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Chapter 1: Noticed by Husband, Approved by Me

It started with a look.

Not the kind strangers give you in passing.

The kind your husband gives you after ten years of marriage… a mortgage, shared calendars, and a routine so predictable you can tell what he’s thinking just by how he chews his food.

The kind of look that says: I forgot you could still look like that.

We were at a little Italian place we used to love. Back when we had time for foreplay and mornings after. When date night wasn’t something, we had to schedule around meetings and bedtime routines.

But tonight, I decided to make the effort.

I pulled out a dress I hadn’t worn since a bachelorette party — tight, black, just long enough to pass for classy if I didn’t bend over. No bra. Heels that made my calves ache. Crimson lipstick I hadn’t touched in years. Hair curled soft around my face. Perfume under my ears and between my thighs.

I wanted to be looked at.

And he did.

When I walked into the kitchen, he just stared — eyes dragging down my body like they’d forgotten how to do that.

“Fuck,” he muttered, low and honest.

That was the first sign something was different.



Dinner was normal, at first.

Wine. Laughter. A little teasing about how long it took me to get ready. His hand under the table, stroking lazy circles on my inner knee. A habit, maybe. But not innocent.

I could feel it in my pulse. In the way I started uncrossing and crossing my legs more than necessary.

We were halfway through our second glass when I noticed him.

A man at the bar.

Older, maybe early forties. Slightly graying temples. Broad shoulders. A button-down rolled at the sleeves and a drink in his hand like he belonged in that leather barstool.

He was watching me.

Not trying to hide it, either.

Just… taking me in.

I shifted in my seat, subtly adjusting the neckline of my dress. It felt tight. My nipples were already brushing the inside of the fabric. Sensitive. Awake.

“You see him?”

My husband said it so casually, like he was commenting on the wine list — not the man clearly watching me from the bar.

I glanced up. “Who?”

“Barstool. Navy jacket. Been eyeing you since we walked in.”

I turned, just slightly.

Salt-and-pepper hair. Rolled sleeves. The kind of man who didn’t pretend to look away when he got caught.

A brushed navy suit that fit like it had been tailored just yesterday.
And on his lapel — a small gold pin. Something about it made me pause.
I didn’t know where I’d seen it before. But it looked... official. Familiar.

Our eyes met for half a second. He looked down… then looked right back.

I turned to my husband again, flushed from the wine — and the heat blooming under my dress.

“You jealous?” I teased, raising one brow.

He didn’t even blink.

“No,” he said, smirking. “Curious.”

“Curious?”

His fingers drifted along the inside of my thigh — slow, confident, like they belonged there.

“What would you do,” he murmured, “if I told you to flirt back?”

I froze — heart skipping, stomach dropping, pussy clenching so fast I had to shift in my seat.

“You’re not serious,” I whispered.

He didn’t look away. “Dead serious.”

“You want me to… what… go over there?”

“Say hi. Smile. Touch his arm.” His hand slid higher, right up to the edge of my panties. “Let him think he has a chance.”

I swallowed. “This is insane.”

“Is it?” he asked, brushing the lace. “Or is it just… overdue?”

I stared at him.

“What’s the point?” I whispered.

He leaned in, voice suddenly low — darker, hungrier.

“Because I want to see you like that. Lit up. Craved. Dangerous. I want to remember how it feels to want something we don’t own.”

My whole body went hot.

He was watching me like he already knew I was going to say yes.

Then came the words — smooth as sin, soft as a loaded gun.

“I dare you.”

Something broke open inside me.

I bit my lip. My chest rose with a slow breath. My thighs squeezed beneath the table.

And then… I stood up.

Not with confidence. Not yet. But with something just as powerful.

Curiosity.

And a need I hadn’t felt in years.


Chapter 2: He Dared Me to Flirt

I walked toward the bar like the ground might give way beneath me.

Not confident. Not brave.

But so turned on I could barely think.

Each step felt heavier than the last — not from nerves, but from the throb building between my legs. The awareness of my husband’s gaze on my back. The thrill of doing something I wasn’t supposed to. The heat of knowing I wanted to be seen.

The man looked up the second I got close.

Older. Broad shoulders. Slightly bald yet strikingly handsome.  That kind of calm confidence that comes from always being the one approached — not the other way around.

He smiled. “Can I buy you a drink?”

His voice was deep. Warm. A little amused — like he already knew I wasn’t really alone.

“I’m actually with someone,” I said, my tone lighter than I expected.

He raised an eyebrow, slow. “And he’s okay with this?”

I smiled — small, secret. “Let’s just say… he’s watching.”

That gave him pause.
But only for a second.

Then came a subtle grin. “He’s a lucky man.”

He flagged the bartender and ordered me something dark, neat, expensive. No question. Just confidence.

The glass was cold in my hand, the liquor warm in my throat. I sipped. Let it linger.

Then I sat. Crossed one leg over the other — slow, deliberate.

The hem of my dress slid up my thighs.

I didn’t fix it.

His eyes dipped. Just for a second.

Then up — to my mouth.

I took another sip.

Across the room, I could feel my husband’s eyes like heat.

That’s what made me soak straight through my panties.

We talked.
Or rather — he talked.
And I listened with my body.

He had that kind of voice — low, amused, textured like sanded wood.
And his smile… it came easy, like he wasn't trying to impress me. Which somehow impressed me more.

“Do you always make men nervous at bars?” he asked after a beat, tilting his glass toward mine with a half-smirk.

I laughed, surprised by how natural it felt.
“Only the interesting ones.”

He grinned. “So I made the cut.”

I nodded. “Barely.”
But I was smiling when I said it — and he saw through me.

The heat between us simmered.
Not overt. Not sleazy.
Just present — like a thrum beneath the surface.

He didn’t even glance toward my husband.
Didn’t try to assess, or measure, or acknowledge.
I don’t think he cared.
And somehow… that made my skin buzz.

At one point, his hand brushed mine on the bar top.

An accident.

Or not.

His fingers paused, then slowly rested there — warm and still.

I glanced down.
Then up.

He didn’t move.
Neither did I.

And God… he smelled good.
Not cologne. Not cheap.
Leather. Bourbon. Something darker underneath — like sweat and something a little dangerous.
I breathed him in without meaning to.

He saw that, too.

“You, okay?” he asked, voice softer now.

I nodded — slow.
And smiled.

He looked at me for a long moment.

Then leaned in — not rushing, not cocky.
Just close.

He kissed my cheek first. Light. Barely there.

Then the edge of my jaw.

I froze — not out of fear, but because every nerve in my body was suddenly listening.

Then, finally, his lips brushed the corner of my mouth.
Not a full kiss.
Not even a promise of one.

Just enough to make me forget where I was.

My breath caught.
I blinked.

And then I stood — too fast, dizzy on my heels. My heart was pounding in my ears.

“I should go,” I whispered, touching his hand lightly, a feather of a goodbye.

He didn’t stop me.
He didn’t need to.

The damage was already done.


Chapter 3: What if I did it Again?



He was already in the car.
Waiting.

The engine was off.
His hands were still on the wheel — like he hadn’t moved since I walked away.

I opened the passenger door. Sat down. Closed it quietly behind me.

Silence.

He didn’t look at me right away.
Just stared through the windshield, jaw tight, breath low.

Then, finally:

“Well?”

My heart was still racing.
My skin still buzzing.
I could feel the wet fabric clinging between my thighs — proof of what I’d let happen.

I stared straight ahead.
“I think I liked it,” I whispered.

Then added, even softer:

“…But you tell me. You were the one watching.”

His eyes cut to mine.
“No,” he said, his voice low. “You tell me.”

I swallowed hard.

So I did.

I told him how close the man sat. How rough his voice was.
How his fingers brushed mine and stayed.
How I smiled too much. Laughed too easily.
How his mouth found my cheek. My jaw. The edge of my lips.
And how I didn’t move.

I told him everything.

By the time I finished, his knuckles were white on the steering wheel.

Then — quieter, darker:
“Are you wet right now?”

I didn’t look at him.
Just nodded. “Soaked.”

He reached over. No warning.
Hand between my legs. Under my dress. Inside my panties.

His fingers found heat. Wetness.
He exhaled hard — a hiss through clenched teeth.

“Jesus,” he growled.

I was already panting.

“I can’t explain it,” I whispered. “It felt… wrong. But it felt real. Like I was alive.”

He still didn’t say a word.

He just pulled his hand back.
Gripped the wheel.

And drove.

Fast.

Like he couldn’t wait to get me alone.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------- -------------------------------------------

We never made it to the bed.

The door had barely shut behind us before he grabbed me — spun me around, pressed me hard against the couch.
There was no patience in him, only heat. Hunger. Rage laced with lust.

His hands were rough, frantic. My panties ripped down the seams like they offended him.
His belt clattered to the floor — like he’d rehearsed it in his mind a hundred times.

Then he was in me. One savage thrust, deep and sudden, stole the breath from my lungs.
I cried out, cheek smashed to the cushions, hips locked in the vise of his grip.

"You let him kiss you," he growled — not a question. An accusation.

"I did," I whispered, shame and defiance threading together in my voice.

"You wanted him to."

I moaned. "Yes."

The slap came hard and sharp across my ass, fire blooming under his palm. I gasped, half pain, half something darker.

"You're mine."

"I'm yours," I sobbed, the words torn from me. "But I needed to feel something."

"You felt it," he snarled. "And now you’ll feel me."

And I did.

He took me like he hated what I'd done — or maybe like he hated how much it turned him on.
Every thrust was punishment. Every snap of his hips said, Mine. Not his. Never his.

He fucked me like the words were weapons. Like he was carving them into my skin: You’re mine.
Hard. Brutal. No rhythm — just fury and claim and heat.

We hadn’t had sex this intensely in a long, long time.

“Fuck, baby. I want you like that. Every day.”

I clenched around him, whimpering.

He pulled my hair, fucked me deeper. The couch creaked beneath us with every movement.

“You liked letting him think he could take you,” he said, voice thick and ragged.

I was shaking. “Yes.”

“You’re a dirty little wife,” he growled into my ear.

“Yes. I am.”

The orgasm ripped through me — hard and fast — legs trembling, body locking down around him.
I cried out, spine arching, lost in it.

He followed seconds after — hips slamming into mine, moaning my name as he spilled deep inside me.

He didn’t pull out right away.

We stayed like that — bent, spent, sticky and breathless.

His chest pressed to my back. I could feel the rapid thud of his heart, sweat cooling between our skin.
He leaned in, mouth to my ear, voice low and rough.

“You’re mine,” he whispered again. Not a question. A promise.

“I know,” I said.

There was a pause. One long beat.

Then I turned just enough to let him see the curve of my smile — the glint in my eye.

“But what if I did it again?”


Chapter 4: Second Time Always Feels Better 

I wasn’t supposed to still be thinking about it.

Just a little flirtation.
A stranger’s smile.
A kiss that lasted a breath too long.
A game — harmless, I told myself. Just a little mini-memorable adventure to shake things up.

Well, it stuck to me. Clung like smoke on skin.

The way his eyes lingered on my mouth like he already knew how I tasted.
The way I laughed too long at a joke I didn’t even hear.
The quiet thrill of doing something just barely wrong.

And more than anything — it was the look on my husband’s face when I got back in the car.
The way he stared at me like I was something new.
Something dangerous.

I hadn’t seen that look in years.
And the fucking I got afterward?
Good enough to keep me perky and smiling at nothing in particular, for three straight days.



Three nights later, he brought it up.

We were brushing our teeth, standing side by side in silence.
The room smelled like mint, warm cotton towels, and faintly — like us.
The quiet was thick, comfortable on the surface, but something pulsed beneath it.

I caught my reflection in the mirror — hips curving out beneath the hem of my sleep tank, ass round and soft, barely contained by the cling of my shorts.

Thirty-seven’s not twenty-two.
I’ve filled out. Gotten thicker where I used to be taut. Softer and fuller where it counts.

That ass has its admirers — strangers, coworkers, delivery guys who stare a second too long.
I see it. I feel it.

But he sees it too. He always has.
His eyes still follow me when I move.
When I bend over, they darken.
His hand still finds my ass like it’s instinct. Like it’s his — to grab, to claim, to own.

I don’t pretend I don’t notice.
I like it.

I’m not some fresh little thing turning heads on every block.
I’m the kind of woman who makes one man so hard he can’t sit still.

I spat into the sink and wiped my mouth.
When I looked up, he was leaning in the doorway, watching me. Arms crossed. Bare-chested. Calm. But not casual.

“You’ve been quiet since Friday,” he said.

I met his eyes in the mirror. “So have you.”

He gave a faint smile — small, but not uncharged. “I thought maybe it freaked you out.”

I shook my head slowly. “No.”

“Then what?”

I hesitated, drying my lips with a towel, staring at my reflection like it might answer for me.
“I keep replaying it. In my head.”

His face didn’t shift much — not visibly. But something in him stilled. His voice went lower. Rougher.

“The bar?”

I nodded. “The way he looked at me. The way it felt to be…”
I paused, choosing the word carefully.
“…noticed. Wanted.”

My voice trailed off.

He didn’t speak — just pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me.
He came up behind me, slow and steady, the way he always does when he's thinking something dark and deliberate.
His chest pressed against my back, warm and solid.
His hands curled around my waist, anchoring me. Possessing me.

I felt his breath against my neck before he spoke.

“You want to try it again?”

My eyes met his in the mirror — searching, a little surprised.

“Do you?” I asked.

He didn’t answer.
Didn’t need to.

He dipped his head and kissed my neck — not softly, not sweetly, but like he was marking the spot for later.

I forced a smile.

He still hadn’t said yes.
But his body had.

That small, soft cock rested against my ass — barely there at first…
and then slowly, unmistakably, it started to grow.



We didn’t make a plan, exactly.
No rules. No script. Just a shared look in the bathroom mirror, and a quiet understanding.

We agreed we’d go out again — somewhere we didn’t usually go.
Somewhere no one would know our names, or care who we were to each other.

I chose a forest green dress this time.
Snug at the hips, soft velvet that clung like memory.
It dipped just low enough at the chest to tempt, but not announce. Suggestive, not loud. The kind of dress that asks to be touched without saying a word.

I left my hair down. Spritzed perfume at my collarbone.
Wore the same lipstick I’d had on that night — the shade he hadn’t stopped staring at over dinner.
The one that made his hands restless under the table.

We went to a cocktail lounge downtown.

The place was dark and moody, with golden lighting and soft shadows.
Old jazz crackled from a vintage record player near the bar.
The walls were exposed brick, the tables smooth mahogany, the bar backlit and glowing with amber liquor bottles.

Sexy in a grown-up way. Not flashy. Not loud. Just… charged.

He found a table near the back wall — not hidden, but far enough to watch. To wait.
No kiss goodbye. No whispered promise. Just a nod, and then we split.

I went to the bar.

My heels tapped softly on the polished wood floor.
My hands were shaking — just slightly — as I ordered.

Not from fear. From thrill.

The bartender glanced up. Did a double-take.
I gave him a small smile — the kind that makes men lean in.

He smiled back. Too long. Too warm.
Asked what I was drinking, even though the menu was right in front of me.

I named something flirty and unfamiliar — gin, lavender, crushed ice.
He repeated it, slower than necessary, eyes flicking to my mouth.

I could feel it — the attention.

He found me attractive. I could see it in the way he lingered, in the way he leaned just a little too close when he slid the drink across the bar.

It was subtle. Nothing inappropriate. Just… more than professional.

And I let it happen.

Because I knew he was watching.
The man sitting in the back.
The man this game was really for.

My husband and I had spotted him almost as soon as we walked in.
Tall. Confident. Just polished enough to look successful, just rugged enough to feel real.
Late thirties, maybe. No ring. A little alone.
He didn’t seem like the type to panic or fumble.

We watched him in silence — the way he scanned the room, the way he sipped his drink slowly, like he had time.

I leaned in. Whispered, “Him?”

My husband’s eyes didn’t leave the man.
He gave a small nod. “He’ll do.”

I smiled, fingers brushing my lipstick tube inside my clutch.
“I’ll go slow.”

“You won’t have to,” he murmured.
Then added, softer — “He’s already noticed you.”

So, I turned.
Smoothed my dress.
And walked to the bar.



I took one last glance at my husband before I moved.
His gaze met mine across the room — calm, unreadable, but unmistakably fixed on me.
He gave nothing away. He didn’t need to.
He’d already said everything with that one small nod.
He’ll do.

My heels clicked softly on the floor as I made my way across the room.
Not too slow. Not too fast. Like I’d just happened to choose that seat.

The man looked up as I approached — eyes scanning my legs first, then the dip of my dress, then my mouth.
He smiled. Small. Curious. The kind of smile that said you’re not what I expected… but I’m glad you’re here.

I slid onto the barstool beside him — not directly next to him, but close enough to catch his cologne.
Warm, masculine, with a little spice. Like something that stayed on sheets after midnight.

I set my clutch down, crossed my legs slowly, and turned just enough for my knee to point his way.

He looked at me for a moment — really looked.
No rush. No sleaze. Just a quiet, measured appreciation.

“You here alone?” he asked.

I smiled. Let the pause hang for just a second too long.
“No.”

And that was it.
The game had begun.

He didn’t press.
Just took a slow sip of his drink, then looked at me over the rim — eyes steady, lips curved with just a hint of mischief.

“You don’t sound sorry about that,” he said.

“I’m not,” I answered softly, letting the smile tug at the corners of my mouth.

He let that hang in the space between us — the kind of silence that said good.

His gaze drifted briefly down my body, then back up to my lips.
“What are you drinking?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

He considered me for a moment.
“Let me guess...”
His voice lowered, just slightly.
“Something elegant. Smooth. A little unexpected. Leaves a taste that lingers.”

My smile deepened. “You’re good at this.”

He shrugged. “Sometimes I get lucky.”

He turned to the bartender and nodded toward me.
“Make her something… memorable.”

The bartender smiled and moved.

I felt the shift immediately — a subtle change in the air. Like the night had taken a step closer.

“You come here often?” he asked.

I shook my head. “First time.”

“Same.” He looked at me like we were both a happy accident.
“Maybe we’re both overdue for something different.”

Our drinks arrived a moment later — mine in a delicate stemmed glass, garnished with something green and fragrant.
He slid it toward me, letting his fingers brush the side of my hand — just enough to feel like a secret.

I didn’t flinch. I took it.
Lifted it to my lips.
Sipped.

The drink was soft at first, then rich — subtle floral notes wrapped in something silkier. The kind of flavor that made you want to lean in closer.

I let the pleasure of it show in my face. A small sigh. A slow blink.
He watched me like I’d just undressed.

“You seem nervous,” he said, voice low.

I met his gaze, held it. “I’m not.”

He smiled like he didn’t believe me — or maybe hoped I was lying.
Like he liked the idea that I was just a little off-balance.

We talked. Light things. Lazy things.
Our hands brushed now and then, and neither of us pulled away.
My leg tilted more toward him. My voice got softer. I laughed more than I meant to.

But all the while, I felt it.

That weight.

My husband’s gaze, still there, steady across the room.
Watching.
Patient.
Possessive in the quietest, most deliberate way.

Because this man — the one beside me — wasn’t a stranger to him.
He was the one we’d chosen.
The one he’d let me walk toward.

And now, I was letting myself lean in.

Just a little.

Just enough.

“You’re married?” he asked.

His voice was quieter now.
Not nervous — but slower, weighted.
Like he was trying to decide whether to keep leaning in, or save himself the fall.

“I am,” I said simply.

He watched me for a moment, searching for something in my face.
But I didn’t give him anything more than a soft smile and a subtle shift of my knee toward him.

“Does he know you’re here like this?”

I didn’t answer.

Just reached for my glass and took a slow sip, letting my eyes stay fixed on his.
That pause was enough.
It told him everything and nothing at once.

He sat back, exhaled, and let a short breath of laughter escape — the kind that comes from tension, not amusement.
He looked at me like he was trying to solve a riddle, but didn’t mind if it solved him first.

“You’re not like the women who usually come in here,” he said, eyes trailing to the curve of my mouth, the slow way I blinked.
He was already leaning closer. He probably didn’t even realize it.

I tilted my head just slightly. “No?”

He shook his head once. “You look like you belong somewhere you can be watched.”

That flicked something in me.
My thighs clenched beneath the velvet of my dress.
I didn’t say anything.

I just smiled.

A moment passed. Then I saw it.

The way he shifted — subtly, but not subtly enough.
The thick outline pressing slightly against his pants.
The beginning of something growing. Wanting. Waiting.

He tried to stay composed, but the tension in his jaw gave him away.
His hand slid down to his thigh — adjusting himself discreetly, as if that would hide it from me.

It didn’t.
I watched him do it.
Openly.

He saw me watching and still didn’t look away.
Didn’t apologize.

That was good.
Men who begged were boring.

The silence between us turned from playful to heavy.
Dense with suggestion.

“You do this often?” he asked — his voice lower now, the words slower, like they were thick in his throat.

“No,” I said. “I don’t.”
I let my eyes sweep the room — slow and deliberate — before landing back on him.
“I don’t intend to… but I guess I invoke an organic reaction.”

His face flushed — a subtle, unmistakable pink across his cheekbones.
His mouth twitched into a nervous smile.

“You’re good at it,” he said, quieter now.

I let my fingers trail along the edge of my glass.
“Maybe I just found the right audience.”

He shifted again — slightly toward me now. His shoulder brushing mine for just a moment.
He didn’t move back.

Then, slowly, his hand moved.

Not bold. Not rushed.
Just a gentle slide across the polished wood of the bar until his fingertips touched my knee.

The contact was light. Hesitant. But very, very intentional.

I didn’t flinch.
I didn’t move.
I just let him touch me.

And it was like that small act opened something wider.
Like heat suddenly had a path.

His fingertips rested at the very top of my knee, barely brushing the skin beneath the hem of my dress.
He didn’t explore.
Didn’t push.

He just stayed right there — right at the edge.

And I stayed still.
Deliberately still.

Letting him feel my warmth.
Letting him wonder just how much wetter I was beneath the surface.
Letting him know, without a word, that I was letting him touch me.

That was the difference.
This wasn’t him getting away with something.
This was me offering it.

“I haven’t done this in a long time,” I said, my voice a little more breath than sound.

He looked up, eyes hazy. “You don’t seem out of practice.”

“I haven’t had anyone worth practicing with.”

That hit him somewhere deep.
I saw it in the way he inhaled — long and slow.
The way his tongue darted across his bottom lip, like he was already thinking about how I’d taste.

And still, I didn’t let it go any further.

I leaned in — just enough.
Let my lips skim along his cheek, soft and unhurried.
Then brushed the corner of his mouth — not a real kiss, but something worse.
A tease.
A promise I had no intention of keeping.

I felt the breath stutter out of him.
He turned slightly toward me — waiting.

But I pulled back.
Rested my hand over his on my knee.

Gave it a slow, soft squeeze.

Then stood.

He looked up at me, breath shallow now, eyes clouded with heat and confusion.
He didn’t speak.

I adjusted the hem of my dress, picked up my clutch.
My thighs still ached, slick and warm.
My panties clung to me — soaked from everything he hadn’t even done.

I smiled down at him — gentle. Almost sweet.
“Thanks for the company.”

He blinked, like coming out of a trance. “Any time.”

I turned slowly. Took two steps.
Then, without looking back, I said over my shoulder — calm, composed, like a velvet blade:

“That’s my husband.”

I didn’t stop.
Didn’t explain.
Just walked.

And behind me, I could feel it.
That shift.
The pulse of realization.
The silence.

And the burn of two stares:
One confused and aching.
And one — the one I belonged to — already making plans for what came next.

Much as I wanted to, I didn’t look back.
Not at the man I left aching in his seat.
Not at the drink still sweating on the bar.


Chapter 5 :  Stiff Competition

I walked back to him slowly — every step deliberate, every sway of my hips calibrated like punishment.
For him.
For me.
For everything I’d stirred in that bar and carried across the room.

He was still in his seat, drink nearly gone, legs spread just slightly, the picture of calm. But his eyes…
They told another story.

Heat.
Possession.
Restraint hanging by a thread.

He didn’t say a word as I approached.
Didn’t stand.
Just sat there, watching me close the distance like I was something feral coming home to him.

I slid into the booth beside him. He didn’t look at me right away.
He drained the last of his drink. Set the glass down gently.

I could feel the tension in his thigh through his slacks. Tight. Charged.

We didn’t speak as the bill came.
He paid in silence — credit card, nod, receipt.

His fingers brushed mine under the table as he signed.
They were warm. Controlled. But pulsing with something darker.

We walked out side by side.
Cool night air wrapped around my skin, sharp against the heat I was still carrying between my legs.

He unlocked the car. We got in.
Still no words.

The engine purred to life, headlights cutting through the dark. He didn’t turn on the radio.
Didn’t reach for my hand.
Didn’t ask me how it felt to let a stranger touch my knee and blush at my smile.

He just drove.
One hand on the wheel.
The other resting on his thigh — inches from where I could see the growing press of his cock against the fabric.

I didn’t speak.
I didn’t ask permission.

I reached over, slowly, and unbuckled his belt.

He glanced at me, but didn’t stop me. His jaw was tight. His breath held.

I unzipped him and slipped my hand in — warm fabric, firm heat, the unmistakable throb of a man who’d spent the last hour watching his wife seduce someone else.

He was already hard.
Painfully hard.

I wrapped my fingers around him — slow, possessive.
He exhaled like it hurt to hold back.

I stroked him once, twice.

I felt him twitch in my hand — his cock thick, angry with need.

He exhaled like it hurt to hold back, and I smiled. Not sweet. Not sorry.
Just power.
Just heat.

"Pull over," I murmured, still stroking him, slow and tight.

He didn’t answer. But he took the next right — sharp, fast — and parked behind a row of warehouses lit only by flickering streetlamps.
The second he threw it into park, I climbed over the console and into the back seat, tugging my dress up over my hips.

“Get back here,” I said.

His door slammed. Then mine.
And then he was on me — the back door hadn’t even closed all the way when he shoved me back into the seat, one hand already tearing my panties aside.

“You liked him watching you,” he growled, dragging the wet fabric down my thighs.

I didn’t even blink. “I liked you watching me.”

His eyes flashed. “You wanted him.”

“I wanted you to see what I do to men,” I said, voice low and dark. “Wanted you to sit there and feel it. The way my smile made him stiffen. The way that one little touch—just my knee—had him half-hard before he even knew my name.”

He cursed under his breath, then slammed into me with a single brutal thrust.
I gasped, head falling back, thighs tight around his waist.

“I watched you blush,” he grunted, fucking me deep. “I knew that blush meant you were soaking.”

I looked straight at him, lips parted, breath catching.
“No. That blush?” I said, rolling my hips up to meet him. “That was for you. Because I knew what it was doing to you. I knew you were hard the moment I crossed my legs. Knew you'd be sitting there imagining him spreading them.”

He groaned, deep and low, hands gripping my thighs, pushing them wider.

“He couldn’t have handled me,” I said, grinding against him, letting my voice slip into a moan. “He wouldn’t have known what to do with this pussy. But I wanted you to imagine it. I wanted you to think about him on his knees, tongue deep inside me. And I wanted you furious about it.”

He pounded into me harder, sweat slick between us, the car rocking with each thrust.

“You fucking get off on that?” he growled.

“Hell yes,” I whispered, voice breaking into a cry. “You sat there, so damn controlled, while I made another man squirm. I could feel you watching. I could feel how close you were to snapping.”

“I should’ve dragged you into the bathroom,” he gritted, “and made you come in front of the mirror.”

“You should’ve,” I moaned, clutching his shoulders, grinding into him. “But now you’re fucking me like you mean it. Like it killed you not to claim me then and there.”

“I wanted to,” he hissed. “Wanted to bend you over that bar stool and fuck the smugness out of your smile.”

I arched up, locked my ankles behind his back. “Then do it now. Fuck me like I let someone else make me wet.”

He slammed into me, deeper, harder. My nails raked down his back as I cried out, voice echoing in the small space, body shuddering under the intensity of him.

I came like a whip crack — fast, sharp, unstoppable.

He followed seconds later, groaning into my neck, filling me as I pulsed around him.



The windows fogged. The world outside vanished.
He stayed inside me, breathing hard, both of us slick, tangled, ruined.

And when we finally caught our breath, I kissed his jaw, slow and deliberate.

Then, voice soft but wicked, I whispered:

“Next time, I’ll let him buy me another drink.”

His cock twitched inside me.
I felt it — thick, sensitive, still pulsing with the echo of what we’d just done.
Still claiming me. Still hardening again.

He didn’t move.
Neither did I.

We just breathed, tangled up in each other, our skin slick with sweat and sin.

And then I smiled.
Slow. Dirty. Deep.

“This was another one,” I whispered, dragging my nails lightly down the back of his neck. “Fucking in the backseat of our car.”

He looked at me, eyes heavy with the afterglow, mouth parted like he wasn’t ready to speak yet.

I rolled my hips, just enough to make him twitch again. “We collect moments like this, don’t we?” I said softly. “Every time you let me flirt… every time I tempt you to the edge and then pull you over it.”

He cursed under his breath, hands gripping my waist again, fingers digging into the soft ache he’d left behind.

I leaned in, kissing the corner of his mouth. “This wasn’t just sex,” I murmured. “It was us. It was that filthy little secret we both love too much to say out loud.”

“I should be mad at you,” he said, still breathless.

“But you’re hard again,” I smirked. “So… maybe you liked it just as much.”

And then I started to ride him again — slow, deep, this time with a promise in my hips.
A promise that this wouldn't be the last.

Another one.
For us.


Chapter 6: They Want me, He Needs Me.

It had been a week.

A full week since I let another man touch my knee, graze his fingertips under my dress, flirt with me like he had every right to take me home.

Since I stood up and walked away—soaking wet and barely breathing.

But I wasn’t thinking about walking away.

I was thinking about what would’ve happened if I hadn’t.



We hadn’t really talked about it. Not directly.

We circled it, like we were both afraid to say too much.

Little looks. Lingering touches. A tension that hung in the air like perfume—subtle, but impossible to ignore.

My husband would kiss me slower now. Hold me tighter in bed. His fingers would drift higher up my thigh before he stopped. I started sleeping in thin shirts without a bra, just in case he reached for me in the middle of the night.

I started hoping he would.



During the day, I found myself distracted.

Cooking, cleaning, even scrolling—my thoughts wandered to that bar. To the man’s eyes on my chest. The compliment. The way he had fondled my knee.

The thrill of letting it happen.

And my husband watching from across the room… hard. Saying nothing.

What would’ve happened if he told me not to stop?

Worse: what if I hadn’t waited for permission?

I kept thinking about how soaked I’d been by the time I got back to the car. The way my husband had pulled me into the backseat, growling in my ear as he fucked me.

“You wanted him.”

I had.



We were sitting on the couch late one night, legs tangled, half-watching something neither of us cared about.

He was absently stroking my bare calf.

I turned the volume down, heart thudding.

“I’ve been thinking about the bar.”

He didn’t look at me, but his hand stopped.

“Yeah?”

“The way he looked at me. How it felt.”

Silence.

Then: “You want to do it again?”

I didn’t answer right away.

Then I nodded. “I think so.”

He exhaled through his nose.

“You want to pick someone else?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I just… I liked feeling wanted.”

He finally looked at me.

“Would you let it go further?”

The question hung there.

I met his eyes. “If you told me to.”

He leaned in. “What if I was watching this time?”

I blinked.

My stomach clenched.

“I thought you were watching.”

“I was,” he said, voice lower. “But this time, I mean really watching. With no table between us. No pretending.”

I swallowed.

My nipples stiffened under the loose shirt I was wearing. I wasn’t wearing a bra.

My thighs pressed together.

He saw it. Saw the way I shifted.

His hand moved up my leg, slow and warm, curling under the hem of my shorts.

“You like the idea, don’t you?”

I whispered: “Yes.”

His fingers slid up further, brushing against my inner thigh. My breath hitched.

“Just flirting,” I said. “Right?”

He smiled.

“If that’s all you want.”



We didn’t go out that night.

But we brought the fantasy to bed.

And it was so much hotter than I expected.



He stripped me slowly—pulling my shirt off like he was unwrapping something forbidden. He kissed every inch of me with quiet purpose. My collarbone. My belly. My thighs. His breath was warm, slow, steady.

When he pulled my panties off, I was already soaked.

He looked up from between my legs. “Still thinking about him?”

I nodded. “And you. Watching.”

“You’d let me see it all?”

“I want you to.”

He slid his tongue over me—slow and firm, just once.

I gasped. My hips jerked up.

“Tell me what he said to you,” he murmured.

“I don’t remember much.”

“You do.”

He sucked my clit gently, two fingers slipping inside me.

I moaned. “He said I was good at flirting.”

“You are.”

I tangled my fingers in his hair.

“You want him to touch you again?”

I hesitated.

Then whispered: “I want you to tell him to.”

His fingers pumped faster.

I came hard. Quick. Wet. My whole body curling as he held me down and kept going.

But he wasn’t done.

He climbed up, kissed me deeply—my taste on his lips—then slid his cock against me, wet and thick and pulsing.

He didn’t ask.

He just entered me.

One long, slow thrust that made me cry out.

He fucked me slow. Deep. His forehead pressed to mine. His voice low in my ear.

“You’d let me watch another man kiss you?”

“Yes.”

“Touch you?”

“Yes.”

“Would you stop him?”

“Only if you said to.”

“Fuck, baby…”

He grabbed my wrists, pinned them above my head, and thrust harder. I could feel every inch.

I came again. So did he.

We were sweating. Shaking.

Clinging to each other like something sacred had just been spoken.



Afterward, I was quiet.

So was he.

I curled up on his chest, tracing lines across his skin with my fingertip.

“Next time,” I whispered. “I want to see what it feels like when you’re really watching.”

He didn’t speak.

But I felt him nod.

And his cock was already getting hard again.


Chapter 7: My First Kiss for My Husband to Watch



It started with a simple question.

“What if this time... I didn’t sit at the same table?”

He said it casually, like he was asking what we should do for dinner. But it hit different.

I was standing in front of the mirror, halfway through my makeup routine, a mascara wand paused in midair. My mouth parted slightly. My lashes were half-coated. I hadn’t even put on lipstick yet.

I was wearing a black wrap dress—thin satin, soft as water. It clung to my hips like it wanted to be undone. The neckline dipped low, low enough that I’d debated double-sided tape, but ultimately decided against it. Let it fall where it may.

I decided to go commando.

No bra. No panties. Just skin and silk and the thrill of maybe being seen.

He stood in the doorway of the bathroom, leaning one shoulder against the frame. He didn’t say anything else, just let the question hang there.

I swallowed and glanced at him through the mirror. “You mean… watching for real?”

He nodded. Once. Slow.

Our eyes locked in the reflection.

“Would that be okay?” he asked, voice low but steady.

My throat tightened. I felt it like a knot pulling everything inside me taut.

I could feel my pulse in places I wasn’t even touching—behind my knees, in my nipples, between my legs. A hot throb that made my skin feel too tight.

The wand was still in my hand, but my grip had gone slack.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “I want that.”



It was a Friday night. A new place this time—an upscale lounge on the top floor of a boutique hotel. Dim lighting, low music, velvet couches. The kind of place where people flirt in whispers and slow glances, where the danger feels polished and quiet. A well-known luxury haunt, full of people pretending they didn’t come to be seen.

He picked a table across the room.

Just close enough to meet my eyes. Just far enough that I had to walk through it—every glance, every heartbeat, every what-if—alone.

That was the point.

He wanted to see it. The way men looked at me. The way I looked back.

The way I changed when someone else noticed.

I sat at the bar slowly, crossing my legs like I’d rehearsed it. My dress shifted high on my thighs, the slit parting just a little too easily. I didn’t fix it. I ordered something simple. Something cold. I needed something to hold, something to do with my hands while I tried not to look across the room.

But I felt him watching.

And it made my skin hum.

The man who eventually took the seat beside me didn’t arrive all at once.

He came into my space like he was deciding whether I was worth the risk. Glancing once, then twice, letting his presence grow beside me until I could feel the weight of it.

Older. Striking beard. Worn-in handsome. No tie. Collar open. A little salt in his hair. And that calm, capable energy some men wear like aftershave.

He didn’t speak at first.

Just sat, ordered a whiskey, and let the silence fill the space between us like warm air.

I didn’t look at him. Not yet.

I took a sip of my drink.

Let the moment stretch.

Then finally, soft and deep: “You waiting for someone?”

I smiled. Not big. Just enough. “No. Watching someone.”

“Ah,” he said, and I heard the amusement there. “And is he watching you back?”

I glanced sideways. “Always.”

He followed my eyes. Saw my husband sitting across the room, eyes locked on me. His mouth tilted slightly at the corners.

“Lucky man.”

“Depends on the night,” I said.

That made him laugh—low and private, just between us.

“You’ve got the kind of look that doesn’t stay lonely long,” he said, turning slightly toward me. “Mind if I keep you company for a bit?”

“You already are.”

We didn’t rush. The conversation found its rhythm—half casual, half charged.

He asked what I was drinking.

I asked if he was in town for work.

We traded names—first names only.

He didn’t push.

But his eyes were sharp. Focused. Watching my mouth when I spoke. Letting his gaze trace my collarbone, the cut of my dress, the way it dipped without effort.

He noticed things. The kind of man who would.

And that made me warm.

Not just between my legs—but in my chest. My belly. My cheeks.

“You seem comfortable,” he said eventually, tilting his glass toward me. “Like you’ve done this before.”

I let my tongue drag lightly over my bottom lip. “Maybe I’m just good at pretending.”

He smiled at that.

“I’m good at spotting pretense,” he said. “But you… you look like you want someone to notice.”

I didn’t answer right away. I shifted on the stool, letting the slit in my dress fall a little wider.

He glanced down. Briefly. His jaw ticked.

That’s when I looked over at my husband.

Still watching. Still still.

His drink untouched.

And his chest—rising just a little faster now.

I turned back.

“And what do you see?” I asked.

The man beside me paused.

His voice dropped half an octave. “I see a woman who’s being very carefully bad.”

I smiled. “Careful is relative.”

“And bad is subjective,” he said, mirroring me.

I felt his arm brush mine now and then as we talked, casually, but not by accident.

Our knees bumped. I didn’t pull away.

“You have rules?” he asked.

“Some.”

He didn’t ask what they were. Just nodded.

Then added, “You look like the kind of woman who rewrites them.”

That made me laugh—short and soft, almost surprised.

And that was the moment.

That subtle shift.

He let the pause hang between us. Then leaned in a little. Close enough to lower his voice.

“Would I be crossing one if I said I wanted to touch your hand?”

I looked down.

His hand was resting on the bar top—palm open, steady. Waiting.

Not reaching.

Waiting.

I set mine on top of his.

Not grabbing. Not lacing fingers.

Just the weight of my hand on his.

That one contact sent something sharp up my spine.

He turned his palm slowly, just enough to let his fingers curl under mine. Held it. Not tight—just enough to feel.

“You’re warm,” he said quietly.

“I’m more than that.”

He laughed again. This time lower. Rougher.

“You’re dangerous.”

“That’s what he said,” I whispered.

He raised an eyebrow.

“The man watching,” I clarified.

He nodded once. Like he understood something private.

“He’s not going to stop this?”

“He already didn’t.”

Another silence. This one full of heat.

Then his thumb brushed gently across my knuckles.

Just once.

And it felt like foreplay.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured.

I hadn’t realized I was. But I was.

I shifted again, thighs brushing, breath hitching.

The silk of my dress moved too easily.

And his eyes flicked down.

Just for a second.

Just enough.

He knew.

And the way his eyes came back to mine told me it excited him.

“I want to kiss you,” he said.

I hesitated. Not out of guilt.

Out of restraint.

“One kiss,” I said. “That’s it.”

He didn’t ask for more.

He waited.

So I leaned in.

Met him halfway.

His lips touched mine—slow, full, present.

Nothing sloppy. Nothing rushed.

Just the kind of kiss that presses a memory into your skin.

When I pulled back, I lingered.

Breath against breath. Forehead to forehead.

Then I let my fingers go.

He didn’t stop me.

He just looked at me like he wanted to remember every detail.

I stood, smoothing my dress—not to cover anything, but to reset.

As I shifted, his hand moved—slow, deliberate—and clasped the inside of my thigh, just above the knee.
Not possessive. Not pleading.
Just enough pressure to say I’ll remember this.

“Nice meeting you,” I said softly.

And walked away.


Chapter 8: Our Transformation Witnessed by Both of Us

I could feel the silk of my dress shift with each step—loose, light, barely there. My legs were trembling, but my pace didn’t falter.

When I glanced up, I caught my husband’s eyes.

And for a second, it didn’t feel like he was looking at me.

It felt like he was looking at another woman.
A stranger.
Someone he wanted to fuck.

Someone he hadn’t had yet.

The air between us was thick. Heavy. Like I’d come back from something he didn’t give me permission for—but wanted to see all the same.

I sat down—slow, careful—and before I could say a word, his hand was under the table.

Gripping my thigh.

Hard.

Not cruel. Not possessive. Just… overwhelmed.

He wasn’t breathing evenly. I could feel it, even without looking. The energy pouring off him wasn’t jealous. It wasn’t insecure.

It was hungry.

His fingers slid higher, under the slit in my dress, just enough to remind himself what was—or wasn’t—there.

When he reached bare skin, his fingers twitched.

He swallowed hard.

I finally looked at him.

His eyes were darker than I’d ever seen them. Focused. A little wild.

“You let him kiss you,” he said, voice low, even, controlled—but only just.

I nodded.

“He touched your thigh.”

“Yes.”

His thumb brushed the inside of it now, right where the other man’s hand had been.

“Right here?”

“Higher.”

He inhaled sharply through his nose.

Then he leaned in—slowly, almost casually—and brushed his lips against my ear.

“I’m going to remind you exactly where you belong.”

I whimpered. Just from the words.

He didn’t move his hand.

We sat there a little longer. Pretending to finish our drinks. Pretending to watch the other people flirt in shadows.

But he didn’t let go of my thigh.

Not even when the check came.

The car was dark. Quiet.
Leather seats. Low hum of the engine. City lights slipping past in long, slow streaks.

He hadn’t spoken since they left the bar.
Not really.

A short “get in”, murmured at my ear.
His hand on the small of my back.
A barely-there shove toward the passenger door.

Now, he was behind the wheel—jaw tight, mouth a line, hand clenched on the gearshift.

His phone lit up in the cupholder.
He didn’t glance at it. Just pressed the button on his steering wheel.
“Yeah.”

The voice that answered was clipped and professional.
A man’s. Talking numbers. Schedules. Terms.
Business.

I crossed my legs slowly, letting my dress slip higher on my thighs again—just a little at first. Testing.
He didn’t look.

Not yet.

I leaned back against the seat, letting my knees part subtly under the hem. The slit eased open. Smooth as a secret.
Still no panties. Still no barrier.

He was listening now. Trying to.
He responded with short answers.
Focused.
Distracted.

I shifted again. Not by accident.
This time my thigh brushed his hand on the gearshift. Light. Then again.
Still he said nothing.

I reached down. Gently. Calmly.
And dragged my fingertips up the inside of my own leg.
He saw it.
I knew he did.

His jaw ticked once.

“…Yes. By Tuesday,” he said into the call.
His voice was tighter now. Rougher.

I slid my hand higher. Slowly. Letting two fingers glide up, then part—just enough to bare myself to the air.
To him.

I didn’t touch.
Just revealed.
Wet and flushed and throbbing in the low light.

His nostrils flared.
He swallowed hard.

“Yes. The files are in the shared drive,” he said tightly.
But his voice had dropped a note. A slight crack.
That same crack was in his posture now.

One hand still on the wheel.
The other hovering above the gearshift, fingers twitching.
He wanted to touch.

Instead, I leaned back deeper into the seat, turning just enough to let the light from the dash catch between my thighs.
It shimmered.
My lips glossy, visibly wet.
Open.

He risked a glance.
Just once.

Then exhaled through his nose.

“Nothing’s missing,” he bit out, talking to the caller but not about me—and I could hear it in every clipped syllable.

I shifted again—just enough to bring one leg up on the seat. Open. Quiet. Daring.
I tilted my hips, exposing more.
Still no touch.

He gripped the wheel harder.
His knuckles were white.

I reached over then, slow and subtle, and set my hand on his thigh.
Not high. Not pushing.
Just a presence. A reminder.

His breath hitched.
And when I smiled—small, smug, secret—I didn’t need to look at him to know:
He felt how wet I was.
Even from across the console.

I didn’t speak.
Just let my fingers curl slightly into the muscle of his thigh.
Inches away from his cock.
Throbbing through his slacks.

His voice cracked again.
“…We’ll finalize the paperwork tomorrow.”

I smiled wider.

I’d undone him without a word.

Oddly, my phone buzzed — sharp, persistent. I wondered why Natalie was calling me at this time. Shit tends to happen easily when I was not in office.

I sighed and answered. “Yes, babe?”

Her voice came fast: “Hey, sorry, quick one — they need your sign-off on the Feldman edit. Can I loop you in?”

I glanced back at the man still recovering behind me.
Then, calmly:
“You can mail it to me. I’ll go through it tonight and send it to George.”

I heard nothing for 2 seconds.

“You’re still on leave, right?” she asked.

I smirked. “Two months. Which means I’m deleting everything that isn’t orgasmic or urgent.”

She laughed, then lowered her voice. “Living the dream, aren’t you?”

“Just living,” I said.

I hung up, dropped the phone into my bag, and looked up just as the car stopped.

I stepped out. He followed behind me.

I walked to the entrance.

I didn’t even make it two steps inside.

The door had barely clicked shut behind me before he spun me around and pinned me against it, his mouth catching mine in a kiss that was far from gentle. His hands gripped my waist like he didn’t trust himself not to shake. Or break.

I gasped into his mouth, the suddenness of it winding me. My back hit the wood with a soft thud, and I felt the tension in his body radiate through the space between us—tight, coiled, like a wire pulled too far.

“You didn’t say a word in the car,” I murmured between kisses, catching my breath.
He didn’t answer. His lips were on my throat now, tongue tracing the line just under my jaw. I tilted my head to give him more, the heat of his breath stoking something low and dark inside me.

“I was trying not to pull over and fuck you in the back seat,” he growled.

That made me smile—tight and sharp.
“Should’ve.”

He pulled back just enough to look at me, his eyes roaming my face like he needed to memorize every shift in my expression.

“You liked it,” he said. Not a question. A realization.
“I loved it,” I breathed.

His hands slid down my sides, fingers bunching in the fabric of my dress like he wanted to tear it off.
“He kissed you,” he said.
“Yes.”
“And you let him.”
“I invited him.”

He inhaled sharply, his jaw tight. His fingers found the slit in my dress and pushed the fabric aside, exposing the length of my thigh, my hip, higher.
Still no panties.

He groaned when he realized.
“You were like this the whole time?”
“Mmhmm.”

My voice was smug, thick with want. I reached down between us, palmed the front of his pants.
He was already hard.

“I wanted him,” I said plainly. “Wanted to feel his mouth on my tits. Wanted to know what his fingers felt like inside me.”
His breath hitched.
“But you didn’t let it happen.”
“No,” I whispered, teasing his zipper down. “But I wanted to.”

His mouth crashed onto mine again, this time desperate. Hungry. The kind of kiss that makes you forget where you are.

We stumbled toward the bedroom, losing layers as we went. His shirt hit the floor. My dress slipped down my arms, cool air kissing my skin where his hands hadn’t yet. His fingers dug into the backs of my thighs as he lifted me, laid me out on the bed like something precious he also wanted to wreck.

He paused for a second—just long enough to look at me. Really look.
Naked. Flushed. Still buzzing from the night.

“What would you have done,” he said slowly, voice thick, “if I hadn’t been there?”
I smiled, spread my legs just a little wider.

“Let him take me somewhere dark. Let him pull my dress up. Bend me over. Slide his cock into me slow. Make me feel it—feel everything—because it’d be the only time.”

He hissed between his teeth.
“You’re not supposed to want that.”
I looked him dead in the eye, hips shifting, heat throbbing between my legs.

“I wish I could’ve fucked him once,” I whispered. “He was dishy.”
His eyes burned hotter. “You said you were against one-night stands to Tracy that day.”
I smirked, rolling my hips.
“Not unless I’m horny. Like now. Like then.”

He snapped.
He drove into me in one thrust, burying himself deep, making me cry out in a mixture of pleasure and raw relief.

“Say it,” he growled, thrusting again, slower now but deeper.
“I wanted to fuck him,” I gasped.
“Wanted him to bend you over?”
“Yes.”
“Use you?”
“Yes.”

Each word was met with another thrust, harder, deeper, rougher.
He hooked my thighs up around his arms, opening me, filling me so completely I couldn’t think.

“But you came home to me.”
“I had to,” I moaned. “You’re the only one who knows how to keep me.”

He fucked me like he needed to prove it. Like he needed to erase every trace of that man’s touch—every kiss, every glance, every quiet almost. His pace was relentless, hips slamming into mine, skin hot against hot, the room echoing with wet sounds and my breathless moans.

I clawed at his back, nails dragging down muscle, needing something to hold onto as the orgasm started to build—tight and furious in my gut.

“I want you to come thinking about him,” he growled.
“I am,” I cried, almost ashamed by how easy it was.

His hand slid between us, thumb rubbing my clit in tight circles, fingers slick with me.
“Was he big?”
“I don’t know,” I gasped. “But I wanted to find out.”

He cursed, drove in deeper, faster, fucking me like he was chasing down every fantasy I didn’t finish.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” he grunted.
“Do it,” I begged. “Mark me. Own me.”

The orgasm hit me hard—blinding, pulsing, dragging a moan from my throat that bordered on a sob. I clenched around him, shaking, biting his shoulder to muffle the sound.

He followed a second later, cock twitching deep inside me, filling me until I could feel it drip as he stayed buried, gasping into my neck.

We didn’t speak for a while.
We just lay there. Bodies tangled. My leg still hooked around him. His hand lazily tracing circles on my hip.

Then, quietly, almost like he didn’t mean to say it aloud:
“Would you really have let him fuck you?”

I didn’t answer right away.
I just smiled against his skin.
And whispered:
“Next time… maybe.”


Chapter 9:  Such a Beautiful Accident

Two weeks.
That’s how long it had been since I kissed another man with my husband watching.

Fourteen nights.

Most of them spent replaying the scene over and over—with my husband's cock buried deep inside me, whispering things like “you wanted him right here, didn’t you?” while I moaned my answer into his mouth.

Something shifted after that night.
Something dark and delicious.
He wasn’t just fucking harder.
He was fucking freer.
Less controlled.
Hungrier.

We hadn’t talked about the man again—at least not in any serious way. But he’d made a home in our bed regardless. A ghost in our sheets. The what-if that turned my husband into someone even I hadn’t seen before. And I loved it.

That’s why I planned.
Why I shaved.
Every inch. Smooth and bare and aching.
Why I picked out the dress he gave me last anniversary—a midnight blue slip dress with thin straps and a hem that barely skimmed the top of my thighs.

It had a slit, too. Higher than it should be.
And tonight, no panties again.
Only perfume between my legs.
And intent.

I stood in the mirror just before we left, checking everything twice.
Hair: soft, loose waves.
Makeup: lips a little redder than usual, eyes darker.
Body: tight. Toned. Ready.

“You look so fuckable ,” he said behind me, voice low.

He was adjusting his watch, already dressed—pressed charcoal slacks, black shirt, no tie. The same calm, expensive look he always wore. Except his eyes tonight held something hotter. Something barely restrained.

“Who do you think it’ll be tonight?” he asked, voice low, eyes watching me the way he always does — like I’m already on display.

I smiled, settling onto the bar stool with the same ease I’d done every night this week.

“I don’t plan,” I said, crossing one leg over the other. The slit of my dress shifted just enough to catch his attention.

“But…” I glanced toward the entrance, slowly scanning the room, already imagining the weight of new eyes.

“If I had to wish…” I let the words trail, teasing. “Someone older. Dapper. That type always makes it fun.”

He stepped behind me, hand resting lightly on the back of my chair.

“You like when they carry a little power,” he murmured.

“Mmm,” I exhaled, soft and easy. “I like when they know how to use it.”

His fingers brushed my bare shoulder.

“And I like watching you pull them apart.”

I smiled into my glass.

“Let’s see who wants to be next.”



The lounge was the same.
Upscale. Velvet booths, dim lighting, soft jazz filtering through the dark. Everyone beautiful. Everyone pretending not to stare.

We arrived just after nine.
Not too late.
Not too early.
Just enough time for the bar to be full but the eyes still alert.

He chose the same table—across the room, in view of the bar.

I felt his gaze as I walked in front of him, the slit in my dress flashing every smooth inch of leg, the swing of my hips - deliberate.
I wanted to be seen.
Not just by him.
By someone.

I slid onto the same bar stool.
Crossed my legs.
Ordered something cold.

And waited.

My heart was already racing.
My thighs already slick.
And somewhere deep in my stomach, I was praying he’d walk in.

The same man.

Older. Handsome. Salt at the temples.
That slow, capable way of taking up space.

I hadn’t stopped thinking about the way he looked at me.
Like he knew I wasn’t really taken.
Like he knew I could be his, if only for a moment.

My husband was watching again.
Drink in hand. Elbow propped, fingers to his lips.

I didn’t need to look to know.
I could feel it.
The way his stare curled around my throat like a collar.
The way his approval made me braver.

I sipped my drink.
Shifted my legs.
And whispered inside my head:
Come back tonight. See what I’ll let you do next.

We chose the same table.
Same lounge. Same plan.

Two weeks of teasing and imagining had led us back here.
Same dim lighting. Same deep velvet seats. Same slow jazz humming underneath low conversations and overpriced cocktails.

He’d bought me the dress—midnight blue, thin straps, low-cut, the slit rising scandalously up my thigh when I crossed my legs.
No panties was becoming a habit. 
 

I'd spent longer getting ready than usual.
Shaved smooth, moisturized to a soft sheen. A hint of perfume behind my ears, between my breasts, and lower—where only one of them might notice.
I was ready.
So ready.

We had planned it out in low whispers and late-night moans.
I’d even practiced what I might say if he came again.
The older man. The one with the rough voice and the seasoned charm.
The one who made me tremble just by looking.

When we walked in, my husband leaned close and murmured, “There. Over by the far wall. I think that’s him.”

I followed his eyes.
Salt-and-pepper beard. Crisp white shirt. A quiet sort of presence.
My kind.

I felt my pulse kick.

He hadn’t seen me yet.
I shifted on the barstool, letting the dress fall perfectly—the way I’d practiced.
Crossed my legs slowly. Gave him a view.

He looked over once. Briefly.
My breath caught.

But then… he turned.
Took a seat at a small table near the back.
With someone else.

Not her.
But not me, either.

My stomach dipped—not with disappointment, exactly.
More like... static. That feeling when a plan unravels but something else starts humming in the space it leaves.

I could feel my husband watching from across the room, waiting to see how I’d handle it.

I didn’t signal.
I just smoothed my dress, ordered a drink, and tried not to fidget.

That’s when the kid sat down.
Not a boy, but close.
Maybe early 20s. Boyish. Clean-shaven, broad-shouldered, casual in that I’m not trying kind of way.

I glanced at him once, then looked away.
Not my type.
Not tonight’s type.

But he looked at me like I was carved out of heat and smoke.
And then he said—soft, surprised:

"Hey. I know you."

I blinked. Turned.

He smiled. "We met at that architecture fundraiser. You looked different then."

"Which version did you like?" I asked, eyebrow raised.

He grinned. "Both. That was dignified. This… is dick-ni-fied."

"Excuse me?"

He laughed, holding up his hands. "Sorry. In our group, when someone’s this hot, we say she’s dicknified. And come on—don’t act like a nun."

That was a choice.
Cocky. Stupid, maybe.
But honest.

I remembered him now—he’d poured wine at our table that night.
Intern. Assistant. One of those eager, wide-eyed types.
Tonight, he was bathing in sex hormones befitting his age.
Practically sweating need.
A typical 20-something who probably jerked off every day.

"You look… incredible," he said, eyes lingering just below my collarbone. "Didn’t think I’d ever see you again."

I gave a tight smile. "Neither did I."

He gestured to the empty seat.
"Mind if I sit?"

I should’ve said no.
But I didn’t.

“Sure,” I said quietly. “For a little while.”

He sat. Close, but not forward. Still radiating that fascinated, unsure energy.

“You have a boyfriend?” he asked after a moment, voice casual but curious.
I took a sip of my drink.
“I’m married.”

His eyebrows lifted. “You out with friends?”
I looked him dead in the eye.
“No. Just came to unwind.”

Something flickered in his face.
A shift.
He leaned in a little closer, his voice dipping.

“You really stand out here,” he said. “It’s like… everyone else fades a little when you walk in.”

That made me laugh softly. Not flattered—just… amused. Aware.
And suddenly unsure how to play it.

Because this wasn’t the plan.
This wasn’t the man.
This wasn’t the safety net of “my husband is watching.”

I wasn’t sure what the rules were anymore.
And that made it hotter.

I crossed my legs again—partly to buy time, partly because I knew what that did to a man sitting close.

His eyes dropped. Just for a second.
But I saw it.
Felt it.

“You’ve got a different energy tonight,” he said. “You seem... in your head. Sexy, just fire!.”

I turned toward him, resting my elbow on the bar.
“Maybe I’m just trying to enjoy myself without overthinking it.”

He smiled.
“I won’t overthink it if you don’t.”

God. He was young.
But there was something earnest in him. Something reckless.
And that edge between not really interested and what if I let this happen anyway? made me wet in a different way.

Across the room, my husband raised his glass—barely.
A nod. A signal.

I didn’t return it.
But I smiled to myself.

Because tonight didn’t go according to plan.

And maybe that was exactly the point.


Chapter 10:  So Unpredictably Attractive

He sat down. Introduced himself as Ryan. His memory was sharp, even got my name correct -Linda.  Truth be told, for a second, I thought about brushing him off. Sending him on his way with a polite smile and a line about waiting for someone.
But then he said something I didn’t expect.

"You know, I was actually hoping I’d run into you again. Not to hit on you or anything—though, obviously, that’s tempting—but because I wanted to ask about that thing you mentioned. That brutalist museum outside Lisbon."

I blinked.

"You remember that?"

He grinned, a little sheepish. "I was pouring wine, not unconscious. You lit up when you talked about it. I looked it up after. That exposed concrete? It’s intense. Like it’s daring you to hate it."

I laughed, surprised.
And maybe a little charmed.

"That’s exactly what I love about it."

He nodded. "It's like... it doesn’t try to seduce you. It just is. And you either deal with it or you don’t."

Okay. That was unexpected.

So I let myself lean into it. Just a little.

We started talking.
About architecture, then design in general.
About music—he hated the lounge jazz playing overhead, called it “bourbon-on-ice music,” but admitted he liked Miles Davis.
Books. Films. A foreign documentary I hadn’t expected him to know.
He told me about growing up on the edge of nowhere, obsessed with shapes and light. I told him a few carefully curated things about me.

Time blurred.

At some point, the bartender cleared our first drinks and we ordered new ones. Then a third.

We even shared a plate of olives and spiced almonds—nothing heavy, just something to fill the growing space between us.

I found myself laughing. Not fake, flirty laughing.
Real. Relaxed. Caught off guard by the warmth of it all.

The music faded into the background, like it belonged to another night.

He wasn’t what I came for.
Not older. Not smooth. Not the plan.
But he was present. Sharp. Curious.

And I was hooked.

At one point, I glanced across the lounge.
My husband was still watching.
He hadn’t moved.
Just sitting there, glass in hand, eyes focused, unreadable.

I looked back at the man beside me—boy, really, but not quite.

He was mid-sentence, talking about an exhibit in Copenhagen. His hands moved when he spoke. His smile was full of life.
And in that moment, something shifted.

I wasn’t just playing anymore.

I liked being there.
With him.

And that… that was what made me wet.

I was briefly lost in my thoughts when I heard him yap away.

“…but I think the real reason people romanticize European beds,” he was saying, “isn’t about thread count or canopy posts. It’s about how sex just feels different when you’re somewhere that doesn’t rush it.”

I tilted my head, glass paused at my lips.
“Different how?”

He smiled. Slow. Not smug—just knowing.

“Less performative. More… layered. Like, you don’t rush the kiss. You let it stretch. The undressing takes time. And oral sex?” He exhaled, shook his head. “They treat it like art. Not a pre-game.”

I blinked.

Okay.

That wasn’t what I expected. Not from him.

“And what, you studied abroad in the art of eating pussy?” I asked, teasing—but something in my voice betrayed how warm I was getting.

He grinned. “Kind of. Yeah. I was with this older woman when I lived in Marseille for a summer. She was clear: if I didn’t know how to make her come with my mouth, I wasn’t getting inside her.”

I felt a pulse between my legs.

The way he said it—casual, self-aware, unapologetic—knocked the breath out of me for a second.

He wasn’t bragging.
He was just talking.
Like it was normal to treat a woman’s pleasure like a given, not a favor.

“And?” I said, voice softer than I meant. “Did you learn?”

He leaned in slightly, elbow on the bar, eyes locking on mine.

“I learned that some women take longer. That clits aren’t light switches. That tongues get tired and that’s when it gets good. I learned that slow circles matter more than fast flicks. That hips talk, and when she starts grinding into your face, you don’t stop until she’s done.”

I shifted on the stool.
Just a little.
But he noticed.

Of course he did.

“And I learned,” he added, his voice dropping just a note, “that if she’s wet but not shaking, you’re not finished.”

My thighs pressed together.
I swallowed.

I laughed, but it was breathy. Nervous.
“You talk about this like it’s… simple.”

He shrugged. “It is, if you’re not scared to ask. Or listen.”

I sipped my drink again, but I barely tasted it.
All I could feel was the throb building in my body.
The warmth pooling low in my belly.
The way my nipples tightened under the dress.

He wasn’t even touching me.

But the way he talked about pussy—my pussy, without even knowing it—had my body reacting like I’d already been licked. Teased. Opened.

I couldn’t stop imagining it.
His mouth. His hands. His attention.

I crossed my legs again, slower this time, and looked at him.
Really looked.

He didn’t leer.
He just smiled.
Like he knew exactly what he’d done to me.
And liked it.

Then I glanced across the room.

My husband’s eyes were on me.

Still watching.
Still still.

And this time… I didn’t look away.

The music had disappeared. The room had faded.
All I could hear now was his voice and my own pulse in my ears.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, shifting on my stool, suddenly aware of how hot I was under this dress. “You talk about this like you give masterclasses.”

He leaned in, low and close, not touching me, but close enough that I felt his breath on my cheek.

“I don’t talk about it much at all,” he said. “I just do it. And I’m told I’m... persuasive.”

I laughed—but it caught in my throat.
Because I wanted to ask.
Wanted to know.

“You’re full of it,” I said softly.

He raised an eyebrow. “Try me.”

My breath hitched. I hesitated.

Then I smiled—tilted my head just slightly.
“Are you always this forward with married women?”

“Only the ones who look like they’re dying to live outside their lives for a night.”

That hit me right in the center.
And I couldn’t speak.

He let the silence stretch. Then said it.

“I could show you. If you let me. No pressure. Just... live in the moment. Let someone worship you for an hour. Let go.”

My throat went dry.

“Now?” I said, barely above a whisper.

He looked around. Thought for a beat.

Then leaned in closer.

“There’s a private bathroom upstairs. One of those unisex lounge-style ones. Soft lighting. Clean. Lockable.”

I hesitated.
My heart was pounding.
Across the room, my husband was watching—but not moving. Not stopping me.

And the most dangerous part?
He knew exactly what was happening.
And he wasn’t looking angry.
He was looking hard.


I shouldn’t have followed him.

But the moment he moved, so did I.
It was automatic. Like my body slipped into autopilot, chasing heat before my head caught up.

By the time I knew what I was doing, I was already in the hallway.
And it was quiet. Still.
Like the air had shifted just for us.

Maybe it was the throb between my thighs.
Maybe it was the ache I’d been carrying for two weeks.
Maybe it was the feeling that I wanted to do something for my husband—
Or maybe…
I just wanted to do something entirely, unapologetically for myself.


Chapter 11: He Gave me Lip Service

The air was cooler, quieter—like it had been waiting. Like it knew I was coming.
Dim lights cast long shadows on the floor, softening the edges of every wrong idea.

I heard the hush of my heels against the tiles as I walked—too loud, too slow.
He was just ahead. Waiting at the private restroom. One of those boutique-lounge bathrooms, sleek and genderless, with a brushed gold handle and frosted glass.

He didn’t speak when I reached him.
He just looked at me.

Not with pressure. Not with that entitled confidence I’d expected when this all began.

Just… heat.
And restraint.
The kind that’s far more dangerous.

I stood there, heart hammering, thighs pressed together beneath the slit of my dress.
My skin tingled with the kind of arousal that made it hard to think.
Hard to breathe.

He didn’t touch me.

He simply said, voice soft and low, “I want to show you something.”

I hesitated. Swallowed.
I felt so exposed, even though no one was watching.
Even though nothing had happened yet.

“I can’t go in there,” I whispered.

“Okay,” he said simply.

Then his eyes dropped—slowly, reverently—to the slit in my dress.

“Then let me give you one thing.”

And before I could react, he dropped to one knee.
Not fully. Just enough.

His hand ghosted over the silk of my thigh—hovering, not grabbing.

He reached for the fabric.
I flinched, just slightly.
He paused.

I nodded.

That was all he needed.

He parted the slit gently, fingers sliding the fabric to the side. My leg was bare. My skin warm. The top of my inner thigh slick.

I didn’t wear panties.

His breath hitched.
And then—he looked up at me.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “This is one beautiful pussy.”

My face flushed instantly. I looked away, chest rising too fast.

“I could treat it so well,” he continued. “Take my time. Tongue flat. Slow circles. I’d start low. Tease the edge. Then work my way up until you were shaking against my mouth.”

I exhaled hard, legs unsteady.

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t.
But my body screamed yes.

Then, slowly, he leaned in and pressed his mouth to my inner thigh.
Right above the knee. Soft, reverent.

Then higher.
Warm breath.
Open-mouthed kiss.
The scrape of his stubble.
His tongue flicked, barely grazing my skin.

I gasped.
My hand hit the wall behind me, gripping for balance.

He kissed again—higher this time.
Almost at my center.
But not quite.

He stood, slowly, letting the slit fall closed again.

When I looked at him, my breath was shaking.
I didn’t feel in control of my voice anymore.

“I… I need to go.”

He didn’t argue. Didn’t follow.

He just said, “Then go.”

I turned and walked back toward the stairs.
Legs trembling. Core throbbing.
I could feel the kiss he left behind.
Like a brand.

I didn’t even make it back to the lounge before my phone buzzed.

My husband.

I picked up.

“Where are you?”
His voice was quiet. Strained. He knew.
He knew.

“Who is he?”

I paused.
Looked back over my shoulder, toward the hallway I just left.
Then I said, “I’ll call you. Stay put. I’m safe.”

And hung up.

I walked to the far end of the lounge.
Stood by the windows.
Let myself breathe.

The city lights outside blurred behind the glass. I pressed my fingers to my lips, still tasting the scent of him—the way my body had bloomed under his mouth without even being touched properly.

I was soaking.
Every step reminded me I wasn’t wearing anything under this dress.

I stood there—undecided. Half-sick with tension.
Do I let this live as a fantasy?
Or do I go back?

I turned.

And he was there.
Just standing. Not near the bathroom. Not at the bar.
Waiting.

His eyes met mine.

And I felt it. That pull again.
That damn gravity.
This wasn’t about marriage. Or rules.
It was about me.

What I wanted.

So I moved.
Quiet steps.
Back toward the hallway.

I passed him, slow, deliberate. Didn’t say a word.
Then I stopped just outside the bathroom door.
Tilted my head.
Beckoned with two fingers. A small gesture.

Come.

He followed.
Like he’d been waiting all his life.

The lock clicked behind us.

The hallway fell away, swallowed by the silence of the private lounge bathroom. Soft, warm lighting bathed the space in gold. A mirror above the sink, clean counters, plush towels. Big enough to move. Quiet enough to forget the world outside.

He turned to me slowly.
No sudden moves. No assumptions.

“I only go by consent,” he said.
His voice was low, serious now. His pupils dark and wide. “You can stop this at any point. Just say it.”

I looked at him.
Then nodded.

“I know. I want this.”

And the second I said it, his hands were on me.

Not rough.
Not impatient.

Hungry.

His mouth crashed into mine—full lips, warm tongue, the kind of kiss that silenced every second-guessing voice in my head.
I moaned into it, opening for him, letting him taste my decision.

His hands slid up my ribs, fingers finding the thin straps of my dress.
He kissed down my neck, over my collarbone, then looked at me for a beat.

“You good?”

I nodded.
And the straps fell.
One. Then the other.

My breasts spilled free and he groaned—real, raw, appreciative.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous.”

Then his mouth was on me.

He sucked one nipple into his mouth while his hand cupped the other, tongue circling, slow and deep.
I arched into him, fingers in his hair, already panting.

He kissed down, hands sliding over my hips, bunching the fabric of my dress until it was at my waist.
I was bare beneath.
Dripping.

He kissed my stomach.
My hip.
Then dropped to his knees. Again.

He looked up at me, eyes fierce with want.

“Last chance.”

I laughed, breathless.
“Eat me.”

He didn’t need more.

He gripped my thighs and buried his face between them.

His tongue was slow.
Patient.
Flat and broad as it licked up my folds, then circled back down to tease.

“Oh… fuck,” I gasped, head hitting the wall behind me.

He moaned into me—moaned—like he loved the taste.

His tongue flicked my clit, then licked around it, lips closing softly over it to suck, again and again.
Steady. Firm. Expert.

My legs trembled.

He slid two fingers inside me, curling them just right, stroking me from the inside while his mouth never stopped.

“God—don’t stop,” I cried out, hand clamping into his hair. “Fuck—right there—”

I came hard.

A shuddering, toe-curling orgasm that rocked me from the inside out.
My hips bucked against his face but he held me in place—riding it out with me.

I was gasping. Whimpering.

But he didn’t stop.

He kept going.

No break. No pause.

His fingers stayed inside, his mouth gentler now, licking me through it.

“Too much,” I moaned. “I can’t—”

“Yes you can,” he said against my skin. “You’re not done.”

And he was right.

He built me again—faster this time. Sloppier. My thighs shaking against his ears.

“Oh my god,” I panted. “I’m gonna—fuck—”

The second orgasm slammed into me—louder, wetter, messier.
I cried out. Loud. Couldn’t care if someone heard.

I came on his face, his mouth not letting up until I was squirming away, overstimulated, raw, undone.

He sat back on his heels, lips shiny, jaw slick.
His eyes dark and wild.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, trying to stand, legs barely working.

He stood slowly, pulled me into him.
Held me against his chest while I caught my breath.

I was still trembling.

Propped against the bathroom wall, dress bunched around my waist, skin flushed and soaked in afterglow. My thighs were slick with the aftermath of what he’d just pulled out of me—twice. My breath came in shaky waves, my chest rising fast beneath the soft lighting. I could barely feel my legs.

He leaned over me, hand gentle on my hip, his voice soft at my ear.

“You’re fucking amazing.”

I swallowed, still floating, still dazed, but aware of every inch of my pulsing, soaked body.

I turned my head to look at him—really look.

“I’ve never cum like that,” I said quietly, honestly. “Not like this.”

His smile was subtle. Not cocky. Just real. He brushed a kiss along my jawline and rested his forehead to mine for a moment, letting the quiet settle between us.

“I meant it,” I added, voice softer. “You gave me a shivering orgasm. I didn’t even know that was a thing.”

He chuckled, but the sound was low, warm. “You’re very welcome.”

That’s when I glanced down.

And saw it.

The full, aching tent in his pants—pressing, straining, throbbing. His cock was so hard it looked painful, and he hadn’t once drawn attention to it.

I stared at it longer than I meant to.
Long enough for him to notice.

I bit my lip.

God, he was beautiful.
Not just his face, not just his mouth—his talent. His restraint. His mouth that gave and didn’t ask.
But that cock…

I didn’t want to leave something that lovely and ready left ignored.
It felt wrong.

He saw the way I was looking at him.

“Do you want to?” he asked. Voice low, unreadable. Offering the out.

I looked up at him.
And shook my head slowly.
“No.”

He nodded once. Respectful. Calm.

“Alright,” he said, voice even. “It’s been a privilege.”

But I wasn’t done.
Not even close.

I reached out. Slowly. My hand slid up the front of his pants, palm pressing over the thick ridge.

He hissed softly through his teeth.

I leaned in close, mouth near his ear.

“I have to earn mine too,” I whispered. “Strip. Let me make you cum.”

He didn’t say a word.
He just stepped back slightly, breath catching, eyes locked on mine as his hands moved to his belt.
Slow. Controlled. Like he wanted me to watch.

And I did.

The faint sound of leather sliding through belt loops echoed in the quiet bathroom, and when his pants dropped, I saw it.

Even through his briefs, the outline was impossible to ignore—thick, long, hard enough to pull the fabric forward in a proud curve.

Bigger than I’d expected.
Bigger than I was used to.

He didn’t rush. Just slid the waistband down slowly, letting his cock spring free.
Heavy. Hard. A deep shade of flushed pink.
Veined. Thick at the base, tapering just enough.

And the head—

God.

It was perfect. Broad. Smooth. Round like a ripe plum, already beading at the tip.

My mouth went dry.
My pussy clenched again, like it hadn’t already been wrecked.

I’d never seen another man’s cock this close since my husband’s.
Never had one in front of me like this—open, offered.

But now?

Now I couldn’t stop staring.

He stood still, chest rising, watching me take it in. He didn’t stroke himself. Didn’t push my head.
Just waited.

I sat on the edge of the bench, legs parted, still flushed and bare. I reached up with both hands, unsure if one would be enough.

I wrapped my fingers around the base first—thick, hot, pulsing.
Then the other hand followed, stacking above.

He groaned—soft, not performative. Just need.

“I didn’t expect…” I started, then stopped, not sure how to finish.

He looked down at me, a crooked smile touching his mouth. “Too much?”

I shook my head. “Just...more than I’m used to.”

I started to move.
Slow strokes. Testing his weight. His skin. The way his shaft responded to my touch—tightening slightly, pulsing harder in my hands.

The skin was soft, silky even, despite the sheer size of him.
I stroked up slowly, letting my thumb pass over the ridge of the head.
He gasped, muscles in his stomach twitching.

“You’re so sensitive,” I whispered.

His reply was more of a grunt.

I started to work him more deliberately.
Long, slow pumps—one hand following the other, twisting just slightly as I reached the top.

His cock was slick now—beads of pre-cum smearing under my thumb, adding glide.

And I loved it.

I felt powerful.
Curious.
Turned on in a way I hadn’t expected.

“I haven’t done this with anyone else,” I said, meeting his eyes.
“Ever.”

His hand touched the side of my face—just briefly.

“Then I’m fucking honored,” he said, breath catching as I stroked a little tighter.

The head of his cock grew even redder, the skin stretched tight.
I gave it more attention—circling my thumb around the tip, teasing the slit gently.

“You like that?” I asked.

He nodded, jaw clenched. “Fuck. Yes.”

I leaned closer. Not to take him in my mouth—yet—but to watch.
To feel his heat, to let my breath brush against the head while I stroked him harder.

He twitched in my hand.

“God, you’re gonna make me cum if you keep that up,” he groaned.

“That’s the idea,” I said.

I twisted a little tighter near the base, working faster now—focusing on the head, where he pulsed the most.

His thighs tensed.
His hands balled into fists.

I could feel it building.

“Let go,” I whispered. “Come for me. I want to see it.”

And he did.

With a sharp groan, his whole body jerked forward—and thick generous ropes of cum shot across my hand, my wrist, hot and sticky and so much. 

He was quite a sight — wide-eyed, breathless, like he’d been mesmerized and then electrocuted, pouring himself into my hand in helpless, stuttering waves.

I kept stroking as he moaned through it, riding the waves, my grip loosening only when he started to tremble.

I looked up at him—completely undone, panting, flushed.

His cock still twitched in my hands, softening slightly.

I wiped my wrist on the towel beside me, breath shaky.

He leaned down, kissed my temple.

“I’ll remember that forever.”

“So will I,” I whispered. “You deserved that.”

He looked at me for a long second.

Then quietly:

“So did you.”

He stood in front of me, zipping up his pants slowly, chest still rising and falling, the glow of his orgasm not yet faded from his face.

I couldn’t help but look down.

His cock—still flushed from my hands, from the release I’d just wrung out of him—was softening now.
Still thick, still beautiful, but no longer throbbing.
The head had turned a gentler pink, like a petal closing, relaxed now.
It almost looked sweet. Like a soft, pink mouse slipping back into its burrow.

I almost smiled.

We were both quiet for a beat.
Then he stepped forward, leaned down, and kissed me.

Not a hungry kiss.
Just warm. Honest. Uncomplicated.

When he pulled back, I looked at him and asked softly, “Are you staying?”

He shook his head once. “No. I’ll be heading out.”

Then, after a pause, “Should I drop you somewhere?”

I shook my head gently. “No… I’m waiting for my husband.”

His eyebrows lifted slightly. Just for a second.
Then he nodded.

“Oh,” he said quietly. “I see.”
Then, with a soft smile, “Well… it was a privilege.”

He hesitated again.
Then asked, “Can I have your number?”

I looked up at him, heart still fluttering in my chest.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “You can’t.”

He didn’t argue.
He didn’t press.

“I understand.”

Then he leaned in close one last time, breath warm against my cheek.

“Take care of that beautiful pussy.”

I bit my lip and exhaled softly.

And as he turned to go, walking slowly toward the door, I just stood there.

Watching him leave.

Still glowing. Still throbbing with the aftershocks of being eaten twice… and giving that man something he hadn’t asked for but clearly deserved.

He’d come from nowhere.
And now he was gone.

But I knew—he remembered the fundraiser.
He’d served wine at our table.
He wasn’t stupid.

If he really wanted to find me… he could.

I stepped back into the lounge, still carrying the taste of him on my breath, the ache between my thighs, and the seal-glow of being devoured and left soaking.

I scanned the crowd.

And found my husband.

His jaw was tight.
His fingers tapping the side of his glass.
Eyes locked on me.

He looked impatient.

And horny.


Chapter 12: I gave him a Helping Hand

He looked at me the moment I sat down.

His eyes swept over my face, down to my chest, pausing at the slight part in my thighs under the table.
I shifted. Closed my knees. Tried to breathe normally.

He tilted his head. “You okay?”

I gave a small nod.
“I’ll tell you.”

He stared at me for a second longer. “Did he… do something?”
His voice dropped an octave. Not cold. But concerned. Protective.
“Did he force anything?”

That hit me.
The way he asked.
The worry under the arousal.

I placed my hand on his.
“Relax,” I said gently. “Nothing like that happened. I’ll tell you. Just… give me a minute.”

He didn’t press.
Just leaned back in his seat, jaw tense.

“I’m hungry,” I said, trying to soften the air between us. “Should we order something?”

He nodded slowly. “Sure.”

We ordered—something simple. A shared plate. Wine. Something to hold in our hands, chew between silences.
He didn’t prod much.
He never does when I’m quiet like that. Or moody.

I acted it, too. The slight frown. The distracted gaze.

But inside, I wasn’t upset.

I was conflicted… and privately pleased.
Still tasting it.
Still reliving it.

Wondering how much of myself I’d really given away.
And how easily.

I picked at the food. Ate slowly.
He watched me between sips of his drink.

I could feel his eyes, but he said nothing.

Not until we paid. Not until we slid back into the car and pulled onto the road, lounge lights fading behind us.

The drive home was quiet.

Streetlights passed in blur.
My thighs still sticky.
My pulse still uneven.

Then finally, his voice broke the silence. Low. Controlled.

“What happened?” he asked.
“I’m asking you.”

I stared out the window.
“Everything’s fine.”

He exhaled sharply. “Then why don’t you just say it?”

I didn’t look at him.

“I will,” I said quietly.
And let the silence swallow us again.


Chapter 13– The Bedsheet Needs to go to the Laundry

We barely spoke the rest of the drive.
The soft hum of the tires on the road was louder than anything else, but tension filled the silence like smoke—thick and clinging.

I kept my eyes trained on the window, watching trees blur into shadow.
But I felt him looking at me. Again. Again. Again.
Like he couldn't help it. Like he didn’t trust me to still be real.

He pulled into the driveway.
Killed the engine.
Left his hands on the steering wheel like he wasn’t ready to let go.

I unbuckled first.

Inside, I didn’t wait for him.
Just walked—heels clicking softly against the floorboards, echoing into the quiet house.
Straight to the bedroom. No hesitation.

He followed, slower. Measured. Watching.

I reached for the zipper at my back.
Pulled it down, inch by inch.
Let the dress slip from my shoulders and slide down my body like it knew it wasn’t welcome anymore.

No words.
Just bare skin under dim light.
Still warm from memory. Still traced with faint marks—ghosts of hands that weren’t his.

I climbed onto the bed without looking back.
Naked. Calm.
Sat up on my knees, legs folded neatly beneath me like nothing had changed.

But everything had.

He stood there, just inside the doorway.
Silent.
Chest rising and falling a little too fast. Hands flexing like he didn’t know what to do with them.

I didn’t move.

I let him look.

I let the weight of the silence build, until it pressed against both of us.

Then, finally, his voice—low, rough:

“Are you going to tell me?”

I tilted my head, finally meeting his eyes.
“You want to know?”

His nod was sharp. Clipped.
But the crack in his voice gave him away.

I shifted—just enough to let my knees drift apart.
Slowly. Deliberately.
A flicker of heat rolled through me, but I kept my expression still.

The room was warm.
But I was warmer.

“Then make me cum first.”

His jaw locked.
His gaze dropped.
Straight to the space I’d just opened.

I saw the hesitation—just a flicker.
Then it vanished.

He crossed the room without a word.
Dropped to his knees like he’d been waiting for permission.

His hands came first—slow, reverent, gliding up my thighs, parting me.
His mouth followed, hot and hungry.

I didn’t close my eyes.
Didn’t moan.
Not yet.

His tongue was practiced. Deep.
He knew this terrain—but tonight, it wasn’t about pleasure.
It was about power.

And I had it.

His fingers joined his mouth, sliding inside me with that same slow intent.
Two at once. Curling just right.

That’s when my breath hitched.

He looked up—waiting. Watching.

I let a smile curl my lips.
Then, softly:

“That’s where he was.”

His pupils flared.
But he didn’t stop.
Didn’t ask.

Just licked harder.
Worked deeper.
Until my hips shifted and my fingers curled into the sheets.

When I came, it was sudden—sharp and shaking.
And with the release, the next shard of truth spilled out:

“He made me cum… just like that. Twice.”

He stilled.
Just for a second.

Then—rougher.
Deeper.
A low growl caught in his throat, vibrating against me.

He was hard now. I could see it.
Straining against the fabric.
But I didn’t touch him.

I stayed where I was.
Laid back. Spread open.
Still the one in control.

I met his eyes again, voice like velvet:

“You want to know what I did to him?”

He looked wrecked.
Chest rising fast. Mouth wet. Hands trembling slightly on my thighs.

He swallowed.

Didn’t speak.

I didn’t let him.

“Make me cum again.”

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t look up.

Just kept his mouth on me like he was chasing something sacred.

But I felt it—the shift. Not just in his tongue or fingers, but in the way his whole body moved. Like my words had cracked something inside him and now he was trying to fill the silence with devotion.

The rhythm of his mouth was still purposeful, but no longer steady. It had grown erratic. Desperate.

I looked down.

His pants were bunched around his thighs, but his cock—his flushed, aching cock—was fully exposed. Thick and hard and leaking. Pressed against the bedsheet beneath him, grinding into it slowly, helplessly. Every time his mouth moved, so did his hips, dragging that swollen tip across the fabric like he needed the friction just to stay sane.

That was the cock meant for me tonight.

But I hadn't even touched him.

And still—he was right on the edge.

I let the moment hang.

Then I spoke again, softly. Carefully. A confession shaped like a dagger.

“I gave him a handjob.”

His hands flexed where they gripped my thighs, but he didn’t stop licking. If anything, he pushed deeper, his tongue more insistent, his breath shakier.

“I had to use two hands,” I continued, my voice trembling now—not with shame, but with memory. “He was thick. Long. He just… filled my palms.”

His pace stuttered—just for a heartbeat—but then resumed, more focused now, like each word from me wound him tighter.

“He had a beautiful cock,” I whispered. “Bigger than yours.”

That made him moan. Not into the room—into me. The vibration spread through my body, and I bit my lip, hard.

“It kept getting harder as I stroked him. Hot. Heavy. Alive in my hands. I could feel it pulse… with every little squeeze.”

I exhaled, shaking now—not from fear. From the weight of saying what I hadn’t dared to before.

“I’m sorry,” I added, softer still. “But after what he did with his mouth… after the way he made me fall apart, I just wanted to give something back. This was the least I could do.”

That was all it took.

A muffled grunt escaped him, broken and rough.

His hips jerked forward—just once—but enough.

I saw it.

His cock twitched violently, then again—and then he came.

Thick, hot ropes spilled out of him, painting the sheet beneath. One. Two. Three spurts, desperate and raw, soaking the fabric with everything he hadn’t meant to give.

He kept his mouth on me through it, tongue faltering slightly but never stopping. His body trembled from the release, his breath catching with each wave of it.

And still—he didn’t touch himself.

Not once.

He came just from my words.

From what I gave him in memory.

I stared, frozen.

The control I’d wrapped myself in flickered. Because I hadn’t finished the story. I hadn’t even told him everything. But already—he’d fallen apart for it.

My thighs trembled. My breath shook. His tongue was still moving, slowly now, reverently.

But I couldn’t stop looking at him.

At the man kneeling between my legs, cock softening against the mess he’d made, face slick with me, eyes closed like he was praying.

I felt the power, yes.

But I also felt the guilt crawl up my spine like a chill I couldn’t shake.

He lifted his face finally.

Lips parted. Chin damp. His eyes—when they met mine—were wide and glassy, dark with something I couldn’t name. Not yet.

He looked… undone.

But not angry.

Not even ashamed.

Just silent. Like he didn’t trust himself to speak.

And I—still bare, still open, still wrapped in what we’d done—didn’t move either.

I should’ve reached for him.

I didn’t.

Because I didn’t know what I was anymore.

The truth was out. But not all of it.

And what came next?

I didn’t know if I was strong enough to tell him.

Or if he was strong enough to hear it.


Chapter 14 - Maybe, But Then..

We didn’t talk that night.

Not after dinner. Not after what happened in the bedroom. I think we were both too full—of sex, of words, of everything I’d said. Everything he didn’t expect me to admit.

He came from it. I hadn’t even touched him. Just from hearing it, from picturing it—what I did with someone else. The look on his face after, when he realized he’d leaked all over the bed like a teenager? That said everything. And still, he didn’t speak.

I didn’t either.

We just lay in bed, backs almost touching. Quiet. My body still warm between my legs, my skin still tingling from his mouth. But he didn’t reach for me again. Didn’t pull me close.

He stayed right there, silent, breathing deep like he needed to think his way through the whole night all over again.

Eventually, I slept.

By morning, the room was warm with early light. I stirred and felt his arm already draped across my waist. I could feel his chest rising behind me, slow and steady. He was awake.

And hard.

I didn’t move at first. Just let him press closer, his body naturally curling into mine. I felt the outline of his cock against my lower back—thick, insistent. I shifted slightly, and he took it as permission.

He pressed a kiss against my shoulder, slow and soft, then let his hand trail down my stomach. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to.

I parted my thighs, and he slid between them like he belonged there.

His cock pushed inside me slow, thick, deliberate. The stretch made me gasp. He filled me in one long, aching glide, and my body responded instantly—clenching around him, warm and slick, like it had been waiting for him since last night.

We didn’t speak.

His hand held my hip, the other resting flat on my stomach. He moved slowly, dragging himself out almost completely, then pushing back in deep, smooth, steady. The kind of rhythm that didn’t rush. That meant something.

I let my eyes close and breathed through it. The heat of him. The pressure. The way our bodies fit so easily like this, even with everything else between us.

He was quiet. Focused.

His cock stayed deep, the pace slow but getting heavier. I could hear our skin meeting softly under the covers. Could feel every inch of him—hard, hot, twitching slightly inside me each time I tightened.

And I knew what I wanted to say. I’d been holding it in.

I opened my mouth, breath a little shaky.

“The guy at the bar…”

His movement paused just for a second, then picked up again. Slower now. Listening.

“He knew me. From a fundraiser. A while back. Served wine”

He didn’t respond. But I could feel him—tense, breathing harder.

“He remembered me. I didn’t recognize him at first. But when he said my name, it came back.”

His hand tightened on my hip.

“He might try to reach out again.”

Still no words from him. Just deeper thrusts. A little more force behind them now.

“I didn’t give him my number. But… he might find a way.”

His breath hitched behind me.

Then, finally: “Would you… see him again?”

I swallowed. His cock pushed a little deeper. I felt the heat spread in my belly.

“Maybe.”

He groaned quietly—just under his breath—but I heard it. Felt it.

“I’m not saying I will,” I added, my voice lower now, lips close to the pillow. “But… if it happened again. If the moment was like that. If he was touching me like before…”

I gasped slightly as his next thrust hit deeper, his cock now throbbing a little harder inside me.

“If he wanted to fuck me…”

I turned my head just slightly, enough to catch his eye over my shoulder.

“I don’t think I’d stop him.”

That did it.

He thrust into me hard—once, deep, to the hilt—and his whole body tensed against mine.

His hand gripped my hip tight, his breath stuttered, and then I felt it:

The first pulse. His cock twitching hard inside me.

Then the next. And the next.

He came.

Hot, thick spurts filling me in slow, desperate jerks. He moaned into the back of my neck, low and rough, his body locking into mine like he needed to feel every second of it.

I clenched around him without meaning to, the sensation of him emptying inside me dragging out my own slow, rolling orgasm. It wasn’t loud. Just full. I stayed open for him, letting him spill everything inside me until he was spent.

We didn’t move.

His cock softened slowly, still inside me, his cum already dripping out in lazy warmth between my thighs.

He pressed his face against my shoulder. Breathing hard. Saying nothing.

And I stayed still. Letting him feel it. Letting myself feel it.

“I don’t know,” I said quietly. “This feels... exciting. But it also scares me. Like we’re crossing into something we can’t come back from.”

He didn’t answer. Just held me tighter.

And then I remembered the man at the bar.
The navy jacket.
The way he looked at me.
And the distinctive small, gold pin on the lapel- familiar in a way I couldn’t quite place, but important.

It stuck in my mind like a thread I needed to pull.

I turned slightly toward my husband.

“I want you to do something for me.”

He paused, fingers flexing over my stomach.

“What?”

I didn’t answer.

Because it wasn’t time yet.
Because once I told him—
Everything would change.

And I think we both already knew it.
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