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Chapter 1



Lila and James had been inseparable for a decade. Married for half that time, they’d chosen a life unburdened by children, savoring the freedom it afforded them. When they first met, the air between them crackled with electricity—sparks that never truly faded. Even now, with their schedules pulling them in opposite directions, they carved out every spare moment to be together, their love as fierce as ever. Lila poured drinks at the local tavern, her nights alive with chatter and clinking glasses, while James, a meticulous accountant, kept the books from the quiet of their home.

It was a Sunday evening when James found himself perched at the bar, a pint in hand, the football game flickering on the screen above. A reserved man by nature, he preferred the sidelines—watching the crowd as much as the players, savoring the lazy hum of the weekend. At halftime, he slipped off his stool and made for the men’s room, weaving through the familiar chaos of the tavern. On his way back, he paused by the door, catching sight of Lila across the room. She was leaning against the counter, chatting with a broad-shouldered stranger, his dark hair catching the dim light.

James lingered, unnoticed. He couldn’t hear their words, but the man’s posture—cocked head, easy grin—told him everything. A flirtation was unfolding, subtle but unmistakable. Lila’s laugh carried over the din, and James felt a pang he couldn’t quite name.

“Hmm… tall, and easy on the eyes,” Lila mused to herself, half-listening as the stranger lobbed another line her way. If she weren’t tethered to James, she’d be tempted to find out what this guy was hiding beneath that tight shirt.

“What time do you get off?” the man asked, his voice smooth as honey.

She gave him a slow once-over. Oh, he’d be worth it. But her heart belonged elsewhere. With a playful bite of her lip, she flashed her wedding band. “Sorry, sweetheart, I’m spoken for. Flattered, though. Can I get you a drink?”

He leaned in, undeterred, his breath warm with ale and cologne. “Well, your man doesn’t have to know.” His hand grazed her hip, pulling her closer, a bold move that sent a jolt through her.

Lila’s body responded before her mind could catch up—a tightening low in her belly. But she shook it off, pushing him back with a firm hand. “I can’t,” she said sharply, turning toward the bar. She glanced at James’s empty stool. Probably stepped out for a smoke, she thought.

From his spot by the door, James watched the stranger’s eyes linger on Lila’s retreating form, tracing the sway of her hips. How often did this happen? he wondered. With her cascading chestnut curls and curves that turned heads, Lila was a magnet. Those deep hazel eyes and that wicked smile—she could unravel anyone. Yet it wasn’t jealousy twisting in his gut as the image of the stranger’s hand on her hip burned into his mind. It was something else entirely.

For the rest of the game, James’s gaze drifted between the screen and Lila’s interactions with the crowd. He’d seen her work the room before—flirty enough to boost tips, but quick to draw the line when someone misread her charm. She’d done just that at halftime, shutting the guy down with grace. Still, each wink she tossed a patron, each laugh she shared, stoked a heat in him he couldn’t explain. Was he losing it? The more he watched, the hornier he got.

A flash hit him—Lila, sprawled beneath some chiseled stranger, their lips locked in a frantic kiss. “What the hell, James? Pull yourself together,” he muttered under his breath. But the image stuck, dizzying him. When the game wrapped, he paid his tab in a haze and stumbled out into the night, the three-block walk to their apartment passing in a blur.

He didn’t realize he’d forgotten to say goodbye to Lila until he was already home. She’d chalk it up to too many pints, he figured—she always forgave his quirks. In their bedroom, the ache in his groin was undeniable. Lila wouldn’t be back for hours. He collapsed onto the bed, the stranger’s hands on his wife replaying in his mind as he worked himself to a shuddering release.





Hours later, Lila slipped into bed beside him, her warmth pulling him from a restless half-sleep. “Where’d you run off to so fast?” she asked, her voice soft but curious.

“Ah, sorry,” James mumbled, rubbing his eyes. “Guess I had one too many.” Her scent—faint soap and a hint of her skin—stirred him again. “I saw that guy hitting on you at halftime.”

“Oh, babe, don’t be jealous,” she said, brushing her fingers along his jaw. “I love you. Told him to shove off.”

“You didn’t notice he was gorgeous?”

“Was he?”

“Don’t play dumb. He was hot.”

She shrugged, a teasing glint in her eye. “Yeah, I suppose. But I’m with you.”

“No dirty thoughts crossed your mind?”

Her hand fell away as she studied him. Where was this coming from? James knew she’d never stray—didn’t he? “What’s gotten into you?”

“I mean… if any did, it’s okay,” he stammered. “I just…”

“Would you really want to know?” she pressed, searching his face.

“Yeah… I guess…”

“Well, I wouldn’t want to hear about you drooling over some chick.”

Fair point. Maybe this wasn’t the best pillow talk, but the words tumbled out anyway. “I won’t tell you then, but…” He hesitated.

“But what?”

“Let’s just say watching him put the moves on you got me… worked up.” His cheeks flushed as he admitted it.

Lila blinked. “What?”

“Okay…” He took a breath. Here goes. “I couldn’t stop picturing his hand on you. I left because I was so turned on I couldn’t think straight. Came home and… well, the sheets are in the wash. Sorry.”

There it was—his secret laid bare. Vulnerable, he watched her process it, her expression shifting from shock to something unreadable.

“Let me get this straight,” she said slowly. “Seeing that hot guy touch me made you horny?”

“Yes. Very.”

Well, that was… unexpected. Most men would’ve stormed over, fists clenched. James got randy. “What if I did have dirty thoughts?”

“Maybe if you told me, I’d get hard again,” he said, a shy grin tugging at his lips. “And you might get lucky.”

Lila’s tension eased. He wasn’t freaking out—just thrown off balance. She could work with that. “Um… well… I did wonder if he kissed as good as he looked,” she ventured, testing the waters.

“Yeah? That’s it?”

“No.” Screw it—he asked for it. Let’s see how he handles the real stuff. “I wanted to tangle my hands in his hair while I found out.”

“That’s something,” James murmured, scooting closer, his body seeking hers beneath the covers.

“I thought about after closing—finding out if that bulge in his pants was just for show or the real deal.”

His hips twitched, pressing his hardening length against her thigh. She gasped. “Wow. You really do like that?”

He answered with a deep kiss, their tongues dancing, hands roaming. “Yes,” he breathed, pulling back. She gets it.

The next half hour was a frenzy of raw, urgent lovemaking. As Lila spun tales of what she could’ve done with the mystery man, James lost himself in her, their connection electric and unshakable.




















Chapter 2


Eight months had passed since that Sunday football game, and the spark it ignited had woven itself into Lila and James’s bedroom. What started as a one-off confession had evolved into a semi-regular ritual—role-playing nights where Lila’s flirtations with strangers fueled their passion. Over the past couple of months, she’d taken it further, teasing James with new twists. She’d sprawl on their bed, legs parted, working herself with her fingers or a buzzing vibe while spinning tales of the young guys who drifted through the tavern. Then they’d fuck like the world was ending, each session leaving her stunned by how wild it drove him. She’d started craving it too—her fantasies about the tavern’s cocky patrons spilling over into solo sessions when James was out or asleep.

They’d planned a long weekend to shake off the routine, booking a cozy inn on the coast—a quaint spot with its own restaurant and bar, tucked into a sleepy bay town. After a slow dinner, they asked the desk clerk about the nightlife. “Morgan’s is where the university kids go—loud, lots of dancing,” he’d said. “The pub’s quieter, more for the older crowd.” Wanting a mellow night, they opted for the pub, settling into a corner booth with a couple of house pints each.

“Kind of dull here, don’t you think?” James said after a stretch of silence, his third pint half-gone. Lila’s eyes were on the bar staff, probably picking apart their pour technique.

“Might be fun to hit Morgan’s,” she replied, swirling her drink. “Clerk said they’ve got dancing.”

“Sure, if you’re up for it.”

“Cool. You grab the check—I’m hitting the ladies’ room.”

James flagged down the server while Lila sauntered off. He couldn’t help but watch her go, her short skirt hugging her hips, those stockings peeking out just enough to tease. The lace tops barely hid the creamy skin of her thighs, and his cock stirred imagining what lay beneath the black silk. She’d packed light for the trip, but those stockings? Pure temptation.

In the bathroom, Lila leaned into the mirror, touching up her makeup. A buzz hummed through her—alive, electric. She felt daring tonight. Hiking her skirt, she slipped a finger along her slit. Wet already. The bartender at the pub had caught her eye—rugged, with a jaw that begged to be touched. She’d been lost in a daydream of him bending her over the bar when James snapped her out of it. One last fluff of her hair, and she headed back, oblivious to the night’s trajectory.

Morgan’s hit them like a wall of sound—dark, pulsing, packed with bodies in their twenties. They snagged a high-top near the dance floor, cocktails sweating on the table as they scanned the crowd. The clerk wasn’t kidding—this place was alive. They blended in fine, early thirties not sticking out too much among the late-twenties chaos.

“Want another?” James asked, nodding at her nearly empty glass.

“Sure.”

He headed to the bar, glancing back to see a guy with wavy dark hair and a sun-kissed tan lingering at their table. By the time James returned, drinks in hand, the stranger was still there. Lila grinned, tipsy and loose. “This is Nick. He plays football for the university.”

Nick flashed a smile, all confidence. “Just asked your wife to dance. She said she’s game if you’re cool with it.”

James shrugged, setting the drinks down. “Fine by me, man. I’ve got two left feet anyway. You two go for it.”

Lila cupped his face, planting a quick kiss on his lips. “I love you.”

“Love you too, babe. Have fun.”

For the next couple of hours, the night blurred into a haze of drinks and music. James held the table, sipping steadily, while Lila and Nick tore up the dance floor. As the hours ticked by, Nick grew bolder—hands sliding along her sides, pulling her close during a bass-heavy track. Lila matched him, grinding her hips back, her ass pressing into him again and again. James watched, heat pooling low in his gut.

“I’m wiped,” Lila panted, collapsing against James as he stood by the table. “Let’s grab a booth and chill. There’s one free in the back.”

She led him through the sweaty throng, the bar opening up into a
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