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About the Author

Rafe, my engineer, my darling little cuckold, my everything.

You asked me to write. To put it all on paper — every thought, every tremor, every drop of sweat and pleasure that made me into the woman I am today. So I will. I’ll tell you in the rawest, most detailed, most intimate terms I can find, because I know you’re going to read this with your heart racing and your cock hard in your hand. And I, writing it, can already feel myself getting wet just from the memory.

It started with an envelope. A plain brown envelope. And it ended with me on all fours in our bed, being taken by a man who looked like he’d been carved from marble, while you watched.

This is my story. Our story.


PART 1

The Gift

Chapter 1

— The Mirror and the Truth —

Dear diary. Dear Rafe.

It was a gray Tuesday. I was standing in front of the closet mirror in a worn cotton thong and a bra that had long since given up on its original purpose. The kids had just left for school, the house was quiet, and I was looking at myself the way I hadn’t looked in months. Maybe years.

The marks on my stomach — those silver stretch marks that told the story of two pregnancies. My breasts, heavier now, softer, the nipples angled downward as if they were tired too. The thighs that touched each other, the stubborn dimpling that no cream had ever managed to reach. I looked at myself and I didn’t see the woman you see, Rafe. I saw a tired mother. A wife who had hidden herself behind her children and her chores. A woman who had quietly given up on being desired.

I picked up the diary — this diary you gave me last Christmas, saying "write your thoughts, Elena, I want to read you." I sat on the edge of the bed and started writing, my handwriting unsteady:

"Rafe, today I looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize myself. It’s not the body that changed — though it has changed, and quite a lot. It’s the light that went out. Remember when we first met? I wore fitted dresses, high heels, red lipstick. I felt powerful. Now I feel… transparent. You look at me with love, I know that. But I want more than love. I want to be desired. I want to feel fire again. I want you to look at me like you want to devour me, not just comfort me."

I closed the diary and cried. I cried from frustration, from exhaustion, from a sadness I hadn’t known I was carrying. And it was in exactly that moment that you came home from work early.

Chapter 2

— The Brown Envelope —

"Elena? Babe, where are you?"

Your voice echoed through the house. I dried my tears quickly, pulled on a robe, and went downstairs. You were in the kitchen with a strange smile on your face and a plain brown envelope in your hands.

"What is that?" I asked, curious.

"Sit down." You pulled out a chair. "I want to give you something. But first, I need you to listen."

I sat. My heart was beating fast. You knelt in front of me — you, Rafe, my strong and quiet engineer, kneeling at my feet — and took both my hands.

"Elena, I see you. I see you fading, little by little. I see you hiding in oversized clothes, avoiding mirrors, looking away when I compliment you. And it’s killing me. Because the woman I love isn’t that woman. The woman I love is the one who laughed loudly and danced in the rain and wore red lingerie and teased me at restaurants. I want that woman back."

Tears ran down my face. "Rafe… I want her back too. But I don’t know how."

You placed the envelope in my hand. "Open it."

I did. Inside was a gold voucher with elegant lettering:

STUDIO CARRARA — 12 EXCLUSIVE PERSONAL TRAINING SESSIONS WITH ENZO CARRARA.

"What?" My voice came out as a shocked whisper. "You think I need this? You think I’m that far gone?"

You stood, pulled me into a tight hug, and whispered in my ear — in that rough, low voice that always undoes me:

"I think you need to feel desired again, Elena. I think you need to get your confidence back. And I… I want to see you shine. Even if it’s in another man’s eyes."

I felt your body stiffen against mine. Felt the pressure of you growing hard in your pants, pressing against my stomach. You were turned on. My husband was turned on by the idea of another man looking at me.

"Rafe…" I murmured, confused and aroused at the same time.

"Shh." You kissed my forehead. "Go. Try it. And then tell me. Tell me everything. Every look, every touch. I want to know."

Chapter 3

— The First Meeting with Enzo Carrara —

Studio Carrara was in a good neighborhood, in a discreet building with a black facade. When I walked in, I was greeted by the smell of clean rubber and something else — a masculine musk that seemed embedded in the walls. Soft electronic music played in the background. Mirrors covered every surface, reflecting a self-conscious woman in shorts and a fitted top who looked like a trespasser in that temple of perfect bodies.

And then he appeared.

Enzo Carrara. My God, Rafe. I know you’ve seen his Instagram, but in person… in person he’s from another world entirely. Dark-skinned, close-cropped hair, a perfectly trimmed beard outlining a square jaw. His eyes were dark brown, almost black, with an intensity that made you feel read. He wore a black tank top that showed arms covered in tribal tattoos climbing from his wrists to his shoulders and spreading across his chest. His gym shorts traced thighs as thick as tree trunks. And between his legs… Rafe, I didn’t want to look. But I looked. The outline was impossible to miss. A generous package that looked like it was testing the limits of the fabric.

"Elena?" His voice was low, velvety, with a faint Italian accent. "Welcome. Your husband told me a lot about you."

"Did he?" My voice came out thin and nervous.

"He said you’re an incredible woman. But that you’ve forgotten." He smiled, and the smile transformed his serious face into something almost tender. "We’re going to change that. Put these on." He handed me a top and an extremely short pair of shorts. "For the postural assessment. I need to see your body."

I need to see your body. The words echoed in my head. I went to the tiny changing room, changed with trembling hands. The shorts were so short they crept up under my cheeks. The top barely covered my breasts. When I came out, Enzo was waiting in the center of the studio, beside a large mirror.

"Stand facing the mirror." He instructed, his voice professional but firm.

I obeyed. I looked at my reflection: a thirty-eight-year-old woman with a mother’s curves, trying to disappear into a tiny outfit. Enzo stood behind me. So close I could feel the heat from his body, the scent of musk and clean sweat.

"Feel my hand here?" He pressed his warm palm against my lower back, just above the tailbone. The pressure was firm, almost possessive. "You have a slight lordosis. The curve of your spine is exaggerated. That happens to women who carried weight in their midsection. Children?"

"Two." My voice came out rough.

"Then you’re a warrior." He murmured, and I felt his warm breath on the back of my neck. "We’re going to fix this."

His hands slid to my hips. Long, warm fingers gripped me firmly, adjusting my posture, tilting my pelvis forward. The movement made my ass rise involuntarily, brushing against him. I felt the shape of him. The heat. Every inch of that masculine presence pressing against me.

"Like that." He murmured, his lips close to my ear. "Can you feel the difference?"

"Yes." My voice was a thread. My underwear was soaked.

He held me in that position for seconds that felt like hours. I looked in the mirror. I saw a woman in tiny shorts, thighs exposed, breasts almost spilling from the top, held in place by a man who looked like a sculpture. His eyes found mine in the reflection. And he smiled. A smile that said I know exactly what you’re feeling.

"That’s enough for today." He stepped back abruptly, leaving a cold void where his body had been. "Same time Thursday. And Elena…"

"Yes?"

"Wear something that makes you feel… powerful."

I left the studio on unsteady legs. I sat in my car for ten minutes, hands on the steering wheel, breathing hard. And that’s when I understood, Rafe. That’s when I understood what you’d done. You hadn’t given me a personal trainer. You’d given me a gift designed to set me on fire. And I was starving for more.

Chapter 4

— The First Night Confession —

That night, after the kids were asleep, I lay down beside you. You were looking at something on your phone, but I knew you were waiting. Waiting for me to speak.

"Rafe." I said quietly.

You put your phone down immediately, turned to me. "Hey, babe."

"I want to tell you what happened today. All of it. But you have to promise you won’t judge me."

"Never." You took my hand. "I could never judge you. I want to hear. I need to hear."

I took a deep breath. And I started. I told you about the studio, the smell, the music. I told you about the tiny outfit, the postural assessment. And when I got to the part where he put his hands on my hips, I left nothing out.

"Rafe, I felt him. I felt his cock pressing against me. And I… I got wet. Really wet. My underwear was completely soaked. I’ve never felt that before. Not like that. Not with another man."

You were quiet for a moment. Then you took my hand and placed it on your cock. It was hard as stone. Pulsing.

"That’s it, Elena." Your voice was rough with want. "That’s exactly what I want. I want you to feel alive. Desired. I want another man to look at you the way I look at you. I want to know you’re wanted by others. And I want you to tell me every detail. Every look. Every touch. Every single thing."

"You want me to…?" I couldn’t finish the sentence.

"I want you to allow yourself, Elena. I want to watch you shine. Even in his eyes. Especially in his eyes."

That night we had sex the way we hadn’t in years. You flipped me onto my stomach, pulled my hips up, and took me with a different kind of hunger. A possessive hunger. Like you were marking me before someone else could. Every thrust came with a low sound in your throat, every moan of mine was answered with "you’re mine, you’re mine."

I came with an overwhelming intensity. Came thinking about Enzo’s tattooed hands on my waist. Came imagining what it would feel like to have that shape I’d felt pressing against me actually inside me. Came knowing that you were coming too, knowing I was thinking about someone else.

Afterward, lying there sweaty and undone, you whispered in my ear:

"The diary. Write everything in the diary. I want to read it. I want to know every dirty thought that goes through your head."

So I wrote. I wrote this chapter. And I’m going to write the ones to follow.

Tomorrow I have the second session. I bought new workout clothes. Something small. For you, Rafe. For your desire. And to see exactly how professional Mr. Carrara manages to stay.

PART 2

The Game of Eyes

Chapter 5

— Clothes That Speak —

Dear diary. Dear Rafe.

The weeks that followed were an escalation of provocation. Each session with Enzo was a step forward in a game whose rules I was learning to master.

The first change was my wardrobe. For the second session, I bought a pair of black lycra shorts that were essentially a second skin. Every curve of my ass was outlined, every movement revealed the lower swell of my cheeks. The sports bra left a generous gap of cleavage. When I looked at myself in the mirror before leaving, I saw a different woman. Not the tired mother anymore. A woman who wanted to be seen.

Enzo noticed. Of course he noticed. When I walked into the studio, his eyes traveled down my body in a slow, almost clinical movement and stopped at the shorts.

"Interesting." That was all he said. But the smile at the corner of his mouth said everything.

By the third week, I was bolder. I bought a wine-colored set: the top was nothing but a strip of fabric covering my nipples and leaving the entire lower half of my breasts exposed. The shorts rode so high they disappeared between my cheeks, leaving my ass practically bare. When I arrived, Enzo was stretching a client — a silicone blonde who looked at me with obvious disdain. But Enzo… Enzo stopped what he was doing. His eyes locked onto me as if I were the only person in the room.

"Today we’re working glutes and hamstrings." He announced, his voice lower than usual. "Elena, go to the mirror. On all fours."

I got on all fours on the mat, facing the mirror. The position made the shorts ride even higher, exposing the full lower curve of my ass. Enzo knelt behind me. So close I could feel the heat from his body.

"Leg raise. Slowly." He ordered.

I started the exercise. With each lift, my ass rose higher, brushing against his chest. On the third rep, I felt his hand come down on my inner thigh. It wasn’t a corrective touch. It was a touch of possession.

"Open your legs more." He murmured, and I did. His hand moved up

slowly. The tips of his fingers traced the soft skin of my inner thigh, moving toward the edge of the shorts. I held my breath. He stopped just at the border. Didn’t cross it. But we both knew he could have.

"That’s enough for today." He stood. "You’re progressing well."

He said nothing more. But I knew. And he knew. The game had moved to another level.

Chapter 6

— The Myofascial Release —

In the fifth session, Enzo introduced something new: myofascial release with a foam roller and manual massage.

"Lie on your stomach." He ordered, picking up a bottle of almond oil.

I lay on the mat, my face resting in my hands. He knelt beside me and began working my back. Large, warm hands moved with firm pressure, releasing knots I hadn’t known I was carrying.

"This… relaxes…" I murmured, and I let myself go soft under his hands.

His hands moved down to my lower back, then to my glutes. He massaged each cheek in slow circular movements, his fingers pressing into the flesh. I was making low sounds I couldn’t suppress.

"Turn over." He ordered.

I did. He worked my thighs, moving slowly upward. His fingers passed along the inner surface, grazing dangerously close to where my legs met. The lycra shorts were so wet they’d gone transparent. He saw. I know he saw.

"Now the adductor." He announced, pressing his thumbs along the inside of my thigh, very close to my center. The pressure was strong, professional, but the location… my God, Rafe, the location was obscene.

I let out a loud moan. A moan that had nothing to do with pain.

"You’re very tense here, Elena." He commented, his thumbs moving in slow circles. "You need to relax more."

"I know." I panted. "It’s hard to relax when…"

"When what?" He stopped the movement, his dark eyes fixed on mine.

"When you touch me like that." I confessed, my face burning.

He smiled. That dangerous smile.

"Does your husband know you’re here? Does he know how I touch you?"

"He knows." I swallowed. "He knows everything. He encourages it."

"Really?" Enzo seemed genuinely surprised. "Most husbands want to hit me. Yours wants to watch?"

"He… he has a thing for it. He likes knowing I’m desired. That another man touches me."

Enzo was quiet for a long moment. Then he stood and picked up his phone.

"Give me his number."

Chapter 7

— The Group Chat —

That night, you got a message. I was beside you when your phone buzzed.

Enzo Carrara added you and Elena to the group “Special Training.”

Enzo: Rafael, good evening. Your wife is a dedicated student. But for her to reach her full potential, we need some “complementary exercises.” Are you comfortable with me taking her training to a more… intimate level?

I read over your shoulder. My heart went into overdrive. You typed your response without a moment’s hesitation.

Rafe: Completely. I trust you, Enzo. And I trust my wife even more. Make her sweat.

Enzo: Perfect. Elena, Friday. 8 PM. Your place. Prepare your body… and your mind.

Elena: I’ll be ready.

You put down your phone and looked at me. Your eyes were bright.

"You gave me to him, Rafe." I whispered. "With polite words and a 'make her sweat.' You handed me over."

"I lent you." You corrected, pulling me into a kiss. "I lent you to him so he could remind you what you’re capable of. But you’re mine. You’ll always be mine."

That night I touched myself in the bathroom thinking about your reply. You gave me to him. You offered me like a gift. And I felt exactly like that: a present that was desperate to be unwrapped.

Chapter 8

— The Countdown —

Dear diary. Dear Rafe.

Seventy-two hours until Friday. The babysitter has been arranged. The kids are staying at my mom’s. The house will be empty. Just me, you in the room next door, and Enzo.

I spent the whole day preparing mentally. I bought a new set: shorts so short they could pass for underwear, and a lace top that is essentially a bra — completely inappropriate for working out, but perfect for what’s going to happen.

I looked in the mirror today and saw a different woman. The body still isn’t perfect — it never will be. But my eyes… my eyes have changed. There’s a light in them. A fire. A hunger. I feel desired. And that makes me desirable.

Enzo sent a private message today:

"Elena, on Friday I want you ready to sweat. This isn’t going to be a regular workout. Your body is going to be tested in ways you’ve never imagined. And your husband… your husband is going to hear every sound you make. Are you ready for that?"

I replied with a single word: "Yes."

Rafe, my engineer, my darling little cuckold. You created this. You planted this seed. Now prepare your heart. And prepare yourself. Because Friday, you’re going to hear sounds from me you’ve never heard before. And I’m going to be taken the way I’ve never been taken. By another man. With your blessing.

Your Elena. Yours forever. Even when I’m his for a few hours.


PART 3

The First Time

Chapter 9

— The Wolf Arrives —

Friday. 7:45 PM.

I was in the room we’d converted into a home gym — a space you’d set up yourself, with mirrors on the wall, rubber mats on the floor, dumbbells lined up. You were in the room next door, as agreed. The door slightly ajar. You would hear everything.

My heart was beating so hard I could feel my pulse in my temples. I was wearing the tiny shorts and the lace top. My nipples were hard, pressing through the thin fabric. I was already wet, the arousal darkening the lycra.

The doorbell rang.

I opened the door. Enzo was there with a gym bag on his back, wearing gray sweats and a white tank top that traced every muscle of his abdomen. He smelled of soap and something warm and masculine. His dark eyes moved down my body, pausing on the tiny shorts, the lace top.

"You came prepared to sweat, I see." His voice was a low thunderclap.

"I came." I answered, trying to keep my voice steady.

He stepped inside. Closed the door behind him. The click of the latch echoed like a gunshot.

"Where’s your husband?"

"In the room next door. Listening."

"Perfect." He smiled. "Then let’s begin."

Chapter 10

— The Workout That Wasn't —

Enzo positioned me at the center of the mat, facing the mirror. He stood behind me, the same as the first session, but now there was no pretense. The outline in his gray sweats pressed against me shamelessly.

"Squat." He instructed. "Slowly. Feel my hips guiding yours."

I went down slowly. With every inch, he was pressed deeper against me. The sweats were thin enough that I could feel every detail — the head of his cock, the thick veins, the impossible heat of him.

"Good. Come up." He murmured, his hands on my hips, pulling me against him. "Again."

Ten more reps. With each rise, I arched deliberately into him. On the tenth, he groaned. A low, animal sound.

"No more squats." He announced, his voice rough. "Turn around."

I turned. We stood face to face, inches apart. He looked into my eyes.

"Elena. I’m going to kiss you now. And you’re not going to stop me. Because your husband wants to hear it. And you want to feel it. Don’t you?"

"Yes." My voice came out as nothing.

He grabbed my hair and kissed me. It wasn’t a soft kiss. It was an assault — his tongue invading my mouth, his teeth catching my lower lip, his hands sliding down my back and gripping my ass with both hands. I moaned into his mouth, completely surrendered.

He laid me down on the mat. Pulled my lace top off, freeing my breasts. His mouth came down on them, sucking my nipples hungrily, while his hands stripped the shorts from my hips.

I was naked. Exposed. Vulnerable.

He stood and took off the sweats. He was wearing nothing underneath.

Chapter 11

— The Revelation —

Rafe. My God. I love your cock. It’s perfect for me. It’s the cock that made me come for fifteen years. It’s the cock that gave us our children. Every inch of it is familiar to me, every vein, every curve.

But Enzo’s cock…

Was from another world entirely.

Thick as my forearm. Blue veins like braided ropes pulsing under olive skin. The head was a dark plum glistening with a bead of clear liquid at the tip. He was so hard he curved upward, pressing against his cut abdomen. Heavy, full, devastating.

I looked at it and felt fear. And desire. A desire so overwhelming that my pussy contracted, empty, ravenous.

"I don’t think that’s going to fit in me." I whispered.

"It’ll fit." He said, kneeling between my legs. "Because you were made for this. Your husband knows it. That’s why he gave you to me."

He spit on his hand, spread it over the enormous head, and pressed it against my entrance.

"Relax, Elena. And come. Come so your husband can hear."

Chapter 12

— Elena's First Time with Enzo —

He pushed.

The head entered and I cried out. A sound that echoed through the house, through the room where you were, through every wall. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before — my body opening around him, stretching to accommodate what felt impossible, the walls yielding to that invasion.

"More." He murmured, pushing another inch. "One more."

The thickness of him entering me. The veins dragging along my inner walls. Pressure. Total fullness. I felt every centimeter making space, widening me in a way I’d never been widened.

"Almost all of it." He warned, and drove the rest home.

He was fully inside me. I was completely impaled. My body was so stretched I could feel his heartbeat through the cock inside me.

"My God…" He groaned. "You are paradise, Elena. So tight. So hot. Your husband is a lucky man."

"Fuck me." I begged. "Enzo. Fuck me."

He started moving. Slowly at first — almost all the way out, then all the way back in. Every withdrawal created a vacuum, every thrust tore pleasure through me. I moaned loudly and without shame.

"Your husband is hearing this, Elena." He whispered, picking up speed. "He’s hearing you moan for another man. He’s hearing you get fucked the way you never have before. Come for him. Show him how a real woman sounds."

"I’M YOURS." I screamed. "YOURS, ENZO. FUCK ME. TAKE ME APART."

He accelerated. His thrusts became brutal, the mat shifting under us, my ass meeting his hips with a wet, resounding sound. My breasts swayed. My head rolled side to side.

The orgasm arrived like a tidal wave. It exploded through me, contracting my body around him, making me scream until my throat was raw. Tears ran down my face. My legs shook. I was nothing but pleasure. Nothing but flesh. Nothing but a woman finally, completely alive.

He groaned loudly and came inside me. Hot, generous, flooding me completely. He kept moving, working it deeper, until he finally collapsed beside me.

We lay on the mat, breathless. The smell of sex and sweat saturated the air. My body was still pulsing with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

He stood. Got dressed. Before leaving, he bent and kissed my forehead.

"You were perfect, Elena. Your husband is a lucky man. Until next time."

He left.

Chapter 13

— Afterward —

I lay on the mat for a long time. Sweaty. Flushed. Marked by what had just happened. Staring at the ceiling.

He was gone. And now I had to get up and go to you, Rafe. I had to tell you what you’d already heard. I had to prove that even though I’d been his for an hour, I was still entirely, completely yours.

I stood up. My legs barely held me. I walked to your room.

You were sitting on the bed. Shorts down. Cock in your hand, still hard, the tip glistening. You had heard everything. Your eyes were shining.

"Elena…" Your voice was a rough whisper.

I knelt in front of you. Took you in my mouth and sucked. Sucked you with hunger and devotion, tasting your arousal mixed with the scent of the sex I’d just had.

"I love you, Rafe." I murmured, with your cock in my mouth. "I’m yours. Only yours. He fucked me. But you… you have me. Forever."

You came in my mouth. I swallowed everything. Then I climbed onto the bed and curled against your chest, still marked by Enzo.

"Tell me." You said. "Tell me everything. Every detail."

And I told you. I talked while you held me. I talked while your cock softened and hardened again. I talked until we fell asleep, exhausted and deeply, strangely happy.

"Tomorrow I’ll write the rest in the diary. But know this, Rafe: that was only the beginning."


PART 4

The Show

Chapter 14

— Rafe's Request —

Dear diary,

The morning after the first time, I woke up and you were watching me. Your eyes were different. There was desire in them, of course. But there was also a new hunger. A need.

"Elena." You whispered. "I heard everything. It was… it was the most arousing thing of my life. But I need to see."

"See what, Rafe?"

"Your face. The expression you make when he opens you up. Your eyes rolling back. Your mouth screaming. Hearing it was incredible. But I need to SEE."

My body pulsed at the words. You wanted to watch. My husband wanted to sit in the corner and watch me get fucked by another man.

"Then you’ll see." I answered. "Next Friday. You’ll be in the armchair. Watching only. You can’t touch. Can’t participate. Just look. Like a good little cuckold."

"Deal." You agreed, your eyes bright.

I sent Enzo a message:

"Next Friday. Same time. My husband wants to watch. Are you in?"

Enzo: "I’m in. And I’ll put on a special show. Just for him."

Chapter 15

— The Show for the Cuckold —

Friday. 8 PM.

You were sitting in the armchair in the corner of the room. The outline of your cock was already visible in your shorts. I was on all fours on the bed, naked, ass raised, fully exposed.

Enzo arrived. He walked into the room like he owned it. He looked at you, gave you a nod, and then turned his full attention to me.

"Tonight, Rafe." He announced, pulling off his shirt to reveal the sculpted torso beneath. "Tonight you’re going to watch your wife get fucked the way she deserves. And you’re not going to do anything about it. Just watch. Understood?"

"Understood." Your voice was a thread.

Enzo approached the bed. He ran his hand over my ass, opening me, putting everything on display. "She’s ready for me, Rafe. Always ready. You did a good job."

He flipped me over, spread my legs, and pressed his face between them. His tongue invaded me, eating me with hunger, his dark eyes fixed on yours.

"Look at this, Rafe." He murmured, between long strokes. "Your wife is melting in my mouth. Do you like watching?"

"Yes." You groaned. "I love it."

He ate me until I came on his tongue. Then he stood, stripped, and the full length of him stood hard and demanding.

"On all fours, Elena. Facing your husband."

I obeyed. I got on all fours, facing you. Our eyes met. I saw your face — desire, humiliation, love, all of it tangled together.

Enzo positioned himself behind me. He drove inside me in one stroke, without warning. I cried out, my eyes never leaving yours.

"Are you watching, Rafe?" I moaned, as he fucked me hard. "Are you watching what I need? Can you see how he fills me?"

"I’m watching." Your voice was thick. "I’m watching, my love."

Enzo drove deeper and harder, making me shudder forward with each thrust. He looked at you.

"Come here, Rafe."

You stood and approached. Enzo pulled out of me and pointed at my open, glistening center.

"Taste her. Get her ready for me again."

You knelt. Without a moment’s hesitation. You pressed your face between my thighs and worked your tongue over me — tasting what Enzo had left, tasting me, your mouth giving me everything.

"Good man." Enzo said. "Now go back to your seat."

You returned to the armchair. Enzo turned me onto my side, lifted my leg, and entered me again. He fucked me while looking at you.

"She’s mine right now, Rafe. For one hour. And you’re going to watch every second of it."

Chapter 16

— The Triple Climax —

Enzo took me in every position. On all fours. On my side. Riding him while you watched. With every moan of mine you made a sound of your own. With every thrust of his, your hand moved to your lap.

"You can touch." Enzo allowed. "Touch yourself while I fuck your wife."

You started stroking yourself. Your eyes fixed on me, being taken by another man.

Enzo put me on all fours again, but this time he pulled me to the edge of the bed, where you were.

"Come, Rafe. Put your cock in her mouth."

You stood. You pushed inside my mouth. I sucked you while Enzo took me from behind. Two at the same time. One in my mouth, one deep inside me.

"Come, Rafe." Enzo ordered. "Come in your wife’s mouth while I fill her up."

You came. You poured into my mouth, and I swallowed everything, my eyes on yours.

Enzo came inside me. Filled me with heat, groaning like an animal.

I came with him inside me and your taste in my mouth. I came screaming, my whole body shaking, my eyes rolling back.

Chapter 17

— The Silence After the Show —

Enzo left quietly. We stayed together, wrapped around each other in the ruined, sweat-soaked bed. You smelled like sex. I smelled like both of you. We were complete.

"You were perfect, Rafe." I whispered. "My perfect little cuckold. He fucked me. But you… you gave me the audience. And I shone for both of you."

"I love you, Elena." You murmured. "I love you wanton. I love you wife. I love you."

"I love you too. And this… this is only the beginning."


PART 5

The New Woman

Chapter 18

— The Transformation —

Dear diary. Dear Rafe.

Weeks have passed since that night. And I am not the same woman.

I look in the mirror and I see a goddess. Not because my body has changed — though it has, the sessions with Enzo have sculpted curves I didn’t know I had. But the real change is in my eyes. They shine. They carry fire. They carry hunger.

I move differently on the street. People look. Men turn their heads. Women notice. And I smile, knowing you’re watching. Knowing that you’re turned on knowing another man was the catalyst for all of this.

You gave me to him as a gift. And he gave me back to you. Better. Stronger. More myself than I’ve ever been.

And I am grateful. To both of you.

Chapter 19

— The Permanent Agreement —

We sat down and talked. You, me, and the ghost of Enzo hovering between us.

"Elena." You began. "I don’t want this to end. But I also don’t want to lose you."

"You’re never going to lose me, Rafe. Never."

"So how do we do this?"

I thought for a moment. "Enzo will be a regular. With benefits. Once a month, he comes for a ‘special session.’ You can watch or participate, as agreed ahead of time. On all other days… I’m yours. Only yours."

"And if you want more? Other men?"

I smiled. "If I want that, I tell you. And you decide if you want to watch or join. That’s our balance, Rafe. I need this release of power and lust. And you need the intensity of surrender and reclaiming. We complete each other."

You kissed me. "Agreed. My goddess. My slut. My wife."

Chapter 20

— The Emotional Reclaiming —

On our wedding anniversary, we didn’t invite Enzo. We went to a beautiful hotel, just the two of us. I wore a devastating red dress, high heels, dark lipstick.

You looked at me as if you were seeing me for the first time.

"You’re… breathtaking, Elena."

"I’m yours. Only yours tonight."

In the hotel bed, we made love the way we had at the very beginning. It wasn’t brutal the way it could be with Enzo. It was slow. Deep. Full of declarations whispered against skin.

"Enzo fills me up." I murmured, while you moved inside me. "But you, Rafe… you anchor me. He gives me orgasms. You give me joy. You gave me back to myself."

You came inside me, and I came with you, looking into your eyes. No fantasies. No other men. Just us.

Afterward, lying together, you asked:

"Do you still love me? Even after everything?"

"I love you more, Rafe. Because you let me be who I really am. You didn’t clip my wings. You helped me grow them. And I flew… for you. Because of you."

· · ·

— Epilogue: The Last Page of the Diary —

Dear Rafe,

Today Enzo sent a message. He asked if I’d like to meet a friend of his. Another “athlete.” Greek, he said. Two of them.

I showed it to you. You read it. You looked at me with those puppy-dog eyes of yours and asked:

"What do you want, my goddess?"

I answered:

"I want you to set up the camera. And I want you to get your tongue ready. Because if you thought one was a lot, just wait until you see your wife with TWO Greek gods at the same time."

You laughed. And your cock was hard before the laughter stopped.

I love you, Rafe. My engineer. My little cuckold. My everything.

The story continues.

And you’re going to read every chapter.

Your Elena.

Yours forever.

Your slut.

Your wife.

Your goddess.
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