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Chapter 1

The candlelight flickered across the white linen tablecloth at Le Jardin, the cities most romantic French restaurant. It was our tenth anniversary, and Elena looked every bit the prim, elegant wife I’d married a decade ago. Her dark hair was pinned in a neat chignon, a single strand of pearls resting against the modest neckline of her navy blue dress. The fabric hugged her curves just enough to remind me she still had the body of the 28-year-old librarian I’d fallen for, but she kept it carefully concealed, as always.

I reached across the table and took her hand. “Happy anniversary, baby. Ten years. I still can’t believe you’re mine.”

Elena smiled softly, her cheeks flushing the same delicate pink they always did when I complimented her. “Happy anniversary, Mark. I love you.” Her voice was gentle, almost shy. That was Elena—prim, proper, a little reserved even after all this time. Our sex life had always been sweet and vanilla: lights off, missionary, quick and tender. She never initiated, never asked for anything wild. And I loved her for it. Or at least I thought I did.

The waiter poured more wine. As Elena lifted her glass, the fabric of her dress shifted slightly, revealing the faintest outline of lace beneath. I felt a stir. For weeks now, a secret fantasy had been growing in my mind—one I hadn’t dared voice. I wanted to see her let go. I wanted to watch her become something more than the perfect, controlled wife. I wanted to see her… taken.

“Elena,” I said carefully, swirling my wine, “have you ever thought about… spicing things up? Just a little?”

She blinked, setting her glass down. “What do you mean?”

“You know. Something different in the bedroom. Maybe a toy, or… roleplay?” I kept my tone light, but my heart was pounding.

Elena’s blush deepened. “Mark, we don’t need that. What we have is perfect.” She squeezed my hand, but there was the tiniest hesitation in her eyes—something almost like curiosity buried under layers of propriety. “I’m happy with just us.”

I nodded, not pushing. But as the evening continued, I noticed small things. The way her gaze lingered a second too long on the handsome bartender across the room. The way she crossed her legs when the sommelier leaned in to describe the wine. Subtle, innocent reactions. But they fueled the fire in my imagination.

By the time dessert arrived—crème brûlée with a perfect caramel crust—I was already half-hard under the table. I imagined her dress hiked up, another man’s hands on her thighs, her prim little gasps turning into moans she couldn’t control.

“Everything okay?” she asked, tilting her head.

“Perfect,” I lied, smiling. “Just thinking about how lucky I am.”

The valet brought our car around. Elena slipped into the passenger seat, the hem of her dress riding up just enough to show a flash of smooth thigh. Houston’s lights blurred past as we drove toward our quiet suburb. The air between us felt charged, even if she didn’t realize it.

I placed my hand on her knee. “You looked beautiful tonight.”

“Thank you,” she said, covering my hand with hers. She was always polite, always grateful. Never demanding.

As we stopped at a red light, I let my fingers drift higher, tracing the edge of her stocking. Elena shifted slightly but didn’t stop me. “Mark… we’re in the car.”

“No one can see,” I whispered. My pulse raced. This was bolder than our usual routine. I slid my hand further, brushing the lace of her panties. She was warm. Not wet yet, but warm.

“Mark,” she breathed, a warning in her voice, but her thighs parted the tiniest fraction.

I circled her clit through the fabric, slow and teasing. Elena’s breathing quickened. Her hand gripped the door handle. For a moment, I thought she might pull away, but she didn’t. She stayed perfectly still, letting me touch her while cars idled beside us.

When the light turned green, I withdrew my hand. Elena exhaled shakily, smoothing her dress. “That was… unexpected.”

“Did you like it?” I asked.

She hesitated, then nodded once, almost reluctantly. “It felt naughty. But we’re married. We don’t need to be naughty.”

I smiled in the darkness. “Maybe we do.”

The rest of the drive was silent, but the tension hummed. When we pulled into our driveway, Elena leaned over and kissed me—soft, sweet, the same kiss she’d given me for ten years. But tonight, there was a new undercurrent. A question she wasn’t ready to ask.

Inside the house, she kicked off her heels and headed straight for the bedroom. I followed, my mind spinning with possibilities.

Our bedroom was exactly as expected: soft lighting, crisp white sheets, the faint scent of lavender from her diffuser. Elena stood in front of the full-length mirror, unpinning her hair. It fell in dark waves down her back. She reached for the zipper of her dress.

“Let me,” I said, stepping behind her.

I slowly unzipped her, letting the navy fabric pool at her feet. She wore matching lace bra and panties—modest but pretty, the kind of set a prim wife buys for anniversaries. Her body was soft and inviting: full breasts, narrow waist, hips that flared gently. She kept her arms crossed over her chest out of habit.

“You’re stunning,” I murmured, kissing her neck.

Elena leaned back against me, but her eyes were on her own reflection. “I feel old sometimes. Ten years…”

“You look better than ever.” My hands roamed, cupping her breasts through the lace. Her nipples hardened instantly. I pinched lightly, and she let out a small, surprised gasp.

I turned her toward the mirror. “Look at yourself. Look how beautiful you are when you’re turned on.”

“Mark…” Her voice was breathy, embarrassed.

I slid one hand into her panties. She was slick now, warmer than in the car. I stroked her slowly, watching her face in the mirror. Her lips parted, eyes half-lidded. For the first time in years, she didn’t close them. She watched.

I dropped to my knees, pulling her panties down. Elena stepped out of them, trembling slightly. I buried my face between her thighs, licking her with long, deliberate strokes. She tasted sweet and clean, the way she always did. Her hands rested lightly on my head, not guiding, just holding on.

“Oh… Mark…” she whispered. Her hips rocked gently against my mouth. Not wild, but more than usual.

I brought her to the edge, then stood, turning her to face the mirror again. I entered her from behind, slow and deep. Elena braced her hands on the glass, her breath fogging it. We moved together in the familiar rhythm—gentle, loving. But I whispered in her ear the entire time.

“Imagine if someone else was watching us right now.”

She stiffened for a second, then moaned softly.

“Imagine another man touching you while I watch.”

“Mark… don’t…” But her pussy clenched around me.

“Imagine you’re not just mine tonight.”

She came quietly, the way she always did—tiny tremors, a soft sigh. I followed soon after, spilling inside her.

Afterward, we lay tangled in the sheets. Elena traced circles on my chest. “That was nice,” she said. “Different.”

I kissed her forehead. “There could be more.”

She didn’t answer, but as she drifted off, I noticed her thighs pressing together once more, a small, secret movement.

The seed had been planted.


Chapter 2

Sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains of our suburban bedroom. Elena stirred beside me, her dark hair fanned across the pillow like a halo. She looked peaceful, almost innocent in the morning light—prim even in sleep. The sheet had slipped down, exposing the curve of one breast, her nipple soft and pink. I watched her for a long moment, my cock already stirring at the memory of last night’s mirror fuck and the tiny, forbidden reactions she’d shown.

She blinked awake, smiling sleepily when she saw me. “Good morning, husband.”

“Happy anniversary… still,” I murmured, pulling her close. My hand slid down her bare back to cup her ass. She was naked beneath the sheet, a rarity for her. Usually she slipped on a nightgown right after.

Elena nestled against my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my stomach. “Last night was… intense for us.”

“Did you like it?” I asked, kissing the top of her head.

She hesitated, then nodded. “It felt good. Naughty. But I’m glad it’s just us.”

I rolled her onto her back and kissed her slowly, deeply. My hand moved between her legs. She was still a little slick from last night. I circled her clit gently, feeling her breath hitch.

“Elena,” I whispered against her lips, “what if we played a game? Just talking. No pressure.”

“What kind of game?” Her voice was cautious, but her hips shifted subtly against my fingers.

I kept stroking her, keeping the pressure light and teasing. “Fantasy talk. While I touch you. Tell me what turns you on… even if it’s just in your head.”

She bit her lip, eyes fluttering. “Mark, I don’t have those kinds of fantasies.”

“Everyone does,” I coaxed, sliding one finger inside her. She was warm, tightening around me. “Close your eyes. Imagine we’re back at the restaurant. That handsome bartender watching you across the room. What if he wanted you?”

Elena’s breathing quickened. “That’s silly. I’m married.”

“But imagine it,” I pressed, adding a second finger, curling them slowly. “He can’t stop staring at your legs, your breasts under that dress. He wants to touch you. And I’m sitting right there… watching.”

Her pussy clenched around my fingers. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her. “Mark… stop.”

“You’re getting wetter,” I observed, thumb brushing her clit. “Does the idea scare you… or excite you?”

She shook her head, but her thighs parted wider. “It’s wrong. I’m not that kind of woman.”

“What kind?” I kissed down her neck, sucking lightly at her pulse point. “The kind who lets another man see how beautiful she looks when she comes?”

Elena’s hips rocked against my hand now, small, embarrassed movements. Her prim facade was cracking just a little. “I… I wouldn’t.”

“But if you did,” I whispered, speeding up my fingers, “I wouldn’t be mad. I think I’d like watching you feel desired. Really desired. Not just loved—wanted.”

She came with a quiet gasp, her body trembling, face buried in my shoulder. When she recovered, she looked at me with wide, conflicted eyes. “Why are you saying these things?”

“Because I love you,” I said honestly. “And I want you to feel everything you deserve. Even if it’s dirty.”

Elena didn’t reply, but she didn’t pull away either. She kissed me softly before slipping out of bed to shower. I lay there, heart racing, wondering how far the seed I’d planted would grow.

The day passed in ordinary anniversary afterglow. We ran errands—brunch at a local café, a walk through the park near our house. Elena wore a simple sundress, modest as always, but every time the breeze lifted the hem I imagined stronger hands doing the same.

Back home in the late afternoon, the heat of Houston making the air thick, we lounged on the couch with iced tea. Elena’s feet were in my lap. I massaged them slowly, working up her calves.

“You’ve been quiet,” I said.

She sighed, looking out the window. “I keep thinking about what you said this morning. The… fantasy.”

My cock twitched. “And?”

“It made me feel strange. Guilty. But also… tingly.” She blushed furiously, covering her face with one hand. “I’m a librarian, Mark. I organize books and help old ladies find mysteries. I’m not… sexual like that.”

“You are sexual,” I insisted, sliding my hand higher under her dress, stroking her inner thigh. “You just keep it locked away. Let it out with me. Tell me more.”

Elena hesitated for a long moment, then spoke in a tiny voice. “When you mentioned the bartender… I pictured him looking at me. Not like you do—loving. Like he wanted to devour me. It made my stomach flip.”

I kept stroking, inching toward her panties. “Good flip or bad?”

“Good,” she admitted, almost whispering. “But then I imagined you seeing it, and I felt horrible. Like I was betraying you.”

“You’re not,” I reassured her, slipping my fingers under the fabric. She was damp again. “What if I wanted to see it? What if it turned me on to watch another man touch you?”

Her eyes flew open. “Mark!”

“Shh. Just talk. Keep feeling.” I rubbed her clit in slow circles. “Imagine we invite someone. Not for real—just pretend. A stranger. He kisses you while I watch from the chair.”

Elena’s breathing grew ragged. Her prim reserve was slipping; her hips moved more insistently against my hand. “He’d… he’d be taller. Stronger. Hands rougher than yours.”

“Yes,” I encouraged, sliding two fingers inside her. “And what would he do next?”

“He’d… pull my dress down. Touch my breasts. Suck on them.” Her voice trembled with shame and arousal. “While you sit there. Hard. Watching.”

My own cock was throbbing. I freed it with my free hand, stroking myself as I fingered her. “Would you let him?”

“I… I don’t know. It feels so wrong.” But she was soaking my fingers now, her prim little pussy clenching rhythmically. “Mark, I’m going to come again.”

“Come thinking about it,” I urged. “Come imagining his cock instead of my fingers.”

Elena shattered with a choked cry, her body arching. When she came down, tears pricked her eyes. “I feel dirty.”

“You feel alive,” I said, kissing her. “And I love it.”

She curled against me, conflicted but closer than ever. The prim wife was starting to crack.

That evening, we ordered takeout and watched a movie on the couch—something light and romantic. Halfway through, Elena’s hand rested on my thigh, higher than usual. She was restless, thighs pressing together occasionally.

During a quiet moment, she turned to me. “Mark… what if we kept talking? The fantasy.”

I paused the movie, heart pounding. “Tell me.”

She swallowed hard. “After the man kisses me… what if he took me to our bed? While you watched from the doorway.”

I pulled her into my lap, her sundress riding up. My hands gripped her ass. “Keep going.”

“He’d be… confident. Not gentle like you. He’d pin me down and fuck me hard.” Her voice was barely above a whisper, but her hips ground against my erection. “I’d try to stay quiet, but I couldn’t. I’d moan louder than I ever have with you.”

I groaned, yanking her panties aside and sinking into her right there on the couch. She was drenched. We fucked slowly at first, her riding me while she continued the fantasy in halting, embarrassed words.

“And you’d watch him come inside me,” she breathed, shocked at her own words. “And… maybe you’d like it.”

I thrust up harder, gripping her hips. “I would. I do.”

Elena came first, burying her face in my neck to muffle her cries. I followed, filling her while the fantasy hung heavy in the air.

Afterward, as we caught our breath, she looked at me with new eyes—part fear, part hunger. “This is just talk, right? We’d never actually…”

I kissed her forehead. “Only if you wanted to.”

She didn’t answer, but that night she initiated sex again—something she almost never did—riding me in the dark with more urgency than usual, her prim control fraying at the edges.

The transformation had begun.


Chapter 3

The house was quiet except for the soft hum of the ceiling fan in our bedroom. It was two nights after our anniversary, and Elena had been quieter than usual during dinner—polite smiles, careful conversation about work at the library, but her eyes kept drifting. After we cleared the dishes, she disappeared into the bathroom for a long shower while I lounged on the bed with my laptop.

When she emerged in her modest cotton nightgown, hair damp and smelling of lavender, I patted the mattress beside me. “Come here, baby. I want to show you something.”

She hesitated, then climbed in, tucking her legs beneath her. “What is it?”

I opened a private browser tab and navigated to one of the discreet sites I’d researched earlier—something like Rocktie or a cuckold-friendly community that listed local profiles in the city. Profiles of couples and single men (bulls) filled the screen: confident men in their 30s and 40s, some muscular, some polished professionals, all advertising discretion and respect for boundaries.

Elena’s eyes widened. “Mark… what is this?”

“Fantasy fuel,” I said gently, keeping my arm around her shoulders. “Just looking. No one knows us here. Scroll with me.”

Her prim nature kicked in hard at first. She crossed her arms, cheeks burning. “This feels wrong. These people are actually doing it.”

“But some start exactly like us,” I replied, clicking on a couple’s profile where the wife looked conservative—dark hair, modest clothes in her photos, much like Elena. Her “about” section described a slow awakening on a special night. “Read this one.”

Elena leaned in despite herself. As she read the wife’s account of her first nervous meeting, her breathing changed. I slipped my hand under her nightgown, stroking her bare thigh. She was warm.

“Imagine that’s you,” I whispered, kissing her neck. “A handsome stranger messaging us. Telling you how stunning you look. How he’d love to make you feel desired while I watch.”

She swallowed hard. “I’m not like her. I don’t… dress like that or act like that.”

“You could,” I murmured, my fingers drifting higher until they brushed her pussy. She was already slick. “Look at this guy.” I clicked on a profile: “Alex,” mid-30s, tall, athletic build, dark hair, sharp jawline, a photo in a button-down that screamed confident professional. His bio mentioned respect for new couples, patience with first-timers, and a love for helping prim wives explore.

Elena stared. Her nipples hardened visibly through the thin fabric. “He’s… very good-looking.”

I circled her clit slowly. “Message him with me? Just to talk. Anonymous. See what happens.”

She shook her head, but her hips rocked against my hand. “Mark, this is crossing into real life.”

“Only as far as you want,” I promised, sliding a finger inside her. She gasped. “Tell me what you’d say to him.”

Elena’s voice trembled as she spoke the words: “Hi… my husband and I are curious. It’s our anniversary weekend still, and I’ve never done anything like this.” As she talked, I fingered her deeper, thumb on her clit. Her prim reserve cracked further; soft moans escaped.

We didn’t actually message anyone that night, but the fantasy escalated. Elena came hard on my fingers while staring at Alex’s photo, whispering, “He looks like he’d take control…”

Afterward, she curled against me, conflicted. “I can’t believe I got so wet from that. I feel like a different person.”

“You’re becoming who you were always meant to be,” I told her, holding her close.

The next evening, after work, Elena surprised me by initiating. She’d changed into a simple but slightly tighter blouse and skirt—still modest by most standards, but a step up from her usual. We sat together on the couch with my laptop again.

“I’ve been thinking about it all day,” she admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “At the library, helping patrons… all I could picture was that profile. Alex.”

My cock hardened instantly. “Then let’s do it. Create a quick anonymous profile. Just to chat.”

We did. Simple username, no face photos yet—just a tasteful shot of Elena’s neck and pearls from our anniversary dinner, cropped carefully. We sent a polite first message to Alex: “Hello, we’re a married couple in Houston exploring for the first time. My wife is very shy and proper. Curious about your experiences with new couples.”

The reply came faster than expected. Alex was online: “Hi there. Love that you’re taking it slow. Your wife sounds beautiful from that photo. What are you both hoping to experience?”

Elena’s hands shook as she typed with my guidance: “I’ve always been very reserved. My husband wants to watch me let go with someone confident. I’m nervous but… excited.”

The conversation flowed. Alex was smooth, respectful but direct. He asked what turned her on, what her limits were. Elena answered haltingly at first, then with growing boldness as I stroked her under her skirt. She admitted liking the idea of being “taken” while I watched, of feeling desired in a raw way she’d never allowed herself.

By the end of the chat, Alex suggested a low-pressure drink: “There’s a nice upscale lounge downtown—quiet corners, good cocktails. No pressure for anything more. Just conversation, see if the vibe is right.”

Elena looked at me, eyes dark with lust and fear. “Mark… a real drink? In public?”

I kissed her deeply, fingers buried in her soaked pussy. “Only if you want. Think how wet you’ll be sitting across from him, knowing I’m right there.”

She came again, moaning into my mouth. Afterward, she nodded shyly. “Okay… just drinks. Nothing more. This weekend?”

We set a tentative time for Friday night at a discreet, romantic spot downtown—soft lighting, private booths, the kind of place where conversations could turn intimate without anyone noticing.

That night, Elena rode me with unusual urgency, whispering details from the chat: how Alex said he loved making prim wives moan loud for the first time. Her prim facade was crumbling faster now.

Friday arrived, humid evening. Elena spent extra time getting ready. She chose a knee-length black dress—elegant, not slutty, but it hugged her hips and showed a hint of cleavage she usually hid. Pearls again, hair down in soft waves. She looked stunning: the prim librarian with a spark of something dangerous underneath.

We drove downtown in silence, her hand gripping mine tightly. “If I want to leave, we leave,” she said.

“Of course,” I reassured her.

The lounge was upscale and dimly lit—dark wood, leather booths, jazz playing softly. Alex was already there: tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a tailored shirt that showed off his physique. He stood when we approached, smiling confidently but warmly.

“Elena, Mark—great to meet you both in person.” His voice was deep, smooth. He shook my hand firmly, then took Elena’s gently, holding it a second longer than necessary. She blushed deeply.

We slid into a curved booth—me on one side of Elena, Alex on the other. Cocktails arrived: something fruity and strong for her. Conversation started light—work, traffic, our anniversary. But the undercurrent was electric.

Alex was good. He complimented Elena sincerely: how elegant she looked, how lucky I was, how her shy smile was captivating. As the second round came, he turned the talk gently sexual. “So, Elena… what’s one thing you’ve fantasized about but never told anyone?”

She sipped her drink, thighs pressed together. “Being… watched. While someone else touches me.”

Alex’s eyes darkened with interest. Under the table, his hand brushed her knee lightly—testing. Elena didn’t pull away. Instead, her breathing quickened.

I watched, heart hammering, cock straining. Alex leaned closer, murmuring something about how beautiful she’d look letting go. Elena’s hand found mine under the table, squeezing hard, but her other hand rested near Alex’s thigh.

The tension built. No kissing, no overt touching beyond that brush, but the air crackled. Elena’s prim composure was fraying visibly—flushed cheeks, parted lips, the way she leaned slightly toward him when he spoke.

When we finally said goodnight in the parking lot, Alex hugged her politely. “You’re even more lovely in person. Think about next time—no rush.”

In the car on the way home, Elena was trembling. “Mark… I was so wet the whole time. His hand on my knee… I almost wanted more.”

I pulled over in a quiet spot, yanked her dress up, and fingered her to a shattering orgasm while she recounted every moment. “Next time,” she whispered breathlessly, “maybe… a little more.”

The prim wife was well on her way to becoming a hotwife.


Chapter 4

The days after the lounge meeting passed in a haze of nervous excitement and quiet tension. Elena went back to her prim routine at the library—neat cardigans, sensible heels, polite smiles for patrons—but at home she was different. She initiated kisses that lingered. She wore shorter robes around the house. And every night, the fantasy talk grew bolder.

On Wednesday evening, we sat at the kitchen table after dinner, laptops open. Alex had messaged again, respectful but direct: he had a suite reserved at a discreet upscale hotel in the Uptown area for Friday if we wanted something more private than a public lounge. No pressure, but a safe, luxurious space with a separate seating area where I could watch comfortably.

Elena stared at the message, biting her lip. Her cheeks were flushed. “Mark… a hotel room. That means… actual touching could happen.”

I placed my hand on her thigh under the table. “Only what you want. We can set clear rules. Kissing, touching above the waist first. Or more. You decide the pace.”

She was quiet for a long moment, then nodded slowly. “I keep thinking about his hand on my knee. How confident he sounded. How he looked at me like I was… desirable. Not just loved.” Her voice dropped. “It scares me how much that turns me on.”

We typed the reply together: “Friday works. We’ll meet in the lobby bar first for a drink to ease in. Elena is nervous but excited. Rules: start slow, she sets the limits, full consent at every step.”

Alex replied quickly, reassuring and eager without being pushy. He understood first-time jitters and promised to make her feel safe and worshipped.

That night, Elena was insatiable. She rode me on the couch, grinding hard while whispering, “What if he kisses me in front of you? What if his hands feel different—stronger?” Her prim librarian voice had taken on a huskier edge. She came twice before I did, collapsing against me with a shy, almost guilty smile. “I can’t believe I’m actually considering this.”

“You’re glowing,” I told her, stroking her hair. “This is your anniversary gift to both of us.”

Friday evening arrived, thick with Houston humidity. Elena spent nearly an hour getting ready. She chose a deep emerald green wrap dress that tied at the waist—elegant and sophisticated, but when she moved, it hinted at the curves beneath. The neckline dipped just enough to show the swell of her breasts, and she wore the pearls again, along with sheer black stockings and modest heels. No overt slutty look; she still looked like the prim wife I married, but with an undercurrent of sensuality she could no longer fully hide.

We drove to the Uptown-area hotel in near silence. Her hand gripped mine so tightly her knuckles were white. “If I say stop, we stop,” she repeated.

“Always,” I promised.

In the lobby bar, soft lighting and piano music created an intimate atmosphere. Alex was waiting at a quiet corner table, looking sharp in a tailored jacket and open-collar shirt. He stood as we approached, his smile warm and confident.

“Elena, you look incredible,” he said, taking her hand and brushing a light kiss across her knuckles. Elena blushed deeply but didn’t pull away. We ordered drinks—wine for her, something stronger for the nerves.

Conversation flowed easier this time. Alex was charming without being aggressive: he asked about her work at the library, shared light stories from his own life as a consultant who traveled often. But his eyes kept returning to Elena with clear hunger. Under the table, his knee brushed hers occasionally. She didn’t move away.

After the second drink, Alex suggested we move upstairs. “The suite has a nice living area. Comfortable couches. We can talk more privately… or not talk.”

Elena looked at me, eyes wide with a mix of fear and arousal. I nodded. In the elevator, the air felt electric. Alex stood close to her, not touching, but close enough that she could smell his cologne—something masculine and woodsy. Elena’s breathing was shallow.

Inside the spacious suite, there was a large king bed, a separate seating area with a couch and armchair, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights. Soft lighting, a chilled bottle of champagne waiting.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” Alex said, pouring glasses.

Elena sat on the couch, smoothing her dress nervously. I took the armchair across from them, heart pounding, cock already straining against my pants.

Alex sat beside Elena on the couch, leaving a respectful distance at first. They talked softly—about fantasies, about boundaries. “Tell me what you want tonight, Elena,” he said gently. “Nothing happens without your word.”

She glanced at me, then back at him. Her voice was small but steady. “I… want to kiss you. While Mark watches.”

Alex smiled and leaned in slowly, giving her time. Their lips met—soft at first, then deeper. Elena’s hand rested on his chest. It was gentle, exploratory. But as the kiss continued, she melted into it. A tiny moan escaped her.

I watched, mesmerized, my hand unconsciously rubbing my cock through my pants. Seeing my prim wife kiss another man sent a rush through me unlike anything I’d felt.

Alex’s hand moved to her waist, stroking lightly over the fabric of her dress. Elena didn’t stop him. When they broke the kiss, her lips were swollen, eyes glassy. “That felt… different,” she whispered.

“Good different?” Alex asked.

She nodded, then looked at me. “Mark… he’s a good kisser.”

“Keep going,” I said, voice hoarse. “If you want.”

They kissed again, more passionately. Alex’s hand slid up her side, cupping her breast through the dress. Elena gasped into his mouth but arched into the touch. The prim control was slipping fast.

“Untie the dress,” I suggested quietly.

Elena’s hands trembled as she loosened the tie at her waist. The fabric parted, revealing black lace bra and panties, garter belt holding up her stockings. She looked vulnerable and incredibly sexy—still the elegant wife, but exposed.

Alex kissed down her neck, hands exploring her body with confident, firm touches. He cupped both breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples through the lace until they hardened. Elena moaned louder, her head falling back.

I unzipped my pants, stroking myself openly now as I watched my wife being touched by another man for the first time.

Alex lowered his head and sucked one nipple into his mouth through the lace. Elena cried out softly, her hand threading into his hair. “Oh… God…”

Her free hand reached out toward me. I moved closer, taking it. She squeezed hard as Alex continued worshipping her breasts, then moved lower, kissing her stomach, hooking his fingers in her panties.

“May I?” he asked, looking up at her.

Elena hesitated, breathing ragged, then nodded. “Yes… slowly.”

He slid her panties down her legs, exposing her neatly trimmed pussy. She was glistening with arousal. Alex kissed her inner thighs, then licked her slowly, deliberately. Elena’s hips bucked. Her prim little gasps turned into unrestrained moans.

“Mark… he’s… oh, he’s good at that,” she panted, eyes locked on mine while another man ate her out.

I stroked faster, the cuckold thrill surging through me.

Elena came hard within minutes, her body shaking, a loud cry escaping her lips—the loudest I’d ever heard from her. When she came down, she looked dazed, flushed, and more alive than ever.

Alex sat back, wiping his mouth, smiling. “You taste incredible, Elena. Ready for more when you are.”

She looked between us, chest heaving, the prim wife visibly transforming before my eyes. “I… I think I am.”

The night was only beginning.


Chapter 5

Elena sat on the edge of the king-sized bed in the luxurious hotel suite, her emerald wrap dress hanging open like a forgotten robe. Her black lace bra was pushed down beneath her breasts, nipples glistening from Alex’s mouth. Her panties lay discarded on the carpet, and her stockings were still clipped to the garter belt, framing her slick, swollen pussy. She looked breathtaking—flushed, trembling, and no longer the perfectly composed librarian I had married.

Alex stood before her, shirt unbuttoned, revealing a toned chest and defined abs. His cock strained visibly against his trousers. He waited patiently, letting her set the pace.

Elena looked at me where I sat in the armchair a few feet away, my own cock in my hand, stroking slowly. Her eyes were dark with lust and a hint of lingering hesitation.

“Mark… are you sure?” she asked, voice husky but still carrying that prim undertone.

“I’ve never been more sure,” I told her, my voice thick with arousal. “I want to watch you take him. All of him.”

She swallowed hard, then turned back to Alex. “I want you inside me. But… start slow. Please.”

Alex nodded, his voice calm and commanding. “Of course, beautiful.”

He undressed fully, revealing a thick, veined cock that was noticeably larger and harder than mine. Elena’s eyes widened, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She reached out tentatively and wrapped her fingers around him, stroking once, twice. The contrast—her delicate, manicured hand on another man’s heavy shaft—sent a jolt straight to my groin.

Alex groaned softly. “That feels good.”

Elena leaned forward and placed a shy kiss on the head, then another, her tongue darting out experimentally. It was the first time in ten years she had touched anyone but me. She took him into her mouth slowly, sucking gently, her prim lips stretching around his girth. Alex’s hand rested lightly on her hair, not forcing, just guiding.

I stroked faster, mesmerized by the sight of my proper wife giving another man head.

After a few minutes, Alex pulled back gently. “I want to fuck you now, Elena. Is that okay?”

She nodded, lying back on the bed and spreading her legs. The prim wife was gone; in her place was a woman discovering raw hunger. “Yes. Fuck me.”

Alex positioned himself between her thighs, rubbing the thick head of his cock up and down her soaked slit. Elena moaned, hips lifting eagerly. When he pushed inside—slowly, inch by inch—she cried out, her back arching.

“Oh God… he’s so big,” she gasped, eyes locking onto mine. “Mark… he’s stretching me. It feels so different… so full.”

I watched every moment as Alex sank deeper until he was buried to the hilt. Elena’s hands clutched the sheets, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. He began to move—long, deep strokes that made her breasts bounce with each thrust.

“Tell me how it feels,” I urged, voice rough.

“So good,” she moaned loudly, no longer trying to stay quiet. “He’s hitting places you never reach. Harder… Alex, please go harder.”

Alex obliged, picking up speed, his hips slapping against hers. The wet sounds of their fucking filled the room. Elena’s prim reserve shattered completely. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his back, and began meeting his thrusts with her own.

“Yes… fuck me… just like that,” she cried out, her voice breaking into raw, uninhibited moans I had never heard from her in ten years of marriage.

I edged myself, not wanting to come too soon, as I watched my wife get thoroughly fucked by another man on our extended anniversary night.

Alex flipped Elena onto her hands and knees, facing me directly. Her dark hair was messy, pearls still around her neck, breasts swaying as he re-entered her from behind with one powerful thrust.

“Look at your husband while I fuck you,” Alex commanded gently but firmly.

Elena’s eyes met mine. They were glazed with pleasure, pupils blown wide. “Mark… watch me. Watch him fuck your wife.”

She pushed back against Alex, taking him deeper, her ass rippling with every impact. The prim, shy Elena was gone. In her place was a hotwife discovering her power.

“Harder,” she demanded, voice hoarse. “Fuck me like you own this pussy tonight.”

Alex gripped her hips and pounded into her, the sound of skin on skin loud and obscene. Elena’s moans turned into cries—loud, filthy, unrestrained.

“I’m going to come… oh fuck, I’m coming on his cock!” she screamed.

Her body convulsed, pussy clenching visibly around Alex’s thick shaft as she came hard, juices coating him. She didn’t quiet down; she kept moaning through the orgasm, pushing back greedily for more.

Alex didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then pulled out and had her ride him. Elena straddled him eagerly, sinking down onto his cock with a long, satisfied groan. She rode him with abandon—hips rolling, breasts bouncing, one hand on his chest, the other reaching out to me.

I moved closer, taking her hand as she bounced on another man’s dick. “You’re so fucking sexy like this,” I told her.

“I love it,” she gasped, grinding down hard. “I love being watched. I love his big cock stretching me. I’m your hotwife now, Mark. Your dirty little hotwife.”

The words sent me spiraling. I stroked faster, pre-cum leaking.

Elena came again, screaming, her body shaking as she clenched around Alex. “Fill me,” she begged suddenly, voice breaking. “Come inside me. I want to feel it.”

Alex groaned, thrusting up hard a few more times before burying himself deep and releasing. Elena moaned loudly as she felt him pulse inside her, his cum flooding her married pussy.

When he finally pulled out, a thick trickle of his seed leaked from her well-fucked hole. Elena collapsed onto the bed, chest heaving, a dazed, satisfied smile on her face.

For a long moment, the room was filled with heavy breathing. Alex excused himself politely to the bathroom, giving us space.

I climbed onto the bed and pulled Elena into my arms. She was sweaty, marked with faint hickeys on her breasts and neck, and a thick trickle of Alex’s cum was slowly leaking from her well-fucked pussy down her inner thigh. She looked thoroughly used, glowing, and more beautiful than ever.

“Baby… how do you feel?” I asked softly, stroking her messy dark hair.

Elena nestled against my chest for a moment, then looked up at me with flushed cheeks and bright, hungry eyes. The shy prim wife from our anniversary dinner was almost unrecognizable now. “I feel… incredible. Free. Like I finally let go of everything I was holding back for ten years.” She bit her lip, a mix of lingering shyness and bold new confidence flickering across her face. “But there’s something else I want, Mark. Something I researched on my own after our late-night talks. I was too embarrassed to tell you at first.”

My heart skipped. I had spent countless secret hours reading the same forums and stories she must have found — the ones detailing every filthy detail of cleanup after a bull finished inside a hotwife. I had been terrified to bring it up, afraid it would push her too far, too fast, and scare away the prim Elena I loved.

“What is it?” I asked, my voice already thickening with renewed arousal.

Elena shifted, spreading her legs slightly so I could see the creamy evidence of Alex’s load glistening at her entrance. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper, still carrying that elegant librarian tone but now laced with raw desire. “I want you to clean me up. With your mouth. I read about it… how the husband licks his wife clean after she’s been taken. It turned me on so much — the humiliation, the intimacy, the way it shows complete surrender. I kept imagining you doing it while I touched myself.”

A rush of heat flooded through me. All those nights I had jerked off to the exact same fantasy, too ashamed to confess it to my proper wife. Now here she was, asking for it openly.

“I… I researched it too,” I admitted, my face burning even as my cock twitched hard against her thigh. “I wanted it so badly but I was scared you’d think I was disgusting. That it would ruin everything.”

Elena’s eyes softened with love, then sparkled with wicked delight. “We both wanted the same dirty thing and were too afraid to say it. No more hiding, Mark. Not anymore.” She gently pushed my shoulders, guiding me downward. “Clean your hotwife’s pussy. Taste what he left inside me.”

The words sent a powerful jolt straight to my groin. I moved between her spread thighs without hesitation now that the truth was out. Her pussy was puffy, red from the pounding, and leaking thick strands of another man’s cum. The musky, salty scent mixed with her familiar sweet arousal hit me hard.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, collecting the first warm load of Alex’s seed. Elena moaned loudly, her hand threading into my hair. “Yes… just like that. Lick it all up. This is what I’ve been craving.”

Encouraged, I dove in fully. My tongue plunged deeper, scooping out more of the creamy mixture and swallowing it down. The taste was intense — salty, slightly bitter, blended with Elena’s own juices. I sucked gently on her clit, then pushed my tongue inside her used hole, eagerly cleaning every drop while she writhed beneath me.

“Oh God, Mark… you’re really doing it,” she gasped, her hips rocking against my face. “You’re licking another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy. It feels so dirty… so right. I love seeing you like this.”

I groaned into her folds, the humiliation and intimacy pushing me into a frenzy. I licked and sucked with devotion, making obscene wet sounds as I thoroughly cleaned her. Elena’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in my hair as another orgasm built.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded, her voice gaining strength. “Clean me completely, then fuck me with your cock still tasting him.”

Her words drove me wild. I worked faster, devouring every trace until her pussy was glistening only with my saliva and her fresh arousal. When I finally pulled back, my face was shiny and slick, lips swollen.

Elena looked down at me with pure lust and affection. “Good boy,” she whispered, the prim wife now fully replaced by my eager hotwife. She pulled me up and kissed me deeply, tasting herself and Alex on my tongue without hesitation.

We made love slowly after that. My cock slid easily into her freshly cleaned but still loose pussy. Elena rode me with tender urgency, eyes locked on mine the entire time.

“I’m yours forever,” she murmured against my lips. “But I’m also a hotwife now. And next time… I want to do this again. Maybe with Alex. Maybe with someone new. I want more adventures, Mark. I want to explore everything.”

The thought made me explode inside her, filling her with my own load as she came one final time — soft, sweet, and deeply connected.

Afterward, we lay tangled in the ruined sheets, her head on my chest, fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin. Alex had slipped out quietly after saying his goodbyes, leaving us alone with our new reality.

“Happy anniversary,” she said softly, kissing my cum-and-Alex-flavored lips once more. “This is only the beginning, isn’t it?”

“Happy anniversary, my beautiful hotwife,” I replied, holding her close. “Only the beginning.”


Chapter 6

Two weeks had passed since that transformative night in the hotel suite. Life in our quiet suburb had returned to a surface-level normalcy. Elena went back to the library in her neat cardigans and sensible skirts, helping patrons with polite smiles. I returned to my office job, but every spare moment my mind replayed the image of my prim wife riding another man’s cock and then guiding my mouth to clean her up.

At home, though, everything had changed.

Elena was more affectionate, more playful, and far bolder in the bedroom. She had started wearing sexier lingerie under her conservative work clothes — tiny lace thongs and sheer bras she ordered online. Every night we talked openly about that first experience. No more secrets.

One Thursday evening, after dinner, we curled up on the couch with a glass of wine. Elena’s head rested on my shoulder, her hand idly stroking my thigh.

“I’ve been thinking about Alex,” she said softly, her voice carrying that new husky edge. “The way he felt inside me… the way you cleaned me afterward.” She paused, cheeks flushing. “I want to see him again, Mark. Soon.”

My cock stirred instantly. “You’re sure?”

She nodded, biting her lip in that familiar prim way, now mixed with excitement. “Very sure. But this time I want to be a little bolder. Maybe… invite him here? To our house?”

The suggestion sent a thrill through me. Bringing a bull into our marital bed felt even more intimate — and risky — than a neutral hotel room.

We messaged Alex that same night. His reply was quick and enthusiastic: he was free Saturday evening and loved the idea of coming to our home. We set clear boundaries again, but Elena added a new request in the chat: “I want Mark to watch from the beginning this time. And… I want to try being a bit more in control.”

Saturday arrived with nervous anticipation. Elena spent the afternoon preparing. She chose a simple but seductive outfit: a fitted black blouse unbuttoned just enough to show lace, a knee-length pencil skirt that hugged her hips, and the pearls. Underneath, she wore a matching red lace bra and thong set she had bought specifically for tonight — far racier than anything from our anniversary.

When Alex knocked on the door at 8 PM, Elena answered it herself. She greeted him with a confident smile and a lingering kiss on the cheek.

“Welcome to our home,” she said, her voice steady.

Alex stepped inside, looking sharp in a casual button-down and jeans. He shook my hand warmly, then turned his attention fully to Elena. “You look stunning. Even more beautiful than last time.”

We started in the living room with drinks — wine for Elena, whiskey for Alex and me. The conversation flowed easily at first, but the sexual tension built quickly. Elena sat between us on the couch, her skirt riding up slightly as she crossed her legs.

After the second glass, she took charge in a way I had rarely seen. She turned to Alex, placed her hand on his thigh, and said, “Last time you led. Tonight, I want to show you what I’ve been fantasizing about since that night.”

She leaned in and kissed him deeply, her hand sliding up his chest. Alex responded eagerly, cupping her breast through her blouse. I sat in the armchair across from them, heart pounding, already hard as I watched my wife initiate.

Elena broke the kiss and stood, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. She let it fall open, revealing the red lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. Then she unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it, standing before us in just her lingerie, stockings, and heels — elegant, proper on the outside, but now deliberately seductive.

“Mark, come sit closer,” she instructed softly. “I want you to have the best view.”

I moved to a chair right beside the couch. Elena straddled Alex’s lap, grinding slowly against the bulge in his jeans while kissing him again. Her moans were soft at first, then grew louder as his hands roamed her body — squeezing her ass, pinching her nipples through the lace.

She glanced at me frequently, making eye contact as she reached down and freed Alex’s thick cock from his pants. “Look how hard he is for me,” she whispered to me, stroking him with long, confident strokes. “Bigger than you, baby. And tonight I’m going to ride him right here in our living room.”

Elena pushed her thong aside and lowered herself onto him slowly, gasping as he stretched her again. “Oh fuck… still so thick.” She began to ride him with deliberate rolls of her hips, her breasts bouncing in the red lace bra.

I stroked myself openly, mesmerized. Elena’s pace quickened. She braced her hands on Alex’s shoulders and fucked him harder, her prim librarian voice turning filthy.

“Watch me, Mark. Watch your wife fuck another man in our house. This is what I am now — your hotwife.”

Her moans filled the room as she chased her pleasure. Alex thrust up to meet her, gripping her hips. Elena came first, crying out loudly, her body shaking as her pussy clenched around him.

“Don’t pull out,” she commanded breathlessly. “I want to feel you come inside me again.”

Alex groaned and obeyed, filling her with a second load deep inside her married pussy.

Elena stayed on Alex’s lap for a moment, catching her breath, his cock still buried inside her. When she finally lifted off, a thick stream of his cum leaked down her thigh.

She looked at me with dark, satisfied eyes. “Your turn, husband. Clean me up — right here on the couch.”

I dropped to my knees without hesitation. Elena spread her legs wide, presenting her freshly fucked pussy. Cum was already dripping onto the cushion. I leaned in and licked eagerly, tasting the familiar salty mix of Alex and my wife. Elena moaned, holding my head in place with one hand while her other played with her clit.

“That’s it… lick every drop. This is what good cuckold husbands do for their hotwives.”

Alex watched with a satisfied smile, sipping his drink as I thoroughly cleaned her. Elena came again on my tongue, grinding against my face until she was trembling.

After Alex left with warm goodbyes and a promise to stay available, Elena and I moved to our bedroom. She pushed me onto the bed and straddled my face again, still dripping slightly.

“I loved tonight,” she confessed as I licked her. “Being in my own home, taking what I want, knowing you’re watching and cleaning me afterward… it’s even better than the hotel.” She paused, then added with a wicked little smile, “But I think I’m ready for more than just Alex. Maybe next time we find someone new. Or… perhaps we try something riskier. Like a public tease first.”

I groaned into her pussy, the idea sending fresh arousal through me.

Elena rode my tongue until she came once more, then slid down to take my cock inside her. As we made love slowly, she whispered hot promises in my ear:

“Next time, I want to dress even sluttier. Maybe flirt with a stranger at a bar while you watch from across the room. Or bring two men home. I want to keep exploring, Mark. I want to become the hotwife you always fantasized about — and more.”

We came together, locked in a deep, loving kiss, the taste of another man still on both our tongues.

As we lay tangled in the sheets afterward, Elena traced patterns on my chest. “This isn’t the end, is it? It’s only the next chapter of our story.”

I kissed her forehead. “Far from the end, my beautiful hotwife. There’s so much more to come.”

The prim wife was gone. In her place was a confident, insatiable woman ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 7

Three weeks after Alex’s visit to our home, Elena had fully embraced her new identity. At the library she remained the picture of prim professionalism — neat bun, modest dresses, soft-spoken — but the moment she stepped through our front door, the hotwife emerged. She talked openly about her desires, sent me teasing photos from work showing a flash of lace under her skirt, and initiated sex almost every night while recounting her favorite moments with Alex.

One Friday evening, she surprised me with a bold plan.

“I want to go out tonight,” she said while getting ready. “Not a hotel. Not our house. Somewhere public. I want to flirt with a stranger while you watch from across the room. Then bring him back here… or maybe let things go further if it feels right.”

She chose her outfit carefully: a sleek, form-fitting red cocktail dress that ended mid-thigh, plunging just enough at the neckline to show the swell of her breasts, paired with sheer black stockings and heels. The pearls stayed — a reminder of the prim wife she used to be. Underneath, she wore nothing but a tiny black thong.

We drove to a trendy upscale bar in downtown known for its dim lighting and sophisticated crowd. Elena entered first and took a seat at the long marble bar. I sat at a small table twenty feet away, nursing a whiskey, heart hammering with excitement and nerves.

Within minutes, a tall, handsome man in his late thirties approached her. He had a confident smile and an athletic build. They started talking — easy laughter, lingering eye contact. Elena crossed her legs, letting her dress ride up slightly, and touched his arm while laughing at something he said.

From my vantage point I watched every detail: the way she leaned in closer, the subtle arch of her back that pushed her breasts forward, the way she occasionally glanced toward me with a wicked little smile.

His name was Tom. After twenty minutes of flirtatious conversation, Elena excused herself briefly and came over to my table.

“He’s interested,” she whispered, eyes sparkling. “He thinks I’m here alone on a girls’ night. I told him I’m married but my husband is… understanding. He wants to buy me another drink and see where the night goes.” She kissed me quickly, tasting of gin and excitement. “Stay close. Watch everything.”

She returned to Tom. The touching grew bolder — his hand resting on her knee, then sliding higher under the hem of her dress. Elena didn’t stop him. Instead, she parted her thighs slightly and whispered something in his ear that made him grin.

My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched my once-prim wife being openly groped in a public bar.

After another round, Elena leaned in and kissed Tom — a deep, hungry kiss right there at the bar. When they broke apart, she looked straight at me and mouthed the words: “Take me home.”

Back at our house, the energy was electric. Tom was clearly surprised but thrilled when he realized I would be watching. Elena took control immediately, leading him into our bedroom while I followed and settled into the reading chair in the corner.

She pushed Tom onto the bed and stripped slowly for both of us, peeling off the red dress to reveal her naked body except for the stockings and pearls. Then she undressed him, dropping to her knees and taking his cock into her mouth with growing confidence. Tom groaned as my wife sucked him eagerly, her head bobbing, eyes occasionally flicking toward me.

“You have a very naughty wife,” Tom said, voice thick.

“She’s becoming even naughtier,” I replied, stroking myself slowly.

Elena climbed onto the bed and straddled him, guiding his cock to her entrance. She sank down with a long, satisfied moan. “He feels so good, Mark. Different from Alex… thicker at the base.” She began riding him with steady, rolling hips, her breasts bouncing, pearls swaying between them.

Tom’s hands gripped her ass as he thrust up into her. Elena’s moans filled our bedroom — loud, uninhibited, and deliciously filthy.

“Watch your hotwife get fucked in our marriage bed,” she gasped, looking directly at me. “This is what I am now. I love it. I love being shared.”

She came hard on his cock, crying out as her body shook. Tom flipped her onto her back and fucked her with deep, powerful strokes. Elena wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper.

“Come inside me,” she begged. “Fill this hotwife’s pussy.”

Tom groaned and emptied himself deep inside her, pumping rope after rope of cum into my wife while I watched from just a few feet away.

Tom caught his breath, thanked us both for an incredible night, and left shortly after, promising discretion.

Elena lay on the bed, legs spread, cum leaking steadily from her well-used pussy. She looked radiant — flushed, satisfied, and completely at ease with her new self.

“Come here, husband,” she said softly, beckoning me with one finger. “Clean me up. I want to feel your tongue right now.”

I crawled between her thighs and dove in eagerly. The taste of another man’s load mixed with her arousal was intoxicating. I licked and sucked every drop, pushing my tongue deep inside her as Elena moaned and held my head in place.

“Mmm… such a good cuckold,” she purred. “Licking a stranger’s cum out of me after watching him fuck your wife. I researched so many things these past weeks… and this never gets old.”

When she was thoroughly cleaned, she pulled me up and kissed me deeply, sharing the taste. Then she guided my cock into her slick, loose pussy.

As we made love slowly and tenderly, Elena whispered against my lips, “I loved tonight. Being bold in public, bringing a stranger home, knowing you were watching every second… it’s everything I never knew I needed.”

She paused, then added with a shy yet excited smile, “But I think I’m ready for even more. I’ve been reading stories about… bigger, thicker men. Black men. BBC. The thought of being stretched even further, of taking something so powerful while you watch and clean me afterward… it turns me on more than I can explain.”

My hips stuttered at her words. The image of my elegant, formerly prim wife impaled on a massive black cock flashed through my mind.

“I want that too,” I admitted, thrusting deeper. “Whenever you’re ready. We can find the right man. Make it special.”

Elena smiled, her eyes shining with love and lust. “Good. Because I’m not done exploring. Not even close. Next time it might be Alex again. Or Tom. Or… a strong, well-hung black bull who can really ruin me for anyone else.”

She came again around my cock, pulling me over the edge with her. We collapsed together, breathless and entangled.

Later, as we lay in the dark, her head on my chest, Elena traced slow circles on my skin.

“Thank you for giving me this life, Mark. For turning your prim little wife into your hotwife. I love you more than ever.”

“I love you too,” I whispered. “My beautiful, insatiable hotwife.”

She kissed my chest softly. “This story isn’t over. It’s only just beginning. Who knows what I’ll crave next… or who.”

The prim, proper Elena of ten years ago was gone forever. In her place was a confident, sexually liberated hotwife who had only started to discover the depths of her desires — including the growing fantasy of surrendering to a well-endowed black bull.

Our anniversary gift had become a lifelong journey of pleasure, surrender, and shared filthy adventures.

And we couldn’t wait to see where it would take us next.

The End… for now.
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