

    
        
          Her Ex Turned Her Hotwife

        

        
        
          Elyse McCormick

        

        
          Published by Strangelove, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HER EX TURNED HER HOTWIFE

    

    
      First edition. September 24, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Elyse McCormick.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231358274

    

    
    
      Written by Elyse McCormick.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Epigraph

Suggestion

The Dinner

The Arrival

Subtle tension

In the dark

Morning After

“I love him”

In the open

Confession

In the open

Escalation

One last time?

Sign up for Elyse McCormick's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Night I Called My Husband:

Also By Elyse McCormick

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
        
            
            Exploration is the spice of life: I seek new experiences with open arms 
Madison Hayes

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Suggestion

[image: ]


Every morning repeats. Lauren walks in barefoot, her hair down, wearing a tight-fitting dress that hugs her waist. She moves from counter to sink, humming while she fills the coffeemaker. I sit at the table, laptop open, pretending to work, watching her ass move under the fabric. Coffee fills the kitchen. Sunlight slices across the marble. She sets my cup down, smiling that smile everyone wants.

She checks her phone between sips, charity messages lighting up the screen. There’s always an event, a fundraiser, a crisis. She handles it with calm words and quick plans. Neighbors wave when she grabs a package. Men stare too long. Women ask her about everything—kids, repairs, who to call. People turn to her. She makes the stone and glass house feel real.

Evenings slow down. She changes into yoga pants, curls up next to me, feet in my lap, tits pressed under a soft tee. We watch TV, split a bottle of wine, sometimes fall asleep before the credits. In bed, she wraps around me, legs tangled, hair in my face. Five years married and she still does it without thinking. She still makes me feel chosen.

I stay quiet. When she’s asleep and the house is still, I pour whiskey and stare at the street. My grip on the glass tightens, knuckles white with tension, as the thought of the men before me creeps back, unwanted but persistent. She never talks about them, but I know they were rough, the kind who left marks. A pulse throbs at my jaw as the thought lingers. Not memories, just pictures I make up, woven from jealousy and imagination. The fantasy stays.

Lauren sat at the table, laptop open, papers stacked neatly. Her blouse fitted, top buttons undone, just enough to show the swell of her tits when she leaned forward. Hair tied back, a few strands loose around her face. Afternoon light on her skin, soft and warm. I brought two glasses of water, set one by her elbow, and watched her fingers move over the keys.

She looked up, smiled, and went back to work. I sat across from her, pretending to check emails, but my eyes kept drifting to her chest. The blouse clung when she moved, showing the weight of her tits, the faint curve of her nipples. Her skirt slid higher as she crossed her legs, the bare skin of her thighs bright against the chair. I got hard just watching her move.

She discussed her day, donors, and a new campaign. I nodded, but my mind drifted. My cock stirred thinking about the men before me, the ones with rough hands who grabbed her thighs, squeezed her tits, made her moan before I ever showed up. The thought was wrong, but it came easily, mixing with the way she moved in her seat.

She caught me staring and gave me that smirk she uses when she knows she can make me hard without trying. I coughed, looked away, but the heat stayed. It always does. It waits under my skin, ready to break.

Lauren tapped the edge of her laptop with her pen, eyes still on the screen. She spoke like it was nothing. “James got in touch today,” she said. “He’s out.” Her voice was soft, the kind she used when she wanted to reassure instead of alarm.

I froze. The name hit a nerve even though she said it lightly. My chest tightened while my cock stirred under the table. “James?” I asked, keeping my tone even. “Which James are we talking about?”

She looked up, met my eyes, and didn’t flinch. “My ex,” she said plainly. “He’s out of prison now. He called to tell me he’s trying to start over.”

The air between us thickened. I set my phone down, voice tighter than I wanted. “Out of prison. And he thought to call you?”

Lauren shrugged lightly. “We just caught up. He wanted me to know he was back, that he’s working on keeping things straight. It wasn’t a long call.”

I shifted in my chair, hiding my nerves with a sip of wine. “So what did you two actually talk about?”

She tilted her head, considering me. “Mostly, that he doesn’t have much yet. No stable place. He sounded lost.” Her hands were folded together on the table. “I thought... maybe we could help. Just for a while. We have the space, and he clearly doesn’t.”

I leaned back, eyes narrowing. “Wait, what do you actually mean by ‘help’? Are you saying you want us to bring a convict into the house?” My words came sharper than I intended.

Lauren’s lips pressed together before she answered. “He did time for drug possession. Five years. He says he’s clean now. I wouldn’t suggest it if I didn’t think he was serious about changing.”

I nodded slow, my pulse jumping. “That’s a lot. After all this time.” I reached for my glass again, stalling. “And you really think he’s changed?”

Her eyes held steady on mine. “I want to believe he has.” She leaned forward as she said it, blouse pulling across her tits, skirt slipping higher on her thighs. The sight tangled with the words until I could barely hear her anymore.

Fear and jealousy twisted up, turning to heat. I gripped my glass and forced a casual reply. “Rough spot he’s in, I guess.” My voice stayed steady, but my cock was hard under the table, pressing tight to my thigh. I hid it, hid everything, but the thought was there now, burning.

Lauren didn’t let the subject drop. She leaned closer over the table, her voice steady. “I know how it sounds. But he deserves at least the chance to prove he’s different now. Everyone deserves one.” Her tone had that same weight she used in meetings when she wanted something signed and sealed. It wrapped around me, soft but firm, the kind that always ended with me agreeing.

I tried to focus on her words, but my eyes kept going to her blouse, tight across her tits as she pressed her elbows to the table. The necklace between them caught the light, swinging as she moved. Her skirt rode high when she crossed her legs, bare thigh bright in the low light. Every detail got under my skin while she talked about him.

My mind spun on its own track. I pictured him in the guest room, shirtless, tattoos running across his hard muscle. I pictured Lauren standing in the doorway, her body lit in the same soft glow, her lips parted. I pictured her stepping inside, closing the door, letting him grab her the way I never could. The fantasy slid in fast, hot enough that my cock pushed thick against my thigh. I clenched my jaw, trying to chase it away, but it stuck.

I nodded slow, pretending to weigh her words. “You really believe he’s changed. That’s what you’re telling me.” My voice stayed level, but under the table I pressed my palm to my thigh, trying to keep steady. She saw the careful husband, listening. She couldn’t see the pictures in my head, or how hard I was just thinking about him here.

I lifted my glass, swirling the wine as if that would hide the way my hand trembled. “There are other ways to help,” I said finally. “We could give him money. Enough to get him a place for a few months. He doesn’t have to be here.”

Lauren tilted her head, studying me with those calm green eyes. “Money isn’t the same. He needs stability, not a handout. A roof, a routine, a place where he isn’t just waiting for the bottom to fall out again.” Her words were gentle but unyielding, the kind she knew I had trouble refusing.

I nodded slow, but inside my thoughts split. Part of me wanted distance, to keep him somewhere else. But the darker part was awake, thick in my cock, pulsing in my chest. The picture of him in our house burned hotter the more she pressed. I heard her laugh in my head, her steps going to his room, the creak of a bed that wasn’t ours. I gripped my glass so hard I thought it might break.

She leaned back, folding her arms under her tits so they pressed higher, unintentional or not. “We’d know he was safe. And it wouldn’t be forever.”

I made myself speak. “And you think this is the best way. Bringing him here.” My words were measured, but my cock throbbed against my thigh, fed by pictures I couldn’t let her see. I played the husband weighing risks, but every part of me burned at what it would mean to say yes.

Lauren reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine. Her touch was warm, steady, meant to calm me, but it only lit me up more. “I know you’re worried,” she said softly. “But I wouldn’t even suggest it if I didn’t feel sure. He sounded lost, Nathan. He’s not the same person he was when he went in. Letting him stay here could make all the difference.”

I kept my eyes on her hand over mine, the glint of her wedding band, the soft skin of her wrist. I wanted to believe her, but the pictures in my head kept shifting. Him stepping out of the shower, towel low, tattoos wet. Her passing him in the hall, tits straining against a thin tee, ass brushing him as she walked by. My cock pulsed, heavy, and I gripped her fingers back like I was just agreeing to think it over.

“Maybe,” I said, voice flat enough to sound neutral. “Maybe it would help him. But it changes a lot for us.”

Her eyes softened, green and pleading, and she leaned in a little closer. “It wouldn’t change us. We’d just be helping him. That’s all.”

The lie was in her innocence, and I knew she believed it. I nodded slowly, swallowing down the mix of jealousy and arousal strangling me. “We’ll see,” I muttered, pulling my hand back and lifting my glass again. She thought the conversation was winding down, but inside me, it had only just begun.

Later that night the house was still. Lauren was upstairs brushing her teeth, water running down the hall. I sat alone in my office, door half closed, a glass of whiskey sweating by my laptop. The conversation replayed, each line twisting tighter. She wanted to bring him here. She wanted him under our roof. She thought it would be simple. I knew better.

I leaned back in the chair, unbuttoning my shirt, letting the cool air touch my chest. My cock had been half hard since dinner, straining again as soon as I imagined what it would mean. Footsteps echoed in the hallway, ground in reality, contrasting sharply with the fantasy I created. I imagined the door closing and the sound of her laugh on the other side. As I pictured her slipping in with just a thin nightshirt, nipples hard, hair loose, whispering so I wouldn't hear, the creak of a floorboard snapped me back to this space. In my mind, the bed still creaked, the rhythm building, her voice breaking into moans that carried through the thin walls.

I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking slowly, letting the fantasy overtake me. Whiskey burned in my throat while my palm worked faster, precum wetting my fist. I pictured his tattoos shining with sweat, her tits bouncing in his grip, her ass slapping against his hips. I clenched my jaw, fighting to stay quiet, but the thought of her taking him raw pushed me over. Cum spilled hot across my stomach, dripping down my skin as I gasped for breath.

I wiped my hand on a napkin, staring at the mess on my desk. There was no taking it back. I could pretend to resist, but I knew the truth. I was going to let him in. Once he was here, nothing in this house would be the same.
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