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Chapter 1



The air in the neighborhood pub buzzed with the low hum of conversation, clinking glasses, and the distant roar of a football match on the television. Emma and Nathan had been together for a decade, married for five, their bond a vibrant thread woven through years of late-night talks and stolen moments despite their clashing schedules. No children tethered them; they cherished their freedom, the ability to chase whims and linger in each other’s warmth. When they met, sparks had ignited—electric, undeniable—and even now, their love burned steady, a fire stoked by familiarity and desire. Emma, with her cascade of dark curls and a smile that could unravel any man, worked the bar at the pub, her curvy figure drawing eyes as she moved. Nathan, a chartered accountant, preferred the quiet of their home office, his reserved nature a contrast to her vivacious charm.

On this lazy Sunday evening, Nathan sat alone at the bar, nursing a pint, his eyes drifting between the football game and the lively crowd. A shy, introspective man, he found comfort in observing, letting the world unfold around him. The pub was alive with regulars—laughing, flirting, shouting at the screen—but Nathan’s gaze often settled on Emma, her laughter ringing out as she poured drinks and bantered with patrons. At halftime, with the score tied and the crowd buzzing, Nathan slipped off his stool and headed for the men’s room, his steps light from the beer and the easy rhythm of the night.

As he returned, he paused by the restroom door, catching sight of Emma at the far end of the bar. She was leaning forward, her dark eyes sparkling as she spoke with a tall, muscular young man. His broad shoulders and easy grin marked him as someone who commanded attention. Nathan, not wanting to interrupt her work, lingered in the shadows, watching. He couldn’t hear their words over the pub’s din, but the man’s body language—leaning in, a hand gesturing animatedly—suggested he was trying to charm her. Emma’s smile was polite but practiced, the kind she used to keep tips flowing without crossing lines.

Across the bar, Emma’s thoughts wandered as the young man—Tom, he’d introduced himself—tried another line. Tall, dark, and handsome, she mused, her eyes flicking over his chiseled jaw and broad chest. If she weren’t married, she might’ve wondered what he was like in private, how those strong hands might feel. But her heart belonged to Nathan, and she let the thought drift away like smoke. “What time do you get off?” Tom asked, his voice smooth, confident.

Emma bit her lip, glancing at his easy grin before raising her left hand, letting the light catch her wedding ring. “Sorry, honey, I’m taken,” she said, her tone warm but firm. “Flattered, though. Can I get you a drink?”

Tom leaned closer, undeterred, his cologne mingling with the faint scent of ale. “Your man doesn’t have to know,” he murmured, his voice low, suggestive. His hand brushed her hip, pulling her slightly toward him. Emma’s breath caught, a fleeting heat stirring low in her belly as his touch lingered.

“I can’t,” she said quickly, stepping back, her hand pushing against his chest. She turned toward the bar, scanning for Nathan. His stool was empty—probably outside for a cigarette, she thought. Her pulse steadied as she refocused on work, pouring another pint.

Nathan, still by the restroom door, watched Tom’s eyes follow Emma’s retreat, lingering on the sway of her hips. A strange feeling coiled in Nathan’s chest—not anger, not quite jealousy, but something else. Emma’s allure was no secret; her long curls, dark eyes, and curvy frame turned heads wherever she went. He’d always known men noticed her, but seeing Tom’s boldness up close sparked something unexpected. How often did this happen when he wasn’t here? The thought gnawed at him, but as he returned to his stool, the game resuming on the screen, he found his attention split. He watched Emma move through the crowd, her smile disarming, her banter playful but professional. She knew how to handle herself, shutting down advances with a deft mix of charm and boundary-setting.

Yet, as the second half of the game unfolded, Nathan’s mind kept circling back to Tom’s hand on her hip. To his surprise, the image didn’t fuel anger—it stirred something deeper, hotter. Each time a male patron leaned too close or made Emma laugh, a pulse of arousal surged through him. What’s wrong with me? he thought, gripping his pint glass. A vivid image flashed through his mind: Emma, sprawled on a bed, a stranger’s lips on hers, their bodies entwined. He shook his head, muttering to himself, Get a grip, Nathan. But the thought lingered, dizzying, intoxicating.

The game ended in a blur, and Nathan, unsettled by his own reactions, paid his tab and slipped out without saying goodbye to Emma. The three-block walk to their flat was a haze, his mind replaying the scene at the bar. He hadn’t meant to leave so abruptly—she’d probably think he’d had too much to drink. At home, he stumbled into their bedroom, the faint scent of Emma’s perfume still clinging to the air. His body hummed with need, the images in his head too potent to ignore. Lying on the bed, he gave in, his hand moving with urgent rhythm as he imagined Emma with that stranger, their bodies locked in passion. The release came hard and fast, leaving him breathless, the sheets tangled beneath him.

Hours later, Emma slipped into bed beside him, her warmth a familiar comfort. “Where’d you disappear to so fast?” she asked, her voice soft but curious.

Nathan shifted, his cheeks flushing. “Sorry, love. Had a few too many, I guess.” Her scent—fresh from a shower, with a hint of her floral body wash—stirred him again. He hesitated, then ventured, “I saw that guy hitting on you at halftime.”

Emma’s hand found his cheek, her touch gentle. “Oh, baby, don’t be jealous. I love you. Told him to shove off.”

“You didn’t notice he was gorgeous?” Nathan pressed, his voice low, teasing.

She raised an eyebrow, caught off guard. “Was he?”

“Don’t play coy. He was good-looking.”

Emma’s hand dropped, her eyes searching his face. Where was this coming from? Nathan knew she’d never betray him. “Yeah, I guess,” she admitted cautiously. “But I’m with you.”

“No dirty thoughts crossed your mind?” he asked, his tone more curious than accusing.

Her brow furrowed. “Would you really want to know if they did?”

“Yeah… I guess…” His voice was barely a whisper, vulnerable.

Emma paused, sensing a shift in him. “Well, I wouldn’t want to know if you had dirty thoughts about some woman.”

Nathan hadn’t considered that. Maybe this was a dangerous path, but the words spilled out before he could stop them. “Well, I won’t tell you, but… seeing him put the moves on you got me a bit randy.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “What?”

He took a breath, the confession tumbling out. “I couldn’t stop thinking about his hand on you. I left the pub because I was… well, rock hard. Came home and messed up the sheets. They’re in the wash now. Sorry.”

The room stilled, the weight of his words hanging between them. Emma processed the revelation, her shock giving way to curiosity. Nathan wasn’t jealous—he was turned on. “Let me get this straight,” she said slowly. “Seeing that guy touch me made you horny?”

“Very,” he admitted, his voice raw.

A smile tugged at her lips. If he was opening this door, she’d test it. “Well, what if I did have dirty thoughts?”

Nathan’s breath hitched. “Maybe if you told me about them, I’d get hard again, and you might get lucky.” His tone was lighter now, a playful edge cutting through the tension.

Emma laughed softly, intrigued. “Umm… well… I did wonder if he kissed as good as his lips looked,” she said tentatively, watching his reaction.

“Yeah? That’s it?” Nathan moved closer, his body warm against hers under the duvet.

“No,” she said, emboldened. If he wanted the truth, she’d give it. “I thought about running my hands through his hair while I found out.”

Nathan’s hips twitched, his arousal pressing against her thigh. “Wow,” Emma gasped, a thrill running through her. “You really do like that?”

He kissed her deeply, their tongues dancing, hands roaming. “Yes,” he breathed, pulling back for air.






















Chapter 2


Eight months had passed since that fateful Sunday at the pub, and Emma and Nathan’s bedroom had become a playground for their newfound fantasies. What began as a startling confession had evolved into a semi-regular ritual, their lovemaking often fueled by Emma’s vivid tales of imagined encounters with strangers. Over the past few months, she’d taken to teasing Nathan further, masturbating in front of him—sometimes with her fingers, sometimes with a vibrator—while spinning stories of the young men who flirted with her at the pub. Each session ended with them tangled in passionate, frenzied sex, Nathan’s arousal spiking at the thought of his wife desired by others. Emma, too, had leaned into the game, her own fantasies growing bolder as she noticed the hungry glint in Nathan’s eyes. Alone, when Nathan was out or asleep, she’d reach for her vibrator, her mind drifting to the chiseled faces and bold hands of the pub’s patrons.

Craving a break from routine, they decided to escape for a long weekend on the coast, booking a room at a quaint inn overlooking a serene bay. The inn’s restaurant and bar exuded a cozy charm, with weathered wood beams and the faint tang of salt air drifting through open windows. After a leisurely dinner, they asked the desk clerk about local nightlife. “Morgan’s is where the university crowd goes—lively, lots of dancing,” she said. “But the older folks stick to the pub down the street. Quieter, more your speed.”

Seeking a relaxed evening, they chose the pub, settling into a corner booth with pints of the house ale. For a couple of hours, they sipped and chatted, the conversation flowing as easily as the beer. Emma’s eyes wandered to the bar staff, her mind critiquing their pour technique before Nathan’s voice broke her reverie. “Kind of dull here, don’t you think?” he said, his tone light but probing.

Emma glanced around, the pub’s low energy a stark contrast to the pulse of her own thoughts. She’d been daydreaming about the bartender—a rugged type with strong hands—imagining him bending her over the bar after closing. “It might be fun to check out Morgan’s,” she suggested, her voice casual but her pulse quickening. “The clerk mentioned dancing.”

“Sure, if you want,” Nathan replied, his eyes lingering on her. Emma’s short black dress hugged her curves, the hem barely concealing the lacy tops of her stockings. His gaze traced her shapely legs, a familiar thrum of desire stirring as he imagined the soft skin of her thighs beneath the silk.

“Alright, you get the check,” Emma said, standing. “I’m off to the ladies’ for a minute.”

Nathan signaled for the bill, watching her walk away, her hips swaying with a confidence that never failed to captivate him. His cock stirred, the thought of her stockings and bare thighs igniting a slow burn. In the restroom, Emma leaned into the mirror, freshening her makeup. Her body felt alive, electric. Lifting her skirt, she ran a finger through her folds, confirming what she already knew—she was wet, her earlier fantasy about the bartender leaving her aching. She adjusted her hair, a final glance in the mirror steeling her for the night ahead, unaware of how far their games might take them.

Morgan’s was a different world—dark, pulsing with bass-heavy music, and packed with young bodies moving to the rhythm. The air thrummed with energy, the crowd a mix of university students in their late twenties, though Emma and Nathan, in their early thirties, blended in seamlessly. They claimed a high-top table near the dance floor, cocktails in hand, surveying the chaos. The clerk hadn’t lied—this place was alive.

“Want another?” Nathan asked as Emma’s drink dwindled.

“Sure,” she nodded, her eyes scanning the crowd.

Nathan headed to the bar, glancing back to see a young man with wavy dark hair and a deep tan lingering at their table, chatting with Emma. When he returned, drinks in hand, the stranger was still there. “This is Liam,” Emma said, her voice bright, a slight slur betraying the liquor’s effect. “He plays for the university’s football team.”

Liam flashed a grin, his confidence easy and unforced. “I just asked Emma to dance,” he said, turning to Nathan. “She said she’d love to, if it’s cool with you.”

Nathan’s pulse quickened
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