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Chapter 1: The Seeds of Curiosity



I was a virgin when I met my husband David, and for the ten years we’ve been married, I’ve stayed faithful to him. I’m pretty sure he’s been faithful to me too. We’re still young—both in our mid-thirties—and our life together feels solid, comfortable, the kind of routine that fits a shy, reserved woman like me. But a couple of years ago, something started to stir, a quiet ripple that grew harder to ignore.

It began one night in bed. We were making love, our bodies falling into that familiar dance, when David paused and asked, “Is it true I’m the only man you’ve ever been with?” His tone was gentle, curious, not pressing. I told him yes, it was true—because it was. He nodded, his hands warm on my skin, and then he said, “Do you ever wonder what it’d be like with someone else?”

I said no, I didn’t think about it. Honestly, it hadn’t crossed my mind. The moment passed, and I didn’t give it much weight. I figured he was just feeling a little smug, maybe even pleased, that he’d been my one and only. David’s always been my rock, steady and sure, and I chalked it up to a fleeting thought.

But it wasn’t fleeting. A few weeks later, he brought it up again. We were tangled in the sheets, the air thick with heat, and he asked, “Aren’t you ever curious about what sex with someone else would feel like?” I said no again, but this time he didn’t let it drop. “Don’t you ever wonder what another man’s prick would feel like inside you?” The words hit me like a shockwave—blunt, raw, not like him at all. I turned to him, startled, and asked, “Do you want me to sleep with someone else?”

He backtracked fast, his cheeks reddening. “No, no, I was just curious, that’s all,” he said, then pivoted to some random topic so obviously I almost laughed. I let it slide, but the question stuck with me, nagging at the edges of my thoughts.

It went quiet for a while, but it always came back. One night, after it surfaced again, David finally admitted it. “The idea of another man making love to you—it turns me on,” he said, his voice hushed, almost embarrassed. I was floored. Me, Sarah, the woman who avoids attention and blushes at crude jokes, couldn’t process it. My husband, aroused by the thought of someone else having me? It was beyond comprehension.

He swore he loved me, that it wasn’t about me not being enough. “It’s called wife watching,” he said. “A lot of guys fantasize about it.” He asked if I’d ever consider a threesome or swapping with another couple. I shut it down quick. “I’m not interested,” I told him, and he didn’t push. David knows me too well for that.

But the idea didn’t disappear. It kept cropping up, and eventually, we turned it into a game. In bed, we’d spin little tales—scenes where I’d be with another man while David watched. I’d describe the stranger’s touch, his voice, his body, and I couldn’t deny how it affected me. It got me wet—really wet—and those nights always ended with us tearing into each other, the sex hotter, wilder, driven by the stories we told. It stayed safe, just a fantasy between us.

Over time, I got comfortable with it as a game. I wasn’t ready to make it real, but I didn’t mind playing in our private world. Once, I even teased David about it. “If I had your permission,” I said, “and some very attractive man came along, I might just say yes.” I stressed the “very,” and he grinned, teasing me back. “So ‘ordinary’ attractive won’t do?” It became our little joke. In our fantasies, the other man was always “seriously” attractive—tall, striking, the kind of guy who stops you in your tracks.

That’s how it went for a while, a spicy secret we shared, until last summer when everything shifted. I wasn’t looking for it—believe me, I wasn’t—but sometimes life throws you a curveball, and you either catch it or let it hit you.

I’d gone to the shopping center near our house, no real plan, just browsing clothes to pass the time. As I left one store, a man held the door for me. Our eyes locked for a split second—just long enough for me to notice he was good-looking. Dark hair, strong jaw, an easy confidence in his stride. I didn’t linger, though. I kept moving.

A bit later, I stepped into a greeting card shop, and there he was again, already inside. We ended up in line together, and when he saw we’d picked the same card, he flashed a grin and said, “Snap.” His voice was warm, playful. I wondered if he’d try to talk more, but he didn’t. He paid, gave me a quick smile, and left. I thought that was the end of it.

Then, at lunchtime, I went to my favorite coffee shop, and there he was again, right ahead of me in the queue. Third time’s a pattern, I suppose. When he turned and saw me, I laughed, trying to brush it off. “I swear I’m not stalking you,” I said, feeling my face warm.

“Don’t worry,” he replied, his eyes crinkling. “I’m not so vain I think attractive women follow me around.”

I got my coffee and sandwich, but every table was full. “I’m afraid I got the last one,” a voice said behind me. It was him again, smiling easily. “You’re welcome to share if you want.”

I hesitated. It felt bold, but turning him down seemed petty. So I set my tray down and sat. He introduced himself as James, and we fell into small talk. He was from the south, up here on business for a couple of days. I mentioned David early—“my husband this, my husband that”—to set the boundary. He brought up his wife casually, and that relaxed me. Just a harmless chat, I told myself.

And it was nice. Easy. We didn’t talk about anything deep—just the shops, the weather, little nothings—but it flowed effortlessly. I guessed he was around thirty-five, that perfect age where a man’s shed the impatience of youth but still has that spark. I enjoyed his company more than I expected.

When I finished my coffee, I felt a flicker of reluctance. “I should get going,” I said, standing. If I were single, I’d have been hoping he’d ask me out. Instead, James leaned in slightly and said, “Sarah, can I ask you something? I’ll apologize if it’s rude—I’ve never done this before—but I have to ask.”

My pulse quickened. “What?”

“We’ve hit it off, haven’t we? There’s something here, at least for me, and it’s been a nice break from the usual. I hope it has for you too. So—I’ll just say it—would you come back to my room with me?”
































Chapter 2: The Line Crossed


I froze. James’s question hung in the air, bold and bare, and my heart thudded harder than it should’ve. I wasn’t offended—God, no. If anything, I was flattered, a little thrilled that a man like him, with his easy charm and sharp looks, would ask me something so daring. But I knew my answer. “In different circumstances, I might’ve said yes,” I told him, softening the rejection with a smile. “But no.”

He nodded, gracious as ever, though a flicker of disappointment crossed his face. “Fair enough. Shame, though. If you change your mind, I’m in room 2207 at the Marriott.” We said our goodbyes, and he brushed a light kiss on my cheek—polite, warm, nothing pushy. Then I walked out of the coffee shop, my tray abandoned on the table.

The precinct stretched out ahead of me, bustling with shoppers, but my head was a mess. David’s voice echoed in my mind, that casual permission he’d given me over the years: If you ever want to, it’s fine with me. I was thirty-four, still young, still in my prime—why hadn’t I said yes? Offers like this didn’t come every day, not even close.

I stopped and caught my reflection in a shop window. Medium height, brown eyes, long wavy hair spilling over my shoulders, a 36D bust, and a figure I kept tight with gym sessions. People often said I looked younger than I was, and I believed them. So what was holding me back? Fear? Loyalty? Or just the shock of it all?

I made a split-second decision, a half-baked compromise with myself. I’d loop back toward the coffee shop, and if I ran into James again, I’d let him try his luck. Fate could decide. But when I got there, the table was empty, the space already claimed by a couple with shopping bags. Disappointment tugged at me, sharper than I expected. I turned and headed for the car park.

In my car, I sat staring at the Marriott across the lot. My body was buzzing—nerves, yes, but something else too. Desire. I couldn’t deny it. James was in there, room 2207, and I could still feel the ghost of his kiss on my cheek. I laughed at myself, because what tipped me over the edge was the silliest thing: my underwear. Lacy, purple, the good stuff—not the plain cotton I sometimes threw on. The thought of a man peeling me out of something frumpy was a dealbreaker, but this? This felt right.

I grabbed my phone and called David. He picked up on the second ring.

“Hi,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “You know how you said it’s fine if I ever wanted to… try something? Does that still stand?”

“Why?” His tone sharpened, instantly awake.

I spilled it all—how I’d met James, how we’d clicked, how he’d invited me to his room. “He’s attractive,” I said. “Seriously attractive. And he asked me so nicely, not crude or anything. It’s a good hotel too, not some dive. I’m… tempted.”

David was quiet for a beat, then, “It fits the bill. So, ordinary attractive or seriously attractive?”

“Seriously attractive,” I said, a grin creeping into my voice.

“Then go for it. But it’s your call.”

“Maybe I’ll just go talk to him, see if I still feel it.”

“If you go to his room, he’s not going to want just a chat,” David said, a warning laced with amusement. “He’ll expect sex.”

He was right. I couldn’t play coy and back out halfway. “Would you mind if I went all the way?”

“No. But it’s got to be for you, not me.”

I chewed my lip, thinking. “Okay, I’m driving to the hotel. Don’t be shocked if I’m home in ten minutes, though.”

“And if you’re not,” he said with a low chuckle, “I’ll know what you’re up to.”

“And what’s that?” I teased, my pulse racing.

“Oh, I reckon you’ll be sprawled on a crisp hotel bed with another man’s cock in your married cunt.”

The words hit me like a spark, igniting something deep and primal. “I love you.”

“I love you too. Have fun.”

“Bye.”

I hung up, buckled my seatbelt, and turned the key. The engine hummed to life, and in less than a minute, I was pulling into the Marriott’s car park. It was busy, but I snagged a spot near the entrance. A group was milling around reception, checking in, but I slipped past them, crossed the lobby, and stepped into the lift after a short wait. My stomach flipped as the doors closed. Second floor. Room 2207.

I walked down the corridor, my heels muffled on the carpet, and stopped outside his door. This was it—my last chance to turn back. My hand shook slightly as I raised it, but I took a deep breath and knocked, firm and sure. A muffled voice called out, “One minute,” and then the door swung open.

James stood there, surprise flashing across his face before it softened into a pleased smile. “Sarah,” he said, stepping aside. I walked in, and the door clicked shut behind me. His arms slid around my waist, pulling me close.

“I hoped you’d come,” he said, his voice low. “But I didn’t think you would. I’m glad you’re here.”

He leaned down and kissed me. It started soft, just lips, but then our tongues met, and it deepened, heat building fast. One of his hands roamed over my backside, the other drifting up to my chest. He popped a couple of buttons on my blouse and slipped his hand inside, squeezing my breast through my bra. I shivered, a jolt of pleasure rippling through me. We broke apart, breathless, and he
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