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​Chapter 1: The Fading Spark
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The soft clink of forks against plates was the loudest sound in the dining room. Candlelight flickered across the half-empty bottle of cabernet, casting long shadows on the walls of their suburban home. Alex watched his wife across the table, the way the flame danced in her green eyes, the way her dark hair fell in loose waves over one shoulder. Eight years of marriage, and Emma was still the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

She smiled at him as she speared a piece of salmon, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. Alex felt the familiar twist in his gut—the one that had been growing for months. They were happy, weren’t they? Comfortable. Stable. They had good jobs, a mortgage they could afford, friends who envied their easy companionship. But something had shifted, slow and insidious, like sand slipping through an hourglass.

“You’ve barely touched your wine,” Emma said, her voice light but probing.

Alex glanced at his glass. “Just pacing myself.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “You’ve been quiet all week.”

He shrugged, forcing a smile. “Deadlines at work. The new release is killing me.”

It wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the whole truth either. The truth was that he’d been watching her more closely lately—how she lingered in the shower, how her lingerie drawer had new pieces he hadn’t seen her wear for him, how she sometimes stared out the window during dinner like she was looking for something just beyond the glass.

Emma set her fork down. “Alex.”

He met her gaze.

“We need to talk.”

His heart stuttered. Those four words never preceded anything good.

She folded her hands in her lap, fingers twisting the napkin. “I love you. You know that, right?”

He nodded, throat tight.

“But... things feel... off. Between us. In bed, especially.”

The air left his lungs in a rush. He’d known this was coming, had felt it in the way their sex had become predictable, almost dutiful. Quick missionary under the covers, lights off, the same rhythm they’d fallen into years ago. He always finished; she sometimes did. Afterward, they’d kiss goodnight and roll to their separate sides of the bed.

“I’m not blaming you,” she continued quickly. “It’s both of us. We’ve just... stopped trying. Stopped exploring. It’s like we’re roommates who occasionally have maintenance sex.”

Maintenance sex. The phrase stung more than he wanted to admit.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” she said softly. “But I miss feeling wanted. Really wanted. Like I can’t-keep-my-hands-off-you wanted.”

Alex swallowed. “I do want you, Em. All the time.”

She gave him a sad smile. “Then show me.”

The conversation hung between them for the rest of dinner, heavy and unspoken. They cleared the table in silence, moving around each other with the practiced efficiency of long-married couples. When the dishes were done, Emma reached for his hand.

“Come here,” she murmured.

He let her lead him to the living room couch. She pushed him down gently and straddled his lap, her dress riding up her thighs. The weight of her on him was familiar and thrilling at once. She cupped his face and kissed him—slow at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding against his.

Alex groaned into her mouth, hands moving to her hips. She felt warm and soft and perfect. He hardened beneath her almost instantly, pressing up against the heat between her legs. Emma rocked against him, a small, deliberate motion that made him grip her tighter.

“See?” she whispered against his lips. “This. I miss this.”

He kissed her harder, trying to pour everything he felt into it—love, desire, apology. His fingers slipped under her dress, tracing the edge of her lace panties. She was already damp, and the discovery sent a jolt through him.

Emma moaned softly, grinding down. “Touch me.”

He did, sliding his hand inside her panties, fingers gliding over slick folds. She was soaked. For him. The thought made his cock throb painfully against his zipper.

“Yes,” she breathed, head falling back as he circled her clit. “Just like that.”

He watched her face—eyes closed, lips parted, the flush rising on her chest. God, she was gorgeous when she let go. He wanted to make her come, wanted to hear her cry out his name.

But then her phone buzzed on the coffee table.

They both froze.

It buzzed again. And again.

Emma sighed, the spell broken. “It’s probably Sarah. She’s been texting about the holiday party.”

Alex withdrew his hand, frustration and embarrassment warring inside him. His erection strained against his pants, aching.

“I should answer,” Emma said reluctantly, climbing off his lap. “She’s freaking out about what to wear.”

He nodded, forcing a smile. “Go ahead.”

She kissed his cheek. “We’ll continue this later?”

“Yeah. Of course.”

But later never came.

Emma spent an hour on the phone in the kitchen, laughing with her friend. Alex retreated to the bedroom, pretending to check emails on his laptop. When she finally joined him, she was in her pajamas, hair tied back, makeup removed. She crawled into bed and curled against his side.

“Sorry,” she murmured, kissing his shoulder. “Sarah’s a mess.”

“It’s fine,” he lied.

They lay there in the dark, the space between them feeling wider than the mattress. After a while, Emma’s breathing evened out—she’d fallen asleep.

Alex stared at the ceiling, cock still half-hard, mind racing.

He waited until he was sure she was deeply asleep, then slipped out of bed. The bathroom door clicked shut behind him, and he leaned against the counter, heart pounding.

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his aching erection, already leaking at the tip. Closing his eyes, he wrapped his hand around himself and began to stroke—slow at first, then faster.

But it wasn’t Emma’s face he saw.

Not entirely.

It was Emma on the couch earlier, but different. More abandoned. Her dress pushed up to her waist, panties gone, legs spread wide. Only it wasn’t his fingers inside her.

It was someone else’s.

Someone stronger. Rougher. A man who didn’t hesitate, who took what he wanted.

Alex’s breath hitched as the fantasy sharpened.

He pictured Emma on her knees, mouth stretched around a thick cock that wasn’t his. Her eyes watering, mascara running, but loving it. Begging for more. The stranger’s hands fisted in her hair, guiding her deeper, using her mouth while she moaned around him.

Alex pumped faster, shame and arousal twisting together in his gut.

Then the man bent her over the arm of the couch—their couch—and drove into her from behind. Hard. Deep. The way Alex never did anymore. Emma’s cries filling the room, her body rocking with each thrust, breasts bouncing, fingers clawing at the cushions.

“Please,” fantasy-Emma gasped. “Harder. Fuck me harder.”

And the man did. Relentlessly. Until she came with a scream, pussy clenching around a cock that stretched her perfectly.

Alex’s orgasm hit him like a freight train.

He bit his lip to stay silent, cum spilling over his fist in thick pulses, splattering the bathroom counter. His knees nearly buckled as wave after wave crashed through him, the most intense release he’d had in months.

When it was over, he sagged against the sink, staring at his reflection in the mirror.

His face was flushed, eyes wide and guilty.

What the fuck was that?

He’d never fantasized about anything like that before. Not really. A stray thought here or there, maybe, late at night when he was already turned on. But never this vivid. Never this... consuming.

He cleaned up quickly, wiping the counter with shaking hands, washing away the evidence.

Back in bed, he lay beside Emma, listening to her soft breathing.

She shifted in her sleep, rolling toward him, one arm draping across his chest. Her warmth seeped into him, grounding him.

He loved her. More than anything.

But as he stared into the darkness, one thought circled relentlessly:

What if she really did want more?

What if she needed more?

And why did the idea of her getting it from someone else make him come harder than he had in years?

Sleep didn’t come easily that night.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 2: The Company Party
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The hotel ballroom glittered under crystal chandeliers, the annual holiday party for Emma’s marketing firm in full swing. Red and gold decorations draped the walls, a live band played jazzy covers of Christmas classics, and the open bar had been flowing for hours. Laughter and conversation rose in waves over the clink of glasses.

Emma stood near the edge of the dance floor in a sleek black cocktail dress that hugged her curves perfectly—spaghetti straps, low-cut back, hem stopping just above her knees. She’d bought it on a whim last week, telling herself it was for the party, but really she’d wanted to feel sexy again. Alex had whistled when she came downstairs tonight, kissing her neck and telling her she looked incredible. She’d smiled, kissed him back, and promised they’d pick up where they’d left off after the party.

Now, three glasses of champagne in, she was buzzing pleasantly, chatting with coworkers she liked and tolerating the ones she didn’t. Alex had begged off coming—some excuse about a migraine starting and not wanting to ruin her night. She’d been disappointed for about thirty seconds, then relieved. Tonight she could let loose without worrying about him feeling out of place among her extroverted colleagues.

“Emma! There you are.”

She turned to see Jake striding toward her, drink in hand, looking unfairly good in a tailored navy suit that stretched across his broad shoulders. Jake Harlan—senior account director, office charmer, and the one guy at work who’d flirted with her shamelessly since day one. He was thirty-eight, divorced, gym-obsessed, and had a reputation for leaving a trail of satisfied women behind him. Emma had always laughed it off, loyal to Alex and secretly flattered by the attention.

“Jake,” she said, smiling as he leaned in to kiss her cheek. He smelled like expensive cologne and whiskey. “You clean up nice.”

“And you,” he murmured, eyes sweeping down her body without subtlety, “are fucking stunning.”

Heat rose in her cheeks, part champagne, part something else. “Flatterer.”

“Truth-teller.” He clinked his glass against hers. “Dance with me.”

It wasn’t a question. He took her drink, set both glasses on a passing waiter’s tray, and led her onto the floor just as the band shifted into a slow, sultry version of “Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas.”

Jake’s hand settled low on her back, fingers splayed possessively as he pulled her close. Emma’s pulse kicked up. They’d danced at these events before—harmless, friendly—but tonight felt different. Maybe it was the conversation with Alex still echoing in her head. Maybe it was the way Jake’s thumb traced small circles against the bare skin the dress left exposed.

“You’ve been avoiding me at the office,” he said near her ear.

“Have not,” she lied.

“Have too. Ever since the Phoenix trip.”

She laughed softly. They’d shared a late-night drink at the hotel bar during a conference six months ago—nothing happened, just talking and laughing until last call. But she remembered how easy it had felt. How seen.

“I’m a married woman, Jake.”

“I know.” His lips brushed her hair as they swayed. “Doesn’t mean I stopped noticing you.”

Her stomach fluttered. Dangerous territory. She should pull away, make a joke, change the subject. Instead she let him guide her, bodies moving in sync, closer than was strictly professional.

The song ended, but Jake didn’t let go. Another slow one started immediately. His hand slid lower, resting just above the curve of her ass.

“Jake...”

“Relax,” he whispered. “It’s just a dance.”

But it wasn’t. She could feel the hard line of his thigh between hers as they moved, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of her dress. Her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra. God, when was the last time she’d felt this kind of raw attraction?

They danced through two more songs, conversation light but charged. He told her about his weekend plans—rock climbing with friends—and she teased him about being an adrenaline junkie. Every time he laughed, his chest vibrated against her breasts. Every time he spun her, his hands lingered.

Eventually the band took a break and the DJ took over, switching to upbeat pop. The floor filled with younger employees jumping and grinding. Jake tugged her toward the edge of the crowd.

“Need some air?” he asked.

She nodded, throat dry.

He led her through a side door into a dimly lit hallway that connected to the hotel’s lobby. A few people milled about, but most of the party noise faded behind the heavy door. Cool air kissed her flushed skin.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much.”

Jake leaned against the wall, studying her. The hallway light caught the sharp line of his jaw, the slight stubble. His tie was loosened now, top button undone. He looked edible.

Emma’s heart hammered. She should go back inside. Find her friends. Call Alex for a ride home.

Instead she stayed.

“You okay?” Jake asked, voice low.

“Yeah. Just... a lot of champagne.”

He smiled slowly. “Lightweight.”

“Shut up.” She laughed, shoving his shoulder playfully.

The push turned into her hand resting on his chest. Solid muscle under crisp cotton. His heartbeat strong beneath her palm.

Jake’s gaze dropped to her mouth. “Emma.”

The warning in his tone only made her bolder. Or maybe it was the alcohol. Or the weeks—months—of feeling undesired at home. Whatever it was, she didn’t step back when he moved closer.

His hand came up to cup her jaw, thumb brushing her lower lip. “Tell me to stop.”

She didn’t.

He kissed her.

Not gentle. Not tentative. Hungry.

His mouth claimed hers like he’d been waiting years for it, tongue sliding in to taste her, whiskey and heat. Emma gasped into the kiss, hands fisting his lapels to pull him closer. Jake groaned, backing her against the opposite wall, bodies aligning perfectly.

One of his thighs pushed between hers, pressing up against the ache that had been building all night. Emma rocked instinctively, grinding against the hard muscle, chasing friction. Jake’s hand slid down her side, gripping her hip to guide the motion.

“Fuck,” he muttered against her lips. “You’re soaked. I can feel it through your dress.”

Shame and arousal crashed together. She was. Drenched. Her panties clung to her swollen folds, clit throbbing with every roll of her hips.

Jake’s other hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back to deepen the kiss. His erection pressed thick and insistent against her belly—bigger than she’d imagined in her most forbidden thoughts. The knowledge sent a fresh gush of wetness between her legs.

He broke the kiss to trail his mouth down her neck, teeth scraping the sensitive spot below her ear. Emma whimpered, nails digging into his shoulders.

“Been wanting to do this for so fucking long,” he rasped. “Every time you walk past my office in those tight skirts... imagining bending you over my desk.”

The dirty words made her clench around nothing. She should stop this. Now. Before it went further.

But her body betrayed her, arching into his touch when his hand slipped under the hem of her dress, fingers tracing the lace edge of her thong.

“Jake,” she breathed—not a protest, a plea.

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, pupils blown wide with lust. “Say no and I stop. Right now.”

Emma’s mind screamed Alex’s name. Guilt twisted sharp in her chest.

But her hips rolled again, seeking more pressure, more heat.

Jake read the answer in her silence and crushed his mouth to hers again. This time his fingers dipped beneath her panties, sliding through slick folds to circle her clit.

Emma cried out into the kiss, knees buckling. Jake pinned her to the wall with his body, stroking her expertly—firm, perfect pressure that had her climbing fast.

“So wet for me,” he growled. “This pussy’s been begging for attention, hasn’t it?”

She couldn’t answer, could only moan as he sank one thick finger inside her, then two, curling to hit that spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

The hallway door opened somewhere down the corridor—voices, laughter. Jake didn’t stop. If anything, he pumped his fingers faster, thumb grinding her clit, swallowing her gasps with his tongue.

Emma came hard, shattering around his fingers, walls pulsing as pleasure ripped through her. She bit his shoulder to muffle her cry, trembling in his arms.

When the aftershocks faded, reality slammed back.

Oh God.

What had she done?

She pushed at his chest, panicked. Jake withdrew immediately, hands up in surrender, though his erection still strained obviously against his pants.

“Emma—”

“I’m married,” she whispered, voice shaking. “I can’t... we can’t...”

He nodded slowly, breathing hard. “I know. I’m sorry. I got carried away.”

She smoothed her dress with trembling hands, avoiding his eyes. Her thighs were slick, panties ruined. The taste of him lingered on her lips.

“I should go.”

“Let me call you a car,” he offered quietly.

“No. I’m fine.” She forced herself to meet his gaze. “This... it was a mistake. Too much to drink. It won’t happen again.”

Jake’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t argue. “Whatever you need.”

Emma fled down the hallway, heels clicking too loud on marble. She grabbed her coat from the check, ordered an Uber with shaking fingers, and waited outside in the cold December air until it arrived.

The ride home was torture. Guilt sat heavy in her stomach, but beneath it—humiliatingly—arousal still simmered. Her clit pulsed every time she shifted, remembering his fingers. His mouth. The size of his cock pressed against her.

By the time she let herself into the dark house, she was a mess of emotions.

Alex was asleep upstairs. She could hear his soft snores as she crept past the bedroom.

In the bathroom, she stared at her reflection—swollen lips, flushed cheeks, hair tousled. She looked like a woman who’d been thoroughly kissed. Finger-fucked against a wall.

Tears pricked her eyes.

She loved Alex. She did.

But tonight, for the first time in years, she’d felt alive.

Stripping off the dress, she stepped into the shower, letting scalding water wash away the evidence. Her hands drifted between her legs almost of their own accord, finding herself still sensitive, still wanting.

She came again quickly, biting her lip until it hurt, Jake’s name a silent scream in her mind.

Afterward, wrapped in a towel, she slid into bed beside her sleeping husband. Alex stirred, instinctively reaching for her, arm draping over her waist.

Emma lay awake long into the night, guilt and desire warring inside her.

Tomorrow she would tell him.
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​Chapter 3: The Confession
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Emma woke to pale December sunlight filtering through the bedroom curtains. Her head throbbed gently from the champagne, but the real ache was deeper—a sick knot of guilt that had kept her tossing most of the night. Alex lay on his back beside her, one arm flung over his eyes, breathing slow and even. He looked peaceful. Innocent.

She stared at the ceiling, replaying the hallway over and over: Jake’s mouth on hers, his fingers inside her, the way her body had betrayed her so completely. She could still feel the phantom press of his erection against her stomach, thick and insistent. The memory made her thighs clench involuntarily, and fresh shame flooded her.

She had to tell him. Today. No excuses, no delaying. If she didn’t, it would eat her alive.

Alex stirred, lowering his arm and blinking at her. “Morning,” he murmured, voice rough with sleep. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “You okay? You look like you barely slept.”

Emma’s throat closed. She sat up, pulling the sheet around her chest like armor. “We need to talk.”

His brow furrowed. He pushed himself up against the headboard, instantly alert. “Okay. What’s wrong?”

She couldn’t look at him. She stared at her hands twisting in the sheet instead. “Something happened last night. At the party.”

Silence stretched, heavy and terrifying.

Alex’s voice was careful. “What kind of something?”

Emma swallowed hard. Tears were already burning behind her eyes. “I... I kissed someone.”

The words hung in the air like smoke.

Alex didn’t move. Didn’t speak. She risked a glance. His face had gone pale, jaw tight, but he wasn’t exploding. Not yet.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, voice cracking. “It was Jake—you’ve met him once or twice. We were dancing, and there was champagne, and... it just happened. We went into the hallway for air and he kissed me. And I kissed him back.”

More silence. Her heart hammered so hard she thought it might crack a rib.

“I stopped it,” she rushed on. “I mean, mostly. He... touched me. Over my clothes, and then under my dress a little. I came. And then I panicked and left. Nothing else happened. I swear. But I hated myself the whole way home. I love you, Alex. I don’t want anyone else. It was a stupid, drunk mistake, and I—”

“Stop.” His voice was low, strained.

Emma’s tears spilled over. She braced for the yelling, the questions, the end of everything.

But Alex didn’t yell.

He shifted, and she saw his hands were clenched into fists on the sheet. His breathing was shallow, eyes fixed on the far wall.

“Say something,” she begged, sobbing now. “Yell at me. Call me a slut. Ask me to leave. Anything.”

He finally looked at her. His pupils were huge, dark. And then she noticed the sheet tenting over his lap—an unmistakable erection straining against the fabric.

Emma blinked through tears. “Alex...?”

He exhaled shakily, one hand moving to press against the bulge as if to hide it. “Fuck. I’m sorry. I don’t know why—”

“You’re hard?” she asked, incredulous.

He flushed crimson. “I don’t know. Hearing you say it... picturing it... I just...” He trailed off, looking mortified.

Emma stared, guilt and confusion swirling. “You’re turned on? By me cheating?”

“I don’t know!” He dragged a hand through his hair. “God, this is messed up. I should be furious. I am furious. But also...” He gestured helplessly at his cock. “This.”

She wiped her eyes, trying to process. “Do you want details?”

Alex hesitated, then gave a tiny nod, almost imperceptible.

Emma took a trembling breath. “We were dancing. Close. He kept touching my back, lower and lower. Then we went into the hallway. It was dim, quiet. He backed me against the wall and kissed me—like he was starving. His tongue was everywhere, and his hands... one in my hair, the other on my hip pulling me against him.”

Alex’s cock twitched visibly under the sheet. His hand moved to grip it through the fabric, not stroking, just holding.

“I could feel how hard he was,” she continued, voice barely above a whisper. “Big. Pressing into my stomach. He slid his thigh between my legs and I... I ground on it. Like a desperate slut.”

A low groan escaped Alex.

“Then he put his hand under my dress. Pushed my panties aside and fingered me. Two fingers, thick. He knew exactly what he was doing. Curled them just right. I came in like thirty seconds, biting his shoulder so no one would hear.”

Alex’s eyes were glazed now, breath coming faster. “Did you want him to fuck you?”

The question hung raw between them.

Emma’s cheeks burned. “In that moment... yes. God, yes. I was so wet I could feel it running down my thighs. But then reality hit and I stopped it.”

Alex’s hand began moving under the sheet—slow strokes. He didn’t even seem aware he was doing it.

Emma watched, stunned. “You’re jerking off. To me telling you I let another man finger me.”

He stopped immediately, shame flashing across his face. “I’m sorry. This is sick. I—”

“Don’t stop,” she heard herself say.

His eyes snapped to hers.

“I cheated on you,” she said, voice trembling but steady. “I deserve whatever you need. If this... helps...”

Alex searched her face, then slowly pulled the sheet aside. His cock stood rigid against his stomach, flushed dark, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. He wrapped his hand around it again and resumed stroking—long, deliberate pulls.

Emma’s own arousal stirred traitorously between her legs. She shifted, feeling how wet she was becoming again.

“Tell me more,” he rasped.

She crawled closer, kneeling beside him. “He tasted like whiskey. His stubble scraped my neck when he kissed there. He said he’d been fantasizing about bending me over his desk at work.”

Alex’s strokes sped up. “Did he say anything while he fingered you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “He said I was soaked for him. That my pussy had been begging for attention.”

“Fuck.” Alex’s hips lifted slightly off the bed.

Emma reached out, trailing her fingers over his chest, down his stomach. “I thought about you the whole ride home. How I’d ruined everything. But I was still turned on. I touched myself in the shower thinking about it.”

Alex groaned louder, thumb swiping over his cockhead, spreading the pre-cum.

“Do you hate me?” she asked softly.

He shook his head, eyes locked on hers. “I love you. So fucking much. And I don’t understand why this is making me insane, but it is.”

Emma leaned down and kissed him—slow, deep, pouring apology and love into it. He kissed back fiercely, hand still working his cock.

She pulled away just enough to whisper, “Let me make it up to you.”

Before he could answer, she moved down the bed, settling between his legs. Alex watched, wide-eyed, as she took over, wrapping her hand around his shaft and stroking firmly. He was hotter than usual, pulsing in her grip.

Emma lowered her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head, tasting salt and him. Alex moaned, fingers threading into her hair—not guiding, just holding.

She took him deeper, cheeks hollowing, bobbing slowly while her hand twisted at the base. His hips rocked gently, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts.

“Emma... God...”

She pulled off with a wet pop, looking up at him. “Imagine it’s his cock I’m sucking. That I came home with his taste in my mouth.”

Alex’s whole body tensed. A strangled sound escaped him.

She took him deep again, relaxing her throat until her nose brushed his stomach. His cock throbbed against her tongue.

“I’m close,” he warned, voice ragged.

Emma doubled her efforts, sucking hard, hand pumping fast. She wanted him to come undone.

He did—spectacularly.

Alex cried out, back arching, cock pulsing as he shot down her throat in thick spurts. She swallowed every drop, milking him until he shuddered and collapsed, spent.

Afterward, she crawled up beside him, curling into his side. He wrapped his arms around her tightly, face buried in her hair.

“I forgive you,” he whispered. “I don’t know what this means yet, but I forgive you.”

Emma clung to him, tears coming again—but lighter now. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

They lay tangled for a long time, hearts slowing together.

Eventually Alex’s hand began wandering—tracing her spine, cupping her breast through her nightshirt. His touch grew bolder, pinching her nipple until she gasped.

“I need to be inside you,” he said against her neck.

Emma nodded, already aching again.

He rolled her onto her back, settling between her thighs. No foreplay this time—just raw need. He pushed her panties aside and thrust into her in one deep stroke.
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