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The Night She Came Home

I had always liked the quiet hour or so after the kids were finally asleep and the house settled. The dishwasher hummed in the background like white noise, the TV stayed off for once, and the only light came from the lamp beside the sofa where I sat with my laptop balanced on my thighs, pretending to review expense reports. In reality, I scrolled through the same three emails I had read a dozen times, waiting for the sound of her key in the lock.

Emily’s girls’ nights out with the office crowd didn’t happen often—maybe once every couple of months—but when they did, she came home loose-limbed and laughing at things that probably weren’t that funny. I didn’t mind. I liked the version of her that walked through the door smelling faintly of wine and perfume and someone else’s cigarette smoke. It reminded me she still had a life outside these four walls, outside me and the mortgage and the school runs.

We had been married twelve years by then. We weren’t quite the couple we had been at twenty-five, when everything felt urgent and electric, but we were solid. Comfortable. The kind of marriage people called “lovely” when they were being polite. Sex was regular—Saturday mornings mostly, sometimes a quick one on a Wednesday if we were both awake and the mood struck—but it was familiar. Predictable. I knew exactly how she liked to be touched, the little hitch in her breath when I kissed the spot just below her ear, the way her fingers curled into my shoulders when she was close. I liked knowing those things. It felt safe.

Still, sometimes I caught myself wondering if safe was enough.

The clock on the mantel read 11:47. Later than usual. I closed the laptop, set it on the coffee table, and stretched. My back cracked in protest. Thirty-eight wasn’t old, but sitting at a desk all day auditing spreadsheets didn’t do wonders for posture. I wandered into the kitchen, flicked on the under-cabinet lights, and poured myself a finger of the cheap Scotch we kept for when we wanted to feel sophisticated. One ice cube. I didn’t even like it that much, but it gave my hands something to do.

I was halfway through the glass when I heard the car pull up outside. A door slammed—hers, not a taxi’s—then heels clicked unevenly on the path. The key scraped the lock once, twice, missed, then finally turned.

The front door swung open and there she was.

Emily’s cheeks were flushed, her dark hair a little mussed from the wind or from dancing or from laughing too hard. She wore the black dress I had always liked—the one that hugged her hips and dipped low enough at the neckline to make me remember why I had chased her for six months before she said yes. Her mascara was smudged under one eye, giving her a slightly wicked, just-fucked look even though I knew she hadn’t been anywhere near a bed that wasn’t ours that night.

“Hi, baby,” she said, her voice bright and a little slurred at the edges. She kicked off her heels right there in the hall, leaving them toppled like drunks. “Miss me?”

“Always.” I crossed the room, took her coat, hung it on the hook. She smelled like gin and lime and the vanilla body spray she had worn since we were dating. “Good night?”

“So good.” She swayed a little, then steadied herself with a hand on my chest. Her palm felt warm through my shirt. “You should’ve come. Well, no, you shouldn’t have. It was all shop talk and bitching about Karen in HR. But the cocktails were strong and Sarah was on fire tonight.”

Sarah. The loud one from marketing who always had a story. I had met her a handful of times at Christmas parties. Nice enough, but exhausting.

Emily followed me into the kitchen, hips rolling in that tipsy, carefree way she only got after three or four drinks. I poured her a glass of water without asking. She took it, drank half in one go, then set it down and leaned back against the counter, watching me.

“So,” she said, eyes sparkling with mischief, “you’ll never guess what Sarah told me tonight.”

I raised an eyebrow, leaning against the opposite counter so we faced each other across the narrow space. “She’s leaving her husband for the pool boy?”

“Close.” Emily giggled, then covered her mouth like she was surprised at herself. “No. One of the girls in accounts—Claire, you remember Claire? Quiet, always wore cardigans? Apparently she’s… well, she’s a hotwife now.”

She said the word like she was tasting it for the first time. It landed between us, heavy and shiny and strange.

“A hotwife,” I repeated, testing it. I had heard the term before—late-night scrolling when insomnia hit and curiosity got the better of me—but hearing it come out of Emily’s mouth felt different. Realer. Dirtier.

“Yeah.” She nodded enthusiastically, hair falling into her eyes. “Sarah explained the whole thing. Claire’s husband knows. He likes it. She goes out, sleeps with other guys, comes home and tells him everything. Sometimes he watches, sometimes he just… waits. And they’re, like, happier than ever. More sex, more connection, all that.”

She talked fast now, the alcohol loosening every filter she usually kept in place. Her hands gestured wildly. I could see the pulse jumping in her throat.

I took a slow sip of Scotch to buy time. My heart had kicked up a notch, though I wasn’t sure why. “And you’re telling me this because…?”

“Because it’s wild, right?” She laughed again, but there was an edge to it now—something curious, almost daring. “I mean, can you imagine? Me, going out, coming home smelling like someone else, then climbing into bed with you and telling you every detail while you…”

She trailed off, cheeks going pinker. She looked down at her water glass, suddenly shy.

I felt a flush crawl up my own neck. My cock twitched—traitor—just from the image her words painted. Emily, flushed and satisfied, lips swollen from kissing a stranger, sliding under the sheets beside me. Telling me how he touched her. How he fucked her.

I cleared my throat. “Sounds… complicated.”

“Doesn’t it?” She looked up again, eyes locking on mine. There was heat there, unmistakable. “But also kind of hot. In a fucked-up way.”

We stared at each other for a long beat. The kitchen clock ticked. Somewhere upstairs, one of the kids shifted in their sleep; the house creaked.

Emily pushed off the counter, closed the distance between us in two steps. She pressed herself against me, hands sliding up my chest to my shoulders. Her breath was warm against my neck.

“Take me to bed, Alex,” she whispered. “I’m drunk and horny and I want my husband to fuck me senseless.”

My hands found her waist automatically. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of the dress.

And just like that, the conversation hung between us—unresolved, electric, dangerous—like a lit match held too close to dry grass.

I kissed her hard, tasting gin and want, and led her toward the stairs.

I barely remembered closing the bedroom door behind us. The hallway light stayed on, spilling a soft yellow stripe across the carpet, the way it always did when we didn’t want to wake the kids fumbling for switches. Emily backed toward the bed, tugging at my shirt buttons with clumsy fingers, giggling when one popped off and skittered somewhere under the dresser.

“Oops,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. Her dress was already rucked up around her thighs from the stairs. She smelled like gin and the faint floral of her shampoo, mixed with the warm, lived-in scent of her skin after a long night out. Familiar. Mine.

I caught her wrists gently, kissed the inside of one, then the other. “Slow down, drunk girl.”

“No.” She pulled free, dropped to her knees right there on the rug we’d bought at IKEA five years ago because it was soft and cheap and wouldn’t show stains. Her hands went straight to my belt. “I want to suck you first.”

I froze. She hadn’t done this in… God, months? Maybe longer. Not since the Christmas before last, when we’d had too much mulled wine and she’d laughed about “reviving old traditions.” We still fucked—good, solid, comfortable sex—but oral had slipped away somewhere between school runs and overtime and the quiet understanding that we didn’t need to try so hard anymore.

“Em—” I started.

“Shh.” She looked up at me, eyes glassy and bright, mascara still smudged. “I’m drunk and I want your cock in my mouth. Let me.”

My breath caught. I nodded once, helpless.

She undid my belt with practiced ease, tugged my jeans and boxers down just enough. My cock sprang free, already hard from the kitchen kiss and the way her words had painted pictures in my head all evening. She wrapped her fingers around me—warm, a little unsteady—and gave a slow, appreciative stroke.

“Missed this,” she murmured, almost to herself. Then she leaned in and took me into her mouth.

The heat hit me like a shock. Wet, soft, eager. She didn’t tease; she swallowed half my length in one smooth motion, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. I groaned, hand automatically threading into her hair—not pulling, just holding on. Her tongue swirled under the head, lazy circles that made my knees buckle. She hummed around me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine.

“Fuck, Em…”

She pulled off with a wet pop, looked up grinning. “Tastes like you always do. Salty. Nice.” Then she dove back down, taking me deeper this time, throat relaxing the way it used to when we were younger and had all night.

I watched her—my wife, on her knees in our bedroom, dress bunched at her waist, lipstick already smearing along my shaft. The sight was obscene and ordinary all at once. This was Emily, the woman who packed lunches with little notes for the kids, who argued with me over whose turn it was to unload the dishwasher, who still wore the same ratty university hoodie to bed most nights. And here she was, drunk and uninhibited, sucking me like she hadn’t in years.

She worked me with steady rhythm—up and down, hand twisting at the base, tongue flicking the slit on every upstroke. Saliva glistened on her chin; she didn’t care. Every so often she’d pull back to breathe, stroke me fast and slick, and murmur filthy little things.

“God, you’re so hard… Did thinking about me with someone else do this?” She licked a long stripe from balls to tip. “Tell me.”

I shook my head, throat tight. “No. Just you. Always you.”

“Liar.” She laughed softly, the sound muffled as she took me deep again. Her free hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently. I felt the warning tingle already building—too fast, too much.

I pulled her off gently by the hair. “Stop. I’ll come if you keep that up.”

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, stood on unsteady legs. “Good. But not yet.”

She shoved me backward onto the bed. I landed on the duvet we’d argued over at John Lewis because she wanted grey and I wanted navy and we compromised on charcoal. She climbed on top, straddling my hips, dress still on. No panties—hadn’t been wearing any all night, apparently. The realisation made my cock twitch against her wet folds.

She reached between us, guided me to her entrance, and sank down in one slow, slick glide.

We both groaned.

She was soaked—drunk, turned on, no preamble needed. Her inner walls gripped me tight, hot and familiar. She rocked once, twice, grinding her clit against my pubic bone the way she liked.

“Fuck me hard, Alex,” she whispered, leaning down so her breasts pressed against my chest through the dress. “Like you mean it.”

I flipped us without thinking. She landed on her back with a surprised yelp that turned into a moan when I hooked her legs over my shoulders and drove back in deep.

The angle was brutal—deep, relentless. The headboard tapped the wall in steady rhythm. I fucked her like I was trying to prove something, hips snapping hard enough to make her breasts bounce under the fabric. She clawed at my back, nails digging in through my shirt.

“Yes—fuck—harder—”

Her words dissolved into gasps. I reached down, found her clit with my thumb, rubbed tight circles the way I knew would make her shatter.

She arched, thighs trembling. “Wait—wait—talk to me.”

I slowed, buried to the hilt, grinding slow and deep. “What?”

She licked her lips, eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide. “What if I was a hotwife? What if I went out tonight and let some guy fuck me? Came home like this—wet, used, full of him—and climbed on you just like now?”

My stomach flipped. Jealousy stabbed sharp and hot, but my cock throbbed harder inside her. I thrust once, deep, possessive.

“I’d hate it,” I growled. “You’re mine.”

She moaned, nails raking down my arms. “Say it again.”

“You’re mine.” I slammed in again, harder. The bed creaked. “No one else gets this pussy.”

“But imagine…” She clenched around me, deliberate. “Imagine him bending me over in some bar bathroom. Fucking me quick and dirty while you waited at home. Then I come back, still dripping his cum, and ride you like this. You’d feel it—slippery, stretched—knowing another man was just inside me.”

The image hit like a punch. Another cock stretching her, filling her, leaving her marked. My wife—my ordinary, wonderful, cardigan-wearing-in-winter Emily—used and satisfied by someone else.

I lost it.

I fucked her with everything I had—fast, punishing strokes that made her cry out. The headboard banged louder; I didn’t care if it woke the kids. My thumb pressed harder on her clit, rubbing frantic circles.

“Come for me,” I ordered. “Come on my cock. Show me you’re still mine.”

She shattered. Her whole body seized—back bowing, thighs clamping my hips, a broken sob tearing from her throat as she pulsed around me. Wet heat flooded between us. I kept thrusting through it, chasing my own edge, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet room.

When she finally went limp, panting, I pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, and entered her again from behind. She pushed back to meet me, ass in the air, face buried in the pillow.

“Fill me,” she mumbled into the fabric. “Come inside me. Mark me.”

I did. The orgasm hit like a freight train—white-hot, blinding. I buried myself deep and came hard, pulsing inside her, groaning her name like a prayer. My hips jerked with aftershocks until I collapsed over her back, both of us slick with sweat.

For a long minute we just breathed. Her heartbeat thumped against my chest. The room smelled like sex and gin and us.

She turned her head, found my mouth for a sloppy, exhausted kiss.

“Still hate the idea?” she whispered, voice hoarse.

I swallowed. My cock was still half-hard inside her, twitching at the question.

“Yeah,” I lied. “I’d hate it.”

But even as I said it, the lie tasted like want.

We stayed like that for a while—me draped over her back, still half inside her, both of us breathing hard into the rumpled sheets. The room felt smaller somehow, warmer, thick with the smell of sweat and sex and the faint leftover gin on her breath. The headboard had stopped banging, but I could still hear the faint thump of my own pulse in my ears.

Eventually I rolled off her, careful not to crush her completely. She made a soft, contented sound and curled into my side, one leg thrown over mine, her head tucked under my chin. Her dress was still bunched around her waist; neither of us bothered to fix it. I pulled the duvet up over us anyway, the charcoal one we’d compromised on years ago, now damp in places and smelling like us.

Emily traced lazy circles on my chest with her fingertip. Her breathing had slowed, but she wasn’t asleep yet. I could tell by the way she kept shifting, like her mind was still buzzing.

“That was intense,” she murmured after a minute. Her voice had gone husky, the drunken slur mostly faded but not entirely gone.

“Yeah.” I kissed the top of her head. Her hair smelled like the bar—cigarette smoke, perfume, something sweet from whatever cocktail she’d been drinking. “You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She tilted her face up, eyes catching the hallway light that still leaked under the door. “You fucked me like you were mad at me. Or like you were trying to prove something.”

I swallowed. “Maybe both.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my ribs. “Because of what I said? About the hotwife thing?”

I didn’t answer right away. My hand rested on the small of her back, thumb stroking the dip there automatically—the same spot I’d rubbed a thousand times when she had period cramps or a long day or just needed to feel close. Ordinary touches. This felt anything but ordinary now.

Emily propped herself on one elbow, looking down at me. Her mascara had smudged even more; she looked beautifully wrecked. “Come on, Alex. Talk to me. You went from ‘I’d hate it’ to pounding me into the mattress like your life depended on it. That wasn’t just drunk sex.”

I stared at the ceiling. The little crack we’d meant to fix for two years ran diagonally across the plaster like a scar. “I don’t know,” I said finally. “When you said that stuff—about coming home after some other guy, still wet from him, climbing on me… it made me see red. Like, actual jealousy. But it also…” I trailed off, embarrassed.

“Made you hard as steel?” she finished for me, a small smile tugging at her lips.

I nodded once. “Yeah. Fuck. I hated the idea, but my body didn’t get the memo.”

She settled back down, head on my shoulder again. “So what happened in your head? When you pictured it?”

I hesitated. The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the boiler downstairs and the occasional creak of the house settling. I could hear one of the kids shift in their sleep across the hall—normal life, right there, reminding me how far this conversation felt from everything we usually were.

“I imagined some faceless guy,” I admitted, voice low. “Tall, maybe. Confident. Fucking you somewhere public—bathroom stall, alley, doesn’t matter. You moaning for him. Coming for him. And then you coming home to me, lips swollen, thighs sticky, smelling like him. And I… I wanted to fuck you harder than he did. Like I had to erase him. Reclaim you.”

Emily was quiet for a long beat. Then she pressed a soft kiss to my collarbone. “Competitive,” she said, almost thoughtfully. “That’s kind of hot.”

“Is it?” I turned my head to look at her. “Doesn’t that make me sound like an asshole?”

“No.” She shook her head. “It makes you sound like a man who loves me so much he’d fight for me—even if the fight’s in his head. Or in bed.” Her fingers drifted lower, brushing over my softening cock. “You were so deep tonight. I could feel every thrust like you were trying to mark me from the inside.”

I groaned, half laugh, half embarrassment. “Jesus, Em.”

“What? It’s true.” She yawned suddenly, the alcohol finally catching up. “I liked it. The idea, the reality of you reacting like that… it turned me on more than I expected.”

She nestled closer, eyes drifting shut. “We’re still us, right? Just… exploring a little drunk fantasy.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Still us.”

Within minutes her breathing evened out, soft and steady. She was asleep, one arm slung across my waist, completely relaxed.

I wasn’t.

I stared at the ceiling crack again, mind replaying every word, every image she’d planted. My cock twitched against her thigh, already half-interested again despite the exhaustion. The jealousy lingered like smoke—acrid, uncomfortable—but underneath it burned something else. Curiosity. Hunger.

Carefully, so I wouldn’t wake her, I eased out from under her arm. She mumbled something incoherent and rolled onto her stomach, face buried in the pillow. I sat on the edge of the bed for a second, listening to the house breathe around us—the kids upstairs, the fridge humming downstairs, the ordinary sounds of our ordinary life.

Then I reached for my phone on the nightstand.

The screen lit up too bright; I dimmed it quickly. 2:47 a.m. I opened the browser in private mode—habit from years of innocent late-night scrolling—and typed one word into the search bar.

Hotwife.

My thumb hovered over enter. Heart thudding harder than it had during sex.

I pressed it.

The results loaded instantly. Forum threads. Definitions. Stories. Photos I didn’t click on yet.

I glanced back at Emily—peaceful, flushed, mine—and felt the same confusing rush all over again.

I scrolled.

Just looking, I told myself.

Just curious.

But I didn’t close the tab.


Lingering Thoughts 

Sunlight sliced through the gap in the curtains like an accusation. I woke to the familiar ache in my lower back from sleeping awkwardly, Emily’s arm still slung across my chest, her breath warm and steady against my neck. The room smelled faintly of last night—sex, gin, the musky aftermath we hadn’t bothered to clean up. My phone lay face-down on the nightstand where I’d dropped it sometime after 3 a.m., screen dark but heavy with what I’d been reading.

Emily stirred first. She groaned, low and theatrical, and buried her face deeper into the pillow.

“Never drinking again,” she mumbled into the fabric.

I chuckled despite myself. “You say that every time.”

“Mean it this time.” She rolled onto her back, one arm flung over her eyes to block the light. Her dress from last night was still twisted around her waist; she hadn’t bothered to change. The sight of her like that—hair a mess, makeup smudged, legs tangled in the sheets—should have felt ordinary. It did, mostly. But there was a new undercurrent now, something electric and unsettled that hadn’t been there yesterday.

She cracked one eye open, looked at me. “You look like you didn’t sleep.”

“Enough,” I lied. “Coffee?”

“Please. And paracetamol. And maybe a new head.”

I slid out of bed, pulled on yesterday’s boxers and a T-shirt, and padded downstairs. The house was quiet—the kids still asleep, thank God. I flicked on the kettle, opened the cupboard for the paracetamol, and caught sight of the single Scotch glass still sitting on the counter from last night. I rinsed it, set it in the drainer, and tried not to think about how her mouth had tasted when she kissed me after sucking me off.

By the time I carried two mugs and a packet of tablets back upstairs, Emily had managed to sit up. She’d tugged the duvet around her shoulders like a cloak and was scrolling her phone with one hand, squinting at the brightness.

“Hero,” she said when she saw the coffee. She took the mug, swallowed two tablets dry, then sipped carefully. “God, that’s good.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, cradling my own mug. “So… last night.”

She looked up, a small, sheepish smile tugging at her lips. “Yeah. About that.” She set the phone down. “I was pretty drunk. And apparently pretty mouthy.”

“You were,” I agreed. “Hotwife Claire made quite the impression.”

Emily laughed, then winced and touched her temple. “Sarah’s stories always do. But I didn’t mean to… push it like that. The teasing in bed. If it weirded you out—”

“It didn’t.” The words came out faster than I expected. I cleared my throat. “I mean, it was intense. But not bad.”

She studied me for a second, eyes searching. “You sure? Because you fucked me like you were trying to win a war.”

I felt heat creep up my neck. “Competitive instinct, apparently.”

Her smile turned softer, almost fond. “I liked it. A lot.” She reached out, brushed her fingers along my forearm. “We’re still okay, right? Just drunk talk. Fantasy stuff. No pressure.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just talk.”

But even as I said it, the images from those forum threads flickered behind my eyes—wives in lingerie posing for strangers, husbands typing desperate captions about how hot it made them to watch, to wait, to reclaim. I pushed the thought down.

Emily yawned hugely. “I need a shower. And food. And maybe never to move again.”

I leaned in, kissed her forehead. “Go shower. I’ll make toast.”

Downstairs, while the bread browned and the kids started stirring overhead, I pulled out my phone again. Just to check emails, I told myself. But my thumb found the browser history instead. Private tab still open. Hotwife stories. Cuckold confessions. One thread title jumped out: “First time she told me the details—how I almost came without touching myself.”

I closed it quickly when I heard footsteps on the stairs.

Emily appeared ten minutes later, damp-haired and in leggings and one of my old hoodies, looking more like the woman I married every day and less like the wild creature from last night. She stole a piece of my toast, kissed my cheek, and said, “Thanks for not freaking out.”

I shrugged. “Nothing to freak out about.”

She grinned. “Good. Because if I ever do decide to become a hotwife, I’d want my boring accountant husband to be cool with it.”

She was teasing. Obviously. But the words landed anyway.

I watched her leave for work—hair still wet, bag slung over her shoulder, waving as she backed the car out—and felt the same confusing twist in my gut. Jealousy. Curiosity. A low, insistent ache in my cock that had nothing to do with morning wood.

The kids came down, demanding cereal and cartoons. I fed them, packed lunches, kissed heads, waved them off to school. Routine. Normal. Safe.

Then I was alone in the house, laptop open on the kitchen table for “work from home” day.

I told myself I’d just look for five minutes.

I opened the browser. Typed “hotwife forum” into the search bar.

This time I didn’t use private mode.

The first result was a subreddit. r/Hotwife. I clicked.

Thumbnails loaded—women in lingerie, captions like “Hubby watched me take 8 inches last night—pics in comments,” “Sent him a video while he was at work, he had to jerk off in the bathroom.”

My heart hammered. I scrolled.

One post caught my eye: a man’s confession. “She came home at 2 a.m., still flushed. Told me every detail while she rode me. I came harder than I ever have. Now I can’t stop thinking about the next time.”

I read the whole thing. Then the comments. Husbands sharing tips. Wives chiming in with encouragement. It was filthy. It was honest. It was terrifyingly relatable.

I closed the tab when my work phone buzzed—an email from my boss about quarterly reports.

But I bookmarked the subreddit first.

Just in case.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of spreadsheets and half-hearted emails. I stared at numbers on my screen, but my mind kept sliding back to that subreddit tab I’d bookmarked and then hastily closed when the kids came home from school. Their chatter about playground drama and homework felt like a lifeline—normal, grounding. I helped with maths, signed reading logs, made pasta with the sauce from a jar because it was Tuesday and we were all tired. Emily texted once mid-afternoon: “Still hungover but surviving. Thinking about last night. 😏” I stared at the emoji for longer than I should have before replying with a simple “Me too.”

She got home just after six, kicking off her flats in the hall the way she always did, dropping her bag by the stairs. She looked more herself in daylight—hair tied back, cardigan over her work blouse, the faint shadows under her eyes from the late night. But when she saw me in the kitchen stirring sauce, she smiled in a way that felt new. Smaller. Secret.

“Hey,” she said, coming up behind me. She wrapped her arms around my waist, pressed her cheek to my back. “Smells good.”

“Jar sauce,” I admitted. “Revolutionary.”

She laughed against my shirt. “Still counts.” Her hands slid under the hem, fingers brushing my stomach—light, casual, but lingering longer than usual. I felt my body respond immediately, a low stir that hadn’t been there this morning.

The kids ate quickly, argued over who got the last garlic breadstick, then vanished upstairs to screens and baths. Emily and I cleared the table in comfortable silence, shoulders brushing as we moved around the small kitchen. Every touch felt amplified—the way her hip bumped mine when she reached for a plate, the brush of her fingers when she handed me a glass to dry. Nothing overt. Just… aware.

After the dishwasher started its cycle, she leaned against the counter and watched me wipe down the surfaces. “You’ve been quiet today.”

“Busy,” I said. Not entirely a lie.

She tilted her head. “Thinking about anything in particular?”

I met her eyes. “You. Last night. This morning. The usual.”

Her smile turned slow, knowing. “Good thoughts?”

“Very.”

She pushed off the counter, closed the distance, and kissed me—soft at first, then deeper. Her tongue tasted faintly of the mint she’d chewed on the drive home. I backed her against the fridge, hands on her hips, and for a second I forgot we were in the middle of the kitchen with kids upstairs.

“Bed,” she murmured against my mouth. “Now.”

We didn’t rush. We never did on weeknights. We climbed the stairs quietly, checked on the kids—both asleep with lights off—then slipped into our room and locked the door. The hallway light stayed on, same stripe across the carpet. Routine.

Emily peeled off her cardigan and blouse while I undressed down to boxers. She wore the plain black bra she bought in multipacks because they were practical, the matching knickers that had once been sexy and were now just comfortable. Nothing special. Everything familiar.

She climbed onto the bed, knelt in the middle, and crooked a finger. “Come here.”

I did. She pulled me down, kissed me slow and thorough, hands roaming my back, my shoulders, like she was relearning the map of me. I kissed her neck, the spot below her ear that always made her shiver. She did—small, involuntary—and arched into me.

We fell into the usual rhythm at first. Her on her back, legs wrapped around my waist. Me sliding in slow, deep, the way she liked when we weren’t rushing. She sighed, fingers threading through my hair. “God, yes. Just like that.”

It felt good—warm, wet, familiar. But my mind wouldn’t stay in the room.

As I thrust—steady, measured—images crept in. Not forceful. Just there. Emily at the bar last night, laughing too loud, cheeks flushed. Some stranger’s hand on her waist. Her dress rucked up in a dark corner. Her coming home, thighs slick, climbing on top of me just like this, but fuller, looser, marked.

My hips snapped harder without meaning to.

Emily gasped, eyes flying open. “Fuck—yes. Harder.”

I gave it to her. Deeper. Faster. The bed creaked under us. She hooked her ankles behind my back, pulled me in tight.

“Tell me,” she whispered suddenly, voice rough. “What are you thinking right now?”

I hesitated, breath ragged. “You.”

“More specific.”

I buried my face in her neck, thrust again. “You… coming home after being with someone else. Still wet from him. Riding me like this.”

She moaned—low, genuine. Her nails dug into my shoulders. “And?”

“And I’d fuck you harder. Like this. To make sure you remember who you come home to.”

“God, Alex…” She clenched around me, deliberate. “Keep going.”

I did. I fucked her with purpose now—long, punishing strokes that made her breasts bounce under her bra. I reached between us, rubbed her clit in tight circles the way I knew would push her over. She bucked, gasped, started to tremble.

“Imagine it,” I growled, surprising myself. “Him stretching you. Filling you. Then me taking you back.”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

She came hard, suddenly, body seizing around me. Her cry was muffled against my shoulder, thighs clamping tight. I kept moving through it, drawing it out, until she went boneless beneath me.

I didn’t stop. I flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, entered her again from behind. She pushed back to meet me, ass in the air, face pressed to the pillow.

“Harder,” she panted. “Like you’re reclaiming me.”

The word—reclaiming—hit like a spark. I gripped her hips, slammed in deep, over and over. The slap of skin on skin filled the room. She reached back, grabbed my wrist, guided my hand to her hair. I wrapped it around my fist, tugged just enough to arch her neck.

“Mine,” I said, voice low and rough.

“Yours,” she gasped. “Always yours. But… fuck… the idea of you fighting for it…”

I lost the thread after that. Just sensation—her heat, her moans, the way she clenched every time I bottomed out. I came hard, buried deep, pulsing inside her with a groan that felt torn out of me. My vision whited for a second.

We collapsed together, sweaty and spent. She rolled onto her side, curled against me, one leg thrown over mine again. Her breathing slowed quickly—she always fell asleep fast after coming like that.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling crack, heart still hammering.

She mumbled something sleepy, half-asleep already. “That was… different.”

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“Good different.”

I kissed her temple. “Yeah.”

But as she drifted off, my mind wouldn’t quiet. The fantasy hadn’t left—it had settled deeper. Not just hers anymore. Mine too.

I waited until her breathing evened out completely, then carefully reached for my phone on the nightstand.

The subreddit was still bookmarked.

I opened it. Just to look.

The new posts loaded. More stories. More confessions.

I scrolled slowly, cock twitching again despite the exhaustion.

And for the first time, I didn’t close the tab right away.

Emily slept like she always did after good sex—deep, boneless, small snores every few breaths. I lay beside her for another half-hour, phone still in my hand, subreddit open but unread. Eventually I locked the screen, set it face-down, and stared into the dark until my own exhaustion won.

The next day felt strangely normal on the surface. Work calls, school drop-off, dinner prep. But every quiet moment—the commute, waiting for the kettle, folding laundry—the thoughts crept back. Emily at the bar. A stranger's hands. Her coming home marked. Me taking her harder. I caught myself half-hard more than once, shifting uncomfortably in my chair during a Zoom meeting.

That evening, after the kids were in bed and the house quiet again, I took a long shower alone. Emily had gone to bed early, claiming lingering fatigue from the girls' night. Hot water pounded my shoulders; steam filled the small bathroom. I soaped up mechanically at first, then my hand drifted down.

I leaned one palm against the tiles, closed my eyes, and let the images play. Emily on her knees for someone else—maybe that guy from sales she'd mentioned in passing once. Him guiding her head, her moaning around him the way she had around me. Then her coming home, climbing on top of me, slick and stretched, whispering "He was bigger" while I fucked up into her.

My strokes sped up. The fantasy sharpened: her thighs trembling, my hands gripping her hips, thrusting so hard the bed shook, erasing every trace of him. Reclaiming. Possessing. The jealousy twisted into something hot and urgent.

I came fast—harder than I expected—groaning low into the steam. My release hit the shower wall, washed away instantly. I stood there panting, forehead pressed to cool tile, shame and satisfaction warring in my chest.

It wasn't just Emily's drunk talk anymore. It was in me now.

Later that night—closer to eleven—I slipped into bed beside her. She was awake, propped on pillows with her reading glasses on, scrolling through her phone. She wore the faded university hoodie she slept in most nights, legs bare under the duvet. She looked up when I settled in, smiled softly.

"You're late," she said. "Everything okay?"

"Yeah. Just… thinking."

She set her phone on the nightstand, turned toward me. "About?"

I hesitated, then reached for her hand under the covers. Our fingers laced together automatically—ordinary, comforting.

"Last night," I said quietly. "And the night before. The hotwife thing. It hasn't… left my head."

Emily's thumb stroked the back of my hand. "I figured. You've been a bit distracted. In a good way, I think?"

I nodded. "The sex has been better. Hotter. But it's more than that. When we're fucking, I keep picturing it. You with someone else. Coming home to me. And instead of hating it like I said I would… it turns me on. A lot."

She didn't pull away. If anything, she shifted closer. "Tell me more."

I swallowed. "I imagined you flirting at a bar. Letting a guy touch you. Maybe more. Then you come back—still flushed, smelling like him—and we have sex like last night. Only I'm… competitive. Like I have to make you forget him. Or prove I'm better."

"Competitive," she echoed, a small smile playing on her lips. "That's the word you used before."

"Yeah. It's fucked up. I know it is. I love you. I don't want to lose you. But the idea of you being desired by someone else, then choosing to come home to me… it makes me feel—" I searched for the word. "Alive. Possessive. Turned on in a way I haven't been in years."

Emily was quiet for a moment, eyes searching my face. Then she leaned in, kissed me softly—slow, reassuring.

"It's not fucked up," she whispered against my lips. "It's honest. And honestly? Hearing you say it turns me on too. The thought of teasing you like that, making you jealous, then letting you take me back… God."

She pulled back slightly. "But we're not doing anything real. Not yet. Maybe not ever. This can just be us. In bed. Dirty talk. Fantasy. No pressure, no strangers. Just us getting off on the idea."

I exhaled, relief mixing with a strange disappointment I didn't examine too closely. "Yeah. Fantasy only. For now."

She smiled, squeezed my hand. "For now."

We kissed again—deeper this time, but not urgent. More like reaffirmation. She curled into my side after, head on my chest, and I stroked her hair until her breathing slowed toward sleep.

I stayed awake longer, staring at the ceiling crack. The confession hung in the air like smoke—thicker now, harder to ignore. Fantasy only, we'd said.

But as I finally drifted off, my last thought wasn't of boundaries.

It was of what might happen if we pushed them.


Fantasy Play

The week after that second intense night unfolded like any other on the calendar—school runs, work deadlines, the endless cycle of laundry and packed lunches—but underneath it all, something had tilted. Not dramatically. Not in a way anyone outside our bedroom would have noticed. Just small, almost imperceptible shifts that made the ordinary feel charged.

Emily started dressing differently for work. Nothing outrageous—she still wore the same sensible office wardrobe of blouses and knee-length skirts—but the blouses were now the ones that hugged her curves a little more snugly, the top button left undone on warmer days. One morning she chose the navy wrap dress she’d bought for a wedding two years ago and never worn to the office since. It dipped low enough at the neckline that when she bent to kiss the kids goodbye, I caught a glimpse of lace bra I hadn’t seen in months. She caught me looking, smirked, and whispered, “Like what you see?” before heading out the door.

I did. Of course I did. But the pride that swelled in my chest came tangled with something sharper—possessiveness, maybe, or the faint echo of that competitive instinct we’d named in bed.

Her texts changed too. Nothing explicit at first. Just more frequent, more playful. Mid-morning on Tuesday: “Just had coffee with the team. That new guy in sales keeps making me laugh. Should I be worried? 😏” I stared at the message during a break between calls. My thumb hovered over the keyboard. Eventually I typed back: “As long as he knows you come home to me.” Her reply came almost instantly: “Always do. But it’s fun being noticed. Makes me feel… alive.” A photo followed a minute later—her in the office bathroom mirror, blouse tugged open just enough to show a hint of cleavage, caption: “Thinking of you.” I had to excuse myself to the gents’ at work, splash cold water on my face, and will my erection down before the next meeting.

By Wednesday evening the shifts felt less subtle. We were in the kitchen after dinner, kids upstairs doing homework. Emily leaned across me to reach for a glass in the cupboard, her breasts brushing my arm deliberately. She lingered there, hip pressed to mine. “You’ve been staring at me all week,” she said quietly, voice low enough the kids wouldn’t hear. “Can you blame me?” She turned, set the glass down, and slid her arms around my neck. “No. But I like it. Makes me want to tease you more.” I kissed her—quick, because the kids could come down any second—but deep enough that she made a small, needy sound against my mouth. When we broke apart she was flushed, eyes bright. “Later,” she promised.

Later came after baths, bedtime stories, lights out. We locked the bedroom door like always. Emily stripped slowly, making a show of it—unbuttoning her blouse one button at a time, letting it fall open to reveal the black lace bra she’d worn under her work clothes all day. “Wore this for you,” she said, stepping out of her skirt. “Even though no one else saw.” I pulled her onto the bed, kissed down her neck, her collarbone, the swell of her breasts above the lace. “I see it now.” She arched into my mouth. “Good. Because all day I kept thinking about you seeing it. About you getting hard at your desk because your wife was out there looking like this.” Her words landed low in my gut. I tugged the bra cups down, took a nipple between my teeth—gentle, then harder when she gasped. My hand slid between her thighs; she was already wet, knickers damp. “Fuck, Em…” She reached for my cock through my boxers, stroked me slow and firm. “Tell me what you pictured today. When I sent that photo.” I groaned against her skin. “You at work. Laughing with that sales guy. Him looking down your top. Wanting you.” “And?” “And you letting him look. Maybe brushing against him. Coming home wet because you liked the attention.” She moaned, pushed my boxers down, guided me inside her. We moved together—slow at first, then building. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my ass. “Keep talking,” she whispered. I did. The words came easier now, filthy and honest. “I pictured him touching you. Hand on your thigh under the desk. You spreading your legs just a little. Letting him feel how wet you were.” “Yes—” “Then you coming home. Climbing on me. Still slick from his fingers. And me fucking you until you scream my name instead of his.” She came first—sudden, hard, nails raking my back. I followed seconds later, burying deep and spilling inside her with a choked groan. We stayed locked together after, breathing hard, foreheads pressed.

She kissed my jaw, soft now. “That was… intense again.” “Yeah.” She traced patterns on my chest. “You’re getting good at the dirty talk.” “Practice,” I said, half-joking. She laughed quietly. “I like this version of us. The teasing. The fantasies. Makes everything feel… new.” “Me too.” But as she drifted toward sleep, curled against me, I felt the familiar tug. The fantasies weren’t staying neatly in bed anymore. They followed me through the day—into meetings, into the shower, into quiet moments folding laundry. Emily dressing sexier, texting flirty, playing along… it wasn’t just turning us on. It was changing the air between us.

Pride. Unease. Want. All tangled together. And growing.

Friday night arrived like a slow exhale after a long week. The kids were at a sleepover—first time in months we had the house completely to ourselves. No bedtime stories, no tiptoeing past creaky floorboards. Just us, a bottle of red we’d opened after dinner, and the quiet hum of anticipation that had been building since Monday.

Emily suggested a film, but we barely made it through the opening credits. She curled against me on the sofa, legs draped over my lap, fingers tracing idle patterns on my thigh. Halfway through some forgettable thriller, she set her wine glass down, took mine too, and straddled me without a word.

Her kiss was slow, deliberate—tongue sliding against mine, tasting of Merlot and want. I gripped her hips through the soft cotton of her pyjama shorts, felt the heat of her already building. She rocked gently, grinding down on the growing hardness beneath her.

“Bed?” I murmured against her mouth.

“Bed,” she agreed.

We didn’t rush up the stairs. We kissed our way there—against the banister, halfway up, her back pressed to the wall while I sucked at her neck hard enough to leave a faint mark she’d have to cover with concealer on Monday. By the time we reached the bedroom, clothes were half-off: her top gone, my shirt unbuttoned, her bra dangling from one shoulder.

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top, and resumed the slow grind. Her pyjama shorts were damp at the crotch; I could feel it through my boxers. She leaned down, lips brushing my ear.

“Let’s play tonight,” she whispered. “Like we’ve been teasing all week.”

My pulse kicked up. “Play how?”

She sat back, palms flat on my chest, hips still rolling in lazy circles. “You tell me what you want to hear. Or… I tell you what I’ve been imagining. And you react.”

I swallowed. “I’m listening.”

She smiled—small, wicked—and leaned in again. Her voice dropped to that husky register she only used when she was really turned on.

“Imagine it’s next week. Work drinks after a long day. I stay later than usual. That guy from sales—Mark, the one with the nice smile and the gym habit—he buys me another gin. We’re laughing about something stupid. His hand brushes my knee under the table. I don’t move away.”

My cock twitched hard beneath her. I gripped her hips tighter, trying to keep my breathing even.

She rocked faster, just enough to tease. “He leans in, whispers something about how good I look tonight. I feel his fingers slide higher. Up my thigh. Under my skirt. I’m wearing the black lace ones you like. He finds them soaked already. Because I’ve been thinking about you all day… but also about letting him touch me.”

“Em…” My voice came out rough. Part protest, part plea.

She ignored it, kept going. “He rubs me through the lace. Slow circles. I bite my lip so no one else hears my little gasp. Then he slips a finger under the edge, finds my clit. Strokes it exactly the way you do. But it’s not you. It’s him. And I’m letting him.”

I groaned, hips bucking up involuntarily. The jealousy hit sharp—hot and twisting—but my body betrayed me completely. I was rock-hard, leaking against my boxers.

She felt it. Grinned. “You like that, don’t you? Hearing how wet I’d get for someone else.”

“No,” I lied automatically. Then softer: “Maybe.”

She reached down, tugged my boxers off, freed my cock. Wrapped her hand around it, stroked slow and firm. “Tell me to stop talking. Or tell me to keep going.”

I didn’t tell her to stop.

She leaned closer, lips brushing mine between words. “He pushes my knickers aside. Slides two fingers inside me. I’m so slick he goes in easy. I rock against his hand, trying to be quiet. People are all around us—colleagues, strangers—but no one notices. Just me, biting my lip, coming on his fingers while he watches my face.”

My hands slid up her thighs, under her shorts. She wasn’t wearing knickers tonight. Just bare, wet heat. I cupped her, middle finger sliding between her folds, finding her swollen clit.

She moaned, ground down onto my hand. “Then he kisses me. Right there at the table. Deep. Tongue in my mouth. I taste the gin on him. His other hand cups my breast through my blouse, pinches my nipple. I whimper into his kiss.”

I pushed a finger inside her—then two. She was drenched. I curled them, stroked that spot that made her thighs tremble.

“Fuck, Alex…” She rode my fingers now, slow and deliberate. “Then we leave. He takes me to his car. Back seat. He pulls my skirt up, yanks my knickers down. Eats me out until I come again—hard, shaking, pulling his hair. Then he fucks me. Right there. Bent over the seat. Deep, rough. Telling me how tight I am, how much better I feel than his girlfriend.”

The words poured out of her, filthy and detailed, each one landing like a spark on dry tinder. My free hand gripped her ass, pulling her down harder onto my fingers.

“I come around his cock,” she continued, voice breaking on a gasp as I added a third finger, stretching her. “Screaming his name. Then he fills me. Hot, deep. Leaves me dripping his cum.”

She lifted off my hand suddenly, shoved her shorts down, straddled me properly. Guided my cock to her entrance and sank down in one long, slow glide.

We both groaned.

She started riding—slow rolls at first, then building. Her breasts bounced with each movement; I sat up, took one nipple in my mouth, sucked hard.

“Tell me,” she panted. “What would you do if I came home like that? Full of him. Still throbbing from his cock.”

I thrust up hard, meeting her downward stroke. “I’d fuck you senseless,” I growled. “Bend you over this bed. Slam into you. Feel how loose he left you. How wet. And I’d make you come again—harder—until you forgot his name.”

“Yes—” She clenched around me, nails digging into my shoulders.

I flipped us—her on her back now, legs spread wide. I hooked them over my elbows, folded her in half, drove in deep. The angle was brutal; she cried out, back arching.

“Like this,” I said, pounding into her. “I’d fuck you like this. Hard. Possessive. Until you’re screaming for me. Until every inch of you remembers who you belong to.”

She clawed at my back. “And if I told you… I wanted to do it again? Next week? Let him fuck me again?”

The jealousy flared—white-hot—but it only made me thrust harder. “Then I’d let you,” I rasped. “But you’d come home to me after. And I’d reclaim you. Every. Fucking. Time.”

She shattered—sudden, violent. Her pussy clamped down, pulsing around me as she sobbed my name. Wet heat flooded between us. I kept fucking through it, chasing my own edge.

When it hit, it was blinding. I buried deep, came with a guttural groan, filling her in hot, thick spurts. My hips jerked with aftershocks until I collapsed over her, both of us slick and trembling.

For a long minute we just breathed. She stroked my hair, kissed my temple.

“That was… a lot,” she whispered finally.

“Yeah.” I rolled off, pulled her against my side. “Too much?”

She shook her head, curled into me. “No. Perfect. You didn’t hold back.”

Neither had she.

We lay there in the quiet, hearts slowing. The house felt bigger without the kids—emptier, but also freer. The fantasy had spilled out fully tonight, no longer just whispers. It had shape, detail, heat.

And it hadn’t scared us away.

It had pulled us closer.

We stayed tangled for a long time after—sweaty, breathless, the sheets twisted around our legs. Emily’s head rested on my chest, one leg hooked over mine, fingers tracing slow, absent patterns across my ribs. The room smelled of sex and the faint vanilla of her skin. Outside, the street was quiet; inside, the only sound was our breathing slowly syncing.

She spoke first, voice soft in the dim light from the hallway that still leaked under the door.

“That got pretty real tonight,” she said. Not accusing. Just observing.

“Yeah.” I swallowed, throat dry from all the talking—filthy words I’d never said out loud before. “You okay?”

She lifted her head, propped her chin on my sternum so she could look at me properly. Her hair was a mess, cheeks still flushed, eyes bright and clear despite the wine we’d shared earlier.

“More than okay,” she answered. “I’ve never come that hard from just words before. And you… you didn’t hold back. That was hot as hell.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “I surprised myself.”

“Good surprise?”

I nodded. “Yeah. But also… scary.”

She shifted, rolled half on top of me so we were face to face. “Tell me.”

I searched for the right words. They felt clumsy now, post-orgasm clarity making everything sharper.

“When you were describing it—Mark, or whoever—touching you, fucking you… part of me wanted to stop you. To say ‘no, that’s too much.’ But another part… God, Em, it made me so hard I couldn’t think straight. And when I started talking back—about reclaiming you, about making you forget him—it felt right. Like it fit. But now, lying here, I’m wondering if we’re opening a door we can’t close.”

Emily listened without interrupting, thumb stroking my jaw.

“I love you,” I continued. “More than anything. Our life—the kids, the house, the routine—it’s good. Solid. I don’t want to fuck that up because we got carried away with dirty talk one night.”

She nodded slowly. “I know. I feel the same. This—” she gestured between us, the space filled with afterglow and tangled limbs—“this is us. Enhanced. Hotter. But it’s still us.”

She sat up a little, pulled the duvet higher around her shoulders like a shield. “So let’s set some rules. Clear ones. Right now.”

“Okay.”

“First: this stays fantasy. In bed. Maybe on the sofa, maybe in the shower. But no real flirting, no real dates, no real touching anyone else. Not yet. Maybe not ever.”

“Not yet,” I echoed. The words hung there, heavier than I expected.

She caught it. “I said ‘not yet’ because I don’t want to lie to you. The idea turns me on too. A lot. But I’m not ready to cross that line. And I won’t without us both being sure. Together.”

I exhaled. “Fair. Second rule?”

“Full honesty. No secrets. If one of us starts feeling weird—jealous in a bad way, scared, guilty—we stop. We talk. Immediately. No bottling it up.”

“Agreed.”

“Third: we check in. After every time we do this. Like right now. How are you feeling? Really.”

I thought about it. “Turned on. Satisfied. A little raw. And… afraid I’ll want more. That the fantasy won’t be enough forever.”

She didn’t flinch. “That’s honest. Thank you.” She leaned down, kissed me softly—gentle, reassuring. “I’m turned on too. Satisfied. A little raw. And yes—part of me wonders what it would feel like for real. But I love our life more than I love the fantasy. If it ever threatens that, we shut it down. Full stop.”

I pulled her closer, wrapped my arms around her. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” She settled back against me, head tucked under my chin. “We’re still Mr. and Mrs. Average. Mortgage, school runs, arguing over whose turn it is to empty the bins. This is just… spice. Extra heat. Not a replacement.”

“Yeah.” I kissed the top of her head. “Spice.”

We lay quiet for a while. Her breathing slowed toward sleep, but my mind wouldn’t quiet. The rules felt solid—necessary, even comforting—but they didn’t erase the undercurrent. The way my cock had throbbed when she described another man inside her. The way I’d fucked her harder because of it. The way the word “yet” lingered in the air like an invitation.

I loved her. Deeply. The thought of losing her—to monotony, to resentment, to someone else—terrified me.

But the thought of her choosing me after being desired, used, satisfied by another… that terrified me in a different way. A way that made my pulse race and my body ache even now, spent and exhausted.

I stared at the ceiling crack we still hadn’t fixed. It seemed longer tonight.

Emily shifted in her sleep, murmured something incoherent, and curled tighter against me. I stroked her back, felt the steady rhythm of her heartbeat against my side.

We were still us.

But the fantasy had roots now. Deep ones.

And I wasn’t sure how long “fantasy only” would hold.


Online Exploration

The weekend after our boundary-setting talk felt deceptively calm. Saturday morning pancakes with the kids, a trip to the park, Sunday roast and a film we’d all seen before. Normal. Safe. But every time Emily caught my eye across the table or brushed past me in the kitchen, I felt it—the low hum of what we’d unleashed. She wore the navy wrap dress again on Sunday, the one that dipped low, and when she bent to pick up a toy from the floor I saw the edge of black lace. She straightened, winked, and mouthed “later” before turning back to the kids.

Later came after bedtime. We locked the door, undressed slowly, kissed like we had all the time in the world. But when we slid under the sheets, neither of us reached for the usual rhythm. Instead she curled against me, head on my chest, and asked quietly, “Have you looked online at all? Since we talked about rules?”

I hesitated. “A bit.”

She lifted her head. “Tell me.”

“Just… reading. Nothing heavy. Forums. Stories. Anonymous stuff.”

Her fingers traced my collarbone. “Did it turn you on?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “More than I expected. Made me feel less alone in this.”

She smiled—small, understanding. “Show me?”

I reached for my phone on the nightstand. Heart thudding harder than it should have. I opened the browser, went incognito—old habit—and pulled up the subreddit I’d bookmarked that first night. r/Hotwife. The front page loaded with fresh posts: thumbnails of women in lingerie, captions about dates and reclaimings, husbands thanking strangers for advice.

Emily propped herself on one elbow, eyes scanning the screen as I scrolled slowly.

“Jesus,” she murmured after a minute. “They’re so… open.”

“Yeah. No filters.”

I clicked a post titled “Our First Real Hotwife Date—What I Felt Watching from the Hotel Bar.” The OP described his wife meeting a guy from Tinder, texting updates, him waiting in the next room listening through the wall. Detailed. Graphic. The comments were a mix of encouragement, jealousy confessions, practical tips on condoms and aftercare.

Emily’s breathing had changed—shallower, quicker. She pressed her thigh against mine under the duvet.

“Keep going,” she whispered.

I scrolled to another: a wife’s post with photos (blurred faces, but clear enough—her in stockings, legs spread on a hotel bed, a stranger’s hand on her thigh). Caption: “Hubby took these while I got ready for my bull. He was so hard he came in his pants before we even left.”

I felt Emily shift beside me. Her hand slid down my stomach, under the waistband of my boxers, wrapped loosely around my cock. I was already half-hard from the images, the words.

“Read one aloud,” she said. Voice husky.

I swallowed. Chose a shorter confession thread.

“‘She came home at 1 a.m.,’” I started, voice low. “‘Lipstick smudged, hair messy. Didn’t say much at first—just climbed on top of me, still in her dress. I could smell him on her skin. Cologne, sweat, sex. She guided me inside her. She was so wet, so loose. I asked if he was bigger. She said yes. I came in under a minute. Best orgasm of my life.’”

Emily’s grip tightened. She stroked slowly, thumb circling the head where I was already leaking.

“God,” she breathed. “That’s… intense.”

I kept reading, voice rougher now. Another comment: “‘The reclaiming sex is unreal. Knowing another man was just inside her, feeling his cum mixed with hers… it’s primal.’”

She moaned softly, pressed her mouth to my neck. “Touch me.”

I slid my hand between her thighs. She was soaked—knickers pushed aside, clit swollen under my fingers. I rubbed slow circles the way she liked while I scrolled one-handed.

We didn’t speak much after that. Just breathing, touching, the phone screen lighting our faces. She came first—quiet, shuddering against my hand, biting my shoulder to muffle the sound. I followed soon after, spilling over her fingers with a low groan.

After, we lay there panting. She wiped her hand on the sheet—practical, unembarrassed—then took the phone from me.

“Let me see the account thing,” she said.

I showed her how to create a throwaway. Username: AverageHubby38. No photo, no real details. Bio: “Married 12 yrs. Exploring hotwife fantasy. New here.”

She watched me type the first post—vague, careful.

“Wife got drunk and told me about a coworker who’s a hotwife. We’ve been role-playing it in bed. The dirty talk is insane. Never thought I’d be this turned on by the idea. Anyone else start like this?”

She hit submit before I could overthink it.

“There,” she said, handing the phone back. “Now we wait.”

We didn’t wait long. Notifications started trickling in within minutes—upvotes, comments.

“‘Welcome! This is exactly how it started for us. Take it slow, communicate constantly.’”

“‘The first time she flirted for real was electric. Jealousy hurts so good.’”

“‘My wife reads these threads with me. Turns us both on. Keep going.’”

Emily curled back into me, head on my shoulder. “See? We’re not freaks. Just… people.”

“Yeah.” But my mind was spinning. The anonymity felt safe, but also dangerous—like peeking through a keyhole at lives we might one day step into.

She kissed my jaw. “This is fun. Sharing little bits. Reading together. No pressure.”

“No pressure,” I echoed.

But as she drifted toward sleep, phone still glowing faintly on the nightstand, I opened the app again. Private. Alone.

I scrolled deeper. Stories of first kisses. First touches. First full nights.

My cock twitched again—already interested despite the recent release.

I didn’t touch myself. Not yet.

But I didn’t close the app either.

The next evening—Monday, kids in bed early after a long day of school clubs—we didn’t bother with dinner cleanup or small talk. Emily poured us each a small glass of the leftover red from the weekend, then sat beside me on the sofa with her laptop balanced on the coffee table. She’d changed into one of my old T-shirts (no bra, nipples faintly visible through the worn cotton) and soft shorts. Casual. Domestic. But the air between us felt thick with intent.

She opened an incognito tab without fanfare.

“Ready?” she asked, glancing at me sideways.

I nodded, throat tight. “Yeah.”

She typed “hotwife cuckold real amateur” into the search bar. The results loaded instantly—thumbnails of grainy bedroom footage, hotel rooms, women in everyday lingerie, men holding phones or sitting in chairs. Nothing polished. No professional lighting. Just real people, real bodies, real nerves.

She clicked the top result: a 12-minute clip titled “Wife’s First Bull – Hubby Films & Reclaims.” The uploader had blurred faces, but everything else was unfiltered.

The video opened on a dimly lit hotel room. A woman—mid-30s, curvy, dark hair in a messy ponytail—stood in front of a tall, fit guy in jeans and a T-shirt. Her husband sat on the edge of the armchair maybe six feet away, phone steady in his hand. He wore boxers and a nervous half-smile.

The wife laughed softly—real, a little shaky. “You sure about this, babe?”

The husband nodded. “Yeah. Go on.”

She turned back to the other man. They kissed—slow at first, then deeper. Hands roamed. His slid under her dress, cupped her ass; hers traced the bulge in his jeans. The camera caught every detail: the way her thighs pressed together when he squeezed, the faint wet sound when he slipped fingers under her knickers.

Emily shifted beside me. Her hand found my thigh, squeezed once.

On screen, the wife dropped to her knees. She unzipped the bull slowly, pulled him out—thick, veined, already hard. She stroked him a few times, looked straight at the camera (at her husband), then took him into her mouth. No theatrical gagging—just wet, eager sucking. Slurping sounds filled the speakers. She worked him with hand and tongue, cheeks hollowing, eyes flicking between the bull and her husband.

The husband’s breathing was audible—ragged, excited. “Fuck… you look so good.”

Emily’s fingers drifted higher, brushed the growing outline in my joggers. I was hard already, aching.

The scene shifted. The bull lifted her onto the bed, pushed her dress up around her waist. No knickers—she’d gone without. He spread her legs, buried his face between them. The camera zoomed in: her pussy glistening, lips swollen, his tongue lapping broad strokes over her clit. She moaned—real, breathy, hips rocking up to meet him. “Oh God… right there…”

Her husband kept filming, free hand stroking himself through his boxers. “Tell me how it feels, baby.”

“So good… his tongue’s… fuck… different. Bigger circles. Deeper.”

Emily’s hand slipped inside my waistband, wrapped around my cock. Slow strokes. I mirrored her—pushed her shorts aside, found her soaked, rubbed her clit in tight circles.

The bull climbed up, positioned himself. The wife guided him in—slow, inch by inch. The camera caught the stretch: her lips parting around his girth, a soft gasp as he bottomed out. He started thrusting—steady, deep. Wet slapping sounds. Her breasts bounced under the dress with each stroke. She clawed at his back, legs wrapped around him.

“Harder,” she panted. “Fuck me like he can’t hear.”

The husband groaned off-camera. “I can hear. I love it.”

Emily’s strokes sped up on me. “God, look at her face… she’s lost in it.”

I rubbed faster. “Yeah. And he’s just… watching. Hard as hell.”

On screen, the wife came—loud, shuddering, thighs quaking around the bull. He didn’t stop—pounded through her orgasm until he pulled out, stroked himself twice, and came across her stomach in thick ropes. She smeared it with her fingers, looked at the camera, smiled shakily. “Your turn, baby.”

The husband set the phone down (still recording), climbed on. He slid into her easily—visibly slick from the other man’s precum and her own wetness. He fucked her hard, fast, possessive. “You’re still mine,” he growled. “Feel how wet you are from him?”

“Yes—fuck—yours—always—”

He came quickly—deep inside her, groaning her name. They kissed after, messy and tender, while the bull dressed quietly in the background.

The video ended. Silence except our breathing.

Emily paused the laptop, turned to me. Eyes dark, pupils blown. “That was… real.”

“Yeah.” My voice cracked. “No script. Just them.”

She pushed me back against the sofa cushions, straddled my lap. Pulled her T-shirt off—breasts bare, nipples hard. She ground down on my cock through the fabric.

“Tell me what you saw,” she whispered. “Narrate it like it’s us.”

I gripped her hips. “You in that hotel room. Wearing that black dress. Kissing him. Dropping to your knees. Taking his cock in your mouth while I film. Looking at me the whole time.”

She moaned, rocked faster. “Keep going.”

“You spread for him. He eats you until you come on his tongue. Then he fucks you—deep, stretching you. You moan his name. I’m watching, stroking myself, jealous and so fucking hard.”

Emily reached between us, shoved my joggers down, guided me inside her. She was dripping—hot, slick, ready. She sank down fully, gasped.

“Then he comes on you. Marks you. And I take you back. Slide into your used pussy. Feel how loose he left you. Fuck you until you scream my name.”

She rode me hard—hips snapping, breasts bouncing. I thrust up to meet her, hands on her ass, pulling her down deeper.

“Say it,” she panted. “Tell me you’d let me.”

“I’d let you,” I growled. “I’d watch him fuck you. Then reclaim you. Fill you again. Make you mine.”

She came first—clenching tight, shuddering, a broken cry tearing from her throat. I followed seconds later—buried deep, pulsing inside her, groaning against her neck.

We stayed like that, joined, breathing hard. She kissed me slow—tender now, post-storm.

“That was… vivid,” she murmured.

“Yeah.” I stroked her back. “Too real?”

She shook her head. “Just right. Makes the fantasy feel… possible.”

We didn’t speak much after. She curled against me on the sofa, laptop forgotten. The room smelled of sex and wine.

But as she dozed against my shoulder, my mind replayed the video in loops. Not just the acts—the looks. The husband’s mix of pain and hunger. The wife’s abandon. The way reclaiming looked like love.

Emily stirred, mumbled, “We should watch another sometime.”

I kissed her forehead. “Yeah. Sometime.”

But I already knew I’d be searching alone later—when the house was quiet, when she slept.

The door we’d cracked open felt wider tonight.

The changes didn’t announce themselves with fanfare. They slipped in quietly over the next few days, like the first hints of spring after a long winter—small, easy to miss if you weren’t paying attention.

On Tuesday morning Emily stood in front of the wardrobe longer than usual. She pulled out a blouse I hadn’t seen in years: white silk, slightly sheer, the kind that clung when she moved. She paired it with a pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ended just above the knee—professional enough for the office, but tighter than her usual loose trousers or A-line dresses. When she buttoned the blouse, she left the top two undone, revealing a sliver of black lace bra underneath.

She caught me watching in the mirror. “Too much?”

I swallowed. “No. Looks good. Really good.”

She smiled—slow, knowing—then applied lipstick, a deeper red than her everyday nude. “Thought I’d feel a bit more… confident today.”

She kissed me goodbye in the hallway, longer than usual, her hand brushing my cock through my trousers just enough to leave me half-hard as she walked out the door.

The first selfie arrived at 10:47 a.m. I was in a budget meeting, phone on silent. When I checked it during a break: Emily in the office bathroom mirror, blouse tugged open to show more cleavage than the morning glimpse, caption: “Coffee break. Thinking about how you’d look at me if you were here. 😈”

My cock twitched instantly. I had to step into the corridor, lean against the wall, and breathe through it. Colleagues walked past; I nodded like everything was normal.

That evening she came home buzzing—not drunk, just energised. The kids were doing homework; we talked in the kitchen while I chopped vegetables.

“So,” she said, leaning against the counter, “Mark from sales complimented my outfit today. Said the blouse was ‘very flattering.’ He lingered a second too long looking.”

I paused mid-chop. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She bit her lip. “I smiled. Said thank you. Felt his eyes on me when I walked away. It was… nice. Made me wet thinking about telling you.”

I set the knife down. My heart hammered. “You’re teasing me.”

“Only a little.” She stepped closer, pressed her body to mine. “But it worked, didn’t it? You’re hard already.”

She was right. I pulled her into the pantry—door half-closed, kids still upstairs—and kissed her hard. My hand slid under her skirt, found her knickers damp. I rubbed her through the fabric; she moaned softly against my mouth.

“Tell me more,” I whispered.

“He brushed my arm when he passed my desk later. Accidental, maybe. But I didn’t move away.”

I slipped my fingers under the lace, found her clit. She gasped, rocked against my hand.

“Keep going.”

“That’s it. Just a brush. But I imagined it wasn’t accidental. Imagined him sliding his hand higher after hours…”

We didn’t finish there—the kids called down for help with maths—but the promise hung between us all through dinner.

Wednesday brought another selfie: Emily at her desk, legs crossed, skirt ridden up just enough to show thigh-high stockings. Caption: “Wore these for confidence. And maybe to see if anyone notices. Only you get the full view tonight.”

I spent the afternoon distracted, cock throbbing intermittently. When she got home she changed into the stockings again—kept them on under leggings for dinner—then stripped slowly in our room later.

“Touch yourself while I tell you,” she said, lying back on the bed, legs spread, fingers tracing her own nipples through the silk blouse she’d worn all day.

I knelt between her thighs, stroked myself slow while she spoke.

“A new guy in finance—Tom—asked me for coffee this afternoon. Just work stuff. But he held the lift door for me, stood close. I could smell his aftershave. Felt his eyes drop to my chest when I bent to pick up a dropped pen.”

Her hand drifted down, rubbed her clit in slow circles.

“I let him look. Didn’t adjust the blouse. Felt powerful. Wet. Thinking the whole time: Alex would love hearing this.”

I stroked faster. “What else?”

“He walked me back to my desk. Brushed my lower back guiding me through the door. Lingered. I didn’t step away.”

She came first—quiet, shuddering, thighs clamping around her own hand. I followed, spilling over my fist with a choked groan.

After, we cleaned up, cuddled under the duvet. She traced my chest.

“This is just practice,” she whispered. “Outfits. Smiles. Little touches. No crossing lines. But God, the way it makes you look at me… it’s addictive.”

I kissed her forehead. “It’s working.”

The rest of the week followed the pattern. Thursday: a low-cut top, a selfie from the car park showing stocking tops. Friday: lipstick reapplied mid-afternoon, a voice note instead of text—“Just flirted back a little with Mark. Told him the blouse was new. He said it suits me. Coming home to my favourite man now.”

Each one landed like a spark. Pride swelled when I pictured her confident, desired. Jealousy twisted sharp when I imagined the looks, the brushes. Arousal drowned both—cock hard at work, in the shower, waiting for her key in the lock.

Our sex stayed intense—quickies in the pantry, slow fucks after the kids slept, always laced with her recounting the day’s small adventures. No real lines crossed. Just the tease. The build.

But every night, after she fell asleep curled against me, I’d open the phone. Scroll the subreddit. Read the escalation stories—first compliments, first touches, first kisses.

The habits were new. The want was old. And it was growing.


The First Test

The following week felt like the calm before something inevitable. Emily’s “practice” habits had settled into a rhythm—sexier tops on Wednesdays and Fridays, teasing selfies mid-afternoon, casual mentions of compliments or brushes at work that she dropped into conversation like breadcrumbs. Each one landed, stoking the low fire we’d been tending. We fucked harder, talked dirtier, but always pulled back to the rules: fantasy only, full honesty, no real lines crossed.

Then, on Thursday evening, she dropped the first real test.

We were in the kitchen after the kids had gone upstairs to read. Emily leaned against the counter sipping tea, still in her work clothes—a fitted blouse and the pencil skirt that had become a favourite. She looked at me over the rim of her mug.

“So,” she said casually, “the team’s doing happy hour tomorrow after work. Nothing big—just drinks at The Red Lion around the corner from the office. Probably finish by nine or ten.”

I paused mid-wipe of the counter. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She set the mug down, crossed her arms under her breasts—deliberately, I thought. “I was thinking of going. First one in a while. The girls have been asking why I’ve been bailing.”

My stomach did a slow flip. Not fear, exactly. Something sharper—anticipation laced with nerves.

“You should go,” I said, trying for neutral. “Have fun.”

She studied me for a beat. “You sure? Because I could come straight home. Or…”

“Or?”

She stepped closer, voice dropping. “I could go. Have a few drinks. Flirt a little—if the mood’s right. Send you updates. Photos. Let you know who’s looking, who’s talking. Then come home and tell you everything while you fuck me senseless.”

The words landed like a punch—low, hot. My cock stirred instantly.

I swallowed. “That’s… crossing into real territory.”

“Not really.” She reached out, brushed her fingers along my arm. “No touching. No kissing. Just… being noticed. Letting it happen. Texting you so you’re part of it. Then coming home to you. Reclaiming.”

I could picture it too clearly: her at the bar, laughing, skirt riding up when she sat, some guy—Mark, or Tom, or a new face—leaning in, buying her a drink, eyes dropping to her cleavage. Her sending me a selfie with flushed cheeks and a caption like “He’s staring. Thinking of you.”

My heart hammered. Jealousy twisted sharp, but arousal drowned it.

“Okay,” I said finally. Voice rough. “Go. Text me. Photos if you can. But if anything feels off—”

“I stop. I come home. Or I call you.” She squeezed my hand. “Rules still apply. This is just… the next level of practice.”

We didn’t fuck that night—both too wired, too aware of what tomorrow would bring. Instead we kissed slow and deep on the sofa, hands roaming but stopping short of release. Building tension. Saving it.

Friday dragged. Work felt pointless—spreadsheets blurring as my mind replayed scenarios. At lunch I checked my phone obsessively. Nothing yet.

Then, at 4:32 p.m., the first text arrived.

Emily: Heading to the pub soon. Wore the black lace set under the blouse you like. Feeling naughty. Wish you were here to see. 💋

Attached: a discreet selfie in the office toilet mirror—blouse unbuttoned one extra, hint of lace bra visible, lips parted in a teasing smile.

I had to step into the stairwell, lean against the wall, adjust myself. Hard already. Pulse racing.

Me: Fuck. You look incredible. Have fun. Tell me everything.

Emily: I will. Promise. First drink incoming. ❤️

The next hour crawled. I left work early, picked up the kids, made dinner on autopilot. They chattered about school; I nodded, half-listening, phone face-up on the counter.

6:15 p.m. Another text.

Emily: At the table with Sarah and a few others. Mark’s here. Bought the first round. He complimented my hair. Said it looks nice down. (It’s down, by the way. For you.)

Photo: group shot—blurry, casual. Emily in the centre, glass raised, cheeks already pink from the first gin. Mark beside her, smiling too wide, eyes on her.

My stomach clenched. Pride (she looked stunning), jealousy (his eyes), arousal (she was doing this for us).

Me: He’s right. You look fucking hot. Keep going. What’s he saying?

Emily: Mostly work shit. But he keeps finding excuses to lean in. His knee brushed mine under the table. Accidental? Maybe not. I didn’t move away.

I groaned aloud—quiet enough the kids didn’t notice. I replied:

Me: Good girl. Tell me if he does it again.

The updates came faster after that.

7:02: Second drink. He asked if I’m seeing anyone tonight. I said “just the girls… and my husband at home.” He laughed. Said lucky guy.

Photo: close-up of her hand holding the gin glass, nails painted red (new, I realised), background blurred but Mark’s arm visible, close.

7:38: Dancing now—nothing crazy, just pub tunes. He pulled me up for one song. Hands on my waist. Spun me. Felt his chest against my back for a second. Smells nice. Cologne. Not yours.

No photo this time—just text. My cock throbbed painfully. I slipped upstairs to the bathroom, locked the door, palmed myself through my jeans for a minute to take the edge off. Didn’t come. Saved it.

8:14: Getting loud here. He’s flirting properly now. Told me I look “dangerous” in this skirt. I laughed, said dangerous is my middle name. He said he’d like to find out.

My hands shook typing back.

Me: Jesus. You wet?

Emily: Soaked. Thinking about coming home to you. About how hard you’ll be. How you’ll fuck me while I tell you every detail.

Me: Soon?

Emily: Another half hour. Then I’m out. Promise.

The next forty minutes were torture. I put the kids to bed, read them stories with half my brain elsewhere. Phone buzzed again at 8:55.

Emily: Leaving now. He walked me to the door. Hugged me goodbye. Held a second too long. Whispered “See you Monday.” I felt him hard against my hip. Came straight to the car.

Last photo: selfie in the car park—cheeks flushed, lipstick slightly smudged from drinks or the hug, eyes glassy and bright. Caption: Coming home to reclaim me? 🔥

I typed back one word.

Me: Hurry.

I waited in the living room, lights low, heart pounding. The anticipation felt like the edge of a cliff—terrifying, exhilarating.

The front door clicked open at 9:17. I heard her heels on the hall tiles—slightly uneven from the drinks—then the soft thud of her bag hitting the floor. The kids were long asleep; the house was quiet except for my own heartbeat thudding in my ears.

Emily appeared in the living-room doorway. Cheeks flushed, eyes glassy and bright, hair a little mussed from the wind or from dancing. Her blouse was untucked on one side, skirt wrinkled where she’d sat for hours. She looked beautifully wrecked—tipsy, turned on, mine.

“Hey,” she said, voice low and husky. She kicked off her heels right there, padded barefoot across the carpet toward me.

I stood from the sofa, cock already straining against my jeans. “You’re home.”

“I’m home.” She stopped inches away, smelling of gin, lime, perfume, and something faintly masculine—cologne that wasn’t mine. “And I’ve got stories.”

My mouth went dry. “Tell me.”

She reached up, cupped my face, kissed me slow and deep. Her tongue tasted of alcohol and want. When she pulled back, she took my hand and led me to the sofa. Pushed me down gently, then straddled my lap without sitting fully—just hovering, teasing.

“First,” she said, fingers tracing my jaw, “Mark bought the first round. Gin and tonic. He stood close at the bar—arm brushing mine. Looked down my blouse when I leaned forward to pay. Didn’t even try to hide it.”

I gripped her hips. “You let him look.”

“I let him.” She rocked once, lightly, against my erection. “Felt his eyes on my tits. Made my nipples hard. I knew you’d love that.”

I groaned. “Keep going.”

She unbuttoned the top of her blouse—slowly—revealing the black lace bra she’d texted about. “Then we sat. His knee pressed mine under the table. I didn’t move. After the second drink he did it again—higher this time. Thigh against thigh. Warm. Firm. I crossed my legs toward him, let the skirt ride up a little. He noticed.”

My hands slid under her skirt, found the tops of her thighs. Skin hot, slightly damp from the pub heat or arousal. I squeezed.

“He bought the third round too,” she continued. “When he came back he sat closer. Arm along the back of the booth. Fingers brushed my shoulder. Casual. But deliberate. I turned into it—let him play with my hair. He said it looked sexy down. I said thank you. Leaned in so he could smell my perfume.”

I tugged her closer, ground up against her. She was soaked through her knickers—I could feel the wet heat against my jeans.

“Fuck, Em…”

“On the dance floor,” she whispered, rocking harder now, “he pulled me up. Hands on my waist. Pulled me against him. I felt him—hard—pressing into my hip. We moved slow. His breath on my neck. Whispered something stupid about how good I smelled. I laughed. Pressed back just enough to feel him twitch.”

Jealousy stabbed sharp—white-hot—but it only made me harder. I yanked her blouse open the rest of the way, shoved the cups of her bra down. Her breasts spilled out—nipples tight, flushed. I took one in my mouth, sucked hard. She moaned, arched.

“He hugged me goodbye outside,” she panted. “Arms tight. Held longer than friendly. I felt every inch of him against me—thick, hard. He whispered ‘See you Monday’ like a promise. I walked to the car with his cologne on my skin and my knickers soaked.”

I flipped her onto her back on the sofa—rougher than usual. She gasped, legs spreading automatically. I shoved her skirt up around her waist, yanked her knickers aside. She was dripping—glistening, swollen. I rubbed my thumb over her clit once, hard; she bucked.

“Tell me again,” I growled. “While I fuck you. Every detail.”

I freed my cock, positioned at her entrance. She nodded frantically.

I thrust in—deep, one stroke. She cried out, nails digging into my shoulders.

“He looked at my tits,” she gasped as I started moving—hard, possessive strokes. “Wanted to touch them. I arched my back so he could see more.”

I slammed in again. “Like this?”

“Yes—fuck—harder. His knee against my thigh. I wanted to spread for him.”

I hooked her legs over my arms, folded her, drove deeper. The sofa creaked under us.

“His hand in my hair,” she moaned. “Pulling me close. I imagined him kissing me. Tongue in my mouth.”

I kissed her then—brutal, claiming. Tongue deep. She whimpered into it.

“His cock against my hip,” she continued when we broke apart. “Thick. Hard. I wanted to feel it inside me.”

The words broke something in me. I fucked her faster—punishing, relentless. Headboard (well, sofa back) banging the wall. She clawed my back, met every thrust.

“But you came home,” I rasped. “To me.”

“To you—always to you—”

I reached between us, rubbed her clit in frantic circles. “Come for me. Come thinking about him wanting you—and me taking you back.”

She shattered—loud, shuddering, pussy clamping down so tight I nearly lost it. Her cry was muffled against my shoulder, thighs quaking.

I didn’t stop. Flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, entered from behind. Deeper angle. She pushed back, ass in the air.

“Reclaim me,” she begged. “Fuck his cologne off me. Fuck his hug out of me.”

I gripped her hair—gentle but firm—tugged her head back. Slammed in hard. Over and over.

“You’re mine,” I growled. “No one else gets this.”

“Yours—fuck—yours—”

I came hard—deep inside her, pulsing, groaning her name like a claim. My hips jerked with aftershocks until I collapsed over her back, both of us slick and trembling.

We stayed like that a minute—breathing ragged. Then I eased out, rolled us so she was curled against my chest on the sofa. Her skirt still bunched, blouse open, bra askew. Beautifully used.

She kissed my jaw. “That was… intense.”

“Yeah.” I stroked her hair. “You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She looked up, eyes soft now. “It was just flirting. No lines crossed. But telling you… feeling you react like that… God.”

I kissed her forehead. “Same. Jealous as hell. Turned on as hell.”

She smiled. “Good mix?”

“Perfect mix.”

We didn’t move for a while—just held each other, hearts slowing. The house was quiet again. Normal life waited upstairs.

But tonight had shifted something. The test wasn’t just passed.

It was addictive.

We didn’t move for what felt like ages. Emily stayed draped over me on the sofa, skirt still rucked around her waist, blouse hanging open, bra shoved down. My jeans were around my thighs, cock softening inside her, cum slowly leaking out between us. The room smelled of sex, gin on her breath, and the faint trace of another man’s cologne clinging to her skin and hair. It should have made me angry. Instead it made my chest ache in a way that was equal parts pain and hunger.

She lifted her head eventually, rested her forehead against mine. Her breathing was still uneven.

“That was… a lot,” she whispered.

“Yeah.” My voice came out rough. I stroked her back in slow circles—the same motion I used when she had a bad day at work or when one of the kids was sick. Ordinary comfort in an extraordinary moment. “You all right?”

She nodded against me. “Better than all right. My legs are shaking. And I feel… full. Of you. Of everything we just said.” She paused, then softer: “Did I go too far? With the details?”

I thought about it. Really thought. The jealousy still simmered—hot, uncomfortable—but it wasn’t the kind that made me want to fight or shut down. It was the kind that made me want to hold her tighter, fuck her again, mark every inch of her until no trace of anyone else remained.

“No,” I said finally. “It was perfect. Hearing it all—his knee, his hands, his cock against you… it hurt. In a good way. Made me want to claim you harder. And I did.”

She smiled—small, tired, satisfied. “I felt it. Every thrust. Like you were erasing him.”

“You came so hard thinking about it,” I murmured, thumb brushing her cheek. “About him wanting you. About me taking you back.”

“I did.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “Because it was safe. Because it was us. Because I knew you’d be here waiting—hard, jealous, loving me.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I was scared, though. For a second, when you said his name in the text… I thought maybe you’d stay longer. Maybe cross a line.”

Emily pulled back enough to look me in the eyes. Serious now. “I wouldn’t. Not without us talking first. Not without both of us wanting it. That hug? The hardness against my hip? It was thrilling. Made me wet. But I left. Came straight home. To you.”

I nodded. Relief washed through me, mixing with the lingering adrenaline. “I know. I trust you. I just… the fantasy’s getting realer. Faster than I expected.”

“Same.” She traced my jaw with her fingertip. “When he whispered ‘See you Monday,’ part of me imagined what Monday could look like. Him leaning over my desk. Asking me out for coffee. Me saying yes. Just to see how it felt.”

My cock twitched inside her—still half-hard, responding even after everything. She felt it, clenched around me once, deliberate.

“But I didn’t say yes,” she continued. “I said ‘Maybe another time’ and walked away. Because right now? This is enough. More than enough.”

I pulled her down for a slow kiss—gentle this time. No urgency. Just connection. When we parted, I asked the question that had been circling since the first text.

“Do you want more? Next time?”

She was quiet for a beat. Then: “I want to keep pushing the tease. A little further each time. More flirting. More touches—if it feels right. More texts. More stories for you. But I don’t want to fuck anyone else yet. Not ready. And I won’t until we both are. Together.”

“Together,” I echoed. The word felt solid. Anchoring.

She shifted, eased off me carefully. Cum trickled down her thigh; she didn’t rush to clean it. Just sat beside me, pulled the throw blanket over our laps, curled into my side.

“I love how possessive you get,” she murmured. “The way you said ‘mine’ while you were inside me. It’s hot. And it makes me feel safe. Wanted.”

“You are.” I kissed her temple. “Always.”

We sat in silence a while longer. The clock ticked. Somewhere upstairs, the house creaked as it settled. Normal sounds. Our normal life waiting just beyond this bubble.

Eventually she yawned. “I should shower. Smell like a pub and sex.”

“Stay a minute,” I said. “Just like this.”

She did. Head on my shoulder, hand resting over my heart.

After a few minutes she spoke again—voice sleepy but curious. “Next happy hour… maybe I let him buy me one more drink. Maybe I let his hand linger on my lower back a second longer. Maybe I text you from the bathroom: ‘He’s hard again. Thinking about you watching.’”

My pulse kicked up. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She smiled against my neck. “Then come home. Tell you. Let you fuck the memory out of me again.”

I groaned softly. “You’re going to kill me.”

“Good way to go.”

We laughed—quiet, shared. Then she stood, offered her hand.

“Come shower with me. We’ll clean up. Then bed. Tomorrow’s Saturday—no rush.”

I took her hand. Followed her upstairs.

In the bathroom, under the hot spray, we washed each other slowly—soap suds over her breasts, my hands between her thighs, rinsing away the night. No sex this time. Just closeness. Tenderness after the storm.

In bed, clean and dry, she curled into me like always. One leg over mine, head on my chest.

“Love you,” she mumbled, already drifting.

“Love you too.”

She fell asleep fast. I lay awake longer, staring at the ceiling crack.


Emotional Hurdles

Saturday morning started like any other. Sunlight through the curtains, the smell of coffee drifting upstairs, kids’ voices already arguing over cartoons downstairs. Emily slept in—still recovering from the late night and the intensity—and I let her. I needed the quiet anyway.

I made breakfast on autopilot: scrambled eggs, toast, juice for the kids. They ate quickly, then vanished to play in the garden. I cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher, then sat at the kitchen island with my phone.

I told myself I was just checking messages.

I opened the subreddit instead.

The front page had fresh posts: success stories mostly—wives glowing in after-date selfies, husbands thanking the community for support. But I scrolled deeper, past the highlights, into the darker threads. Ones with titles like “Regret After Her First Time—How Do I Stop This?” or “She Says It’s Just Sex, But I Can’t Look at Her the Same.”

I clicked the first one.

The OP described his wife’s first full encounter: everything consensual, communication perfect, reclaiming sex explosive. Then the aftermath. Sleepless nights. Flashbacks to her moans for another man. Insecurity creeping in—comparing sizes, techniques, wondering if she secretly preferred the other guy. Comments were mixed: some supportive (“It passes, give it time”), others cautionary (“We stopped after two. The damage was done”).

Another thread: “Hotwife Lifestyle Ruined Our Marriage—Warning to Newbies.” Detailed account of jealousy turning toxic, arguments, therapy, eventual separation. The husband wrote: “I thought I could handle it. I couldn’t. Every time she came home smiling, I saw someone else in her eyes.”

My stomach twisted. I kept reading—stories of wives pulling away emotionally, husbands becoming obsessive, boundaries blurring until they dissolved. One guy said his wife started seeing her bull without telling him. Another admitted he’d pushed too hard, pressured her into more than she wanted, and now she resented him.

I closed the app. Heart pounding. Coffee tasted bitter.

Emily came down around ten, hair tousled, wearing my old hoodie and leggings. She kissed my cheek, poured herself a mug, sat beside me.

“Morning, hero,” she said, voice still sleepy. “You look serious.”

I forced a smile. “Just thinking.”

“About last night?”

“Yeah.” I hesitated, then opened the phone again. “I was reading some threads. The… not-so-happy endings.”

She set her mug down. “And?”

I turned the screen toward her. Showed her the regret post. She read silently for a minute, brow furrowing.

“Shit,” she murmured. “That’s heavy.”

“Yeah.” I rubbed my face. “Made me wonder if we’re heading there. If this is just the honeymoon phase. If one day I wake up and can’t look at you without seeing him. Or if you decide the thrill’s better than the routine.”

Emily reached for my hand. Squeezed. “Alex. Look at me.”

I did.

“We’re not them,” she said firmly. “We talk. We check in. We have rules. Last night was fun—really fun—but it didn’t change how I feel about you. About us. About our life.”

“I know.” But the doubt lingered. “It’s just… reading those stories. People start like us. Slow. Controlled. Then it escalates. Someone gets hurt.”

She nodded slowly. “I get it. I’ve thought about it too. What if the fantasy stops being enough? What if I want more than teasing? What if you can’t handle it when it’s real?”

The words hung between us—honest, uncomfortable.

“I don’t want to lose you,” I said quietly. “To this. To monotony. To someone else.”

“You won’t.” She leaned in, kissed me softly. “But I’m scared too. Scared of pushing too far. Scared of hurting you. That’s why we go slow. That’s why we talk like this.”

I exhaled. “Maybe we should pause. Take a break. Let it cool off.”

She considered it. “If that’s what you need, yes. But… I don’t think pausing fixes the doubt. It just delays it. We face it together. Or we stop entirely.”

I looked at her—really looked. The woman who still packed the kids’ lunches with little notes. Who laughed at my terrible dad jokes. Who came home last night flushed and excited, but chose me. Chose us.

“I don’t want to stop,” I admitted. “I just… need to know we’re not going to end up like those posts.”

“We won’t.” She stood, pulled me up with her. Wrapped her arms around my waist. “Because we’re us. Average, boring, mortgage-paying us. And we talk. We check in. We love each other more than the thrill.”

I held her tight. Felt her heartbeat against mine. Steady. Familiar.

The kids burst in then—demanding snacks, breaking the moment. Emily laughed, ruffled their hair, sent them back outside with apples.

When the door closed again, she turned back to me.

“Tonight,” she said. “After they’re asleep. No fantasies. No teasing. Just us. Vanilla. Slow. Remind ourselves what the foundation feels like.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I’d like that.”

She kissed me once more—gentle, reassuring. “We’re okay. We’ll keep being okay.”

I wanted to believe her.

But as she walked away to join the kids in the garden, I opened the phone again. Just one more thread.

The doubt didn’t vanish. It settled deeper. Quiet. Persistent. Waiting.

Saturday evening arrived softer than expected. The kids were exhausted from the garden and an impromptu water fight; they went down early, lights out by 7:30. The house felt unusually peaceful—rain tapping the windows, the faint hum of the fridge, no screens or arguments. Just us.

Emily suggested we eat in the living room instead of the kitchen table. She made simple pasta—tomato sauce from a jar, garlic bread from the freezer, a bottle of the cheap red we kept for nights like this. No candles, no playlist. Just plates on laps, feet tangled under the throw blanket, the TV on low with some mindless crime drama neither of us paid much attention to.

We talked about ordinary things. The leaky tap in the bathroom we still hadn’t fixed. The school trip coming up. Whether we should repaint the hallway. It felt deliberate—like we were reminding ourselves of the life we’d built before the fantasies took root.

After we cleared the plates, Emily stood, offered her hand. “Bed?”

I took it. We climbed the stairs slowly, pausing halfway so she could lean back against me, my arms around her waist, chin on her shoulder. She smelled like shampoo and the faint garlic on her breath. Familiar. Comforting.

In the bedroom we undressed without rush. No stripping show, no dirty talk. Just shedding clothes onto the chair like always—her leggings inside out, my T-shirt tossed over the lamp. She slipped under the duvet in her faded university hoodie and knickers; I joined in boxers. We faced each other on our sides, knees touching, hands finding familiar places: mine on her hip, hers on my chest over my heart.

She kissed me first—slow, open-mouthed, no urgency. Tongues sliding lazily, tasting wine and toothpaste. I cupped her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone. She sighed into my mouth, pressed closer until her breasts flattened against my chest through the hoodie fabric.

We took our time. I kissed down her neck, the spot below her ear that always made her shiver. She did—small, involuntary—and arched just enough to let me pull the hoodie over her head. Her breasts were bare underneath; nipples already tight from the cool air and anticipation. I took one in my mouth, sucked gently, tongue circling. She threaded her fingers through my hair, held me there, breathing soft encouragements.

“God, Alex… just like that.”

I moved lower—kisses across her stomach, the faint stretch marks from the kids that she used to be self-conscious about but now just were. I hooked my fingers in her knickers, eased them down her thighs. She lifted her hips to help, then kicked them off. I settled between her legs, kissed the inside of each thigh, worked my way in.

When my tongue found her clit—slow laps, no rush—she moaned low, hips rocking gently. She tasted like her—musky, sweet, aroused. I licked in steady circles, slipped two fingers inside, curled them against that spot. Her breathing hitched; thighs trembled around my ears.

She came quietly—back arching, a soft cry muffled into her own arm. Her walls pulsed around my fingers; wetness coated my chin. I kept going through it, gentle now, until she tugged me up.

“Your turn,” she whispered.

She pushed me onto my back, straddled my thighs. Her hair fell forward like a curtain as she kissed down my chest, stomach, then took me in her mouth. Slow, deep, no teasing—just loving attention. Tongue swirling, hand stroking the base. I groaned, fingers in her hair—not guiding, just holding on.

She pulled off before I got too close, crawled up my body, positioned herself over me. Guided me inside her in one slow glide. We both sighed as she sank down fully—hot, wet, perfect fit.

She rode me gently—long, rolling strokes, hips circling. I gripped her waist, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts. She leaned down, kissed me deep, tongues matching the rhythm below.

No words at first. Just breath, skin on skin, the wet sounds of us moving together. Then she broke the kiss, forehead against mine.

“I love this,” she murmured. “Just us. No stories. No games. You inside me. Feeling everything.”

“Me too.” I thrust up to meet her—slow, deep. “Love you. So much.”

We stayed like that a long time—lazy, tender, building slowly. Her breathing grew ragged; I felt her tighten around me. I reached between us, rubbed her clit in the small circles she loved. She gasped, ground down harder.

“Come with me,” she whispered.

I did. The orgasm rolled through us together—quiet, intense, shared. She clenched around me; I pulsed deep inside her, groaning her name against her neck. We shuddered through the aftershocks, holding each other tight.

After, she collapsed onto my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, stroked her back in long sweeps. We stayed joined a while longer, softening, breathing in sync.

Eventually she lifted her head. “Feel better?”

“Yeah.” I kissed her forehead. “The doubt… it’s still there. But this helps. Reminds me why we’re doing any of it. To feel closer. Not to replace this.”

She nodded. “Exactly. The spice is fun. But the meal is us.”

We laughed softly at the metaphor—silly, but true.

She eased off me, grabbed a tissue from the nightstand to clean up. We settled under the duvet properly—her curled into my side, leg thrown over mine, head on my chest.

As her breathing slowed toward sleep, a small thought slipped in. Uninvited.

What if next time… she let him kiss her? Just once. Just to feel it. Then came home and told me. Let me taste him on her lips while I fucked her.

The image hit low in my gut—jealousy, arousal, want. My cock twitched against her thigh despite the recent release.

She felt it. Mumbled sleepily, “You’re thinking about it again.”

I swallowed. “A little.”

She pressed a lazy kiss to my collarbone. “Tomorrow. We can talk about tomorrow.”

Then she was asleep—soft snores, warm weight against me.

I stared at the ceiling crack.

The reconnection had worked. The foundation felt solid again.

But the fantasies hadn’t gone. They’d just waited. Patient. Hungry.

Sunday morning felt quieter than usual. Rain still tapped the windows, the kids were glued to cartoons downstairs, and we stayed in bed longer than normal—coffee mugs on the nightstands, duvet pulled high against the chill. Emily lay on her side facing me, propped on one elbow, hair messy from sleep. She looked soft in the grey light, no makeup, just the woman I’d married twelve years ago.

We hadn’t spoken much since last night’s vanilla reconnection. The silence wasn’t tense—just thoughtful. Necessary.

She broke it first.

“How are you feeling this morning?” she asked quietly. “Really.”

I exhaled through my nose. “Better. Last night helped. A lot. Felt like us again. But the doubt’s still there. Like background noise.”

She nodded, reached out, laced her fingers through mine. “Tell me what the noise is saying.”

I stared at the ceiling crack—longer now, or maybe it just felt that way. “That we’re playing with fire. That those forum stories are warnings, not exceptions. That one day the jealousy won’t turn into hot sex—it’ll just turn into pain. Or resentment. Or distance.”

Emily listened without interrupting. When I finished, she squeezed my hand.

“I hear you,” she said. “And I’m scared of the same things. But here’s what I know: this isn’t about replacing you. Or us. It’s about adding. About feeling desired again—not just by you, but by the world. And then choosing you. Every time. That choice… it makes our sex hotter. Our connection deeper. Because it’s deliberate.”

I turned my head to look at her. “You really believe that?”

“I do.” She shifted closer, rested her head on my shoulder. “Remember when we first got married? Everything felt urgent. Electric. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Life got in the way—kids, jobs, routine—and that spark dulled. Not gone. Just… quieter. This fantasy? It’s waking it up. Making me feel sexy again. Making you see me that way too. And when I come home to you—wet, buzzing from being noticed—I want you more than ever. Because you’re the one I choose.”

Her words settled something in my chest. Not erased the doubt, but quieted it.

“And the risk?” I asked.

“The risk is real,” she admitted. “But we’re not reckless. We talk. We set rules. We check in. If it ever stops feeling good—if it starts hurting more than it excites—we stop. Full stop. No second chances on that. Our marriage comes first. Always.”

I nodded slowly. “Okay. I can live with that.”

She smiled—small, relieved. “Good. Because I don’t want to lose this either. The way you look at me when I tell you about a compliment. The way you fuck me like you’re staking a claim. It’s primal. It’s us.”

We lay quiet a minute. Rain pattered. Kids laughed downstairs.

Then she propped herself up again, mischief creeping into her eyes.

“Want to try something small? To ease back in. No pressure. Just us.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She reached into the nightstand drawer, pulled out one of my old ties—the navy one I wore to interviews. “Blindfold. You wear it. I touch you. And I describe… a hypothetical. What might happen if we pushed a little further. But it stays words. Stays here. Safe.”

My pulse kicked up. “Okay.”

She straddled my hips, leaned down, tied the fabric gently over my eyes. Darkness settled—soft, complete. I felt her shift, heard her hoodie drop to the floor. Then her hands on my chest—warm, slow circles.

“Imagine,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear, “next happy hour. I stay later. Mark walks me to my car again. This time he doesn’t just hug. He backs me against the door. Kisses me. Slow. Deep. Tongue sliding against mine. I taste the beer on him. His hands slide up my sides, cup my breasts through the blouse. Pinch my nipples until I gasp into his mouth.”

My cock hardened instantly against her thigh. She rocked gently, letting me feel her heat through her knickers.

“I let him,” she continued. “Just for a minute. Just to feel wanted. Then I push him back. Say ‘Not tonight.’ Get in the car. Drive home with my lips swollen, my knickers soaked, thinking about you the whole way.”

Her hand wrapped around my cock—slow strokes. I groaned, hips lifting.

“When I walk through the door,” she murmured, “you’re waiting. Hard. Jealous. Hungry. You kiss me. Taste him on my tongue. And you fuck me right there in the hall. Hard. Possessive. Reminding me who I belong to.”

She guided me inside her—slow, inch by inch. I groaned at the wet heat enveloping me. She started riding—gentle rolls, matching her words.

“You feel how wet I am? From his kiss. From thinking about you. And now you’re inside me. Reclaiming every inch.”

I gripped her hips, thrust up to meet her. Blindfolded, every sensation amplified—her breath on my neck, the slick slide, the way she clenched when she said “reclaiming.”

“Come for me,” she whispered. “Knowing I chose you. Always choose you.”

I did—hard, sudden, pulsing deep inside her with a choked groan. She followed seconds later—quiet shudder, nails digging into my shoulders.

She untied the blindfold slowly. Light flooded back. Her face above me—flushed, smiling, eyes soft.

“See?” she said. “Just words. Just us. Enhancing. Not replacing.”

I pulled her down, kissed her deeply. Tasted only her.

“Yeah,” I murmured against her lips. “Just us.”

The doubt hadn’t vanished. But it felt smaller now. Manageable. And the reassurance—the love, the choice—felt bigger.


Stepping Out

Monday evening felt heavier than usual. The weekend’s reconnection had smoothed some edges—doubt quieter, reassurance louder—but the blindfold scene had cracked the door wider again. We both knew it. Neither said it outright.

We waited until the kids were asleep, then sat at the kitchen table with tea neither of us drank. Emily wore the faded hoodie; I wore yesterday’s T-shirt. Ordinary clothes for an extraordinary conversation.

She spoke first.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, fingers tracing the rim of her mug. “About pushing further. Not full sex. Not yet. But… real flirting. In person. With you there. Watching.”

My stomach flipped. “Watching how?”

“A bar. Neutral ground. Not our local—somewhere we won’t know anyone. I go in alone. Dress up a bit. Have a drink. Let someone approach. Flirt back. Maybe dance. Maybe a hand on my waist. Then I leave. Come home. Tell you everything.”

I pictured it instantly: her in a dress that hugged her curves, hair down, laughing at a stranger’s joke while I sat in a corner booth, heart hammering, cock hard under the table.

“And me?” I asked.

“You watch. From a distance. No intervening. No talking to me until it’s over. You see how men look at me. How I respond. Then we debrief. Like last time. Only… you saw it happen.”

The rules came next—careful, deliberate, like we were negotiating a contract.

Ground rules:

	No kissing. No touching below the waist. 
	She stops if anything feels off—or if I text her to stop. 
	Time limit: one hour max. 
	She sends real-time updates if she can—texts, discreet photos. 
	I stay sober enough to drive us home. 
	Full debrief after. No secrets. 
	If either of us wants to abort, we abort. No questions. 


Emily watched me process. “Too much?”

I shook my head slowly. “It’s a lot. But… controlled. Safe. And yeah—I want to see it. Want to feel that jealousy burn. Want to bring you home after.”

She smiled—small, relieved, excited. “Then Friday. There’s a bar in the city centre—The Glasshouse. Dim lights, music, mixed crowd. No one we know. I’ll go at eight. You arrive early, find a spot. Watch.”

We sealed it with a kiss—deep, promising. No sex that night. We saved the tension.

The week crawled. Emily ramped up the tease without crossing lines. Tuesday: she sent a photo from work changing room—new black dress she’d bought online, low neckline, fitted skirt. Caption: “Practising for Friday. What do you think he’ll notice first?” I replied: “Everything. Fuck. Be careful.” Wednesday: voice note in the car on her way home. “Mark asked why I’ve been smiling more lately. I said ‘personal reasons.’ He grinned like he knew. Thinking about Friday makes me wet already.”

Thursday night we packed a small bag for the kids—sleepover at her sister’s. Logistics. Normalcy masking the undercurrent.

Friday arrived sharp. Emily spent the afternoon getting ready—long shower, hair curled loose, makeup subtle but smoky. She slipped into the black dress; it clung to her hips, dipped low enough to show cleavage without screaming for attention. Stockings. Heels she rarely wore. Red lipstick.

She stood in front of the mirror, turned slowly. “Too much?”

“No.” I stepped behind her, hands on her waist. Kissed her neck. “Perfect. He’ll want you. They all will.”

She shivered. “Good. Because I want you to see it.”

We drove separately. I arrived at The Glasshouse at 7:40—early, as planned. Found a corner booth with a clear view of the bar and most of the floor. Dim lighting, low thump of music, chatter filling the space. I ordered a soda water, sat back, tried to look casual. Heart hammered so hard I thought the couple at the next table could hear it.

7:55. Text from Emily: Here. In the car park. Deep breath. See you in there. Don’t wave. Just watch. ❤️

I spotted her at 8:02. She walked in like she owned the place—confident stride, hair swinging, dress catching the low lights. Heads turned. Subtle, but noticeable. She went straight to the bar, ordered a gin and tonic, leaned on the counter just enough to show the curve of her back.

Within minutes a guy approached—mid-30s, sharp shirt, easy smile. Said something; she laughed, tilted her head. He bought her next drink. She accepted, clinked glasses.

I watched. Pulse in my throat. Cock already half-hard under the table.

She glanced my way once—quick, subtle. Our eyes met for half a second. Heat flashed between us.

Then she turned back to him. Let him lean closer. Let his hand brush her arm.

The night had begun.

I sat frozen in the booth, soda water sweating in my hand, eyes locked on Emily at the bar. The Glasshouse was busier now—Friday night crowd, laughter and music filling the gaps—but she stood out like a spotlight had found her. The black dress caught every low light, hugging her hips, dipping low enough to draw glances. She leaned on the bar, one elbow propped, gin glass in hand, talking to the guy who’d approached her minutes after she arrived.

He was tall—maybe six-one—dark hair, sharp jaw, shirt sleeves rolled to show forearms that suggested gym time. Not a model, not a creep. Just confident. Normal. The kind of guy who’d buy a drink without hesitation.

They talked easily. He said something; she laughed—head tilted back, genuine, the sound carrying just enough for me to catch it over the music. She touched his arm lightly—brief, playful. He leaned in closer, voice low. She nodded, smiled, sipped her drink.

My cock was already hard under the table. Painfully so. The jealousy burned—hot, twisting—but it fed straight into arousal. I shifted in the seat, trying to ease the pressure, eyes never leaving them.

7:18 p.m. First text from her:

Emily: He’s funny. Asked if I come here often. Told him only when I want to feel watched. He laughed. His name’s James. Hand on my lower back when he guided me to a stool. Lingering. Warm. ❤️

I stared at the words. Lower back. His hand there. On my wife. I typed back with shaking fingers:

Me: Fuck. Keep going. Tell me everything.

She glanced my way—subtle, quick. Our eyes met again. Heat flashed. Then she turned back to him, let her shoulder brush his as she laughed at something else.

They stayed at the bar for twenty minutes. Conversation flowed—work, weekend plans, light teasing. He bought her another drink; she accepted, clinked glasses. His hand rested on the small of her back again—longer this time. She didn’t step away. Instead she shifted her weight, hip brushing his thigh.

My breath came shallow. Pride swelled—she looked incredible, confident, desired. Jealousy stabbed deeper—he was touching her. My wife. In public. While I watched.

7:42 p.m. Another text:

Emily: He asked if I’m single. Said no—happily married. He grinned. Said “Lucky husband.” I said “He is.” Then he asked if I dance. I said maybe. His hand slid to my waist. Squeezed once. Testing. I let him.

I gripped the table edge. Waist. Squeeze. Testing.

They moved to the small dance floor—nothing wild, just a slow sway to the music. His hands on her hips now—firm, guiding. She faced him, arms loose around his neck, body close enough that her breasts brushed his chest with each movement. He leaned down, said something in her ear. She laughed again, head tipping back, exposing her throat.

I imagined his lips there. Kissing. Biting. The thought made me groan low—quiet enough no one heard. My cock throbbed, leaking against my boxers. I palmed myself under the table—brief, desperate—then stopped. Couldn’t risk coming here. Not yet.

8:05 p.m. Text:

Emily: He’s hard. Felt it when we pressed close. Thick. Pressing into my hip. I ground back once—just once. Teasing. Told him I have to go soon. He said “One more dance.” Hand slid lower—almost to my ass. I let it stay for three seconds. Then stepped back. Heading to the bathroom now. Meet you outside in 10?

My heart slammed against my ribs. Almost to her ass. Three seconds. Ground back. Teasing.

I watched her excuse herself—smile at him, touch his arm goodbye, walk toward the back. He watched her go, eyes hungry.

She passed my booth without looking. But I felt her awareness—like electricity.

I waited five minutes, paid my tab, slipped out the side door to the car park. Rain had stopped; air cool and damp. I leaned against our car, pulse roaring.

She emerged at 8:18. Dress slightly askew from dancing, cheeks flushed, lipstick a little smudged. She walked straight to me—confident stride, heels clicking.

“Hey,” she said softly. Stopped inches away. Smelled of gin, perfume, and him—faint cologne on her skin.

“Hey.”

She looked up, eyes dark. “Take me home.”

I opened the passenger door for her. She slid in. I got behind the wheel, started the engine. Didn’t speak until we were on the road.

“Tell me,” I said. Voice rough.

She shifted in the seat, skirt riding up her thighs. “He touched me everywhere he could without crossing lines. Waist. Lower back. Hips on the dance floor. Felt his cock against me—hard, insistent. I pressed back. Let him feel how soft I am. Whispered in his ear that I had to go home to my husband. He groaned. Said ‘Lucky bastard.’”

My hands tightened on the wheel. “And you?”

“Wet. Aching. Thinking about you watching. Knowing you were hard. Jealous. Waiting.”

I glanced at her. “Show me.”

She hiked her skirt higher, spread her legs slightly. Knickers soaked—dark patch visible even in the dim dashboard light. She slipped a hand between her thighs, rubbed once over the fabric.

“Feel,” she whispered.

I reached over at a red light—fingers sliding under the lace. She was drenched. Swollen. Ready.

“Fuck,” I growled.

The light changed. I pulled away, hand still there, rubbing slow circles on her clit as I drove. She moaned, head back against the seat.

“He wanted to kiss me,” she continued. “Leaned in. I turned my cheek at the last second. Let him brush my jaw. Teased him. Told him maybe next time.”

“Next time?” The word came out sharper than intended.

She clenched around my fingers—two now, inside her. “If you want. If we decide.”

We made it home in record time. I barely parked straight. We stumbled through the door—coats half-on, half-off. I pushed her against the hallway wall, kissed her hard. Tasted gin. Tasted him—faint, but there. It drove me wild.

I yanked her dress up, shoved her knickers down. Dropped to my knees right there on the mat. Buried my face between her thighs. Licked her—long, hungry strokes. She tasted like arousal, like want, like the night she’d just had.

She gripped my hair. “He wanted this. Wanted to taste me. I said no. Saved it for you.”

I stood, spun her, bent her over the hall table. Fumbled my belt open. Thrust in—deep, one stroke. She cried out, pushed back.

“Mine,” I growled, slamming into her. “Fucking mine.”

“Yes—yours—always—”

I fucked her hard—possessive, relentless. Table creaking, her moans echoing in the quiet house. I reached around, rubbed her clit. She shattered—loud, shuddering, walls clamping down. I followed—deep inside her, groaning her name, marking her.

We collapsed against the table, breathing ragged. She turned in my arms, kissed me slow.

“You watched,” she whispered. “You saw. And you still want me.”

“More than ever.”

We stayed there a minute—clothes askew, hearts pounding—then moved to the sofa. Held each other.

The night had been a test. We’d passed.

But the hunger? It was only growing.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom. After the frantic hallway fuck—clothes half-on, cum still leaking down her thigh—Emily tugged me toward the sofa. We collapsed together, breathing hard, her legs draped over mine, dress still bunched at her waist. The hallway light spilled in, casting long shadows across the room. She curled into my side, head on my chest, one hand tracing lazy circles over my heart.

“Tell me everything,” I said, voice rough from exertion. “Every detail. Again.”

She smiled against my skin—slow, satisfied. “You want the full debrief?”

“Every word.”

She shifted, propped herself on one elbow so she could look at me. Her lipstick was smeared, hair wild, eyes still glassy from the night and the orgasm. She looked wrecked in the best way.

“Okay,” she said softly. “From the beginning.”

She started with the bar. How James had approached within minutes—easy smile, confident but not pushy. How he’d complimented her dress—“That colour looks dangerous on you”—and she’d laughed, said “Dangerous is my middle name tonight.” How he’d bought the second drink without asking, his fingers brushing hers when he handed it over.

“Then we talked,” she continued. “Work, mostly. He’s in finance—boring stuff. But he kept finding excuses to touch me. Arm when he laughed. Lower back when someone bumped past. Waist when he leaned in to hear me over the music. Each time his hand lingered a second longer. I didn’t stop him. I wanted you to see it.”

My cock—still half-hard inside her earlier—twitched against her thigh. She felt it, pressed closer.

“On the dance floor,” she whispered, “he pulled me in tight. Hands on my hips, thumbs brushing the tops of my thighs under the dress. I could feel him—thick, hard—pressing into my stomach. I ground back once. Just enough to tease. He groaned in my ear. Said ‘You’re killing me.’ I whispered back ‘Good.’ Then I felt his hand slide lower—almost to my ass. Fingers curled, squeezed the cheek through the fabric. I let it stay there. Counted to three. Then stepped back. Smiled. Said I had to go.”

Jealousy flared again—sharp, hot—but it twisted straight into want. I gripped her hip, pulled her on top of me. She straddled my lap, dress riding higher.

“Keep going,” I growled.

She rocked slowly—wet heat sliding along my hardening cock through my open jeans. “He walked me toward the door. Hand on my lower back the whole way. At the exit he turned me, backed me against the wall for a second. Leaned in like he was going to kiss me. I felt his breath on my lips. Smelled the whiskey. I turned my cheek at the last second—let him brush my jaw. His stubble scraped. Then I slipped away. Said ‘Maybe next time.’ Walked out with his eyes burning into my back.”

I groaned, hands sliding under her dress, cupping her ass—still warm from his touch. I squeezed hard, possessive.

“You let him touch my ass,” I said, voice low.

“Just once,” she breathed. “Three seconds. For you. So you’d feel this jealous. So you’d fuck me like this.”

I flipped her onto her back—quick, rough. Pinned her wrists above her head with one hand. She arched up, legs wrapping around my waist.

“Show me,” I said. “Tell me again while I fuck you.”

I thrust back in—still slick from earlier, easy slide. She gasped, nails digging into my hand.

“He touched my waist,” she panted as I started moving—deep, deliberate strokes. “Like this.”

I gripped her waist hard—fingers digging in. Thrust harder.

“His hand on my ass. Squeezing. Feeling how soft I am.”

I slid one hand under her, grabbed her ass cheek, squeezed. Slammed in deeper.

“He was hard against me. Thick. Pressing. Wanting inside.”

I ground against her clit with every thrust. “But he didn’t get inside. You came home to me.”

“To you—fuck—always to you—”

I released her wrists, hooked her legs over my shoulders, folded her. Angle brutal—deeper than before. The sofa creaked; she cried out.

“You let him grind on you,” I growled. “Teased him. Made him hard for my wife.”

“Yes—God—yes—”

I rubbed her clit fast—tight circles. “And now you’re full of me. Dripping my cum. Marked. Mine.”

She shattered—sudden, violent. Walls clamping, back bowing, a broken sob tearing from her throat. Her thighs quaked around my ears; wetness flooded between us.

I didn’t stop. Kept pounding through it—chasing my own edge. When it hit, it was blinding—deep inside her, pulsing hard, groaning her name like a claim. My hips jerked; I collapsed over her, both of us slick and trembling.

We stayed like that—sweaty, spent, hearts hammering in sync.

After a long minute she whispered, “You okay?”

I kissed her temple. “Better than okay. Jealous. Possessive. Fucking in love with you.”

She laughed softly—breathless. “Good mix?”

“Perfect mix.”

We shifted—her curled against my chest, my arm around her shoulders. The hallway light still spilled in; the house was quiet.

“Was it too much?” she asked quietly.

“No.” I stroked her hair. “It was exactly right. Seeing it… feeling it… it hurt in the best way. Made me want you more. Made me sure.”

She looked up. “Sure of what?”

“That this is us. Enhancing. Not breaking. I watched you flirt. Watched him want you. And you came home. Chose me. Let me reclaim you. Twice.”

She smiled—soft, tired, content. “I’ll always choose you.”

We sat in silence a while. Breathing. Holding.

Eventually she yawned. “Shower? Then bed?”

“Yeah.”

We moved slowly—clothes shed properly this time, quick rinse under hot water, gentle touches. No sex. Just closeness.

In bed, clean and dry, she curled into me like always. Leg over mine. Head on my chest.

“Love you,” she mumbled, already drifting.

“Love you too.”

I stared at the ceiling crack. The night had been a step out. A big one.

The hunger hadn’t faded. It had sharpened.

But so had the certainty. We were still us. Stronger for it.


Meeting the Bull

The high from Friday night at The Glasshouse lingered through the weekend—quiet smiles over breakfast, lingering touches in the kitchen, sex Saturday night that felt possessive and tender all at once. We didn’t push the fantasy further; we let it simmer. But by Monday evening, the simmer had started to bubble again.

Emily came home from work a little later than usual—6:45 instead of 6:15. She kicked off her flats in the hall, dropped her bag, and walked straight into the kitchen where I was stirring pasta sauce. She wrapped her arms around me from behind, pressed her cheek to my back.

“Missed you,” she murmured.

“Missed you too.” I turned, kissed her—quick at first, then deeper when she didn’t pull away. She tasted faintly of mint and the day’s lipstick. “Long day?”

“Not bad.” She hopped up to sit on the counter, legs dangling. “Just… interesting.”

I raised an eyebrow, stirring slower. “Interesting how?”

She bit her lip—small, almost shy. “Jake from accounts. The one I mentioned once or twice. We’ve been texting a bit more. Nothing heavy. Just… friendly. He asked how my weekend was. I told him about the bar. Not details—just that I went dancing. He said he wished he’d been there.”

My stomach did a slow, familiar flip. The same one from the bar night, but quieter. More focused.

“Jake,” I repeated. “The tall one? Dark hair? Always wears those fitted shirts?”

She nodded. “That’s him. He’s… easy to talk to. Funny. Doesn’t push. But there’s chemistry. Subtle. Like he notices things. The way I laugh. The way my skirt sits. He compliments without being creepy. Makes me feel… seen.”

I set the spoon down. Turned fully to face her. “And you like it.”

“I like it,” she admitted. “Not because I want him. Because it reminds me how much I like being wanted. And then coming home to you. Telling you. Feeling you react.”

I stepped between her legs, hands on her thighs. “What’s he saying in the texts?”

“Mostly work stuff. Some teasing. Asked if I’m free for coffee this week. Just to chat. Said he enjoys our conversations.”

My pulse kicked up. “Coffee.”

“Yeah.” She searched my face. “I haven’t answered yet. Wanted to talk to you first.”

The kitchen clock ticked. Pasta sauce bubbled softly behind me.

I swallowed. “You want to go?”

She nodded slowly. “I think so. Just coffee. Public place. No touching. No lines crossed. I’ll text you updates if you want. Come home and tell you everything. Like Friday. But… closer. More real.”

Jealousy twisted—sharp, familiar—but arousal followed right behind. I pictured it: Emily at a café table, legs crossed, skirt riding up slightly, Jake leaning in, smiling, eyes on her mouth. Her texting me under the table: “He’s staring at my lips. Thinking about you.”

I gripped her thighs harder. “Okay.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “Okay?”

“Yeah.” My voice came out rough. “Go. Coffee only. Text me. Tell me what he says. How he looks at you. Then come home. Let me reclaim you while you describe it.”

She exhaled—relieved, excited. Pulled me in for a deep kiss. “Thank you. Rules stay the same. If anything feels off, I leave. If you say stop, I stop.”

We agreed on Wednesday afternoon—neutral café near her office, 3 p.m., one hour max. She’d wear something “nice but not too nice”—the navy wrap dress from last week, stockings, the red lipstick I liked.

The next two days blurred. Work felt distant; my mind kept drifting to Wednesday. Tuesday night she showed me the texts—innocent on the surface:

Jake: Looking forward to coffee. Any preference on place? Emily: The little one on High Street? Quiet. Good coffee. Jake: Perfect. See you at 3. Can’t wait to hear more about your weekend dancing. 😉

She watched my face as I read. “You’re hard already.”

I was. I pulled her to the bedroom, fucked her slow and deep while she whispered the messages again—his winky emoji, his “can’t wait.” I came inside her thinking about Wednesday.

Wednesday morning I woke early, heart already racing. Emily dressed deliberately—navy wrap dress hugging her curves, hair down, subtle makeup, the red lipstick applied in the mirror while I watched from the bed.

She turned, smoothed the dress over her hips. “How do I look?”

“Like trouble,” I said. “He’s going to want you.”

“Good.” She walked over, straddled my lap on the bed. Kissed me slow. “I’ll be thinking about you the whole time. Texting you. Then coming home to my husband.”

She left at 2:30—kissed me goodbye in the doorway, whispered “See you soon,” and drove off.

The house felt too quiet. I tried to work—laptop open on the kitchen table—but the numbers swam. Every few minutes I checked my phone. Nothing yet.

At 2:55: First text.

Emily: Arrived. Café’s quiet. Got us a corner table. Wearing the dress you like. Feeling nervous-excited. Love you. ❤️

Photo: discreet selfie—her at the table, coffee in hand, cleavage subtly visible in the V of the wrap dress, small smile. Background blurred but a man’s shoulder visible entering the frame.

My cock twitched. I typed back:

Me: You look incredible. Tell me when he arrives. Everything.

3:02:

Emily: He’s here. Dark jeans, white shirt. Smiling already. Sat down. Asked if I wanted another coffee. Said yes. His eyes dropped to my chest for a second. Didn’t hide it. I didn’t adjust the dress.

I groaned aloud—alone in the kitchen, hand pressing against my erection through my jeans.

3:12:

Emily: Talking about work. He complimented my lipstick. Said it’s distracting. Leaned in to hear me better. Knee brushed mine under the table. Stayed there. Warm. I crossed my legs toward him. Let it linger.

My breath came shallow. I paced the kitchen, phone clutched tight.

3:28:

Emily: Conversation’s easy. He’s funny. Asked about my weekend again. I told him the bar story—dancing, flirting. Left out you watching. He said “Sounds like you had fun.” Grinned. Hand brushed my arm when he laughed. Lingering. I didn’t pull away.

Jealousy burned hot. Arousal hotter.

3:45:

Emily: He’s touching more. Fingers on my wrist showing me something on his phone. Thumb stroking once. Said my skin’s soft. I smiled. Said thank you. Heart racing. Thinking about coming home to you. Hard and waiting.

I couldn’t take it. Slipped upstairs to the bedroom, lay on the bed, palmed myself through my jeans while staring at her texts. Didn’t come. Saved it.

4:02:

Emily: Wrapping up. He asked if we could do this again. Said maybe. Hugged goodbye—longer than friendly. Felt his chest. His hand low on my back. Almost to my ass. Whispered “You’re trouble.” I laughed. Walked out. Coming home now. Get ready to reclaim me. 🔥

I waited downstairs—heart pounding, cock aching—listening for her car.

The key turned at 4:18. I’d been pacing the hallway for the last ten minutes, phone clutched in one hand, the other pressed against the front of my jeans to ease the constant ache. When the door opened, Emily stepped in—cheeks pink, eyes bright, the navy wrap dress slightly creased from sitting, lipstick still perfect but her smile a little wider, a little wilder.

She closed the door behind her, leaned against it for a second, breathing fast.

“Hey,” she said, voice low and husky.

“Hey.” I crossed the space in three steps, cupped her face, kissed her hard. She tasted like coffee and mint—and something else, faint but there: another man’s cologne on her skin. It hit me like a spark. I groaned into her mouth, pressed her back against the door.

She laughed breathlessly when we broke apart. “Bedroom? Or do you want the story first?”

“Story,” I rasped. “Right here. Right now.”

We moved to the living room—her kicking off her heels, me pulling her down onto the sofa. She straddled my lap without hesitation, dress riding up her thighs. I could already feel the heat between her legs through my jeans.

She reached for the half-empty bottle of red on the side table, poured two glasses with slightly unsteady hands, handed me one.

“Drink,” she said. “You’ll need it.”

I took a swallow—sharp, warming—while she sipped hers, eyes locked on mine.

“Okay,” she started. “He was already there when I arrived. White shirt, sleeves rolled up, dark jeans. Smiled the second he saw me. Stood up, hugged me hello—quick but firm. His hand low on my back, fingers splayed. I felt his chest against mine. Solid. Warm. He smelled like cedar and soap.”

My free hand slid up her thigh, under the dress. Found the lace of her knickers—already damp.

“Keep going,” I said.

She rocked once against my fingers. “We sat. Corner table. He asked about my day. I told him about a meeting. He listened—really listened. Leaned in. Eyes on my mouth when I talked. Dropped to my cleavage twice. Didn’t hide it. I arched my back a little. Let him look.”

I slipped my fingers under the lace, found her clit—swollen, slick. Rubbed slow circles. She gasped, hips rolling.

“His knee brushed mine under the table,” she continued. “Stayed there. I crossed my legs toward him. Let our calves touch. He smiled like he knew. Asked about the weekend again. I told him I went dancing. Flirted a little. He said ‘Lucky guy who got to dance with you.’ I said ‘My husband watched.’ He raised an eyebrow. Grinned. Said ‘Kinky.’ I laughed. Didn’t deny it.”

I groaned, pushed two fingers inside her. She was soaked—hot, tight, ready. She clenched around me.

“He touched my wrist,” she panted. “Showed me a photo on his phone—some work thing. Thumb stroked the inside once. Slow. Deliberate. Said my skin was soft. I didn’t pull away. Let him linger. Felt his pulse against my pulse.”

Jealousy stabbed—deep, hot—but my cock throbbed harder. I thrust my fingers deeper, curled them.

“More,” I growled.

“He complimented my lipstick again. Said it made him think dirty thoughts. I asked what kind. He leaned closer—breath on my ear. Whispered ‘The kind where I see how it looks smeared.’ I shivered. Crossed my legs tighter against his knee. He noticed. Pressed back. Just enough to feel the pressure.”

I pulled my fingers out, fumbled my jeans open. She lifted her hips; I shoved her knickers aside, guided myself to her entrance. She sank down in one slow glide—wet heat enveloping me. We both groaned.

“Tell me while I fuck you,” I said. Thrust up hard.

She rode me—slow at first, matching my rhythm. “He asked if we could do coffee again. Said he enjoyed talking to me. Enjoyed looking at me. His hand brushed my arm when he said it. Fingers trailing. I smiled. Said maybe. Then he hugged goodbye—outside the café. Arms tight. His hand slid low—almost to my ass. Squeezed once. I felt him hard against my hip. Thick. Insistent. Whispered ‘You’re trouble, Emily.’ I laughed. Walked away with his cologne on me and my knickers soaked.”

I gripped her hips, slammed up into her—hard, possessive. The sofa creaked; she cried out.

“You let him squeeze my ass,” I growled.

“Just once. For you. So you’d feel this.”

I flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over my shoulders, drove deep. Angle brutal. She clawed my back.

“He wanted to kiss you,” I said. Thrust harder.

“He did. Leaned in. I turned my cheek. Let him brush my jaw. Stubble scraped. His breath hot. I wanted to taste him—just for a second. But I didn’t. Saved my mouth for you.”

I kissed her then—brutal, claiming. Tongue deep. She moaned into it.

“You’re mine,” I rasped, pounding into her. “No one else gets inside this pussy.”

“Yours—fuck—yours—”

I rubbed her clit fast—tight circles. She shattered—loud, shuddering, walls clamping so tight I nearly lost it. Her cry echoed; thighs quaked.

I kept going—relentless. “Come again. Thinking about him wanting you. About me taking you back.”

She did—second orgasm crashing through her, back bowing, nails raking my shoulders. I followed—deep inside her, pulsing hard, groaning her name like a prayer. My hips jerked; I collapsed over her, both of us slick and trembling.

We stayed like that—sweaty, spent, hearts hammering.

After a minute she whispered, “You okay?”

I kissed her temple. “More than okay. Jealous. Possessive. Fucking obsessed with you.”

She laughed softly. “Good. Because I loved it. The attention. The tease. Coming home to you reacting like this… it’s addictive.”

We shifted—her curled against my chest, my arm around her. The room smelled of sex and coffee on her breath.

“Was it too real?” she asked quietly.

“No.” I stroked her hair. “It was perfect. Controlled. Safe. And it made me want you more. Made me sure.”

She looked up. “Sure of what?”

“That this is us. Enhancing. Not breaking. You went. Flirted. Let him touch. And you came home. Let me reclaim you. Twice.”

She smiled—soft, tired, content. “I’ll always come home.”

We sat in silence a while. Breathing. Holding.

Eventually she stood, offered her hand. “Shower? Then bed?”

“Yeah.”

We moved slowly—clothes shed, quick rinse, gentle touches. No sex. Just closeness.

In bed, clean and dry, she curled into me. Leg over mine. Head on my chest.

“Love you,” she mumbled.

“Love you too.”

I stared at the ceiling crack. The coffee date had been a step closer. Realer.

The hunger had sharpened again. But so had the trust.

We were still us. Deeper for it.

We showered slowly—hot water washing away the day, soap suds over her breasts, my hands gentle between her thighs. No rush, no second round there. Just closeness. Towels, clean sheets, then bed. Emily curled into me under the duvet—naked now, skin still warm, leg thrown over mine, head on my chest. The room was dark except for the faint hallway light under the door.

My cock was still half-hard against her thigh, mind replaying her coffee-date details. She felt it, smiled against my skin.

“Still thinking about it?” she whispered.

“Can't stop.”

She shifted lower, kissed down my chest, stomach, then settled between my legs. The duvet tented over her head; I lifted it slightly so I could see her in the dim light—hair spilling over my thighs, eyes looking up at me.

“Want the rest of the story?” she asked softly. “Slower this time.”

I nodded. “Please.”

She kissed the inside of my thigh—soft, deliberate. Then higher. Her breath ghosted over my cock; it twitched.

“He kept looking at my mouth,” she began, voice low and teasing. “Every time I spoke. Like he was imagining it wrapped around him. I licked my lips once—just once—while he was talking. Watched his eyes darken. He shifted in his seat. I knew he was getting hard under the table.”

She wrapped her hand loosely around my shaft—slow strokes, barely enough pressure. I groaned, hips lifting slightly.

“I imagined it,” she continued. “What it would be like if I’d let him. If we’d found a quiet corner. If I’d dropped to my knees right there in the café bathroom. Taken him out—thick, veined, already leaking. Wrapped my lips around the head. Tasted him. Salt and skin. Sucked slow. Let him feel my tongue swirl. Let him hear me moan around him.”

My cock throbbed in her hand. She leaned closer, breath hot against the tip.

“I’d take him deeper,” she whispered. “Relax my throat. Let him hit the back. Gag a little—just enough to make my eyes water. Look up at him while I did it. Let him see how much I was enjoying it. How wet it made me. How much I wanted to swallow every drop.”

She licked once—long, slow stripe from base to tip. I hissed, hand threading into her hair—not pulling, just holding.

“But I didn’t,” she said. “I saved my mouth for you. For this.”

She took me in—slow, warm, wet. No rush. Just deep, languid sucks. Tongue flat along the underside, swirling lazy circles around the head on every upstroke. Her hand worked the base in time—firm, twisting slightly. She hummed low; the vibration shot straight through me.

I groaned. “Fuck, Em…”

She pulled off with a wet pop, stroked me slow while she spoke.

“Imagine if I had,” she teased. “If I’d come home with his taste still on my tongue. Kissed you. Let you taste him while I sucked you off. Told you how thick he felt. How he groaned my name. How he came down my throat—hot, thick, so much I almost couldn’t swallow it all.”

My hips bucked involuntarily. She took me deep again—deeper this time—nose brushing my pubic bone. Held there a second, throat working around me, then eased back. Stroked faster.

“But I didn’t,” she repeated. “I came home to you. Let you fuck my pussy instead. Filled me up. Marked me. Because you’re the one I want. The one I choose.”

She sucked harder now—cheeks hollowing, hand pumping in rhythm. Her free hand cupped my balls, rolled them gently. I felt the pressure building—tight, urgent.

“Tell me,” she murmured around my cock. “Tell me you’d watch me do it. Watch me suck another man’s cock. Then come home and do this to you.”

The image hit hard—Emily on her knees for Jake, lips stretched, eyes watering, moaning around him. Then here, with me, doing the same. Jealousy and want collided.

“I’d watch,” I rasped. “I’d watch him fuck your mouth. Then I’d take you back. Make you suck me clean. Make you taste both of us.”

She moaned around me—vibration ripping through me. Stroked faster. Sucked harder.

“Come for me,” she whispered, pulling off just enough to speak. “Come thinking about it. Thinking about me on my knees for him. Then for you. Always for you.”

I lost it. The orgasm hit hard—deep in her mouth at first, then she pulled off, stroked me through it with her hand. Thick ropes spilled over her fingers, her wrist, dripping onto the sheets. I groaned her name—low, broken—hips jerking until I was empty.

She milked me gently through the aftershocks, licked the tip clean once, then crawled back up. Curled against my chest, hand still loosely around me, cum-slick fingers resting on my stomach.

We breathed together—slow, steady.

“That was… intense,” she murmured eventually.

“Yeah.” I kissed her forehead. “You okay?”

“More than okay.” She nuzzled closer. “I love teasing you like this. Love watching you lose it. Love knowing it’s all for us.”

I held her tighter. “It is. All for us.”

We stayed quiet a while. Breathing. Holding. The ceiling crack stared back in the dark.

After a bit she whispered, “Next time… maybe I let him kiss me. Just once. Just to feel it. Then come home and let you taste him on my lips while I do this again.”

My cock twitched weakly against her thigh—already interested despite the release.

She felt it. Laughed softly.

“See?” she said. “We’re not done yet.”

I kissed her slow—tender now.

“No,” I agreed. “We’re just getting started.”

She drifted off soon after—soft snores, warm weight against me.

I lay awake a little longer.

The coffee date had been real. The tease had deepened.

And the hunger? It burned brighter than ever.


Boundaries Pushed

The glow from the coffee-date debrief lasted through Thursday—quiet smiles over breakfast, stolen kisses in the kitchen, sex Thursday night that felt possessive and slow, like we were still savoring the details she’d whispered while stroking me off. But by Friday evening the simmer had turned into a low boil again. Emily came home buzzing—not tipsy, just alive. Eyes bright, cheeks flushed from the drive and whatever had been running through her head all day.

We waited until the kids were asleep, then sat on the sofa with a bottle of red and two glasses. No preamble. She poured, took a sip, set the glass down.

“Jake texted me this afternoon,” she said quietly. “Asked if I’d like to meet again. Same café, or somewhere quieter. Said he enjoyed our talk. Enjoyed… looking at me.”

My pulse kicked up. The familiar twist—jealousy, curiosity, want.

“And?” I asked.

She looked at me directly. “I want to go. But I want to push a little further this time. Not full sex. Not even close. But… something more than talking and touching over clothes.”

I swallowed. “Like what?”

She took another sip of wine, steadying herself. “A handjob. In the car, maybe. Or somewhere private but public enough it feels risky. Low stakes—my hand on him, stroking until he comes. No mouth. No penetration. Just… letting him feel wanted. Letting me feel the power. Then coming straight home to you.”

The words landed heavy. My cock stirred instantly—hard against my jeans. But doubt flickered too. This wasn’t flirting or dancing. This was touching. Making him come. Real escalation.

“Why?” I asked. Voice rougher than intended.

“Because the coffee date felt… electric,” she admitted. “The way he looked at me. The way he touched my wrist, my arm. The hardness against my hip when we hugged. I got wet thinking about it. About doing more. About coming home and telling you—showing you—how much it turned me on. And how much I still want you after.”

I shifted on the sofa. “You want to make him come. With your hand.”

“Yes.” She reached for my hand, laced our fingers. “But only if you’re okay. Only if it stays low-risk. Car park, maybe. Quick. Discreet. No kissing. No undressing. I stay clothed. He doesn’t touch me below the waist. And I stop if anything feels wrong—or if you text me to stop.”

We sat in silence a moment. Wine untouched now.

I pictured it too clearly: Emily in the passenger seat of his car, dress hiked up just enough, hand wrapped around him, stroking slow then faster, watching his face while he groaned her name. Then driving home—knickers damp, hands still smelling faintly of him—walking through our door to me.

Jealousy burned. Arousal burned hotter.

“Okay,” I said finally. “But rules. Strict ones.”

We laid them out like before—careful, deliberate.

Rules for the second meetup:

	Coffee first—public, talking only. 
	If chemistry feels right, move to his car (or hers) in a quiet car park. 
	Handjob only—no oral, no penetration, no reciprocal touching below her waist. 
	She stays fully clothed; he can touch her breasts over the dress if she allows, but nothing more. 
	She sends real-time texts/photos if safe (discreet angles). 
	Time limit: 90 minutes total. 
	She leaves immediately after; comes straight home. 
	Full debrief—every detail—followed by reclamation sex. 
	Safe word/text: “red” or “home now” means abort instantly. 
	If either of us hesitates at any point before or during, it stops. No guilt. 


Emily watched my face the whole time. When we finished, she squeezed my hand.

“You sure?” she asked.

I nodded. “Nervous. Jealous as hell. But… yeah. I want to hear it. Want to feel it. Want to reclaim you after.”

She exhaled—relieved, excited. Leaned in, kissed me slow and deep. “Wednesday again. Same café. Then… wherever feels right.”

The next few days were torture and anticipation in equal measure. Emily teased without mercy—Monday night she straddled me on the sofa, ground against my cock while whispering, “I’ll be stroking him soon. Feeling him throb in my hand. Then coming home to stroke you the same way.” I came in my boxers like a teenager.

Tuesday she sent a photo from work: her hand resting on her thigh under the desk, caption “Practising my grip. Thinking about Wednesday.” I jerked off in the bathroom at lunch—quick, desperate—picturing her hand on him.

Wednesday morning she dressed deliberately: the black dress from the bar night, low neckline, stockings, red lipstick. She stood in front of the mirror, turned slowly.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Like you’re going to make him come in his trousers before you even touch him.”

She laughed, walked over, straddled my lap on the bed. Kissed me slow. “I’ll text you. Every step. Then come home. Let you feel how wet it made me. Let you reclaim every inch.”

She left at 2:30—kissed me deep in the doorway, whispered “See you soon,” and drove off.

The house went quiet. I tried to work—failed. Paced. Checked my phone obsessively.

2:55: First text.

Emily: Arrived. Corner table again. He’s already here. Smiling wide. Hugged hello—longer this time. Hand low on my back. Felt his hardness right away. Sitting now. Coffee ordered. Love you. ❤️

Photo: subtle selfie—her at the table, cleavage visible in the V of the dress, Jake’s arm visible across from her.

My cock was rock-hard already.

3:08:

Emily: Talking easily. He’s touching my arm again. Complimented the dress—said it’s dangerous. I laughed. Crossed my legs toward him. Knee against his. He pressed back. Asked if I wanted to get out of here soon. Said yes. Heading to his car in 10.

I groaned aloud—alone in the kitchen, hand pressing against my erection.

3:22:

Emily: In his car now. Parked in the back of the lot. Quiet. He’s hard already—bulge obvious. I reached over. Stroked him through his jeans first. He groaned. Unzipped him. He’s got quite a big cock. Like thick. Hot in my hand. Stroking it slowly. He’s breathing hard. Whispering my name. Telling me how good it feels.

I paced faster. Heart hammering.

3:35:

Emily: Jerking him faster now. Fuck, I really want to suck his cock. He’s so close. Hand on my thigh—over the dress. Squeezing. I let him cup my breast once—over fabric. Nipples si hard.

3:38 :

Fuck he just came everywhere—jesus he came a lot. Had to clean my fingers with a tissue. Kissed his cheek goodbye. Leaving now. Coming home. Get ready. 🔥

I waited—pulse roaring, cock aching—listening for her car.

When the key turned, I was already at the door.

The door opened at 4:42. Emily stepped in—cheeks deeply flushed, eyes glassy and bright, the black dress slightly wrinkled from sitting and shifting, lipstick still mostly intact but her lips a little swollen from biting them. She closed the door softly, leaned against it for a second, breathing fast like she’d run from the car.

She looked at me—standing in the hallway, already hard, heart slamming—and smiled. Slow. Wicked. Satisfied.

“Hey,” she said, voice low and rough.

I crossed to her in two steps, cupped her face, kissed her hard. She tasted like coffee, mint, and the faint salt of exertion. Her hands fisted in my shirt; she pressed her body against mine, hips grinding once—deliberate—so I felt how wet she was through the dress.

“Bedroom?” she murmured against my mouth.

“Sofa,” I rasped. “Now. Story first. Then I fuck you.”

We stumbled to the living room—her heels kicked off halfway, my shirt half-unbuttoned by the time we reached the cushions. She pushed me down, straddled my lap without sitting fully—just hovering, teasing. The dress rode up her thighs; stockings visible, garters peeking.

She reached for the wine bottle on the side table—same one from last time—poured two shaky glasses, handed me one.

“Drink,” she said. “You’ll need it.”

I took a swallow. She sipped hers, eyes locked on mine, then set it aside.

“Okay,” she started. “Coffee first. Same corner table. He was waiting—white shirt again, sleeves rolled, jeans tight enough to show the outline when he stood to hug me. Arms tight. Hand low on my back—lower than last time. Fingers splayed, almost brushing the top of my ass. I pressed into it for a second. Felt him already half-hard against my hip.”

My cock throbbed against her. She rocked once—light friction through my jeans.

“We talked,” she continued. “Work. Weekend. He kept touching—arm, wrist, knee under the table. I let him. Crossed my legs toward him. Let our calves press. He noticed. Smiled. Said I looked ‘dangerous’ again. I laughed. Leaned in so he could see down my dress. Nipples hard through the fabric. He stared. Didn’t hide it.”

I gripped her hips. “You teased him.”

“I did.” She unbuttoned the top of her dress—slow—one button, then two. Black lace bra visible. “After twenty minutes I said ‘Let’s get out of here.’ He paid. We walked to his car—back of the lot, quiet corner. Got in the passenger seat. He started the engine like we were going somewhere. I stopped him. Put my hand on his thigh. High. Close.”

She mirrored it now—hand sliding up my thigh, cupping me through the jeans. I groaned.

“He was rock-hard,” she whispered. “Bulge straining the zipper. I stroked him over the fabric first—slow, firm. He groaned. Head back. Whispered ‘Fuck, Emily.’ I unzipped him. Pulled him out. Thick. Veined. Leaking at the tip. Hot in my hand. Wrapped my fingers around him. Stroked slow—base to head. Thumb circling the tip, spreading the precum.”

My hips bucked. She unzipped me now—slow—freed my cock. Wrapped her hand around it exactly as she described. Same slow strokes.

“I sped up,” she continued. “Twisted my wrist on the upstroke. Squeezed at the head. He was breathing hard—chest heaving. Hand on my thigh—over the dress. Squeezing. I let him slide up—cup my breast through the fabric. Pinch my nipple once. Hard. I moaned. Quiet. Just for him. Just for the moment.”

I thrust into her hand—needy. “You let him touch your tits.”

“Just over the dress. Just once. For the thrill. For you.”

She leaned down—breath hot on my cock. Licked once—long stripe. Then took me in—slow, deep. Sucked gently while her hand worked the base.

“He was close,” she mumbled around me. “Groaning my name. Hips lifting. I stroked faster. Twisted harder. Felt him swell. Then he came—thick ropes over my hand, wrist, dripping onto his jeans. Hot. So much. He shuddered. Whispered ‘Fuck… thank you.’ I milked him through it—slow, gentle. Cleaned my fingers with a tissue from his glovebox. Kissed his cheek. Said ‘See you at work.’ Got out. Walked away with his cum still warm on my skin and my knickers soaked.”

I groaned—deep, broken. She pulled off, stroked me fast now—hand slick from her mouth.

“Come for me,” she whispered. “Thinking about my hand on his cock. Thinking about how wet it made me. How I came home to you anyway.”

The image—her hand wrapped around him, stroking, him groaning her name—pushed me over. I came hard—thick spurts over her fingers, her wrist, dripping onto my stomach. I groaned her name—low, possessive—hips jerking until empty.

She milked me gently—slow strokes through the aftershocks—then licked the tip clean once. Crawled up, curled against my chest. Hand still loosely around me, cum-slick fingers resting on my skin.

We breathed together—slow, heavy.

“That was… a lot,” she murmured eventually.

“Yeah.” I kissed her forehead. “You okay? Really?”

“More than okay.” She nuzzled closer. “It felt powerful. Dirty. Thrilling. But safe. Because I knew you were waiting. Knew I’d come home to this. To you.”

I held her tighter. “It hurt—thinking about your hand on him. But it hurt good. Made me want you more. Made me sure.”

She looked up. “Sure of what?”

“That this is us. Enhancing. Not breaking. You touched him. Made him come. And you came home. Let me reclaim you. Let me feel how wet it made you.”

She smiled—soft, tired, content. “I’ll always come home.”

We sat quiet a while. Breathing. Holding. The room smelled of sex and wine and her skin.

Eventually she whispered, “Next time… maybe I let him touch me more. Fingers under my dress. Or… maybe I let him taste me. Just once. Then come home and let you do it better.”

My cock twitched weakly against her thigh—already interested.

She felt it. Laughed softly.

“See?” she said. “We’re not done.”

I kissed her slow—tender now.

“No,” I agreed. “We’re just getting started.”

We moved eventually—shower, bed, clean sheets. She curled into me like always. Leg over mine. Head on my chest.

“Love you,” she mumbled, drifting.

“Love you too.”

We showered after the sofa—hot water, gentle soap, her back against my chest while I washed her hair, my hands careful on her breasts, between her thighs. No rush. No second frantic round. Just quiet intimacy, rinsing away the day’s adrenaline and the faint trace of Jake’s cologne that still clung to her skin.

In bed we slipped under the duvet naked. Emily curled into me immediately—leg over mine, head on my chest, fingers tracing lazy patterns across my ribs. The room was dark except for the faint hallway light under the door. Rain tapped the window again. The house was still.

She kissed my collarbone—soft, slow—then lifted her head.

“Want to play a little more?” she whispered. “Slower this time. In bed. Just us.”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

She reached for the nightstand drawer, pulled out the navy tie from last time. Smiled. “Blindfold again? Or no?”

“No blindfold,” I said. “I want to see you. Want to watch your face while you tell me.”

She set the tie aside. Kissed me—deep, languid. Tongues sliding slow. Her hand drifted down, wrapped loosely around my cock—already half-hard again from the earlier story. She stroked gently, coaxing me fully erect.

“Imagine this,” she murmured against my lips. “In the car. After he came on my hand. He leaned over the console. Cupped my face. Kissed me. Slow at first. Just lips. Then deeper. Tongue sliding in. Tasting coffee and me. His hand on my neck—gentle but firm. Holding me there. I kissed back. Let him. For a minute. Just to feel it.”

She shifted—straddled my hips, positioned herself over me. Guided me to her entrance—still slick from earlier—and sank down slow. We both sighed as she took me fully—hot, wet, perfect fit.

“Like this?” I asked, thrusting up gently once.

“Like this,” she breathed. Started rolling her hips—long, slow circles. “His tongue in my mouth. Exploring. I moaned into it. Quiet. His other hand slid to my breast—over the dress. Squeezed. Thumb brushed my nipple. Hard through the fabric. I arched into it. Let him feel how turned on I was.”

I gripped her waist, matched her rhythm—deep, measured thrusts. “You let him touch your tits.”

“Just over the dress,” she whispered. “Just for the kiss. Just for the moment. Then I pulled back. Said ‘Not tonight.’ Left him hard again. Wanting more. Drove home with my lips swollen, my knickers soaked, thinking about you.”

She leaned down—kissed me deep. Mimicked the reenactment. Tongue sliding in slow. I tasted only her—no trace of him—but the fantasy made it feel filthy. Possessive. I thrust harder—still slow, but deeper.

“Imagine if I hadn’t stopped,” she continued, voice breaking on a gasp as I bottomed out. “If I’d let him go further. Lifted my dress. Spread my legs in the passenger seat. Let him finger me—two fingers sliding in, curling, finding that spot. I’d moan his name. Rock against his hand. Come on his fingers while he kissed me.”

My hips snapped up—harder now. “Fuck, Em…”

She clenched around me—deliberate. “Then he’d push his seat back. Pull me over. Straddle him. Guide his cock to my entrance. Thick. Hot. Stretching me slow. Inch by inch. I’d sink down—gasping. Ride him. Slow at first. Then faster. Breasts bouncing. His hands on my hips. Guiding me. Groaning my name. Telling me how tight I feel. How wet. How much better than his fantasies.”

I flipped her onto her back—gentle but firm. Hooked her legs over my arms, folded her. Drove deep—angle brutal. She cried out—soft, broken.

“Like this?” I growled. “Him fucking you. Deep. Possessive.”

“Yes—God—yes—” She clawed my back. “He’d thrust up—hard. Hitting that spot. I’d come again—shuddering around him. Walls pulsing. Then he’d pull out. Come on my stomach. Hot ropes. Marking me. I’d smear it with my fingers. Look at him. Smile. Say ‘Next time.’”

The words—vivid, filthy—pushed me closer. Jealousy burned white-hot. But beneath it… acceptance. Not full surrender. Not yet. But a shift. The fantasy wasn’t just hot anymore. It was real. Possible. And part of me—deep, dark part—wanted to see how far it could go.

I rubbed her clit—fast circles. “But you didn’t let him fuck you.”

“No—” She arched. “Saved it for you. Always for you.”

I thrust harder—relentless. “You’re mine. This pussy. This body. Mine.”

“Yours—fuck—yours—”

She came—sudden, shattering. Walls clamping tight, back bowing, a broken sob tearing from her throat. Her thighs quaked around me; wetness flooded.

I followed—deep inside her, pulsing hard, groaning her name like a claim. Hips jerked; I collapsed over her—sweaty, spent, hearts hammering in sync.

We stayed like that—joined, breathing ragged. She stroked my back—slow, soothing.

After a long minute she whispered, “You okay?”

I kissed her temple. “Yeah. It hurt… thinking about him inside you. But it hurt good. Made me want you more. Made me… accept it. A little. That this fantasy is part of us now. And I don’t hate it.”

She smiled against my neck. “I love you for that. For letting it grow. For trusting me.”

I pulled back enough to look at her. “I do trust you. Completely. And I trust us. Whatever comes next… we do it together.”

She nodded—eyes soft, certain. Kissed me slow—tender now.

“Next time,” she murmured, “maybe I let him go further. Maybe I let him taste me. Or maybe… I let him fuck me. Just once. Just to feel it. Then come home. Let you reclaim every inch. Let you erase him.”

My cock—still inside her—twitched weakly at the thought.

She felt it. Laughed softly—breathless.

“See?” she said. “We’re not done.”

I kissed her again—deep, loving.

“No,” I agreed. “We’re just getting started.”

We eased apart eventually—tissue cleanup, gentle touches. She curled into me under the duvet—leg over mine, head on my chest.

“Love you,” she mumbled, drifting.

“Love you too.”

The ceiling crack stared back in the dark. The handjob had been real. The full-sex fantasy felt closer.

The hunger burned brighter. But the love held stronger.

We were still us. Deeper. Together. Ready for whatever came next.


The First Time

The handjob debrief had changed something. Not dramatically. Not overnight. But the shift was there—quiet, undeniable. The fantasy wasn’t just teasing anymore. It had weight. Texture. A shape we could almost touch. And once we’d named it—once Emily had stroked me off while describing her hand on another man’s cock—we both knew the next step wasn’t optional. It was inevitable.

We waited until the following weekend. Kids at her sister’s again. House quiet. Saturday night. We sat on the sofa—same one we’d used for every debrief—with a bottle of red and two glasses we barely touched. Emily wore one of my old T-shirts, nothing underneath. I wore boxers. Ordinary clothes for an extraordinary conversation.

She spoke first.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said softly. “About Jake. About what happened in the car. About how it felt. Powerful. Dirty. Thrilling. And safe. Because I came home to you. Because you reclaimed me. Because we talked after.”

I nodded. Throat tight.

She took my hand. “I want more. I want to feel him inside me. Just once. Just to know. Just to see how it changes us. But only if you’re there. Only if you watch. I don’t want secrets. I don’t want distance. I want you in the room. Seeing everything. Feeling everything. Then taking me back.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. The words landed like stones in still water—ripples spreading fast.

“Watch,” I repeated. Voice hoarse.

“Yes.” She squeezed my hand. “Hotel room. Neutral. Private. Jake knows I’m married. I’ve told him the basics—husband consents, husband watches. He’s okay with it. Excited, even. Said it’s hot. We book a room. Friday night. You’re there from the start. Sitting in the chair. Watching. No touching unless we say. Then, after… you reclaim me. Right there. In front of him. Or after he leaves. Your choice.”

Jealousy hit first—sharp, nauseating. Picturing it: Emily on her back, legs spread, Jake between them, thrusting deep while I sat five feet away. Her moans. His groans. The wet sounds. The sight of another man’s cock sliding in and out of my wife.

Then arousal—hot, overwhelming. My cock hardened instantly against my boxers. The thought of seeing her lost in pleasure, then pulling her to me, fucking her harder than he ever could, erasing him thrust by thrust.

And beneath both—acceptance. Not full, not easy. But real. This was us now. This was what we’d built. Slow. Careful. Together.

I swallowed. “Rules. Every detail.”

We laid them out—methodical, like always.

Rules for the first time:

	Hotel room booked in advance—neutral chain, nice but not extravagant. One room, one bed, chair for me in the corner. 
	Jake arrives after us. Emily greets him at the door. I stay seated. 
	No kissing unless Emily initiates. No oral unless she wants it. 
	Condoms mandatory. She chooses—ribbed, whatever feels right. 
	I watch. Silent unless I need to speak. No interrupting unless “red.” 
	After he finishes (inside condom, no creampie), he leaves immediately. Polite goodbye. No lingering. 
	Then—reclamation. Me and Emily. Alone in the room. Or with him gone. My choice. 
	Safe word: “red” from either of us stops everything instantly. 
	Post-scene: immediate check-in. No rushing. Full honesty. 
	If any hesitation—before, during, after—we stop. No guilt. No pressure. 


Emily watched my face the whole time. When we finished, she leaned in, kissed me slow.

“You sure?” she asked again. Soft. Serious.

I looked at her—really looked. The woman who packed lunches with notes. Who laughed at my bad jokes. Who came home flushed from another man’s touch and chose me anyway.

“I’m sure,” I said. “Nervous. Scared. Jealous as hell. But… I want to see it. Want to feel it. Want to know what it does to us. And I want to be there. Watching. Claiming you after.”

She exhaled—relieved, excited, a little teary. Kissed me deeper. “Thank you. I love you. This is for us. Not him. Not anyone else. Us.”

We booked the hotel that night—Friday, two weeks out. Mid-range chain near the city centre. King room. Corner suite. Chair by the window. Perfect view.

The next two weeks were agony and anticipation. Emily teased without mercy—slow blowjobs while whispering how Jake might feel inside her, how she’d moan for him, how she’d come home soaked and ready for me. I fucked her harder each time—possessive, reclaiming in advance.

Friday arrived sharp. We dropped the kids early. Drove to the hotel in silence most of the way. Checked in. Room 412. Clean, modern, king bed, armchair in the corner facing it. Floor-to-ceiling window with sheer curtains. Dim lamps.

Emily showered first—came out in the black lace set she’d bought specially. Bra and knickers sheer enough to show everything. Stockings. Heels. Hair down. Makeup subtle but smoky. Red lipstick.

She turned slowly in front of the mirror. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re about to fuck another man while I watch.”

She smiled—nervous, excited. “Good. Because that’s what’s happening.”

We set the chair—my spot. I sat. Tested the view. Perfect. Bed centre-frame. No blind spots.

She straddled my lap one last time. Kissed me slow. “You can stop this anytime. Just say red. Or text. Or stand up. I’ll stop.”

“I know.”

She kissed me again. “I love you. Whatever happens. Whoever’s inside me tonight. I come home to you. Always.”

I held her face. “I love you too. Go get ready. I’ll be here. Watching.”

She stood. Texted Jake: Room 412. Door’s open. Come up.

Then she waited by the door—back straight, breathing steady.

I sat in the chair. Heart pounding so hard I thought it might crack a rib.

The knock came at 8:17.

Emily opened the door.

Jake stepped inside. Tall—easily six-two—broad-shouldered, dark hair neatly styled but slightly tousled from the evening wind. White shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled to mid-forearm, dark jeans fitted enough to hint at muscle underneath. He carried himself with quiet confidence, no swagger, no nerves. Just a man who knew he’d been invited.

His eyes found Emily first. Traveled down her body—slow, appreciative—taking in the black lace bra that barely contained her breasts, the sheer knickers that showed the dark shadow beneath, the stockings clipped to garters, the heels that made her calves flex. He smiled—small, genuine. “You look incredible.”

Then he saw me.

Seated in the corner armchair, legs crossed, hands on the armrests, watching. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t smirk. Just nodded once—respectful, acknowledging. “Evening.”

Emily closed the door behind him. Locked it with a soft click that seemed to echo in the room.

She walked to him slowly—hips swaying just enough to draw his gaze. Stopped inches away. Looked up at him. “Hi.”

He reached out—slow, deliberate, giving her time—cupped her face with both hands. Thumbs brushed her cheekbones. Leaned down. Kissed her.

It started gentle—lips brushing, testing. Then deeper. Tongues met. She sighed into his mouth—soft, involuntary. Her hands slid up his chest, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. His moved to her waist, pulled her flush against him. I saw the outline of his erection already pressing against her stomach through his jeans—thick, insistent.

My stomach lurched—sharp, nauseating jealousy. My cock throbbed painfully in my trousers. I gripped the armrests harder. Watched.

Emily broke the kiss first. Looked at me over his shoulder—eyes dark, pupils blown wide. A small, reassuring smile. Then back to him.

“Sit,” she said softly, nodding toward the edge of the bed.

He obeyed—sat, knees apart. She stepped between them. Hands on his shoulders. Leaned down—kissed him again—slower this time. Deeper. Tongue sliding in. His hands rose to her hips, thumbs brushing the lace of her garters.

She straightened. Reached behind her back. Unclasped the bra. Held the cups against her breasts for a moment—teasing—then let them fall. Breasts spilled free—full, nipples already hard and flushed pink from the cool air and anticipation. She cupped them briefly—lifted, squeezed—then let her hands drop. Let him look. Let me look.

Jake exhaled—low, appreciative. “Jesus…”

She smiled—small, confident. Hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her knickers. Pushed them down—slow—over her hips, thighs, calves. Stepped out. Naked now except for stockings and heels. Pussy bare, lips glistening faintly in the low light. She stood there—unashamed, beautiful—letting him take her in. Letting me see every inch of her exposed for another man.

Then she turned slightly—looked at me. Held my gaze while she stood naked in front of him. The look said everything: This is for us. I love you. I’m still yours.

My throat tightened. Cock ached.

She turned back to Jake. Knelt between his legs—graceful, deliberate. Hands on his thighs. Looked up at him. Then at his belt.

She unbuckled it—slow, leather sliding through loops. Unzipped him. He lifted his hips; she tugged jeans and boxers down together—just enough. His cock sprang free.

I froze.

It was massive. Thick—easily two and a half inches across at the base—veined, heavy, curving slightly upward. The head flushed dark purple, already leaking a thick bead of precum that stretched and dripped slowly. Longer than mine—noticeably so—nine inches at least, maybe more. It bobbed once as it settled, thick and intimidating, dwarfing everything in the room.

Shock slammed into me like cold water. My stomach dropped. Breath caught. Jealousy clawed—raw, primal. That was going inside her. That was going to stretch her open. Fill her completely. Make her moan in ways I never had. Make her come harder than I ever could.

And God help me—my cock jumped harder at the sight. Leaked through my trousers. I shifted—couldn’t help it—palmed myself once through the fabric. The humiliation burned, but the arousal burned hotter.

Emily looked at me—quick, checking. Saw the shock on my face. Saw the bulge in my trousers. Saw the way my hand trembled. Smiled once—small, loving, filthy—then turned back to him.

She wrapped her hand around the base—fingers barely meeting. Stroked once—slow, firm—from root to tip. He hissed. Head tipped back. “Fuck…”

She looked at me again—held my gaze while her hand pumped him slowly. Then leaned in—kissed the tip—soft, teasing. Tongue flicked out—collected the precum. Swirled around the head in lazy circles. Tasted him. Moaned low—quiet, appreciative.

She took him in—slow, inch by inch. Lips stretched wide around his girth. Cheeks hollowed. She moaned again—vibration humming through him. Hand pumped what her mouth couldn’t reach—half his length at least.

The sounds filled the room—wet slurping, soft gags when she pushed deeper, his low groans, her muffled moans. She bobbed—slow at first, savoring. Tongue flat along the underside. Swirling circles on every upstroke. Hand twisting in rhythm. Saliva glistened on her chin. Dropped onto her breasts. Ran in thin trails down her stomach.

She took him deeper—relaxed her throat. Nose brushed his pubic hair. Gagged softly—eyes watering—but held. Throat worked around him. He groaned—deep, guttural. Hand in her hair—not forcing, just holding. Guiding gently.

She pulled off slowly—string of saliva connecting her lips to the head. Looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips swollen. Then at me. Held my gaze. Mouth full of another man’s massive cock moments ago. Chin slick. Breasts heaving.

She dove back down—faster now. Head bobbing in earnest. Hand pumping furiously. Sucked harder—cheeks hollowed. Took him to the hilt again and again. Gagged—soft, wet—then swallowed around him. Throat bulging slightly each time she deep-throated.

Jake tensed—hips lifting. “I’m close—fuck—Emily—”

She didn’t pull off immediately. Took him deep one last time—held—throat working. Then eased back slowly—lips dragging along his length. Let the head rest on her tongue. Looked up at him while she stroked—fast, firm. He groaned—loud, broken. Hips jerked.

But she stopped—just before he tipped over. Hand slowed to gentle strokes. Kissed the tip once—soft. Then stood.

“Not yet,” she whispered to him. “I want you inside me.”

She looked at me—eyes locked. Smiled—small, filthy, loving.

Then climbed onto the bed.

The blowjob was over. The real escalation was about to begin.

Emily rose from her knees—lips swollen and slick, chin glistening, eyes dark with heat. She looked at Jake—then at me—holding my gaze for a long, deliberate beat. The look anchored me: This is us. This is happening. I’m still yours.

She pushed gently at Jake’s shoulders. “Lie back.”

He stretched out on the king bed—head on the pillow, jeans and boxers shoved down to mid-thigh, cock standing rigid and glistening from her mouth. Thick. Veined. Curving upward. Nine inches at least, maybe more. The condom she’d rolled on earlier gleamed under the low lamp light. The sheer size of it—still shocking—made my stomach clench again. That was going inside her. Stretching her. Filling her completely.

She climbed onto the bed—graceful, unhurried. Straddled his hips. Knees planted on either side of him. Reached down—wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft. Guided the thick head to her entrance. Rubbed it slowly along her slit—coating him in her wetness. She was drenched—lips swollen and parted, clit visibly engorged, inner thighs already slick with arousal.

She looked at me one more time—eyes locked—then sank down.

Slow.

Inch by inch.

The stretch was obscene—her outer lips parting wide around his girth. She gasped sharply—breath hitching—head tipping back. “Oh fuck… he’s so big… so fucking big…”

The words sliced through me. My cock jumped painfully in my trousers. I gripped the armrests until my knuckles blanched white.

She kept sinking—slow, controlled—until her ass rested fully against his thighs. Impaled. Completely filled. She stayed still a moment—breathing hard—adjusting to the intrusion. Her hands braced on his chest for balance. Nipples hard points. Breasts rising and falling rapidly.

“God…” she moaned—voice higher, breathier than I’d ever heard it. “He’s stretching me so wide… filling every inch… I can feel him in my stomach… fuck, it’s so deep…”

Jake groaned low—hands settling on her hips. Thumbs brushing her hipbones. “You feel fucking amazing… so tight…”

She started moving—slow rolls of her hips at first. Circling. Grinding her clit against his pubic bone. Soft whimpers escaped her—higher-pitched than usual, more uninhibited. Almost desperate.

“Fuck… yes… right there…” She lifted slightly—then sank back down—each descent drawing a wet, obscene sucking sound. His thick shaft disappearing inside her—glistening with her arousal on every upstroke.

She looked at me—eyes half-lidded, mouth open in a constant soft moan. “He’s so much bigger than you… stretching my pussy like nothing else… oh God… it’s so good… so fucking full…”

The confession burned—jealousy clawing raw at my chest—but arousal drowned it completely. My cock leaked steadily, soaking through my boxers. I didn’t touch myself. Couldn’t. Just watched—transfixed, humiliated, aching.

She rode him harder—lifting higher now, dropping faster. Breasts bounced with each downward thrust. Hands braced on his chest for leverage. Nails digging in—leaving faint red crescents. “Yes—fuck—harder—give it to me—stretch me—fill me—”

Jake thrust up to meet her—controlled but powerful. Hands gripping her ass—spreading her cheeks slightly on each upstroke. The angle let me see everything—his thick shaft sliding in and out, her lips clinging desperately to him, wetness coating his balls and dripping onto the sheets.

She moaned louder—voice cracking. “He’s hitting my cervix… oh fuck—right there—making me feel so owned… so full… better than anything… so much bigger… so much deeper…”

Her rhythm faltered—hips stuttering. Thighs quaking. She ground down hard—clit mashed against him. Cried out—sharp, high—back bowing. First orgasm crashed through her like a wave. Walls pulsing visibly around his shaft. Wetness flooded—coating him, dripping down his balls onto the bed. She shuddered—long, trembling—moaning his name once—“Jake—fuck—yes—coming so hard on your big cock—”

The sound of her saying his name—moaning it in ecstasy—hit me like a physical blow. Jealousy surged—hot, nauseating. But my cock throbbed harder. I shifted in the chair—desperate friction against my trousers—fighting the urge to come untouched.

She didn’t stop. Kept riding—slower through the aftershocks—then faster again. “Again… need another… fuck me harder… give me that big dick…”

Jake flipped her—smooth, strong. Onto her back. Legs spread wide. He hooked them over his shoulders—same position I’d used countless times. Drove in deep—one brutal thrust. She arched—cry tearing from her throat—“Yes—God—right there—stretch me—fill me—”

He pounded—relentless. Bed slamming the wall. Wet slapping sounds filled the room. Her breasts bounced wildly. Nipples hard peaks. She clawed his back—nails leaving red trails. Looked at me—eyes locked through the haze.

“He’s so big… hitting places you never reach… making me feel so full… so used… fuck—another one—coming again—watch me come on his huge cock—”

Second orgasm hit—louder. Thighs clamping his waist. Back bowing off the bed. Walls spasming visibly around him. Wetness squirted slightly—clear fluid coating his shaft, soaking the sheets beneath her. She sobbed his name—“Jake—yes—fuck—coming so hard—your big cock is destroying me—”

He didn’t slow. Kept thrusting—deep, punishing. Her legs trembled—heels digging into his shoulders. She reached down—rubbed her clit frantically in tight circles.

“One more…” she gasped—voice raw. “Give me one more… fuck me like you own me… make me come harder than he ever has…”

Jake growled—low, primal. Thrust harder. Faster. Bedframe rattling. Her moans turned to desperate cries—high, broken. “Yes—yes—yes—big cock—stretching me—making me come again—fuck—fuck—FUCK—”

Third orgasm exploded through her—violent. Body convulsing. Thighs quaking uncontrollably. Back arching so sharply I thought she might snap. Walls clamping so tight his rhythm faltered for a second. She screamed—raw, shattered—tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. Wetness flooded again—soaking the sheets, dripping down her ass. She sobbed his name—“Jake—oh God—coming—coming so hard on your huge fucking cock—”

It was one more than I’d ever given her. The realization burned—humiliation mixing with the pain—but the arousal was overwhelming. My cock leaked steadily—dark stain spreading across my trousers. I was shaking—entire body trembling—with jealousy, need, acceptance.

Jake groaned—deep, guttural. Hips stuttering. Thrust once—twice—then buried deep. Came hard—condom filling inside her. Pulse after pulse. Groaned her name—“Emily—fuck—”

He stayed buried a moment—both panting. Then eased out slowly—condom heavy and swollen with his load. Tied it off. Dropped it in the bin by the bed.

Emily lay there—legs spread, pussy gaping slightly, swollen and red, glistening with her own wetness. Chest heaving. Eyes glassy. Looked at me—soft smile through the haze.

“Your turn,” she whispered.

Jake dressed quickly—respectful nod to me. Left without another word. Door clicked shut.

Silence.

Emily reached for me—arms open.

I stood—legs shaky. Crossed to the bed. Climbed over her. Kissed her deep—tasting her, tasting the night. Thrust inside her—slow at first—feeling the difference. Looser. Wetter. Used.

She wrapped her legs around me. Pulled me deeper.

“Reclaim me,” she whispered. “Erase him.”

The door clicked shut behind Jake. The sound was final—soft, ordinary, but it landed like a gunshot in the quiet room. Silence rushed in. Only our breathing: mine ragged from sitting frozen for forty-five minutes, hers deep and uneven from three shattering orgasms. The air smelled of sex—sweat, her arousal, latex from the condom, the faint cedar of his cologne lingering on her skin like a ghost.

Emily lay on her back in the centre of the king bed—legs still parted, knees bent slightly outward, pussy visibly swollen and flushed dark pink. Her inner lips gaped a little—open from his thickness, glistening with her own wetness. Cum from her orgasms had leaked out around the condom earlier; now it mixed with her arousal in thin, clear trails down her thighs onto the white sheets. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly. Nipples still erect. Hair fanned across the pillow in a dark halo. Makeup slightly smudged under her eyes from tears of pleasure. She looked thoroughly, gloriously used.

And she was looking straight at me.

“Your turn,” she whispered—voice hoarse from screaming his name.

I stood—legs unsteady, knees weak from sitting rigid in the chair. My trousers were uncomfortably tight; the front was soaked with precum. I crossed the room in three steps—slow, deliberate. Climbed onto the bed over her. Looked down at her—really looked.

Her pussy was different. Looser. Wetter. The entrance still slightly open from his girth. I could see the faint redness where he’d stretched her. The sight hit like a punch—jealousy, humiliation, raw need. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

I kissed her—hard, claiming. Tasted coffee, mint, and the faint salt of him on her lips. She moaned into my mouth—soft, needy—wrapped her arms around my neck, pulled me down. Her legs parted wider—inviting. I shoved my trousers and boxers down just enough. My cock sprang free—aching, leaking, harder than I’d ever been in my life.

I positioned myself at her entrance. Felt the heat radiating from her—still open, still slick from him. I thrust in—one long, deep stroke.

She gasped—sharp, surprised. “Oh fuck… Alex…”

She was looser than I’d ever felt her. Warm, wet, stretched from his massive cock. The sensation was overwhelming—less resistance, more glide, her walls still fluttering from her third orgasm. It should have been heaven. Instead it was a knife twist: proof he’d been inside her. Proof he’d opened her beyond what I’d ever done.

I groaned—low, broken—hips snapping forward instinctively. Thrust once. Twice. Three times. The friction was perfect—too perfect, too easy. The mental image overloaded me: his thick shaft disappearing into her, her moans for him, her three orgasms—one more than I’d ever given her—playing on loop.

I came almost immediately.

Hard.

Deep inside her—pulsing, spilling, hips jerking uncontrollably. Only a dozen strokes or so. Hot spurts flooded her—mixing with her wetness, with the memory of him. I buried my face in her neck—groaning her name—shame and ecstasy crashing together. It was over too fast. Way too fast.

She felt it—felt me soften inside her almost right away. Her legs stayed wrapped around me. She stroked my back—gentle, soothing.

“Already?” she whispered—teasing, affectionate, a little surprised. “He got you that worked up? Watching him stretch me… make me come three times… one more than you ever have… poor baby…”

The words stung—humiliation burning hot—but my cock—still inside her—twitched weakly. Then, impossibly, started to harden again. Within minutes. Five, maybe less. Blood rushed back—thickening, lengthening, filling her again. I’d never recovered this fast. Never.

Emily felt it too. Her eyes widened—then darkened with delight.

“Oh my God…” she breathed—voice low, thrilled. “You’re getting hard again. Already. Inside me. After coming that quick.”

She clenched around me—deliberate. I groaned—half pain, half pleasure. Still sensitive from the first orgasm, but the arousal was overwhelming. I thrust experimentally—slow, shallow. Felt her walls grip me—still loose from him, but tightening now around my familiar size. The contrast was humiliating. And intoxicating.

Emily noticed. Smiled—wicked now. “Look at you… little dick getting hard again so fast. Couldn’t last watching a real cock fuck your wife. But now you’re ready to try again. Desperate to reclaim what he just wrecked.”

The words hit like a slap—humiliation burning through me—but my cock throbbed harder inside her. I growled—low, possessive—thrust deeper.

She laughed softly—breathless, delighted. “Come on… fuck me, little dick. Show me you can still make me feel something after that monster stretched me wide open. After he made me come three times—harder than you ever have. Prove you’re still enough.”

I snapped.

I pulled out—flipped her onto her stomach—yanked her hips up high. Ass in the air. Face pressed to the pillow. I lined up—thrust in hard—one brutal stroke. She cried out—surprised, pleased—“Yes—fuck—rough—give it to me—”

I didn’t hold back.

I fucked her like I was trying to break her. Hands gripping her hips—hard enough to leave marks. Thrusting deep, fast, punishing. The bed slammed the wall with every stroke. Wet slapping sounds echoed—her pussy still slick from him, from her orgasms, from my first load. Every thrust pushed some of it out—dripping down her thighs, soaking the sheets.

“Take it,” I growled—voice raw. “Take my cock after his. Feel how much tighter you are for me now.”

She pushed back—meeting every thrust. Moaning into the pillow. “Yes—fuck—harder—punish me—fuck his cum out of me—make me yours again—”

I reached around—fingers finding her clit—rubbing fast, rough circles. She bucked—back arching. “Oh God—yes—right there—don’t stop—”

I didn’t. Pounded harder—deeper—angle hitting that spot inside her. Her moans turned to desperate cries—high, broken. Thighs trembling. Walls fluttering around me.

“You came three times for him,” I rasped—thrusting brutally. “Scream for me now. Come harder than you did for his big cock. Show me you still need me.”

She shattered—fourth orgasm ripping through her. Louder than any before. Body convulsing. Thighs quaking uncontrollably. Back arching so sharply I thought she might snap. Walls clamping so tight I nearly lost it. She screamed my name—“Alex—fuck—coming—coming so hard—your cock—yours—only yours—”

The sound—my name on her lips in ecstasy—pushed me over.

I thrust deep—buried to the hilt—and came again. Harder than the first. Pulsing, spilling inside her—thick ropes mixing with everything already there. Hips jerking uncontrollably. Groaning her name like a prayer—raw, possessive.

We collapsed—me draped over her back, both of us shaking. Sweaty. Spent. Hearts hammering in sync.

After a long minute she whispered—voice hoarse—“You fucked me harder than ever. Made me come harder than he did. Harder than anyone ever has.”

I kissed the back of her neck—gentle now. “You’re mine.”

“Always.”

We eased apart—slow—cum leaking out of her onto the sheets. She rolled onto her back—pulled me down beside her. Curled into my side. Leg over mine. Head on my chest.

We lay quiet. Breathing. Holding.

Eventually she spoke—soft, vulnerable. “Was it… too much?”

I stroked her hair. “It hurt. Watching him stretch you. Hearing you praise his cock. Seeing you come three times—once more than I ever gave you. Coming so quick the first time… feeling how loose he left you… it was humiliating. But… it hurt good. Made me want you more. Made me accept it. This is us now. And I don’t hate it.”

She lifted her head. Kissed me slow—tender. “I love you for that. For being here. For watching. For reclaiming me twice. For fucking me like you owned me after. For coming back so fast… twice. That’s never happened. It’s like… you needed to prove something. And you did.”

I held her tighter. “I needed to feel you choose me. After all that.”

“I always choose you,” she whispered. “Even when another cock is inside me. Even when I’m screaming for him. I come home to you. I come for you.”

We stayed like that—tangled, quiet. The city lights glowed outside the window. Rain had started again—soft tapping against the glass.

“Next time,” she whispered eventually, “maybe we try something different. Maybe I go alone. Maybe you join in. Maybe we find another guy. Maybe we record it. Whatever we want. Together.”

I kissed her forehead. “Together.”

She drifted off—soft snores, warm weight against me.

I stared at the hotel ceiling. The first time had happened. I’d watched. I’d reclaimed—twice, harder and faster than ever.

The hunger hadn’t faded. It had deepened.

But so had we. Stronger. Deeper. Ready.


New Normal

The hotel room smelled of clean linen, expensive cologne, and sex.

I leaned against the dresser in the corner, one hand wrapped around a cold bottle of beer I’d pulled from the minibar. The bottle was sweating; my palm was sweating more. I took a slow sip, let the bitter fizz sit on my tongue, and watched.

Emily was bent over the end of the king bed, palms flat on the mattress, back arched in that perfect curve I knew so well. Her black dress—short, tight, the one she’d started wearing more often—was rucked up around her waist. No knickers. Stockings still on, garters clipped, heels still strapped to her feet. Her hair hung forward in dark waves, swaying with every thrust.

The man behind her was nameless. Mid-thirties, athletic, dark hair cropped short, tattoos snaking up his forearms. We’d met him downstairs in the hotel bar forty minutes earlier. He’d bought her a drink. She’d laughed at his joke. I’d watched from the booth, heart already racing, cock already stirring. She’d glanced at me—small, knowing nod. Then she’d leaned in and whispered something in his ear. He’d grinned. Five minutes later we were in the elevator. Ten minutes after that, the door to room 1408 clicked shut.

Now he had both hands on her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and was fucking her with long, steady strokes. Not brutal. Not frantic. Controlled. Deep. The kind of rhythm that makes a woman’s breath hitch every time he bottoms out.

Emily moaned—low, throaty, unrestrained. “Yes… fuck… right there… deeper…”

Her voice was different when she was like this—hungrier, less guarded. She didn’t hold back the sounds anymore. Didn’t whisper. Didn’t glance back to check if I was still okay. She knew I was. She knew I’d be rock-hard watching another man slide in and out of her. She knew I’d be sipping my beer, heart pounding, cock aching, feeling that familiar cocktail of jealousy, humiliation, pride, and raw, desperate love.

The man—whatever his name was—groaned. “Goddamn, you’re tight…”

She laughed—breathless, wicked. “You should’ve seen me before my husband started sharing me. I used to be even tighter.”

He chuckled—low, appreciative—and thrust harder. The bedframe tapped the wall in steady rhythm. Wet sounds filled the room—skin slapping skin, her slickness coating him on every withdrawal. I could see everything from my angle: the way her ass jiggled with each impact, the way her back arched deeper when he hit that spot, the way her fingers curled into the duvet.

I took another sip of beer. Cold. Sharp. Grounding.

Life had changed.

Six months ago we were Mr. and Mrs. Average—mortgage payments, school runs, Saturday morning lie-ins, comfortable sex once or twice a week if we weren’t too tired. Now we booked hotel rooms on Friday nights. Now she wore dresses that made strangers stare. Now I sat in corners with a beer in my hand while another man fucked my wife, and I got harder with every moan she let slip.

We still had the mortgage. Still had the school runs. Still argued over whose turn it was to unload the dishwasher. But underneath it all was this—this secret, electric thing we’d built together. This hunger we fed in careful, consensual doses. This trust that somehow got stronger every time she came home smelling like someone else.

Emily looked over her shoulder—hair falling across her face—found my eyes. Smiled. Small. Filthy. Loving.

“He’s fucking me so good,” she said—voice pitched just for me. “Deep. Thick. Making me feel so full…”

The man behind her groaned—hips snapping forward. “She’s talking about you, man. You like watching?”

I met his gaze—calm, steady. Took another sip of beer. “I love watching.”

Emily’s smile widened. She pushed back harder—meeting his thrusts. “He does. He loves watching me get fucked. Loves reclaiming me after. Loves knowing I come home to him. Always.”

The man laughed—breathless. “Lucky guy.”

I raised the bottle in a small toast. “Luckiest.”

Emily moaned—louder now. “Fuck—yes—harder—make me come—”

He obliged—pace quickening. Hands gripping her hips. Bedframe banging steadily. Her moans turned to cries—high, desperate. Fingers clawing the duvet. Thighs trembling.

I watched her come—watched the way her back bowed, the way her mouth opened in a silent scream, the way her walls must have clamped around him. She shuddered—long, trembling—then collapsed forward onto her elbows, gasping.

He didn’t stop. Kept thrusting—deep, steady. Chasing his own release.

Emily lifted her head again—looked at me. Eyes glassy. Cheeks flushed. Lips parted.

“Come here,” she whispered. “Soon.”

I nodded. Set the beer down on the dresser. Stepped closer.

The man groaned—low, final. Thrust once—twice—then buried deep. Came hard—hips jerking, groaning her name. Filled the condom inside her. Stayed there a moment—panting—then eased out slowly. Tied it off. Dropped it in the bin.

He dressed quickly—respectful nod to me. “Thanks for sharing her.”

I nodded back. “Anytime.”

He left. Door clicked shut.

Emily stayed bent over the bed—ass up, pussy dripping, still flushed and trembling. She looked back at me—smiled.

“Your turn,” she said again.

I crossed the room. Dropped my trousers. Stepped behind her. Lined up. Thrust in—one long, deep stroke.

She was looser than ever—still open from him, slick with her own arousal and his absence. The sensation was overwhelming—warm, wet, easy glide. I groaned—low, possessive.

She pushed back—meeting me. “Reclaim me,” she whispered. “Fuck his cum out of me. Make me yours again.”

I did.

Hard.

Fast.

Deep.

Hands on her hips—gripping tight. Thrusting like I was trying to erase every inch he’d claimed. The bed creaked. Her moans started again—higher, needier. “Yes—fuck—harder—own me—own your wife—”

I reached around—fingers finding her clit—rubbing fast. She bucked—back arching. “Oh God—yes—right there—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

I fucked her through her orgasm—felt her walls clamp down, felt her shudder, heard her scream my name. Felt her come harder than she had for him. Felt her choose me—again, always.

Then I came—deep inside her—pulsing, spilling, groaning her name like a prayer.

We collapsed together—sweaty, spent, tangled. She curled into me immediately—leg over mine, head on my chest. Fingers tracing lazy circles over my heart.

We didn’t speak for a long time. Just breathed. Held each other. Listened to the city outside the window.

Eventually she whispered—soft, content—“This is us now.”

I kissed her forehead. “This is us.”

She smiled against my skin. “Still Mr. and Mrs. Average. Mortgage. School runs. Dishwasher arguments.”

“And hotel rooms,” I added.

“And hotel rooms.” She laughed—quiet, happy. “And you watching. And me coming home. And us fucking like this after.”

I held her tighter. “Always.”

She drifted off—soft snores, warm weight against me.

I stared at the ceiling—hotel ceiling, not ours.

Life had changed.

But we hadn’t.

We’d just… expanded.

And we were still us.

Stronger.

Deeper.

Ready for whatever came next.
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Up Close and Personal: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience

As I looked into the rear-view mirror, the image took my breath away. My normally sweet and innocent wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist.

It might have been dark, but the dim light of the parking lot was still enough for me to see the diamond in her wedding ring glinting as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, thick, throbbing black cock.

I know I should have told her to stop. I know it’s not right. But for some reason I was so turned on I just froze. I froze and let my wife enjoy a big black cock in the back seat of my car.

But how did we get here? How did we get to this point? Even a few months ago we were such a normal couple. So vanilla. So conservative. So let me tell you how we got so up close and personal with my darkest fantasy.

Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

Mike only ever wanted Emma to feel sexy. A flirtatious bikini here, a cheeky comment there—just something to spice things up.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.

The path from playful teasing to raw, unfiltered reality was a short one—just a weekend at the lake, a few too many drinks, and two young studs who couldn’t take their eyes off Mike’s stunning wife.

Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?

Shared for the First Time: A Husband's Big Black Fantasy Becomes Reality

I’d like to tell you there was a single moment when I realized we’d gone too far—one clean second where I finally woke up and pulled us back. But that wouldn’t be honest. The truth is I knew all along. I just didn’t want to admit it.

I knew long before I saw Jess bent over with Andre behind her, before his big black cock slid into her

I knew before she was sitting on his lap fully clothed, laughing, teasing, moving just a little more than she needed to.

I knew before she stood up and I saw his massive erection, the proof of how much he wanted her—and how much she liked being wanted.

None of this happened by accident. I opened the door myself, calling it harmless fun, telling myself I was just helping my wife feel sexy again. I believed we were in control, that fantasy and reality had a safe little wall between them.

They don’t.

Now it isn’t about what Jess has already done.
It’s about how far she wants to take this—and whether I’m brave enough, or weak enough, to follow her there.
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