

THE HOTWIFE DIARIES

The Bar Game

A Hotwife Romance of Desire, Jealousy, and Forbidden Confession

Olivia Cross


Copyright © 2026 Olivia Cross. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locations is entirely coincidental.

This collection contains mature adult content, explicit intimacy, forbidden desire, jealousy, and marriage-related erotic themes. Intended for readers 18+ only.


ADULT CONTENT NOTICE

This book is intended for mature readers only.

The Hotwife Diaries contains explicit adult intimacy, forbidden desire, jealousy, emotional surrender, and marriage-related erotic themes.

Reader discretion is advised.


Contents


The Bar Game

A Hotwife Romance of Desire, Jealousy, and Forbidden Confession


Previously in The Hotwife Diaries

Mia opened the door to her most private confessions, and Luke discovered that desire could be more powerful when it was shared, witnessed, and told without shame.

Now their fantasy leaves the bedroom.

A bet. A black dress. A luxury hotel bar.

And one stranger who has no idea he is about to become part of their marriage.

This is Mia’s next confession.

Introduction

Dear Little Cuckold

You're holding this diary right now, aren't you? Your eyes moving across these lines while your hand drifts slowly down your chest, down your stomach, until it finds the hard, pulsing weight pressing against the inside of your pants. I know you, Luke. I know every breath, every muffled groan, every drop of pre-cum that leaks out when you read about your favorite fantasies becoming real. Are you turned on? I hope so. Because this story is for you. Every dirty word, every explicit detail, every cruel provocation was written with your desire in mind, my love.

I know exactly what you're feeling right now. Your heart is beating faster, isn't it? Your breathing is shortening, growing ragged, as if the air in the room has thinned. Your eyes are devouring every sentence, every paragraph, every obscene word I chose so carefully to arouse you. And your hand — ah, your hand. It no longer obeys your commands. It drifts downward as if moved by something other than your will, pulled by an irresistible magnetic force. It passes over your chest, where you can feel your own heartbeat accelerating. It slides across your stomach, your muscles tightening in anticipation. And finally it finds the hard thickness pulsing inside your pants — that twelve centimeters of flesh you call a cock.

Twelve centimeters. I know them so well. I have memorized every one of them over the years — mapped them with my lips, my tongue, my hands, my pussy. Twelve centimeters that gave me pleasure, yes — never doubt that, my love. Twelve centimeters that made me come, made me moan, made me feel loved and wanted. But twelve centimeters that, you know, never filled me completely. Twelve centimeters that left empty spaces inside me, dark corners that craved something more. Something bigger. Something that you, in your infinite wisdom and your immense love, decided to give me as a gift.

Do you remember that night? Of course you do. It was only a few days ago and you're still processing what you witnessed. Still reliving every moment, every image, every sound. Still getting yourself off to the memories, waking up in the middle of the night with a hard-on, waking me to ask for more details — 'What did he say exactly when he came? What did he smell like? Did you close your eyes or look at him?' You're insatiable, my little cuckold. And I love you for it. I love you with an intensity that sometimes frightens me, because it's a love so vast it contains within it obscene desires, forbidden kinks, and appetites that would send any conventional couple straight to a divorce attorney.

But we're not conventional, are we? We never were. From the very first kiss, from the first time we fucked, from the first time you looked at me with those hungry eyes and said, 'Tell me one of your fantasies — any one, don't hold back.' You opened a door inside me that had been locked for decades. And now that it's open, it will never close again.

This is the story of how I bet you I could seduce a complete stranger in a hotel bar. And won. As I always do.

You remember the bet, don't you? We were lying in bed one lazy Sunday, trading slow caresses, talking about desires. 'Do you think I could?' I asked, my hand playing with the hair on your chest. 'Seduce a stranger? Someone who's never seen me before? Take him to bed in under two hours?' You looked at me with those hungry eyes and said, 'I'd pay to watch.' And I answered, 'You don't have to pay. Just watch.'

And you watched. God, how you watched. Sitting in the dark corner of the bar, invisible as a ghost, drinking whiskey to calm your nerves while your wife — YOUR wife — transformed herself into the most desirable woman in that room. You saw every glance, every touch, every kiss. You saw when his hand slid up my dress. You saw when I led him to the elevator. You saw the doors close, knowing that minutes later, I would be naked in another man's bed.

And now you're here, reading the full account of everything that happened in that room. Every detail. Every sensation. Every drop.

This is the complete story. The real story. The dirty story.

Our story.




Chapter One

The Ritual

It all started in our bedroom, as it always does. That room that has witnessed so many nights of love, so many lazy mornings, so many hurried afternoon fucks while guests waited in the living room. But that night, the bedroom was not the stage. It was the wings. The place where the actress prepares before stepping into the light.

You were sitting in the armchair — that old leather armchair that creaks when you shift your weight, that has the contours of your body molded permanently into its cushions. I love that armchair. In it, you've watched me undress hundreds of times. In it, you've touched yourself while watching me dance. In it, you've cried from lust and jealousy on the same night. And that night, it would be your anchor while I got ready to go out and be taken by another man.

You were sitting there, watching me with those hungry eyes I know so well. Eyes that devour me before any man can lay a hand on me. Eyes that love me and desire me and idealize me. Eyes that, that night, were heavy with a complex mix of emotions: arousal, jealousy, fear, anticipation, love. All at once. All tangled together. All threatening to spill over.

I had just stepped out of the shower — a long, meticulous, almost ritualistic shower. I spent forty minutes under the hot water, and every minute was dedicated to preparing my body for what was to come. The water fell like a warm cascade over my shoulders, streamed down my breasts, ran along my stomach, formed rivers between my thighs. I closed my eyes and imagined those drops were the hands of a stranger. Of several strangers. Of a line of men touching me all at once.

I exfoliated every centimeter of my skin with a loofah mitt, removing dead cells, leaving the surface pink and soft as silk. I waxed my pussy meticulously — every hair removed at the root, leaving the skin as smooth as a girl's but with the experience of a woman. I shaved my legs, underarms, even my forearms. I wanted to be perfectly bare. I wanted every touch, every caress, every lick to glide without obstruction.

I moisturized with sweet almond oil. Massaged every curve, every fold, every centimeter of skin. My breasts gleamed under the lamp's glow, my nipples dark and hard with anticipation — they had been that way since the bet was made, since the plan was set, since I knew that night would be different from all the others. My flat stomach, my toned thighs, my round ass — all received attention. All were anointed for the night ahead. The scent of sweet almonds saturated the room, mingling with the steam still drifting through the half-open bathroom door.

'You look stunning,' you said, your voice already hoarse. Hoarse with desire. Hoarse with anticipation. Hoarse with jealousy. I wasn't even dressed yet — I was standing in just a towel, my wet hair dripping on the rug — and you were already hard. Luke, Luke... what am I going to do with you? How can a man be this turned on just watching his wife get ready for someone else? How can your cock be this hard knowing it won't be the one being used tonight?

'I know,' I replied, teasing, tossing my wet hair back. Droplets of water landed on you, and you didn't even blink. 'But I'm not ready yet. Patience, my little cuckold. The night is long.'

'You're going to make one man very happy tonight,' you said, and there was a thread of sadness in your voice. A sadness that was also an arousal. A jealousy that was also a kink. The jealousy you love to feel, because it is the fuel of your desire. Without jealousy, you can't come. Without the ache of waiting, without the torment of imagination, without the suffering of watching me in another man's arms, your orgasm is lukewarm, flat, incomplete.

'I'm going to make you very happy tonight,' I corrected, stepping toward the armchair. I touched your face with the tips of my fingers, feeling the stubble on your jaw. 'He's just an instrument. A piece of flesh with a big cock. You are the symphony. You are the music I hear while I dance with others. Without you, none of this would mean anything.'

You closed your eyes and breathed deeply, as if my words were both a balm and a blade. I knew they were. I knew that every word of love made the transgression sweeter. I knew that every declaration of affection made your cock pulse harder.

Then came the makeup. I sat at the vanity — the one you gave me for our anniversary, with the mirror framed in golden lights — and began the transformation ritual. Smoky eyes, black, dramatic. Thick liner extending into a perfect cat-eye, elongating my gaze, giving it something feline. Mascara in layers, each coat thicker than the last, my lashes becoming butterfly wings. Eyebrows drawn with precision, framing my face the way a frame sets off a painting.

Bronzing powder to bring out my cheekbones, giving them a warm golden glow. Concealer to mask the under-eye shadows — not from tiredness, but from nights spent not sleeping while thinking about this very night. And the lipstick — ah, the lipstick. Deep red, almost burgundy, the color of dried blood. I applied it slowly, tracing the outline of my lips with surgical precision, filling in every groove, every fold, every corner. Then I pressed my lips together and released them with that sound you love so much — that soft pop of separation.

Every time I did it, you shuddered in the armchair. You knew that lipstick was going to stain sheets, cocks, and thighs. You knew that in a few hours, it would be smeared, ruined, destroyed — and that you would kiss those ruined lips when I came home.

'Help me pick the dress,' I said, opening the closet.

You got up from the armchair, your cock already tenting your shorts — a flag raised in thin fabric. Funny how you get hard just watching me choose clothes for other men. Your kink is my freedom, my little cuckold. And my freedom is your captivity. The more I break free, the more tightly you bind yourself to me.

I tried on three dresses in front of you. The first was red, short — so short it barely covered the bottom curve of my ass. I turned in front of you, the stilettos making my legs look infinite. 'Too obvious,' you said, shaking your head. 'A good slut doesn't dress in red. She suggests. She insinuates. She doesn't hand it over on a platter.'

The second was white, almost angelic — a light, flowing dress that made me look like a virgin about to be corrupted. You laughed, a short, excited sound. 'A slut can't look like a saint. That would be false advertising. You don't want to fool him. You want him to know exactly what you are.'

The third was the one. A black dress, so short the hem ended two fingers above my groin. The neckline plunged in the front and back, an abyss of skin that left my breasts nearly completely exposed, my nipples marking the satin like small precious stones. The fabric was thin as paper — if I leaned forward, you could see everything. If I sat with my legs crossed, the dress would ride up. If I danced, the satin would mold itself to my body like a second skin.

'Perfect,' you murmured, your gaze moving over every inch of the dress — and the body it barely covered. 'He's going to want to tear it off you. Devour you. He won't be able to resist.'

'Could you resist?'

'Never.' Your voice was a whisper. 'Not from the very first day.'

'No bra,' you said, your voice low with desire.

'No underwear,' I completed, in a silent, thrilling agreement.

You got down on your knees in front of me to help me put on my shoes — stiletto sandals with razor-thin heels, the delicate leather straps winding up my ankles like elegant black serpents. They brought me to five feet eleven inches. A goddess. A dominatrix. A luxury escort. While you buckled the straps around my ankles, your fingers grazing my skin, you kissed my thighs. Slow, wet, reverent kisses. Your mouth moved upward, touching the warm skin fragrant with almond oil.

'If you keep doing that, I won't leave,' I warned, my voice more breathless than I would have liked.

You stopped immediately, your hands still at my ankles, your lips still hovering over my thigh. But your eyes promised to continue later. Much later. When I came home, full of stories and cum, you would go down on me for hours, trying to find traces of what another man had left inside me.

The last item was the black choker. A simple strip of velvet, soft as the night, with a small onyx pendant that captured the light and imprisoned it within itself. I fastened it around my neck, feeling the velvet settle against my skin like an embrace. I turned to face you, still kneeling on the floor.

'This means I am yours.' My voice was solemn, almost ceremonial. 'Even when I'm with another man. Even when I'm on all fours for a stranger. Even when I'm moaning his name. This choker is your collar on me, my little cuckold. It says I have an owner. It says that no matter how many cocks enter me, my heart belongs to you. Never forget that.'

You swallowed hard. Your Adam's apple rose and fell. Your cock was visibly throbbing against your shorts, a dark wet spot forming in the fabric.

'Can I... can I touch you? Just for a moment?' Your voice was that of a beggar asking for something he knows he doesn't deserve. A powerful man reduced to a supplicant by desire and jealousy.

'No.' My answer was firm as steel, but my smile was sweet as honey. 'You're going to be desperate tonight. You'll watch me leave, watch me dance, watch me seduce another man. Watch me kiss him, touch him, want him. Watch me walk into his elevator while you stay alone in the bar, with your small cock and your sweating palm, imagining every detail, every moan, every drop of sweat. And only when I return home — full of cum and stories, with the taste of another man on my lips and the smell of another man on my skin — will you be allowed to touch me. Understood?'

'Understood.' Your voice was a thread of hope and despair.

'Then stand up, my little cuckold, and watch me walk out the door.'

Before leaving, I knelt in front of you — a symbolic gesture, a reversal of power. Me, the goddess in heels and black dress, bowing before you. I pulled open your shorts, freeing your cock. It sprang out, twelve centimeters hard as iron, the tip glistening with pre-cum like a liquid pearl.

I pressed a lingering kiss to the head. Just a teasing goodbye kiss. My lips left a print of red lipstick on your skin — a signature. A promise of return.

'The next mouth to touch a cock tonight won't be yours.' I whispered against the hot skin, feeling you pulse against my lips. 'It will be the mouth of a stranger. A man who doesn't know you, who doesn't know the treasure you have. But my heart is entirely yours, my little cuckold. Every beat. Every pulse. Every feeling.'

I stood up, picked up my clutch — a silver minaudière that barely fit a lipstick and a phone — and walked out of the room without looking back. I knew your eyes were following me. I knew your cock was still out, dripping. I knew you were already cursing and blessing yourself for having created this wife. This slut. This woman who was, at once, your greatest achievement and your greatest torment.

The door clicked shut behind me.

And the night began.




Chapter Two

The Hunting Ground

The bar at the Hotel Meridian is the kind of place that smells of old money and new sins. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling like tears frozen in time, casting an amber and golden light over the wine-colored velvet armchairs that looked as if they'd been lifted from a European castle. The air conditioning hummed quietly, keeping the room deliberately chilled — a deliberate contrast to the brutal heat outside, as if the hotel wanted its guests to nestle together, to warm themselves against each other, to seek in someone else's body the warmth the environment denied them.

A jazz trio was playing in the corner. Piano, upright bass, and a vocalist with a smoky voice — a Black woman with close-cropped hair and a gold dress — who sang about lost loves while her eyes roamed the room in search of her next ex-lover. The music was sad and beautiful, the kind that makes you want to drink until you forget or drink until you remember. The smell of aged whiskey and Cuban cigars hung in the air, mingling with expensive French perfume and the worn leather of the armchairs.

I entered like an apparition. Like a mirage. Like a promise materializing before disbelieving eyes.

The heels of my sandals echoed on the marble floor, announcing my arrival the way drums announce a queen. TOC. TOC. TOC. Each step was a declaration of intent. Each step said: I am here. I am desirable. I am untouchable. And you, mere mortals, will have to earn me.

Heads turned. Men interrupted their conversations mid-sentence, words dying on their lips. Women pressed their lips together with envy or desire — or both, in a complex mixture that only women understand. I felt power surge through my veins like a drug injected directly into my heart. Being desired is the greatest aphrodisiac in the world, Luke. And in that moment, I was the most desired woman in the room. Not because I was the most beautiful — there were younger women, thinner women, surgically enhanced women. But because I was the most magnetic. The one radiating confidence. The one who didn't ask for attention — she commanded it.

You were already there, of course. You had come in ten minutes before me, as we'd meticulously planned. I spotted you immediately — sitting at the darkest corner table, partially hidden behind a marble column and an enormous parlor palm that cascaded from a hanging planter. You were drinking a double whiskey, no ice, and your eyes were already fixed on me like spotlights. Your right hand was under the table, and I knew exactly what it was doing. I knew you were already touching yourself. I knew your cock was already hard and leaking. I knew you were suffering and coming at the same time.

I sat at the bar, three stools away from any other customer — a calculated strategy. I didn't want to seem too available, but I didn't want to seem inaccessible either. The bartender — a good-looking young man with dark hair and green eyes, but far too young for my taste, maybe twenty-three — approached immediately, like a moth drawn to flame.

'What can I get you?' he asked, his gaze briefly dropping to my neckline before snapping back to my face with visible effort.

'A dry martini. Very dry. One olive. A twist of lemon.'

While he prepared the drink — with more care than strictly necessary, lingering longer than professionalism required, trying to extend our interaction — I pulled out my phone and sent the first message to you:

'Already wet, my little cuckold. The game hasn't even started and my pussy is dripping. I can feel the satin of the dress getting damp between my thighs, that thin fabric you picked out absorbing me. Are you watching this? Are you watching how turned on your wife is just from being here, surrounded by strangers, knowing she's going to get fucked by one of them? Knowing that every man in this room would want her if they could? Knowing that only ONE will have that privilege tonight — and it won't be you?'

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched you pick up your phone. I saw your face tighten with a mixture of pain and arousal. I saw your hand under the table quicken its movement. You typed your reply fast, your fingers trembling:

'I'm watching. I'm suffering. Keep going. Make me suffer more.'

Keep going. The magic words. The permission I needed. The fuel that fed my courage.

I settled against the bar, crossing my legs slowly — a calculated, rehearsed, flawless move. The dress rode up, exposing my thighs nearly to the groin. The bartender almost dropped the cocktail shaker. Men are so easy, Luke. So predictable. Just a glimpse of skin and they're already imagining the rest. Just one hinted curve and they're already willing to sell their souls.

But I didn't want the bartender. He was a boy. Attractive, yes. But inexperienced. He wouldn't know what to do with a woman like me. He would kiss too eagerly, fuck too quickly, come in minutes, and then ask for my number with puppy-dog eyes. I wanted a man. A real man, who knew what to do with a woman like me. A man who would dominate me. A man who would make me momentarily forget I was married — even knowing the memory would return, and that it would be in that memory, in that contrast between a husband's love and a stranger's desire, that the true thrill lived.

I surveyed the room like a predator surveys the savanna. Each man was potential prey, and I assessed them with the clinical eye of a behavioral expert.

Near the piano, a group of Japanese executives. All in dark suits, all drinking sake, all speaking in low, respectful voices. Interesting, but the language barrier could be a problem. I needed someone who would understand my provocations, my innuendos, my veiled commands.

In the armchair by the window, a blond man, far too young — early twenties at most, with a craft beer and an open laptop. Attractive, certainly, but inexperienced. Probably in his first real job, probably still believed in romantic love. I needed someone who had lived, who had fucked, who had strayed.

At the center table, a middle-aged couple. He looked at me with poorly disguised desire, she noticed immediately, and a silent argument erupted — tight lips, withering glances, words hissed with fury. Eliminated. I don't destroy marriages — only my own, metaphorically. The irony was not lost on me.

And then I saw him.

Alone at the bar, a few stools away. A man in his mid to late thirties — the perfect age, when youth has yielded to experience but age has not yet collected its toll. Dark hair, slightly silver at the temples, cut in a style that whispered money. A few days of stubble, the kind that scratches skin and leaves red marks on inner thighs — I was already imagining what that beard would feel like between my legs.

Navy blue suit, bespoke cut, probably Italian — the shoulders falling perfectly, the sleeves at exactly the right length, the fabric a quality visible from across the room. English leather shoes that cost more than your monthly salary, my little cuckold. A silver wristwatch, understated but expensive — a Patek Philippe, perhaps, or a Vacheron Constantin, the kind only those who know recognize.

And on his left hand, a gold wedding band.

Married. Perfect.

Married men are the best prey. They have so much to lose that they surrender themselves completely to the moment. They don't want to date, don't want to fall in love, don't want to complicate lives already complicated by wives, children, mortgages, responsibilities. They want only to fuck. To fuck as if there were no tomorrow. To fuck as if it were the last time. To fuck with the intensity of a man who knows he is doing something wrong, and who wants it for exactly that reason.

And I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to be opened up. I wanted to be filled the way you have never filled me, my little cuckold.

I sent another message to you:

'Found him. Navy suit, alone, stubble, ring on his finger. A family man, just like you, my little cuckold. He probably has children. He's probably here on business, far from the wife who doesn't understand him. Probably hasn't seen a woman in weeks, and her pussy is as cold as the marble in this bar. I'm going to make him forget he's married. I'm going to make him come like he's never come in his life — not with his wife, not with his mistresses, not with anyone. And then I'm going to come home, to you, and tell you everything. Every detail. Every sensation. Every drop.'

Your reply came fast, almost instant, as if you'd had your phone ready in your hand:

'Go ahead, you little slut. Make me suffer. Make me picture you with him. Make me want to cry and come at the same time. Make me hate loving you and love hating you.'

I slipped my phone back into my purse and prepared for the hunt. My heart was pounding. My pussy was throbbing. The moment was approaching.




Chapter Three

The Hunt

I reached into my purse for a cigarette — a slim menthol I would never actually light, but which served perfectly as a seduction prop. A pretext. An opening line. I placed it between my lips and looked directly at the man in the navy suit. My eyes found his, and I didn't look away. Modest women look away. Sluts hold the gaze. And I, that night, was not modest.

'Excuse me,' I said, my voice coming out sweeter than I intended, a slightly affected tone that contrasted with my dark intentions. 'Do you have a light?'

He turned toward me slowly, as if he had all the time in the world. His eyes were deep brown, almost black, the color of black coffee. They examined me with deliberate slowness, almost insolent. They started at my face, studying my features as if reading a map. Moved down to my neck, pausing on the velvet choker. Continued past my breasts, where they lingered for long seconds — my nipples hard against the satin. Proceeded along my waist, my hip, my legs, which the short dress left exposed nearly to the groin. And only then did they return to my eyes.

He didn't pretend he wasn't looking. Didn't fake interest in something else. Didn't apologize. He evaluated me the way one evaluates a work of art at auction — or a cut of meat at a butcher's counter. And I, accustomed to being the one who evaluates, found myself strangely thrilled to be evaluated.

'A light?' he repeated, a cynical smile playing at the corner of his mouth. His teeth were white, one canine slightly crooked — an imperfection that made him even more attractive. 'That purse is too small to hold anything besides a lipstick and a cell phone. You're just provoking me.'

He was sharper than I'd expected. More observant. More perceptive. Better that way. I didn't want easy prey. I wanted a hunter who knew he was being hunted.

'Maybe.' I let the cigarette drop back into my purse — he was right, there was no lighter — and took a slow sip of my martini. The cold liquid burned its way down my throat. 'Is it working?'

'Completely.' He stood up from his stool and moved toward me, claiming the seat at my side. His cologne enveloped me — woody, with notes of leather, tobacco, and something citrus, probably bergamot. His body radiated heat, and I felt the temperature around me rise by several degrees. 'My name is Marcus.'

'Mia.'

'Mia.' He repeated my name as if tasting it, letting the syllables roll slowly off his tongue.




Chapter Four

The Hunt, Continued

'Mia.' He repeated my name as if tasting it, letting the syllables roll slowly off his tongue. 'Short. Easy to remember. Easy to moan.'

His smile was confident, but not arrogant. There was a layer of irony in his eyes, as if he knew exactly the game we were playing and was enjoying every move. He wasn't prey. He was a worthy adversary.

'Are you married, Marcus?' I pointed to the gold band on his finger, the metal catching the amber light of the chandelier.

He looked at his own hand as if he'd forgotten the ring was there. A theatrical gesture, rehearsed. I recognized that trick. I'd used it myself.

'I am. Fifteen years. Two kids. A dog. A house with a white picket fence in the suburbs.' He turned the ring on his finger, a nervous tic that betrayed his apparent calm. 'And you? Are you married?'

'What makes you think I'm married?'

'The choker. It's a collar, isn't it? Women who wear collars always have an owner.'

I touched the velvet strip at my neck instinctively. He was perceptive. Very perceptive. And that, rather than unnerving me, made me want him even more.

'I am. I have a husband too. Years of marriage. A conventional life on paper.' I took another sip of the martini, feeling the alcohol warm my stomach. 'But tonight, I'm not in the mood to be conventional.'

'What are you in the mood for tonight, Mia?'

His voice dropped an octave. The question wasn't rhetorical. It was an invitation. A wide-open door.

'Tonight I want to be fucked. I want to be desired by a stranger. I want to forget I'm a respectable wife and become the slut I know I can be.'

He didn't blink. Didn't recoil. Didn't fake shock. He just smiled — the smile of a man who has seen everything and can no longer be surprised.

'Does your husband know you're here? Does he know you're dressed like this, drinking alone, talking to strangers?'

'My husband is watching me at this exact moment.'

That got him. A fracture in the armor. His eyes swept the room, trying to locate the invisible observer. He knew you were somewhere in there, Luke. He knew there was a man sitting in the dark, watching his wife seduce another man. And the idea, rather than repelling him, seemed to excite him further.

'He likes to watch?'

'He likes to suffer. He likes to imagine every detail. He likes to know another man is where he cannot be.'

'And you? Do you like making him suffer?'

'I like making him come. The suffering is just the path.'

He finished his whiskey in a single swallow, the amber liquid disappearing down his throat. Then he stood and offered me his hand. His palm was broad, his fingers long, his nails clean and well-kept — the hands of someone who works in an office, not a construction site.

'Dance with me, Mia.'

It wasn't a question. It was a command. And commands, that night, were exactly what I wanted to receive.

I put my hand in his and stood. My heels brought me almost to eye level with him. We were equals. Accomplices. Hunters pretending to be prey.




Chapter Five

The Dance

The jazz trio had shifted tempo. They were playing something slower now, more sensual — a languid blues that seemed composed specifically for bodies to press against each other in the half-dark. The singer in the gold dress closed her eyes as she held a long note, her smoky voice filling every corner of the room like incense smoke.

Marcus led me to the small dance floor. No one else was there — just the two of us, as if the universe had conspired to give us that moment alone.

He placed one hand on my waist. The other held my right hand, raised slightly. We began to move. Slowly. The music guiding us, our bodies finding a shared rhythm.

'Is your husband watching this?' he murmured at my ear, his warm breath raising goosebumps along my skin.

'He is. Sitting at that dark table, with his cock in his hand, picturing every move.'

'Good.' He turned me slowly, and when I came back into his arms, we were even closer. Our bodies touched at several points: his chest against my breasts, his thigh between my legs, his hip pressed against my belly. 'Then let's give him a good show.'

The hand at my waist slid slowly downward, until it found the curve of my ass. He squeezed. Hard. I felt his fingers dig into my flesh through the thin satin, and a moan escaped me involuntarily — low, contained, but audible.

'You're not wearing any underwear.' Not a question.

'I never do when I go hunting.'

'You dirty girl.' He whispered it with admiration, not contempt. 'You're your husband's slut, aren't you?'

'I am. But tonight, I can be yours.'

His hand moved up again, this time along my bare back. His fingertips traced a path up my spine, vertebra by vertebra, with a touch so light it raised the hair on my arms. When he reached my neck, his fingers curled around the black choker.

'Take it off. I want to see your bare neck.'

'No.' My answer was firm. 'The choker stays. It's my collar. My husband put it on me before I walked out the door.'

He laughed, a low, rough sound. 'You two really are an interesting couple.'

'We are. Now stop talking and kiss me.'

He kissed me. Not a soft kiss. Not a movie kiss. A hungry, possessive, dominant kiss. His mouth covered mine with a hunger that bordered on violence. His tongue invaded without asking, exploring every corner, every groove, every taste. I tasted aged whiskey and something else — something I couldn't name, but which was purely male.

I responded with equal intensity. My hands rose to his hair, gripping the dark strands with force. Our bodies were completely pressed together now, and I could feel the hard ridge of his cock against my stomach. He was bigger than you, Luke. Much bigger.

While he kissed me, he guided me backward until my spine found a marble column. I was trapped between cold stone and his hot body. His mouth moved down my neck, kissing, licking, biting lightly. His teeth grazed the skin just above the choker — a deliberate provocation. He wanted me to know that if he could, he'd tear the collar off with his teeth.

His hand slid beneath my dress. The satin rode up, baring my thighs. His fingers found my pussy — warm, wet, pulsing.

'You're soaked, Mia. Soaked for a stranger. Does your husband ever get you this wet?'

'My husband makes me wet. Strangers make me dripping.'

His fingers began working me right there on the dance floor, with the music still playing and the singer still singing and you, Luke, still watching from your dark corner. His thumb found my clit and began massaging it in slow circles. While it did, two fingers slid inside me, moving in a rhythm that mimicked what his cock would do to me shortly.

I moaned. I couldn't stop it. The sound escaped my lips and blended into the music, as if I were part of the melody.

'Do you want me to stop?' He whispered, his fingers still inside me.

'No.'

'Do you want me to keep going? Here? In front of everyone? In front of your husband?'

'Yes.'

He kept going. His fingers fucked me while his thumb massaged my clit. I was on the edge of orgasm, my body shaking, my legs threatening to give. But then he stopped. Pulled his fingers out abruptly, and I let out a groan of frustration.

'Not yet.' He brought his wet fingers to his mouth and licked them slowly, savoring me. 'You'll come when I want you to. Where I want you to. How I want you to. Understood?'

'Understood.'

He smoothed my dress back over my thighs. Then he gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his eyes.

'Now you're going to go back to your husband. You're going to kiss him. You're going to tell him you want me. You're going to ask his permission to go up to my room. If he lets you, you come up. If he doesn't, you go home with him. But the choice is his.'

'And if he doesn't let me?'

'Then you go home and spend the night imagining what would have happened. Sometimes the imagination is more powerful than the reality.'

I pulled away from his arms, my legs still unsteady. I crossed the room toward your table, feeling his eyes on my back and everyone else's eyes too. They had watched. They had seen the dance, the kiss, the hand under the dress. They had watched the slut in action.

You were there, my little cuckold. Pale. Trembling. Cock hard in your hand, breathing ragged, your eyes bright with that mixture of pain and desire I know so well.

I sat in your lap without asking permission. Put my arms around your neck.

'He wants me to go up to his room,' I whispered in your ear, my voice sweet as poison. 'He wants to fuck me all night. He wants to hear me moan his name. But I'll only go if you let me, my little cuckold. The decision is yours.'

You closed your eyes. Your breathing was fractured. I could feel your heart hammering against my chest, racing like a war drum.

'Go.' Your voice came out like a death rattle, a moan of agony and ecstasy. 'Go, you slut. Go up there. Give it to him. Come for him. But come back. Come back to me.'

'I always come back, my little cuckold.' I kissed your lips, tasting whiskey and tears. 'Always.'

I got up from your lap and walked back to Marcus, who was leaning against the marble column. I extended my hand.

'Let's go.'

He took my hand, and together we walked to the elevator. The doors opened. We stepped inside. And the last thing I saw before the doors closed was your face, Luke. Your cuckold's face. The face of a man who loves so deeply he can let his wife go.

The doors closed. And the elevator began to rise.




Chapter Six

The Elevator

The elevator doors closed with a soft sound, that metallic chime that announces the start of a journey. But this was no ordinary journey. It was a descent — or an ascent? — to a place I might never return from. Not as the Miranda who had entered it. Perhaps the Miranda who emerged would be someone else. A more complete version. A truer one. A dirtier one.

The elevator was lined with mirrors. I could see us from every angle: me, in my minimal black dress and velvet choker, lips stained with red lipstick, hair slightly disheveled from the dance. And Marcus, tall, imposing, the navy suit now a little creased, his stubble making him dangerously attractive.

We were alone. Finally alone.

No one's eyes were watching us — except our own reflections. No music muffled our sounds — only the hum of the elevator's motor. No husband observed us — except in my mind, where your image was still imprinted, your cuckold's face, your eyes shining with tears and desire, your voice saying 'go, you slut, go up there.'

Marcus pushed me against the mirrored wall of the elevator. The impact was gentle, but firm. I felt the cold glass against my bare back, a jarring contrast to the heat of his body. He pressed his hips against mine, and I felt the hard length of his cock marking the front of his trousers. It was thick. Very thick. I hadn't seen him naked yet, but I already knew he was bigger than you, Luke. Much bigger.

'Finally alone,' he murmured, his mouth inches from mine. His breath smelled of whiskey and want.

'You have no patience, do you?'

'None at all.'

His hand climbed up my thigh, beneath the dress, finding my wet pussy again. His fingers slid between my lips, collecting my slickness, spreading it. I moaned, my head falling back, gently striking the mirror.

'You like being touched like this? In an elevator? Where anyone could walk in?'

'I love it. I love the danger. I love the possibility of being caught.'

'The doors could open at any moment. Some elderly couple heading to their room. A businessman coming back from dinner. And they'd see you like this — a married slut, legs parted, being fingered by a stranger.'

His words were kindling on the fire of my arousal. Every syllable made me wetter. My pussy pulsed against his fingers, my body begging for more.

'Would you want them to see? Would you want them to know what you are?'

'Yes... yes...'

His fingers went deeper. Three fingers now. His thumb found my clit and massaged it in slow circles. I was on the edge of orgasm — the same one he'd interrupted on the dance floor. And he knew. He knew exactly what he was doing.

'Do you want to come, Mia?'

'I do... please...'

'Then ask nicely.'

'Please, Marcus. Make me come. Here. Now.'

He quickened his fingers. His thumb pressed my clit harder. And I exploded. I cried out. My legs buckled, my knees gave, and I would have collapsed if he hadn't been pressing me against the wall. The orgasm moved through my body like a lightning bolt, leaving every nerve ending on fire.

The elevator stopped. The doors slid open.

A middle-aged man in a gray suit was standing in the hallway. He looked at us — me, breathless, leaning against the wall, dress still ridden up, face flushed. Marcus, with his wet fingers, a cynical smile on his lips.

'Sorry,' Marcus said, without a trace of shame. 'Wrong floor.'

He pressed the button to close the doors. The man kept staring, mouth slightly open, as the doors slid shut. The last thing I saw was his expression of shock — and perhaps a flash of envy.

I burst out laughing. Marcus did too. We laughed like two teenagers who'd just done something forbidden. And in that laughter there was complicity. There was desire. There was the promise that this night would be unforgettable.

The doors opened again. Tenth floor. The hallway was empty.

'My room is 1012,' he said, offering me his hand. 'Shall we?'




Chapter Seven

Room 1012

The suite was stunning. Much larger than our bedroom at home, Luke. Much more luxurious than anywhere we've ever made love. A king-sized bed dominated the center of the space, covered with immaculate white sheets and more pillows than I could count. A floor-to-ceiling window revealed the city below, a sea of lights stretching to the horizon. In the corner, a whirlpool bath. On the coffee table, a bottle of champagne in a silver ice bucket.

'Did you plan this?' I asked, nodding toward the champagne.

'I always plan,' he replied, removing his jacket and tossing it over an armchair. 'But I'm not always lucky. Tonight, I was.'

He opened the bottle with a clean, dry pop. The liquid fizzed into the glasses, golden and effervescent. We drank. The champagne was ice cold, the bubbles bursting on my tongue like tiny promises of pleasure.

'Take off the dress.' Not a request. An order.

'You don't want to take it slowly? Draw out the moment?'

'No.' He sat on the edge of the bed, legs apart, champagne flute in hand. 'I want to see you naked. Now. We'll figure out the rest later.'

I set my glass on the table and reached for the straps of my dress. I slid them off my shoulders slowly, teasing. The satin slipped down my body like water, revealing my breasts, my stomach, my bare pussy. The dress fell to my feet, pooling in a black puddle on the floor.

I stood naked. Only the black choker at my throat.

Marcus watched me in silence for long seconds. His eyes moved over every inch of my body with an intensity that made me feel like the only woman in the world.

'You're even more beautiful than I imagined,' he said finally, his voice deeper now, lower. 'Your husband is a very lucky man.'

'You don't even know his name.'

'I don't need to. I just know he's lucky. And he's a fool.'

'A fool?'

'A fool for letting someone like you leave the house. A fool for risking losing you to someone else. But lucky for having you to come back to.'

'He won't lose me.' My voice came out more firmly than I expected. 'He'll never lose me.'

'You love him, don't you?'

'I do. With everything I have. Every heartbeat. Every breath. Every fiber of my body.'

'But you're here. Naked. Ready to give yourself to another man.'

'I am. Because he wants me here. Because this is how we love each other.'

Marcus shook his head slowly, an enigmatic smile on his lips. 'You two are a fascinating couple. Completely dysfunctional. Completely perfect for each other.'

'Thank you. Now — are you going to sit there all night, or are you going to get undressed?'

He laughed. Got to his feet. And began to undress.

First the tie. Then the shirt, revealing a defined chest, broad shoulders, a light dusting of dark hair running down his abdomen and disappearing into his waistband. He wasn't a bodybuilder. He wasn't an athlete. He was a real man — a man with the body of someone who looks after himself without being enslaved to it.

Then the shoes. The socks. The belt. Finally, the trousers and underwear.

And then I saw it.

My God, Luke. My God.

His cock was enormous. Not like the toys you've bought me — those black rubber ones that made me come screaming. It was larger. Thicker. More alive. It had to be ten inches, maybe more. The head was deep purple, swollen, almost the size of a plum. The veins were thick as rope, visibly pulsing. His balls — heavy, full — swung as he walked toward me.

'Are you ready for this, Mia?' He gripped himself at the base — he could barely close his hand around it — and pointed at me.

My pussy clenched. My heart raced. My mouth went dry.

'I don't know,' I admitted, honestly. 'But I want to try.'

'Then lie down on the bed. Open your legs. And show me where you want me.'

I lay back in the white sheets, the softness enveloping me like an embrace. I opened my legs slowly, exposing my slick, wet pussy. My fingers moved down, parting my lips, showing him the entrance that was about to be stretched wide.

'Here,' I whispered. 'Fuck me here.'

He climbed onto the bed and knelt between my thighs. His enormous cock swayed, the dark tip gleaming with pre-cum. He picked up a small bottle of lube from the nightstand — of course he had lube, an experienced man is always prepared — and spread it generously over the head, the shaft, my inner thighs.

'Now, Mia... I want you to text your husband.'

'What?'

'A text message. Right now. I want him to know exactly what's about to happen.'

My heart hammered. I grabbed my phone from my purse, fingers shaking, and opened your conversation, Luke.

'What do I write?'

'Write the truth. Write that you're lying in a hotel bed, naked, legs spread open. Write that I have the thickest cock you've ever seen in your life. Write that I'm about to split you open.'

I typed exactly those words. My fingers trembled, but the arousal drove me forward. Before sending, I added:

'Thank you, my little cuckold. Thank you for letting me have this. I love you. Never forget that.'

I sent it.

Marcus positioned his head at my entrance.

'Ready?'

'Ready.'

And he began to push.




Chapter Eight

Consummation

The head entered first. And I was already moaning. Not a moan of pain — a moan of fullness. As if my pussy had been made for exactly that size, as if every inch of me had spent years waiting for that moment.

It was bigger than any toy. Warmer than any rubber. More alive than any fantasy.

'Does it hurt?' he asked, watching me carefully.

'A little. Don't stop. Keep going.'

He pushed deeper. Each inch was a conquest. The thick veins dragged against my inner walls, creating a delicious friction. My pussy stretched, adapted, surrendered.

'I'm barely halfway.'

'Give me all of it. I want every inch.'

He obeyed. He drove the full length inside in one motion, until his balls pressed against my clit. I cried out. A sound that came from deep within my soul.

'Jesus Christ, Marcus... the size of you...'

'Your pussy is so tight, Mia. Like a glove.'

He started to move. First slowly, letting me adjust. Then faster. Harder. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, mixing with my moans and his grunts.

'You like being fucked by a big cock, Mia?'

'I love it... I love it...'

'Your husband doesn't fuck you like this, does he?'

'No... never...'

'Poor little cuckold. He has a magnificent wife and can't satisfy her.'

'He can't... but he loves me...'

'He loves you. I fuck you. Each man does what he can.'

My hands clawed the white sheets, my knuckles going pale. My eyes were shut, but inside my mind I saw you, Luke. I saw your face as you read my message. I saw your hand moving to your twelve-centimeter cock. I saw you suffering and coming at the same time.

'Are you going to come, baby?' Marcus asked, his voice rough with desire.

'Yes... I'm going to come...'

'Then come. Come on my cock.'

I exploded. The orgasm swallowed me like a tsunami. I screamed your name, Luke — I screamed your name while another man fucked me. I screamed 'LUKE!' and came undone, my pussy contracting around Marcus's cock with a force that made him groan loudly.

He kept moving through my orgasm, prolonging every spasm. Then, when my trembling faded, he pulled out and knelt beside me.

'Now turn over. I want you from behind.'

I turned obediently. Got on all fours on the bed, ass raised, hands gripping the pillows. He positioned himself behind me, and before thrusting, he landed two firm smacks on my ass. The sting spread through my skin, mixing with the pleasure.

'Whose ass is this?'

'Yours. Tonight, it's yours.'

He thrust inside again. From behind, the sensation was even more intense. His cock reached deeper, touching places that had never been touched before. I moaned, I writhed, I pushed my hips back against him, begging for more.

'Look at you, Mia. A married woman on all fours, getting fucked by a stranger. You're the most perfect slut I've ever met.'

'Thank you... thank you for fucking me...'

'Don't thank me. I'm the one who should be grateful. I should be thanking your cuckold husband for lending you to me.'

He accelerated the pace. I could tell he was close — his moans were intensifying, his movements becoming more erratic.

'Where do you want me to come, Mia?'

'In my mouth. Come in my mouth.'

He pulled out of me, turned me around, and rose up on his knees. His enormous cock was at face level. I opened my mouth and he filled it.

He came in thick, hot pulses. The first wave hit my tongue, the second reached my throat, the third spilled across my lips. I swallowed every drop. Every last one.

When he finished, he collapsed beside me, breathless.

'You... you are incredible, Mia.'

'I know.' I smiled, his cum still trickling from the corner of my lips.

I picked up my phone and sent a final message to you, Luke:

'I just came, my little cuckold. His cock is bigger than any toy we own. But my heart is still yours. I'm on my way home. Stay awake for me. I want to tell you everything while you go down on me.'

I stood up, slipped back into the black dress, adjusted the choker, and walked out of the room without looking back.

In the elevator, I looked at my reflection. My hair was a mess. My lips were swollen. My lipstick was a dark blur. The smell of sex was embedded in my skin.

I was radiant.

The elevator doors opened in the lobby. I crossed the marble floor, ignoring the curious glances of the guests.

And got into the cab. Back to you, my little cuckold. Back to our crooked, perfect love.




Chapter Nine

The Return

The cab slid through the city streets like a nocturnal animal, its headlights cutting through the mist beginning to form on the still-warm asphalt. It was almost three in the morning, and the streets were deserted — only a few garbage trucks, a few night owls heading home, a few distant headlights blinking like fireflies. The driver — a gray-haired man with thin-rimmed glasses — didn't speak. He just drove, respecting my silence, perhaps intuiting that I didn't want conversation. Or perhaps just too tired to start one.

I was leaning against the window, my forehead resting on the cool glass, feeling the vibration of the car running through my still-trembling body. Between my thighs, the memory of what had happened was still alive. Throbbing. My pussy swollen and lightly sore, the internal muscles still contracting in occasional spasms, as if searching for the enormous cock that had filled them minutes before.

My black dress was crumpled — marks from the urgency with which Marcus had peeled it from my body. The thin satin had wrinkles that no iron would fix. My hair was loose and tangled, the strands wild as if they'd been pulled — and they had been. He liked to hold my hair while he took me from behind, remember? He'd pull it hard, arching my back, making me look up at the ceiling while I moaned.

My red lipstick, which had been perfectly outlined on my lips, was now a smear spreading to my chin. Evidence of kisses, of licks, of when he'd pushed his cock between my lips and I'd taken it like a gift. His taste was still on my tongue — salty, faintly bitter, strangely addictive. I had swallowed every drop, but the flavor persisted, like a stranger's signature left on a book that didn't belong to him.

The black choker was still at my throat. Intact. Solid. The onyx pendant caught the light of passing streetlamps, glinting intermittently like a lighthouse. It had survived. It was the only thing he hadn't touched — out of respect, out of unspoken agreement, out of understanding that it was the symbol of the fact that I would never fully belong to him.

I picked up my phone and looked at the screen. There were three messages from you, Luke. Three messages you'd sent while I was being fucked on the tenth floor.

The first, sent minutes after you received my explicit description of what was about to happen:

'I'm crying. From pain. From desire. From love. I don't know what I feel anymore. My hands are shaking. My cock aches. My heart is exploding.'

The second, maybe half an hour later:

'Are you still with him? Are you still coming? I can't stop imagining. Every moan you make, every time your eyes roll back, every inch that goes inside you... I'm here, alone, with my small cock in my hand, and I've never felt so humiliated and so turned on at the same time.'

The third, sent just minutes ago, when I was already in the cab:

'Come home. Please. Come home soon. I need you. I need to smell you. I need to taste you. I need the flavor of what he did to you. I need you to tell me everything. Every moan. Every dirty word. Every drop. Come back to your little cuckold. Come back to the man who loves you.'

My eyes filled with tears. Not from sadness. From love. A love so vast, so overflowing, that it contained within itself obscene desires and consensual betrayals and enormous cocks and cuckold husbands. A love that fit no conventional definition, but which was more real than any fairytale.

I typed my reply, my fingers still trembling:

'I'm on my way back, my little cuckold. Twenty minutes. Wait for me. Wait for me on your knees. Wait with a hungry mouth and an open heart. Because I have stories to tell, and you have a pussy to lick clean.'

The driver glanced in the rearview mirror, perhaps curious about my tears. I said nothing. I just smiled — a smile that was equal parts exhausted and radiant. He looked away quickly, focusing back on the road.

The cab stopped in front of our building. I paid with a large bill and didn't wait for change. I stepped out of the car, my legs still unsteady, and looked up. The windows of our apartment were lit. You were awake. Waiting. Exactly as I'd asked.

The building elevator had never seemed so slow. I rode up watching my reflection in the mirrored walls, and the image I saw was of a different woman. Not the wife who had left home hours ago. Not the slut who had danced in the bar. Not the lover who had moaned on the tenth floor. She was a fusion of all of them. A complete woman. Fulfilled. Alive.

The apartment door was ajar. You'd left it open for me, like a silent invitation.

I walked in. Closed the door behind me. And saw you.

You were there, Luke, exactly as I'd asked. On your knees. Naked. Your twelve-centimeter cock was hard, dripping, a bead of pre-cum shining at the tip. Your eyes were red — from crying, from waiting, from torturing yourself imagining. But your mouth curved into a smile when you saw me. A trembling, fragile smile, but full of love.

'Welcome home, my slut.'

'Shut up, my little cuckold. And lick me clean.'




Chapter Ten

The Reconquest

You dragged yourself on your knees to me. You didn't stand up. You stayed on the floor, like a subject before a queen — or like a cuckold before the wife who had just been fucked by another man. Your hands slid up my thighs, beneath the crumpled dress, finding my warm skin. Your fingers trembled.

'You're wet.'

'I am.'

'Wetter than when you left.'

'I am. He made me come. Three times. And then he came in my mouth.'

You shut your eyes, absorbing the information. Your hand gripped my thigh, your fingers pressing into the flesh.

'Was he big?'

'Enormous. Ten inches. Thick as your wrist. The veins were like rope. I wrapped my lips around every single one before climbing on.'

A moan escaped you — a moan of pain and arousal so thoroughly blended I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. Your mouth moved toward my pussy, but I stopped you with a hand on your chin.

'Not yet.'

'Please...'

'First, you're going to listen. Every detail. Every dirty word. Every provocation. And only when you're completely desperate will I let you taste me. Understood?'

'Understood.'

I went to the armchair — that same armchair where you'd been sitting when I got ready to leave, which felt like a lifetime ago. I sat down and crossed my legs. The dress rode up, baring my thighs nearly to the groin. You stayed kneeling in the middle of the room, naked, vulnerable, your small cock pointing at me.

'Crawl to me, my little cuckold. Come to your owner.'

You crawled. Without hesitating. Without standing. Your knees dragged over the rug, your hands alternating, your cock swaying. It was the image of total submission. Of unconditional love. Of a kink taken to its furthest consequence.

When you reached my feet, you stopped. You looked up, your eyes meeting mine.

'Tell me. Everything.'

And I told you.

I told you about the bar. About the dress riding up when I crossed my legs. About the cigarette I used as a pretext. About the dance with Marcus, his hands on my ass, his fingers inside me in front of everyone.

I told you about the elevator. How he pushed me against the mirror. How he fingered me with three fingers while the doors could have opened at any moment. How a stranger saw us when the doors opened on the wrong floor, and how I laughed instead of feeling shame.

I told you about room 1012. The champagne. How I took off the dress slowly, teasing him. The ten-inch cock that leapt out when he dropped his underwear.

I told you about the penetration. Every inch. Every moan. Every time I cried out at how big he was. I told you I came three times — once on my back, once on all fours, once on top. I told you he called me a slut, a dirty girl, his plaything for the night. I told you I begged for more. I told you he came in my mouth and I swallowed every drop.

And throughout every word of it, you stayed there, kneeling, your hands on your knees, your cock dripping onto the rug, your eyes fixed on mine. You didn't touch yourself once. You didn't look away. You absorbed every word like a man dying of thirst absorbs water.

When I finished, silence filled the room.

'Are you suffering?' I asked, my voice gentle now.

'I am.' Your voice came out rough, breaking.

'Are you turned on?'

'Desperately.'

'And do you love me?'

'More than ever.'

'Then you may lick me now. Come here, my little cuckold. Clean your wife.'

You leaned forward, still on your knees, and buried your face between my thighs. Your mouth found my pussy. And you began to lick.

Slowly. Reverently. As if you were kissing a holy altar.

I felt your tongue move over every fold, collecting the remnants of what Marcus had left behind. My fluids mixed with his. The taste of my arousal and my transgression. You licked it all. Every fold. Every corner. Every drop.

'It tastes like another man,' you murmured, your voice muffled against my flesh.

'It does. Do you like it?'

'I love it.'

I kept talking while you went down on me. I told you details I'd forgotten before — how Marcus groaned, how his sweat dripped onto my breasts, how his hands were rough and his words were filthy. And with each new detail, your tongue moved faster, hungrier, more desperate.

I gripped your hair with both hands, pulling your face deeper into me. Your moans vibrated against my skin. My thighs squeezed your ears. And when the orgasm came — the fourth of the night — I screamed your name.

'LUKE!'

You kept going through my orgasm, prolonging every spasm, every shudder, every drop. Then you rose up and kissed me. Your mouth tasted like me. Like us. Like everything we had done and everything we were.

'Thank you,' you whispered against my lips.

'For what?'

'For coming back. For telling me. For loving me like this.'

'I always come back, my little cuckold. Always.'

I lay down on the rug, pulling you onto my chest. Your body nestled against mine, your arms wrapping around me. We stayed like that, naked, exhausted, happy.

'I love you, Miranda. I love the wife. I love the slut. I love every version of you.'

'I love you, Luke. My little cuckold. My accomplice. My love.'

I looked to the window. The sun was beginning to rise, painting the sky in shades of orange and rose. A new morning was arriving. And with it, the certainty that our lives would never be the same again.

We had crossed a line. A line that many couples fear to cross. But we had crossed it together. Hand in hand. With open hearts. With trembling legs and hungry mouths.

And there was no going back. Nor did we want there to be.

✦   ✦   ✦
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