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Chapter 1

I'll never forget the night in Mexico that changed everything.

It was three years ago. My loving wife Brittany and I were on the beach in Cancun, drunk on margaritas and the salt air, the moon hanging full and bright above the dark water. We'd been married seven years at that point after dating for three years prior to that. It was solid, passionate, but predictable in the way long relationships get. That night, we decided to change that.

She was wearing a white bikini, her body fucking stunning in the moonlight. Her tits were high and full in the top, the kind of natural curve that makes men stop and stare. Her waist was narrow, her hips generous, her legs long and toned from years of yoga and pilates. In the white fabric against her tanned skin, she looked like something out of a fever dream. When she'd put on that bikini before we left the resort, I'd known—I'd known—that this night was going to be different. The way the fabric hugged her body, the way her nipples pressed against the material, the way she moved in it like she was born to be seen.

We'd walked down the beach, away from the resort, until we found a stretch that was mostly empty except for a few scattered couples and groups sitting far enough away that they wouldn't hear us, but close enough that if things went a certain way, they might see.

Brittany had always been adventurous, but this was new. We'd talked about it for months in bed—the fantasy of someone watching her, the rush of being exposed, the forbidden heat of it. My cock would be inside her when we'd whisper about it, and she'd come just thinking about it. She'd describe what she'd wear, how she'd move, the way she'd make sure people noticed her. And every time, my cock would get harder.

When she dropped to her knees in the sand that night, the ocean behind us and the moon turning everything silver, I felt my entire nervous system light up. The white bikini bottoms dug into her hips as she settled, and I could see the curve of her ass, the way her body had changed in the dim light—more womanly, more sexual, more perfect than it had any right to be. She didn't hesitate. My cargos were around my thighs, and her mouth was already opening for me, her hands reaching for my hips. She looks at me—that look that owns me, that proves she can do whatever she wants with me—and then she takes me in.

Her lips were soft and warm, and when she settled into a rhythm, I watched her face as she worked. Her eyes were dark in the moonlight, focused on mine, not shy about what she was doing, not embarrassed. Her hair spilled over her shoulders and down her back, and when the ocean breeze caught it, it moved like she was underwater. Her neck was long and graceful, and I could see the muscles working as she took me deeper. The way her jaw opened to accommodate me, the slight stretch of her skin, the little sounds she made in her throat—all of it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

Her tits moved with each thrust of her head, the white bikini top straining against her body, and I was mesmerized by the sight of her—my beautiful wife, on her knees in the sand, sucking my cock like she was made for it.

But that wasn't the wildest part.

A couple nearby noticed. They were maybe twenty feet away, sitting on a blanket, and I watched the man's head turn first. Then the woman. They didn't look away. Instead of the shame I'd been half-expecting, I felt something else entirely—a spike of pure adrenaline that made my cock even harder in Brittany's mouth, made her gasp at the way I'd suddenly swelled.

"They're watching," I'd whispered, my fingers in her hair, pulling her closer.

She'd moaned around me—a low, vibrating sound that traveled through my entire body like electricity. And instead of stopping, instead of pulling back, she'd gotten more aggressive. She took me deeper, her hand wrapped around the base, stroking what her mouth couldn't fit, her eyes watering as she pushed herself down on me. I could feel the sand gritty between her knees and the wet heat of her mouth, and I couldn't look away from the couple on the blanket.

The woman had her hand on the man's thigh now. He watched Brittany like she was the only thing that existed. His other hand rested on his own chest, and I tracked the rise and fall of his breathing from twenty feet away.

The moonlight caught the wetness on Brittany's chin, her neck, the way her saliva glistened as she worked me. Her breasts moved with each thrust of her head. She made sounds—wet, hungry sounds—and I knew she was touching herself. Her free hand worked between her legs, hidden in shadow, but her arm moved, her hips rocked.

"Jesus," I'd breathed, my hand in her hair tightening. "You're so fucking hot."

She'd pulled back just enough to speak, her lips still touching the tip of my throbbing cock. "They like watching me suck your cock?" Her voice was filthy, nothing like the Brittany who teaches corporate law. "Do they think I'm a slut?"

"They think you're the hottest thing they've ever seen," I'd said, and it was true. The man had his arm around the woman now, but his eyes were still on Brittany. "Keep going. Let them watch you."

She'd taken me deeper, her eyes watering, and I came—hard and fast, my hips thrusting up into her throat. When I finished, she swallowed every drop, and when she pulled back, her lips were swollen and juicy and glistening.

"They're still watching," she'd whispered, and she'd kissed me, and I tasted myself on her tongue and tasted the ocean salt and tasted the fact that she'd just made me come in front of strangers and loved every second of it.

That was three years ago. That was supposed to be the wildest thing we'd ever do.

I was wrong. And tonight, I'm about to find out just how wrong.

***

The bar is called The Velvet Room, a spot downtown that Brittany and I discovered a few months back. It's dark, moody, loud music, but not too loud to make you temporarily deaf. It was the kind of place where the bartender doesn't make eye contact and the clientele is old enough to know better but young enough to still want trouble. We come here maybe once a month, usually just the two of us, to drink and flirt and remember what it feels like to be someone other than who we are at home. We hire a babysitter for the kids, dress up like we're not parents, and pretend we're still the people we were before mortgages and school pickups. It's our thing.

But this time is different. This time, there's him.

He's at the bar when we arrive. Tall—taller than me, easily six-foot-five—with the kind of body that comes from actual fucking work, not just genetics. Dark skin that seems to glow under the amber bar lights. When he smiles at the bartender, his teeth are impossibly white against his face. He's wearing a simple black t-shirt, the sleeves tight around his biceps, and when he moves, every muscle moves with him.

I notice him the moment we walk in. That's the problem. That's always the problem with men like this—you notice them the way you notice an accident about to happen.

We find a booth in the back, away from the crowd, and order drinks. Margaritas, the same as we always do. Brittany's wearing a dark red dress tonight, something that clings to her in all the right places, and as the light hits her skin, I'm reminded again of how far out of my league I married. Her hair is down, loose around her shoulders, falling past her collarbone in soft waves. The dress is cut low enough to show the curve of her breasts, high enough on the thighs to make men look twice. Her legs are crossed, and one stiletto-clad foot is swinging slightly—a nervous habit that I recognize as arousal. There's a redness to her lips that either means she's already drunk or she's ready to get that way. Her skin is glowing, luminous in the dim light of the bar, and I can see the subtle curve of her collarbones, the delicate line of her jaw, the way her body moves even when she's sitting still.

I'm in jeans and a button-up shirt, the same thing I always wear. Average. Forgettable.

I should see it coming. Some part of me probably does.

He's been at the bar for maybe fifteen minutes when he stands up and walks toward our booth. My first instinct is to think he's going to walk past us, toward the bathrooms or something. But he doesn't. He stops at our table.

"Hey," he says, and his voice is lower than I expect, a rumble that seems to vibrate through the table. He's looking at Brittany. Only at Brittany. "I noticed you two when you came in. Your lady is absolutely stunning."

I feel something shift in my chest. It's not anger. It's the moment before a high cliff dive, when your body knows what's about to happen but your mind hasn't caught up. My cock twitches in my jeans. I'm already getting hard, and he's barely said hello.

"Thanks," Brittany says for both of us as I’ve found my tongue-tied, and I hear the smile in her voice without looking at her. "That's very sweet."

"I mean it," he says. He's still looking at her, and his eyes are the color of dark chocolate, warm and liquid. "I'm Aaron. Can I join you for a drink?"

This is where I'm supposed to say no. This is where most guys—the ones with more security, more confidence, the ones who actually married up through their own merit instead of sheer luck—would tell him to get lost. But I don't say that. I can't say that, because there's something happening in me that I don't have a name for yet.

"Sure," I hear myself say. "Sit down."

Aaron pulls up a chair—not at the end of the booth, but next to Brittany—and orders a drink from the passing waitress. For the next ten minutes, he talks to us both, but really he talks to Brittany. His arm rests on the back of her seat, not touching her, but close enough that I see the space between his skin and her bare shoulder—a gap of maybe two inches where the air thrums.

When he leans in to speak to her, his body dwarfs hers. He's got to be even bigger than six-five, and isn’t older than two-five at least; all of him was muscle, and when he shifts closer, I can feel the heat radiating off his chest. Brittany is small next to him—five-six, maybe a hundred thirty—and suddenly she looks even smaller. She looks delicate. She looks like something that could break if he wasn't careful.

But she doesn't look scared. She looks hungry.

I watch the way she tilts toward him, her body angling to meet his. Her bare shoulder moves closer to his arm. I observe her pupils dilate when he laughs, how her mouth curves into a smile that's different from the smile she gives me—wilder, unguarded, more sexual. I watch her fingers fidget with the stem of her margarita glass, and I can see the faint sheen of sweat on her collarbone, the way her breathing has gotten shallow. Her breasts are rising and falling faster, and I can see her nipples hardening beneath the fabric of her dress, two small points of arousal that she makes no effort to hide.

I know—I've been married to her for ten years, I know this woman better than I know myself—that she's wet. Her pussy is leaking into her underwear, and I can smell it. That particular smell hits me hard. She's sitting right next to me, and the scent of her arousal mixes with her perfume, and it's intoxicating.

And I'm turned on watching it happen. I'm so fucking hard watching it happen.

"So what brings you two out tonight?" Aaron asks. He's got his hand on the table now, and his pinky is maybe six inches from Brittany's. Close enough to touch if she moves her hand just slightly.

"We like to get out," Brittany says. Her voice is different now—lower, slower, like honey. "Try new things."

"Is that so?" Aaron leans back a little, and he's grinning now, a grin that says he knows exactly what she means. "What kind of new things?"

There's a beat of silence. In that silence, I'm remembering the last time we came here. We left early, Brittany so worked up from watching an older, wealthier guy flirt with her that we couldn't even make it home. We found a secluded parking lot ten minutes away, and I'd pulled her into the back seat like we were teenagers, and she'd ridden me while her hands pressed against the car roof, both of us desperate and frantic and covered in sweat. Two working professionals with a babysitter at home, acting like we couldn't control ourselves. We'd gotten back home with her hair messed up and my shirt wrinkled, and I'd paid the sitter an extra fifty just to make sure she wouldn't ask questions.

The memory makes my cock twitch against my zipper.

"We like to watch," Brittany says quietly, and she's looking right at Aaron when she says it. "We like the energy when someone finds me attractive."

Aaron's grin widens. "Is that what this is? You like to be watched?"

The question hangs between us. I watch Brittany process it. Her fingers tighten around the stem of her glass. She takes a breath—one long, deliberate breath—and I can see her deciding. This is the moment. This is where she either plays it safe or crosses the line.

She doesn't play it safe.

Brittany picks up her margarita with a steady hand and takes a sip, her eyes never leaving Aaron's. When she sets the glass down, her lips are wet with the lime-tinged liquid. She licks them slowly, and I watch Aaron track the movement of her tongue.

"I like when my husband watches," she says, and her voice is different now—lower, more confident, more dangerous. "I like knowing he's getting hard watching someone else want me."

The words land in the booth like a bomb. My cock twitches against my jeans. She's never said it out loud to a stranger before. She's hinted at it, danced around it, but she's never stated it as fact in front of another man.

Aaron leans back slightly, processing what she's just admitted. His grin spreads wider. "So you like the attention."

"I like being wanted," Brittany corrects, and there's an edge to her voice now—a sharpness that cuts right through me. "I like knowing my husband wants me enough to share me. That takes a certain kind of confidence. A certain kind of trust."

She reaches down under the table and finds my hand. When she squeezes it, I can feel her trembling.

The words hit me like a physical blow. She's never been this direct with a stranger before. She's never admitted it out loud. She's always let it be implied, let it happen in the space between glances and proximity. But now she's saying it—confirming what we both know, what makes us come harder than anything else.

"And does he?" Aaron asks. He's leaning closer now, his arm dropping from the back of the chair to rest on the table. His fingers are closer to hers—maybe three inches now. "Is he hard right now?"

I can't speak. My mouth is dry. My cock is pressed so hard against my jeans that I think I might come in my pants like a teenager.

Brittany smiles. It's a smile I know well—the smile that says she's in control, that she's about to do something that's going to change everything. "Why don't you find out?"

Aaron's eyes flick to me for the first time. When our eyes meet, I see the calculation there, the moment where he's assessing whether I'm really okay with this or if I'm going to flip out. I nod. Just slightly. Just enough to give him permission.

"Interesting," he says, and his hand moves from the table to Brittany's thigh. I watch his massive hand disappear under the edge of her dress. Brittany's breath catches. She doesn't pull away. She spreads her legs slightly—just enough that he can slide his hand higher.

Her face flushes, a deep pink climbing from her chest up her neck and into her cheeks. Her lips part, and her tongue darts out to wet them. Her eyes go half-closed, hooded with desire. She's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen.

"Jesus Christ," I whisper.

"Your husband always this quiet?" Aaron asks Brittany, his eyes still on me, watching my reaction.

"Usually," Brittany says. Her hand is gripping the edge of the table now, her knuckles white. Her voice is unsteady, breathless. "But I don't think he's quiet when we're alone."

Aaron's hand moves higher. I can see the movement of the fabric of her dress, the way it shifts as his fingers find what they're looking for. Brittany's eyes close for a moment—a moment of vulnerability—and then she opens them again and looks at me. There's a sheen of sweat on her upper lip now, and her breathing comes in gasps.

Her breasts are heaving with each breath, and the dress is riding up, showing more of her thighs, more skin. The red fabric is bunching around Aaron's hand as it moves, and I can see the outline of his fingers moving against the fabric, can see exactly where he's touching her.

"Tell me to stop," Aaron says to me, not to Brittany. "If you want me to stop, tell me now."

Every rational part of my brain is screaming at me to say the word. This is happening too fast. We're in a bar. There are people ten feet away on the other side of the booth divider. A babysitter is watching our kids. This is the point where everything gets real.

But my cock is so hard it hurts.

"Don't stop," I hear myself say.

Brittany looks at me, and I see the relief in her eyes—the relief that I'm still here, still present, still wanting this as much as she does. Her face is flushed, her hair slightly messed from where she's been leaning, her pupils blown wide.

"So what do you two want out of tonight?" Aaron asks again, and this time it's a test. His hand is between Brittany's legs, and she's pretending to have a normal conversation while her husband watches her being touched by a stranger in a bar.

"We're open to suggestions," she says, and her voice is steady even though her breathing isn't. Her body is trembling slightly under Aaron's touch, and I can see the effort it takes for her to keep her composure. "What did you have in mind?"

Aaron withdraws his hand—slowly, deliberately, making sure I watch every second of it. His fingers are glistening. He brings them up to his mouth and licks them, his eyes never leaving mine. Brittany watches him do it, her breath catching, her body visibly responding to the sight of him tasting her.

"I know a place," he says. He's speaking slowly now, like he's tasting the words. "Private room in the back. Owner's a friend. We could go somewhere more... quiet. If you wanted?!"

I know I should be jealous. I know I should be angry or protective or any number of things that a man is supposed to feel when another man starts flirting with his wife in a bar. But instead, I feel my cock get hard. I feel it pressing against the inside of my jeans, and I feel the wave of shame that follows—shame at being turned on by this, shame at what I'm about to let happen.

And then I feel the shame fade, replaced by something else entirely.

"We'd like that," I say.

Brittany's hand once again finds mine under the table. It's trembling slightly. When I squeeze it, she squeezes back.

Aaron stands, and we follow him out of the booth. As we walk toward the back of the bar, toward the hallway that leads to the private rooms, I'm acutely aware of everything. The weight of Brittany's hand in mine. The smell of her perfume mixed with the bar's smoke and whiskey. The way Aaron walks in front of us, broad shoulders leading the way, completely sure of what's about to happen.

We reach a door marked "Private" at the end of the hallway. Aaron knocks twice, and a man I don't recognize opens it from the inside and lets us in before he walks out closing the door behind him. The room is small, intimate, with one couch against the wall and low lighting from the lamps in the corners. It smells like leather and old money.

Aaron steps inside and turns to face us.

"Here we are," he says. He closes and I hear the click of the lock on the door. The sound is final. Absolute.

And then it's just the three of us.

For a moment, reality crashes down on me. I'm actually doing this. We're actually doing this. There's no backing out now, no pretending this is just harmless flirtation. A babysitter is watching our kids at home. My wife is about to fuck a stranger while I watch. The line we've been dancing around for months, the fantasy we've whispered about in bed with my cock inside her, is about to become real.

I look at my wife. She's looking at Aaron, her breathing already a little faster, her dress suddenly seeming too small for the space. There's a flush creeping up her neck, and I can see her nipples hardening through the fabric. She wants this. She's been wanting this.

"So," Aaron says, and he's already pulling his shirt over his head, revealing the lean, carved muscle underneath. His chest is huge, his shoulders broad enough to block out the light from the corner lamp. When he drops the shirt on a chair, he's unbuttoning his jeans. "You ready to see what you've been asking for?"

His voice isn't a question. It's a command.


Chapter 2

Aaron pulls his shirt over his head, and I stop breathing.

His chest is carved muscle—the kind that comes from years of actual work, not just gym vanity. His shoulders are impossibly broad, broad enough that he seems to take up half the room. When he drops the shirt on the chair, he's already unbuttoning his jeans, and I watch the dark fabric slide down his hips to reveal boxer briefs stretched tight over what's beneath.

Brittany's mouth opens slightly. I watch her pupils blow wide, watch the flush that was already creeping up her neck deepen into a full blush. She's still sitting on the couch, her dress riding up on her thighs, her legs uncrossed now like she's opened herself to him without even thinking about it.

"Stand up," Aaron says. His voice isn't a request. It's a command, and Brittany obeys it without hesitation.

She stands on shaky legs, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. The dress clings to her body, and in the low light of the private room, I can see the way her nipples are hardened against the fabric, the way her breathing has gotten rapid. She's terrified. She's exhilarated. She's more turned on than I've ever seen her.

Aaron steps out of his jeans. Just the outline of his cock in his briefs is huge—thicker than mine, longer, the kind of cock that makes a woman understand what "hung" actually means. It's already half-hard, already impressive, straining against his boxers. When he reaches for Brittany, his free hand goes straight to her waist, and he pulls her against him.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," he says, and his hand moves from her waist to her ass, groping the curve of it through her dress. He pulls her closer, and I can see the surprise in her face at the possessiveness of it—this isn't polite. This isn't tentative. This is a man who knows what he wants and takes it.

His other hand comes up and finds the zipper on her dress. "Off," he says, and Brittany nods, her hands coming up to help him. In seconds, the red fabric is pooling at her feet, and she's standing in front of him in nothing but her bra and thong.

Aaron steps back slightly, and his eyes rake over her body like he's claiming it visually before he touches it again. "Goddamn," he breathes. "Your husband married way, way up."

I watch his hands move over her. First her breasts—he cups them through her bra, weighing them, and Brittany's breath catches. His thumbs brush over her nipples, and even through the fabric I can see them harden further. He leans down and kisses her collarbone, his mouth moving across her skin, and his hands move down her ribs, tracing the line of her waist, gripping her hips.

"Your body is perfect," he says against her skin, and I watch Brittany's eyes close at the compliment. "Perfect tits. Perfect ass. Perfect everything."

His hands move to her breasts again, and this time he reaches behind her and unclasps her bra. It falls away, and her breasts are bare in front of him—and in front of me. They're high and full, exactly the way I remember them, exactly the way I love them. Aaron takes them in his hands again, this time skin to skin, and he groans at the feel of her.

He lowers his head and takes one of her nipples in his mouth. Brittany gasps, her hands coming up to his shoulders, her head falling back. I watch his mouth work her breast, watch his tongue circle her nipple, watch her body respond. Her hips rock forward slightly, and I know—I can see it in the way she's moving—that she's wet, that her pussy is aching.

When he pulls back, his boxers are tenting hard, his cock still contained by the fabric but barely. He takes Brittany's hand and guides it to his waistband.

"Take them off," he says, his voice low and commanding.

Brittany hesitates. Her fingers hook into the elastic, but she doesn't pull down. Instead, she looks at me. Her eyes find mine across the small room, and in that look is a question: Is this okay? Are you really okay with this?

I nod. Just slightly. Just enough to give her permission.

She takes a breath, and then she pulls his boxers down slowly, deliberately. As she does, his cock comes into view—and I watch her face as she sees it fully for the first time without anything between them.

Her eyes go wide. Her mouth opens slightly. She's never seen a cock this big, never experienced the visual reality of a BBC. It's thick and long and intimidating, and it's standing at full attention, ready for her. There's a moment where she looks almost scared—where the enormity of what she's about to do hits her—but then her pupils blow wide, and her breathing changes.

"Jesus," she whispers, and there's awe in her voice. Wonder. Hunger.

Aaron's cock jerks slightly at her reaction, at the sight of her looking at him like that. "You want it?" he asks, and there's possession in his voice.

"Yes," Brittany breathes, and she's still holding his boxers in her hands, still looking at his cock like she can't quite believe it's real.

"On your knees then," he says, pulling back slightly.

She doesn't hesitate. She sinks to her knees in front of him, and as she does, his hand comes down to cup her face, gentle and possessive at the same time. Her barely there thong is the only piece of clothing she still has on. I have a perfect view—the curve of her spine, the way her shoulders have relaxed now that she's in position, the way she's looking up at him like he's the most powerful thing in the world.

Aaron's cock is fully hard now, and he guides it toward her mouth with his hand wrapped around the base. "You ready for this?" he asks, and it's almost sweet, the way he checks in before he pushes into her. "You want to suck my cock in front of your husband?"

"Yes," Brittany whispers, and then he's guiding his cock toward her mouth.

She opens for him, her lips parting as the head of his cock touches them. I watch her face as she takes him in—watch the way her eyes widen slightly as she feels the weight and thickness of him, the way her jaw stretches to accommodate him. He moves slowly, deliberately, giving her time to adjust, and I can see her throat working as she swallows around the first few inches.

"That's it," Aaron breathes, his hand at the back of her head, controlling the pace. "Take it slow."

Brittany's hands come up to his thighs, gripping for stability, and her eyes lock onto his face as she begins to move. Her mouth is perfect around him—warm and wet—and I can see the concentration on her face as she focuses on the sensation, on the feeling of him inside her mouth for the first time. Her breathing is controlled through her nose, her entire body tense with the effort of taking him, and a small moan escapes around his cock.

The sound she makes is pure sex—a vibration that travels through him. Her hands come up to his thighs, gripping, steadying herself. Her eyes close for just a moment, like she's concentrating, like she's tasting him and committing every detail to memory.

"Fuck, yes," Aaron breathes, and he grabs a handful of her hair. Not rough, not yet, but commanding. A reminder that this is his show, that he's in control. "Take it slow. Really feel it."

I'm so hard I think I might cum in my pants. My hand finds my cock and pulls it out, stroking slowly as I watch my wife suck another man's dick. The shame should be overwhelming, but it's buried under something bigger—something primal and desperate. This is the fantasy made real, and it's better than I imagined it would be.

Brittany takes him deeper, and I can hear the wet sounds of her mouth working him, can see the way her jaw opens to accommodate him. Her hands move on his thighs, gripping, and her hips are moving slightly, rocking back and forth like she's fucking him with her mouth. I know what that means. I know she's touching herself, that her pussy is leaking into her underwear, that she's getting off on this as much as he is.

Aaron's free hand—the one not in her hair—comes down and finds her shoulder, and then it moves to her breast. He palms it, gropes it, his fingers finding her nipple and rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Brittany moans around his cock at the sensation, and the vibration travels through him.

"You like that?" he asks, and it's not really a question. He's watching her face, watching the way she responds to his touch. "You like me playing with these perfect tits while your husband watches?"

Brittany pulls back slightly, just enough to answer. "Yes," she gasps, her voice raspy. "I like it. I like him watching."

She turns back to his cock and takes him in again, and this time she's performing. She's aware of both of us now, aware that she's putting on a show. She takes him deeper, her eyes watering, her neck straining. She pulls back and licks the length of him, slow and deliberate, making sure I see every second of it. She swallows his cock again, and the sounds she makes are pure sex—wet and hungry and desperate.

Aaron's hips are moving now, fucking into her mouth in short, controlled thrusts. But his hands don't stay still. One stays in her hair, controlling her pace, and the other moves over her body like he can't help himself. He gropes her other breast now, pinches her nipple, makes her gasp around him. His hand moves down her ribs, traces the curve of her waist, grips her hip. He's claiming her with his touch, marking her, and I watch every second of it.

"Jesus, you're so fucking good at this," he says, his voice rough. "Your husband know how good you are? How good you are at taking cock?"

"He knows," Brittany says when she pulls back for air, and she's looking right at me when she says it. Our eyes meet, and in that moment, everything shifts. She sees me with my cock in my hand, sees how hard I am, how close I am to losing it completely. And instead of looking away, instead of being embarrassed, she smiles. It's a dirty smile, a smile that says she's in control, that she knows exactly what she's doing to both of us.

The eye contact lasts for three full seconds—long enough for me to see the knowledge in her eyes, long enough for her to see my arousal, long enough for the intimacy of it to hit me like a physical blow. Then she turns back to Aaron's cock and takes him deep again.

"He clearly likes watching you suck my cock," Aaron says, following her gaze, and there's possession in his voice now, a claim. His hand moves from her hip to between her legs, and I watch him hook his fingers into the waistband of her underwear. He pulls them down—slowly, making a show out of it—and throws them to the side.

Now she's completely exposed in front of us both. Her pussy is glistening, wet, the folds swollen with arousal. Aaron's hand moves between her legs, and he touches her there, his fingers finding her clit and circling it gently while she sucks his cock.

Brittany's entire body goes rigid for a moment, and then she starts to move. Her hips rock forward into his hand, and her moans become more frantic, more desperate. She's orgasming—I can see it in the way her thighs tremble, in the way her hips thrust, in the way her breathing becomes almost hyperventilation.

"That's it," Aaron says, watching her come apart on his fingers while his cock is in her mouth. "Come on my fingers. Come for your husband watching."

And she does. Her body shakes as the orgasm hits her, her moans vibrating around his cock, her hips thrusting in short, desperate movements. Her hand grips his thigh so hard her knuckles go white. This isn't a small orgasm. This is a full-body release, the result of weeks of fantasy coming true, the result of being touched and tasted and desired by two men at once.

When the orgasm finally subsides, Aaron withdraws his hand and brings his wet fingers to his mouth, tasting her. "Fuck," he says, "you taste as good as you look."

His hips are moving faster now, less controlled. His jaw is clenched, the muscles in his neck are standing out, and I can see the signs that he's building to something. His hand in her hair tightens, pulling slightly, holding her in place as he fucks into her mouth with more intensity.

"I'm gonna come," he says, his voice rough and deep. "You want it? You want me to come in your mouth while your husband watches?"

Brittany nods frantically, or tries to—she can't really move with his cock in her throat. Her eyes are still watery, still focused on his face, watching his expressions as he gets closer to the edge. One of her hands is still between her legs, touching herself, prolonging the aftershocks of her own orgasm.

Aaron's rhythm becomes almost frantic, his thrusts getting shorter and harder. His hand grips her hair tighter, and his other hand finds her breast again, groping it one last time before his entire body goes rigid.

"Here it comes," he breathes, and his hips press forward, his cock buried in Brittany's throat. He comes hard, his entire body shaking as he releases, his hand pulling her closer, wanting her to take every drop.

Brittany swallows around him, taking everything he gives her, her eyes closed now, her hands still gripping his thighs. The effort shows on her face—the surrender, the commitment, the pure pleasure of it.

When he finally pulls out, Brittany's breathing is ragged, her lips are swollen and red, and there's a line of cum mixed with saliva on her chin. She's panting, her eyes glazed, her entire body flushed with the effort and the arousal.

Aaron steps back, and he reaches down and helps Brittany to her feet. She's shaky, unsteady, and he pulls her against him, his arms wrapping around her from behind. She leans into him, her back pressed against his chest, and for a moment they're just standing there together, both breathing hard.

Then she turns in his arms and reaches out for me. Our eyes meet, and in that look is everything—the understanding that she's still mine, the confirmation that this happened, the knowledge that we've crossed a line that we can never uncross.

I pull her toward me, and she comes willingly, leaving Aaron's arms to find mine. I kiss her hard, tasting him on her lips, tasting the evidence of what just happened. My hand goes to her waist, and I pull her close, and for a moment it's just us—just the two of us remembering that we're still connected, still bound, still the center of each other's world.

But we both know what's coming next. He’s still hard, and he’s ready for round two… the perks of youth, I suppose.


Chapter 3

Brittany pulls back from me slowly, her lips soft against mine for one last second before she turns back to face the room.

Aaron is on the other side of the couch, giving us that moment—not out of politeness exactly, but the way a man who knows he's already won can afford to wait. He's watching her with his arms loose at his sides, completely unhurried, completely certain. The amber light catches the planes of his chest, the coil of muscle in his shoulders. His cock is still hard. Still ready. Like he could do this all night.

Brittany straightens. She smooths her hair back with one hand—a gesture so ordinary it's almost funny, this small domestic reflex in the middle of all this—and when she looks at Aaron, something in her expression settles. The hesitation from earlier is gone. Whatever door the last hour opened, she's walked through it and she's not looking back.

She crosses the room toward him, and I watch the way she moves—the confidence she carries now that wasn't quite there when we walked into the bar. Aaron tracks every step. His hand comes up when she reaches him, finding her waist, pulling her in, and she tips her face up to look at him.

"Ready for the main course?" he asks with that same smug confidence,

"Yes… But I need you to get something before that," Brittany says, her voice steadier than I expect. She looks at me, then back at Aaron. "A condom."

There's a moment where Aaron's expression shifts—a flicker of something that might be disappointment, but he nods without argument. He reaches for his jeans on the floor and pulls out a wallet, extracting a gold foil packet. The words XXL printed large and bold on it.

"Only your husband gets the raw deal?" he asks, and there's something almost respectful in the way he says it.

"Only him," Brittany confirms.

The words land somewhere deep in my gut, not like a punch, but like a key turning in a lock. She's still mine in the ways that matter. Another man's cock has been in her mouth. He's about to be inside her. And I'm still the only one who gets inside her without anything between us. That distinction—small on the surface, everything underneath—is the only reason I'm not losing my mind right now. It's the only reason I can sit here with my cock in my hand and feel something closer to gratitude than grief.

Aaron tears open the condom and rolls it on with practiced efficiency. Brittany watches him do it, her bottom lip caught between her teeth, her body coiled tight with anticipation.

He guides her toward the small couch in the corner—the same one I'm sitting on, repositioned so I have a perfect sightline. "Bend over," he says, and she does, her hands finding the arm of the couch, her ass raised toward him, her heels still on. Her pussy is still glistening from her earlier orgasm, swollen and wet. She's completely exposed in the low amber light of the room, and she's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in my life.

I pull my cock out and wrap my hand around it, stroking slowly as Aaron positions himself behind her. My mouth is dry. My heart is going twice its normal speed.

"You ready for this?" he asks. His voice has dropped lower. Something almost ceremonial about it.

"Yes," Brittany breathes.

He doesn't move. His cock is right there—I can see it, positioned, waiting—and he just holds. One hand resting on her hip. Patient as stone.

"Nah-uh," he says, and there's a low amusement in it, like he's got all night. "Ask for it."

Brittany's breath catches. Her fingers tighten on the couch arm.

"Aaron—"

"Ask. For. It."

A beat. Two. I watch her chest rise and fall, watch the flush creep up the back of her neck. And then something gives way in her—I can see the exact moment it happens, the small surrender—and her hips rock back toward him, just slightly, just enough to say what she needs to say before she says it.

"Please," she whispers. "Please fuck me."

"Louder."

"Please." Her voice breaks on it, breathless and desperate and completely real. "Please, I need you inside me. Please."

Something in my chest cracks open. I've heard Brittany beg before—in bed, in the dark, when it's just us—but never like this. Never with that particular quality of surrender in her voice, that nakedness, directed at someone who isn't me. My cock twitches in my hand. The shame and the want are completely indistinguishable from each other.

Only then he guides himself to her wet waiting entrance, and I watch the head of his cock touch her. Her whole body tenses—not fear, but the held breath before a plunge.

And I'm back on the beach in Mexico for just a second. Three years ago. The full moon. The white bikini. Her on her knees in the sand and the couple twenty feet away turning to watch. The moment right before she took me in her mouth, when I could feel the night balancing on a knife's edge between safe and something else entirely. That same held-breath feeling. That same sense of a line about to be crossed that couldn't be uncrossed.

Then he starts to push inside her, and I'm back in the room.

"Oh God," Brittany gasps, her fingers locking on the couch arm. I can see her body working to accommodate him—stretching around his thickness—and her face does something I've never seen it do before. Her brows draw together. Her jaw sets. Her mouth opens in a shape that isn't quite pain and isn't quite pleasure but sits right between them, raw and real. Her entire nervous system recalibrating to something larger than it's ever had to hold.

"Breathe," Aaron says, his palm pressing flat against her lower back. His voice, for all his authority, goes almost gentle. "Just breathe. You can take it."

He moves in slow, measured increments. Each inch deliberate, patient. I watch her face the whole time. The furrow of concentration. Then—somewhere in the middle of his descent—the shift happens. Something softens around her eyes. Her mouth goes from tense to open. A long shaky exhale comes out of her that seems to originate somewhere very deep. When he finally stills, fully seated inside her, Brittany's head drops forward between her shoulders.

The room is quiet except for both of them breathing.

"There, you’ve taken me fully in…" Aaron says. Almost tender. "That's it. You feel so good around me."

She nods, still unable to speak. Her knuckles are white on the couch cushion. I'm stroking slow, trying to pace myself, my eyes moving over every inch of the scene in front of me—his massive hands on her hips, the contrast of his dark skin against the pale curve of her lower back, the way her body looks both delicate and completely alive right now.

He pulls out almost completely and pushes back in slowly, establishing a rhythm. Brittany's breathing changes with each thrust—less ragged, more controlled, her body settling into the sensation of him. Her shoulders drop. Her hips tilt back fractionally to meet him, instinctive, without thinking.

"How does it feel?" Aaron asks.

"Big," Brittany says, voice hoarse. "You're so big."

"You like it?"

"Yesssss." Her hips move with his now, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Yes, I like it."

He leans forward over her, chest pressed against her back, his mouth close to her ear. His hand finds her breast—not gentle, not tentative, the same possession he's had from the beginning—and Brittany moans at the double stimulation, her body arching into his grip.

"Tell your husband how good this cock feels," Aaron says.

Brittany's eyes open and find mine across the room.

It hits me like a current—her gaze locking onto mine while he's inside her. I think of Mexico again. They think you're the hottest thing they've ever seen.  I'd said that to her with my fingers in her hair, watching the couple on the blanket watch her. Watching her get more aggressive because of it, take me deeper because of it, come harder because of it. She'd always needed to be seen. Always needed to know that what she was doing was being witnessed and wanted.

Now she's being watched from both sides. And I'm the husband this time.

"He's so big babe," Brittany says, holding my eyes. Her voice is wrecked and filthy and certain. "His cock is so fucking big inside me. I can feel every inch of him."

My hand moves faster. I'm already on the edge—have been on the edge since he first pushed inside her. I breathe through it. Not yet.

"That's right," Aaron says, his pace climbing now, the controlled patience giving way to something more primal. "Tell him how good you feel."

Her moans go louder, more frantic. She's not just receiving him anymore—she's fucking him back, her hips snapping to meet his, her body demanding more. Aaron grips her harder, using her hip for leverage, and the sounds in the room change—the wet rhythmic slap of his body against hers, Brittany's continuous low moaning, the creak of the couch, my own breathing ragged in my ears.

"Fuck, you're wet," Aaron says, and I can see it—her pussy slick and shining around him, her arousal everywhere. "So fucking wet for this black cock."

He pulls almost all the way out and drives back in hard. Brittany cries out—shock and pleasure collapsed into one sound. He does it again. And again. The careful rhythm is gone now, replaced by something that looks a lot like need, his jaw tight, the muscles in his back and shoulders working with each thrust.

"Oh God, oh God—" She's chanting it, a broken loop, her whole body moving with his. Aaron reaches around her and finds her clit, his fingers circling as he fucks into her.

Brittany's body goes rigid.

"Come on this cock," Aaron commands, voice rough. "Come for your husband watching you."

And she does. I watch the orgasm break over her in a wave—her thighs shaking, her pussy clenching around him, the sounds coming out of her raw and real and completely unguarded. Her face screws up, mouth open, and then it all comes out of her at once. I don't look away. I couldn't if I tried.

Aaron doesn't stop. He fucks her straight through it, relentless, driving deeper while she comes apart on him. His jaw is clenched, the muscles of his back bunching and releasing with each thrust. When the shaking finally subsides he pulls out and flips her onto her back in one smooth movement.

I feel it in my gut—watching how easily he repositions her. The way her body just goes with him, no resistance, total trust in his hands. He settles between her thighs and pushes back inside her, and this time there's no warm-up. He fucks her hard from the start, his hips driving deep, hands gripping her thighs and pulling her onto him. Her breasts bounce with every thrust. Her hands go to his shoulders, nails finding skin.

This angle is different. I can see her face now—fully, completely—and it destroys me. Her head is tipped back, her neck exposed, her mouth open and chasing each breath. Her eyes are glassy, overwhelmed, focused on nothing and everything at once. She looks like a woman who has stopped thinking. Like sensation has taken over everything else and there's nothing left of her but the feeling of him.

"That's it," Aaron says, low and rough, watching her face the same way I am. "That's what I wanted to see. Look how good you take this cock." His hips drive forward and she gasps, her nails digging deeper into his shoulders. "Tell me you love it."

"I love it," Brittany breathes, barely a sound. "I love it, I love it—"

The sounds in the room shift—deeper now, fuller, the angle changing everything. Brittany's voice has gone to pieces, a continuous broken noise on each thrust that tells me exactly how deep he's getting, how completely she's given herself over to this.

I'm stroking faster, then forcing myself to slow down. Faster, then slower. Holding the edge, staying right there, because I'm not coming until this is done. I'm watching every second of this.

"Look at your husband," Aaron says.

Brittany's eyes find mine.

We hold it—really hold it, the eye contact sustained across the room while he moves inside her, while she feels everything she's feeling, while I sit here with my cock in my hand watching my wife get fucked by a man twice my size. The eye contact is its own thing, its own act, more intimate than anything else that's happened tonight.

Then Aaron leans down and kisses her.

His mouth covers hers, and she kisses him back. Her hand moves to the back of his neck, holding him there, while his cock moves inside her. And something in my chest shifts.

I think of the beach. After. Her mouth on mine, tasting of salt and me, her lips swollen and soft and smiling. That was intimacy running through the taboo—the proof that we were still us, still connected, even after the line was crossed. What I'm watching now is something similar and something completely different, and the feeling that moves through me is not the one I expected. Not jealousy. Something rawer. Something that folds back into want before I can fully name it, because she's kissing him the way she kissed me on that beach—like crossing a line is a thing worth savoring.

The kiss breaks. Aaron pulls back, his eyes dark, and his thrusts lose their rhythm. Shorter. Harder. Faster. His breathing is audible now, his jaw tight, the signs I've been watching for appearing all at once.

"I'm getting close," he says, low and rough. His hand moves to her breast one more time, groping it hard, like he can't help himself. "This pussy is too fucking good. You feel too good."

Brittany's legs wrap around him slowly, deliberately, the way she wraps them around me. Her hand moves from his shoulder to the back of his neck — the same place she holds me. "Give it to me," she says quietly. "All of it."

Aaron's body goes rigid.

His hips press forward, cock buried to the hilt, and he comes—his whole frame shaking with the force of it, his face stripped of everything composed and controlled, nothing left but the raw fact of losing himself inside my wife. A low, broken sound comes out of him. His hands grip her so tight I can see the pressure of his fingers against her skin.

I'm right there with him on the edge. My hand has gone still on my cock because if I stroke once more I'm done, and I'm not done yet. I'm holding it by a thread, teeth clenched, watching.

He stays inside her for a long moment, both of them wrecked, both of them breathing like they've been running a mile. The room smells like sex and sweat and the faint trace of Brittany's perfume somewhere underneath it all. Then Aaron withdraws slowly, carefully, and collapses beside her on the narrow couch.

Brittany lies there with her chest heaving, her whole body flushed and covered in a thin sheen of sweat. Her legs are still open. Her hair is a mess across the cushion. She looks undone in a way I've never quite seen—not just satisfied, but emptied out and full at the same time, like something she didn't know she was carrying has finally been set down.

Her eyes find mine.

In that look is everything. The disbelief that it actually happened. The knowledge that she loved every second of it. The understanding that we've crossed a line together that doesn't uncross—and that we crossed it on purpose, eyes open, holding hands.

I can smell the sex in the room. I can hear both of them still catching their breath. Her lipstick is gone, her hair is wrecked, and the heels she's had on all night are still on her feet—the one thing about her that hasn't come completely undone. She's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in my life, and she's looking at me like she knows it.

I'm still hard. Still right there on the edge. Still stroking slowly, watching her watch me.

Because this isn't over yet.


Chapter 4

For a long moment nobody moves.

Aaron is still breathing hard, his chest rising and falling, his body heavy against the couch cushion. Brittany is beside him, her legs still open, her eyes on the ceiling. I'm sitting across the room with my cock in my hand and the edge of the most intense orgasm of my life held back by nothing but willpower.

And I'm thinking: my wife just fucked another man.

Not the fantasy version. Not the whispered version we'd breathe into each other in the dark with my cock inside her and the safe distance of it being hypothetical. The real version. The version where I sat in a chair six feet away and watched another man's cock disappear inside her, watched her beg for it, watched her come on it, watched her face do things I've never seen it do. The version where the sounds she made are still in the room, still in my ears, still echoing somewhere in the back of my skull where I don't think they're ever fully going to leave.

My wife is a hotwife now.

The word lands differently when it's real. When it's not a category on a website or a thing other couples do — when it's Brittany, my Brittany, the woman who makes coffee too strong and corrects my grammar and has never once in thirteen years been anything other than completely, entirely mine. She's still mine. Nothing about tonight changed that. But she's also — and this is the part I'm turning over, the part I can't quite hold still — something more now. Something that stepped through a door tonight that she'd been standing in front of for a long time, and she walked through it in a dark red dress and heels and she didn't look back once.

Which makes me something too.

I turn that over for a second. The word for what I am now. A man who just watched his wife get fucked by someone bigger, harder, more physically imposing than he'll ever be — and didn't stop it. Wanted it. Got hard from it. Sat across the room stroking his cock and came closer to losing his mind than he ever has in his life. There's a word for that. I've seen it online, whispered it in bed with Brittany when we were deep in the fantasy, felt the particular electric charge it carries. And now it's not a fantasy word anymore. It's just — what I am. What we are.

And the thing I'm turning over, the thing I can't quite explain yet, is that it doesn't feel like a diminishment. It feels like the opposite. Like something I didn't know I needed to claim about myself until tonight handed it to me in a private room in the back of a bar.

I watched her become something. And the fact that I got to watch — that she wanted me to watch — is the reason my cock is still hard and my hand is still shaking slightly and I feel like I've just survived something enormous and come out the other side of it more alive than I went in.

Then Aaron exhales—a long, slow release—and sits up.

He reaches for his boxers first, then his jeans, dressing with the same unhurried confidence he's had all night. Like he just finished a very good meal. He rolls the condom off, ties it, drops it in the small bin in the corner of the room. Practical. Clean. No drama.

When he's dressed, he runs a hand over his face and looks at Brittany with something warm in his expression—not possession anymore, but appreciation. Genuine appreciation, the kind that has nothing to do with performance.

"You're something else," he says. Not a line. Just a fact.

Brittany laughs softly, still catching her breath, and pulls herself upright on the couch. She reaches for her bra from the floor, holding it against her chest without putting it on yet, and looks up at him. "You weren't so bad yourself."

Aaron grins—that same impossibly white smile that stopped me dead when we walked into the bar three hours ago. He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a pen. Brittany watches him click it, and then he reaches out and takes her hand — her left hand, the one with her wedding ring on it — and turns it palm up. He writes his number across the inside of her wrist in slow, deliberate strokes, his thumb holding her hand steady.

When he's done he doesn't let go immediately. Just looks at it for a second — his handwriting on her skin, right there above her pulse point — and then releases her.

"If you two ever want to do this again," he says, "you know where to reach me. No pressure. No expectations." His eyes move between us both — Brittany first, then me. "Tonight was one for the books."

Brittany closes her fingers slowly, like she's holding the number in her fist.

Aaron turns to me then, fully, and holds out his hand. I shake it. His grip is firm, unhurried.

"You're a good man," he says, and I don't know exactly what he means by it but I believe him when he says it. "Not a lot of guys could do what you did tonight."

I nod. I still don't quite have words.

He reaches for his t-shirt from the chair, pulls it over his head, and then turns back to Brittany one last time. She's standing now, bra back on, her red dress still bunched in her hands — she hasn't put it back on yet, like she's not quite ready to be dressed again, like the night isn't finished with her. He crosses to her in two steps and cups her face in both hands—those enormous hands, gentle now—and kisses her. Not quick. Not casual. A real kiss, slow and deep, his thumbs against her cheekbones, hers resting on his forearms like she needs something to hold onto.

When he pulls back he rests his forehead against hers for just a second.

"Take care of your husband," he says quietly. "He deserves it."

Brittany nods. Something soft in her face.

I watch all of it. And that line — take care of your husband  — hits me somewhere I wasn't prepared for. A man who just spent the last hour with his cock inside my wife, who made her beg for it, who made her come twice, who has his number written on her wrist right now in blue ink — that man just looked at her and told her to go take care of me. Like I'm the one who needs attending to. Like after everything that just happened in this room, the natural conclusion is that she goes back to her husband. Because that's where she belongs.

It shouldn't be as hot as it is. But it's the hottest thing I've heard all night, and this has been a night full of very hot things.

I feel something move through me that I don't immediately have a name for. Not jealousy. Something closer to gratitude, and underneath that, a low steady heat that tells me my body hasn't finished processing any of this yet. Not even close.

Aaron steps back, picks up his jacket from the hook by the door, and looks around the room once more like he's committing it to memory. Then he looks at us both—easy, unhurried, completely satisfied—and says, "Drinks are on me. Bar tab's settled. Take all the time you need in here."

He opens the door. The faint sound of the bar drifts in from down the hallway—music, low voices, the clink of glasses. Completely ordinary sounds from a completely ordinary world.

Then the door closes behind him, and it's just the two of us.

The silence is different now.

Not empty—full. Full of everything that just happened, everything we watched happen, everything we let happen in this small amber-lit room. Brittany stands in the middle of it with her dress bunched in her hands and her lipstick gone and her hair wrecked, and she's looking at me with an expression I've never quite seen before. Soft and wrecked and certain all at once.

"Hi," she says.

"Hi," I say back.

She laughs—a real laugh, sudden and bright—and it breaks something open in my chest. She crosses the room and sinks into my lap, her bare legs folding over mine, her arms going around my neck. I hold her. Just hold her for a second, my face in her hair, my hands on her back, breathing her in under the sex and the perfume and the faint trace of him.

"You okay?" she asks against my neck.

"I'm so far past okay I don't have a word for it."

She pulls back to look at my face. Her eyes move over me—checking, the way she's always checked, the way she's been doing for thirteen years whenever she needs to know where I am. Then she finds it, whatever she's looking for, and her body relaxes against mine.

"I knew tonight was going to be the night," she says.

I look at her. "What?"

"When I was getting ready earlier." Her fingers move to the buttons of my shirt, slow and idle, not rushing. "I put on that dress and I looked at myself in the mirror and I just—I knew. I had this feeling." She finds my eyes. "Like tonight was finally the night we stopped talking about it."

"You didn't say anything."

"I didn't want to jinx it." Her mouth curves. "And I didn't want you to overthink it."

I laugh despite myself. Because she knows me. She's always known me.

"Were you scared?" I ask.

She thinks about it honestly, the way she always does when I ask her something that matters. "At first. When he first came over to the booth I thought—I thought maybe I'd freeze. Maybe when it actually came to it I'd want to back out." She looks down at my chest. "But then you nodded. At the booth. That little nod." She shakes her head. "I've never wanted you more than I did in that moment."

I don't know what to do with that so I kiss her instead. She kisses me back, her fingers curling into my collar, and she tastes like wine and late nights and something new, something that hasn't been there before tonight, something I think I'm going to be tasting in my memory for a very long time.

When we break she's breathing faster.

"Can I ask you something?" she says.

"Anything."

She holds my eyes. "Do you want to see me do that again?"

The question hits me in the stomach and travels south immediately. I'm still hard—have been this whole time, through Aaron leaving, through holding her—and the word again  lands like a match strike.

"Yes," I say. No hesitation.

Something lights up in her face. Relief, maybe. Or hunger. Probably both.

"But," I say, and she raises an eyebrow. "Only if I'm in the room."

"Of course you're in the room," she says, like this is obvious. "That's the whole point. You're always in the room." Her hand drops from my collar to my lap, finding what she already knows is there. "You watching me is the whole point."

We found out later — weeks after that night, when Brittany went down a rabbit hole online — that Aaron wasn't just some handsome stranger who'd wandered into the Velvet Room. He was a musician. A fairly successful one, with a following large enough that his name carried weight in circles we'd never moved in. Younger circles. The kind where people his age knew his face the way we knew faces from a different era entirely. He also part-owned the bar. The Velvet Room was partly his — which explained the private room, the bartender who didn't ask questions, the way he'd moved through the space like he owned it. Because he did.

And apparently he'd been watching us for a month before he walked over.

Brittany found an interview somewhere — a music blog, she said, one she'd never have stumbled across on her own — where he talked, obliquely, about the bar. About the people he noticed there. We were never named. But she read it to me one night in bed and we both knew. A couple in their late thirties, she'd said, laughing softly. His fans are probably teenagers. We walked into that bar every time thinking we were the ones running a private game, and the whole time someone had already written us into his.

He picked us. He waited. And then one night he stood up from that barstool and walked over.

That knowledge did something to the memory of it. Made it feel less like luck and more like gravity. Like it was always going to happen, and the only question was when.

But that night, in that room, we didn't know any of it. That night he was just a man who'd made my wife come twice and written his number on her wrist. And that was more than enough.

I pull her mouth back to mine and she comes willingly, her whole body softening into me. Her hand moves on my cock through my jeans, slow and deliberate, and I feel the groan climb out of me before I can stop it.

"I want you," I say against her mouth. "Right now. Right here."

"I know." She's already reaching for my still hard cock. "I've been thinking about this part since the bar."

"This part?"

"Coming back to you." She pulls back just enough to look at me, her hand wrapped around my cock now, her eyes dark. "This has always been the part I've been thinking about."

That lands somewhere I wasn't expecting. All the fantasy, all the months of whispered fantasies, all the heat of what just happened in this room — and the part she'd been thinking about most was this. Coming back. To me. I pull her mouth to mine and don't say anything because there's nothing to say that the kiss doesn't already cover.

I lift her—she's light, she's always been light, the kind of light that makes me feel like I could hold her forever—and she wraps her legs around my waist. No games this time. No teasing. Just her guiding me to her entrance and sinking down onto me slowly, and the sensation that hits me when I slide inside her is something I have absolutely no framework for.

She's different.

Not in a way that hurts or diminishes — in a way that makes my entire nervous system light up like a switchboard. She's wetter than she's ever been, warm in a way that goes beyond what I'm used to, her body still swollen and open from everything that happened an hour ago on that couch. I can feel it — feel the evidence of the whole night in the way she takes me, in the slickness of her, in the way her pussy wraps around me differently than it ever has before. I can feel Aaron in there, in the ghost of him, in what he left behind in her body even through the condom — the way she's been stretched and worked and brought to orgasm twice before I ever got here.

And knowing that — feeling that — should complicate things. Should trip some wire in me that turns this into something ugly.

It doesn't. God help me, it doesn't.

It's the most turned on I've ever been in my life.

"Oh God," she breathes against my neck. "You feel different."

"Different how?"

She pulls back to look at me, her hips making a slow deliberate roll that nearly ends me. "Like—" She searches for the word. "Like you fit perfectly. Like my body remembers exactly who you are."

Something in me comes completely undone at that. I grip her waist and she starts to move — slow rolls of her hips, working me deeper, and the sounds she makes are different from the ones she made with Aaron. Quieter. More private. Little broken exhales against my jaw each time she takes me to the hilt. My hands move down to her ass and I grip it, pulling her harder onto me, and she gasps and bites my shoulder and keeps moving.

"You're so wet," I say against her hair, and I don't mean it as a compliment exactly — I mean it as a statement of fact, a acknowledgement of everything that made her this way, everything that happened on that couch. She's soaked. Dripping. Her pussy is wet around my cock in a way that's new and filthy and makes me want to come immediately and never stop at the same time.

"I know," she breathes. "I know I am." Her hips grind down. "Does it feel good?"

"It feels—" I thrust up into her and she moans, her nails finding my shoulder. "It feels like you spent the last hour getting fucked open for me."

She pulls back to look at my face when I say it. Her eyes are dark and glassy and she's biting her lip and her hips don't stop moving for a single second.

"That's exactly what I did," she says. And the way she says it — certain, deliberate, owning every second of it — makes my cock jerk inside her.

This is what the night was always building toward. Not the private room. Not Aaron. This — my wife riding me with another man's session still warm in her body, looking me dead in the eyes while she does it, both of us knowing exactly what this is and wanting it anyway.

"Tell me what it felt like," I say, and my voice comes out low. "When he was inside you."

She doesn't hesitate. She knows what I need. She's always known.

"Big," she says, her hips moving. "Overwhelming. Like my whole body had to decide whether to run or stay." Her fingers trace my jaw. "I stayed, babe."

"I know you did."

"It felt good," she says, and her eyes don't leave mine when she says it. "I'm not going to tell you it didn't." Her hips roll deeper. "But it didn't feel like this."

"Like what?"

"Like you." She kisses me, slow and deep. "Nothing feels like you."

I pull her closer and she moves faster, her breath coming shorter, her nails in my shoulders now the same way they were in his a half hour ago except this is different, this is ours, this has always been ours. The room still smells like sex and I can still see the indent in the couch cushion where Aaron sat and none of it matters because she's looking at me like I'm the only thing in the room.

"Babe I'm close," she breathes towards me.

"I know baby." I can feel her—tight and warm and right on the edge. "Let go."

She comes quietly, her whole body shaking, her face pressed into my neck, my name in her mouth like a question and an answer at the same time. And I follow her over—finally, after holding it through the longest hour of my life, through every second of watching and wanting and holding back—my hands gripping her hips, my teeth clenched, the release crashing through me in a wave that starts somewhere deep and doesn't stop. It's not just physical. It's the whole night coming out of me at once—the bar, the booth, the private room, all of it—and when it finally subsides I feel emptied out in the best possible way, like I've been wrung completely clean.

We stay like that for a long time after. Her in my lap. My hands on her back. The bar muffled behind the door. Her left hand resting against my chest, his number still written across her wrist in blue ink.

Brittany lifts her head from my shoulder and looks down at her hand, then looks at me.

"You sure?" she asks.

I look at it too. Ten digits in someone else's handwriting on my wife's skin, sitting just above her pulse, just below her wedding ring.

"Keep it," I say.

She smiles. Looks down at her wrist once more. Closes her hand into a loose fist.

"Take me home," she says.

Two words I've said yes to a thousand times. Never meant them quite like this.

"I do," I say. And we both hear it — the way it lands, the weight of it, two words we said to each other a decade ago in front of everyone we know. She looks at me for a second, something flickering in her eyes, and then she smiles. Small and certain and completely ours.

I take her home.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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First Time Hotwife

[image: ]

https://mybook.to/1LXz5

Some wives discover what they want in the dark, whispering it like a secret. 

Tiffany kept it there. Nathan said it out loud. 

This is a marriage that doesn't just survive desire — it runs toward it. A husband who gets harder every time he has to watch. A wife who was always going to be this woman; she just needed her husband to say it first. 

First Time Hotwife  is an ordered series following Nathan and Tiffany as they cross every line they drew together and discover they want to draw new ones. 

First agreements. First meetings. First BBC. First time she looks across a hotel room at her husband while another man is inside her and smiles like everything is exactly as it should be. This is a series of First Times for a couple who'd been together for a decade, still finding new things about each other. 

He sits in the corner and watches. 

She puts on the heels and performs. 

And every book leaves them closer, filthier, and more certain than the one before. 

Start at Book 1. You'll need the build. 

***


The Hotwife Chronicles
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https://mybook.to/tf64SNl

The Hotwife Chronicles  – A Series of Passion, Permission, and Shared Desire

You know the thrill—the way his eyes darken when he watches you, the way your pulse quickens when another man lingers just a second too long. The unspoken permission, the indulgence of being admired, desired… shared. 

The Hotwife Chronicles  explores the sensual journeys of wives who embrace their deepest cravings—not in secrecy, but with the full knowledge and approval of the men who adore them. These are stories of confidence, seduction, and the electric charge of knowing you belong to one man, yet are allowed to experience more. 

This isn’t about distance or detachment—it’s about closeness, control, and trust.  The husbands in these stories don’t lose their women; they celebrate them. The wives don’t stray; they surrender to pleasure in a way that brings them even closer to the men they love. Every touch, every glance, every indulgence is shared—because some fantasies are too intoxicating to keep to yourself. 

If you crave stories that push boundaries without breaking bonds, that revel in pleasure without shame, and that celebrate a woman’s desire without compromise , then The Hotwife Chronicles  is your perfect escape. 


Some passions aren’t meant to be tamed. They’re meant to be shared. 

***


Bundle A of Cuckold Chronicles: Collection of Wife Sharing Tales

https://mybook.to/RcXp

Get the First Five Books of the anthology series "Cuckold Chronicles" in a Single Bundle here for a great price.

Ever been curious about those fantasies people don’t talk about out loud? The kind that twist jealousy into something... hotter? Cuckold Chronicles is all about exploring that space—where couples push boundaries, give in to temptation, and find out what happens when control shifts hands. And now, you get the first five steamy stories bundled together for one sweet price.

Each story in this series stands on its own—no cliffhangers, no connections—just raw, honest, seriously hot journeys into desire, dominance, and surrender. We’ve got confident wives, devoted husbands, powerful outsiders, and enough tension to keep your heart racing. One couple’s weekend away changes everything. Another husband watches from the sidelines while his wife takes the lead. And in one story? A CEO doesn’t just run the company—he takes what he wants.

If you’re into high-heat stories that feel real, messy, emotional, and spicy as hell, this bundle was made for you.

So if you’re in the mood for something bold, something different—grab the bundle and start with the first five stories that kicked it all off. This isn’t just fantasy... it’s your next favorite guilty pleasure.

***

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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