “Yeah, I’m in bed. Just relaxing.”

His eyes widened. He could hear the man’s voice on the other end, casual, unaware.

She started riding harder, bouncing slowly on his cock as she kept the phone to her ear.

“What am I wearing?” she said, smirking down at her husband. “Just a little shirt. No panties.”

Her husband grabbed her hips, slamming into her from below, furious and rock-hard.

She bit her lip, trying not to moan too loudly.

“I was just thinking about earlier,” she said into the phone. “About how close you got when we said goodbye. About how your hand lingered on my back.”

She gasped quietly as her husband thrust up again, harder.

“I should go,” she whispered. “I’ll text you something better later.”

She hung up.

He glared up at her. “Are you out of your mind?”

She laughed softly. “You liked it.”

He didn’t deny it.

She leaned in, mouth to his ear. “He said if I ever get lonely again, he’d be happy to come over.”

She clenched around him. Tight. Pulsing.

“So next time… maybe I’ll let him.”

She came like that — riding her husband while thinking of the other man she’d just flirted with over the phone. And he came right after, gripping her like he was trying to keep her from slipping away.




Night 13: I Let Matt Fuck Me While You Listened

She stood by the window of the hotel room, still in her heels, wearing nothing but a silk robe, loosely tied. It slipped slightly open when she turned to face him, and he caught a glimpse of the soft skin between her legs. Damp. Flushed.

He was already sitting on the edge of the bed, legs parted, cock hard and aching in his hand. She had told him not to touch himself until she said so.

Her phone lit up on the nightstand.

A voicemail.

She picked it up, turned the volume high, and pressed play.

At first, there was silence.

Then her voice.

Breathless. Moaning.

“Fuck… Matt, don’t stop…”

A deeper male voice followed. Grunting. Skin slapping wetly against skin.

“Oh god, yes—my husband’s listening right now… He’s probably stroking his little cock, hearing you use me…”

The husband’s hand started to move before she even gave him permission.

She looked down at him and smiled.

“Couldn't help yourself, could you?”

He shook his head. “No.”

She stepped closer. Opened the robe. She was bare underneath, thighs glistening with slick that wasn’t just hers.

“He bent me over the hotel desk,” she said. “Didn’t even bother to undress me fully. Just pushed my skirt up, pulled my panties aside, and slid in.”

He whimpered, jerking slowly, eyes locked on her soaked cunt.

“He was bigger than you remembered, wasn’t he?” she asked, voice low and cruel.

He nodded.

“He didn’t ask for permission. He just took it. Called me his little married whore. Said I was better than he imagined.”

She reached down and touched herself, spreading her folds with two fingers, letting him see just how used she still was.

“You should’ve heard the sounds I made for him. The way I begged.”

He was panting now, eyes wide, cock throbbing in his fist.

“I moaned your name once,” she added with a smirk. “Just to confuse him. Just to make you feel like I hadn’t completely replaced you.”

He groaned, precum slick on his palm, his hand moving faster.

She stepped between his legs and offered him her fingers. “Taste what he left in me.”

He sucked them obediently, moaning around them.

She pulled them free. “Good boy.”

He was right at the edge.

“Now ask me.”

He looked up at her, desperate.

“Please…” he whispered. “Can I come, now that he has?”

She tilted her head, teasing.

“Do you think you’ve earned it?”

He nodded furiously.

“Then come for me, cuck,” she whispered. “Come while you imagine Matt still inside me.”

He exploded in his hand, groaning like a man completely broken—and completely owned.


Night 14: I Let Him Watch Me in the Changing Room

She came home from shopping wearing the new dress he had picked for her online—tight, clingy, the kind that hugged every inch and left nothing to the imagination.

He was sitting on the couch, already hard from imagining her trying it on for strangers.

“I wasn’t alone in the changing room,” she said, kicking off her heels.

His head snapped toward her. “What do you mean?”

“There was a guy. Tall, built. Standing too close outside the curtain. I left it open just enough.” She pulled her phone from her purse. “I took a picture for him. Not for you.”

She tossed the phone to him.

It was her, in the store mirror—top of the dress pulled down, tits out, fingers between her legs.

“He stood right there. Watching me touch myself. I didn’t stop. I wanted him to see.”

His cock twitched hard against his jeans.

“He stayed until I came,” she whispered. “I pressed my hand over my mouth to keep from moaning too loud. The dressing room assistant knew. I think she heard it. I think she liked it.”

He started to unzip. She slapped his hand away.

“Not yet.”

She opened her purse and pulled something else out.

His underwear.

Not hers. His.

“I wore them under the dress today,” she said. “No panties. Just your boxers. So I could soak them with another man watching.”

He whimpered.

She straddled his lap and pressed the soaked fabric to his face.

“Smell that. That’s your wife getting off on being a public slut.”

He was shaking under her, desperate to touch himself. She ground against his cock slowly, barely letting him feel her.

“You’re not going to fuck me tonight,” she said softly. “You’re just going to wear those boxers to bed. With my orgasm dried into the fabric.”

She climbed off him and walked to the bathroom, hips swaying.

“Good night, baby,” she called. “Be a good cuck and sleep with your cock untouched.”



Night 15: Flirting with another Man, while Husband watches

The restaurant was elegant. Candlelight. Low music. A table for three.

She wore a short black dress, no bra, and her red lipstick — the one that always meant danger. Her husband sat beside her. Across from her sat James, her husband's coworker. Tall, smooth, confident. Recently divorced.

It started innocently.

A laugh that lasted a little too long. Her hand brushing James’s forearm. Her knees crossing toward him, not her husband.

He noticed.

And so did James.

“You really clean up well,” James said, swirling his drink. “I barely recognized you outside the office.”

She smiled. “Is that a compliment?”

“It is now.”

Her husband sipped his drink. His heart was pounding, but his cock throbbed harder than his nerves. He didn’t say anything. He just watched.

“You know,” she said, tilting her head, “if I wasn’t married…”

James raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

She leaned in, low voice. “You’d probably be trouble.”

“Good trouble?”

She let the silence answer for her. Then reached for her wine glass, letting her fingers graze James’s on purpose.

Her husband didn’t breathe.

“I should get going,” James finally said, standing. “Thanks for dinner. Both of you.”

She kissed him on the cheek — slow, intimate, thumb brushing his jaw as she pulled back.

“See you at the next meeting,” she said.

James smirked. “Hope so.”

When he was gone, her husband sat frozen.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked, licking a bit of lipstick off her wine glass.

He nodded slowly. “Yes.”

“You watched me make him want me.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

She leaned in. “And when you kiss me later, you’re going to wonder if he’s thinking about it. If he’s stroking himself to me right now.”

She stood and walked ahead of him, letting her dress ride up just enough to make him ache the whole way home — to a bed he wasn’t sure he deserved to share with her tonight.


Night 16: Another Man’s Scent on Your Wife

The bathroom door was still closed, steam slipping out beneath it. The sound of running water echoed through the bedroom. She was taking her time.

He sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the little bundle of lace she’d tossed aside earlier.

Her panties.

She had come home an hour late. Said her café meet-up ran long. Smiled. Kissed his cheek. Said she had to shower — that she felt “sticky.”

He hadn’t asked why. Not out loud.

But now he looked at the panties. Crumpled on the comforter. Damp. Wrinkled.

He picked them up.

Warm. Soaked through.

The crotch was glossy. Slick. But not just slick.

Thicker.

Sticky in a different way.

He brought them to his face. Hesitated. Then pressed his nose to the center.

His breath caught.

It was her — that sweet, musky scent he knew so well — but underneath, something sharper. Male. Stronger. Salted.

His cock swelled instantly.

He sniffed deeper. The smell of her arousal was there, yes, but this wasn’t just wetness. This was cum.

Someone else’s.

He groaned, half in shock, half in something else. Something darker. Hungrier.

He wrapped the panties around his cock, slowly stroking, the lace brushing his skin like her whisper. His hips bucked slightly as the scent filled his lungs. The idea of it consumed him.

She had said it was just coffee.
She had come home late.
She hadn’t made eye contact.
And now… this.

The bathroom door creaked.

He turned his head.

She stepped out, hair wet, wrapped in a towel, calm as ever. Her eyes went straight to his lap.

To the panties in his hand.

To the hard cock wrapped in her used underwear.

“You weren’t supposed to find those yet,” she said, voice low.

He didn’t stop stroking.

She crossed the room slowly, towel loosening with every step.

When she reached him, she leaned down, kissed his forehead, then whispered:

“That’s not all mine, baby. You can taste if you want.”

He moaned, hips twitching, cock pulsing harder.

She smiled.

“I told him you wouldn’t mind.”


Night 17: The Dare at the Party

The music thumped. The lights were dim. Her dress was tight and short enough to show the curves she wanted them to see. They were just supposed to stop in, have a drink, say hi.

But her friends had other plans.

“Dare time,” one of them said, holding up a bowl full of folded paper slips.

She picked one. Read it. Smiled slow.

“Kiss someone who isn’t your husband.”

He looked up sharply from across the room. She didn’t look at him. She looked at Ethan — the tall guy in the leather jacket who had been watching her all night.

She didn’t hesitate. Just walked over, whispered something in his ear.

Ethan smirked.

Then she kissed him.

Not a peck.

Not innocent.

Her hands slid up his chest. Her hips pressed to his. Her tongue was in his mouth.

And her husband sat there — stunned, stiff, cock hard and trapped in his jeans — watching.

She came back minutes later, cheeks flushed, lips slightly swollen.

“Good boy,” she whispered, bending down to kiss her husband’s cheek. “You didn’t make a scene.”

He tried to speak, but she reached down, unzipped him under the table, and started to stroke him slow and firm.

“You liked watching, didn’t you?”

He moaned, trying to hold it in.

“I thought about letting him take me upstairs,” she whispered. “Thought about you sitting here, listening through the wall, hearing him ruin me.”

Her hand moved faster.

“You’d sit on the floor like a little pet, touching yourself while he made me scream.”

He groaned.

“But I didn’t let him.”

Her hand slowed.

“Not yet.”

Then she licked her palm and finished him off right there in the corner of the room — while the party went on around them, loud enough to cover his breathless whimper as he came in her hand, already imagining the next dare.


Night 18: The Massage Got Too Personal

She came home glowing.

Not flushed or guilty — glowing. Calm. Loose. Her body moved like it had just been touched the right way in all the right places.

“I needed that,” she said, slipping off her shoes by the door.

He looked up from the couch. “How was the spa?”

She smiled. “Relaxing. Intense. Unexpected.”

He raised an eyebrow.

She walked over, knelt between his legs, and rested her head on his thigh like a cat that knew it had the upper hand.

“I got the deep tissue. He had strong hands. Foreign accent. Maybe Eastern European. Very focused.” She looked up at him. “Too focused.”

His cock stirred at the edge of her description. He knew what was coming. He also knew he wouldn’t stop her.

“He started at my shoulders, but he didn’t stay there long. He got lower. Slower. And then... he asked if I wanted ‘the full service.’”

His throat tightened. “What did you say?”

She smirked. “I didn’t say anything. I just rolled over.”

Her hands moved to his waistband, tugging his pants down, exposing the truth of how much he wanted to hear more.

“He slid my towel open. Didn’t even ask permission. Just... took his time.”

She wrapped her hand around his cock, already hard, already leaking.

“His fingers were everywhere. Deep. Dirty. Two inside me before I could even think straight.”

She stroked him slow. Cruel.

“He said I was the wettest client he’d ever had.”

He moaned, hips jerking.

“And I didn’t stop him. I let him touch me, fuck me with his fingers, rub his cock along my pussy while he whispered how soft I was.”

She licked her palm, then pumped faster.

“I told him about you. That you’d be hard when I got home. That you’d sniff the massage oil on my skin and wonder if it was really just oil.”

He came in her hand seconds later, panting, humiliated, overwhelmed.

She kissed his forehead and whispered, “I tipped him well.”

Night 19: She Talked About Sucking Her Male Friend's Cock

They were already in bed. Lights low. Her back pressed against his chest, his hand resting on her hip. Her ass fit perfectly into the curve of him, and he was already getting hard just from the warmth of her body.

She reached back and took his hand, guided it between her legs. Wet. Warm. Ready.

“I was thinking about something earlier,” she whispered.

He didn’t speak. He just pressed his fingers in gently, listening.

“You know my friend Daniel? The one you’ve met a few times. The one who always hugs me a little too tight?”

He froze for a second, then nodded against her neck.

“I imagined sucking his cock today.”

His cock twitched against her ass. She smiled.

“I imagined him standing in front of me, zipper down, thick and heavy. I imagined getting on my knees without saying a word.”

Her hips rolled slightly as she spoke, his fingers still inside her.

“I imagined the taste. His hand in my hair. Him calling me a good girl.”

She moaned softly and reached behind her, grabbing his cock now, stroking it slowly.

“You were there too,” she whispered. “Watching from the doorway. I didn’t stop. You didn’t either. You just watched me take him deep, gag a little, drool on his shaft while he used my mouth like he owned it.”

He groaned, thrusting against her slowly.

“I bet you’d stroke yourself to it,” she whispered. “Watching your wife suck another man’s cock like it was the only thing that mattered.”

She turned her head, kissed him hard, then whispered into his mouth:

“I didn’t do it. But I wanted to. And maybe next time… I won’t just imagine it.”

She slid down the bed, took his cock into her mouth, and moaned around it like she was practicing. For Daniel.


Night 20: She Gave Him a Handjob While Describing Her Best Friend Fucking Her

They were both naked under the sheets, her head on his chest, fingers lazily wrapped around his cock, stroking him slow and soft—almost innocent.

But her voice wasn’t innocent at all.

“You remember Chris, don’t you?”

His eyes opened slowly. “Your best friend?”

She nodded. “We used to be close. Really close. Before you and I got serious.”

Her hand moved a little faster now.

“I saw him today. Just coffee. But when we hugged… it lingered. I remembered what he used to taste like. What it felt like when he fucked me in the back of his car after dinner one night.”

He swallowed hard.

“He had this way of grabbing my hips like he was afraid I’d vanish. Rough, needy, like he hadn’t come in weeks. I used to love that.”

She kissed his neck. “I thought about it on the way home. Thought about what it would feel like now. Letting him push me down onto his couch and pull my skirt up. No small talk. Just… sliding inside me like he never left.”

His cock twitched in her grip.

“You’d walk in and find me moaning into his mouth,” she whispered. “Begging him not to stop, even though you were standing right there.”

She licked her palm, stroked him harder.

“He’d finish in me. Deep. Full. And you’d just watch. Useless. Hard. Knowing I was already too full for you.”

He gasped, coming into her hand with a groan, spilling over her fingers.

She brought them to her mouth and sucked one clean.

“I’ll tell him you said hi.”


Night 21: She Whispered About Another Man While Riding Him

She was on top of him, riding slow and deep, her hands on his chest, her hips grinding in slow circles. Her head was tilted back, hair wild, body slick with sweat.

He couldn’t stop watching her.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” she asked, voice low.

He nodded, barely able to speak.

She leaned forward, lips near his ear. “Then listen to what I thought about in the shower today.”

Her pace didn’t change, but her voice dropped into something darker.

“I imagined being in a hotel room. Not with you. With Ryan.”

He blinked.

“My friend from work. The one you’re always suspicious of.” She smiled. “You were right.”

His cock pulsed harder inside her.

“He pressed me against the wall. Pulled my blouse open. Told me how long he’d wanted to fuck me.”

She moved faster now, riding with purpose.

“I didn’t stop him. I wanted to see how he felt. If he could make me scream louder than you do.”

Her nails scraped lightly down his chest.

“He slid inside me while I still had my heels on. Bent me over the windowsill and came in me before I even knew his last name.”

Her husband moaned under her, gritting his teeth.

“And when you called me that night and asked if I missed you…” She leaned in, breathing hot against his ear, “I was still dripping with him.”

He came so hard he nearly blacked out, hands gripping her hips, body twitching under hers.

She sat up, panting, smirking.

“Next time, I might call you while he’s inside me.”


Night 22: She Made Him Lick Her While She Moaned Another Man’s Name

She lay back on the bed, legs spread wide, her thighs glistening with arousal. Her husband was already between her legs, obedient and desperate, licking slow and deep like he was trying to prove something.

She ran her fingers through his hair, guiding him.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

His tongue moved in slow, wet circles, lapping up every drop of her slick. She was soaked, warm, soft, and pulsing against his mouth.

“I was thinking about Bryan today,” she said, her voice casual, like she wasn’t talking about her old crush while her husband was buried in her pussy.

He froze for a second. She pulled his head closer.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Lick while I talk.”

He obeyed.

“You remember him, right? Tall, cocky, the one who used to flirt with me in front of you.”

Her hips rolled against his face.

“He messaged me last night. Asked if I ever thought about him. I told him… maybe.”

She moaned softly as his tongue flicked faster.

“He said he still dreams about me. Still thinks about what I’d taste like. Still wonders how tight I’d feel wrapped around his cock.”

She gasped when he sucked her clit gently. Her thighs quivered.

“I told him I have a husband who worships my pussy. Who would probably let him watch… or even clean me after.”

He groaned into her, but she kept going.

“Would you let Bryan use me? Hold my hips while he fucks me hard? While you kneel and watch him stretch me open?”

Her voice was breathless now, on the edge.

“Say it,” she gasped. “Say his name while you lick me. Say you want to taste what Bryan leaves behind.”

He moaned into her, desperate, licking harder.

And she came—loud, shaking, legs clamped around his head, moaning Bryan’s name while her husband swallowed every last drop.

Night 23: She Told Him to Suck Her Toes While She Described Getting Fucked in a Car

She was stretched out on the couch, still in the dress from dinner — short, tight, legs bare and crossed at the knee. Her heels were off. Her toes were painted red, glistening under the soft light. He was kneeling at her feet, shirtless, already hard.

She nudged his face with her foot. “Go on,” she said softly. “Suck them.”

He opened his mouth and took her toes in, licking them slowly, worshipfully.

“Mmm,” she purred. “That’s good. You do that so well. Just like a good little cuck should.”

Her voice dropped into a whisper.

“You know what I was thinking about at dinner? While you sat there trying not to stare at my thighs?”

He looked up, lips still wrapped around her toes.

“I was remembering when I fucked that guy in his car.”

Her eyes fluttered closed as she let the memory flow out.

“It was years ago. Backseat of his Jeep. Rain on the windows. He didn’t ask if I was wet — he just pushed my panties to the side and slid in.”

He moaned softly, still sucking, harder now.

“I was wearing a skirt like this one. No bra. He grabbed my tits while he pounded into me. Said I made more noise than his last three girlfriends combined.”

She moved her foot, tapped it against his cheek. “You like hearing that, don’t you? That your wife got used in the back of some cheap car like a little fuck toy?”

He nodded, breath heavy, his cock straining against his pants.

“He came so deep I leaked all over the leather seats. I didn’t even clean it up.”

She spread her legs wider.

“Now get up here and taste how wet I am from remembering it.”


Night 24: She Rode His Cock While Talking About Her Fantasy with a Stranger

She climbed on top of him, slow and deliberate, her thighs spread wide as she lowered herself onto his cock. No foreplay. No words. Just the slick sound of her need and the low moan she gave when he filled her.

His hands gripped her hips, but she slapped them away.

“No,” she whispered. “Don’t touch. Just listen.”

She began to ride him — slow, rolling her hips in deep, grinding strokes.

“I had a fantasy today,” she said, eyes half-lidded. “On the train.”

He stared up at her, lips parted, breath catching with every motion.

“I imagined sitting next to a stranger. Big hands. No ring. The type that looks at a woman like he already owns her.”

Her pussy clenched around him.

“He slid his hand up my thigh, right under my skirt. I didn’t stop him. I just opened my legs a little more and bit my lip.”

She moved faster now, bouncing with rhythm, using him.

“I didn’t say a word. I just looked out the window while he fingered me under my dress. Right there. In front of everyone.”

He groaned, helpless beneath her.

“And then he whispered in my ear, ‘Let’s find a quiet car,’ and I followed.”

Her moans grew louder as she picked up speed.

“He fucked me against the wall while the train rocked beneath us. Didn’t even take my clothes off. Just bent me forward, pushed my panties down, and slid into me like he had every right.”

She leaned down, lips brushing his.

“I came hard on his cock. Twice. Before he pulled out and came all over my ass.”

Her husband gasped, barely holding back.

“And the whole time, I kept imagining you watching. In the next car. Jerking off. Wishing it was you. But knowing you could never fuck me like that.”

She came hard around him with a cry, clenching, shuddering, and just as he started to explode inside her, she whispered:

“Next time I ride the train, maybe I won’t stop at fantasy.”

Night 25: She Let Him Rub Her Thighs at the Dinner Table

The restaurant was crowded, candlelit, alive with quiet conversations and soft jazz. They were seated at a table for three — her, her husband, and Mark. An old friend. Too charming. Too confident. The one who always smiled at her like he knew something her husband didn’t.

She wore a slit dress that showed the inside of her thigh every time she crossed her legs. No bra. No panties. Her husband knew. Mark didn’t — or maybe he did.

Wine flowed. Her laughter got softer, breathier. She leaned closer to Mark with every sip.

Her husband tried to keep up the conversation. Tried to ignore the tension building beside him. Then she did something bold.

She slid her hand under the table and placed it on Mark’s knee.

And left it there.

Mark froze. Then relaxed. His hand moved too — slowly. Cautiously. Higher.

Her husband’s breath caught as he realized what was happening under that white tablecloth. The subtle shift of her hips. The change in her voice.

She didn’t look at her husband. She looked at Mark.

And smiled.

He couldn’t see what Mark’s hand was doing. But he could imagine. And that was worse.

When the check came, Mark excused himself to the restroom.

She finally looked at her husband.

“You want to ask me if he touched my pussy?” she said, voice quiet but wicked.

He didn’t speak.

She leaned closer. “He did. Just one stroke. Just enough for me to open my legs a little wider.”

He stared at her.

“And if you’re good tonight,” she whispered, “I’ll let you taste what he left on his fingers.”


Night 26: She Told Him What It Felt Like to Be Fucked by Another Man

She was lying face down on the bed, completely naked, legs spread, her ass still red from being spanked. Her husband sat behind her, between her thighs, rubbing her softly, reverently.

She looked over her shoulder, lips parted, eyes heavy.

“You want to know what it felt like?” she asked.

He nodded slowly. His cock was already throbbing.

“To have another man inside me?”

His breath hitched. “Yes.”

She smiled. “It was different. He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He just pulled me onto the bed and took what I offered.”

Her husband stroked himself now, slow and firm.

“I was already wet when I got there. Soaked, honestly. I told him it was because I’d been thinking about this moment all day.”

She arched her back slightly.

“He was rougher than you. Bigger, too. Stretched me more. I winced the first time he slid in, but I didn’t stop him. I begged for it.”

He groaned.

“He flipped me over. Bent my knees up. Said he wanted to watch my tits bounce while he ruined me.”

Her hand slid between her legs, teasing herself while he watched.

“He didn’t last long. Said I was too tight, too wet, too perfect. He pulled out, came all over my stomach. Then pushed it back in while I was still dripping with him.”

Her husband was panting now, desperate.

She turned onto her back, legs spread, fingers glistening.

“Now you tell me. Do you want to be the man who holds me after he’s finished using me? The one who licks me clean while I’m still stretched and leaking?”

He nodded furiously.

She grinned. “Then prove it.”

And he did — licking her slowly, worshipfully, while she whispered the other man's name into the pillow.


Night 27: He Watched Her Get Fucked for the First Time

The hotel room was quiet, too quiet, except for the ticking in his chest and the blood pounding in his ears.

He sat in the corner chair—fully clothed, rock hard under his jeans, hands gripping the arms of the seat so he wouldn’t touch himself.

She stood near the bed, dressed in the red lingerie he’d bought her months ago but never seen her wear. Stockings. Heels. Hair tied back like she was presenting herself for inspection.

The man she chose—the bull—stood behind her. Confident. Taller. Calm. Like he’d done this before.

“Are you ready?” she asked her husband.

He nodded, unable to speak.

She walked to him first, knelt, kissed his lips softly. “You don’t get to touch,” she whispered. “Not until I’m done. Not until he’s done.”

Then she stood, turned to the bull, and said, “She’s all yours.”

The man didn’t speak. He simply stepped forward, gripped her hips, and kissed her like he owned her. Within seconds, her bra was off, her moans soft and desperate. Her husband could only watch.

She was tossed onto the bed. Legs spread. Panties ripped.

The man dropped his pants, and when her husband saw the thickness of him, his breath caught.

She looked over at her husband as the bull rubbed his cock along her pussy.

“You’re going to watch him fuck me,” she said. “You’re going to watch him stretch me wider than you ever could. And you’re going to sit there and thank me when he’s done.”

The first thrust made her cry out.

Deep.

Sharp.

She gripped the sheets as he started pounding into her.

The sound was obscene—skin slapping, her wetness filling the room, her cries getting louder with every stroke.

She locked eyes with her husband.

“He feels so fucking good,” she moaned. “So deep. So full.”

Her husband’s cock throbbed in his jeans, begging for release.

She came twice before the bull groaned and pulled out, thick ropes of cum landing across her stomach and thighs.

She lay there, wrecked, panting, smiling.

The bull zipped up, nodded at the husband, and left without a word.

She looked over, still breathless.

“Well?” she whispered.

He fell to his knees beside the bed.

She spread her legs and pulled his face between them.

“Clean your queen.”

And he did.

Every drop.


Night 28: She Made Him Film Her While She Flirted with Another Man

The hotel bar was dim, sultry — all low amber lights and plush velvet chairs. A jazz trio played in the corner, notes soft and teasing, like foreplay in sound. She sat at the edge of a leather stool, one leg crossed high, her black dress riding up just enough to expose the curve of her thigh.

Her husband stood across the room, phone in hand, pretending to scroll. But he wasn’t scrolling. He was filming.

She’d told him to.

“Get every second,” she’d whispered earlier, just before they left the room. “I want to watch it later — with your cock in my mouth.”

Now he watched through the screen as she leaned in toward the stranger beside her. A man in a dark blazer. Mid-thirties. Clean-shaven. Sharp jaw. The kind of man who didn’t ask permission.

She smiled at him with that look — the one her husband knew meant trouble. Lips painted red. Eyes half-lidded. Her voice was low, almost lazy, dripping with flirtation.

She touched the man’s arm lightly. Laughed at something he said. Tilted her head like she was offering her neck to be bitten.

Then she glanced over her shoulder — straight at the camera.

Straight at him.

Her smile curled, wicked and knowing.

Are you hard yet, baby?

The stranger ordered another round. She accepted the drink with a soft “thank you” and let her fingers linger around the rim of the glass, stroking it slow and deliberate. She whispered something to him, and he leaned in, nodding, his eyes never leaving her cleavage.

Her husband’s heart hammered in his chest. He couldn’t hear their words — but he could read the body language. The heat. The promise.

Her hand slipped beneath the bar briefly, and he saw the man twitch — just slightly. A shift in the way he sat. A parting of his legs.

She was touching him.

Not obviously. Not openly. But enough.

Enough to leave her husband aching behind the lens, cock straining against his slacks, wishing it was him her fingers were teasing.

Ten minutes passed like an hour. She finally rose from her stool, smooth and elegant, legs long, dress clinging to every curve. She kissed the stranger on the cheek — not on the lips, not yet — and whispered something else in his ear.

The man smiled. Nodded. His eyes never left her body as she walked away.

She glided across the bar like she was on a catwalk, hips swaying, heels clicking. Then she was in front of her husband, taking his phone gently from his trembling hands.

“Did you get it all?” she asked.

He swallowed hard. “Yes.”

She checked the screen. Played back the video. Watched herself work.

“Mmm,” she murmured, biting her lip. “Look at the way I leaned in. The way he looked at me. Did you see how close my fingers got to his cock?”

He nodded, eyes wide.

“I told him I had a husband watching. That you were filming like a good little cuck. That you were hard the whole time.”

He groaned softly, helpless.

In the elevator, she hit the emergency stop halfway to their floor. The hum of the machinery stilled. Silence.

She turned to him, dropped to her knees, phone still in hand.

“I said you'd probably get off on cleaning up after him,” she whispered, unzipping his pants, pulling him free. “And you know what? He didn’t even flinch. Just smiled like he expected it.”

She licked the tip of his cock once, slow and deliberate.

“Next time,” she said, sliding him all the way into her mouth, “I think I’ll give him something to remember me by.”


Night 29: She Let Another Man Undress Her While Her Husband Watched from the Closet

It started with a dare.

They were in a luxury suite, all marble and glass, with a full-length mirror on one wall and a walk-in closet just big enough for him to hide inside.

She stood at the foot of the bed, in heels and black lingerie — sheer, lace, nothing else. Her lips were glossed, her hair pinned up like she was being offered.

He stood in the closet, barely breathing, the louvered door cracked just enough to see through. His cock was already in his hand, hard, aching, pulsing.

She turned to him before the man arrived, smiled softly.

“Don’t speak. Don’t move. Just watch. And maybe, if you’re good, I’ll let you touch me after.”

A knock at the door.

The bull entered — taller, older, confident in that unshakable way. He wore a crisp white dress shirt, no tie, sleeves rolled up. He looked like a man who didn’t beg. He took.

She greeted him with a kiss on the cheek and a sultry laugh. No hesitation. No guilt. This wasn’t about cheating. This was about control. Her control.

She poured him a drink, handed it to him with both hands, submissive in gesture, but her eyes were full of fire.

“Like what you see?” she asked, turning in place, letting him drink her in.

The man didn’t speak. He just set his drink down, walked up behind her, and slid one hand around her waist, the other to her breast. Possessive. Sure.

Her husband watched her gasp — that little sound she only made when she was truly turned on. He stroked himself slowly, trying not to make a sound.

The man began to undress her. One strap at a time. Not rushed. Not gentle either. Her bra dropped to the floor. Then her panties, peeled down inch by inch while she stepped out of them like she was on stage.

Her body gleamed under the lights. She faced the mirror now — eyes on her own reflection. She could see her husband, too. Just barely. Just enough.

She smirked.

“He’s watching,” she said aloud. “Right now. In the closet. Jerking that desperate little cock like the good cuck he is.”

The man grunted, his hand sliding down to cup her pussy. She moaned.

“He begged me for this, you know,” she continued. “Said he wanted to see what it looked like when a real man touched me. Said it wasn’t enough to imagine anymore. He wanted proof.”

She was bent forward over the bed now, her legs slightly apart. Her breasts swayed as the man ran his hands over her ass, spreading her open, exposing her fully.

Her husband bit his lip so hard he almost bled.

Then she looked at the closet door. Straight at him. Smiled.

“You can come out,” she said sweetly. “But you’re not allowed to touch.”

He opened the door slowly, stepping out with his cock in hand, trembling.

She was still bent over.

The man stood behind her, his cock hard, thick, stroking it slowly — not for himself, but for show.

“Get on your knees,” she told her husband.

He obeyed instantly, sinking to the floor, only inches away from where the man’s cock hovered behind her.

She moaned softly, shifting her hips.

“Watch how a woman should be taken.”

The bull lined up — but didn’t enter her. Not yet.

He reached forward, gripped her chin, kissed her hard. Her moan was deep, unfiltered, soaked in lust.

Then, finally, he slid inside her.

Her gasp echoed off the walls. Her husband’s cock jerked in his hand.

Every thrust was slow, deliberate. She narrated it like a performance.

“Do you see how deep he is?” she moaned. “How my body welcomes him? Not like you. Not tentative. Not needy. Just… right.”

She came first — hard and sudden, her body trembling. But he didn’t stop. He kept fucking her through it, pushing her higher.

Her husband was close — too close.

She looked down at him, panting, dripping.

“Not yet,” she warned. “You don’t come until he does.”

And when the man finally pulled out, pumping thick ropes all over her lower back, she arched her spine like a cat in heat, proud, filthy, wrecked.

She turned to her husband and pointed at the mess.

“You know what to do.”

And he crawled forward, licking her clean, moaning as he tasted another man on her skin, while she lay there smiling, triumphant.




Night 30: She Let Him Finger Her in a Crowded Theater — Then Made Him Taste It

The lights were low. The theater was packed. A foreign film with subtitles. Moody, slow, silent.

They sat in the back row — her in a tight black skirt and silk blouse, no bra, legs crossed. She’d picked the seats herself: isolated enough to hide in shadows, close enough to others to make the risk real.

He leaned close, pretending to whisper something.

“Don’t talk,” she said, without looking at him. “Just listen. And obey.”

Her hand reached down, found his wrist, and guided it under her skirt.

No panties.

He froze.

“I want your fingers inside me during the quietest part of this movie,” she said, her voice barely above a breath. “And I want you to imagine what would happen if someone saw.”

He swallowed hard, heart pounding, hand trembling.

“You said you loved being humiliated,” she whispered. “Then earn it.”

Slowly, shakily, he slid his fingers along her inner thigh, up to the wet heat waiting for him. She was soaked already — not from the movie, but from the anticipation. The control. The power.

As his fingers slipped inside her, she didn’t moan — she just exhaled. A long, trembling breath. Her lips parted slightly. Her nails dug into the armrest.

The screen flickered.

People all around them sat in silent concentration, oblivious. Or maybe not.

He moved his fingers carefully, barely thrusting. She clenched around him, grinding against his hand, keeping her expression calm.

“You feel that?” she murmured. “That’s me soaking your fingers in a room full of strangers.”

She leaned in, her mouth close to his ear.

“I let another man use me last weekend,” she said. “Bent me over a chair and fucked me while you were on a Zoom call in the other room. I didn’t even shut the door.”

His cock throbbed in his pants, desperate, leaking.

“He didn’t say much. Just pulled my hair and filled me up. I was dripping for hours.”

She clenched again, her climax creeping closer.

“Fuck—keep going,” she hissed under her breath.

He moved faster now, fingers wet and rhythmic.

And then she came — silently, violently, her body shaking in tiny, sharp tremors as she bit her lip so hard she tasted blood.

She grabbed his wrist, yanked his hand from between her thighs, and held his fingers up in the dim light of the screen.

“Smell that?” she asked, her voice like silk over steel. “That’s the scent of your wife coming in public like a slut.”

He nodded, breathless.

“Now suck them,” she commanded. “All of them. Right here. Right now.”

His heart stopped.

“But—”

“Do it.”

He opened his mouth and slid his own fingers in, tasting her arousal while strangers sat just feet away. His cock twitched violently in his pants.

When the credits rolled, she stood, composed and glowing.

“Let’s go,” she said.

He followed her out — hard, humiliated, and hungrier than ever.


Night 31: She Let Them Use Her — While Her Husband Watched on His Knees

The room was dark except for candlelight — low and flickering, like shadows performing their own slow dance across the walls.

She stood in the center, naked but for heels and a black velvet collar.

Her husband was already on his knees. Naked. Eyes wide. Cock hard but untouched.

She had made him undress as soon as they entered.

“You don’t speak tonight,” she said. “You don’t touch me. You don’t even breathe unless I allow it.”

He nodded, trembling.

Then she turned to the two men waiting in the shadows — one tall and broad, the other lean and intense. Bulls. Her bulls. Not strangers this time. These were men who knew her body. Who had tasted her. Who’d broken her in, again and again, while her husband begged to watch.

She climbed onto the bed — the centerpiece of the room, covered in black silk, ropes dangling from the corners. She knelt with her legs spread wide, cunt glistening, ready.

“Tonight,” she said, looking at her husband, “I want you to witness everything. No jealousy. No shame. Just obedience.”

She looked at the bulls.

“Use me.”

They didn’t hesitate.

The first man stepped behind her, grabbed her hips, and buried his cock inside her in one brutal thrust.

She cried out — loud, needy, her back arching as the wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her pussy clenched around him, dripping, welcoming every inch.

The second man stood in front of her, stroking himself as he watched her tits bounce with every thrust. Then he gripped her jaw and slid his cock between her lips.

She moaned around it. No resistance. No hesitation.

Her husband watched from the floor, wide-eyed, his cock twitching with every thrust — his wife being used like a fuckdoll. Filled at both ends. Controlled. Owned.

But powerful, too. So fucking powerful.

She made eye contact with him, even as her mouth was stuffed full.

You love this, her gaze said. You begged for this. You wanted me ruined.

And ruined she was — spit dripping down her chin, thighs soaked, her pussy stretched around a cock that knew exactly how to wreck her.

One of them slapped her ass. The other grabbed her hair. They moved her like a toy. A willing, eager toy.

Her moans grew louder, more frantic.

She was close.

But she didn’t stop sucking. Didn’t stop begging for more. Her body was trembling — a mess of pleasure, power, and submission.

Then she pulled away.

“On your back,” she commanded the second bull. “I want to ride your cock while he fucks my throat.”

The men obeyed.

She mounted the bull’s cock like a queen taking her throne — sinking down slow, grinding deep, gasping at how full she felt.

Then she leaned forward and took the other cock down her throat — deeper this time, eyes watering, mascara smudging.

Her husband whimpered, desperate.

She rode harder, faster, her pussy soaking the man beneath her. Her moans were muffled by the cock in her mouth, but the power radiating from her was undeniable.

She was sex incarnate. A goddess being worshipped with cock and cum.

And then she snapped.

She pulled both cocks from her body, dropped to the floor, and spread her legs wide — pussy raw and used, glistening.

“Now,” she said, looking at her husband, “you may crawl to me.”

He did.

“Lick it all,” she whispered. “Lick my cunt until you taste everything they left in me.”

And he did — moaning into her soaked pussy, tongue desperate, licking their cum, her juices, her sweat. He was crying by the time she came on his face, again and again, grinding against his mouth like he was just another toy.

When she was finished, she stood over him, body wrecked, glowing.

“Thirty nights,” she said. “Thirty fantasies.”

She grabbed his chin, lifted his face.

“This one was real.”

And then she walked away — barefoot, naked, owned by no one.

Not anymore.


The Real Deal

You’ve tasted it now.

The tease.
The thrill.
The wet heat between her thighs as she whispered things she’d never dared say out loud before.

Maybe it was just words.
Maybe it was real.
Maybe it was somewhere deliciously in between.

That’s the magic of hotwife roleplay.

There are no rules — just limits to push.
No one right way — only the way that gets you both off.
No shame. Just hunger, honesty, and the courage to say yes.

Yes, you can pretend.
Yes, you can fuck.
Yes, you can be ruined and still be loved.
Worshipped, even more.

Maybe tomorrow, she’ll send you a text mid-meeting:

“He stretched me wider than you ever have.”

And maybe she’s lying.
Or maybe she’s still full of his cum as she presses “send.”

Maybe it doesn’t matter.

Because the part that makes your cock throb or your pussy clench…
Is that you want it to be true.
You need to believe it — even if it’s just for a second.

That’s the real deal.

She’s your wife.
Your goddess.
Your slut.
Your fantasy, with her legs spread and your name still on her lips — even as she moans his.

And the best part?

She’s not done.

Neither are you.

So dim the lights again.
Let her put on lipstick.
Let her put on a show.
Or take it all off and ride your face while she tells you who made her cum yesterday.

The fantasy doesn’t end. It just changes position.  Now go make Night 31 yours.
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