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Chapter One

◆◆◆

The sauna at the Alpine Retreat was tucked into a secluded wing of the resort, far from the bustling ski lodges and après-ski bars where tourists clinked glasses and laughed off the day’s falls. We’d chosen this place in the Swiss Alps for a quiet weekend getaway — Marcus and I, celebrating our fifth wedding anniversary with nothing but snow-capped peaks, fondue, and the particular luxury of having nowhere to be.

The brochure had promised “authentic thermal experiences,” but it hadn’t mentioned the nudity policy until we arrived at the discreet wooden door marked Nacktbad in elegant script.

Marcus raised an eyebrow as the attendant, a stern woman with a clipped German accent. She handed us fluffy white robes and explained the rules in the unhurried way of someone who’d explained them ten thousand times.

“No swimsuits inside. Towels are for sitting on only. Please respect others’ space.”

She eyed us as if we might bolt, but we didn’t. We’d skinny-dipped before, in private hot springs on our honeymoon in Iceland, laughing like teenagers and gasping at the cold. This felt like an adventure, a spicy twist to our weekend. Marcus pressed his lips to my temple as we walked to the locker room, his hand warm at the small of my back.

“We don’t have to do this… If it’s too much.”

“I want to.”

I said what I meant, my skin tingling, my heart pounding faster.

We changed in the dim locker room, the air already thick with eucalyptus and steam seeping under our door. I undressed slowly, folding each piece of clothing with a care that was really just nerves in disguise. My silk panties — black lace, chosen that morning with Marcus in mind — went on top of the pile. My skin prickled in the cool air, aching nipples tightening as I wrapped the robe around me.

Marcus followed, unhurried and easy in his body, the way he always was. Five years of marriage and I still caught my breath at him: lean runner’s frame, broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, the familiar geography of the man I knew by touch in the dark. He caught me looking and smiled — that particular smile, the private one — and he pulled me close for a quick kiss that tasted of mint toothpaste and the coffee we’d shared over breakfast.

“Are you ready to bare it all, Elena?”

I laughed, my nerves bubbling just under the surface.

“As long as you behave yourself.”

He kissed my nose.

“Absolutely not.”

We entered the sauna proper, shedding our robes at the hooks by the door. The heat hit like a wave — thick, enveloping, scented with pine resin and the faint mineral richness of geothermal springs somewhere far below. The room was a cavern of dark cedar, tiered benches rising in a semicircle around a central stove piled with glowing rocks.

Steam hissed from vents in lazy, curling wisps that softened the edges of everything, turned the low golden lighting into something almost amber, turned skin to burnished silk.

There were only a handful of people inside. An older couple on the top bench, eyes closed in quiet meditation, their breathing slow and synchronized. A lone woman stretched out on her towel on the middle tier, one arm draped over her eyes, her full breasts rising and falling with deep, even breaths.

And opposite the entrance, on the middle bench — him.

A man in his mid-thirties, built like something carved rather than grown. His skin gleamed with sweat in the low light, dark and luminous, every muscle rendered sharp by the humidity and the gold of the lamps above him. His broad chest, ridged stomach, and powerful thighs were spread in the easy, unself-conscious way of someone entirely comfortable in his body. His head was tilted slightly back, eyes half-lidded, jaw loose.

And between his thighs, his thick, long, black cock.

It rested heavily against his leg — longer, and thicker than any cock I’d seen, even entirely soft as it was now. The ebony shaft curved gently downward under its own weight, and I felt it coiling heavily in the pit of my womb. The head was a plump, ruddy, flared crown, and at the tip, a single bead of moisture glistened. It caught the light, then dribbled, tracing a slow, unhurried path down to the wooden floor.

I stopped walking and stared, gulping.

Marcus’s hand found the small of my back and nudged me forward, gently. We settled on the lower bench across from him, arranging our towels beneath us, and I fixed my gaze firmly on the pile of glowing rocks and kept it there for as long as I could manage, which was not long at all.

My eyes drifted back to him. I couldn’t help it. The heat pressed in from all sides, making my skin slick and my thoughts slow, and still my gaze returned to him — to the weight of him, the ease of him, the way that big black cock pulsed faintly with his heartbeat and seemed to swell, almost imperceptibly, as the minutes passed.

His eyes caught mine, dark hazel, no smile, just a question I felt too ashamed to answer aloud.

Heat bloomed between my thighs that had nothing to do with the sauna.

I pressed my legs together. That only made it worse — a slow, insistent friction that sent sparks straight to my core. My nipples hardened against the humid air, aching. I shifted on my towel and felt the unmistakable slick of my own arousal, sudden and shocking in its intensity.

Marcus leaned close, his whisper warm at my ear.

“You’ve gone very pink, babe.”

“It’s hot in here.”

“Elena.”

I looked at him. His expression was careful — not suspicious, not amused exactly. Attentive in the way he got when something mattered.

“It’s the heat, honestly, Marcus.”

Even I didn’t believe it.

My husband glanced across the room. Looked for long enough that I knew he’d found the same thing I had. He went very still for a moment, the way he did when he was thinking.

“Ah, I see.”

“Don’t.”

“I’m not doing anything.”

“Marcus. Please.”

“I’m genuinely not.”

He glanced again — longer this time, slower.

“That’s a fucking impressive cock.”

“Oh dear.”

“And black too. A taboo many ladies would love to tick off.”

My clit throbbed, a steady pulse that matched the vein I could see running the length of that gorgeous shaft from here. The bead of moisture at his slit had grown, a slow drip now trailing down the underside, shining.

I imagined — I couldn’t help imagining — the weight of it on my tongue, the taste, salt and heat burning, and something I had no business thinking about while my husband sat beside me.

My pussy clenched so hard I pressed my lips together to keep quiet.

Marcus’s hand settled on my thigh under my towel. Not possessive. Just there — warm, familiar, knowing.

“Elena. You’re staring.”

“I know.”

My voice came out smaller than I intended.

“I can’t seem to stop.”

“He doesn’t seem to mind.”

“But it’s wrong, Marcus.”

“It’s just looking. I am too.”

My husband didn’t move his hand. He just rubbed a slow circle on my inner thigh with his thumb, thoughtful, while looking across the room again as if he were considering something carefully.

“Is it wrong, Elena—“

“Fuck…”

My husband stopped, then started again.

“Do you want to fuck him?”

I turned to face him so fast my neck protested. His eyes were steady on mine. No anger in them. No hurt. Just that same careful, attentive expression — and beneath it, something I couldn’t immediately name, something warm and alive.

“That’s not a serious question.”

“It is.”

“Marcus, we’re married.”

“I’m well aware.”

He looked at me with patient amusement.

“That wasn’t what I asked.”

My heart hammered. I looked down at my own hands, then across the room, then back at my husband’s face. I couldn’t lie to him. I had never been able to lie to him, not about the things that mattered, and the fact that my body was answering the question without my permission — the slick heat between my thighs, the ache in my chest — felt like the most honest thing in the room.

“I don’t know...”

Words slipped out at last, truthfully.

“Maybe. I think maybe I do, and I don’t know what to do with that.”

Marcus said nothing for a moment. His thumb kept its slow circle on my thigh.

“What if you didn’t have to do anything with it. What if I took care of it for you?”

I stared at him.

His cock was half-hard now, pressing against his leg, lifting slowly from his thigh. I stared at that too.

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying—”

He exhaled in a sigh, paused, and smiled.

“I’m saying that watching you look at him, watching what it’s doing to you, is doing something to me too. Something I didn’t expect. I think I’d like to watch. If you wanted to. If that was something that—”

“Marcus.”

“I know how it sounds.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

He met my eyes, completely serious.

“I do. And I’m still saying it.”

“You’re giving me to another man… for him to take me, inside where only you have been.”

“Yes… I am.”

The sauna was very quiet. The older couple on the top bench hadn’t moved. The woman with her arm over her eyes hadn’t stirred. They watched us, smiling, tiny, almost imperceptible nods consenting to us if we didn’t mind an audience.

Across the room, the man’s eyes had opened — just slightly, just enough — and he was watching us. His expression was calm and patient. As though he understood exactly what was happening and had no intention of rushing it.

His cock had thickened. The ruddy head was swollen now, flushed darker, shining.

I leaned into my husband and whispered.

“Say no.”

My voice was steady, but my hands were not.

“If any part of you wants to say no, say it now, and I’ll follow you out of here, and we’ll never mention it again.”

He looked at me for a long time. Then he looked across the room. Then he looked back at me and shook his head — slowly, deliberately.

“I can’t.”

Marcus stood first.

He crossed the short distance to the man without hurrying, his erection making no apologies. The man raised an eyebrow but didn’t move — didn’t tense, didn’t lean forward. He simply waited, still and unhurried, entirely at ease.

“My name’s Marcus.”

My husband’s voice was steady.

“My wife — she’s been looking at you.”

The man’s mouth curved. Deep-set eyes, warm and knowing.

“I noticed.”

His voice was low, accented — West African, I thought, somewhere coastal.

“My name is Kwame. I’m here on business. I leave tomorrow.”

“That’s perfect.”

“For what?”

“My wife wants you to fuck her.”

“And you?”

“I want to watch.”

“I’d like that. Your wife is very beautiful.”

“She likes you too… especially your cock. It’s much bigger than mine.”

“And it’s black. Would I be the first black lover your wife enjoyed?”

“Yes.”

“It’s a taboo.”

“I know.”

“You must be sure, Marcus. Once I am inside your wife, there will be no stopping her. She will want this over and over.”

Marcus turned and held out his hand to me.

I stood on legs that didn’t quite feel like mine. The sauna air kissed the slick heat between my thighs. I crossed the room holding my husband’s hand, and Kwame’s eyes moved over me — unhurried, appreciative, entirely respectful — taking in my breasts, my waist, the flush that had spread from my chest to my throat.

Our spectators shifted to get the best possible view.

Kwame spread his legs slightly wider on the bench. His cock was fully erect now, and I felt my mouth go dry at the sight of it up close: at least nine inches long, and thick as my wrist, bulging veins standing proud along the shaft, the flared head glistening. It curved just slightly upward, as if reaching.

Marcus came behind me as I stared at my new lover. I felt his chest against my back, his hands cupping my hips, his own cock hard and insistent against the small of my back. He pressed his lips to the curve of my neck, and I felt him breathe me in.

“Tell me if you want to stop, Elena. Anytime. For any reason.”

“I won’t want to stop.”

“Tell me anyway.”

“I will.”

I promised, even though my words were redundant. I wouldn’t stop worshiping Kwami’s cock inside me, not until he filled me with semen — and then? Who knows.

“Marcus—”

“What?”

“I love you. That’s not changing. You understand that?”

His arms tightened around me.

“Nothing about tonight changes that. For either of us.”

He pressed a kiss to the back of my neck.”

“Now let me put you where you want to be. No condom.”

“I hate them. I want to feel him inside me… every bump, every vein.”

“And his cum?”

I stared at my husband, shamed and terrified, but he just smiled.

“Yes… Please, Marcus.”

“Good.”

He lifted me with the ease of long familiarity — my weight no mystery to him, the geography of my body known by heart. He turned me so my nipples were to his chest, my thighs draped over his forearms as he spread me wide. Then my husband positioned me in a slow, suspended reverse-cowgirl above Kwame’s gleaming cock. I could feel the heat of it from inches away, radiating upward into my creamy pink hole, before we’d even touched.

My husband’s mouth found my ear.

“Are you ready, Elena?”

“Yes…

I breathed.

“Please put me on him.”

Marcus lowered me with infinite care.

The head of Kwame’s cock kissed my entrance — hot, impossibly blunt, slick with his own want. I gasped as it parted my lips, stretching me in slow, relentless increments, wider than anything I knew, the sensation balanced on the exquisite edge between too much and exactly enough.

I was soaked — embarrassingly, gloriously soaked — and still I felt every millimeter of the stretch, every ridge and vein as Marcus’s steady arms lowered me further.

“Oh God—”

My voice broke on it.

“It’s—”

“I have you, darling.”

Marcus held fast, making sure I enjoyed every inch of my lover’s thick, black cock.

“I have you, babe.”

“I know… thank you.”

Kwame’s hands came to my hips, steadying and patient, not pulling, not pushing — just grounding me against the sensation.

“Easy, girl.”

His voice was low and warm

“Take what you need.”

“I want it all.”

“Have you been stretched like this before?”

“Fucking… never. Ahhh... You feel so good inside me.”

“And my cum?”

“Yes… inside me. You must. I fucking need this… I need you.”

“You are perfect… as is your cuck.”

And there it was. The word I never wanted any of them to say. I stared at my husband as it landed — the word, the fact, and our new reality. I gulped, and my brow furrowed, even as my pussy milked my lover’s cock.

“Are you okay?”

“Elena, I am a cuckold. I feel fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“I love this. I love you.”

Never averting his eyes from mine, Marcus kept lowering me onto Kwame’s cock until I was fully seated and my lover was buried to the hilt inside me. He filled me so completely that I felt the throb of his pulse through the walls of my cunt, felt him pressed against places that had never been pressed or felt before. I cried out and dropped my head forward against Marcus’s shoulder, my vision going briefly, beautifully white.

“Elena.”

Marcus’s voice was rough and thick.

“Look at me.”

I lifted my face to his.

“This is right… for us.”

“Yes.”

His eyes were dark, blazing, fixed on mine with an intensity that arrested my breath. His jaw was tight. His chest was heaving. And what I found in his expression — I hadn’t expected it, couldn’t have predicted it, and it undid me more completely than Kwame’s cock had.

It wasn’t jealousy.

It was joy.

A full, unguarded, almost helpless joy — the particular happiness of watching someone you love feel something wonderful. I had read the word once, in an article about open relationships, filed it away as something theoretical, something for other people.

Compersion.

The happiness of your partner’s happiness. The pleasure of their pleasure, even when — especially when — you’re not the source of it.

That was what lived in Marcus’s face now as my lover fucked me.

I reached up and cupped his jaw with one hand. He turned and pressed his lips to my palm, eyes still on mine.

“You feel incredible, Kwame.

“You look incredible. Both of you. The two of you together, me inside you, your cuck watching, loving-”

“I like you. I love my husband.”

“As it should be.”

“Please fuck me long and hard, so my husband can see how much you stretch and reshape me.”

Kwame moved then — a slow, measured thrust from below — and the words dissolved.

He fucked me with the patience of someone who understood that this was not a race, his hands guiding my hips up and down with a rolling rhythm, each stroke dragging against every nerve I had in long, deliberate waves. I felt my soft tissue walls sucking against his cock, gradually yielding, gradually reshaping.

I braced my hands on his thighs and rode him — slowly at first, then finding the rhythm, and chasing it, my breasts rising and falling with each roll of my hips, my breath coming ragged and high.

Marcus knelt, and I gasped as he spread my knees wider.

He positioned himself at the apex of us — his face level with where Kwame’s gleaming black cock disappeared into my body — and he looked up at me with dark, devoted eyes.

“Let me help you get there.”

“Yes, please.”

My husband’s mouth found my throbbing, creamy clit as my lover’s cock sawed me in half, his black cock a couple of inches from Marcus’s tongue and lips.

The sound I made was not dignified. My husband’s tongue circled my throbbing pink nub — hot and wet and perfectly calibrated to exactly what I needed, the precise pressure and rhythm of five years of learning me — while Kwame drove upward from below. The dual sensation of being fucked and licked was obliterating. I grabbed a fistful of my husband’s hair and ground my clit against his face while Kwame’s cock hit something deep inside me that turned my thighs to water.

“Yes… yes… yes—”

I could barely form words.

“Marcus, yes, please don’t stop, don’t—”

Kwame groaned beneath me, his grip tightening on my hips.

“She’s perfect…”

My lover’s voice was strained now, his patience finally fracturing.

“I’m going to—”

“Do it.”

Marcus growled against my clit as his tongue swept it from side to side, his voice muffled and hoarse.

“Cum inside my wife.”

Kwame’s cock swelled — I felt it, the impossible stretch of it increasing by a fraction — and then he erupted, hot and flooding and relentless, wave after wave of sticky heat painting my walls. The sensation tipped me off the edge I’d been balanced on, and I shattered, clenching my cunt around his throbbing cock so hard I felt every pulse of his release, shaking and crying out into the steam-thick air while Marcus sucked my clit through every aftershock.

We stayed like that for long, breathless seconds — Kwame’s cock still twitching inside me, Marcus’s lips still pressed to my clit, my hands shaking against his shoulders.

Then my husband looked up at me.

The joy was still there — fuller now, softer, his eyes slightly wet at the corners. He pressed his face to the inside of my thigh and held it there.

“Perfect.”

Just that. Just the one word.

The sauna door opened.

The three of us went still.

A man stepped into the heat — tall, broad-shouldered, blond, Nordic-looking, the kind of effortless physical confidence that came from being built like that and knowing it. He took in the scene in one practiced sweep of pale blue eyes, and his expression shifted from composed to interested without him moving a muscle.

His cock was already half-hard. The audience watched him, hoping, while I stared from my husband to the giant man. He stroked his cock once from root to tip — not performatively, just acknowledging the obvious. He looked at my husband, saw everything he needed, and his eyes moved to mine.

“Is there room for one more inside you?”

I looked at Marcus.

He looked at me, his expression open and careful and giving me everything.

“It’s your call, Elena.”

I looked at the blond man. I looked at Kwame, whose hands were still warm on my hips, his cum oozing from the gap his softening cock made. I looked at my husband, kneeling between us, his cock flushed and straining and untouched.

“Yes. But my husband goes last. Marcus is last and always for love.”

The blond man nodded. Kwame murmured his assent, and I caught the small, proud smile my husband couldn’t quite suppress before he smoothed it away.

“I’m Lars.”

“Elena. My cuck is Marcus.”

“Nice to meet you both.”

He crossed the room.

With careful hands — Marcus’s and Kwame’s — I was lifted free of the man who had filled me with sticky seed first. I felt the slide of him withdrawing, felt the rush of warmth that followed, felt the swollen, tender ache of a body that had been reshaped and was still adjusting.

Strings of Kwame’s cum dribbled from my gaping hole, snapping and falling to the floor, pooling disgracefully. I glanced at my husband, grimacing, feeling shame, but he laughed.

“You’re bound to dribble from a cock that size fucking you.”

“You don’t mind?”

“Not even slightly.”

“I won’t feel you, Marcus… inside me… when you fuck me later.”

“Something about that excites me, darling.”

Lars had lain back on the bench, his cock standing thick and curved and eager. Marcus guided me over him with the same steady hands, the same quiet care as he had presented me to Kwame.

I sank down slowly, my slick pussy squelching as I took my second cock within the hour.

Lars was different from Kwame — his cock wasn’t as long but identically thick, the upward curve of him reaching parts of me that were entirely new. I rocked once experimentally and felt the difference in him immediately: a bright, specific pressure that dragged a sharp sound from my throat.

“There… I feel you inside. I have hit the spot you crave but never had from your husband.”

“God, yes… You have.”

“Tell your husband. How much better than him I feel inside you.”

Marcus watched my face and smiled.

“Yes, Elena… tell me.”

“Oh fuck, yes. Watch him fuck me, honey.”

“I will.”

“He’s deep and like he says, just fucking perfect.”

Marcus knelt before me again, and this time, before his mouth found me, he paused, looking up at me with an expression I wanted to memorize and keep.

“I’m going to think about tonight forever, Elena.”

“So will I. Come here.”

He did.

Lars found his rhythm beneath me — that curved cock fucked me hard, working my G-spot with methodical, devastating precision while my husband’s tongue circled my clit and his fingers pressed at my entrance, collecting the mess we’d already made there. It was his tenderness that broke me first. Not the sensation of his tongue alone, not the fullness or the stretch my lover gave me or the dual stimulation, but the love in my husband’s face as he knelt between us and gave me this, gave me all of it, gave me himself in the most unexpected and generous way a person ever could.

“I’m scared.”

I gasped. Marcus lifted his head.

“Of what?”

“That this day will end.”

He pressed his lips to the inside of my knee, kissing as soft as a vow.

“It doesn’t end, Elena. This is just the beginning. You haven’t cuckolded me tonight. You’ve opened something. For both of us. Something we’ll carry home and keep.”

“I’m so happy right now.”

“And so am I… watching you, on them, knowing their cum is inside you, knowing that you are theirs now but mine forever.”

“I need your cum too.”

“You’ll have it.”

“I need this more, though.”

“And you’ll have that… one night bulls, steady lovers, whatever you desire. We’ll discover this lifestyle together.”

“And you’ll watch them fucking me?”

“Always.”

Lars thrust his hips upward, the curve of his cock finding that bright, specific place again, and the pleasure crested so suddenly that I didn’t have time to brace for it. I came apart — my orgasm louder than before, my body convulsing, my cunt clenching around my lover’s cock in long, rhythmic waves. I felt Lars follow through on his promise to cum inside me, his cock jerking against my soft, cum drenched walls, flooding me with the particular wet warmth that I would feel for hours, that would still be with me when Marcus finally drove me home through the snow.

I collapsed forward, and Lars caught me, handing me into Marcus’s arms, who wrapped them around both of us. He gathered me back to him, his lips at my temple, his heart pounding against my cheek.

“Are you okay?”

“Perfect. I’m perfect. Marcus, I need you. I need you now.”

“Are you sure?”

“I won’t feel you… is that okay?”

“That’s better. That’s how I want you… last, and stretched wide.”

“I am so full of their cum. I feel like a massive gap is inside me.”

“I won’t fill it, Elena.”

“I don’t want you to. I want you to cum inside me.”

My husband lay back on the bench, and I climbed over him — not reversing this time, not performing, just coming home, our eyes locked, semen dribbling from my ruined cunt onto his cock.

I straddled Marcus’s hips, then reached between us and guided him to my entrance, and sank down in one long, unhurried stroke. He reached up, and the sound he made against my collarbone when I took him fully was worth everything else the night had been.

He wasn’t the biggest cock I’d had tonight.

But he was the only one I loved.

I rolled my hips slowly, squelching two lovers’ cum over his cock, the gap between his cock and my walls oozing more into his pubic bush, watching his face. My husband smiled, his eyes closed, his jaw tight, the particular gorgeous strain of a man trying to hold on and losing — and I understood then what he had felt watching me.

“How do I feel inside?”

“Smooth, sticky, and used.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes… You feel relaxed inside, warm and comforting, not tight. You don’t need me.”

I glared at him, signaling my annoyance.

“Oh fuck, that’s not true. I need you more now than I ever have. I need to become yours again after every lover fucks me — to be reclaimed.”

“I can do that.”

Compersion moved through me like warm water, starting in my chest and spreading outward, the joy of his joy, the pleasure of watching pleasure cross the face of the person I knew better than anyone in the world.

I loved Marcus, my cuck. I loved him more completely in this moment than I had an hour ago, and I had loved him completely then.

“Look at me, Marcus.”

He opened his eyes.

I held his gaze and moved, and we came together — not frantically, not desperately — just deeply, the way people do when they’ve been married five years and still want to be married five hundred more.

Afterward, I lay curled against his chest in the amber heat of the cooling sauna, his heartbeat steady beneath my ear. Kwame had gone — Lars too, as had our spectators. We were alone in the cedar-dark warmth, my husband’s arm loose around my back, both of us still faintly glazed with sweat and the evidence of the evening.

“Happy anniversary, darling.”

I laughed — the deep, full kind that comes from somewhere below the ribs.

“Happy anniversary.”

He pressed his lips to the top of my head. Stayed there.

“I want to understand something, Elena.”

“Ask me anything.”

“When you were riding him — Kwame — and you looked at me—”

He paused, choosing his words.

“What did you see? In my face?”

I tilted my head up to look at him.

“Joy and love. Pure, ridiculous, unguarded joy and deep, endless love. I didn’t expect it. I didn’t know that was something you could feel.”

“Neither did I, Elena. Until tonight.”

“Is that strange for you?”

“Profoundly.”

He thought about it for a moment.

“Beautifully. I have never seen you happier in sex.”

“I have never been more satisfied.”

“Me neither.”

I settled back against my husband’s chest, three men’s seed swimming inside me, dribbles of it making my thighs sticky. Outside, somewhere far above us, snow was falling on the Alps in the dark — silent and slow and indifferent to everything happening in the warm rooms below. Inside, my husband held me in the particular way he had of holding me when something mattered, both arms, his chin resting on my hair, his breathing deep and even.

“Are you sure you want to do it again? Someday. Not tonight, but someday.”

There was a long pause.

“Yes, I want this often… with you and you with them. The way we just did it — together.”

“Together, of course.”

“I am a cuckold now, Elena.”

“First and foremost, you are my husband.”

“Yes.”

The sauna settled around us, wood and steam and warmth, the quiet hiss of the vents, the distant sound of the mountain world carrying on its patient, ancient business beyond the glass. I felt marked by the evening, inside and out, in ways that went below the surface, somewhere deep in my soul, in ways that would take weeks to fully understand.

But the first thing I understood — the clearest thing, the one that sat warmest in my chest — was this:

I had not lost anything tonight.

I had not shared my husband’s love by loving other men. I had deepened our love, and he had deepened it in kind, and what we were going home with was heavier and more real and more entirely ours than what we’d arrived with.

My husband pressed his lips to my hair, and I closed my eyes.

“Take me to bed, Marcus.”

“Yes.”

“Will you go down on me?”

“I want to.”

“And tomorrow—”

“Yes to that too.”

He answered before I could finish.

I smiled into his chest.

“I haven’t even said what it is yet.”

“I know.”

“Presumptuous, aren’t you?”

“Accurate, Elena. I know what you want, and it’s what I need too.”

And I knew he was right.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The morning light in our suite was pale and cool, the kind of alpine winter sun that filters through frost-laced windows and makes everything feel freshly laundered. Marcus had ordered breakfast to the room — fresh croissants, black coffee, a small pot of mountain honey — and now we lay tangled in the sheets, still naked from the night before, my thighs sticky with the dried remnants of Kwame, Lars, and my cuck.

I could feel where my lovers had stretched my inner walls. The scent of them lingered faintly on my skin — musky and mineral, threaded through Marcus’s familiar soap-and-sweat warmth. It should have felt wrong.

It didn’t.

My husband lay propped on one elbow, tracing idle circles over the curve of my hip with his fingertip, watching my face the way he did when he was memorizing something. I reached up and pressed my palm flat against his chest, feeling his heartbeat, steady, unhurried — and I let the quiet hold us both for a moment.

“Tell me the truth.”

I said it quietly, fixing my gaze on his.

“No filtering. How did it really feel, watching my bulls fuck me?”

Marcus exhaled through his nose — a soft sound, almost a laugh, that hadn’t quite found its way to his eyes yet.

“Like someone cracked open my ribcage and poured sunlight inside.”

He paused, his thumb brushing the sensitive skin just below my navel.

“I thought I’d feel possessive, jealous, or at the very least a little afraid. Instead, the moment Kwame took you, I felt proud. Proud that you trusted me enough to let go like that. Proud that I could give you something so intense and still be the one you looked at and loved when you came.”

My throat tightened. I reached up and cupped his jaw, feeling the faint stubble beneath my palm.

“You were crying at the end.”

My voice was gentle and probing.

“When Lars finished inside me, and you were still between us — I saw the tears on your cheeks.”

He nodded. Not embarrassed.

“Yeah. Happy tears… stupid perhaps, but they were overwhelming happy tears. I kept thinking—this is my wife, this beautiful, brave woman who’s letting herself be completely taken apart, and she’s still mine. She’s still coming back to me. That felt bigger than anything I’ve ever felt during sex.”

“And you sucked my clit while they were inside me.”

“I loved it.”

“And you tasted me… and them.”

“I loved that too.”

He exhaled slowly.

“That felt bigger than anything I’ve ever felt during sex. Bigger than anything.”

I blinked against the sudden heat behind my own eyes.

“You’re not stupid for any of that. Please don’t ever say that again.”

“I won’t.”

He looked at me differently then — the love still there, but beneath it something I didn’t yet have a word for. Something alive and wanting.

“I’ve never cum that hard in my life, Marcus.”

I kept my voice steady, though heat was already moving through me at the memory.

“I’ve never come that hard in my life. Not even close — not even with you fucking me. But every time I looked at you—every single time—it was you I was doing it for. Not just the stretch inside me, not just the taboo of two strangers filling me with cum or my first black cock. It was you watching, you loving it, you being so fucking generous with me. That’s what made me shatter.”

Marcus leaned down and kissed me slowly, his lips soft and lingering, tasting faintly of coffee and honey. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark and serious.

“I want more of that, Elena. Much more.”

“Why?”

“Not because I’m broken and not because I’m not enough.”

He held my gaze.

“Because seeing you radiant like that—completely undone and completely alive—is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever witnessed. And I want to keep giving it to you.”

My heart made a slow, aching turn in my chest.

“Then I want us to be careful. Always intentional. I don’t want this to feel like chasing something we can’t control.”

He nodded, then hesitated — his fingers drifting lower, grazing the crease where my thigh met my hip.

“There’s something else, Marcus.”

He spoke quietly, reverently, always staring deep into my eyes, always showing me the depth of love in his.

“Say it. Something you haven’t said out loud yet, Elena.”

I felt my cheeks flush before I spoke.

“My ass.”

“Yes.”

“I’ve never — not once. Not even a finger has been inside me there. I’ve always been too nervous. Too certain it would hurt.”

I exhaled slowly, the admission costing me something.

“But last night — when Kwame’s cock was balls deep inside me, and you were licking me — I kept thinking about it. What if I gave that part of me away, too? What if I let someone open me there, the way they opened and stretched my cunt.”

Marcus’s breath caught. Beneath the sheet, his cock stirred against my thigh.

“Do you want that, Elena?”

His voice sounded rough, almost like we were back in the sauna, like I was being impaled on a stranger’s cock. My pussy tingled, the cocks that had filled me echoing inside, slick, and semen mixing and pooling at my still slightly gaping, well fucked hole.

“I think I do, Marcus. I want to feel stretched there, filled in my back passage, claimed there. But…”

“But?”

I bit my lip, suddenly feeling shy. I held his gaze, letting the vulnerability of it settle around us both.

“I want to feel stretched there. My back passage filled and claimed somewhere I’ve never let anyone fuck me. But I thought — I wanted my husband to be the first. The man who knows every inch of me.”

He went very still.

For a long moment, he just looked at me — reading me, careful, entirely honest, his eyes locked on mine.

Then he shook his head. Slowly and gently.

“I want that too.”

The words said yes, his face didn’t, his expression almost painfully honest.

“God, Elena, the thought of being the first man inside your perfect little ass makes me ache. But I think… I think it should be a bull who fucks you first.”

My pulse jumped.

“Why?”

“Because I want to watch you discover that part of yourself the way I watched you discover the rest of it last night.”

His voice was low and deliberate, every word chosen.

“I want to see your face when that taboo breaks, when someone with a bigger and thicker cock, more experienced, eases into your anus for the very first time. I want to hold your hand while it happens, kiss your tears if it stings at first, whisper how proud I am. And then, when you’re ready—when you’re begging for it—I want to be the one who reclaims you afterward. Slowly, gently, and lovingly.”

“But you don’t want to be the first to fuck me there?”

“Not the one who takes that from you.”

The words landed in my belly like warm stones. I clenched — everywhere — at the image he painted.

“You’d really give that away.”

“I already gave your pussy to two men last night.”

His eyes were steady on mine.

“And I loved every second of it. This feels right to me. Does it feel the same to you?”

A breath moved through me, slow and unsteady.

“Yes, Marcus. I feel the strength in us as you become more of a cuckold. I am still available to you, anytime, any place.”

The words came from somewhere very true.

“Then I want to curate it for you.”

He brought my hand to his lips and kissed my knuckles, one by one.

“I want to find someone respectful and patient. Experienced enough to make it safe. And I’ll be right there — holding you through every second of it.”

My breath shuddered out of me.

“You’re being serious.”

“Completely.”

“Then I have to be honest about something else.”

I hesitated, feeling the mild shame of it alongside the heat.

“Tell me.”

“I want all my holes filled.”

Marcus went very still.

“At once?”

“Yes. While I hold your hand and look at you. I want to be overwhelmed completely and come undone for you, Marcus.”

I reached beneath the sheet and found his cock — already half-hard, already leaking against my palm — and I wrapped my fingers around him.

“I want the same thing.”

His voice was rougher now.

“Then call someone.”

My hand began to move, slow and deliberate.

“Find us a place. Tonight, if we can. I want six men. I want to be overwhelmed. Two of them black, please — thick and long cocks, like Kwame. Unapologetic when they fuck me in front of you. And one of them —”

I tightened my grip.

“— I want one of them to be the first inside my ass.”

Marcus groaned low, his hips tilting once toward my hand.

“I already know where to go.”

“Tell me.”

“There’s a private club just outside Zurich. They host special nights for cuckold couples. It’s by invitation only, vetted couples and bulls. I looked it up this morning while you were still sleeping. They do gangbangs for hotwives. I can call, send them photos of you… tasteful ones and let them choose the men.”

His voice had taken on that particular thickness he got when something mattered enormously.

“I want you to be first inside my back passage, Marcus.”

“I told you — “

“With your tongue — prepare the way for another man to fuck me there… please.”

He gasped and stared, his eyes widening as I watched. Then he exhaled, a long, slow breath, and grinned.

“I’d love to.”

My cunt fluttered at the thought—photos of me, naked or near-naked, being passed to strangers who would soon be inside me — every hole taken while my husband watched.

“I looked up the club this morning while you were sleeping.”

“Call them now.”

I held his gaze.

“Right now. While I hold your cock.”

My husband reached across me for his phone, his arm warm over my body, and found the number while I kept my hand moving — long, slow strokes, root to tip, feeling him stiffen fully in my palm.

The call connected on the second ring.

The voice that answered was smooth and precise, accented English with a faint American warmth underneath — the sound of someone who had left New York winters behind years ago and hadn’t looked back.

“Club Eros. This is Sophia speaking. How may I assist?”

Marcus cleared his throat, his free hand tightening on my thigh as I stroked his cock slowly, root to tip, feeling his stiffness and pulse in my grip. His voice was steady, but I could hear the undercurrent of excitement; a slight hitch was there.

“Hello, Sophia. My name is Marcus. I’m calling about your special events — specifically the cuckold nights. My wife and I are interested in arranging something private. Tonight, if that’s possible.”

There was a brief pause on the line, the faint click of a keyboard in the background.

“Tonight. We’re fully booked for our public event, but we do offer bespoke arrangements for vetted couples. Tell me more about what you have in mind. Is this your first time exploring the lifestyle formally?”

I listened intently to the voice on the speaker, my breath warm against my husband’s neck. His hips shifted subtly under my touch, a quiet groan escaping as I thumbed the slick head of his cock.

“Our first formal arrangement, yes. We had a spontaneous experience last night at a sauna in the Alps. It opened something for us.”

I stroked him slower, watching his jaw tighten.

“My wife—Elena—she wants to be overwhelmed tonight. She wants six men, respectful, experienced. Two of them black, preferably with builds like the one we encountered—thick, long, commanding but patient.”

Sophia’s voice warmed, moving from professional to something more personally engaged.

“We love to help new cuckold couples on their journey.”

“That’s us.”

“Your wife wants to be overwhelmed, how exactly? We prioritize consent and care here, so the more detail you can give me, the better I can curate the right group. And — before you answer — “

She paused while the only sound in the room was the slickness of my hand wanking my husband off.

“ — I need to hear consent from you, assuming you are the cuckold husband. We don’t humiliate here, so I need you to say what you want.”

There was a long pause during which my husband’s cock twitched in my palm. I slowed my pace, edging him on the precipice of orgasm.

“I would like six men to fuck my wife.”

“Good. A gangbang scenario.”

Each word she spoke sounded quietly approving.

“Are we talking about sequential men fucking your wife, or would you prefer something more simultaneous?”

Marcus glanced at me, his eyes dark with that same wild joy from the sauna. I nodded, squeezing his shaft encouragingly, feeling a fresh bead of precum slick my palm.

I squeezed his shaft gently and nodded, whispering the words, — You choose since you are giving me away..

“Simultaneously, if possible. My wife wants all her holes filled at once — mouth, pussy, and her ass.”

He said the last words steadily.

“Elena is an anal virgin, Sophia. I want that handled with particular care. Someone patient and experienced to open her for the first time. Big enough to stretch her, but careful enough to do it slowly.”

I bit my lip hard, my cunt clenching at the sound of my husband laying it all out — detailing my body and my desires to a stranger with such calm, deliberate care. Offering me. The heat that moved through me was violent and tender at once.

“An anal virgin? That’s a delicate first. We have bulls who specialize in taking and breaking such wives—experienced with prep, lube, and a slow entry. You mentioned your wife wants two black men—any preferences on the others? Ages, builds, and experience levels?”

“Varied is fine. Athletic, clean, and respectful above everything else. Thirty to forty-five, perhaps one younger.”

Marcus’s voice roughened as I pumped his cock again, twisting my wrist at the crown to palm and polish the top.

“And what about protection?”

“We would like all of the cocks bare. Elena wants to feel everything going on inside her — no condoms.

“We can arrange that. All our vetted bulls are regularly screened. You’ll have documentation on arrival.”

His cock had gone from half-hard to urgent in my hand, and I could feel the familiar tension building in his thighs against mine. I slowed my pace — edging him deliberately — and felt his breath stutter.

“I’ll be there the entire time. Watching. Holding her if she needs it. And I intend to prepare her ass myself beforehand with my tongue, to ease the way.”

Sophia was quiet for a moment.

“I think that’s very wise and lovely. Being the first inside your wife in any sense — even that way — matters. I can hear how much you care for her and wish for her to enjoy better lovers.”

And there it was. The word we had avoided. Better. My breath hitched audibly, and Sophia must have heard it because she chuckled softly. Her next words had a quiet weight to them.

“I can tell you understand compersion. The couples who come here for that reason — they’re the ones who leave changed for the better. Is your wife there with you right now?”

“Yes.”

“And is she touching you?”

Marcus smiled — I felt it in the shift of his breath.

“Yes.”

“I hope you cum while we are talking — I do love a good cuckold husband.”

“She’s trying hard.”

“Good. Enjoy her while you can. Our cucks aren’t permitted to enter their wives until they retire to the reclaiming suite. But everything else — kissing her, touching her, being close, licking her, and cleaning up the mess between bulls if you wish — that’s all encouraged. Some of our most devoted cucks find that it deepens the experience considerably.”

Marcus said nothing to that, but I felt the pulse of his cock against my palm.

“Now — for vetting. We’ll need photos of Elena on her own and both of you together. Full body is ideal, tasteful but honest, so our selected men can confirm the chemistry. And the couple’s shot confirms you’re real and aligned. Email everything to the address I’ll send you now.”

“Thank you.”

“Are there any hard limits? Pain play? Bondage? Are condoms mandatory for anal with Elena, or…?”

“No pain, no bondage…”

Marcus said it firmly, his free hand sliding between my thighs now, fingers dipping into my slick folds as I stroked him. I gasped softly, rocking against his touch.

“Elena wants bare cock for everything and cum inside—she craves the risk and the fullness of it.”

“Understood.”

Sophia’s tone was approving.

“That’s the kind of intentionality we encourage. Send the photos now, and I’ll review them with my husband—we own the club together. He’s American too, actually; we met in Zurich and built this place for couples like you. If everything checks out, we can secure the men within the hour. Our private suite is available tonight—discreet entry, full amenities, no interruptions.”

Marcus nodded, even though she couldn’t see it, his fingers curling inside me now, stroking that spot Kwame and Lars had claimed last night. I whimpered, my hand faltering on his cock as pleasure built.

“Perfect. Photos incoming. Thank you, Sophia.”

“One final question for Elena, if I may.”

My husband handed me the phone.

“Hi, Sophia.”

“You are a lucky woman.”

“I know

“Your husband is doing beautifully. One final question then, and it’s a practical one.”

My heart pounded as I stared into my husband’s eyes.

“Are you using birth control, or is this a real breeding event?”

The words landed in my belly like a stone dropped in deep water.

“I ask because you have come from America and often, cuckold couples visit overseas for the wife to be properly bred.”

Something shifted — a door cracking open in a part of my mind I hadn’t known was there. For one reckless, vertiginous second, I felt the pull of it — the impossible, forbidden weight of the answer I wasn’t allowed to give.

I snuffed it out. Hard.

And instead I wanked my husband fast and urgent — my wrist snapping, my palm slicking over his crown, until he groaned and tipped and spilled: hot ropes of semen against the back of my throat, my lips sealing around him to take every pulse of it, his whole body shuddering as Sophia’s patient voice waited on the other end of the line.

“I use birth control.”

My voice was a whisper, and Sophia never heard.

“Sorry, please repeat that.”

I almost threw the phone at Marcus, who managed to reply through a long, ragged exhale.

“My wife says she is using birth control, but maybe we can role-play.”

“I’ll ask the men to do precisely that — breed your wife hard, especially the black men.”

“Thank you, Sophia.”

“Perfect. My address is in your texts now. Send the photos, and my husband and I will select your men. We should have confirmation within the hour, then you pay by bank transfer — Five hundred euros all in.”

“We’ll send them now. Thank you again.”

“Enjoy your morning.”

She hung up.

Marcus tossed the phone onto the pillow and looked at me — chest heaving, cock still twitching, a damp stripe of his release on my chin that I dragged across my lip and tasted slowly, watching his eyes go dark again.

“Photos.”

His voice was hoarse.

“Choose them now.”

I sat up and reached for his phone with hands that weren’t entirely steady. He lay back, watching me scroll through our private album with the same focused attention he had given the phone call — entirely present, drinking me in.

Three photographs.

One from our honeymoon: me in black lace, arched across a bed I barely remembered now, the lamplight making something gleaming and deliberate out of the curve of my waist and hip.

One from last week: post-shower, nude, flushed, and entirely unselfconscious in a way the camera had caught with unusual honesty.

And a couple’s shot from breakfast yesterday morning — our faces close, smiling the smiles of people who don’t know yet what the evening will bring.

I attached them to the email. My finger hovered over send.

“Tell me this is right.”

I looked at him.

“It’s right!”

“Tell me again, Marcus.”

Marcus sat up, pressed his lips to the corner of my mouth and then to my temple, and then held his face against my hair.

“It’s right. You’re extraordinary. And those men are about to understand exactly what I already know.”

“They’ll see how much I want this.”

He hit send, then flipped me onto my back, his cock pressing at my entrance. He was hard again, even as my lips still tingled from his cum.

“They’ll approve you in minutes. You’re irresistible.”

“You’ve never got this hard so fast, Marcus.”

“I know.”

His phone buzzed less than five minutes later. It was Sophia’s number.

Marcus read it aloud, his voice low and careful, like someone reading something important in a language he was still learning to love.

Photos received. Stunning — your wife is a goddess. Men secured: six as requested. Two exceptional black bulls — Jamal is our gentle giant, seven inches, very experienced with anal firsts. Devon’s cock is longer and thicker, perfect for her newly stretched pussy. The remaining four men are diverse, athletic, recently screened, and very excited to fuck your wife. All clean, all bare, and cum inside is confirmed. Arrival at 8 PM. Private entrance code: 4729. See you tonight. — S*

Marcus read it aloud, his voice thick with arousal, then he thrust his cock into me—slow, reclaiming me, our eyes locked as we built toward release together.

“Tonight, I’ll watch them fill every part of you. And then I’ll bring you home.”

“Will you reclaim me at the club first?

“Yes, honey.”

I came undone beneath him, already aching for what was to come.

Marcus didn’t let me come down from the high of the phone conversation.

We looked at each other, six strangers’ cocks already real and named and coming for me — and the silence between us was so full of love and want and the particular terrifying joy of something that couldn’t be undone.

Then Marcus lay me back.

He fucked me the way a man fucks his wife when he knows she’s about to belong to others for a while — slowly at first, his eyes locked on mine, one hand cupping my face, rolling his hips with the unhurried rhythm of someone who owns every moment and doesn’t need to rush. He was filling me for the last time before tonight, and we both knew it, and the knowledge made everything tender and urgent at once.

“Elena…”

His voice rasped, thick with emotion, while his eyes bulged.

“Yes, darling.”

“I need you to feel this.”

“Try harder… compete with my bulls. I want to feel you inside me.”

Something sparked in his eyes — a competitive, elemental thing that had nothing to do with size and everything to do with love. He pulled back and drove forward — harder, faster, the wet sound of us filling the cool alpine morning. Not frantic. Not desperate. But urgent in the way of a man who is giving something precious away tonight and wants the last mark of himself on it to be unmistakable.

“Do I fill you?”

I held his gaze.

“No, darling. But you’re still the best.”

It did exactly what I intended.

“This is mine.”

He pressed his forehead to mine, sweat beginning between us.

“No matter how many men fill you tonight. No matter how wide they stretch you. No matter how much seed they leave inside you — this is always us.”

Tears pricked my eyes — not from pain.

“I love you, Marcus.”

“I love you.”

He groaned it against my lips between thrusts.

“I love watching you bloom. I love that you trust me with this. I love that you come back to me every time.”

“I need them.”

“I want you to have them.”

“And I will never stop needing you.”

I shattered — my cunt clenching around him in long, rolling waves — and he followed a breath later, groaning my name like a prayer, pulsing deep, his seed filling me one last time before the night began.

He stayed inside me afterward, his lips moving in soft paths across my temple and cheek and the corner of my mouth, whispering between each kiss.

“You’re safe with me. Always.”

“And you with me.”

I cupped his face, my thumbs brushing the damp skin beneath his eyes.

“No matter how many cocks I take tonight — no matter how full they make me — you’re the one I love. You’re the one I always come home to.”

He smiled then — that radiant, helpless, unguarded joy.

“Then let’s go get you overwhelmed, my love.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

The drive to Zurich was quiet, mostly along snow-dusted motorways, the Alps receding in the rear mirror as the city lights gathered ahead. I sat with my hand in my husband’s lap, his fingers threaded through mine, neither of us speaking much.

There was nothing left to say that our bodies hadn’t already said. We were both focused on how the evening would develop.

Club Eros occupied a discreet corner of a low-lit industrial park in Dübendorf. It was unmarked from the street, just a black door with a steel keypad and a single amber light above it. Marcus typed in the code, and the lock clicked softly and significantly.

Inside, sandalwood and warmth greeted us. The foyer was golden light pooling over velvet and polished wood with erotic, abstract art on the walls — bodies implied, never explicit, all suggestion, and curves. It was the kind of place designed to tell you, quietly, that everything that happens here is consensual and beautiful and carefully held.

Sophia came to meet us in the foyer.

I knew it was her right away. She was striking in her late thirties, with dark hair in a sleek bob. She wore a simple black dress that made no argument for itself beyond being perfectly chosen. Her husband Alex stood at her shoulder: tall, broad, and warm in the way of someone who was deeply comfortable in himself.

“Marcus. Elena.”

“Yes.”

I stepped forward in Marcus’s reluctance to take the lead. I figured he was somehow more comfortable with me taking control in person. It made sense — my husband had effectively given me away already. Sophia kissed my cheeks in the European way, her eyes expertly moving over me — appraising but not unkind, almost the same way a very good doctor looks when they’re confirming something they already expected.

She’s seen so many like us.

“You’re even more beautiful in person, Elena, and with such a handsome cuck. Come — I’ll take you through to your suite before your bulls arrive.”

Alex shook Marcus’s hand and held it for a moment.

“You’re a good man. Letting go of something you love isn’t easy, but I assure you, it will be worth every minute of your sacrifice.”

He said it simply, meaning it. I wondered whether he was also a cuckold, or if Sophia watched while he did the fucking. Lewd thoughts lit my desires, and I felt that in the pit of my stomach and deep inside my still cum filled cunt as more leakage layered in my gusset. My pulse quickened as I felt the hunt close in on me; hungry wolves were gathering and about to dine on a succulent doe.

“What does that mean, Alex? I mean, really? I think I get it, but we’ve only done this once.”

“Did you enjoy watching Elena being fucked by other men?”

“Wholeheartedly and without jealousy, although I can’t exactly understand why.”

“The couples who come here with compersion in mind… those who actually understand what it means to give their wife something beautiful instead of just sharing her — they’re the ones who leave better than they arrived.”

My husband nodded, his hand warm at the small of my back as he steered us, following Sophia. His question made my body tremble — the way he quizzed Alex, digging deeper into kink psychology, brought the entire thing home to me.

The private suite was extraordinary and clearly created for cuckold couples to enjoy a session of wife fucking and watching.

A king bed was draped in black silk, mirrors on two walls, and above — every angle accounted for. A side table was laid with lube, soft cloths, chilled water, and a small orchid in a slim vase, white against the dark. Ambient music hummed through hidden speakers, rhythmic and low, the kind that sets a pulse without imposing one.

It was luxury and decadence wearing the same face.

Sophia strolled to a small bar and poured wine while her husband dimmed the lights further until the room glowed amber and gold.

She handed me a glass, clinked hers with mine, while Alex brought another to my husband.

“Your bulls are en route. All are vetted by me, all of them are clean, and they are excellent lovers.”

She turned to my husband and smiled.

“Your wife’s lovers have been fully briefed on her preferences.”

Marcus gasped and hurriedly sipped his wine. Sophia looked at me directly again.

“Any last adjustments? Any nerves I can help with?”

I glanced at Marcus. He squeezed my hand once and nodded his continued consent — albeit somewhat lost for words. I glanced down and saw his cock tenting his pants, and I smiled, leaned over, and rubbed him gently.

“Are you okay, darling?”

“Yes.”

“Are we doing this?”

He nodded again, and his eyes sparkled with delight. I grinned, rubbed his cock a little more until Sophia took my wrist gently and removed it.

“Think about what your cuck needs, Elena. Tease him but don’t make him stain his pants — not yet anyway.”

“Got it.”

My husband’s cheeks flushed bright crimson. He was in his element. That was plain to see. At that moment, I realized what Sophia meant. Marcus’s happiness was more important than mine because he was giving something up, whereas I was having the freedom I needed to find sexual satisfaction.

I turned back to Sophia.

“Just — please make sure Jamal knows it’s my first time. Back there.”

“He knows. He’s done this before with anal virgins, and he’s exceptional at it.”

Sophia’s voice was quiet and matter-of-fact in the way of someone who finds beauty in precision.

“He will fuck you gently and patiently. Jamal will let you set the pace entirely. And Marcus —”

She looked at him.

“— You mentioned you wanted to prepare your wife yourself first.”

“Yes.”

My husband’s voice was steady and private at once.

“With my tongue. Before anyone else goes near her.”

Alex grinned — not lasciviously, just warmly, the grin of someone who understood something well.

“Then we’ll leave you to it. Ring the bell when you’re ready for the men.”

They slipped out. The door closed, and the room hummed softly around us.

Marcus turned to me.

He didn’t say anything as he stepped forward and unzipped my dress, planting soft kisses down my spine as he went. The fabric dropped into a puddle on the floor, and I stepped out. He laid it over the chair, and then he took my face in both hands and kissed me — full and long and anchoring, the kind of kiss that means everything because it is done with love.

“On the bed, Elena?”

“Is there another way?”

I looked at him curiously since rimming was a new adventure for us.

“I could lie on the floor, and you could feed yourself to me.”

His voice was very soft.

“Maybe later, when there is something inside me for you to eat. For now, I’ll get on my hands and knees for you.”

I climbed onto the black silk and settled forward, my weight on my forearms, my hips tilted back, spine arched, and knees spread wide apart. My heart was hammering. My skin was alive with anticipation and the particular vulnerable thrill of being this exposed to the person who knew me best and loved me most.

Marcus knelt behind me.

His hands came first — warm palms spreading across the rounds of my ass, reverent rather than possessive, as though confirming something sacred. His thumbs settled on either side of my tight ring, pressing just enough to part the soft, puckered flesh without forcing it. I felt the cool air kiss my newly exposed skin, then his warm exhale followed — deliberate and slow. I clenched involuntarily and then forced myself to release.

“You look so beautiful, Elena.”

He said it quietly, to himself as much as to me.

“You’re so beautiful everywhere, Elena. I love every single inch of you.”

“I might not be so attractive once Jamal has fucked me there.”

“To me, you will be even more beautiful.”

His tongue came then — flat and broad, lapping slowly up from the base of my cleft, passing over the ridges to the very center of my ring, warm and certain. A sound left me that I hadn’t planned, somewhere between a moan and a growl. He did it again and again, each pass wetter than the last, tracing every tiny ridge with the tip of his tongue, learning that part of me with the same patience and thoroughness with which he had learned every other part.

I pressed back toward him without meaning to.

“Relax, baby girl.”

“I keep thinking about my bulls.”

“That’s good.”

“It feels disloyal.”

“That’s also good, Elena. If you felt nothing decadent, what would be the point of letting strangers fuck you?”

“I hadn’t considered that.”

“Licking here is amazing. It’s like I get to enjoy the most private part of you all to myself.”

His breath was warm against me.

“Please relax. Let me reach inside you. I want to go deeper.”

His tongue pressed harder, centered, deliberate, and the tight muscle resisted for one breath before it yielded, and my sphincter relented, yawning softly open. He eased inside me with slow, gentle insistence, a hot, slick intrusion that sent electricity straight up my spine, and I cried out into the pillow with the shock of it and the intimacy of it and the overwhelming love of it.

I was being rimmed by my husband, and he didn’t rush, savoring every lick, every kiss, every moment of our intimacy before strong lovers came to separate us.

His thumbs held me open while his tongue moved inside me in long, slow strokes — exploring, tasting, worshipping — each inward push a statement and a promise both. The sounds were obscene and tender at once — his saliva and my arousal mixing, the silk beneath me darkening as my cunt wept with want. I reached back and threaded my fingers into his hair, not directing, just holding him close.

“There. Lick me deep and imagine Jamal fucking the parts of me you lubricated.”

“I want to see it up close.”

Marcus murmured against my stretched ring, the vibration buzzing through my rectal walls.

“Feel that, Marcus. Let yourself feel all of it because it will feel different later.”

He licked me deeper — curling slightly, pressing along the smooth inner walls — and I shook. My thighs trembled. My clit throbbed, untouched and enormous. Every slow lick was building something that had no precedent, no comparison, no word I could find for the trust and arousal and love that were braided together inside it.

My husband eased back just long enough to press his lips to the tender skin there — a soft, closed-mouth kiss, like the last kiss before saying something that matters.

“You’re going to feel so beautiful when Jamal eases inside you here.”

“I know. I am glad it’s him and not you, but I don’t know why.”

“I do.”

“Tell me, please.”

“Because when I give something so precious, it amplifies love. Jamal taking your anal virginity is about you and me, about love and what we both treasure. He will make you cum harder than I can, and that’s better for both of us.”

His voice was thick with it.

“Yes, Marcus… that’s it!”

“I’m preparing you, making sure it’s right for you and your lover. Making sure you’re open and loved, because that’s what you deserve — every inch of you deserves to be prepared with love.”

He dove back in, and my delightful rimming continued.

His tongue speared deep inside me again, followed by long sweeping licks, devotion made physical, until I was trembling from the inside out, every tight muscle pliant, my body soft and trusting and entirely his.

When my husband finally drew back, his thumbs still gentle on my skin, he pressed one last kiss to the very center of me.

“You are mine to prepare, Elena, and that means something.”

His voice was low, almost a whisper, as if he sensed my bulls were near. I felt it too, in my cunt that begged for cock, in the tingle of my lips that yearned to kiss another man, and inside my back passage where I wanted to be fucked long and hard.

“I am theirs to fuck and fill. Yours to feel — and always, always, coming home to you.”

I turned my head, my eyes wet, and reached back for him. Marcus caught my hand and held it. Then he kissed his way up the length of my spine, every vertebra, until he was draped over me — warm and solid — his cock hard against the cleft he’d just made holy.

“Tell me when, Elena.”

“Now. It’s time to give me up for a little while, darling.”

Marcus reached for the bell on the side table. The sound it made was tiny, but the meaning was immense, and it reverberated through my womb.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The door opened.

My bulls came in quietly without performance or display, naked and beautiful. The room rearranged itself around them the way a room does when the energy in it changes entirely.

Jamal came first, and he was exactly as Sophia had described — tall, broad, a presence that announced itself without words. His skin was a deep, warm brown, his face open and unhurried, his eyes moving to mine immediately and staying there. He crossed the room and took my hand and held it for a moment before anything else happened, the way a surgeon might — warm and careful and practiced.

He smiled.

“Elena.”

“Jamal.”

“Are you ready for me to take you?”

“Yes.”

“And your husband? Is he ready to give you up?”

He stared at my cuck, who smiled awkwardly, nodding.

Devon followed next — leaner, longer, his smile arriving before the rest of him. Then the others: the Swiss with his easy athlete’s body, the tattooed Italian whose eyes watched without demanding anything, the bearded Frenchman who carried himself with a quiet confidence, the smooth-skinned Spaniard who glanced at Marcus and gave him a single, small nod of acknowledgement before looking at me.

There were six men moving towards me, and my husband moved to the side of the bed and took my hand in both of his.

“Look at me, Elena.”

I looked at him.

“I’m right here. The whole time.”

“I know.”

“Say the word and everything stops. Everything.”

“I know that too.”

I kissed him — slow and full and meaning everything — and then I turned to face the room.

“I’m yours now.”

Jamal settled underneath me, his chest enormous and warm against my back, his hands at my hips — patient, warm, no urgency in them.

I turned my head and stared at him.

“Now?”

“No sweet thing. One of the guys will fuck you first, get you warmed up and stretched in your pussy, then, when you beg to have your ass filled, I’ll oblige.”

“Oh god…”

“Is it a problem, Elena?”

“No, it’s perfect.”

“After Devon fucks you, and you beg, I’ll break you in. From this position, your cuck can clean your creamy pussy while he watches me break you in.”

Without another word, the bulls moved a chair closer, then two of them guided my cuck there. Marcus was close enough to touch me, so I reached out and held his hand, my brow furrowed, my bottom lip chewed, and my body trembling in every inch.

“Goodbye for now, sweetheart.”

“Enjoy, Elena.”

“I want you to lick me while my ass is fucked, honey — if you want to.”

“I do.”

Devon positioned himself at my entrance, his cock already thick and shining, the tip of him glistening. Marcus dropped off his chair, beckoned by my feminine aroma as his nostrils flared. He knelt at the side of the bed, his hand in mine, his thumb beginning its slow, familiar circle on my palm.

Devon fucked me first.

His cock was thick and his thrust slow, the crown spreading my lips wide with the particular stretch I’d already been reshaped for once and that my body recognized now. He filled and stretched me in long, steady increments that dragged a long, open sound from my throat. He was heavier than Kwame, and the angle his cock impaled me was different, feeling fuller and deeper reaching. When he seated his cock balls deep inside me, I felt the breath knocked from my chest in a shiver.

“Is that alright?”

“God, yes.”

Jamal’s hands were at my hips as he held me tightly — patient and without urgency. His cock rested against the pucker Marcus had prepared, like a warning of what was to come, the precum-soaked head pressing lightly, not insisting — not yet.

Devon stared down at me, his cock pulsing inside me, my soft tissue walls fluttering around his heartbeat.

“Whenever you’re ready, honey.”

“I’m ready now. Fuck me hard, Devon, and cum inside me… for me and for my cuck.”

I flashed Marcus a look, and he smiled back, utter love rippling through his expression. Then Devon began fucking me while Jamal gently slid me on and off the cock filling my cunt.

He started in a measured way — long, deliberate strokes that tingled inside me until he pulled almost all the way out before driving back in, letting me feel every inch, every ridge, every vein as though he were signing his name inside me.

Devon’s rhythm built quickly. His hips snapped faster, and he fucked me harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Each thrust rocked me forward onto Jamal’s waiting cock as it pressed hard against my sphincter, the dual pressure already maddening. My breasts swayed with the force of it; my nipples grazed the silk and sparked fresh heat straight to my clit.

I was loud — screaming constantly because I couldn’t help it. Moans, gasps, broken little cries that rose in pitch every time Devon bottomed his cock out and ground its head against my cervix. Marcus’s thumb never stopped its circle, anchoring me even as my body flew apart.

I stared at my cuck while crying out for more.

“Harder. Fuck me harder.”

The words tore out of me.

Devon obeyed.

He fucked me with real force now — his hips pistoning, his balls slapping wetly against me and Jamal’s cock, the entire bed creaking under our rhythm. My cunt clenched around his rock-hard shaft involuntarily, trying to hold him deeper, and every squeeze as I milked him drew a growl from his throat.

I was fucking my lover too.

Sweat slicked our skin where we met; I could feel it dripping down the small of my back, pooling where Jamal’s cock still waited to open my back passage.

My first orgasm came like a freight train, my eyes fixed on Marcus as another man satisfied me. There was no slow build, just a sudden, obliterating pressure that detonated low in my belly and ripped outward. My vision whited, and I saw stars in the corners; my thighs locked, as did my cunt around his cock; my back bowed so hard I nearly lifted off the mattress, pressing all of my weight into Jamal.

I screamed — raw, animal, and utterly unashamed as wave after wave of ecstasy and more tore through me, my cunt spasming violently around Devon’s cock, milking him in frantic pulses.

He didn’t last through it.

With a guttural sound, my lover buried his cock to the hilt and came against my cervix — thick, hot spurts flooding deep inside me, prolonging my climax until I was shaking, gasping, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes from the sheer intensity of it.

Devon held himself there, balls deep inside me for several long seconds, breathing hard, letting me feel every last pulse of his cock as he decanted every drop of his seed.

Then he eased out slowly, deliberately, and the sudden emptiness made me whimper.

Marcus was already there.

He moved between my thighs without hesitation, his mouth finding my swollen, semen leaking cunt. His tongue lapped enthusiastically at the creamy mess Devon had left — slow, reverent strokes that gathered everything, tasting my lover and me together. I felt my husband’s lips seal around my entrance, sucking gently, drawing more of the warm flood into his mouth. The sensation was obscene and tender at once; my oversensitive clit was throbbing every time his tongue or lips grazed it.

Jamal’s voice came low against my ear.

“Are you ready for anal, sweet thing?”

“I fucking need it now, Jamal. Fuck my ass, please, while my husband goes down on me. I am begging you.”

“Good girl.”

I felt the pressure first — blunt and warm, his sticky crown nudging the tight ring, meeting resistance that had softened but not vanished. I focused on Marcus’s tongue still working me, dragging my engorged, creamy clit from side to side while he made slow circles of his thumb in my palm.

Jamal’s breath against the back of my neck had a feral quality, and I knew in that moment that I belonged to him.

“Breathe out, Elena. You’ll sting a little, then feel pleasure.”

I breathed out.

And Jamal eased his seven-inch black cock inside me.

The stretch was unlike anything.

It wasn’t pain — or not only pain — but a sting, then a burning, opening me up, a full-body shock that moved through every nerve I had and turned them all on at once. My grip on Marcus’s hand tightened hard, and he held fast, not pulling back, steady as a wall, sucking and licking the cream from my gaping cunt while inches away from him, my virgin hole was taken.

“I have you.”

My husband was very close, and his tongue felt so intimate I came again, lightly this time, with half a cock stretching one hole while puckered lips sucked the mess from another that had been well fucked.

“I have you, Elena. Breathe. You’re perfect. You’re doing beautifully.”

Jamal stilled entirely. His cock just present inside my back passage — warm and patient and enormous, letting my body adjust at its own pace.

Marcus never stopped licking — slower now, gentler, and as though he could stay there all day, his tongue tracing the creamy edges where Devon had been, giving me something familiar to hold on to while the new fullness inside my rectum rearranged me from the inside.

I breathed.

And breathed again.

The ring of muscle fluttered and then softened as it allowed the cock to burrow deeper into my taboo. The pressure redistributed itself into something I didn’t have a word for — I was full beyond fullness, stretched in two directions at once, every nerve singing a note so high it had moved past discomfort into something vast and extraordinary.

“Still with me, Marcus?”

“I’m still with you.”

“This feels amazing. I am so glad you let them take me first.”

“So am I.”

Jamal moved then, barely, an inch deeper at first — and the sensation and my noise rewrote the room. I gasped, and I saw relief in the bull’s faces — I loved anal, which for them meant they had three holes to fuck.

I saw one bull press a button on a wall-mounted intercom and heard him whisper.

“Tell Sophia to have more bulls ready to fuck this hotwife. There are plenty in the club tonight. Elena needs more cock, and the cuck is compliant. Tell them it’s compersion, no humiliation.”

He nodded and smiled.

“I don’t know how many. Just be ready in case she asks for more. I have a feeling about this one.”

I had the same feeling, and I stared down at my husband, running my fingers through his hair while another man’s cock stretched the hole I never imagined would be fucked.

“Do you want more, Marcus?”

He answered with a long, slow lick that made my clit jump. The dual pressure — one cock in my ass, Marcus’s tongue on my cunt — was something that had no precedent and no comparison and that I knew, even as it was happening, I would spend the rest of my life remembering and yearning for again.

Jamal found his rhythm — short, careful strokes at first, letting me feel every inch sliding in and out, the friction intense and perfect. Each push sent heat blooming through my core; each withdrawal left me aching to be filled again. Marcus matched him, my cuck’s tongue circling my clit in time with Jamal’s thrusts, then dipping lower to lap at where we were joined, tasting everything.

The Swiss bull straddled me and Jamal, standing there like a towering statue. He shuffled to my mouth, and I opened for him without being asked, his precum burning my lips as I took his cock deep. He pressed his palms gently to my cheeks, and I let him fuck my throat in slow, measured, gagging strokes while my body rocked between the two men already inside me.

The Italian took my left breast, sucking the nipple hard, his teeth grazing just enough to spark fresh lightning down my spine. The Frenchman claimed my right hand, guiding it to his cock, and I stroked him in time with Jamal’s rhythm, feeling him thicken and pulse under my fingers.

The Spaniard knelt at my side, his hand stroking my hair back from my face, murmuring soft Spanish praise I didn’t need to translate to understand.

Six men.

All of them in me or on me or near me. My husband’s mouth never left my cunt, his tongue relentless, devoted, cleaning and teasing and worshipping while Jamal fucked my ass with growing confidence — longer strokes inside me now, each stretching me deeper, the slap of his hips against my cheeks filling the room.

I came again — harder than before, a full-body convulsion that clamped my ass around Jamal and my cunt around Marcus’s tongue. The orgasm rolled through me in endless waves, my cries muffled around the cock in my mouth, tears streaming down my cheeks from the sheer overwhelming intensity of being so completely taken and so completely loved at the same time.

Jamal followed me with a low groan, his hands gripping my hips hard as he buried his cock deep and flooded my ass with sticky heat. I felt every pulse of him, every jet of semen splashing inside me, the warmth spreading everywhere until it leaked out around him, running down my cleft.

Jamal eased his cock out slowly, careful not to harm, one hand stroking my spine in long, soothing lines. The sudden emptiness in my back passage made me whimper — not from loss, but from the acute awareness of how open I now felt and how ready for more I was.

My lover kissed the small of my back once, reverent, then he shifted aside.

Another bull took his place — the Swiss man, broad-shouldered and thickly muscled, his cock noticeably larger than Jamal’s, already glistening with my saliva. He settled behind me without hurry, his palms warm and steady on my hips.

“Are you ready for more anal, Elena?”

His voice was calm, almost gentle, but the sheer girth of him pressing against my softened ring promised something different.

I looked back over my shoulder, meeting his eyes.

“Yes. Stretch me wider. I want to feel it and don’t hold back — fuck me ragged.”

Marcus’s tongue paused for a heartbeat — long enough for me to feel the shift in his breathing — then he resumed, slower, more worshipful, as though he needed the taste of my lovers and me to steady himself.

The Swiss bull pressed his cock forward.

The stretch was immediate and profound — a thick, unrelenting burn that made my breath catch and my fingers dig into the silk sheets underneath him. He didn’t rush fucking me. He held himself there, letting my body yield inch by inch, my ring of muscle fluttering and then opening around his crown, then the shaft, then more, until I felt impossibly full in a way that rewrote every sensation I thought I knew.

A sound tore from my throat — half moan, half sob of pleasure, and Marcus’s mouth sealed tighter around my clit in response, sucking gently, grounding me.

“Breathe, sweet thing.”

The Swiss man’s voice was low and patient.

“You’re taking me beautifully.”

“That’s our pleasure… for you, and your nice cuck.”

He began to move — fucking me with short, shallow strokes at first, letting me adjust to the new girth, each withdrawal and return sending fresh sparks through my core. The fullness felt overwhelming; every nerve in my pelvis sang at once. My cunt clenched around nothing, aching, weeping more arousal that Marcus lapped up without pause.

I needed more.

I turned my head toward Marcus, my voice ragged.

“Step back, darling. Just for a little while. Watch me being fucked, please.”

Marcus lifted his face slowly. His lips glistened; his eyes were dark, wide, shining with awe and love and something deeper — the particular joy of seeing me utterly undone and still reaching for more.

He kissed the inside of my thigh once, soft and lingering, then rose to his knees beside the bed, still holding my hand.

“I’m right here.”

“I know.”

I smiled at him — trembling, tear-streaked but radiant — then I turned back to the men around me.

The Spaniard moved to my mouth without being asked. I opened for him, taking him deep, letting him fuck my throat in slow, measured strokes that matched the rhythm building behind me. I gagged, choked a little, and that helped as my throat milked his cock.

Another bull — the tattooed Italian, knelt between my thighs where Marcus had been. His cock was long and beautifully curved; he positioned himself at my entrance, rubbed the head up and down my swollen lips once, twice, then again, pressing the underside against my throbbing clit, coating himself in my slick before he pushed inside my gaping hole in one smooth glide.

I had three cocks inside me.

One stretching my ass wide and deep, one filling my cunt to the hilt, one sliding over my tongue and into my throat.

The sensation was total — every hole claimed and filled, every breath measured by the men inside me. The Swiss bull fucked my ass with steady, powerful strokes now, each one driving me forward onto the Italian bull’s cock, which in turn rocked me back onto the Spaniard’s. My body became their instrument, rocking between them in perfect, obscene synchrony.

They filled me utterly, yet another new sensation, this time two cocks pressing hard against each other, separated by my thin membrane that tingled. They alternated, filling me together until I screamed utter rapture, then they filled me one at a time, one cock always running deep inside a hole while the other slowly withdrew.

I unraveled, watching them, watching Marcus from the corner of one eye until my nose buried in the Swiss bull’s pubic bush, lost to the orgasm that built, rolled deep inside me, and exploded everywhere.

I was loud — muffled cries around the cock fucking my throat, sharp gasps every time the Swiss man bottomed out inside my back passage, more broken moans when the Italian ground his cock crown against my g-spot.

My hands gripped the silk sheets, then one reached for Marcus’s, finding it instantly. His thumb resumed its slow circle on my palm — the only constant, the only thing that still belonged entirely to us.

My bulls found their rhythm together.

The Swiss man’s thrusts grew harder, reaching deeper inside me, fully stretching my rectum, the slap of his hips against my ass echoing through the room. The Italian bull matched him with long, rolling strokes that dragged against every sensitive place inside my cunt. The Spaniard fucked my mouth with careful control, letting me breathe when I needed to, before sliding deep again until I was full everywhere.

Heat coiled low in my belly — becoming tighter and hotter, more urgent than anything before.

I was going to cum hard.

They felt it too.

The Swiss man growled low in his throat, his cock swelling in my back passage, his rhythm faltering for the first time.

“She’s close.”

The Italian’s voice was rough.

“Me too.”

The Spaniard’s hand tightened in my hair — not pulling, just holding so that I could be fucked properly by all three men. I felt his cock thicken on my tongue.

I looked at Marcus as best I could. His eyes were locked on mine, shining, unblinking, filled with so much love it hurt to see.

“Cum for us, Elena.”

His voice cracked on my name.

I did.

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave — sudden, merciless and shattering. My cunt clamped down hard around the Italian bull’s cock, milking him in frantic spasms while my ass clenched tightly around the Swiss, drawing a guttural groan from him. My throat worked around the Spaniard as I swallowed reflexively, praying for us all to cum together.

Pleasure ripped through me in endless, crashing waves, my body shaking violently, tears streaming down my cheeks, every muscle locking and releasing at once.

They came with me.

The Swiss buried his cock to the hilt and flooded my ass with heat — thick, sticky, pulsing jets that prolonged my climax until I was sobbing around the cock in my mouth.

The Italian followed a heartbeat later — his cock jerking deep inside my cunt, spilling hot and thick, mixing with Devon’s earlier load until I felt it leaking out around his shaft.

The Spaniard groaned, his hand tightening in my hair, and he came down my throat in long, salty pulses. I swallowed everything he gave me, greedy for it, my body still convulsing through the aftershocks.

For a long moment, as cocks twitched inside me, seed was squirted and dribbled while my body rejoiced, no one moved.

The room was thick with the scent of sex — sweat, cum, arousal, sandalwood — and the only sounds were ragged breathing and the soft wet noises of bodies slowly separating.

The Swiss man eased his cock out first, careful, one hand stroking my spine in long soothing lines just as Jamal had. The Italian followed, his withdrawal slow and gentle while the Spaniard slipped from my mouth with a soft pop, brushing his thumb across my swollen lower lip.

They stepped back, quiet, sated, and respectful.

Marcus gathered me into his arms without a word. I curled into him, trembling, wrecked, luminous — three loads of strangers’ cum inside me, my skin marked and sticky, my heart enormous.

My husband held me the way he always did — entirely, with love and in both arms, my face against his chest, his chin in my hair.

I felt the bed shift again.

Sophia’s voice came through the speaker, soft and warm.

“More bulls are ready if you want them, Elena. Just ring when you’re ready for the next round.”

Marcus pressed his lips to my temple.

“Whenever you want, my love.”

I smiled against his skin, still shaking, still full, still floating somewhere beyond ordinary language.

“Give me a minute.”

He kissed my hair.

“Take all the minutes you need.”

Ten minutes later, the door opened quietly. More men entered — fresh, eager, beautiful — and the amber light caught their skin as they moved toward the bed.

I looked up at Marcus, my hand still in his.

“Are you ready to watch more men fucking me, darling?”

He smiled — soft, certain, and utterly devoted.

“Always, Elena. As long as it’s what you want.”

I nodded once.

Then I symbolically reached for the bell. The sound it made was tiny, but the meaning was immense, and the bulls closed in.

The sound of that bell reverberated through my womb, through the room, through everything we had just become.

And the night opened again.
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