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Chapter 1

The bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp and the faint moonlight slipping through the half-closed blinds. Sarah's skin was still flushed, a light sheen of sweat glistening between her breasts as she lay on her back, chest rising and falling in slow, satisfied breaths. I hovered above her, my own heart pounding—not just from the sex we'd just had, but from the words I'd been rehearsing in my head for months.

We'd been married eight years. Good years. Comfortable. The kind where you know exactly how the other person likes to be touched, where the rhythm is familiar and reliable. Tonight had been one of those nights: missionary, her legs wrapped around my waist, her soft moans in my ear as I moved inside her. She'd come first, that quiet shudder I loved, her nails digging into my shoulders. I'd followed right after, burying my face in her neck, groaning her name like I always did.

But as the afterglow settled, the fantasy crept back in—the one that had been simmering under the surface longer than I cared to admit. I rolled off her, pulling her close so her head rested on my chest. Her dark hair fanned across my skin, tickling. I stroked her back in lazy circles, trying to find the courage.

"Sarah," I said quietly.

"Mmm?" She sounded sleepy, content.

I swallowed. "Can I tell you something? Something I've been thinking about for a while?"

She lifted her head, propping her chin on my sternum. Her hazel eyes were curious, still hazy with pleasure. "Of course. You okay?"

"Yeah. More than okay." I took a breath. "It's... a fantasy. A sexual one. I've never said it out loud before because I didn't want to freak you out."

Her brow furrowed slightly, but she didn't pull away. "Okay. Tell me."

Here it was. No turning back.

"I think about you with another man," I said, keeping my voice steady. "Not cheating. Not behind my back. With my knowledge. Me watching, or hearing about it afterward. You being... desired by someone else. Pleasured by someone else. And me getting off on it."

The words hung in the air like smoke. Sarah blinked once, twice. Then she sat up slowly, pulling the sheet up to cover her chest as if suddenly self-conscious.

"Mark..." Her voice was soft, uncertain. "That's... that's cheating."

"No," I said quickly, sitting up too. "Not if we're both in on it. It's called hotwifing. Or cuckolding, depending on how deep you go with it. The husband encourages it. Consents. Sometimes watches. It's about trust, about how insanely hot you are, how much I want other men to see what I have and know they can't really have you—not the way I do. It's about you being wanted so badly it drives me crazy."

She stared at me for a long moment. I could see the wheels turning: confusion, a flicker of hurt, maybe a spark of something else I couldn't quite read.

"Why?" she finally asked. "Aren't I enough? Do you want someone else?"

"No," I said firmly, reaching for her hand. She let me take it, but her fingers were limp. "You're more than enough. That's why. You're beautiful, sexy, smart. The thought of you letting go, experiencing something intense with another guy, and then coming back to me... it turns me on more than anything. It's not about replacing you. It's about amplifying how much I want you."

Sarah pulled her hand back gently, wrapping her arms around her knees. "I don't know what to say. This feels... wrong. Like I'm not enough, or like you'd be okay with me sleeping with someone else. What if I liked it too much? What if it changed us?"

"I don't want it to change us in a bad way," I said. "We'd set rules. Boundaries. It would only happen if you wanted it. I'm not pushing. I just... needed to tell you. It's been eating at me."

She looked down at the sheet, tracing patterns with her finger. "Have you thought about this for long?"

"Years," I admitted. "Since before we got married, really. But I buried it because I love our life. I love you. I didn't want to risk anything."

Sarah was quiet for what felt like forever. Then she sighed, a small, shaky sound. "I don't know if I could ever do that. I'm not... adventurous like that. You know my history. Vanilla all the way. The idea of another man touching me, while you... watch? It makes my stomach twist."

"I get it," I said softly. "I'm not asking you to decide tonight. Or ever, if you don't want to. Just... think about it? Maybe read a little? There are stories, forums. Couples who do this and say it made their sex life explode."

She gave a short laugh, more nervous than amused. "You're serious."

"Dead serious."

Sarah lay back down, staring at the ceiling. I slid next to her, not touching, giving her space. After a minute, she turned toward me.

"The weird part?" she whispered. "When you said it... my body reacted. Not in a good way, exactly. But... I felt something. A flutter. Like fear mixed with... I don't know. Heat. Down there."

My cock twitched at that, already half-hard again despite coming minutes ago. I didn't say anything, just waited.

"But mostly fear," she added quickly. "Guilt. Like I'd be betraying you. Betraying us."

"You're not," I said. "If it ever happened, it'd be because we both chose it. Together."

She closed her eyes. "I need time. This is a lot."

"I know." I kissed her forehead. "Thank you for listening. For not freaking out."

"I am freaking out," she muttered. "Just quietly."

We lay there in silence. Eventually her breathing evened out, and I thought she'd fallen asleep. But then, in the dark, she spoke again, so soft I almost missed it.

"I love you, Mark."

"I love you too."

She didn't say anything else. But as I stared at the ceiling, heart racing, I couldn't help noticing the way her thighs had pressed together when she'd admitted that flutter.

It wasn't much. But it was a start.

The seed was planted.

And deep down, I knew neither of us would forget this conversation anytime soon.


Chapter 2

The next three days passed in a strange, humming silence.

Not the angry kind of silence. Not the cold-shoulder kind. Just… careful. Like we were both walking around a new piece of furniture in the middle of the living room that neither of us had decided whether to keep or throw out yet.

Sarah didn’t bring it up. Neither did I—at least not directly. But the conversation from Sunday night sat between us like a third person in the house. Every time we brushed past each other in the kitchen, every time her hand grazed mine when we reached for the same coffee mug, I felt it. That low current of something unsaid.

Monday night we watched a mindless crime drama on the couch. She curled against my side the way she always did, head on my shoulder, legs tucked under the throw blanket. Halfway through the episode, the detective on screen was interrogating a suspect about a cheating spouse. The word “affair” came up. Sarah’s fingers, which had been idly tracing circles on my thigh, froze for just a second.

I didn’t comment. Neither did she.

But when the episode ended and the credits rolled, she didn’t get up to brush her teeth like usual. She stayed there, staring at the dark television screen.

“Still thinking about it?” I asked quietly.

She let out a small breath through her nose. “Hard not to.”

I turned my head so I could see her profile. Her lips were pressed together, thoughtful.

“I keep replaying what you said,” she admitted. “About how it’s not about me not being enough. About how it’s… amplifying. I don’t really understand that part. Not yet.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “You don’t have to understand it tonight.”

She shifted, turning so she was facing me more directly. “Do you really get off on the idea of another man touching me? Like… actually picturing it? Not just some vague fantasy?”

“Yeah.” My voice came out rougher than I meant it to. “I do.”

She studied my face for a long moment. Then, almost like she was testing the words, she asked: “What does that look like? In your head?”

I hesitated. This was dangerous territory. Too much detail too soon could scare her off for good. But she was asking. That was new.

“Depends on the day,” I said carefully. “Sometimes it’s slow. Romantic. Some good-looking guy at a bar, smooth talker, makes you laugh, touches your arm. You blush. You let him buy you a drink. You feel that little rush of being wanted by someone who isn’t me. And I’m there… watching you light up in a way I haven’t seen in years.”

Her throat moved as she swallowed.

“Other times it’s dirtier,” I continued, quieter. “Him taking you somewhere private. Hands under your dress. Your head tipping back. The sounds you make when you’re trying not to make them. And I’m either watching from the doorway… or waiting at home, hard as hell, knowing exactly what he’s doing to you.”

Sarah’s cheeks had gone pink. Not full-on blushing—just a soft flush creeping up from her neck.

“And after?” she asked. “When I come home to you?”

“Then I get you back.” I reached out, brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “I kiss you. I taste him on your lips if he kissed you. I feel how wet you are from what he did. And I fuck you harder than I’ve ever fucked you, knowing you’re still thinking about him while I’m inside you.”

Her breathing had changed. Shallower. Faster.

She didn’t speak for a few seconds.

Finally she said, very softly: “You’ve thought about this a lot.”

“I have.”

She looked down at her hands. “I don’t know if I could ever do any of that. I really don’t. But… hearing you talk about it like that…” She gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “It’s doing things to me.”

My cock thickened instantly against my thigh.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Yeah.” She met my eyes again. “I feel… guilty for even admitting that. Like I’m betraying some rule I didn’t know I had. But my body doesn’t seem to care about the rules.”

I reached for her hand, threaded my fingers through hers.

“Can I ask you something?” I said.

She nodded.

“Would you be willing to try something small? Not real people. Not yet. Just… letting the fantasy into the bedroom a little more?”

She bit her bottom lip. “What does ‘a little more’ mean?”

“Dirty talk,” I said. “Roleplay. I tell you exactly what I’m picturing while I’m touching you. You don’t have to do anything except listen… and maybe tell me how it makes you feel.”

She didn’t answer right away. She looked at our joined hands, thumb brushing over my knuckles.

“Okay,” she whispered. “But only talking. And if I say stop, we stop.”

“Always,” I promised.

She exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for days.

“Tonight?”

My pulse kicked hard.

“If you want.”

She nodded once—small, almost shy.

We didn’t rush.

We turned off the living room lights. Walked upstairs. Brushed our teeth side by side like normal. But the air felt different. Thicker. Every glance in the mirror felt loaded.

In the bedroom, I didn’t turn on the overhead light. Just the lamp on my side. Soft, warm, forgiving.

Sarah slipped out of her yoga pants and t-shirt, leaving on the simple black panties and tank top she usually slept in. She climbed under the covers and waited.

I undressed down to my boxers and slid in beside her.

I started slow.

Kissing her neck. Her collarbone. Running my hand up her thigh, over her hip, under her tank top to cup her breast. She sighed, arching slightly into my palm.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmured against her skin. “You know that, right?”

“Mmm.”

“Every man who sees you wants you. They just don’t get to have you.” I kissed along her jaw. “Except tonight… in my head… one of them does.”

Her breath hitched.

“Tell me” she whispered.

I slid my hand down her stomach, fingers dipping just under the waistband of her panties.

“Picture the guy from the gym last week. The one with the dark hair and the shoulders. The one who held the door for you and smiled like he knew exactly what you looked like naked.”

She let out a tiny sound—half laugh, half moan.

“I’m standing in the doorway,” I continued, fingers sliding lower, finding her already slick. “Watching him peel your dress off. Your bra. Your panties. You’re nervous… but you’re wet. Just like you are right now.”

I circled her clit slowly. She whimpered.

“He lays you down on the bed. Spreads your thighs. And then he licks you. Long, slow strokes. Tasting how turned on you are. You grab his hair. Your hips lift. You’re trying to be quiet, but you can’t. You moan his name.”

Sarah’s legs parted wider. Her hand came down, covering mine, urging me to keep going.

“And I’m watching,” I said, voice low and rough. “Watching him make you come. Watching your toes curl. Watching your mouth open. Knowing that when he’s done… you’re going to come back to me soaked and trembling and still thinking about his tongue.”

“Mark…” Her voice cracked.

I slipped two fingers inside her. She was drenched.

“You like that?” I asked. “Knowing I’d let him do that to you?”

She didn’t answer with words.

Instead she turned her head, kissed me hard, and rocked her hips against my hand.

That was answer enough.

I worked her slowly at first, then faster, curling my fingers the way she liked, thumb on her clit. She clung to me, panting against my mouth.

“Cum for me,” I whispered. “Pretend it’s him. Pretend he’s the one touching you right now.”

That did it.

Her whole body tensed. A broken little cry left her throat. She came hard, shuddering around my fingers, thighs clamping down on my wrist.

When the aftershocks faded, she collapsed against me, breathing ragged.

I kissed her temple. Her cheek. Her mouth.

She didn’t speak for a long time.

Then, in the smallest voice I’d ever heard her use, she said:

“That was… intense.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded against my chest.

“I didn’t think it would feel like that. Just words. Just… your voice.”

I held her tighter.

“Too much?” I asked.

She shook her head slowly.

“No. Not too much.” A pause. “Maybe… not enough.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

She lifted her head, eyes glassy and dark.

“Next time,” she said quietly, “maybe we can try something… a little less pretend.”

I stared at her.

She gave the tiniest, shyest smile I’d ever seen.

And just like that, the first real step had been taken.  Not a leap.  Just a step.

But it was enough to change everything.


Chapter 3

Friday night arrived like a slow-burning fuse.

The week had been a strange dance of normalcy and electricity. Sarah went to work, came home, made dinner, laughed at my dumb jokes. But every so often I’d catch her looking at me across the kitchen island with a new kind of curiosity in her eyes. Not anger. Not fear. Something warmer. Hungrier.

We hadn’t touched the subject again since Monday night’s explosive session on the couch. I didn’t push. I knew better. She needed space to let it settle, to decide if the heat she’d felt was real or just a fluke.

But on Thursday afternoon she texted me from work: Sarah: Wine and takeout tonight? Me: Absolutely. Sarah: Good. I have an idea.

That was all. No emoji. No hint. Just those five words looping in my head for the rest of the day.

By the time I got home Friday evening, the house smelled like garlic and basil—her go-to comfort order from the little Italian place down the street. She was already on the couch in soft gray leggings and an oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, two glasses of red poured, the food containers open on the coffee table.

She looked relaxed. Almost too relaxed. Like she’d made up her mind about something.

“Hey,” she said, smiling as I kicked off my shoes.

“Hey yourself.” I leaned down, kissed her—slow, lingering. She tasted like cabernet and nerves.

We ate. We talked about nothing important—her coworker’s drama, my annoying client, the neighbor’s dog that kept escaping. But the whole time her foot kept brushing my calf under the table. Not accidental.

When the containers were empty and the second glasses half-drained, she set hers down and turned to face me fully.

“So,” she said. “My idea.”

I waited.

“I’ve been thinking about what you asked. About letting the fantasy in a little more.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m still not ready for… anything real. Not even close. But I keep replaying Monday night. How intense it felt. How your voice…” She trailed off, cheeks pink. “I want to try more of that. Just us. Just pretend. Tonight.”

My pulse kicked hard.

“Roleplay?” I asked.

She nodded. “Full-on. You tell me a story. In detail. While we… you know.” She gestured vaguely toward the bedroom. “But no pressure to go further than talking. And I get veto power at any second.”

“Always,” I said.

She took a breath. “Okay. Then let’s go upstairs.”

We left the dishes. Left the lights on downstairs. The air felt thick as we climbed the stairs, like we were crossing some invisible threshold.

In the bedroom she dimmed the lamp to its lowest setting, golden light pooling over the bed. She peeled off the sweater, revealing a simple black lace bra I hadn’t seen her wear in months. The leggings came next, slow, deliberate. Matching panties. She knew exactly what she was doing.

I stripped down to nothing, cock already half-hard just from watching her.

She crawled onto the bed, kneeling in the center, looking up at me with those wide hazel eyes.

“Tell me a story, Mark,” she said softly. “Make me believe it’s happening.”

I climbed in after her, settling on my knees so we were face to face.

“Close your eyes,” I said.

She did.

I started slow, voice low, letting the words sink in.

“We’re at a hotel bar downtown. Fancy place. You’re wearing that red dress—the tight one that hugs your hips. Heels. Hair down. You look incredible. Every man in the room notices when you walk in.”

Her breathing deepened.

“I’m at a table in the corner, watching. You sit at the bar alone. Order a martini. And then he slides onto the stool next to you. Tall. Dark suit. Confident smile. He introduces himself—let’s call him Alex.”

Sarah’s lips parted slightly.

“He buys you a drink. You laugh at something he says. He leans in, tells you how beautiful you are. You blush. You tell him you’re married. He glances at your ring, smiles, says that makes it even hotter.”

I reached out, traced a finger down her collarbone, between her breasts. She shivered.

“You let him touch your knee under the bar. Just lightly. You don’t stop him. You feel that spark—the one you haven’t felt in years. Your thighs press together.”

My hand slid lower, over the lace of her panties. She was already damp.

“He asks if you want to go upstairs. You hesitate and say “Only if your husband can watch on Facetime.” You both look over at me in the corner. I nod, just once, and he smiles.”

A soft whimper escaped her.

“You go with him. Elevator ride. His hand on the small of your back. Door to the room clicks shut and you set up your phone. He kisses you against the wall—hard, hungry. You kiss back. Your hands in his hair.”

I slipped my fingers under the lace, finding her clit, circling slowly.

“He lifts your dress. Slides your panties down. Drops to his knees. Spreads your legs and tastes you. Slow at first. Then faster. You’re gripping the dresser, moaning his name, legs shaking.”

Sarah’s hips rocked against my hand. Her eyes stayed closed, face flushed.

“He stands. Unzips. You feel how hard he is. Thick. Bigger than me. You wrap your hand around him. Stroke him while he fingers you. You’re dripping down his hand.”

She moaned louder, head tipping back.

“He bends you over the bed. Slides in slow. One inch at a time. You gasp. Take all of him. He starts fucking you—deep, steady strokes. Your tits bouncing. Hands gripping the sheets. You look over at the phone—where I’m watching. Stroking myself.”

Her breath hitched sharply.

“You lock eyes with me while he fucks you. You mouth my name. Tell me you love me. Then you cum—hard—clenching around him. He groans, pulls out, cums on your ass. Marks you.”

Sarah’s whole body tensed. She was close.

“And then,” I whispered, sliding two fingers inside her, curling, “you come back to our room. Still trembling. Still wet from him. And I take you again. Reclaim you. Fuck you until you forget his name and only remember mine.”

That pushed her over.

She cried out—loud, broken, beautiful—her pussy pulsing around my fingers, thighs shaking, nails digging into my shoulders. I kept going, drawing it out until she collapsed forward against my chest, gasping.

When she finally opened her eyes, they were glassy, dark.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

I kissed her, slow and deep.

She pulled back just enough to look at me.

“That was…” She shook her head, searching for words. “I could see it. Feel it. Like it was real.”

“Good,” I said.

She bit her lip, hesitant.

“I came so hard thinking about… looking at you while he…” She trailed off, embarrassed.

“Yeah?”

She nodded. “It made it hotter. Knowing you were there. Watching. Wanting it.”

My cock throbbed painfully against her thigh.

She noticed. Reached down, wrapped her hand around me, stroked slow.

“Your turn,” she murmured. “But keep talking. Don’t stop.”

So I did.

I told her how I’d lick her clean after he finished. How I’d fuck her from behind while she described every detail. How I’d make her come again just from the thought of doing it for real one day.

She stroked me faster, whispering encouragement, until I came hard across her stomach, groaning her name like a prayer.

Afterward we lay tangled, sweaty, hearts racing.

She was quiet for a long time, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest.

Finally she spoke, voice small in the dark.

“I still don’t know if I could ever do it for real.”

“I know.”

“But pretending?” She lifted her head, met my eyes. “Pretending feels… dangerous. In the best way.”

I kissed her forehead.

“Dangerous is okay,” I said. “As long as it’s just us.”

She smiled—soft, secret.

“For now,” she whispered.

And in that moment, I knew the roleplay night had done exactly what it was supposed to do.

It had cracked the door open a little wider.

And neither of us wanted to close it again.


Chapter 4

Saturday afternoon sunlight slanted through the bedroom blinds as Sarah stood in front of the full-length mirror, twisting side to side, frowning at her reflection.

“I still think this dress is too much,” she said.

I leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, smiling. “It’s perfect.”

The dress was deep emerald green, sleeveless, with a neckline that dipped low enough to show the gentle swell of her cleavage and a hem that hit mid-thigh—short enough to turn heads, long enough to pretend it was innocent. She’d bought it months ago for a wedding and never worn it again. Until today.

She smoothed her hands down the fabric over her hips. “It’s… clingy.”

“That’s the point.” I stepped closer, resting my hands on her waist from behind. Our eyes met in the mirror. “You look incredible. Every guy there is going to notice.”

Her cheeks flushed. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

I kissed the side of her neck. “You don’t have to do anything. Just wear it. Let them look. Let me watch them look.”

She exhaled slowly. “And if someone talks to me?”

“Then talk back.” My voice dropped. “Flirt a little. See how it feels.”

Sarah turned in my arms, searching my face. “You really want this?”

“I want you to feel desired,” I said. “By other men. In front of me. Knowing I’m okay with it. That turns me on more than you can imagine.”

She bit her lip, then nodded once—small, decisive.

“Okay,” she whispered. “But I’m nervous.”

“I know.” I kissed her softly. “We can leave anytime. No pressure.”

The party was at our friends’ house—Mike and Lisa’s annual summer barbecue. Nothing fancy: backyard, string lights, burgers on the grill, music drifting from a Bluetooth speaker, kids running around with sparklers even though it wasn’t quite dark yet. The usual crowd: neighbors, coworkers, a few people we only saw once a year.

We arrived around seven. Heads turned the second Sarah stepped through the gate. Not dramatically—just that subtle shift in attention when a beautiful woman walks in wearing something that makes her impossible to ignore.

Lisa spotted us first, waved us over with a grin. “Sarah! You look amazing. That dress!”

Sarah laughed, self-conscious, hugging her. “Thanks. Mark picked it.”

I shook Mike’s hand, accepted a beer, and let my eyes drift back to my wife.

She was already chatting with a small group near the patio—two couples we knew casually. One of the husbands, Tom, kept glancing at her chest when he thought no one was looking. Sarah noticed. I saw the tiny flicker in her expression: surprise, then something else. Awareness.

I stayed back, leaning against the picnic table, sipping my beer and watching.

Twenty minutes later, Jake arrived.

Jake was Lisa’s cousin—tall, broad-shouldered, easy smile, the kind of guy who looked good in a polo and jeans without trying. He’d been at a few of these gatherings before. Always friendly. Always single. Always the one women gravitated toward without realizing it.

He spotted Sarah almost immediately.

I watched him cross the yard, beer in hand, casual but purposeful. He said hi to Lisa first, then turned to Sarah.

“Hey,” he said, voice warm. “Haven’t seen you in forever. You look… wow.”

Sarah smiled—genuine, a little shy. “Thanks, Jake. Good to see you too.”

They fell into easy conversation. Something about work, then travel, then the new restaurant downtown. I couldn’t hear every word, but I could read her body language from across the yard: head tilted, laughing at his jokes, touching her hair once, twice. Classic signs.

And then he touched her.

Nothing overt—just his hand brushing her upper arm when he laughed at something she said. Lingering a second longer than necessary.

Sarah didn’t pull away.

My stomach twisted—jealousy sharp and hot, followed immediately by a rush of arousal so intense my cock twitched against my zipper.

I shifted, took another pull from my beer, trying to look casual.

She glanced over at me then. Our eyes met across the yard. For a split second everything else disappeared: the music, the chatter, the kids screaming. Just her looking at me while another man’s hand rested on her skin.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t frown. Just held my gaze, cheeks flushed, something unspoken passing between us.

Then she looked back at Jake and said something that made him laugh again.

I finished my beer. Got another. Circled closer without being obvious.

By the time the sun had dipped low and the string lights came on, Sarah had drifted toward the cooler near the grill. Jake followed.

I hung back, pretending to check my phone.

He leaned in, voice low enough that I had to strain to catch fragments.

“…seriously, that dress. You’re killing me.”

Sarah laughed—soft, surprised. “Stop.”

“I’m serious.” His hand grazed her elbow again. “If you weren’t married…”

She glanced toward me. I didn’t look away this time.

She held my eyes for three full seconds.

Then she turned back to him, smile small and secret. “I am married.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Lucky guy.”

She didn’t correct him.

A few minutes later she excused herself—said she needed the bathroom—and slipped inside the house. I waited thirty seconds, then followed.

I found her in the hallway near the guest bath, leaning against the wall, breathing a little fast.

“Hey,” I said quietly.

“Hey.” Her voice was shaky.

I stepped closer. “You okay?”

She nodded. Then shook her head. Then laughed under her breath.

“He touched me,” she whispered. “Twice. And I… I didn’t stop him.”

“I saw.”

Her eyes searched mine. “You’re not mad?”

“No.” I cupped her face. “I’m so fucking turned on I can barely think straight.”

She exhaled, shaky. “Me too.”

I kissed her—hard, possessive, right there in the hallway where anyone could walk by. She kissed back just as fiercely, hands fisting my shirt.

When we broke apart, her lips were swollen, eyes dark.

“Let’s go home,” she said.

We said quick goodbyes—thanked Lisa and Mike, made excuses about an early morning. No one questioned it.

The drive back was silent at first. Tense. Electric.

Halfway there, Sarah reached over and placed her hand on my thigh—high, fingers brushing the bulge in my jeans.

“He kept looking at my chest,” she said softly. “Like he wanted to see more.”

I gripped the wheel tighter. “Did you like it?”

A pause. “Yes.”

“Tell me.”

She shifted in her seat. “When he touched my arm… it sent this little jolt straight between my legs. I got wet. Right there. In front of everyone.”

I groaned low in my throat.

“And when he said ‘if you weren’t married’…” She squeezed me through the fabric. “I pictured it. For a second. Him taking me somewhere quiet. Kissing me. Hands under my dress.”

We hit a red light. I turned to her.

“Did you want him to?”

Another pause—longer this time.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “But the idea… it made me so fucking hot.”

The light turned green.

I didn’t speed. I drove carefully. Deliberately.

When we pulled into the driveway, I killed the engine and turned to her.

“Inside,” I said. “Now.”

She didn’t argue.

We barely made it through the front door before I had her against the wall, dress hiked up, panties shoved aside, fingers sliding through her slick folds.

She was drenched.

“Fuck,” I growled against her neck. “You’re soaked.”

“Because of him,” she gasped. “Because you watched.”

I dropped to my knees, pushed her thighs apart, and buried my face between her legs. She cried out, hands in my hair, hips bucking as I licked her—hungry, relentless.

She came fast—shuddering, moaning my name mixed with something that sounded suspiciously like his.

When she stopped trembling, I stood, spun her around, bent her over the entry table.

I fucked her hard—deep, claiming strokes—whispering in her ear the whole time.

“You liked his hands on you.”

“Yes—”

“You wanted him to keep going.”

“God, yes—”

“Next time,” I growled, thrusting harder, “maybe I’ll let him.”

She came again—screaming this time—clenching around me so tight I followed right after, spilling inside her with a guttural groan.

We stayed like that for a long minute, panting, hearts hammering.

Then she straightened, turned, kissed me slow and deep.

“Next time,” she echoed softly, eyes shining in the dark foyer. “Maybe.”

And just like that, the tease had become something more.

Something real.

Something neither of us could pretend away anymore.


Chapter 5

Sunday morning felt different.

The house was quiet—coffee brewing, sunlight spilling across the kitchen table, the faint smell of last night’s barbecue still clinging to our clothes in the laundry basket. Sarah moved around in her robe, barefoot, hair messy from sleep and sex. She looked… lighter. Like some invisible weight had shifted.

We hadn’t talked much after the frantic fuck in the entryway. We’d showered together, slow and silent, her back against my chest while the water ran over us. Then we’d crawled into bed, tangled limbs, and fallen asleep without a word about Jake or the party or the way she’d moaned another man’s name while I licked her clean.

But now, over breakfast, she was the one to break the silence.

“I can’t stop thinking about last night,” she said, stirring sugar into her coffee even though she usually took it black.

I looked up from my phone. “Good thoughts or bad thoughts?”

She met my eyes. “Both. Mostly good. Really good.”

My chest loosened. “Tell me.”

She set the spoon down. “I keep replaying it. The way Jake looked at me. The way his hand felt on my arm. The way you were watching from across the yard—like you were starving. And then in the car…” She trailed off, cheeks pinking. “I’ve never been that wet just from talking.”

I reached across the table, brushed my thumb over her knuckles. “You were soaked when I touched you in the hallway.”

“Yeah.” She laughed softly, embarrassed but not hiding it. “I could feel it running down my thighs on the drive home.”

Fuck. My cock stirred under the table just hearing her say it.

She noticed the shift in my expression. Her smile turned a little wicked—something new, something I hadn’t seen on her face before.

“I want to try something,” she said.

“Anything.”

“Last night was… external. Real flirting. Real touching. But it felt safe because nothing actually happened.” She paused, gathering her thoughts. “I want to bring it back inside. Just us. But more. Deeper.”

I waited.

She stood, walked around the table, and straddled my lap right there in the kitchen chair. Her robe parted enough that I could feel the heat of her through my boxers.

“Show me more of what you look at,” she whispered against my mouth. “The videos. The stories. The ones that get you hard when I’m not around.”

My hands settled on her hips. “You sure?”

She nodded. “I want to see what turns you on. Really see it. And then… I want us to use it.”

We moved to the living room couch. I pulled up my laptop, opened a private tab, and hesitated.

“Be honest,” she said, curling against my side. “No filtering.”

I typed in the search terms I’d used a hundred times alone: hotwife confession, reluctant hotwife story, cuckold encouragement. A few forums popped up, then a site with user-submitted stories, then a tube site with amateur clips labeled “Hotwife First Time Tease” and “Husband Watches Wife Flirt.”

I clicked a story first—short, text-based, easy entry.

The title: “My Wife’s First Stranger at the Bar.”

I read aloud, voice low.

Sarah listened with her head on my shoulder, hand resting high on my thigh.

The story was simple: husband dares wife to flirt at a hotel bar. She does. Comes back to the room flushed and wet. They fuck while she describes every detail.

Halfway through, Sarah’s fingers slipped under the waistband of my boxers, stroking me slowly.

“Keep reading,” she murmured.

I did. When I got to the part where the wife lets the stranger touch her thigh under the bar, Sarah squeezed me.

“That’s what Jake did,” she whispered. “Almost exactly.”

I groaned.

She shifted, straddling me again, robe falling open completely. Her nipples were hard against the thin fabric of her tank top underneath.

“Play a video,” she said. “Something short. Something… real-looking.”

I found one: amateur, shaky cam, a woman in her thirties at a bar, husband filming discreetly from a corner booth. She laughs with a tall guy, lets him buy her a drink, lets his hand rest on her lower back. Nothing more—just flirting, tension, the husband’s heavy breathing audible in the background.

Sarah watched the whole three minutes without speaking. Her hand kept moving on me, slow and deliberate.

When the clip ended, she closed the laptop.

“Bedroom,” she said.

We barely made it.

She pushed me onto the bed, climbed on top, peeled off her robe and tank top. Naked except for panties. She ground against me once, twice, then leaned down to kiss me—deep, hungry.

“Tell me,” she breathed. “Like you did before. But use him. Use Jake.”

I flipped her onto her back, hooked my fingers in her panties, dragged them down her legs.

“Imagine it’s next weekend,” I said, voice rough. “Another party. Or maybe just drinks with friends. Jake’s there again. This time I tell you to wear something shorter. Something easier to lift.”

She moaned as I kissed down her stomach.

“You flirt harder. You let him buy you two drinks. You laugh louder. His hand slides higher—up your thigh, under your skirt. You don’t stop him. You part your legs just enough.”

Her hips lifted as my mouth reached her center. I licked her slow, tasting how wet she already was.

“You whisper to him that your husband likes to watch,” I continued between strokes of my tongue. “He doesn’t believe you at first. Then you nod toward me across the room. I’m hard, stroking myself under the table. He sees. He grins.”

Sarah’s hands fisted the sheets. “Keep going.”

“He fingers you right there—slow, hidden by the table. You bite your lip to stay quiet. You cum on his hand while I watch. Then you excuse yourself. Come find me in the bathroom. Lock the door.”

I slid two fingers inside her, curling.

“You drop to your knees. Suck me while you tell me how wet he made you. How thick his fingers felt. How you wanted him to fuck you right then.”

She was trembling now, close.

“But you don’t,” I growled. “Not yet. You come home with me instead. And I fuck you senseless while you whisper his name.”

That sent her over.

She arched, cried out, thighs clamping around my head as she came—hard, wet, shuddering. I didn’t stop until she pushed me away, oversensitive.

Then she pulled me up, kissed me, tasting herself on my lips.

“Your turn,” she said, voice hoarse.

She pushed me onto my back, straddled my face for a moment—just grinding, teasing—then slid down, took me in her mouth. Slow. Deep. Eyes locked on mine.

Between licks and sucks she murmured, “I want to know what it feels like… to make you cum while I tell you I’m thinking about him.”

I groaned, hips bucking.

She worked me faster, hand and mouth together.

“Imagine I let him kiss me goodnight,” she whispered. “Right in front of you. Tongue. His hand on my ass. Then I come to you… still tasting him.”

That did it.

I came hard down her throat, groaning her name, vision blurring.

She swallowed, licked me clean, then crawled up to lie on my chest.

We stayed like that for a long time, breathing together.

Finally she spoke, voice small but steady.

“I’m scared,” she admitted. “But I’m also… curious. More than I thought I’d be.”

I stroked her hair. “We go as slow as you need.”

She nodded against me.

“But next time we go out…” She lifted her head, eyes dark and bright at once. “I think I want to flirt again. For real. Just a little more.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She smiled—shy, wicked, perfect. “And this time… maybe I’ll let him touch me somewhere he hasn’t yet.”

She kissed me once, soft and slow.

And in that kiss I tasted the future we were stepping toward.

One careful, trembling step at a time.


Chapter 6

Two weeks had passed since the kitchen island confession, and the slow burn had become a steady flame.

Sarah had changed—subtly at first, then unmistakably. She wore shorter skirts without prompting. She lingered longer in front of the mirror, trying on lipstick shades she’d never bothered with before. At night, in bed, she no longer waited for me to start the dirty talk. She initiated it. Whispered Jake’s name while riding me. Asked me, breathlessly, if I’d really let him fuck her if the moment came.

I always answered yes.

And every time, she came harder.

Tonight we weren’t pretending anymore.

We’d agreed—no more half-steps. Drinks at The Copper Room, the upscale downtown bar where the lighting was low, the music was sultry, and the crowd was mixed enough that no one batted an eye at a married couple playing games.

Sarah dressed to kill.

Black dress—sleeveless, fitted through the waist, hem stopping at upper thigh. Deep V-neck that showed just enough cleavage to make my mouth dry. Strappy heels. Red lipstick. Hair down in loose waves.

She looked like sin.

In the car on the way there she reached over, squeezed my thigh, and said quietly, “If he’s there… I’m not backing down tonight.”

My grip on the wheel tightened. “If he’s there, you have my full permission.”

She smiled—small, wicked, nervous, excited.

We walked in at nine-thirty. The place was busy but not packed. Dim amber lights, leather booths, jazz piano in the background. We found a high-top table near the bar, ordered whiskey neat for me, gin martini for her—extra dirty, the way she liked it lately.

We’d barely taken our first sips when she froze.

“There,” she whispered.

Across the room, leaning against the far end of the bar, talking to the bartender: Jake.

He looked good—dark button-down rolled to the elbows, jeans that fit just right, easy smile as he laughed at something the bartender said.

Sarah’s hand found mine under the table. Squeezed hard.

“Should we leave?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

“No.” Her voice was steady. “I want this.”

I nodded once.

She took a long sip of her martini, set the glass down, then slid off the stool.

“I’m going to say hi,” she said.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

“Go.”

She walked toward him—slow, hips swaying just enough to draw eyes. I watched every step. Watched the moment Jake noticed her. Watched his face change—surprise, then heat, then that slow, predatory grin.

He straightened. Said something low to the bartender, then turned fully toward her.

They met halfway.

I couldn’t hear the words, but I could read the body language like a book.

He leaned in. Said something that made her laugh—head tipping back, hand touching his forearm for balance. He touched her elbow, guiding her the last step closer. She didn’t pull away.

They talked. Laughed. He bought her another martini without asking. She accepted it, clinked glasses with him, held his gaze a beat too long.

Every few seconds she glanced back at me.

Each look was a question. Each look was permission.

After ten minutes—ten agonizing, exhilarating minutes—she excused herself from him and walked back to our table.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes bright.

She slid onto the stool beside me, thighs pressing together under the table.

“He asked if I was here alone,” she whispered.

“What did you say?”

“I said no. I said my husband was here… and he likes to watch.”

My cock throbbed painfully against my zipper.

Jake’s eyes found us then. He lifted his glass in a small toast—directed at both of us.

Sarah lifted hers back. Smiled.

Then she leaned into me, lips brushing my ear.

“He wants to buy us both a drink. Come over there with me.”

I stood.

We crossed the room together.

Jake’s grin widened when he saw me approaching.

“Mark,” he said, extending a hand. Firm shake. No bullshit. “Good to see you, man.”

“Jake.” I kept my voice even. “Sarah tells me you two were catching up.”

“We were.” His eyes flicked to her, then back to me. “She’s hard to miss.”

Sarah laughed softly, stepping closer to him—close enough that her hip brushed his.

The bartender slid two fresh drinks our way—courtesy of Jake.

We toasted. Drank.

Small talk for a minute—work, the weekend, nothing important.

Then Jake looked at me directly.

“She mentioned you like to watch,” he said, no preamble.

I held his gaze. “I do.”

He nodded slowly. “And she’s okay with that?”

Sarah answered before I could. “More than okay.”

Jake’s eyes darkened. He set his glass down.

“Then maybe we should find somewhere quieter.”

Sarah’s breath caught.

I looked at her.

She looked at me.

I gave the smallest nod.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Jake glanced around, then jerked his head toward the back hallway—toward the private booths and the dimly lit alcove most people didn’t notice.

We followed.

The hallway was narrow, shadowed. Music muffled. No one else around.

Jake stopped at the last booth—curtained off, half-hidden.

He pulled the curtain aside.

Inside: small table, two cushioned benches facing each other, low light.

He stepped in first.  Sarah hesitated at the threshold.  I put my hand on the small of her back.

“You still want this?” I asked quietly.

She turned, kissed me—deep, hungry, tasting of gin and nerves.

Then she looked at Jake.  Then back at me.  “Yes,” she said.

We stepped inside. Jake closed the curtain behind us.

The space felt smaller instantly. Intimate. Charged.

Sarah sat on one bench. I sat beside her.  Jake took the opposite side.

For a moment, no one moved.  Then Jake leaned forward, elbows on the table.

“Tell me what you want,” he said to her.

Sarah’s voice was soft but clear.

“I want you to touch me.”

“Where?”  She glanced at me—checking.

I nodded.  “Everywhere,” she said.

Jake reached across the table.  His hand found her knee first—slow, deliberate.

She didn’t flinch.  He slid higher, under the hem of her dress.

Her thighs parted—just an inch.  His fingers disappeared beneath the fabric.

Sarah’s breath hitched. I watched his wrist move. Watched her face—eyes fluttering, lips parting.

She reached for my hand under the table. Squeezed.

Jake’s other hand came up, brushed her cheek, then tilted her chin toward him.

He kissed her. Soft at first—testing. She kissed back.

Then deeper. Tongues. A small moan from her throat.

His hand between her legs moved faster.

She broke the kiss, gasping, forehead against his.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

Jake looked at me. “She’s soaked.”

“I know,” I said.

Sarah turned to me, eyes glassy. “Mark…”

I leaned in, kissed her—tasting him on her lips.

When I pulled back she was trembling.

Jake’s fingers were still working her. She rocked against his hand.

“I’m close,” she breathed. Jake didn’t stop.

Neither did she.

She came right there—quiet but intense—head dropping to my shoulder, body shaking, thighs clamping around his wrist.

When the aftershocks faded she lifted her head.

Looked at me, Looked at him.

Then, in the smallest voice:

“I want more.”


Chapter 8

The parking lot was quiet except for the distant hum of traffic and the low thump of bass leaking from the bar’s back door. Streetlights cast long shadows across rows of cars. Jake led the way, Sarah’s hand in his, me trailing a few steps behind like the silent witness I’d always fantasized about being.

No one spoke. The agreement had already been made inside that curtained booth.

Jake stopped at a black SUV parked near the edge of the lot—tinted windows, clean, unassuming. He clicked the key fob; the lights flashed once.

Sarah glanced back at me. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips still swollen from his kiss. She looked equal parts terrified and electrified.

“You still good?” I asked, voice low.

She nodded—quick, certain. “I want more.”

Jake opened the rear passenger door. The interior light came on, soft and warm. He stepped aside, gesturing for her to climb in first.

Sarah slid onto the leather seat, dress riding high on her thighs. She looked up at both of us, then pointed to our car, which was two spots away from Jake’s.

“Mark,” she said softly. “Go sit in our car and watch on the phone, let’s do it just like our fantasy talk. I want you to watch from a distance.”

I walked to my car and got in. Jake got into his car, pulling the door shut behind him. The cabin sealed them in—leather, cologne, the faint scent of Sarah’s perfume and arousal. The windows were dark enough that no one passing by would see more than silhouettes.

Sarah reached into her small clutch, pulled out her phone. Her fingers trembled slightly as she opened the camera app, switched to FaceTime, and dialed my number.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I answered with one hand while trying to free my cock with the other.

The screen showed her face—flushed, beautiful, nervous. She propped the phone on the center console armrest, angled so the front camera captured her clearly—and Jake beside her.

She looked straight into the lens.

“Mark,” she whispered. “I want you to watch. Just like we talked about.”

My throat was dry. “I’m watching, baby.”

She turned to Jake.

He was already watching her with that calm, predatory patience. He leaned back against the door, legs spread slightly.

Sarah’s hands moved to his belt. She unbuckled it slowly, the metallic clink loud in the quiet car. Then the button. The zipper.

She tugged his jeans open.

When she pulled his boxers down along with the jeans, his cock sprang free—thick, heavy, already half-hard.

Sarah froze.

Her eyes went wide. Her mouth parted on a soft, involuntary gasp.

“Jesus…” she breathed.

Jake was big. Not porn-star cartoonish, but undeniably larger than average—long, girthy, veined, with heavy balls hanging low. The kind of cock that made even experienced women pause.

Sarah stared for a long second, then looked back at the phone—straight at me through the screen.

“Mark,” she said, voice shaky with awe. “Look at him. Look how big he is.”

I could see it perfectly on the FaceTime feed. The camera caught every detail: the way her small hand looked tiny as she wrapped her fingers around the base, barely able to close them. The way his shaft pulsed in her grip. The way her thumb brushed over the thick head and came away slick with pre-cum.

“He’s so much bigger than you,” she whispered, eyes flicking to me in the seat beside her. “Thicker. Longer. His balls are so heavy…”

She sounded almost reverent.

Jake let out a low chuckle. “You like what you see?”

Sarah didn’t answer with words. She leaned forward instead.

She started slow—kissing the underside first, soft open-mouthed presses from base to tip. Then her tongue came out, flat and wet, dragging up the full length in one long, deliberate stroke. She circled the head, tasting him, moaning softly at the flavor.

Jake groaned, hand sliding into her hair—not forcing, just guiding.

Sarah looked up at him through her lashes, then back at the phone.

“Watch me, Mark,” she said again, voice husky. “Watch your wife suck his big cock.”

Then she opened wide and took him in.

She couldn’t fit all of him—not even close—but she tried. Her lips stretched around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard on the first few inches. Her tongue worked underneath, swirling, pressing against the thick vein that ran along the bottom.

She bobbed slowly at first, getting used to the size, letting saliva drip down his shaft to make it slicker. Then she picked up speed—deeper, wetter, messier. The sounds were obscene: wet slurps, soft gags when she pushed too far, her breathy moans vibrating around him.

Jake’s head tipped back against the window. “Fuck… that’s good.”

Sarah pulled off for a second, gasping, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

“Look how wet he’s making me,” she panted, reaching down to hike her dress higher. She spread her thighs, showed the camera—and me—the dark wet spot on her panties. “I’m dripping just from sucking him.”

She dove back down, taking him deeper this time. Her throat worked, relaxing, letting another inch slide past her lips. She gagged once—soft, sexy—then kept going, nose almost brushing his pubic hair.

One hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. The other cupped his heavy balls, rolling them gently, feeling their weight.

Jake’s hips started to move—small, controlled thrusts. Sarah let him. She moaned around his cock every time he pushed deeper, encouraging him.

I sat there, phone in one hand, other hand gripping the seat so hard my knuckles were white. My cock strained painfully against my pants, leaking, untouched.

Sarah pulled off again, gasping for air, lips swollen and shiny.

“Tell me you love this,” she said to the camera—to me. “Tell me you love watching your wife worship his huge cock.”

“I love it,” I rasped. “I fucking love it.”

She smiled—filthy, triumphant—then went back down with renewed hunger.

This time she didn’t hold back. She sucked hard, fast, sloppy. Her head bobbed frantically, hand twisting at the base, tongue flicking the sensitive underside every time she pulled back. She moaned continuously, the vibrations making Jake curse under his breath.

His hand tightened in her hair.

“I’m close,” he warned.

Sarah didn’t stop.

She looked straight into the camera one last time—eyes locked on mine through the screen—then pushed down as far as she could, nose buried against him, throat convulsing around his length.

Jake groaned deep, hips jerking.

He came.

Hard.

Sarah swallowed what she could—pulse after pulse—then pulled back just enough to let the last ropes hit her tongue and lips. She milked him with her hand, drawing out every drop, then licked him clean, slow and thorough.

When she finally sat back, cheeks flushed, chin glistening, she looked wrecked and radiant.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then leaned toward the phone.

“Did you see that, Mark?” she whispered, voice hoarse. “I just swallowed another man’s cum. His big load. While you watched.”

I couldn’t speak. I could barely breathe.

Jake tucked himself away, breathing hard, then leaned over and kissed her—deep, claiming, tasting himself on her tongue.

Sarah kissed him back eagerly.

Then she turned to me on the camera and said “Take me home, but we’re not done tonight.”

I started the car with shaking hands while Sarah got in the passenger seat of our car.

Jake watched us pull away, a satisfied smile on his face.

Sarah curled against me in the passenger seat.

She reached down, unzipped me, wrapped her slick hand around my aching cock.

“Tell me what you want next,” she whispered.

I drove.

And for the first time, the fantasy wasn’t just in our heads anymore.

It was real.

And it was only beginning.


Chapter 9

The drive home was silent except for the low hum of the engine and Sarah’s soft, uneven breathing beside me.

Her dress was still hiked up around her hips, panties long gone—left somewhere on the floor of Jake’s SUV, I assumed. She sat with her thighs pressed together, one hand resting lightly between them as if she could still feel the ghost of his fingers, his cock, his cum. Her lips were swollen, mascara faintly smudged under her eyes, hair tousled from his grip.

She looked beautifully ruined.

I kept both hands on the wheel, knuckles white, trying to focus on the road instead of the way my cock throbbed painfully in my pants, still hard from watching her swallow him whole on FaceTime. The video had ended when she hung up, but the images were burned into my brain: her red lips stretched wide, her throat working, the way her eyes flicked to the camera every few seconds to make sure I was still there, still watching, still hers.

We pulled into the driveway. I killed the engine. Neither of us moved for a long moment.

Sarah finally turned to me.

“Inside,” she said quietly. “I need you.”

We made it as far as the living room.

The second the front door clicked shut she was on me—pushing me back against the wall, hands fumbling with my belt, desperate and frantic. I helped her, shoving my pants down just enough. My cock sprang free, aching, leaking.

She didn’t speak. She just dropped to her knees again—right there on the hardwood—and took me into her mouth.

I groaned, head thumping back against the wall.

She sucked me like she was trying to erase the evidence—or maybe savor it. Hard, deep, messy. Her hands gripped my thighs, nails digging in. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine.

I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her, fucking her mouth slowly at first, then harder when she urged me on with little whimpers.

“Tell me,” I rasped. “Tell me what you did.”

She pulled off just long enough to gasp the words against my shaft.

“I sucked his big cock, Mark. I took as much as I could. He came so much… I swallowed it all. While you watched.”

That was all it took.

I came hard—growling her name, hips jerking, spilling down her throat. She didn’t pull away. She took every pulse, then licked me clean, slow and thorough, just like she’d done to him.

When she finally stood, legs shaky, I pulled her into my arms. We kissed—deep, filthy, tasting everything that had been done tonight.

Then I carried her upstairs.

We didn’t bother with lights. Just collapsed onto the bed, still half-dressed. I stripped her slowly, reverently, kissing every inch of skin I uncovered. When she was naked I spread her thighs and buried my face between them.

She was soaked—still swollen, still sensitive. I licked her gently at first, tasting the remnants of her own arousal mixed with whatever Jake had left behind on her skin. She whimpered, fingers in my hair, hips rocking.

“Mark…” Her voice cracked. “I came so hard when he fingered me. And when he came in my mouth… I almost came again just from that.”

I growled against her clit, sucking harder.

She shattered—back arching, thighs clamping around my head, crying out as she flooded my tongue.

Afterward we lay tangled in the sheets, hearts still racing, bodies slick with sweat.

Sarah curled against my chest, one leg thrown over mine. Her fingers traced lazy circles on my stomach.

For a long time neither of us spoke.

Then, in the smallest voice:

“I’m scared.”

I tightened my arm around her.

“Of what?”

“Of how much I liked it.” She swallowed. “Of how much I want to do it again. With him. With… maybe others. I don’t know if that makes me a bad wife.”

I tilted her chin up so she had to look at me.

“You’re not a bad wife. You’re my wife. And tonight you were the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. You gave me exactly what I’ve fantasized about for years. And you loved it too. That doesn’t make you bad. That makes us… us.”

She searched my eyes for a long moment.

“You’re not jealous?”

“I was. I am. Every second he touched you, every second you moaned for him—it hurt in the best way. But it also made me want you more. Made me want to claim you again. And again.”

She smiled—small, relieved, still a little uncertain.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too.”

She nestled closer.

“But… next time,” she said softly, “I want to go further. I want to feel him inside me. I want you to watch that too.”

My cock twitched against her thigh despite having just come twice.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She kissed my chest. “And maybe… we invite him over. Or we go to his place. Or we find another guy. I don’t know. I just know I’m not done exploring this.”

I rolled her onto her back, settled between her thighs, already hardening again.

“Then we’re not done,” I said, sliding into her slowly, feeling how slick and ready she still was. “We’re just getting started.”

She moaned, legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper.

We moved together—slow, tender, possessive.

When we came this time it was quiet, intense, eyes locked.

Afterward she fell asleep in my arms, breathing soft and even.

I lay awake a little longer, staring at the ceiling, heart full and mind racing.

The reluctant hotwife was gone.

In her place was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.

And what she wanted was more.

A lot more.

I kissed the top of her head, whispered into the dark:

“Next time, baby… we don’t stop at the car.”

She sighed in her sleep, smiling.

And somewhere in the back of my mind I knew:

This was only the beginning.

The Reluctant Hotwife Chronicles would continue.

And the next chapter would be even filthier.
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