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My Husband’s Ex



I was scraping vegetables into the compost bin when he said it.

"Jules reached out today."

The name landed with a quiet thud between us. I didn’t look up right away, just ran the faucet and rinsed the cutting board. His voice had been too casual, too light. That tone men use when they know something might upset you and they’re trying to smuggle it in like it’s nothing.

“Oh?” I said, keeping it even.

“Yeah. Her lease is up and the new place isn’t ready yet. She’s got, like, ten days in between. Said she’s scrambling.”

I finally looked at him. He stood at the island, slicing lemon for his drink, not meeting my eyes either. “And she’s asking you…?”

He shrugged. “For a place to crash. Couch, air mattress, whatever. She’s reaching out to a couple people.”

But I already knew what was coming. That wasn’t the kind of thing he’d mention unless he was softening me up for it.

“You’re thinking we should offer?” I asked.

He hesitated, then nodded. “It’s just a few days. She’d be out before the month’s over. And you’d be here the whole time. It’s not like—”

“I didn’t say no.”

And I hadn’t. Not yet. But my stomach was already twisting.

I wiped my hands on a towel and leaned against the counter, arms crossed. I hadn’t seen Jules in person officially. We weren’t enemies, exactly, but she wasn’t in my husband’s life in a close-way. Which is what made this request seem a little odd.

“She’s just in a bind,” he said gently. “No ulterior motives. She even said it would be strictly temporary. Like five nights, maybe six.”

I exhaled, long and slow. “I mean, we’d kind of look like assholes if we didn’t offer. Right?”

“You’re a good person,” he said, stepping around the island to kiss my cheek. His lips were warm, the scent of citrus still on them.

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him. I did. But that didn’t stop my brain from already staging the movie. Her bags in the hallway. Her bare legs curled on our couch. Her laugh echoing through the walls while I lay in bed pretending not to care.

“Five nights,” I said, more to myself than him.

He smiled, relieved. “Tops.”

I forced a smile back and nodded. But deep down, I already knew. This was going to stir something up. I just didn’t know what yet.
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I wasn’t prepared for how pretty she’d be in person.

Jules stepped through the front door in a pale yellow dress that floated just above her knees, the kind of thing you throw on when you know you’ll look good in it. Her skin caught the last of the evening light, her collarbones soft and golden, a single thin strap of her purse digging lightly into her shoulder.

I’d seen her on social media before—filtered vacation shots, brunch selfies, that kind of thing—but this was different. This was flesh and presence. The kind of beauty that you felt. My mouth went dry for a second, and I hated that it did.

“Hey,” I managed. “Come on in.”

She smiled like we were already friends. “Thanks again for letting me crash. I really appreciate it.”

Before I could answer, my husband appeared from the hallway, barefoot and relaxed, a drink already in hand. His face lit up when he saw her.

“Jules,” he said warmly, crossing the room in three long strides and pulling her into a hug that lasted just a second too long. I watched him close his eyes for a moment, like he was drinking her in. “God, how have you been?”

She let out a breathy laugh, arms around his shoulders. “You know. Everyone has ups and downs.”

I stood there, invisible for a beat, then forced myself to break the moment.

“Come sit. Do you want a drink? We’ve got wine, mezcal, that plum sake you like—he told me about it once.”

Her face lit up again. “That would be nice.”

I poured for all three of us and joined them in the living room, trying not to feel like an outsider in my own home. They sat angled toward each other on the couch, their knees almost touching, while I curled up on the armchair across from them. The conversation was easy, too easy—like slipping back into a language only the two of them knew.

“Remember that tiny club in Portland?” Jules asked. “The one with the velvet curtains and the drummer who wouldn’t wear shoes?”

He grinned. “Yeah. You convinced the bartender to give us free shots all night because you said it was your anniversary.”

“It was,” she said, laughing.

“Of what?”

“Of seeing Interpol together, remember?”

I sipped my drink and tried to keep my face neutral. I didn’t know this version of him. He laughed more freely. He gestured with his hands when he talked, animated in a way I’d never noticed before.

Jules tilted her head, eyes narrowing with fondness. “God, I forgot you still do that with your hands when you’re thinking.”

He looked down at them, briefly self-conscious, then smiled. “Guess I haven’t changed that much.”

I sat back and let the voices wash over me. They weren’t doing anything wrong. It was just conversation. Just old friends catching up. But I couldn’t help the twinge that tightened in my chest every time she touched his arm to make a point, or the way he leaned in when she laughed.

I tried to insert myself a few times. “So what’s the new apartment like?” I asked her.

She turned to me, polite and kind. “It’s cute. Smaller than I’m used to, but it has good light. Big windows. That’s all I really wanted.”

He nodded. “You always loved sunlight. Even in winter you’d sit on the floor just to get that one patch.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You remember that?”

Of course he did.

I finished my glass of wine and set it down harder than I meant to. He glanced over at me, finally clocking my silence.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling too quickly. “Just tired.”

He nodded, but Jules looked at me a beat longer, like she could feel something shift. Like maybe she knew exactly how it felt to be watching from the sidelines.
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My husband was already in bed when I came in, the covers pulled up to his waist, the soft light from his bedside lamp casting everything in gold. I climbed in slowly, the sheets cool against my skin, still thinking about the way she’d looked tonight—how easily she’d laughed, how he’d looked at her like she was a memory come to life.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, his hand resting on my hip, absently drawing circles through the fabric of my pajama shorts.

I didn’t want to bring it up, but it sat there, pulsing in the quiet. And I knew if I didn’t say something, it would twist in me all night.

“You two go way back,” I said lightly, like it was just an observation.

He chuckled. “Yeah. It was a long time ago though. We were kids, basically.”

I nodded, staring up at the ceiling. “You seemed really happy to see her.”

“I was. But it’s not like that.” He shifted closer, propping himself on one elbow. “She’s just… Jules. She always lights up a room.”

I gave a soft laugh I didn’t fully feel. “She’s gorgeous.”

He shrugged. “Sure, she’s attractive. Always has been. Why? Are you jealous?” He said it in a flirty, seductive way, not even teasing.

“Maybe a little bit,” I reluctantly admitted.

“Well there’s no reason to be. You’re more beautiful than her. I married you. I’d never cheat.”

I blinked.

He meant it as reassurance, I knew that. His voice was warm, his hand still moving gently on my hip. But my brain caught on his earlier words like a thread in a sweater: She’s attractive.

I turned slightly, pressing my face into his shoulder so he wouldn’t see whatever flickered across my expression. “I know,” I said. “I wasn’t accusing you.”

“I know you weren’t, but I still wanted you to hear it. To know for certain.” He kissed the top of my head and settled back down. “She’ll be gone in a few days. It’s not a big deal.”

I nodded against his chest, but my stomach had gone tight.

She’s attractive.

It echoed, unwanted and bright, bouncing around in my skull like a marble in a jar. I hadn’t needed confirmation that he noticed. That he still saw her that way. But now it was there, stuck under my skin.

His breathing evened out before mine did. He drifted off quickly, like he always did, while I lay awake beside him—too warm, too aware of every inch of space in our bed, and of the woman sleeping just one room over.
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I’d been looking forward to the date all week. Just the two of us, finally. A little steakhouse downtown, the kind of place with low lighting and white napkins folded into stiff triangles. We hadn’t had a night out in a while, and I’d taken my time getting ready—soft curls, subtle makeup, a black dress that made me feel sexy. When I stepped out of the bedroom, he actually whistled.

“That’s my wife,” he said, wrapping his arms around me and kissing my shoulder. “Damn.”

I smiled, warm and hopeful. This was what I wanted. Just us, something simple. A reminder.

But as we were putting on our jackets by the door, Jules called out from the couch. “You guys going somewhere fancy?”

He glanced back at her, then looked at me. “I forgot to mention—we had that reservation tonight.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” she said, tucking her legs under her and sipping her wine. “You two go have fun.”

And that should have been the end of it.

But he hesitated. “You sure you don’t want to come?”

I froze, my arms halfway into my coat sleeve.

She laughed. “I wasn’t fishing. I’m fine here.”

“No, seriously,” he said. “Come with us. Better than sitting here alone, right?”

My chest tightened. It was the kind of offer he’d always make—generous to a fault. But he wasn’t thinking. Or maybe he was, just not in the same way I was.

I looked at Jules, who tilted her head like she wasn’t sure if he meant it. Then I looked at him.

“Only if you want to,” I said, smiling even though my stomach had started to sink. “We’ve got room in the car.”

Fifteen minutes later, we were seated at a booth meant for two, squeezing in three.

She didn’t even need a menu.

“He always orders the bone-in ribeye,” Jules said, smiling at the waiter before glancing over at him. “Medium rare. No sauce.”

He laughed. “Guilty.”

“And the broccolini,” she added. “Because God forbid a starch touch his plate.”

I watched them—his face lighting up with the familiarity of it, the ease. Like they were rehearsing lines from a play they’d both memorized years ago. She knew his drink, too. Whiskey, neat, but only if the bar stocked Bulleit. I’d learned that on our second anniversary. She didn’t even have to ask.

He leaned in as they talked, their conversation so natural I felt like I was intruding on something intimate just by sitting there. She finished his sentences. Remembered his stories before he did.

I smiled too much. That’s what I noticed halfway through the meal—how tight my cheeks felt, how carefully I was monitoring every reaction. I laughed when I wasn’t sure the joke was funny. I nodded along to stories I wasn’t part of. I folded my napkin three times to keep my hands busy.

It wasn’t all about them. My husband still looked at me lovingly. Touched my thigh under the table, sending chills down my spine. But when they did share a personal moment, it felt like it took over everything else. The jealousy clouded my perception.

The waiter came by with dessert menus, and I shook my head, already full. Jules said, “He’s gonna want the crème brûlée,” before he opened his mouth.

I glanced at him, expecting him to tease her or correct her. He didn’t.

“She’s not wrong,” he said with a grin. “You know me.”

You know me.

Three simple words, but they stuck. Not because he meant anything by them—he didn’t. But because I hadn’t realized how much of him existed before me. A version she’d memorized. A rhythm I hadn’t heard until she stepped back into it.

The torch-lit patio outside shimmered behind the window, and I suddenly felt far too warm.

She’ll be gone in a few days, I reminded myself silently as they debated which dessert to share.

But I couldn’t help the quiet ache that crept in anyway.

Because sitting there across from them, I didn’t feel like his wife.

I felt like the third wheel.
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It was late enough that the house felt quieter than it had all evening. He’d gone upstairs to take a shower, leaving Jules and me alone in the kitchen with the low hum of the dishwasher.

I poured myself a glass of water and leaned against the counter, watching her move around the space like she already knew it. She rolled up the sleeves of her cardigan, rinsed her glass, set it neatly in the drying rack. Small things. Familiar things.

“Thanks again for letting me stay,” she said easily. “I know this kind of thing can be… awkward.”

I smiled, polite by reflex. “It’s fine. Really. It’s temporary.”

She glanced at me then, something unreadable in her eyes, but she didn’t comment.

For a moment, we just stood there, the quiet stretching. I told myself this was good. Normal. Two adult women sharing space without drama. The kind of moment that proved I wasn’t as threatened as I sometimes felt.

So when the question slipped out, it surprised me almost as much as it surprised her.

“How long were you together?” I asked.

The words hung there between us, heavier than I’d expected.

She didn’t hesitate. Not even a little.

“Long enough that I thought we’d get married.”

There was no edge in her voice. No apology. Just fact.

My chest tightened, and I had to consciously remind myself to breathe. “Oh,” I said softly, like that single sound could carry all the thoughts I didn’t want to say out loud.

She leaned back against the opposite counter, crossing her ankles. “We talked about it seriously. Rings, timelines, the whole thing. It wasn’t some fling.”

I nodded, my fingers curling around the cool rim of my glass. I didn’t know why I’d asked. Or maybe I did, and I just hadn’t expected her to answer so cleanly. So confidently.

“That must’ve been hard,” I said, because it felt like the right thing to say.

She shrugged. “It was. But it was also a long time ago. People grow up.”

I studied her then, really looked. The curve of her mouth when she smiled, the way she held herself with an ease that felt earned. I could see why he’d loved her. That was the part that unsettled me most—not jealousy exactly, but recognition.

“I didn’t mean to pry,” I added, too late to take it back.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m just surprised he hadn’t told you already.”

“Yeah. Well, I guess I never really asked, either.”

And that was it. No discomfort. No second-guessing. She hadn’t flinched, hadn’t softened it for my sake. She’d let the truth exist in the room with us, fully formed.

When he came back downstairs a few minutes later, hair damp and smelling like soap, something had shifted. Nothing visible. But I felt it settle into me anyway.

I’d opened a door I couldn’t close now.

The past wasn’t just a story anymore.

It was standing in my kitchen, looking entirely at home.
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The next night, we were having pasta—something simple he’d thrown together while Jules opened the wine and I set the table. It could’ve been cozy, intimate even, if it weren’t for the third plate.

Conversation flowed easily enough at first. He asked about her new job, I complimented her dress, and we all laughed over a shared gripe about the local grocery store’s impossible parking lot. For a moment, I could almost forget that I’d invited a ghost into our home.

Then she leaned back in her chair, swirling the red wine in her glass, and said, “Do you remember how we met?”

He smiled instantly. “Of course I do. That bookstore on Fourth.”

I didn’t move, but something in me tightened.

“God,” she said, laughing. “You were trying to reach that ridiculous hardback on the top shelf. Standing on your tiptoes, looking completely helpless.”

He chuckled. “And you climbed the rolling ladder like some kind of superhero.”

“I wasn’t going to let you break your neck trying to get it. And it was a good book.”

He nodded, grinning at the memory. “You handed it down to me like it was a sacred text. Then we sat on the floor and talked about Murakami for, what, two hours?”

“Two and a half,” she said. “I remember because I was supposed to meet a friend for lunch and I never showed.”

The air in the room shifted—nothing loud, just the subtle hush of a story too intimate to be shared without consequence. I didn’t speak, didn’t interrupt. I just kept twirling pasta onto my fork and pretending my stomach hadn’t suddenly gone hollow.

It wasn’t the story itself. It was the ease of it. The charm. The fact that it sounded like something out of a movie. A perfect little meet-cute, all coincidence and chemistry and accidental magic.

He looked at her like he was still amused by the memory. “I asked for your number and wrote it on the bookmark.”

She laughed again, eyes bright. “God, I forgot about that.”

I smiled too hard and sipped my wine. My throat burned.

When I’d met him, it had been through friends. A dinner party. Too much wine. He’d kissed me at the end of the night and asked for my number, but it hadn’t been cinematic. It had been… normal. Comfortable. And I’d liked that. I still did.

But now, hearing this story—this easy, sparkling beginning—I felt like someone who’d been cast in the sequel, trying to follow a plot I wasn’t part of.

He turned to me, finally noticing my silence. “Babe, did I ever tell you that story?”

I shook my head, careful to keep my voice light. “No. It’s sweet.” And it was. That was the problem.

He didn’t hear the shift in my tone. Or maybe he did and chose to ignore it.

I chewed slowly, listening too closely. Cataloguing every shared glance, every remembered word. Every part of him she’d known before I ever walked into his life.

She wasn’t showing off. That was the worst part. She was just remembering, as if the past were still warm in her hands.

And I was trying too hard to act like it didn’t matter. But it did.

Because for the first time, I realized something I hadn’t wanted to admit.

They’d had a real beginning, and I was just the after.

The plates were cleared and the last of the wine drained, and I was tired—but not in a way that felt restful. My body buzzed with too many thoughts, too much information. We had moved to the sofa for after dinner wine, but I was ready to put some distance between me and Jules. I stood and stretched, trying to keep my voice even.

“I think I’m gonna head up,” I said, brushing imaginary crumbs from the table. “Long day.”

My husband nodded, already gathering the wine glasses. “Yeah. Same.”

Jules smiled, her legs tucked under her on the couch, a blanket draped casually over one knee like she belonged here. “Thanks for dinner. Everything was delicious.”

“Of course,” I said, and turned toward the hallway.

But then she stood, barefoot, glass in hand, and crossed the room to him. And before I could fully register it, she leaned in and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.

He didn’t hesitate. His arms came around her waist, familiar. Automatic.

It wasn’t dramatic. Nothing overt. Just a hug.

But it lingered.

Long enough for me to notice the way her head rested against his chest for a second too long. Long enough to see his hand flex gently against her lower back before he let go.

“You always made the best pasta,” she murmured into his shoulder. “Some things don’t change.”

He smiled, and I saw something soft in it. Something I wasn’t meant to see.

And yet—I didn’t speak. I didn’t move.

I watched.

And maybe it should’ve hurt more than it did. Maybe it did hurt, in a quiet, aching way I couldn’t fully name. But under the tightness in my chest, under the jealousy I’d been nursing all night, something else stirred.

Heat. Something lower. Slower. Unexpected.

I watched her let go of him, fingertips trailing just slightly before she stepped back. I felt the thrum of it in my own skin, like I’d been standing too close to a fire and couldn’t walk away.

He looked over at me, oblivious, and reached for my hand.

“You coming?”

I nodded and followed him upstairs. But the image stayed with me. Her body pressed to his. His hand on her back.

And the strange way my body had responded to both.

We climbed into bed, both quiet.

The ceiling fan spun lazily above us, the only sound in the room aside from our breathing and the occasional creak of the house settling. He lay on his back, one arm behind his head, the other resting lightly across his stomach. I was curled on my side facing him, but not touching him.

I couldn’t stop seeing it. Her arms around him. The way he’d held her, soft and knowing. Not inappropriate. Just intimate. Familiar in a way that made something twist inside me.

“Are you still attracted to her?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

He turned his head, eyes narrowing in the dark. “What?”

I shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal, but my pulse had started to race. “Not just, like… is she attractive. I mean—if things were different. If you could. Would you sleep with her?”

He went still beside me. “Seriously?”

“Just tell me.”

He sighed, turning his face back to the ceiling. “You’re setting a trap. I’m not walking into it.”

But I reached for him anyway, my fingers slipping under the sheet, tracing the outline of his cock through his boxers. He was already half hard. My touch made him inhale sharply.

“It’s not a trap,” I said quietly. “It’s just a question.”

He didn’t answer.

I moved my fingers more deliberately, dragging them slowly along the ridge of him, feeling him swell beneath the cotton. I leaned in, letting my lips brush his shoulder.

“Would you fuck her if you could?” I whispered. “Would you take her up to this bed, peel that little dress off her, and fuck her slow while I listened from the hallway?”

He groaned, barely audible. His hips shifted under my touch.

“She still knows you,” I breathed. “Knows how to make you laugh. Remembers how you like your steak. And I’m sure she still remembers how good you fuck.”

He exhaled, sharp and shaky, his cock hard now under my hand. I felt powerful, suddenly, and unsettled by that power all at once.

I didn’t know where the words came from. I didn’t plan them. But they slid out anyway.

“What if I let you?”

His whole body tensed. He turned his head sharply toward me, eyes wide. “Wait—what?”

I met his gaze, heart thudding. “How would you fuck her?” I asked, low and steady. “I want you to show me.”

“This is a bad idea,” he said, voice husky, but there was no conviction behind it. Just heat. Hesitation.

I moved closer, pressing my chest to his side. My hand kept stroking, slow and deliberate.

“Pretend I’m her,” I whispered. “I want to know.”

His breath caught. And then, slowly, he reached for me.

I didn’t wait for him to make the first move.

The tension between us was thick, humming with things we couldn’t take back. My thighs slid over him as I straddled his hips, the sheet slipping off us as I shifted into place. His cock, still hard from everything I’d said, pressed thick and warm against the damp center of my panties.

I rocked my hips once, slow and deliberate, dragging my heat along the length of him. The friction made us both gasp.

His hands came to my thighs, then slid up, gathering the hem of my nightgown until it bunched around my waist. He looked at me like he didn’t recognize this version of me—bold, driven by something messy and dark—but he didn’t stop me either.

He hooked a finger into the side of my panties and pulled them aside, exposing me to the cool air. I could feel how wet I was, how desperate I’d gotten without even meaning to. His other hand tugged his boxers down just enough to free his cock, and then he guided me down, his tip brushing right where I needed him.

I sank onto him slowly, taking him in inch by inch until he filled me completely. His breath stuttered and his hands gripped my waist like he didn’t trust himself not to lose control.

He moved first—his hips rolling up into me, firm and deep—then let me take over the rhythm. I rode him steadily, letting the stretch of him root me in the moment, letting the slick sounds of us fill the silence between gasps.

His hand slid up, cupping the side of my neck, his thumb pressing lightly beneath my jaw. The other dug harder into my waist as he began thrusting up in time with my movement, each snap of his hips rougher than the last.

“You want to be her?” he growled, low and filthy. “You want me to fuck her?”

“Yes,” I moaned, before I could stop myself.

That single word stunned him for a second. His mouth parted like he didn’t expect to hear it out loud. But then something darker crossed his face—desire laced with disbelief—and he thrust into me harder.

“I’d pound her,” he muttered, voice rough with heat. “I’d make her scream. But only for you. Only to get you off.”

I moaned louder, burying my face in his neck as my orgasm rushed through me. It cracked me open, hot and unsteady, and I trembled against him as I came.

He followed a breath later, gritting his teeth, hands gripping me hard as he spilled into me, his whole body going rigid beneath mine before finally slumping back against the bed.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Breathing. Sinking.

I rested my forehead against his shoulder, my body still pulsing faintly around him, too raw to hide what I was feeling.

“I think I might actually want it,” I whispered. “I don’t know why. But I do.”

He didn’t answer right away. His fingers smoothed across my back, slow and distracted.

“Sleep it off,” he said eventually, his voice low. “We can talk about it tomorrow.”

But I didn’t think sleep would make it go away. And I wasn’t sure I wanted it to.
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He was at work by the time I woke up, and I lay in bed for a while, staring at the ceiling, still raw from the night before. My body ached in that satisfying, used way—but my mind hadn’t settled. If anything, it had sharpened.

I kept replaying it. The way he responded when I brought her into the room with us, even just in words. The way his hands tightened. The way he came. The way I came.

And what I’d said after. I think I might actually want this.

By the time I was finished getting read for the day, I was staring at my phone with my thumb hovering over the keyboard. I typed the words before I could second-guess them.

I think I still want this. Do you mind if I ask her?

I sent it before I lost my nerve.

The little gray dots appeared right away. Then disappeared. Reappeared. Gone again.

Finally, the reply came through.

If it’s really what you want.

I stared at that sentence longer than I should have, trying to decode everything unsaid in it. His hesitation. His surrender. His trust.

It was enough.

I padded downstairs barefoot, the mug still warm in my hand, and paused when I reached the bottom step.

She was already there—curled up on the couch with one leg tucked beneath her, a throw blanket across her lap and a fresh cup of coffee in her hands. She looked up at me with that calm, steady expression she always wore, like she’d already read the scene five pages ahead.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

I walked toward the couch but didn’t sit yet. My fingers tightened into small fists. The heat grounded me.

“I have an idea I want to run by you,” I said slowly. “If you’re still attracted to my husband, that is.”

Her mouth quirked into a knowing smile. “I wondered when this would come up.”

I blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head, dark hair falling over her shoulder. “I could see it in your eyes this whole time. You’ve been jealous. But, curious too.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

She set her coffee down on the side table without looking away. “You want us to sleep together.”

It wasn’t even a question. I swallowed, throat dry. How had she seen right through me? I didn’t even realize fully until last night.

“Yes,” I said. “But I want to watch.”

She held my gaze, her smile softening, deepening into something warmer. “Okay.”

That one word made my breath hitch. I blinked. “Okay?”

She nodded once, her voice quieter now. “Okay.”

The simplicity of it unraveled something inside me. I don’t know what I’d expected—shock, hesitation, maybe a coy little back-and-forth. But not this. Not calm acceptance. Not her meeting me where I was, without judgement.

I finally sat down beside her, my pulse thudding in my ears.

She reached for her mug again and took a sip. “Just let me know when.”

And just like that, the decision was real. Not just an idea. Not just a fantasy whispered in bed.

But a future we’d both agreed to. Something was going to happen. And I wasn’t sure who I was going to be on the other side of it.
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I took my time getting ready.

I wasn’t sure why I was nervous—we’d talked about this. I’d chosen this. But as I stood in front of the mirror in my best black lingerie, my hands trembled a little. The lace bra and panties hugged every curve, sheer in the places that made me blush just looking at myself. I wasn’t wearing anything else. No robe, no dress to cover up. Just the lingerie. Just intention.

When I walked into the guest room, Jules was already brushing her hair out in soft waves. She looked over her shoulder at me, and her gaze dipped down my body without shame.

“That’s what you’re wearing?” she asked, arching one brow.

“I want you to wear something like this too,” I said, voice steady. “No clothes. Just lingerie. Whatever makes you feel beautiful.”

Her smile was slow. Confident. “You’re sure?”

I nodded.

She didn’t ask again. Just turned back to her bag and began slipping out of her clothes.

My heart thudded louder with every passing minute as I went back to our bedroom and pulled the chair into the corner. I angled it just enough to see the whole bed. Then I sat. Waiting.

The house was quiet which only built up the heat of the situation even more. Then Jules entered wearing a deep wine-colored set of lace that left nothing to the imagination. She was striking and my breath hitched at the sight of her. “Where do you want me?” she asked.

I angled my head toward the bed and she nodded, heading toward it. When I heard the front door open and close, a jolt of nerves shot through me.

He was home.

There were footsteps. The creak of the floor. A pause in the hallway.

“Hello?” he called, voice light, confused.

I didn’t answer.

Then I heard him walking again—closer now—until the bedroom door eased open.

He froze.

Jules was stretched out across the bed in. Her legs were crossed at the ankles, hair loose around her shoulders, like a scene from a dream. I sat in the corner, my bare thighs against the edge of the chair, heat curling low in my belly as I watched his face shift—first confusion, then disbelief, then hunger.

He blinked at both of us. “What… is this?”

I met his eyes, voice low but clear. “We’re ready.”

His mouth parted, and I saw the way his body changed—the way tension rippled through him, how fast his breathing got.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You’re serious?”

Jules sat up slowly, then stood, her eyes never leaving his. She walked to him like she’d done it a hundred times before. Like no time had passed.

“You’re overdressed,” she said, reaching for his tie.

He didn’t stop her. She loosened the knot, slid the tie from his collar, and draped it across the nearby dresser. Then came the jacket, slow and deliberate. She peeled it from his shoulders, folded it over the other chair, and moved to the buttons of his shirt.

He looked at me over her shoulder, still stunned, his voice rough. “Are you sure?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“I’m so wet for it already,” I said. “I want you to fuck her, honey.”

His eyes darkened. His hands came up, finally touching her—one sliding over the curve of her waist, the other dipping to cup her ass as she undid the last button and pushed the shirt off his chest.

He didn’t wait another second.

He cupped Jules’s face in both hands and kissed her hard, mouths crashing together like they were starving for it. His tongue pushed into her mouth, and she moaned into the kiss, gripping his shoulders as she pressed against him.

My breath caught.

I felt heat pool low in my belly, thighs clenching involuntarily as I watched the two of them—my husband’s bare chest against her lace-covered breasts, his hands roaming her curves like he remembered every inch of her body. Maybe he did.

And still, this was for me. I could feel it in the way he glanced over at me mid-kiss, like he needed my permission again. Like he wanted to see what this was doing to me.

I didn’t look away. I wanted to see it all.

I watched them kiss—my husband and his ex—just feet from where I sat in the corner of the bedroom, knees parted, pulse racing.

It still didn’t feel entirely real. The sight of them together, the way their mouths moved with growing hunger, their hands grasping more eagerly now—his fingers sliding down her back, hers gliding over his abs—made my skin prickle with heat. I should have felt sick. Furious, even.

But I didn’t.

I felt turned on. Obsessively, achingly turned on.

Their bodies pressed together like they’d never been apart. He kissed her the way I remembered him kissing me when we first met—open-mouthed and possessive, with a hunger he couldn’t quite control. Her hands slid to his belt, working the buckle free, then the button, the zipper. I saw the tension in his thighs, the way he stiffened slightly as she eased his pants down, her hands steady and unhurried.

My own hand slid between my thighs, fingers dipping under the edge of my panties before I could even think. I was soaked—shamelessly wet—just from watching.

She kissed down his chest as she knelt, soft lips brushing over his stomach. His boxers caught on his erection, and when she tugged them down, his cock sprang free, flushed and thick, already hard.

“God,” she murmured, running her hand along the base. “I forgot how perfect you are.”

He saw me teasing myself and groaned, his eyes dark with disbelief.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You really want this, don’t you?”

I met his gaze, my fingers still moving inside my panties, slow and needy. “I don’t know why,” I said, voice low and honest. “But I do.”

He swallowed hard, jaw tense. Then his hand slid into her hair as she leaned forward, her mouth wrapping around the head of his cock.

He tipped his head back with a deep, guttural groan.

I watched everything.

The way her lips slid down his length, taking him deeper inch by inch, her hand still gripping the base. The way he moved in her mouth, slowly at first, his fingers tightening in her hair. The way she moaned around him, eyes fluttering closed like this was just as good for her as it was for him.

I stroked myself in time with the rhythm of her mouth. My thighs trembled. Every time he groaned, it sent another jolt of heat through me. He looked so good like that—undone, hips jerking forward slightly as she sucked harder, his whole body straining toward her like he couldn’t help it.

It should’ve made me jealous. And maybe it did—somewhere deep down, in that tangled place where envy and arousal lived side by side. But I didn’t want to stop it.

I wanted more.

She pulled back slightly, twisting her hand as she stroked him, tongue flicking at the tip. Then she took him deeper again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder.

His hips bucked, and he grunted, trying to hold himself back.

“Jules—fuck, I’m close.”

She didn’t stop.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. My fingers were slick with my own wetness, circling my clit, dipping lower, pressing back up. I bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out too soon. I didn’t want to miss a second of it.

His breathing turned ragged. His stomach tightened.

Then he groaned her name again—lower, more desperate—and came in her mouth with a shudder. His whole body jerked. His hand gripped her hair tightly as he spilled down her throat.

I moaned, unable to help it, my own body pulsing as I came seconds later, hips jerking forward, thighs clenched around my hand.

She swallowed it all and licked him clean like it was nothing new.

And still, I couldn’t stop watching.

Even with my pulse racing, even with my body trembling, even as my husband slowly opened his eyes again and looked straight at me—stunned, dazed, wrecked.

Jules stood slowly, deliberately, like she wanted me to see every part of her.

She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra without looking down, letting it slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor. Her breasts were full and heavy, nipples already darkened, the soft weight of them shifting as she moved. I felt my breath hitch before I could stop it.

Then she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and pushed them down her hips, over her thighs, until she stepped out of them completely.

She was naked.

Completely, unapologetically naked in our bedroom.

I let myself look. I didn’t rush it. I took in the slope of her breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, the smooth plane of her stomach. Then my eyes drifted lower, to the soft dark curl of hair between her thighs, to the glistening heat there that made my pulse jump.

I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

My hand slipped back between my legs without thinking, fingers slick, trembling. I should have been overwhelmed with jealousy. I should have wanted to look away.

Instead, I wanted him to touch her.

And he did.

He stepped closer, drawn in like gravity had shifted in the room. His hands slid to her waist first, thumbs brushing her skin like he was reacquainting himself with something familiar. Then his palms moved upward, over her ribs, cupping her breasts fully.

She gasped softly as his thumbs brushed her nipples, rolling them gently. My chest tightened at the sound she made, the intimacy of it. The way her body responded to him so naturally.

He leaned down, mouth closing around one nipple, sucking slowly before switching to the other. Her fingers threaded through his hair as she arched into him, offering herself without hesitation.

I watched, my thighs pressing together, my breathing shallow and unsteady.

His hand slid down her stomach, lower and lower, until his fingers found her between the legs. He groaned softly against her breast as he touched her there, his fingers parting her, testing how wet she was.

I swallowed hard. “Is she wet for you?”

He didn’t lift his head. His voice came out rough and strained, muffled against her skin. “Yes.”

The word sent a jolt through me, sharp and electric.

I rocked slightly in the chair, fingers working faster now, my body burning with need. “Good,” I said, my voice low but steady despite the way my heart was pounding. “I want you to fuck her.”

His head snapped up at that, eyes dark and searching as he looked at me, like he needed to see my face one more time. Like he needed to make sure I was still here. Still choosing this.

I didn’t look away.

Jules looked between us, her lips parted, her body flushed and open. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

He turned back to her, hands gripping her hips now, firm and sure. The room felt charged, heavy with heat and permission and something dangerously close to surrender.

I watched them, my body aching, my jealousy tangled tight with desire.

I thought he’d take her to the bed.

That’s what I’d been preparing myself for—watching from a distance, letting it play out like something half-dreamed, half-feared. But instead, he did something else. Something I wasn’t ready for.

He lifted her.

Just slid his arms beneath her thighs and picked her up like she weighed nothing. Jules let out a little gasp of surprise, but wrapped her arms around his shoulders like she’d done it before. Maybe she had.

And then he turned and placed her on the dresser.

My dresser.

The one right beside the chair where I was sitting.

“So you can watch us up close,” he said, looking me straight in the eye.

I gasped.

Jules was right there—bare thighs against the dark wood, knees parted, her breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths. The heat coming off her was palpable. I could smell it: the heady, unmistakable scent of her arousal. Rich. Wet. Real.

She glanced at me and gave a slow, wicked wink.

My body tensed in the chair. My breath hitched. My hand was still between my legs, but I’d stopped moving. I couldn’t. I was frozen by the intensity of it—of her so close, of him standing between her thighs now, stroking his cock as he looked between us.

“Are you ready?” he asked her, his voice rough, almost guttural.

She didn’t speak. She just nodded, eyes wide with anticipation, legs falling farther open as she leaned back slightly on her hands.

He lined himself up, the tip of his cock sliding along her wet folds, teasing her for a second before pushing in.

My mouth fell open.

I watched every inch of him disappear inside her—slowly at first, and then deeper, until he was buried completely. Her breath caught, head falling back as her hips rocked forward to meet him.

Something clenched hard in my chest.

I couldn’t look away.

His hands gripped her thighs as he began to move, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, the soft slap of skin on skin filling the room alongside her quiet gasps and moans. His rhythm wasn’t slow. It was hard. Rough. Like he was fucking her with something to prove.

Jealousy surged up in me like a flash fire—hot, unexpected, blinding. I hated how natural they looked together. How easily their bodies fit. I hated that I could see the pleasure on her face, in the arch of her back, the way she called his name like he still belonged to her.

And yet I was soaking wet.

I could feel it between my legs, sticky and hot and humiliating. My fingers moved again without conscious thought, slipping over my clit as I stared at the place where they were joined—his cock stretching her open, slick and gleaming.

He grunted, fucking her harder now, the dresser creaking beneath her with every thrust. Her body rocked against him, her moans louder, more desperate.

Then his hand moved down, and his thumb found her clit.

She jerked beneath him.

“Oh god,” she whimpered.

I moaned too, quietly, without meaning to. I was so close I could see everything. His muscles straining. Her breasts trembling. The little twitch of his thumb as he circled her clit, again and again.

She came first.

Her whole body tensed, her legs shaking around his hips as she cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the dresser like she was holding herself together. Her pussy clenched around him, and I saw it happen—watched the way his thrusts grew uneven, more frantic.

Then he groaned her name, hips slamming into hers one last time as he came deep inside her.

My husband. Coming inside another woman. Right in front of me.

I should have broken then. Should have gotten up. Should have said enough.

But I didn’t.

I just came—silently, breathlessly, my own body shuddering in the chair as I watched him fill her.

It was wrong. It was overwhelming. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

They were still connected—him inside her, his hands braced against the dresser, her legs wrapped loosely around his hips. Their breathing slowed, but neither moved right away. His forehead rested against hers, damp with sweat, their mouths close, eyes half-closed like they were sharing something wordless and heavy. Like part of them still remembered how to come down together.

I couldn’t breathe.

My hand moved faster between my legs, my body desperate, on the edge of release—but right as I started to tip into it, Jules opened her eyes and looked directly at me.

“Don’t come yet,” she said softly. Her voice was still breathless, but steady.

I blinked, stunned.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered. “I want to know how wet you got for us. Get up here.”

I hesitated. My legs trembled as I stood, still shaking from how close I’d been, how badly I still wanted to come.

My husband looked over at me, his cock still buried inside her, but his gaze had shifted. There was something deeper in it now—something reverent. He slid his hands under her thighs and slowly pulled out, groaning as he did. Jules gasped quietly, her body twitching in response, then let him lower her to the floor with a soft thud of bare feet on wood.

She stepped aside, and he turned to me.

Without a word, he gripped my waist and lifted me up, his hands firm and certain. He hoisted me onto the same dresser, my thighs parted automatically as I settled where she had just been.

The wood was still warm beneath me.

He stepped aside, his chest rising and falling with each breath as he watched Jules step in close. Her hands found my knees, easing them farther apart.

Then she kissed me.

Soft at first, like she was checking. Like she wanted to be sure I’d let her.

I did.

Her lips were warm and full, tasting faintly of my husband. She kissed me deeper, and I let myself fall into it, her tongue gliding slowly against mine as her hands slid up my sides.

When she reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, I didn’t stop her.

She peeled it away and let it fall, then bent her head and took one of my nipples into her mouth, sucking gently while her fingers circled the other. I gasped, my hands falling to her shoulders. Her mouth was hot, her tongue teasing, her teeth grazing me just enough to make my back arch.

Then she moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, and I let out a shaky moan.

I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted this.

She dropped to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine as her hands slid up my thighs. Her fingers curled around the waistband of my panties and slowly pulled them down, letting them fall around my ankles. I kicked them off without thinking.

She leaned in and kissed the inside of one thigh, then the other.

Then she licked my pussy.

I cried out softly, my hands darting to her hair, fisting it instinctively. Her tongue circled my clit, then flattened and dragged up through the slick mess between my folds. She groaned like she liked the taste of me. Like she wanted it.

Her fingers slid inside me—one, then two—and my hips bucked forward in response.

“Oh god,” I whispered, barely able to speak.

She sucked gently on my clit while curling her fingers just right, finding the spot that made my vision blur. Her rhythm was perfect, relentless. Wet, filthy sounds filled the room, and I couldn’t hold back anymore.

I came with a strangled moan, my thighs shaking, my fingers tangled tight in her hair. I ground against her face as the orgasm ripped through me—sharp and fast and messy, hotter than anything I’d felt in my life.

She didn’t stop until I was panting, my whole body trembling, my legs threatening to give out.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were glossy with my arousal, and her eyes were lit with something playful and satisfied.

She smiled up at me, licking her fingers clean.

And I just sat there, wrecked, still trying to figure out who I was now that this had actually happened.

Jules stood slowly, rising from her knees with a languid grace, like she had all the time in the world. Her skin was flushed, her lips slick from me, and when she stepped between my thighs again, I didn’t flinch. I just waited.

She leaned in close, so close I could feel the brush of her breath against my neck, the soft pressure of her bare breasts grazing mine. Her lips hovered at the shell of my ear, not quite kissing, but close enough that I shivered anyway.

“Is that what you wanted?” she murmured, her voice low and full of knowing. “To watch him cum inside me?”

The question hit me hard—not cruelly, but truthfully. There was no mocking in her voice, no judgement. Just awareness.

I gasped, still breathless from what she’d just done to me, and I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered. “It was everything. And more.”

She leaned back with a smirk, her eyes glittering. “Guess I’ll be overstaying my welcome then.”

I didn’t look away. I didn’t blush or shrink.

I met her gaze, steady and sure, and said, “Guess you will.”

That was the moment I knew something inside me had shifted.

Not broken—just… changed.

Behind her, my husband let out a stunned, slightly dazed laugh, leaning against the wall like he needed it for support.

“You two are going to drive me absolutely crazy,” he said.

Jules turned her head toward him, over her shoulder, and gave him a slow smile. “Good.”

Then, without warning, she kissed me again—this time with no hesitation, no pretense. Her tongue slid into my mouth and I moaned softly, opening for her like I’d already forgotten how to pretend I didn’t want this. Her hand cupped my jaw, her body warm against mine, and I kissed her back just as hungrily.

When she pulled away, she was grinning.

“Come on,” she said, tugging gently on my hand. “Let’s go to bed. Together.”

My breath caught again, not from nerves this time, but from the rush of wanting. I let her help me down from the dresser, my legs still shaky, my body humming.

I turned toward my husband, still gloriously naked and wrecked and watching me like he couldn’t believe what the night had turned into.

I kissed him hard—fingers threading into his hair, my mouth urgent against his. I tasted him. I tasted her. I tasted us. He groaned into the kiss, hands coming to my waist like he needed to anchor himself.

And as we stood there, tangled in sweat and lust and something more than either of those things, I felt it wash through me.

This had changed us. There was no putting it back in the box. No pretending this was a one-time thing.

But strangely, I didn’t feel afraid. I felt alive.

And maybe that was the whole point.
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