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Emily bounced in her booster seat behind me. Her voice filled the car with questions about whether Grandma would make pancakes for breakfast and if Grandpa would let her stay up past bedtime. I glanced at the rearview mirror and caught her grin.

"Probably yes to both, sweetie," Jess said from the passenger seat. She twisted around to look at our daughter. "But you have to promise to be good."

"I promise!"

I kept my eyes on the road. Friday evening traffic moved slow through our neighborhood. The sun hung low, casting orange light across the dashboard. My hand rested on the gear shift. Jess's hand covered mine for a moment before she pulled away to adjust the air conditioning.

Seven years of marriage. Seven years of waking up next to a woman I still couldn't believe chose me. Jess turned back around in her seat. Her profile caught the fading sunlight. Chestnut hair pulled into a messy bun. The curve of her neck. She wore a simple gray t-shirt and black leggings. The shirt stretched tight across her chest. Her massive tits strained the fabric. I'd watched her get dressed earlier and seen her struggle to find a sports bra that could contain them properly.

We'd had sex two nights ago. Wednesday night after Emily went to bed. Missionary, then her on top for a few minutes before I came. She'd been into it. Moaning, kissing me, grinding on my cock. But afterward, lying in the dark, I'd wondered if she wanted more. Something I couldn't give her.

I pushed the thought away.

"Daddy, you're not listening!"

"Sorry, bug. What did you say?"

Emily launched into another story about school. Jess smiled at me. Her hazel eyes caught the light. Gold flecks visible. She reached over and squeezed my thigh. I felt the warmth of her palm through my jeans.

We pulled into her parents' driveway at six fifteen. The house looked exactly the same as always. Red brick. White trim. Flower beds her mother obsessed over. Emily unbuckled herself before I even put the car in park.

"Grandma!"

She bolted out of the car and up the front steps. The door opened. Jess's mother stood there with arms wide. Emily crashed into her with the full force of a seven-year-old's excitement.

Jess and I got out slower. I grabbed Emily's overnight bag from the trunk. Jess walked ahead of me up the driveway. Her ass moved in those leggings. Round. High. Shelf-like from years of heavy squats at the gym. I knew every inch of that body. Thick thighs with visible muscle definition even through the fabric. Tight waist. Then her back flaring up to shoulders that had actual width to them.

She was built like a fantasy. And she was mine.

"Daniel, good to see you." Jess's father shook my hand at the door. His grip firm but friendly.

We stood in their living room for ten minutes. Small talk. Plans for the weekend. Emily showing her grandmother a drawing she'd made at school. Jess hugged her mother. I watched her bend down to kiss Emily goodbye. Her shirt rode up slightly. The small of her back visible. Pale skin with pink undertones.

"Be good for Grandma and Grandpa," Jess said. She cupped Emily's face in both hands. "We'll pick you up Sunday afternoon."

"Love you, Mommy."

"Love you too, baby."

I kissed Emily's forehead. She smelled like the strawberry shampoo Jess used on her hair. Then we were walking back to the car. Jess waved from the passenger window as I backed out of the driveway.

The car felt different without Emily's chatter. Quiet. Jess leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes. A small smile played on her lips.

"Two whole days," she said.

"Two whole days."

"What should we do with all this freedom?"

I merged onto the main road heading home. Her hand found my thigh again. Higher this time. Her fingers traced small circles through the denim.

"I'm sure we'll think of something," I said.

She laughed. The sound filled the car. I glanced over at her. She'd opened her eyes and was looking at me. Really looking. Her tongue touched her bottom lip for just a second.

"I'm thinking wine," she said. "Lots of wine."

"We could do that."

Her hand stayed on my thigh. The heat of it spread through me. My cock stirred slightly. I shifted in my seat. She noticed. Her fingers pressed down just a little harder.

"Maybe order something instead of cooking," she added. "I don't want to spend the evening in the kitchen."

"Chinese? Thai?"

"Whatever sounds good when the time comes."

I grinned. Her hand slid away as I turned onto our street. The sun had dropped lower. Shadows stretched across the pavement. Our house came into view. Single story ranch. The lawn needed mowing but looked decent enough. I pulled into the driveway.

Jess was already out of the car before I turned off the engine. I watched her walk up to the front door. The curve of her body. The way she moved with complete confidence in her own skin. Her ass flexed with each step. Those leggings left nothing to the imagination.

I grabbed my keys and followed her inside.

The house felt bigger without Emily. Quieter. Jess dropped her purse on the kitchen counter and kicked off her shoes. She stretched her arms over her head. Her shirt rode up. I saw the pale skin of her stomach. The faint line still visible from her pregnancy years ago. A thin shadow of pigmentation running down from her navel.

"I'm going to shower," she said. "Get this gym smell off me."

"You went this morning?"

"Yeah. Early session before work. I'm still feeling it in my legs."

She walked past me. Her hand brushed my chest. Just a casual touch but it sent heat through my body. Then she was heading down the hallway toward our bedroom. I watched her go. The hallway swallowed her. I heard the bedroom door stay open. Then the bathroom door closing. Water running through the pipes.

I stood in the kitchen. The silence pressed in. I opened the fridge out of habit and stared at the contents. Leftover chicken. Some vegetables. A half-empty bottle of white wine. I grabbed the wine and poured myself a glass. The liquid caught the fading light coming through the window.

Water still ran in the pipes. I pictured Jess in the shower. Her massive tits heavy and wet. Water running down her muscular body. Soap sliding over her pale skin.

My cock thickened in my jeans.

I took a long drink of wine. The coldness spread through my chest. I walked into the living room and sank into the couch. The cushions felt soft. Familiar. I set my wine glass on the coffee table and pulled out my phone.

Instagram opened automatically. The first post on my feed was an ad for protein powder. I scrolled past it. The next post showed someone's lunch. Scrolled past that too.

Then I saw Jess.

The photo stopped my thumb mid-swipe. She stood in our gym's mirror. Sports bra. Black. Tight across her massive chest. Her tits pushed up and together. The deep line of cleavage visible even in the compressed fabric. Her abs showed definition. Not ripped but lean. Strong. Her thick thighs filled the frame. Muscles carved into her quads. She had one hand on her hip. The other holding her phone. Her face showed that confident smile. The small gap between her front teeth visible.

The caption read "Morning grind" with a flexing arm emoji.

Posted six hours ago.

I stared at the image. My wife. Looking like that. Posted for anyone to see.

The like count sat at 237. I clicked on it. Names scrolled past. Some I recognized from her gym. Some I didn't. Women she trained with. Guys I'd never heard of. The list went on. I backed out and scrolled to the comments.

"Damn girl" with three fire emojis.

"Body goals" with a heart.

"Looking strong" with a flexing arm.

"Absolutely stunning."

I kept scrolling. More comments. More emojis. Guys I didn't know telling my wife she looked incredible. Telling her she was beautiful. Telling her they wished their girl looked like that.

"How do I get my wife to look like this?" Someone replied "You don't, you find one that already does." Laughing emojis.

Another comment. "That husband of yours is one lucky man."

Heart-eyes emoji. Flame emoji. Drooling emoji.

My chest tightened. Pride mixed with something else. Something uncomfortable.

I scrolled further.

Then I saw it.

Marcus. Three fire emojis. Nothing else. Just the three flames sitting there under her photo.

My stomach flipped. A flutter that moved down into my groin. I stared at his comment. His profile picture showed him in a tank top. Muscular arms. Broad shoulders. That easy smile he always had.

My cock stirred.

The feeling made no sense. Marcus was a friend. A good guy. We talked sports. We'd grabbed beers a few times. He and Jess trained together years ago before he switched gyms. Old friends reconnecting. That's all.

But the fire emojis sat there on my screen.

I clicked on his profile. Photos of him at the gym. At a basketball game. One recent post showed him with a blonde woman. Pretty. Petite. The caption said something about new beginnings. That must be Ashley.

I backed out and looked at Jess's post again. Marcus's comment. The flame emojis burning into my retinas.

The shower stopped. Water cut off abruptly. The pipes groaned. I heard the shower door open. Movement down the hallway.

I should close the app. Put my phone down. I kept staring.

Footsteps. Soft on the hardwood floor. Getting closer.

"What are you doing?"

I looked up. Jess stood at the edge of the living room. White towel wrapped around her body. The towel barely contained her massive tits. The tops of them swelled over the edge. Heavy. Full. Water dripped from her chestnut hair onto her shoulders. Her skin flushed pink from the hot water. Droplets ran down between her tits and disappeared under the towel.

"Just scrolling," I said. My voice sounded normal.

She walked closer. Her wet feet left prints on the floor. She stopped next to the couch and looked down at my phone screen. Her eyebrows raised.

"Oh. That post."

"You've got a lot of likes."

She shrugged. The movement made the towel slip slightly. She caught it and tucked the edge tighter. "People liked it I guess."

"A lot of comments too."

"Yeah?"

I turned the phone toward her. She leaned down to look. Her wet hair dripped onto my arm. Cold drops. I smelled her body wash. Something floral and clean. Her massive tits hung heavy in the towel. The line between them deep and shadowed. I could see down into that valley. Pale skin. The swell of her flesh.

She scrolled through the comments with her finger. A smile played on her lips.

"Marcus commented," I said.

"Did he?" She found it and laughed. "Classic Marcus. He always hypes my posts."

"Lots of guys commenting."

She straightened up. Her hazel eyes met mine. Gold flecks caught the lamplight. "People work hard for their bodies. I'm not going to hide mine because it makes others uncomfortable."

"I didn't say you should."

"But you're thinking it."

"I'm not."

She looked at me for a long moment. Her expression unreadable. Then she smiled. That confident smile that always disarmed me. "You're cute when you're a little jealous."

"I'm not jealous."

"Uh huh."

She turned and started walking toward the hallway. The towel rode up slightly on her thick thighs. I watched her ass move underneath the white fabric. Round. High. Perfect. The muscles in her calves flexed with each step.

She stopped at the hallway entrance. Turned back around.

"You know what we should do?"

"What?"

"Have people over. Make it a fun night."

My throat felt tight. "Tonight?"

"Yeah. Why not? We have the whole weekend. No kid to worry about. It could be fun."

"Who were you thinking?"

"Marcus and his new girlfriend. Ashley. I saw on his Instagram he's seeing someone. We could have them over for dinner. Drinks. Just hang out."

Marcus. In our house. Sitting across from Jess while she looked the way she looked.

My cock pressed harder against my jeans.

"Sure," I said. "That sounds good."

"Really?"

"Yeah. I like Marcus. And it would be nice to meet Ashley."

Jess grinned. "Perfect. I'll text him."

She pulled her phone from somewhere. I hadn't seen where she'd been carrying it. Maybe she'd left it in the bathroom. She unlocked it and her thumbs moved fast across the screen. Typing. Sending. Her face lit up with the screen glow.

"Done," she said. "Let's see what he says."

She looked at me. Really looked. Her eyes moved down to my lap. To where my cock made a visible outline in my jeans. Then back up to my face. That smile widened.

"I need to get dressed," she said. "Pick out something nice."

She walked away. Down the hallway. Her bare feet silent. The bedroom door stayed open. I heard the towel drop. The soft sound of it hitting the floor.

I sat on the couch. My phone still in my hand. Marcus's fire emojis still on the screen. My cock hard and aching in my jeans.

Water still dripped from the towel prints on the floor. Slowly evaporating.

I heard drawers opening in the bedroom. Closing. The soft rustle of fabric. I stood up from the couch. My wine glass sat forgotten on the coffee table. I walked down the hallway. The bedroom door still open.

Jess stood in front of our dresser. Completely naked. Her back to me. The curve of her spine. Her muscular shoulders tapering down to that tight waist. Then her ass. Round. High. Shelf-like. The muscles in her glutes defined even when she wasn't flexing. Her thick thighs powerful. I could see the separation in her hamstrings.

She bent forward to pull something from a drawer. Her ass lifted. The lips of her pussy visible between her thighs. Pink. I caught just a glimpse before she straightened up.

In her hands she held a black bra. Lacy. Structured. She turned slightly and saw me in the doorway.

"Enjoying the view?"

"Always."

She smiled. That gap between her front teeth visible. She slipped her arms through the bra straps and reached behind to clasp it. Her massive tits lifted as she secured the hooks. The bra was clearly designed for larger busts. Heavy duty. It pushed her G-cups up and together. Created a canyon of cleavage. Deep. Shadowed. Her pale skin contrasted against the black fabric.

She adjusted herself in the cups. Her hands cupping the weight of her tits. Making sure everything sat right. Her small nipples pressed against the lace.

"This one good?" she asked.

"Very good."

She turned back to the dresser. Pulled open another drawer. Found a fitted black V-neck top. She pulled it over her head. The fabric stretched across her chest. The neckline plunged low. Very low. The tops of her tits swelled up. The line of cleavage on full display. The shirt clung to her body. Showed her lean waist. The slight definition in her abs.

She moved to the closet. Found a pair of dark jeans. Tight. She stepped into them and pulled them up her thick thighs. The denim hugged every curve. Her ass filled them perfectly. She turned to check herself in the mirror on the back of our door. Her hands ran down her hips. Over her ass. Checking the fit.

"These work?"

"Yeah."

This was just how Jess dressed. She'd worked hard for her body. Years in the gym. Heavy weights. Discipline. She wasn't going to hide it. She'd told me that before when I'd mentioned maybe wearing something less revealing to a company party. She'd laughed and said she wasn't ashamed of looking good.

I wasn't asking her to change. I loved that confidence. That ownership of her sexuality. It's what drew me to her in college. That unapologetic comfort in her own skin.

But sometimes when other men looked at her the way they looked at her, something twisted in my gut.

She moved to the bathroom. Left the door open. I watched her apply makeup. Minimal. Just some mascara. A touch of lip gloss. She ran a brush through her damp hair. Gathered it up. Secured it in a loose ponytail. Some strands fell around her face. Framed her hazel eyes.

She caught my reflection in the mirror. "You're staring."

"Can't help it."

"You should probably change too. You've got that dad-on-Friday look going."

I looked down at my jeans and plain t-shirt. She was right. I walked to my dresser. Found a button-down shirt. Dark blue. I changed into it. Left it untucked. Casual but cleaner.

Jess walked past me out of the bedroom. Her hand trailed across my stomach as she passed. "Better."

I followed her down the hallway. Into the kitchen. She went straight to the wine. Poured herself a glass from the bottle I'd opened. Took a long drink.

"We should figure out food," I said.

"Thai?"

"Sure."

I pulled out my phone. Found the Thai place we always ordered from. Pad thai. Drunken noodles. Spring rolls. Curry. Enough for four people. I placed the order. Delivery in forty-five minutes.

Jess leaned against the counter. Her wine glass in one hand. Her phone in the other. She was looking at the screen. Smiling.

"Marcus said they can be here around eight thirty."

I glanced at the microwave clock. Seven forty-five.

"That works. Food should be here by then too."

She set her phone down. Took another drink. Her throat moved as she swallowed. A drop of wine caught on her bottom lip. She licked it away.

"I haven't seen Marcus in a while," she said. "Not since he switched gyms."

"You guys used to train together a lot."

"Yeah. He was a great training partner. Really pushed me on squats." She paused. "Then he got divorced and changed gyms. I think the old one had too many memories or something."

"That makes sense."

She pushed off the counter. Walked to the sliding glass door that led to our backyard. Looked out into the darkness. The kitchen light reflected in the glass. Her silhouette. The curve of her body.

"I'm glad he's seeing someone," she said. "He seemed pretty torn up about the divorce when it happened."

"How long ago was that?"

"Two years? Maybe a little less." She turned back to me. "Ashley seems cute from her photos."

I thought about the blonde woman in Marcus's Instagram post. Young. Pretty. Conventional in a way that seemed safe.

Nothing like Jess.

Jess walked back to the counter. Refilled her wine glass. The bottle was half empty now. She poured me a glass without asking. Handed it to me. Our fingers touched as I took it.

"To a kid-free weekend," she said. She raised her glass.

I clinked mine against hers. "To freedom."

We both drank. The wine was crisp. Cold. It spread warmth through my chest. Jess set her glass down and started moving around the kitchen. Getting out plates. Napkins. Setting them on the counter where we'd eat. We didn't use the dining table much. Too formal for a Friday night.

I watched her move. Her jeans tight across her ass. The V-neck showing that impossible cleavage. Every time she bent forward I saw deeper into that valley. The lace of her bra. The swell of her pale flesh.

My cock stayed semi-hard in my jeans. A constant awareness.

She caught me staring again. Smiled. "You're going to make me self-conscious."

"Doubt that's possible."

"Fair point."

She walked past me. Her hand touched my lower back. Just a casual touch. Familiar. Seven years of marriage created a language of small gestures. But this touch lingered. Her palm pressed flat. Warm through my shirt. Then it slid away.

The doorbell rang.

"Food?" Jess asked.

I checked my phone. "Too early. Must be them."

Her eyebrows raised. "Oh. Early."

I set my wine glass down. Walked toward the front door. My heart beat faster. Just slightly. Just enough to notice. I heard Jess following behind me.

I reached the door. My hand on the handle. I pulled it open.

Marcus stood on our front porch. Broad shoulders. Black t-shirt that showed his muscular arms. Dark jeans. That easy smile on his face. Next to him stood a blonde woman. Petite. Maybe five-four. Tight dress. Blue. Heels. She had her arm looped through his. Holding onto him like a prize.

"Hey man," Marcus said. His voice deep. Friendly. He extended his hand.

I shook it. His grip firm. "Hey. Come in."

They stepped inside. Ashley first. She smiled at me. Bright. Overly enthusiastic. "Thanks so much for having us!"

"Of course."

Marcus's eyes moved past me. To Jess. I watched his expression shift. Just slightly. His eyes widened. Dropped to her chest. Then back up. That smile widened.

"Jess. Looking good."
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"Thanks," Jess said. She stepped around me into the doorway. Her smile looked genuine. Warm.

Marcus extended his hand to me first. His grip firm. Familiar. Then he turned slightly and gestured to the woman beside him.

"This is Ashley," he said. "Ashley, this is Daniel and Jess."

Ashley bounced forward. Petite. Maybe five-four in her heels. The tight blue dress hugged her slim frame. Her blonde hair fell straight past her shoulders. Highlighted. Professionally done. She had that conventionally pretty face. Blue eyes. Small nose. Bright smile. Her heels clicked on the hardwood as she threw her arms around Jess before anyone could say anything else.

"Oh my god, you look amazing!"

Jess laughed and returned the hug. Ashley's petite frame disappeared against my wife's curves. The blonde's head barely reached Jess's chin. Her thin arms wrapped around Jess's back. The size difference was obvious. Ashley pulled back and her eyes dropped immediately to Jess's chest. To that deep valley of cleavage the black V-neck created. Her mouth opened slightly.

"I love your top. You look so good."

"Thanks, sweetie. You look great too. That dress is perfect on you."

"Nice to meet you, Ashley," I said.

She turned to me and smiled. Extended her hand. Her grip was light. Barely there. She pulled back quickly and moved to Marcus's side again. Her hand found his arm immediately.

Marcus stepped forward. He opened his arms and Jess stepped into them without hesitation. His massive hands spread across her back
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