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Chapter 1: The Spark Ignites



My name is Ethan, and I’m married to the most breathtaking woman alive. Her name is Lily, and the moment I laid eyes on her in college, it was love at first sight—or, if I’m honest, lust at first sight. She was a vision: long, toned legs from years of dancing, a perfect, firm ass, and breasts that could’ve been sculpted by a master artist—full, C-cup, with an upward curve and nipples that hardened at the slightest provocation. But it wasn’t just her body. Lily’s face was a knockout—deep green eyes you could drown in and lips so sultry they’d make a monk reconsider his vows.

That was over twenty years ago, and somehow, she’s only gotten better with age. The hot college girl I fell for has matured into a stunning, sensual woman who still turns heads wherever we go. She’s oblivious to it, though—that innocent charm just makes her even more irresistible. We’ve moved a few times over the years, chasing job opportunities, but our marriage has always been the anchor. And the sex? Let’s just say I’m a lucky bastard. Lily was a virgin when we met, and I wasn’t exactly a Casanova, but we’ve explored together—porn, topless beaches, fantasies, role-play, even a couple of visits to an adult club. Through it all, we’ve stayed faithful. Temptation’s come knocking, but neither of us has ever crossed that line.

About a year ago, we took a leap. Vacationing in Florida, we fell in love with the place and decided to make it permanent. Sold the house, packed up, and bought a townhouse near the ocean—paradise on a budget. I landed a job at a components distributor, handling back-office stuff for construction suppliers. It was steady, but I saw potential. We were stuck serving small-time contractors—single-home builds—when the real money was in big commercial projects. I asked around and got the same answer: it’s all about relationships, and we didn’t have the connections.

I wasn’t on commission, but I couldn’t let it go. I started digging, looking for a way in. One name kept popping up: Jackson. He worked at the top architectural firm in the area, a guy with the power to greenlight suppliers for the biggest jobs. Word was, he was a bachelor with a reputation—rich, charming, and a total player. I found out he’d be at a $250-a-plate charity dinner in a few weeks, and I saw my shot. I shelled out $500 for two tickets, a stretch for us, but I pitched it to Lily as an investment. “This could be big for us,” I said. She raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. She’d heard about Jackson from the gym crowd—his lady-killer status was no secret.

“Here’s the thing,” I told her, leaning in. “You’re the key to this. Jackson’s got an eye for beautiful women, and you’re the most gorgeous one I know. I need you to dress to impress—catch his attention so I can get a word in.” She looked puzzled, so I clarified. “Wear something sexy, flirt a little if you have to. Just enough to get us introduced.” It was a black-tie event, so a knockout dress wouldn’t be out of place. Lily hesitated, then nodded. “Okay, but that’s it—dressing up and flirting. Nothing more.”

A few weeks later, the night arrived. Lily told me to sit on the bed and close my eyes while she changed. “Ready,” she said, and when I opened them, my jaw hit the floor. She stood there in a dress that hugged every curve—classy yet devastatingly sexy. The front plunged just enough to tease her cleavage, and the back was open, showing off her tanned, dancer’s spine. “Holy shit,” I breathed. “It’s like it was made for you.” She grinned. “Off the rack, but I had my seamstress tweak it.” My boxers were already straining, and she smirked. “That’ll have to wait, big guy. But I appreciate the applause.”

At the venue, we got name tags and a table assignment. I caught a few guys eyeing Lily as we checked in, but none matched the online photo I’d seen of Jackson. We headed to the ballroom, and as Lily set her sweater and purse at our table, I spotted him—tall, sharp suit, mid-conversation with some guests. His head turned as we passed, eyes lingering on Lily. Gotcha, I thought.

“He noticed you,” I whispered when we reached the table, nodding toward Jackson. “That’s him.” She glanced over discreetly. “Okay, what’s the plan?” “We mingle,” I said. “Work our way toward him, casual-like. Don’t want to spook him.” So we did—chatting up strangers, making small talk, inching closer. When we were a few feet away, I faked a conversation with Lily, loud enough to draw attention. Sure enough, Jackson stepped over.

“Hi there,” he said, flashing a grin. “I’m Jackson.” We introduced ourselves—Ethan and Lily—and I seized the moment. “I hear you’re the guy to know in architecture. I’d love to talk business sometime.” He nodded, sizing me up. “Maybe we can arrange that.” I offered to grab drinks, leaving Lily with him. From the bar line, I watched them—laughing, chatting, totally at ease. Perfect.

When I got back with the drinks, Lily dropped the bombshell. “Jackson invited us to his place next weekend for a cookout. Said you two could talk shop if you want.” I shook his hand. “Looking forward to it.” He turned to Lily, bypassing a handshake for a quick hug. “Pleasure meeting you,” he said, voice smooth as silk. Dinner was announced, and we parted ways.

At our table, Lily leaned in. “I get the hype now. He’s got that charm—definitely a ladies’ man. Made me a little uneasy, though. Felt like he’d have tried something if you weren’t around.” She paused. “He touched my back twice while we talked.” I shrugged it off. “You did great. That invite’s a win. Might need you to charm him again, though.” She rolled her eyes but didn’t protest.

A few days later, Jackson emailed me the cookout details—Saturday, his place, bring swimsuits if we wanted to swim. Lily flat-out refused the swimsuit part. “No way,” she said. “But I’ll wear something eye-catching—tasteful, though. I’m not twenty anymore.” I begged her to reconsider, but she held firm. That night, she texted me at work: Want me to model my outfit for tomorrow? I grinned. Hell yes. Hurry home—I’ll play Jackson for you. Her reply: Perfect. Get ready.

When I walked in, she greeted me with a kiss. “After dinner,” she teased. Post-meal, she told me to wait in the family room and “get cocky” for the role-play. I laughed, already half-hard at the thought. Ten minutes later, she strutted in, and I nearly lost it. A pink halter top clung to her like a second skin, crisscross straps baring her back, accentuating those perfect tits. The shorts were longer than I’d have picked, but with that top, who’d notice? “Jesus, Lily,” I choked out. She giggled, extending a hand. “Good to see you again, Jackson.”

I kissed her hand, channeling his swagger. “You look stunning.” She smirked. “Not bad, huh? I could see him doing that.” “Your call—set the scene, or I will?” She grinned. “I’ve got one. After the cookout, everyone’s gone but us three. We’re buzzed. I think you’re passed out on the couch—it’s you, but I assume it’s Jackson. I go looking for you, hit his bedroom, and feel hands on me, thinking they’re yours. Action.”

We moved to our bedroom. I slid my hands to her sides as she backed into me, pressing that ass against me. I nibbled her neck; she moaned, leaning into my shoulder. My hands roamed her hips, her ass, then up her bare back. I untied the halter’s bow, letting it hang loose, and slid my palms to her tits. She gasped, undoing the neck tie herself, the top dropping to the floor. I pushed her to the bed, working her breasts as she rolled onto her back. I yanked off her shorts, kissing up those dancer legs to her shaved pussy. My tongue dove in—she was soaked, clutching my head, urging me deeper.

Then she broke character. “What are you doing, Jackson?” I froze, then smirked. “Fucking the hottest woman alive while your husband’s out cold.” She played along. “No—I’ve only been with Ethan.” “Then let me dry hump you,” I growled. “No penetration, I promise.” She nodded. “Okay, but you swear it.” I climbed between her legs, sliding my cock across her wet slit. Five minutes in, I groaned, “You’re too hot not to fuck,” and plunged in. She fake-protested, then moaned as I pounded her. We came hard, collapsing together.

Cleaning up, she fixed me with a serious look. “That was role-play, Ethan. I’m not letting Jackson touch me for real.” I nodded. “Wouldn’t want you to. But I might need your help with him still.” Little did we know what was coming.










Chapter 2: The Cookout Gambit


The next day was Saturday, and we headed to Jackson’s place for the cookout. I’d been buzzing with anticipation all week—not just for the business talk, but for how this might play out with Lily. She’d stuck to her no-swimsuit stance, but the outfit she’d modeled last night was packed in her bag, and I knew it’d do the trick. When we arrived, Jackson greeted us at the door. He gave me a firm handshake, then pulled Lily into a hug, planting a light kiss on her cheek. “Good to see you both,” he said, all charm and no sleaze. So far, so good.

His house was stunning—modern, open, clearly his own design. The backyard sprawled out to a pool, already dotted with guests mingling over drinks. Jackson played the perfect host, circulating with a smile, making sure everyone had a beer or a plate. Lily’s halter top worked its magic—I caught him stealing glances a few times, though he kept it subtle. No playboy vibes today, just a guy throwing a damn good party. And the food? Holy shit, those ribs. Tender, sweet, dripping with sauce—Lily and I couldn’t stop raving about them.

We mixed with the crowd, sipping drinks and chatting, but my mind was on the lunch meeting he’d promised. As the day wound down, Jackson pulled me aside. “Call my assistant Monday—set up a lunch later this week. We’ll talk shop.” I nodded, relieved. Lily caught up as we were leaving, complimenting his house. “And those ribs,” she added, “best I’ve ever had. I need that recipe.” He grinned. “Thanks. Maybe I’ll trade it for another invite.” We laughed, said our goodbyes, and headed out.

In the car, Lily leaned back. “He was a total gentleman today. Surprising, given the rumors.” I smirked. “Glad you had fun. That lunch invite’s a start, but it’s not a deal yet. Might need your charm again.” She chuckled. “If it gets me more of those ribs, I’m in.”

Monday, I called his assistant. She’d already slotted us for a three-hour lunch at Jackson’s private country club—fancy as hell. When I got there, he was waiting, sharp in a blazer, sipping a Scotch. We traded stories over steaks—careers, backgrounds, the usual. Then he got serious. “Look, Ethan, I know my firm’s a gatekeeper for these big jobs. My reputation’s on the line every time I vouch for someone. I stick to a tight circle—guys who’ve proven they deliver.” I nodded. “I get it. But give us a shot—just a smaller project. Let us prove we’re as good as your regulars.”

He leaned back, eyeing me. “Normally, I’d say no. But I might bend the rules—under the right conditions.” I raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening.” He smirked, swirling his drink. “I do well with women. Never chased a married
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