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The house settled into the soft quiet that always arrived after the dishes were put away and the last of the evening light had slipped from the windows. Collin and Hannah moved through the familiar rhythm of their shared space with the unhurried ease of two people who had spent more than fifteen years learning the shape of each other’s silences. In the bedroom the lamp on Hannah’s side cast a warm circle across the sheets while the rest of the room stayed in gentle shadow. They undressed without hurry, the ordinary intimacy of long marriage carrying them onto the bed where mouths found mouths and hands found the known places that still answered after all this time.

Collin settled between her thighs in the steady missionary position they returned to more often than either of them admitted, the weight of his body a familiar pressure that grounded her. He moved with the slow measured strokes that belonged to nights when neither of them felt the need to perform, the kind of lovemaking that lived in the quiet center of their life together. Hannah’s hands rested on the broad plane of his back, her breath rising and falling in the same easy cadence as his. The room held only the soft sound of skin and the occasional shift of sheets, ordinary and complete, until Collin’s voice broke the silence in a way it had never broken it before.

“I keep thinking about another man inside you,” he said, the words low and clear against her ear while his hips continued their steady rhythm. “I want to watch someone else take you. I want to see another cock stretch you open while I sit there and watch every second of it.”

Hannah’s body went still beneath him. The motion of her hips stopped completely even though he remained fully seated inside her, the sudden absence of her answering movement more startling than any spoken refusal. Her hands tightened once on his back and then loosened again, the fingers spreading as if she needed to feel the solid fact of him while the meaning of the words settled. Surprise moved through her first, bright and sharp, followed almost at once by a careful hesitation that lived in the way her breath caught and held. She did not push him away. She did not tell him to stop speaking. She simply remained motionless with him still buried deep, her eyes open and fixed on some middle distance above his shoulder while the new idea rearranged the air between them.

Collin stayed where he was, the heat of her around him unchanged, and after a long moment he began to move again. The strokes returned slower than before, deliberate and searching, as if he understood that the words had opened a space that required careful handling. Hannah’s body remained quiet under him at first, her mind still turning over the image he had placed there, the thought of another man’s weight and another man’s thickness filling the place that had belonged only to Collin for so many years. The hesitation did not vanish. It simply shared the bed with a newer and more complicated current that rose each time his hips pressed forward and the familiar stretch reminded her that the fantasy and the present moment now occupied the same narrow space.

She felt the shift inside herself before she chose it. The careful stillness loosened. Her knees drew higher along his sides. Then her legs wrapped around him with a firmer and more deliberate pressure, heels pressing into the backs of his thighs as if she needed to hold him deeper while the new words continued to echo. The answering roll of her hips returned, small at first and then stronger, matching the rhythm he had never fully stopped. Heat gathered low in her belly with a speed that surprised her, the ordinary pleasure of their long marriage suddenly edged with the darker and brighter possibility he had spoken aloud. She did not speak. She only moved with him, the tighter clasp of her legs and the rising urgency of her breath the only answer she could give while the idea of another man still lived unfinished in the quiet of the room.

Collin’s pace deepened in answer. The measured strokes gave way to something harder and more intent, the sound of their bodies meeting growing clearer in the soft lamp light. Hannah felt the change in him as clearly as she felt the change in herself, the way his breath shortened and his hands gripped the sheets beside her shoulders with a tension that had not been there minutes earlier. The fantasy he had named seemed to drive every thrust now, turning the familiar act into something charged and newly dangerous. She kept her legs locked around him, the pressure of her heels urging him on even as part of her mind still stood at a careful distance watching the two of them from outside the moment.

When he finished it was with a force that startled them both. Collin’s body tightened hard against her, the deep pulses of his release filling her in thick waves that seemed to go on longer than usual, the intensity of it leaving no doubt how thoroughly the spoken fantasy had claimed him. Hannah felt every pulse, the heat of him spreading inside her while her own body hovered close to the edge without quite crossing it. She held him through it, legs still wrapped tight, the reality of his climax and the lingering echo of his words braided together so completely that she could no longer separate one from the other.

They stayed joined in the quiet that followed, breath slowing, the lamp light soft across their skin. Hannah’s mind continued to turn the new idea over with careful hands, surprise and hesitation still present yet no longer alone. Something else had joined them in the bed, a thin bright thread of curiosity that had not been there when the evening began, and she could feel the weight of Collin’s spent body above her as both the man she had loved for years and the man who had just asked her to imagine someone else in his place.
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The morning after arrived with the ordinary light of a weekend that had not yet decided what it meant to become. Collin and Hannah moved through the kitchen in the same careful orbit they had shared for years, the coffee pot clicking off, the toast rising, the quiet of the house still holding the memory of the night before like a second skin. Neither of them rushed the conversation. It waited until they were seated across from each other at the small table by the window, the steam from their mugs rising between them, the residual heat of the previous evening still living in the way their eyes met and then looked away.

Collin spoke first, his voice lower than usual and stripped of any performance. “I meant what I said last night. I want to watch another man take you. Not as a joke or a quick fantasy that disappears when the lights come back on. I want to see it happen. I want to sit there and watch every part of it. The way your body opens for someone else. The way you sound when it is not me. The whole thing stays in my head all day and it does not let go.”

Hannah listened without interrupting, her fingers wrapped around the warm ceramic of the mug as if the solid heat could anchor the new ground opening beneath them. The words landed with the same weight they had carried in the dark, yet daylight made them sharper, more real, less protected by the soft confusion of sex. She felt the uncertainty rise again, a careful and continuous current that moved beneath every breath she took while she studied his face for any sign that the request might still be something he could take back.

“How would it not change us?” she asked at last, the first clear question leaving her in a voice that stayed quiet and measured. “If I let another man inside me while you watch, how do we keep that from becoming a distance that never fully closes? I need to understand how you see the other side of it.”

Collin set his mug down and kept his eyes on hers. “I see it making us closer, not farther apart. The thing I want is not about replacing what we have. It is about adding something that only works if we stay locked together through it. Watching you with someone else would be the most honest thing I have ever asked for. I think it would strip away the last polite layers and leave us looking at each other without any of the old carefulness. We go as slow as you need. Nothing happens until you say the word. The marriage stays the center. Everything else is just the heat we decide to let in.”

Hannah absorbed the answer in silence for a stretch of breaths, the uncertainty still present in the way her gaze drifted toward the window and then returned. The assurance sounded steady, almost gentle, yet the image of another man between her legs while Collin watched continued to rearrange the familiar furniture of their life. She turned the second question over carefully before she spoke it.

“What if I like it more than I expect to?” she asked. “What if the way another man feels or the way he looks at me stays with me afterward in a way that makes ordinary nights with you feel smaller? Have you thought about that part?”

Collin did not look away. “I have thought about it. I would rather know the truth of what you feel than keep pretending the question does not exist. If something larger opens up inside you, we face it together. I am not asking for a performance that leaves you untouched. I am asking for the real version, whatever it turns out to be. The risk is part of what makes the idea burn the way it does. I trust what we have built enough to believe it can hold the weight of whatever we find.”

The second answer settled between them with the same quiet gravity as the first. Hannah felt the uncertainty shift shape rather than disappear, becoming less about the act itself and more about the unknown emotional weather that might follow. She drank from her mug while the silence stretched, the ordinary kitchen sounds of the refrigerator and the distant street suddenly louder than they had any right to be. When she spoke again the third question arrived softer than the ones before it, yet it carried the full measure of her remaining hesitation.

“And if it goes wrong?” she said. “If one of us panics in the middle of it or if the jealousy turns sharp instead of hot, what do we do then? How do we climb back to the place we are sitting in right now?”

Collin reached across the table and rested his hand over hers, the contact simple and steady. “We stop. The moment either of us says the word, everything ends. No pressure, no guilt, no trying to push through something that feels wrong. We come back to this table and we talk until the ground feels solid again. I will not let the fantasy cost us the marriage. That is the only rule that never moves. We go slow. We check in. We protect what already belongs to us before we open the door to anything else.”

Hannah turned her hand beneath his so that their palms met, the familiar warmth of his skin both comfort and complication. The three answers had been clear and careful, each one offering a path that sounded possible in the quiet of the kitchen, yet the uncertainty remained a living presence beneath her ribs. She could still feel the ghost of the night before, the way her legs had tightened around him after the words were spoken, the hard pulse of his release that had told her how deeply the fantasy already lived in him. The same body that had answered him then now sat across from him in daylight holding a new and unfinished question.

“I hear everything you are saying,” she said at last, her voice low and even. “I am not saying no. I am only saying that every step still feels like it belongs to a country I have never visited. I need the slow you keep promising. I need to keep asking the same questions until the answers stop sounding like they are coming from a place I cannot yet reach.”

Collin nodded, the pressure of his hand steady on hers. The conversation rested there in the soft morning light, unfinished and open, the residual heat of the fantasy still moving between them while the ordinary day waited just beyond the window. Hannah felt the uncertainty settle into something she could carry for a while longer, a careful weight that did not yet demand a final shape, and somewhere beneath it a thinner and more secret current of curiosity continued to turn, quiet and persistent and not yet ready to speak its name.
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The bedroom lamp cast its usual soft circle across the sheets while the rest of the room stayed in comfortable shadow, the ordinary quiet of a weeknight holding them the way it had for years. Collin had placed the larger toy on the nightstand earlier with a care that made the object feel heavier than its silicone weight, a silent question neither of them had yet answered aloud. Hannah noticed it the moment she slid beneath the covers, the smooth length and thickness so clearly different from anything they had used before that her pulse shifted once before she looked away. They began as they always did, mouths finding mouths, hands moving over known skin, the familiar rhythm of long marriage carrying them forward until Collin’s voice changed the air between them.

“I keep seeing someone else spreading you open,” he said against her ear, the words low and deliberate while his fingers traced the inside of her thigh. “A thicker cock than mine stretching you the way this toy will. Tell me you can feel it. Tell me you want it inside you while I watch.”

Hannah’s first answer was a short surprised laugh that broke against his shoulder, the sound more nerves than dismissal. The language felt foreign in the quiet room, too sharp for the soft lamp light and the years of careful affection that had always lived here. She turned her face into the curve of his neck and let the laugh fade before she spoke.

“I can try,” she said, the promise careful and clear. “I will be serious about it. Just give me a moment to catch up to the words.”

Collin kissed the side of her throat and reached for the toy, the silicone already warmed by the low heat of the lamp. He coated it slowly while she watched, the size of it making her breath thin in her chest. When he pressed the broad head against her she felt the stretch begin at once, a gradual and insistent pressure that had nothing in common with the familiar shape of him. Her body opened around it in small reluctant increments, the nerves still present even as a deeper and unexpected heat started to gather low in her belly. Collin worked the length into her with steady patience, watching every shift of her expression, until the toy sat deeper than anything they had shared before.

“Talk to me,” he said, voice roughened by the sight. “Tell me how it feels to take something that big.”

Hannah’s cheeks warmed with a mix of shame and the first real spark of the role she had promised to try. She kept her eyes on his while she searched for language that did not yet feel natural.

“It feels thick,” she managed, the words quiet and uneven. “Bigger than I expected. I can feel it stretching me in places you do not usually reach.”

The admission sent a visible current through Collin. His own cock, only average in size and already fully hard at roughly five inches, rested against her thigh while the much larger toy disappeared into her. The contrast seemed to heighten everything for him. He began to move the silicone in slow deliberate strokes, each one seating it a little deeper, and the wet sound of it filled the small space between their bodies. Hannah’s nerves remained, a thin bright thread of self-consciousness, yet the heat continued to rise underneath them. She watched the way Collin’s eyes stayed locked on the place where the toy entered her, the open hunger on his face feeding something new inside her own chest.

She tried again, the language coming a fraction easier this time because she could see what it did to him.

“It feels so full,” she said, voice softer and lower than before. “I keep thinking about a real cock this size pushing into me while you hold me open and watch. The idea is starting to settle in places I did not expect.”

Collin’s breath left him in a rough exhale. He pressed the toy deeper still, the thick length sliding until her body accepted nearly all of it, and the sound that left Hannah’s throat was no longer careful. A low moan rose from her as the stretch turned sharp and then sweet, her hips shifting once to meet the next slow thrust. The shame of admitting the pleasure mixed with a clearer excitement that belonged only to this moment, to the way Collin’s gaze stayed fixed on her and the way his smaller cock twitched against her skin in open envy and arousal.

“It feels good,” she said, the confession leaving her before she could soften it. “A big dildo feels better than I wanted it to. I can feel every inch of it and I keep imagining it is someone else. That should not feel as hot as it does.”

Collin answered by pushing the toy deeper again, the slow steady rhythm turning more intent while he leaned down and took her mouth in a long thorough kiss. Their tongues met with the same unhurried hunger as the silicone continued its work between her legs, the dual sensations braiding together until Hannah’s thoughts grew less ordered. She moaned into the kiss each time the thick length bottomed out, her hands finding his shoulders and holding on while the role she had agreed to play began to feel less like performance and more like a door swinging open in the dark. Collin fucked her with the toy in long measured strokes, never rushing, the wet heat of her body accepting the size that so clearly surpassed him, and the knowledge of that difference lived in every careful thrust and every low sound she gave him in return.

The night stretched around them in the soft lamp light, the ordinary bedroom transformed by the language they had chosen and the thick silicone that kept her open and full. Hannah felt the nerves still present at the edges, yet the unexpected heat had grown stronger than the caution, fed by the open arousal on Collin’s face and the shame-bright pleasure of speaking the truth about how the larger toy felt inside her. He kissed her through every deeper stroke, the connection of their mouths steady while the toy continued its slow insistent claiming, and somewhere beneath the rising pleasure a quieter understanding settled: the fantasy had left the realm of careful conversation and taken solid shape between her thighs.
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The conversation began in the quiet hour after dinner when the plates had been rinsed and the ordinary noise of the day had thinned into the softer sounds of the house settling. Collin and Hannah sat at opposite ends of the couch with the laptop closed on the cushion between them, the residual heat of the previous night’s roleplay still living in the careful way their eyes met and then drifted apart. Neither of them reached for the computer at first. The idea of searching for another man had moved from the private dark of the bedroom into the open light of the living room, and the shift required a slower kind of courage.

“I think we should look,” Collin said at last, his voice steady but quieter than usual. “Not to meet anyone yet. Just to see what is out there and whether the idea still feels possible when it has a real face attached to it.”

Hannah studied the closed laptop as if it might open itself and speak. The uncertainty that had followed her since the first clear confession still moved beneath her ribs, yet it now shared space with a thinner current of curiosity that the larger toy and the dirty talk had left behind. She nodded once, the motion small and deliberate.

“All right,” she said. “We look together. Nothing happens without both of us agreeing at every step.”

They opened the laptop and began the slow work of building a discreet profile. Collin typed while Hannah watched over his shoulder, the two of them shaping sentences that revealed only what was necessary and protected everything else. They chose a simple photograph of Hannah from the shoulders up, soft light across her face, nothing that would identify the quiet street they lived on or the years they had spent inside these walls. The description stayed careful: a long-married couple exploring a shared fantasy, looking for a respectful man who understood that the marriage remained the center of everything. Hannah supplied most of the language that described her own limits, her voice growing more precise each time she corrected a phrase that felt too open or too eager.

The first messages arrived within the hour. Notifications lit the screen in small bright bursts, each one carrying the compressed attention of strangers who had read the profile and decided to answer. Hannah felt the attention land on her like a sudden warmth across the skin of her throat and chest, an unexpected and almost physical sensation that made her sit up straighter on the couch. She read the early replies in silence, the words scrolling past while Collin waited beside her. Some of the messages were blunt, already describing what they wanted to do to her body without any greeting or question about her comfort. Others simply vanished after a single exchange, the conversation dropping into silence as if the other person had never existed.

“I like the attention,” Hannah said after a long stretch of reading, the admission quiet and edged with something that sounded like shame. “It feels wrong to want it. These men do not know me. They have never sat across from me at a table or heard the way I laugh when I am truly surprised. Yet the fact that they are looking and writing and imagining me is doing something I did not expect. I keep wanting to read the next one even when the last one was crude.”

Collin watched her face while she spoke, the open honesty of the confession settling between them with the same weight as the earlier bedroom admissions. He did not rush to answer. The residual arousal of the fantasy lived in him too, yet he could see the conflict moving across her expression, the pleasure of being desired by strangers braided tightly with the belief that such pleasure should not belong to a woman who already had a husband sitting three feet away.

More messages continued to appear. The pattern stayed consistent and disappointing. A promising first note would turn abrupt or vulgar by the third exchange. Another would simply stop answering after Hannah asked a careful question about respect and pacing. The frustration built slowly, a shared and quiet pressure that made the living room feel smaller with every unanswered thread. Hannah closed several conversations herself, her mouth set in a firmer line each time the language on the other side of the screen crossed a line she was not ready to
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