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Chapter 1: The Stagnant Flame



James and Clara had settled into the comfortable rhythm of their 15-year marriage, a rhythm that, at 47, they both recognized as more routine than passion. James, a man who’d let himself go a bit—his once-active frame softened by years behind a desk—still found his wife’s presence stirring. Clara, also 47, blamed the chaos of raising two children and the relentless pace of life for the way her body had softened. She made it to the gym once a week, a small rebellion against time that left her energized and relieved of work’s weight.

In the quiet of their bathroom, Clara often stood naked before the mirror after a shower, her critical gaze tracing the lines of her figure. She didn’t love what she saw—her largish breasts still sat well, but the small pouch of her stomach and the gentle curve of her hips felt foreign to her younger self. She couldn’t fathom why James still desired her. Unbeknownst to her, her nude silhouette, drifting through their bedroom, was the image James summoned in the shower when he needed a quick release before rushing out the door.

Since the pandemic, James had returned to office life, while Clara’s work-from-home arrangement lingered. Their sex life had dwindled to a predictable once-a-week ritual, with an occasional bonus for birthdays or anniversaries. For Clara, it was pleasant enough—an act she performed more for James than herself, a wifely duty etched into their years together. James craved more, but he’d resigned himself to supplementing his needs with those furtive moments alone in the steam.

When they did make love, it was late, after the kids were asleep, a hurried affair lacking foreplay’s grace. Clara might touch James’ cock absently, but she rarely looked at it, never spoke of it with admiration. He’d insist on tasting her beforehand, a brief lick of her pussy more for his pleasure than hers. She’d sidestep returning the favor, nudging them straight into the familiar missionary rhythm—steady, unvaried, and devoid of adventure. Suggestions of anything bolder, like anal, met a firm wall of refusal.

James had known other women before Clara, lovers who’d shaped his sexual palette with variety. Clara, though, had only ever known him. Early in their marriage, he’d found her prudishness endearing—a promise of fidelity, a canvas for him to paint new experiences upon. But as the years wore on, her reluctance hardened, while his appetite matured. Where he’d hoped to guide her into exploration, she’d retreated further into reserve, leaving him frustrated yet unwilling to let resentment fester.

One memory lingered, a spark from their early days. After a work event, James had picked Clara up in the city, the front seat cluttered with boxes. She’d climbed into the back, and on a whim, he’d played her chauffeur. For the 25-minute drive home, they’d spun a tale—him probing about a fictitious affair abroad, her confessing in character to a torrid fling. By the time they stumbled into their bedroom, they’d torn into each other with a raw, urgent need neither had matched since.

Now, staring at Clara as she moved naked around their room, James felt that old stir. Her arse swayed as she crossed to the wardrobe, her breasts still proud, her neatly trimmed pussy—light brown with a hint of red—catching his eye. He’d follow her with his gaze, his cock twitching despite his own insecurities. Age had weathered him—sun-spotted skin, a paunch, hair sprouting in odd places. His 4.5-inch erection felt inadequate, a stark contrast to the long, dangling cocks he imagined swaying as he passed her. She liked his pubic hair wild, not trimmed like hers, but it only made him feel smaller.

Clara’s singular experience gnawed at him, mingling with his own doubts. He couldn’t shake the thought that he wasn’t enough for her, that she deserved more. Rather than wallow, he began to scheme—a vision of awakening her desires, of giving her what he couldn’t alone. She’d always be his first, but she didn’t have to be his only gift to her.

In the bedroom, James took to voicing his insecurities aloud, a new habit. “Getting old, can’t shift this weight,” he’d mutter, or, mid-thrust, “Are you sure you can feel my short cock?” Clara would brush it off with a light laugh, though lately, she’d stopped responding to the cock jabs. One night, he flipped the script. “How’d you feel if I were a young stud with a big, hard cock fucking you?” She scoffed, insisting she was content, but he saw the seed take root in her pause.




Chapter 2: Seeds of Suggestion



James wasn’t one to let an idea fester unattended. His mind churned with possibilities, each one a stepping stone toward rekindling something dormant in Clara. He still found her breathtaking—her naked form weaving through their bedroom could rouse him in an instant. The way her arse curved as she walked to the wardrobe, the gentle sway of her breasts, the tidy patch of light brown-red hair framing her pussy—it all fueled his desire. Yet, he couldn’t shake the gnawing sense of his own inadequacy, nor the guilt that Clara had only ever known him.

One evening, as they undressed for bed, James seized a moment. “Went to the beach today,” he said casually, peeling off his shirt. “There was this young guy, maybe 20, all alone. Great body, and—God—his dick was huge, just hanging there. He strutted up and down like he owned the place, showing it off to every girl in sight.” Clara listened, a faint smile tugging at her lips as she slipped out of her blouse. She turned toward the bathroom, and James caught the telltale perk of her nipples against the cool air—or perhaps his words. He’d spun the tale from thin air, a fabrication born of the nudist beach he still frequented, though Clara had long-lost interest in joining him fully bare.

A week later, opportunity knocked again. James concocted a flimsy excuse about rehanging pictures in their bedroom, wielding a tape measure he “accidentally” left on the nightstand. That night was their scheduled sex night, a quiet agreement etched into their routine. Clara was already on the bed, her skin soft against the sheets, when James slid in beside her, his cock already stiff with anticipation—all 4.5 inches of it straining toward her. He grinned, a spark of mischief in his eyes. “Ever wonder what an eight-inch cock looks like?” Before she could answer, he grabbed the tape measure, holding it against his stomach at the base of his erection. He pulled it out to eight inches—nearly double his length—and waited.

He half-expected a playful swat, a roll of her eyes. Instead, Clara’s gaze lingered on the measure, curiosity flickering in her expression. He shifted it beside his cock, keeping the eight inches extended. She reached out, her fingers brushing his shaft, then wrapping around it as if sizing it against the phantom length. “Is that how big you thought that young guy’s erect penis was?” she asked, her voice steady but tinged with something new. James blinked, momentarily thrown—he’d almost forgotten his beach lie. “Yes,” he managed, “I expect it would’ve been.”

That night, their sex carried a charge absent for weeks. In their usual missionary tangle, James swore Clara parted her legs wider, her hips tilting as if welcoming something larger. He thrust with a quiet fervor, imagining her mind drifting to that imagined stud, and she met him with a rhythm that felt less obligatory, more alive.

His scheming didn’t stop there. Summer still hung heavy in the air, and James coaxed Clara to the nudist beach—a place they’d once shared, though she’d lately stuck to topless sunbathing. This time, he’d laid groundwork. He’d scoured online listings, settling on a male escort whose profile boasted the right mix of youth, physique, and endowment—not an exact match for his fabricated beach boy, but close enough. For 75 Euros, the man agreed to a simple task: approach them naked on the sand and chat for half an hour.

At the beach, James feigned forgetfulness. “Left my towel in the car,” he muttered, leaving Clara with their gear at their usual spot. On his way to the parking lot, he met the escort—a tall, lean figure with a cock that dangled impressively even soft. James handed over the cash, briefed him, and returned with his towel. Clara sat topless, her sunglasses shielding her eyes, as James stripped down beside her. Within 15 minutes, the stranger ambled over, all easy confidence. “Visiting the area,” he said, launching into questions about local spots—restaurants, coffee shops.

James played along, asking about the man’s plans, keeping the conversation flowing. The escort stood six feet away, his cock swaying slightly with each gesture, well within Clara’s line of sight. James marveled at its length—unexaggerated in the listing—and stole glances at Clara, wondering what she saw behind those dark lenses. At one point, he stood beside the man, pointing out directions, their bodies a study in contrast: James’ softer frame and modest endowment against the stranger’s taut muscles and heavy, animated package.

Emboldened, James offered to grab ice cream from the van nearby. The escort declined, so James trekked off alone, returning with two cones. Clara and the stranger were still chatting, her legs perhaps a touch wider than before, his cock seeming fuller—though that might’ve been James’ imagination. After a breezy half-hour, the man thanked them and sauntered off. As James and Clara licked their ice creams, he studied her—relaxed, maybe a little flushed. He hoped the encounter would linger in her mind, a vivid imprint of what he’d been nudging her toward.

Back home, James reflected. His efforts—tales of big-dicked strangers, the tape measure, the beach setup—were chipping away at Clara’s reserve, but he was still circling the edges of his vision. He needed to push harder, to bridge the gap between suggestion and action. The thought of her truly awakening, of tasting the variety he’d known, consumed him. He didn’t just want her to imagine it—he wanted her to feel it, to live it, with his blessing and his gaze.





 


Chapter 3: A Risky Proposition


James knew tinkering at the edges wouldn’t suffice forever. His hints and staged encounters had stirred something in Clara, but he craved a bolder leap—something to thrust her fully into the fantasy he’d nurtured. The opportunity arrived one Friday night, the air thick with summer heat and the buzz of too much wine. They’d polished off a bottle and a half between them, the kids tucked away in bed, and Clara had been venting about a brutal work week. Her words tumbled out, sharp with frustration, until she paused, glass in hand, her tension palpable.

James seized the moment, his voice soft but deliberate. “Can we shift sex to tonight? I’ve got to take the kids to that party early Sunday, and I’ll be wiped out.” Clara nodded, unfazed—Friday was as good as any night. He pressed on, emboldened by the wine’s looseness. “Now, let me put something out there for you to think about… in the bedroom department.” Her eyes flicked to his, curious but guarded. “Don’t answer right away—just mull it over.”

He took a breath, the risk settling in his chest. “I know you were a virgin when we married. It’s been eating at me that you’ve never had the variety I’ve had.” She stayed silent, her glass still, so he forged ahead. “I’ve been thinking about that guy on the beach the other day… and I thought, if you ever wanted to
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