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Book One — The Initiation

A Wife's Awakening


My little cuckold…

You want to know how it all started? How your wife went from an ordinary woman with hidden desires and a lukewarm sex life to the woman you always dreamed she’d become? You want to know the exact moment the switch flipped — when I looked inside myself and admitted what I actually wanted? Not what society expected. Not what my friends talked about. Not what my mother taught me. What my body was begging for?

Then sit down. Get comfortable. And listen. Because this is the story of my initiation. The night I discovered what I wanted — and discovered that you wanted it even more than I did.

It started with a video. And ended with you pressing eight inches of realistic silicone inside me while I moaned and asked for more. But between those two moments, there was a whole universe of discovery, fear, confession, and more arousal than I thought my body could hold.

I remember every second. Every breath. Every pulse between my legs. And I’m going to tell you all of it.




PART 1

The Discovery

✦   ✦   ✦

The Video That Changed Everything

It was a gray Wednesday night. One of those Wednesdays you don’t even remember by the weekend. The air was thick and warm — that insistent summer heat that finds its way through the window even with the fan running on high, the blades making their steady rhythmic sound. The clock said 10:47. I remember because I looked at it and thought I should get some sleep, then dove back into my phone.

We were lying in bed after a light dinner — remember that salad with grilled chicken that you said I should make more often? — each of us in our own screen. You were watching some game or scrolling through news, frowning occasionally, making those muttering sounds of disbelief. Your right hand rested absently on my thigh, your thumb drawing slow lazy circles on my skin.

I was scrolling Instagram on autopilot. Recipes I’d never make, dumb memes that got half a laugh, cute dog videos, ads for clothes I’d consider and never buy. My mind was elsewhere — the boring meeting I had tomorrow, a bill that was due, the grocery list taking shape in the back of my head.

And then it appeared.

At first it was just another video in the endless scroll. A black-and-white image transitioning slowly to vivid color. Sensual R&B started to play — that deep bass that seems to vibrate in your chest. And then the camera focused on him.

A man. But not just any man. A presence. A living sculpture that looked like someone had set out to create the maximum definition of physical masculinity.

He had to be six-five, maybe six-six. The camera caught him full-frame and barely fit. Shoulders wide as a doorway. A defined chest that looked carved from stone, smooth and hard. Muscular arms with veins running like rivers under his skin. An abdomen cut into sharp ridges, each section visible even at rest.

He was wearing a white competition brief — the kind that reveals more than it conceals. The white fabric, stretched to its limit, showed every anatomical detail. The precise outline of the head. The thick veins running along the shaft like cords. The impossible length that seemed to go on and on. The fabric looked ready to give.

He was completely, absolutely, one-hundred-percent hard.

I stopped. My thumb froze over the screen. Literally froze. The video kept playing, but I didn’t blink, didn’t breathe, didn’t move a single muscle. My eyes were glued to that image as if they’d been sealed there.

You must have noticed something. Because you lowered your phone — I caught the movement at the edge of my vision — and the thumb on my thigh stopped its circles. But I didn’t react. I couldn’t. My attention was completely hijacked.

The video continued. The music shifted to something slower, more seductive. The man brought his hands to his waist. Large hands. Long fingers. He slid his thumbs inside the elastic waistband of the brief. And slowly — very slowly — he started pulling the fabric down.

First, the base appeared. The thick root of him. Then the shaft. And then…

It came free.

Not gradually. Not gently. It sprang out of that brief like something that had been confined far too long. The white fabric was tossed aside, and there it was: fully upright, pointing directly at the camera, as if it were staring me down.

I made a sound. Low, involuntary. A soft groan from somewhere deep in my throat that I tried to disguise as a cough. But it was too late. My body was already responding.

My underwear — plain cotton, pale pink, with a little bow on the front — went wet. Not slowly. Instantly. I felt the fabric stick to my lips, heat rise through my stomach like a wave, my nipples harden through the thin sleep shirt. They pressed against the cotton, sensitive, aching.

It was enormous. I’ll try to describe it adequately, though words aren’t enough.

Thick as a closed fist. Long as a forearm. The skin had that taut, shining quality of maximum arousal, every vein visible and pulsing. The head was flushed dark, glistening with a bead of clear fluid at the tip. The base was flanked by heavy, smooth, full balls that moved with him.

The veins. My God, the veins. Blue-tinged cords pulsing visibly, as if they had their own heartbeat. You could see blood moving through them. They ran from the base — thick as small pipes — and branched along the shaft, creating a three-dimensional map of pure arousal.

He started stroking himself slowly. One hand at the base — his fingers didn’t close fully around the girth — sliding the skin over the head. The sound the camera picked up was wet and rhythmic. Pre-cum ran freely, and he used it as a natural lubricant, spreading it across the slick head until it shone intensely.

I could not look away. It was as if every sense had been commandeered. My body was completely still, but between my legs… my body was alive. Pulsing. Contracting. Begging. I could feel every heartbeat echoing between my thighs. The damp cotton pressed against my swollen lips.

You noticed. Of course you noticed. You always notice when I’m aroused, even when I try to hide it. It’s a curse — or a gift — to be married to someone who knows you that deeply.

You set your phone down completely. I heard the soft thud of it hitting the mattress. You turned toward me, the mattress shifting with your weight, and lay there watching me with that focused attention that always undoes me. Your head rested on your hand, elbow sunk into the pillow. Your brown eyes — the eyes I’ve known for so many years, that have watched me through labor, through tears, through laughter, through aging — were fixed on me.

"Mia…" Your voice was curious. Not aroused yet. But alert. Like a hunter who heard a branch snap in the woods and went completely still to listen. "…what are you looking at?"

I didn’t answer. Words had abandoned my throat. I simply turned the phone toward you, without a word.

You looked. Your eyes widened. I watched the shift happen — not gradual, instant. Your pupils dilated, swallowing the iris. Your jaw set slightly, the muscles visible at your temple. You looked at the video, then at me, then at the video again, as if confirming it was real.

"You like this?" Your voice came out different now. Lower. Rougher. The voice you use when you’re turned on and trying to hold it. The voice I’ve learned to recognize as the prelude to something intense.

I set the phone down slowly, letting it fall into my lap. The video kept running, muffled now against the fabric of my shorts. I breathed in. The air felt thicker than usual.

It was a pivotal moment. A crossroads. I could laugh, make a joke, deflect. "God, the algorithm is insane." Roll over, close my eyes, pretend it was nothing. That’s what the old Mia would have done. Wife Mia. Mom Mia. The Mia everyone knew — the well-behaved woman who never cursed and blushed at dirty jokes at family gatherings.

But something had changed. Something about that video had awakened a desire that had been sleeping for years — maybe for my entire life. A desire I’d buried under layers and layers of "should be," of "appropriate behavior," of "what would people think."

"I’ve never stopped to think about it." My voice came out quieter than I intended, but steady. Each word was a small victory over my own fear. "But… look at this, Luke. Look at the size of that thing. How does something like that exist? How does a cock that size exist in the world, when I spent my whole life assuming six inches was the normal?"

You adjusted on the bed, turning fully toward me, propping your head on your hand. Your body was angled completely toward me now, your eyes on mine as if I were the only thing in the universe. I felt the mattress shift with your weight. I felt the warmth of your body closer, surrounding me.

"Are you turned on by this?" You repeated the question, but now it wasn’t just curiosity. It was a request. An open door. A bridge you were building toward me.

I breathed in again. The air felt denser, harder to take in. It was time to be honest. Completely honest. Whatever the cost.

"Yes." The word came out like a religious confession. Like I was at an altar, before a priest, revealing my deepest truth. "I’m very turned on. I’ve never admitted this to myself, but… I’m curious. Curious to know what it would be like. Something that size. Enormous. Look at it, Luke. Imagine that inside a woman. Imagine that inside me."

You groaned. A low sound, almost inaudible, but I heard it. My ears were so tuned to you that I caught every sound, every breath, every shift. And your hand moved. Moved slowly down your stomach — I tracked it with my eyes — past the waistband of your shorts, and gripped the shape that was already hard there. You didn’t take yourself out yet. Just held on, as if you needed something to grab, as if you’d fall without it.

"Keep going." Your voice was a rough whisper, almost a plea. "Tell me everything. Everything you’re imagining."

And I did. The words began to flow like water from a dam that broke after decades of pressure. Everything I’d stored for years — the secret fantasies I’d buried before sleep, the forbidden thoughts that visited me in the shower, the images that made me come when I was alone and you weren’t home — it all poured out now, unstoppable.

"I keep imagining… what it would be like to be with a man built like that. Huge, muscular, with a cock like that. To be dominated. To be completely filled. To feel every inch opening me up, widening me in ways you never have."

"I think about it when you’re inside me. I close my eyes sometimes and imagine something bigger. Thicker. Relentless. I imagine big hands on my waist. A low voice. Something completely different."

"I want to be completely used, Luke. I want to be turned over, folded into the bed, and fucked until I can’t walk straight. I want to feel heat flooding me for hours afterward. I want to look at you while it’s happening and say ‘thank you, little cuckold, for letting me have this.’"

Your cock was fully hard now. I could see the shape of it pulsing through your shorts, a dark spot of pre-cum forming in the fabric. You couldn’t hold back any longer — your shorts came off, and there you were: hard, glistening, a clear drop running down the head.

You started stroking yourself slowly. Rhythmic movements, your hand traveling the length. Your eyes never left mine. They were half-closed with pleasure but alert. Alive. Hungry.

"You want this, Mia?" The question came between one sound and the next, your voice trembling with arousal. "You want something that big?"

"I do." I was almost crying now, but not from sadness. From intensity. From surrender. From a desire so vast it was leaking out of my eyes. "I really do. But I don’t know if I could take it. Look at the size of it, Luke. That has to be nine, ten inches. I’m tight. You know that. You always say it. You always groan about it. Would it even fit? Was I made for something like that?"

"Let’s find out." You released yourself for a moment — your cock pulsed against your stomach, the bead of pre-cum running slowly — and picked up your phone. "Let’s look it up."

And that was how it started. Instead of sex that night, we spent hours watching explicit videos together. You searched, I pointed at what caught my attention. Each new video was a discovery, a shock, a revelation, a fresh wave of heat.

"Look at the thickness…" I pointed at the screen where a massively built man was fucking a petite woman who looked like a toy beside him. "It’s thicker than your wrist. How does something like that fit inside a woman? How is she moaning instead of screaming?"

"Look at that head pressing against her…" I was hypnotized by a close-up of the flushed tip pressing against smooth wet flesh. The camera caught every detail: the lips parting, the head disappearing centimeter by centimeter. "It must hurt. But a good hurt. The kind you want more of. The kind that makes you push your body toward it."

"Listen to how she sounds…" The video showed the woman on all fours, eyes rolling back, mouth open in a perfect O, crying out as he drove into her. The sound was loud, almost a scream. "That’s not performance. That’s real. Would I sound like that? Could I feel that someday?"

And you answered, your voice getting rougher and rougher as you stroked yourself:

"You would. Your body was made for this, Mia. That body of yours… that pussy… it deserves something like this. Something bigger. Something that fills every inch of it."

"I want to see you like that. On all fours. Being taken by something enormous. Me watching. Me stroking myself in the corner. Grateful to have a wife who’s brave enough to want this."

"You deserve it. You deserve to be fucked by a real cock. Not something that barely reaches the depth. A real cock that fills you completely."

That night, I came touching myself while watching a video of a woman being taken by two enormous men at once. One in her pussy, one in her mouth. She was moaning around him, choking slightly, her eyes watering. And I put myself in her place. My fingers worked furiously on my clit — three fingers, circular movement, the exact pressure I’d learned over years. When the orgasm hit, it was so intense I cried. Real tears ran down my face and dripped onto the pillow as my body shook uncontrollably.

You came on my stomach. The hot stream hit me while I was still in the middle of my own orgasm. You groaned my name — "MIA… MIA…" — and I felt you spilling across my skin.

Afterward we lay in silence for a while. Your warmth drying on my stomach. My underwear completely soaked, now cold. The fan filling the quiet. And the certainty, deep and inescapable, that something had changed. Something fundamental. Something with no way back.

You broke the silence first. "Mia… are you okay?"

"I’m good." My voice came out tired but happy. "I’m better than okay. I feel… free."

"Free?"

"Free from pretending I don’t want this. From pretending I don’t think about it. From pretending I’m not the kind of woman who comes imagining something enormous inside her. Do you still love me knowing that?"

You turned and kissed my forehead. "I love you exactly like this. I always did. I was just waiting for you to find yourself."

I slept that night — after cleaning up and changing my underwear — with those images etched into my mind. I dreamed about them. I dreamed I was in a dim room, surrounded by enormous men, and you were there in the corner, stroking yourself and smiling.

I woke up in the middle of the night, throbbing between my legs, and touched myself again in silence while you slept.

Something, my love, had changed. Forever.




PART 2

The Confession

✦   ✦   ✦

What I Actually Want

The next day, neither of us could stop thinking about it. It was as if the night had planted a seed in both our brains, and now it was growing without control, rooting itself in every thought, every glance, every pause in the routine.

I went to work, but my head was somewhere else entirely. Every time I closed my eyes — just to blink, to think, to breathe — the image returned. Every time I sat in my office chair, I felt that pulse between my legs reminding me of the night before.

My boss, Donna, a woman in her sixties with an impeccable bun and reading glasses perpetually around her neck, said something about quarterly reports. She spoke for a full five minutes, pointing at graphs, mentioning targets, suggesting adjustments. I caught exactly zero words. My eyes were fixed on the PowerPoint, but my mind was somewhere else entirely.

"Mia? MIA?" Her voice cut through my daydream.

"Yes! Sorry!" I answered, blinking quickly. "I’ll take care of it."

She looked at me strangely, adjusted her glasses, and left muttering about distracted employees. My coworker Claire, who sits at the desk beside mine, gave me a curious look.

"You okay, Mia? You look… different."

"Different how?"

"I don’t know. Flushed. Eyes bright. Like you won the lottery."

I smiled, a smile I couldn’t control. "I did, Claire. I really did."

But it wasn’t the lottery. It was worse. Or better. It was accumulated arousal, the kind that doesn’t let you rest, that keeps pulsing while you try to look like a normal, professional person.

At 10:34 — I remember the exact time because I’d just escaped a tedious meeting — my phone vibrated on the desk. Your name: "Luke ❤️." My heart jumped before I even opened it.

"I’ve been thinking about those videos all morning. Can’t get it down. Had to come to the bathroom and take care of it. Third stall, with the office sounds muffled, thinking about you on all fours for some enormous guy."

I laughed. Loudly. Loud enough that Claire looked again. I coughed to cover it, turned my back to her, and typed with trembling fingers:

"Same problem here. My pussy hasn’t stopped pulsing since I woke up. Had to change my underwear in the bathroom. The pair I was wearing was completely soaked. New ones on now, but I give them an hour."

The typing dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. You were choosing your words carefully.

"Do you actually want to try something that big?"

The question appeared on my screen and I stared at it for a long minute. This was the question. The definitive one. The one that separated fantasy from reality. Old Mia from new Mia. The lukewarm life from the one in flames.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. I could back out. "It was just a fantasy, babe, forget it." Return to the routine. To the Saturday night sex. To the familiar dimensions I knew by heart.

But I didn’t want that anymore. I’d tasted the forbidden fruit. I’d seen what existed beyond our bedroom. And I couldn’t pretend anymore that I didn’t want it.

"I do. But I don’t know if I’m ready for a real man yet. I’m scared. Scared it’ll hurt too much. Scared I’ll like it too much and never want to go back to yours. Scared of losing myself. Scared of finding myself."

The reply came almost instantly, as if you’d thought it all through before I even admitted it. As if you knew my desires before I did:

"What if we start slow? A toy. Realistic. Big. The size of those videos. Nine inches. You use it and imagine it’s a real man. And I help you. I watch you. I film you. I’m the one who puts it inside you. I control it. I’m your pimp. Your accomplice. What do you think?"

My heart pounded so hard I felt the blood in my ears. A toy that size. I’d never used anything bigger than what you gave me — my six inches of safety, familiar, never surprising. The idea of nine inches of silicone entering me was terrifying. And exciting. A mixture of fear and desire that left me dizzy.

"Let’s do it. Today. After work. But promise me you’ll go slowly? Promise you’ll stop if I ask?"

"I promise. Already looking up where to buy one. There’s a sex shop near my office. Going at lunch. I’ll send you photos of what I find."

"Send me everything. And I’ll ruin another pair of underwear."

"Already?"

"Already."

You sent a fire emoji. I sent a devil. And the rest of the day was pure torture.

Every minute felt like an hour. The clock on the office wall seemed broken, the hands dragging as if they had nowhere to go. I touched spreadsheets, answered emails, sat through meetings — all on autopilot. My head was home. In the bed. On the toy. On you pressing it inside me.

At 1:47, you sent a photo. I opened WhatsApp with trembling fingers. A shelf in a sex shop, filled with toys of all sizes, colors, and shapes. You’d circled one: a thick, realistic dildo, enormous, with pronounced veins and a swollen head.

"This one. Nine inches. Realistic texture. The salesman said it’s the one wives ask for most when they want to try something bigger."

"Most popular with wives? There are other wives like me?"

"He said yes. Many of them. All with the same idea. All wanting to know what they’ve been missing."

"Did you tell him why we were buying it?"

"Gave him the general idea. He didn’t blink. Said he hears it every week."

I laughed. You always manage to make me laugh even through the dirtiest confession. That’s why I loved you. Because you turned even our most shameful desires into something intimate. Something ours. Something beautiful.

I got home at 6:30. Dropped my bag on the couch and found you sitting in the living room. You had a discreet bag in your hand — black, no logo, the kind that could hold anything. A book. A gift. A secret.

Your eyes were bright. That brightness I’d learned to recognize: the brightness of my aroused cuckold. The brightness of a man about to share a fantasy with his wife.

"It’s here, Mia." You held up the bag like a trophy. "Your first one."

I sat beside you on the couch, my legs unsteady. You placed the bag in my lap. The weight was more than I expected. I looked at you, searching for courage. You nodded, with that calm smile that always gives me security. That smile that says "I’m right here, whatever happens."

I opened the bag with shaking hands. Inside, a black box, elegant, with gold lettering: "REALISTIC — 23cm — FEEL THE REAL THING." And inside the box, nestled in black foam like a rare jewel, was the toy.

It was beautiful. Frighteningly beautiful. A realistic silicone dildo — and I mean realistic without exaggeration. Every detail was there. The texture of skin, with microscopic pores. Pronounced veins running the full length like rivers on a map. A deep, shining head with a small opening at the tip. The base had two heavy, full balls that shifted when I moved the toy.

I lifted it out of the box. Held it. The weight was astonishing — dense, substantial, like the real thing. The silicone was soft but firm. Compressible, but not limp. The texture slid under my fingers.

Nine inches long. I mentally measured it against what I knew. Nearly double. And the thickness… the thickness was staggering. I tried to close my hand around it, and my fingers didn’t meet. There was almost a full inch of gap between my thumb and my index finger.

"My God, Luke." My voice came out as a reverent whisper, like I was holding a sacred relic. "This is enormous. How is this supposed to fit?"

"It’s the size you wanted. The size from the videos." You slid your hand up my thigh, a gesture that was simultaneously possessive and reassuring. "The size you deserve."

I felt myself pulse. Fear and arousal mixed together, a cocktail that shot up my spine and exploded in my brain.

"I don’t know if I can do this. This is bigger than anything that’s ever been inside me. Bigger than you. Bigger than my fingers. It’s… it’s enormous."

You interrupted me. You held my face in both hands — that gesture you make when you want my complete attention, that I love, that makes me feel small and protected at the same time — and kissed me. A calm, steady kiss that said "trust me" without a single word.

"You can do this, Mia. You were made for this. From the first day I saw you — that party in college, remember? You in the blue dress, laughing at something your friend said — I knew you had this fire inside you. This hunger. This want for something bigger. I saw it in your eyes. I saw it in your mouth. I saw it in the way you moved."

"And I’ll be right here, beside you, helping. If it hurts, we stop. If you want more, we keep going. But you need to try. You need to know if this is actually what you want. If this is what you’ve always secretly dreamed."

My eyes filled with tears. Not from sadness. From gratitude. Because you understood me. Because you didn’t judge me. Because you wanted to fulfill my desires, not just your own. Because you were the most extraordinary man in the world.

"And if I like it more? If I come harder with this than with you? If after nine inches I never want to go back to six?"

You smiled. That smile I love. The smile of my happy cuckold. The smile of a man at peace with his place in the world.

"Then we go after the real thing. A man. With something like that. Because I want to see you happy. I want to see you fulfilled. I want to see you be the woman you always dreamed of being."

I hugged you hard, feeling your heart beat against my chest. "I love you, Luke. I love you and I love being yours."

"Then go shower. Get ready. Tonight you meet your first nine inches."




PART 3

The Preparation

✦   ✦   ✦

The Ritual

I took a long shower, as if preparing for something sacred. And in a way, I was. I was offering my body — my pussy — to something new, something unknown, something that might transform me forever.

The hot water ran down my back while I soaped myself slowly, covering every inch with a soft washcloth. I closed my eyes and let the water fall on my face, thinking about what was coming.

I shaved everything — smooth, every hair removed at the root, skin soft as silk. Legs, underarms, all of it. I wanted to be perfect. I wanted you to look at me and think "she is the most beautiful woman in the world."

I applied vanilla body lotion over every inch of skin. The sweet scent spread through the bathroom, mixing with the steam. My breasts shone, my nipples already hard with anticipation. My ass curved round and high. I ran my hand over my freshly smooth center and felt that I was already wet — and I hadn’t even started yet.

I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. The steam had fogged part of it, but I could see my silhouette. I wiped a circle clear and looked at my face. Flushed. Eyes bright. Lips slightly parted. The face of a woman who was aroused. Of a woman who was ready. Of a woman about to take a step she couldn’t take back.

"You want this, Mia." I whispered to my reflection. "You want to know what it feels like. And it’s okay. It’s okay to want it."

When I came out of the shower wrapped in a towel, you had already prepared the bedroom. And my God, you had prepared it.

The lights were low — you’d switched the overhead for something amber-toned that gave everything a golden, intimate look, as if the room were a sanctuary. Scented candles were scattered strategically: on the dresser, on the windowsill, on the nightstand. Vanilla and cinnamon mixed with my body lotion, creating an atmosphere that was warm and exciting at once.

Soft music played from your phone through the Bluetooth speaker. Something instrumental, with slow beats and a deep bass that vibrated in the chest and resonated through the walls. The perfect soundtrack for what was about to happen.

The bed was made with dark sheets — black satin that gleamed under the amber light. "Easier to wash afterward," you said with a knowing smile, and I laughed nervously but also genuinely aroused by your practicality. You’d thought of everything.

But the center of attention was the toy. Resting in the middle of the bed on a white pillow like a sacred object on an altar. You’d placed it there in a position of prominence, as if it were the star of the evening. It was.

It looked bigger now. More imposing. More desirable.

You laid me on the bed, naked, and started kissing me. Not with urgency. With devotion. Every kiss was a promise. Every touch was a preparation.

Your mouth moved down my neck — you know that’s my weak point, that when you lick that curve between my neck and shoulder I shiver all over — and I was already moaning softly. You sucked my nipples patiently, alternating between them, biting gently, circling with your tongue, until they were hard as stones. My back arched involuntarily, pushing my breasts into your mouth, asking for more, more, more.

Then you moved lower. Down my stomach, with wet open-mouthed kisses. Past my navel, circling with your tongue. And finally, you reached between my legs.

You ate me out like it was the last time. With hunger, with devotion, with love. Your tongue traced every centimeter of my lips, entered me, moved up to my clit, circled, sucked, licked, kissed. My moans filled the room, mixed with the music and the scent of the candles and the wet sounds of your mouth.

You made me come on your tongue once. I cried out your name and my legs shook, clamping around your head. But you didn’t stop. You kept going even as I was sensitive, until the orgasm faded and another began to build.

You made me come a second time. More intense — my body arched off the bed, my hands fisted in the black sheets, my eyes rolled back. You groaned against me, the vibration of your voice carrying me to the edge.

Two orgasms. I was soaked, relaxed, completely open. My pussy was pulsing, begging.

Then you picked up the toy. And the lube. The bottle clicked when you opened it.

"Ready, baby?" Your voice was a whisper loaded with arousal, looking down at me.

"Ready." My voice trembled, but it was firm. "Show me what nine inches feels like."

You spread lubricant over the silicone head — a clear, thick liquid that caught the amber light. You worked it along the entire length, over the false veins, over the base. The silicone turned slick, glistening, almost alive.

Then you applied lube to my entrance, massaging me gently. Your fingers moved in and out — first one, then two, then three — opening me, getting me used to the idea of something larger.

The cold silicone pressed against my entrance and I trembled. The head. Waiting.

"Go slowly, Luke." My voice was a plea. "Very slowly. Promise me."

"I promise." You kissed my forehead. And you began to push.




PART 4

The Penetration

✦   ✦   ✦

Nine Inches

You positioned the head at my entrance. I felt the cold silicone against my warm, slick lips — the temperature contrast made me shiver all over, every hair rising.

And you began to push.

The head went in first. And I moaned. A deep, guttural sound that came from somewhere I didn’t know I had. It was bigger than you by itself, alone. Your six inches wouldn’t compare to what that head alone delivered. My pussy stretched to accommodate that swollen silicone crown — my lips opened, my walls widened — and I felt a delicious burning, an immediate fullness that was pain and pleasure at once, so intertwined I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

"Does it hurt?" You asked, worried. Your eyes were fixed on mine, watching every signal, every microexpression. You’ve always been like that — attentive. Careful. Even in the filthiest moments, you never stopped caring.

"A little." My voice came out breathless, the words broken by heavy breathing. "But don’t stop. Keep going. It’s a good hurt. The kind I want."

You pushed another centimeter. Another. The thickness of the middle began to enter — the widest part, where the veins were most pronounced, where the diameter peaked — and I felt my walls being opened wider than ever before. As if my pussy had been designed specifically for this, but was still too small, too tight, had never been here before.

Every false vein dragged along the inside of me. Every centimeter carved its path through a space that only knew you before — and that you barely filled in comparison.

"OH GOD, LUKE… THIS IS SO BIG…"

"You’re almost halfway, babe." Your voice was a mixture of awe and arousal. Your eyes were shining, your breathing as ragged as mine, your cock hard and pointing upward. "You’re taking it beautifully. You’re incredible. My gorgeous, brave girl."

"Push more. I want all of it. Every inch."

You pushed more. Centimeter by centimeter. I watched between my legs as that length of silicone disappeared inside me. The image was surreal. Hypnotic. I was watching myself being filled in a way I’d never been filled. The girth vanishing inch by inch, swallowed by my hungry pussy.

When it was finally all the way in — completely in — the silicone base pressed flush against me. I was completely full. My pussy was stretched so wide I could feel every detail of the toy inside me. Every texture. Every centimeter. Every slight pulse of silicone pressing against my walls.

"It’s all the way in, Mia." You whispered, reverent, as if you were in a temple. "You did it. Every single inch inside you. My wife. My woman. My absolute goddess."

"My God…" I could barely form words. They came out scrambled, tangled with moans. "It’s so much… but it’s so good… it’s the best thing I’ve ever felt…"

You began to move the toy. Slowly pulling out — the sensation of emptiness was almost painful, my walls contracting as if trying to hold the toy in place — and pushing back in, filling every millimeter. The rhythm was hypnotic. In, out. In, out. I moaned LOUDLY, without shame, as you fucked me with that silicone cock. Let the neighbors hear. Let the whole world hear. I was being taken by nine inches and nothing else mattered.

"Imagine it’s a real man, Mia." Your voice was an exciting command that guided me through the fantasy. "Imagine a huge, built man taking you."

"I’m imagining…" The words came out between moans, my voice trembling. "I’m imagining him over me… sweating… drops falling on my breasts… his hands on my hips… his voice rough and low… telling me I’m all his… fucking me…"

"You love it? You love the fullness?"

"I LOVE IT… I LOVE BEING COMPLETELY FILLED… I WANT A REAL MAN… I WANT TO FEEL SKIN… HEAT…"

You accelerated. The toy moved in and out with an obscene wet sound — that "plaft plaft plaft" that was music to my ears. My pussy was drenched, flooding, accepting every inch of that silicone cock as if it were real. The lubricant mixed with my own slickness, running down my thigh, soaking the black sheets.

"I’m going to come, Luke… I’m going to come on this cock…"

"Come, baby. Come knowing I’m watching."

I came. I CRIED OUT. My entire body shook — legs, arms, abdomen, everything contracted. My legs would have given out if you weren’t holding them. My pussy contracted around the toy with an absurd force, sucking, squeezing, trying to take in even more. It was an orgasm so intense and so deep it seemed to last minutes. Waves of pleasure crashing up my spine, exploding in my brain, and returning to my pussy, creating an infinite cycle. I saw stars. Literal pinpoints of light in my field of vision.

You removed the toy slowly, carefully — "shhh, easy, babe, easy" — and I felt the vast emptiness it left. My pussy kept pulsing, open, hungry. The sensation of being empty after being so full was almost unbearable. Almost painful.

"Again." I asked, my voice still trembling, my eyes begging. "Do it again."

And you did. That night, you took me with that toy three more times. Each time a different position, a new angle, a unique sensation.

✦   ✦   ✦

Position One: On All Fours in the Mirror

You turned me with a firmness that left no room for hesitation. Your hands on my waist were simultaneously a command and a request. "Come here. On all fours. Now."

I positioned myself at the edge of the bed, knees sinking into the soft mattress, hands flat against the satin sheet. The edge of the bed was perfectly aligned with the wardrobe mirror — the large three-panel mirror that I’d bought on sale years ago, never imagining it would serve for this.

You positioned yourself behind me. I could see your reflection: you kneeling on the bed, your cock hard, one hand holding the toy. The nine inches looked even larger in the amber light.

"Arch more. Higher. I want to see everything."

I obeyed. I arched my back, pushing my ass up and back. I felt the cool air of the room on my exposed, still-wet, still-pulsing pussy. In the mirror, I could see every detail: my swollen lips, my aroused clit, my entrance pulsing as if asking to be filled again.

You ran the tip of the toy along my lips, lightly, teasing. The cold silicone grazed my clit and I gasped, an involuntary spasm running up my spine. "Sensitive, baby?"

"Yes… but don’t stop…"

"I’m not stopping. Look in the mirror. LOOK."

I raised my eyes and found my own reflection. The image was… pornographic. A woman on all fours on a bed. A married woman. Mother of two daughters. She was naked, ass raised, breasts swaying gently with her ragged breathing. Behind her, a man — her husband — held an enormous realistic toy, whose swollen head was positioned at her entrance.

But what struck me most was the FACE of that woman. Her mouth open in a perfect O. Her eyes half-closed, but shining. Her cheeks flushed. Her hair disheveled, sticking to her sweaty forehead. She was not a victim. She was not ashamed. She was HUNGRY.

That woman was me.

"Do you see what I see?" Your voice came from behind, but your eyes found mine in the mirror’s reflection. "The most beautiful woman in the world? She’s my wife. And she’s about to get exactly what she deserves."

You pushed. The head went in.

In the mirror, I watched the silicone disappear centimeter by centimeter. My pussy opened to receive it, my lips stretching, my entrance widening. The burning was real — a delicious heat reminding me I was being filled beyond my usual limit. But the pleasure… the pleasure was even greater.

"See? See how you were made for this? Your body takes every inch. All the way down."

You pushed it all the way in. The silicone base pressed flush against me, and I cried out. In the mirror, I saw the black base pressed against my flesh, the stark contrast between the dark silicone and my skin.

You began to move the toy. Slowly at first. Pulling almost all the way out — I could see the head re-emerge, glistening from my fluids — and pressing back in. The rhythm was hypnotic. My breasts swayed with each thrust, my nipples rubbing against the satin sheet.

"Now look closely. Look. This is me, pressing nine inches inside you. But what are you imagining?"

"A man…" My voice came out shaky, broken by moans. "An enormous man… taking me…"

"Describe him. What does he look like?"

"Huge… built… sweaty… his hands on my hips… his voice low… telling me I belong to him…"

"And you love it?"

"I LOVE IT… I LOVE BEING TAKEN LIKE THIS…"

You accelerated. The sound of the toy moving in and out of me was wet, obscene, filling the room and mixing with my moans. In the mirror, I saw my mouth open, my eyes beginning to roll back, my hands gripping the sheet so hard my knuckles went white.

"Going to come, baby? Going to come watching yourself?"

"I am… I’m going to come… OH MY GOD…"

"Then come. Come seeing exactly who you are."

I exploded. My entire body contracted — my back arched, my legs shook, my pussy clamped around the toy with absurd force. In the mirror, I watched my face contort in a mask of pure pleasure, my eyes roll completely back, my mouth open in a soundless scream.

And the whole time, you behind me, holding the toy steady, letting my pussy’s contractions work against the silicone. "That’s it… that’s it… let it all go… you beautiful thing…"

When the orgasm finally eased, I collapsed. My arms gave out, my legs went limp. But before I could fully recover, you were already turning me onto my side.

"Round two. Now."

✦   ✦   ✦

Position Two: On Your Side, Leg Raised

You laid me on my side, my body still soft from the previous orgasm, my muscles still trembling. I felt the mattress shift as you settled behind me. Your right hand slid along my thigh, rising slowly, until it reached my knee.

"Raise your leg. That’s it. Higher. Up on my shoulder."

You lifted my right leg until it rested on your shoulder — a position I’d never tried before. I felt the muscles of my inner thigh stretch, my pussy open further from the unusual angle. I was completely exposed. Vulnerable. Open.

"This angle is new, isn’t it, babe? We’ve never tried this."

"No… never…" My voice came out weak, breathless.

"This is how a massive man would take you. On your side. Your leg up on his shoulder. He’d go deep. Very deep. He’d reach a place I’ve never reached."

You picked up the toy again — still glistening from my fluids, still warm from the friction. You positioned the head at my entrance but didn’t push immediately. You let it sit there, pressing lightly, letting me feel the diameter, the width, the anticipation.

"Picture him, Mia. Picture a huge man lying behind you. His sweaty chest against your back. His warm breath on your neck. His strong arm holding your leg. And that cock… that enormous cock going in at this angle."

You pushed.

And MY GOD.

The toy entered at a completely different angle. The head didn’t go straight to the back — it pressed against a side wall, found a spot I didn’t know I had. A new, unexplored point that made me cry out.

"OH GOD, LUKE… THIS IS NEW…"

"See? See what a big cock can do? Reach where I’ve never reached? Hit what I’ve never hit?"

You began to move. Slowly at first, letting me feel every centimeter of that lateral invasion. The toy slid along my inner wall, pressing that magic spot with every stroke. I moaned, writhed, tried to push my hips against the toy to increase the pressure.

"A huge man would take me like this…" I murmured, eyes closed, my mind completely immersed in the fantasy. "He’d enter like this… from the side… with my leg raised… going deep because the angle lets him…"

"And what would he call you?"

"His… his girl… his little wife…"

"And you’d love it?"

"I’D LOVE IT… I’D BEG FOR MORE…"

You accelerated. The toy now moved in and out at a frantic pace, that new spot being massaged repeatedly. My leg ached from being held up, but the pain was irrelevant — pleasure swallowed it whole.

I came for the second time. Faster than the first. More intense than the first. My body shook, my leg slipped from your shoulder, and I curled into myself, my pussy pulsing, tears on my cheeks.

But you weren’t done. "Third round. On your stomach."

✦   ✦   ✦

Position Three: Face Down, You Above

I could barely move. My muscles were limp, my strength had gone with the two orgasms. But you didn’t wait. You turned me face down yourself, my face sinking into the pillow, my arms spread to the sides.

I felt the mattress dip when you climbed over me. Not just your body weight — your presence. You lay on top of me, your chest against my back, your mouth at the back of my neck. I felt your hard cock pressing against my ass, but you didn’t enter. Instead you picked up the toy one more time.

"This position is different, babe. Pay attention."

You positioned the toy from behind, between my closed legs. My thighs pressed together, tight, creating an even narrower channel than my pussy alone. When you pushed the toy through between my closed thighs, the pressure was immediate.

"In this position, it feels like a massive man is on top of you. His weight pressing you into the mattress. His sweaty chest on your back. His ragged breathing in your ear. And his cock… his cock sliding between your closed legs, going slowly because it’s so tight there’s no room to rush."

You began to move the toy. And it was exactly as you described. With my legs closed, every inch of silicone dragged against me with maximum friction. The narrow channel made the toy feel even larger, even more invasive. And your weight on top of me…

"Feel it, Mia? Feel the weight? Imagine him. A huge man. Sweaty. Breathless. Taking you from behind while he whispers in your ear."

"What does he whisper, Luke? TELL ME."

Your mouth pressed to my ear, your voice a rough, exciting whisper: "‘You feel so tight, baby. So warm. So perfectly made for this. You’re mine right now. Just mine. And you love it.’"

I came right there. WITHOUT even needing movement. Just from your words, your weight, and the pressure of the toy between my closed thighs.

It was a different orgasm from the others. Deeper. More emotional. My body had no more energy to shake — I simply melted under your weight, my pussy contracting in vain, my eyes closed, my breathing ragged. Tears ran silently down my face and soaked the pillow.

"Like this, Luke… LIKE THIS… it feels like someone is lying on top of me… taking me… dominating me… possessing me…"

You held the toy still there, pressing between my thighs, and kissed the back of my neck. "Did you feel it, babe? Did you feel what it could be like?"

"I felt everything… I want this for real, Luke… I want the real thing…"

"And you’ll have it, baby. I promise. You’ll have it."

We stayed like that for a long time. You lying on top of me, the toy still between my thighs, our bodies sweaty and exhausted. The silence of the night gradually returned, replacing the moans and cries that had filled the room minutes before.

✦   ✦   ✦

The Toy Still — and Your Mouth

At one point, you pressed the toy all the way in and left it there. Buried completely. Perfectly still. No movement. Just the constant pressure inside me.

And then you moved down and began to lick me. Your mouth on my clit, your tongue circling, sucking, while that toy filled me completely without moving.

I came on your tongue with something deep inside me. It was one of the most intense sensations of my life. Coming with something inside you, completely still, just the pressure and your mouth. The tears came again — this time from pure pleasure.

After what felt like hours, you removed the toy — now completely coated, glistening, covered in me — and entered me yourself. You slid right in. Gliding through my stretched, flooded pussy like a key in a familiar lock.

But it felt different. Your cock was good. Pleasurable. Familiar. You moved in the rhythm I loved, whispering in my ear, kissing me. But after nine inches of that toy… I felt the absence of the fullness. I missed the pressure against every wall. The sensation of being absolutely, completely filled.

And you noticed. You always notice.

"You liked the toy more, didn’t you?" Your voice held no pain. Only arousal. Only acceptance. Only the peace of a man who knows his place and loves it.

"I’m sorry, Luke… but yes." I didn’t want to lie. Not after all of this. "It was bigger. Thicker. It filled me more. It made me feel things that…"

You interrupted me with a kiss. "Don’t apologize. I LOVED watching you take that toy. Loved being the one pressing it inside you. I felt like your pimp. Your accomplice. Your owner. That doesn’t diminish me, Mia. It elevates me."

"So this is it." You continued, looking into my eyes. "You need the real thing."

"I do. But it doesn’t have to be now. We can keep using the toy for a while. Until we’re ready. Until we find the right person."

You kissed me. A long, slow, deep kiss full of promises.

"Agreed. But know one thing: I loved watching you take that toy. I loved being the one pressing it inside you. I felt like your pimp. Your accomplice. Your owner."

"You are, my little cuckold. You are my pimp. My accomplice. My LOVE. And nothing — no toy, no real man — will ever change that. Nothing."




PART 5

The Aftermath

✦   ✦   ✦

How This Transformed Us

In the days that followed, the toy became our favorite. It didn’t go back in its box. It didn’t get hidden in a drawer. It stayed on the nightstand, beside the bed, like a trophy. A symbol. A constant reminder of what we’d discovered together.

Every night before sleep, you would take me with it. It became a ritual. A need. An addiction that grew with every orgasm.

I’d lie on my stomach, you’d press all nine inches into me, and I’d moan imagining it was a real man. We started building characters for our fantasy sessions — different types for different moods, different wants.

"Tonight it’s the powerlifter," I’d announce, while you positioned the toy. "He’s enormous, broad, six-four. Personal trainer. And he has a cock this size — for real."

"He takes you well, baby," you’d enter the game, your voice rough with arousal, your hand firm on the base. "Shows you what it feels like to be completely full."

Or: "Now it’s the construction worker. The one we saw at the site near work. He’s rough around the edges, sweaty, callused hands. But that cock… that cock is a tool. Has to be ten inches. Thick as a wrist."

"He takes this married woman apart," you’d command, pressing the toy in hard, the silicone base meeting my clit. "She’s my wife, but her pleasure is his to give."

It was our game. Our fantasy. Our preparation for the next step.

Until one day, about three weeks after the toy night, you came home with a different expression. Not work exhaustion. Not traffic irritation. A brightness in your eyes that I hadn’t seen in a long time. The brightness of someone who had a secret.

You sat on the edge of the bed, took both my hands — that gesture you make when you’re about to tell me something important — and took a deep breath.

"Mia… I found someone."

My heart stopped. Literally skipped a beat. "Someone?"

"A man. Built, huge. Exactly the type we talked about. He’s willing to come here. Willing to be with you while I watch."

The air left my lungs. The world seemed to tilt. The transition from silicone to skin. From toy to real man. From dream to reality.

"His name is Marcus. He’s thirty-four. He saw your photos — the ones you let me take that night, remember? — and said you were the most beautiful woman he’d seen in years. He said he’d take care of you. That you’d feel exactly what the toy taught you to want, but with heat. With breath. With hands that know what they’re doing."

My heart was hammering. My pussy pulsed instantly. The moment had arrived. The moment I’d dreamed about for weeks. The transition from rubber to flesh. From plastic to warm blood. From fantasy to real life.

"I’m ready, Luke." My voice came out steady, even as my body shook with anticipation. "I’m more than ready. I’ve been ready since the first night."

And that, my love, is the story of how I became the woman I am today. It started with a video. It continued with a nine-inch toy you pressed inside me while I moaned and imagined. And it ended with me on all fours, being taken by a real man — a man of flesh and bone and a cock that matched everything the toy had promised — while you stroked yourself and thanked every lucky star for having a wife brave enough to want this.

But that story — Marcus arriving at our door, Marcus entering our bedroom, what happened next — that’s for another night. If you want it, you know what to do. Sit down. Get comfortable. And ask me nicely.

Kisses from your Mia.

The wife who loves being completely, finally, fearlessly herself.

And the woman who loves even more the husband who let her get there.

Bonus Chapter

The Morning After: The Consequence of Discovery

I slept little that night, but woke early. Very early. The clock read 5:47 AM, and I was already lying with my eyes open, staring at the ceiling, unable — or unwilling — to fall back asleep.

It wasn’t the light sleep of exhaustion. It was the restless non-sleep of a woman whose soul is on fire. Sleep filled with images that repeated on loop. I woke breathless three times during the night. Every time, my hand was between my legs, and I pulled it away quickly, like a child caught stealing candy.

The sunlight was still tentative, just beginning to thread through the slats of the blinds, drawing gold lines on the bedroom floor. The beam cut through the half-dark like a blade, lighting dust motes that drifted slowly through the air. Everything looked calm. Peaceful. But inside me, a storm raged.

You were still sleeping. Your face was half-buried in the white pillow, mouth slightly open, breathing heavy the way it gets after a night like the one we’d had. Your right arm was extended toward me, as if even in sleep you wanted to touch me, protect me, hold me. But your hand didn’t reach my body. It rested in the empty space between us, fingers slightly curled.

And between us, on the floor beside the bed, was the toy.

Just lying there. Silent witness to my undoing.

In the cold morning light, it looked different. Less threatening, maybe. But still… imposing. The silicone glinted with traces of the lubricant we’d used — and with what was mine, still coating it like a transparent film. I could see the false veins from the bed. The head, now marked with my scent. The heavy base, still.

My entire body trembled. My pussy — still swollen, still pulsing, still opened by the night before — throbbed faintly. As if it recognized the toy. As if it wanted more.

I looked away and looked at you. At your naked body, partially covered by the sheet. At your peaceful face, oblivious to the hurricane inside me. At your cock.

Soft. Tucked quietly under the sheet, like a small animal retreating to its burrow.

Six inches.

I loved it. Loved what it represented. Comfort. Safety. Your love. Those six inches had given me two daughters. Had made me come — moderately, controllably, warmly — for fifteen years. They’d been there through every important night: the honeymoon, the first night in our new house, the night I found out I was pregnant.

I loved your cock. I really did.

But now an intrusive, cruel thought whispered in my head. A thought I tried to push away, but it kept returning, stronger each time, like an inevitable tide.

"It’s not the same."

I closed my eyes hard, trying to silence the voice.

It continued: "It doesn’t fill you the way the toy did. It doesn’t dominate. You moaned louder last night than in fifteen years of marriage. You came harder with nine inches of silicone than you do with your husband. You’re a selfish, ungrateful woman."

Tears began to form. Hot tears that ran silently down the corner of my eye, traced my nose, and dripped onto the pillow.

I cried quietly while you slept. I didn’t want to wake you. Didn’t want to have to explain those tears. Because I didn’t even know how to explain them to myself.

They weren’t tears of sadness. They were tears of a CHOICE. The choice between the Mia I was and the Mia I wanted to be. Between the safety of the familiar and the abyss of the unknown. Between the wife who bakes for the school fundraiser, who attends parent meetings, who wears cotton pajamas and turns off the light before sex — and the woman who moaned like she’d never moaned before for a piece of black silicone.

Both lived inside me. Both felt like me. And I was caught in the crossfire, not knowing which way to run.

I got up slowly, carefully, so as not to wake you. My feet touched the cold floor. I felt every muscle in my body ache — my thighs, my abdomen, between my legs. Marks of the night before. Marks of my transformation.

I bent down and picked up the toy from the floor. It was still slightly warm — the silicone had held my body heat, as if it were an extension of me. I held it in both hands. Weighed it. Looked at it for a long moment.

"What did you do to me?" I whispered to the inanimate thing in my hands. "What did you WAKE in me?"

It didn’t answer. Obviously. But in my head, the answer was clear: "I only showed you what was already there."

In a flash of panic, a self-preservation impulse, I made a decision. I carried the toy to the dresser and opened the lingerie drawer. I pushed aside lace underwear you never noticed, bras you never looked at, and placed the toy at the back. In the darkest, most hidden, most inaccessible corner.

I buried it there.

I felt around the bottom of the drawer, wanting to cover it with more things, and my fingers found something hard. A piece of paper. I pulled it out and saw it was an old card, yellowed at the edges, in your slightly faded handwriting: "Good for one complete massage. No time limit. With all the kisses and whatever else you want. I love you, Luke."

It was the massage voucher you’d given me on our first anniversary as a couple. Over a decade ago. Fifteen years ago, maybe. I’d never used it. Kept it for years as a romantic treasure, proof of your love in its earliest form, of your generosity as a young man in love.

Now, looking at that card, I felt a tightening in my chest. The contrast was unbearable. On one side of the drawer, the massage voucher — symbol of romantic love, of gentle sex, of safe intimacy. On the other side, the toy — symbol of animal desire, of dirty sex, of total surrender.

And I was exactly in the middle. Divided. Torn in two.

I pulled out the card and placed it on TOP of the drawer, like a shield. Like a seal. As if to say: "Here lies the wild woman. Let her stay locked away."

I closed the drawer hard, the sound echoing in the quiet room. I took a deep breath. Done. The decision was made. I’d locked the beast away.

But when I turned to go back to bed, my eyes met yours.

You were awake.

✦   ✦   ✦

You didn’t say "good morning."

You were lying there, your head still on the pillow, but your eyes COMPLETELY awake. Those brown eyes I’d known for so many years were fixed on me. They’d seen the tear marks on my face. Seen the movement of opening and closing the drawer. Seen the card I’d placed on top of it.

You understood everything.

Without a word, you got up. The sheet fell away, revealing your body. Your cock swaying as you walked toward me. You didn’t try to hide it. You didn’t try to cover yourself. You came exactly as you were: vulnerable, imperfect, human.

And you held me.

Hard. Very hard. Your arms wrapped completely around me, pressing me against your chest. I felt your heart beating fast. Your warm breath on my neck. Your smell — the smell of a sleeping man, of skin warm from the sheets, of safety.

I stood still for a moment. Then I broke. My whole body shook, and I cried. Really cried, the ugly way, with sobs, with my nose running, with my face contorted.

"Shhhh…" You murmured, stroking my hair. "Shhh, easy, babe. Easy."

"I don’t know what I am!" My voice came out muffled against your chest. "I don’t know who I am! I feel like I’m betraying everything, Luke! Everything!"

You held me even tighter. "Betraying what? For feeling pleasure? For coming hard?"

"For ALL of it! For what I imagined! For what I want! It goes against everything I was taught! Against everything I was supposed to be!"

You pulled back slightly, took my face in both hands — that gesture you always make when you need my complete attention — and looked into my eyes.

"I’m scared too."

His words paralyzed me. You? Scared? You’d always been the rock. The safe harbor. The man who wasn’t afraid of anything.

"Scared of what?" My voice came out as a thread.

"Scared of losing you. Scared you’d wake up today and look at me differently. Scared you’d prefer the toy. Scared of not being enough."

New tears poured from my eyes. Because those were EXACTLY my words. My fears. My insecurities. You felt them too.

"But I’m also aroused." You continued, your voice steadying. "Aroused from watching you last night. Aroused knowing that my wife — the woman I love — has that fire inside her. Aroused at being the one who got to witness it. I don’t want you to lock this away again, Mia. I don’t want you to go back to being the woman who doesn’t make a sound."

You paused, took a breath, and said the words that changed everything:

"Please… don’t put it at the back of the drawer again."

I pointed at the card. "But that voucher… your romantic love…"

"The massage voucher is my love for you. The toy is ALSO my love for you. They’re the same thing, Mia. I love you SO much that I want you to have pleasure. Whatever pleasure. In whatever form. In whatever size."

I touched the card with my fingertips. "I’ve kept this for fifteen years."

"I know. And you’ve kept your desires for even longer. Maybe your whole life. Don’t lock them away again, Mia. Don’t lock yourself away again."

It was in that moment, with the sun coming through the window and lighting our embraced silhouettes, with the smell of the previous night still in the air, with your arms around me and your words echoing in my head, that I knew. I was CERTAIN.

I would never go back.

Wife Mia wasn’t dead. She was ALIVE. The other Mia wasn’t an enemy. She was an ALLY. And the two of them together formed the complete woman I’d always wanted to be — but never had the courage to become.

I took the massage voucher. Kissed it. Then opened the drawer, moved the lingerie aside, and placed the card SIDE BY SIDE with the toy.

"They stay together," I said, my voice now steady. "Both of them. The romantic and the wild. The tender and the animal. The husband and the pimp."

You smiled. That beautiful smile I love. The smile of my happy cuckold.

"I love you, Mia. The wife. The woman who’s still becoming herself. All versions."

"And I love you, Luke. My husband. My little cuckold. My owner."

We kissed there, standing, naked, lit by the morning sun. A long, slow, wet kiss full of promises. The kiss of a beginning.

Then you stepped back and looked at the drawer. "Now… what do you say to some coffee? Because after coffee, I want to watch you use it again."

"Again? I’m still sore!"

"I know. But the soreness will pass. And the want will come back. And when it does… I want to be here. Watching. Learning. Being your little cuckold."

I shook my head, laughing. "You’re impossible."

"I am. And you love me for it."

And it was true. I loved you. I loved you and I loved what we were becoming together.

The morning after wasn’t the end of anything. It was the beginning of everything.

That conversation in the bedroom, with the sun coming through the blinds and the toy resting beside the old love note in the drawer, was the exact moment I stopped being an ordinary woman with hidden desires.

I became the woman I was always meant to be.

And I never, NEVER looked back.

Yours, always,

Mia.


✦   ✦   ✦

End of Book One

Mia's confession has only begun.

Continue with Book Two — Marcus at the Door.


Book Two — Marcus at the Door

A Wife's First Real Confession


PART ONE

The Message




Chapter 1

The Notification

The phone vibrated on the marble counter.

I was barefoot, still in my robe — the short silk one you gave me on our anniversary, remember? That deep-blue shade you said matched my skin — my body still warm from sleep, the smell of coffee hanging in the kitchen like a quiet promise. Morning light slipped through the linen curtains and drew golden rectangles across the wooden floor. The distant noise of the street — a truck passing by, someone sweeping the sidewalk — reached us muffled, as if the house were an aquarium and we were suspended inside it. You had your back to me, your shoulders relaxed, working the coffee maker with that ritual calm I have always loved. The spoon clinked softly against the ceramic. Steam rose in slow spirals, and I remember thinking, in the exact instant before I looked at the screen, that this peace was too beautiful to last.

The phone vibrated again.

Two short vibrations.

A message, not a call.

My stomach tightened before my eyes even read the name. Because I knew, Luke. I had known for weeks. Since the night you came home with that different shine in your eyes and said, “I found someone.” Since the whispered conversations in the dark, the descriptions you gave me — “he’s strong, confident, experienced, he knows what he’s doing” — the photos you showed me while your hands trembled just slightly. I knew this moment would come.

But no one is ever prepared to see the name of a fantasy light up her own phone, on an ordinary Tuesday morning, with coffee brewing and her husband standing two steps away.

Marcus.

The white letters on the dark screen seemed to pulse, alive, as if they had their own heartbeat. I touched the icon with a finger still damp from moisturizer. The message opened, and for a second, I swear, the air in the kitchen became thicker, warmer, harder to breathe.

“Thursday, 8 p.m. Confirmed. I’m looking forward to meeting both of you. Until then, Mia. Until then, Luke.”

I closed my eyes.

I felt the silk of my robe slide over my nipples, which hardened instantly, as if my body understood the message before my mind did. I felt heat rise from my belly to my chest and from my chest to my throat, a slow and irreversible wave. I pressed my thighs together without meaning to and realized I was already wet.

Just from reading his name.

Just from knowing he existed, that he wanted this, that he was coming.

My body reacted as if the fantasy had slipped into my bloodstream and was now pulsing along with my heart.

When I opened my eyes, you had turned around. You were looking at me with your coffee mug suspended halfway to your mouth, your face still softened by sleep, your hair a mess, wearing that white T-shirt I love — but your eyes, Luke, your eyes were already far too awake.

Eyes that knew.

Eyes that had been waiting.

Eyes that asked without making a sound.

“Is it him?” you asked.

Your voice came out deeper than usual, or maybe my hearing had sharpened in that instant, catching every nuance, every tiny hesitation.

I didn't answer right away. I only nodded slowly and read the message out loud.

Each syllable seemed to fill the entire kitchen.

Thurs-day. Eight p.m. Con-firmed.

As if the words had physical weight. Mass. Temperature.

The steam from the coffee still rose between us like a translucent curtain. The silence that followed was the loudest thing I had ever heard — a silence filled with everything we weren't saying. All the videos we had watched together in bed, the laptop propped on the sheets, your hand between my legs while the screen showed a woman with two men and you whispered, “Imagine that’s you. Imagine it.” All the nights I rode you slowly and leaned close to your ear and said, “Imagine another man behind me. A cock bigger than yours. Imagine watching.” All the times you came faster, harder, moaning my name when I said those things.

Now it wasn't talk anymore.

It wasn't a video.

It wasn't imagination.

It was Thursday.

It was 8 p.m.

It was the name of a real man on my phone.

You set the mug down on the counter. The sound of ceramic against marble was dry, final. You walked toward me with slow steps, and I realized you were feeling the weight of the moment too — your shoulders slightly tighter, your jaw clenched, that faint line between your brows that appears when you're trying to process something difficult.

Your fingers touched my chin and lifted my face.

Your touch was steady — you have always had firm hands, hands that hold me with certainty — but I felt the almost imperceptible tremor in your fingertips.

“Do you still want this?”

I didn't look away. After twelve years of marriage, I learned from you that looking someone in the eyes is the most honest way to answer.

“Yes. Do you?”

“Yes,” you said.

And then, after a pause that lasted forever — three beats of my heart, four, five — you added, “But I’m terrified.”

Your words came out naked, without armor.

And I loved you even more for that.

Because you didn't pretend to be certain. Because you didn't perform being untouchable. Because you let me see the fear, the same fear that was throbbing inside me.

Your hand slid from my chin to my throat. Your thumb pressed lightly against my pulse, feeling the frantic beat beneath my skin. It was a gesture of possession — you touching me as if to say this woman is mine — but also a question. You were touching me to make sure I was still real, that we were still real, that this was not just an erotic dream that had suddenly spilled into a Tuesday morning and flooded the kitchen.

I covered your hand with mine.

Your fingers were cold.

Mine were warm.

“Thursday, then,” I said.

The clock in the living room struck nine. The sound echoed through the walls — nine chimes that felt like a countdown. Thursday was still three days away, but in that moment, in that kitchen, with your hand on my throat and another man’s name still glowing on my phone, it had already arrived.

The fantasy now had a name, a time, a date.

It was no longer “a man.”

It was Marcus.

He would come here, to our house, to our bed — our bed, Luke, the same place where we had made love for twelve years — and you would be watching.

I looked at the ceiling for a moment, blinking against the heat threatening to gather in my eyes. Then I pressed my forehead to yours. Your breath tasted like coffee and toothpaste. Mine must have tasted like fear.

“I’m terrified too,” I confessed.

You gave me that crooked half-smile I have known since we were twenty-three.

“Then we’re terrified together.”

“Together,” I repeated.

And in that moment, Luke, despite all the fear, despite all the uncertainty, I knew there was no one else in the world I would share this madness with.

Only you.

Always you.




Chapter 2

The Countdown

The next day tested my sanity.

I tried to work. I swear I tried.

I sat at the desk in the guest room, opened my laptop, and stared at the spreadsheet I needed to review. But the cells blurred in front of my eyes. The name Marcus kept ringing in my head like a silent alarm, intermittent and impossible to turn off. Every few minutes, I caught myself staring out the window, my gaze lost in the treetops, and when I came back to the room, I realized ten or fifteen minutes had passed without me reading a single line.

At nine-thirty, you left for the office.

You kissed my forehead by the door, longer than usual, and said “see you tonight” in a tone that carried everything we could not say out loud.

The door closed.

The car started.

And suddenly I was alone in the house, with the silence and his name.

The silence of the empty house suffocated me and aroused me at the same time. You know that feeling, Luke — that space between fear and desire where the body speaks louder than reason.

I tried to focus on chores. I washed the breakfast dishes. Watered the plants. Straightened the pillows on the couch. But my hands moved on autopilot while my mind wandered into dangerous territory.

What would Marcus’s voice sound like?

You said he had a deep voice, the voice of a man who spoke little and chose his words carefully.

What would he smell like?

I imagined something woody, clean, masculine.

And his hands — you had mentioned that he worked with his hands, or used to, and I kept wondering if they would be rough or soft, whether he would place them on my body firmly or gently.

And his cock, Luke.

The cock you had described as “above average” — those were your exact words, “above average, Mia, well above average” — and I kept trying to imagine it in real proportions, not distorted by fantasy.

Would it be thicker than yours?

Longer?

Would the head be wider?

Would there be raised veins?

What would it feel like the first time he entered me?

Without realizing it, my hand slipped inside my panties. I was already soaked. My fingers found my clit with an urgency that embarrassed me and turned me on at the same time.

I stayed standing in the kitchen for a moment, braced against the counter, eyes closed, breath broken.

Then, almost without deciding, I walked to the bedroom.

I lay down in our bed, Luke.

Our marital bed, with the sheets still rumpled from our sleep.

I closed my eyes and let the images come.

Marcus standing in the doorway, broad shoulders filling the frame, dark shirt stretched across his chest, hands in his pockets, brown eyes moving over my body as if reading a paragraph.

He would take one step forward.

I would take one step back.

He would smile — a calm, confident, unhurried smile — and ask, “Are you ready?”

And I would say, “Yes.”

My hand moved quickly, circular, relentless. I thought about the moment he would kiss me, his beard scratching my chin, his tongue entering my mouth. I thought about the moment he would take off his shirt, revealing the chest I had only seen in photos. I thought about the moment he would unbutton his pants and I would finally see what was hidden behind the zipper.

A thick, veined cock. The head dark and swollen and wet.

I would put it in my mouth.

Feel the weight of it on my tongue.

I would look at you in the chair, Luke, and say, “Do you see? I’m sucking another man.”

And you would be hard, your eyes fixed on me, your breathing heavy.

You would say, “Keep going, my dirty girl” — because you know how much I like it when you call me that, you know that in your mouth, those words are affection, not insult — and I would keep going. I would suck Marcus until I drooled, until my eyes watered, until I felt his head hit the back of my throat.

Then he would throw me onto the bed, open my legs, position that enormous cock at my entrance, and—

The orgasm came fast, intense, almost violent.

A muffled moan escaped my lips. My body arched over the sheets, my legs trembling, my hand still pressed against my clit. It lasted maybe fifteen seconds, but they were fifteen seconds of pure oblivion.

And then came the silence.

I lay there, motionless, my breathing slowly returning. The white ceiling seemed to stare back at me with indifference. A drop of sweat slid from my forehead onto the pillow. And in the place where pleasure had been, a strange feeling began to settle in my chest — an emptiness, a shadow, something I hadn't expected to feel after coming while thinking about another man.

Guilt.

Not the guilt you had taught me to reject, that religious, castrating guilt that says female desire is sin.

This was something else.

A subtler guilt.

A more intimate one.

The feeling of having done something in secret. Of having crossed a border without you.

I got up slowly.

Straightened the sheets.

Spent the rest of the day trying to convince myself everything was fine.

When you came home from work, I had already showered, changed clothes, and made dinner. None of it disguised the silence I was carrying. You noticed by the second bite.

“Everything okay?” you asked.

“Everything,” I answered.

And you, who know me better than anyone, did not insist.

We ate dinner with the television on, some cooking show neither of us was watching. The tension was palpable, a third presence at the table. I wanted to speak, but I didn't know how. You wanted to ask, but you were waiting for me to take the first step.

In bed, I turned off the light and rolled toward you. Your profile was lit by the bluish glow from the streetlamp outside the window. Your breathing was controlled, but I knew you weren't asleep.

“Luke.”

“Yeah?”

“I touched myself today thinking about him.”

Your eyelids closed slowly.

You inhaled deeply.

Then you turned your face toward me, and your eyes shone in the dark.

“How was it?”

“Good. Fast. And then I felt alone.”

The honesty of my answer hung between us.

You said nothing for a long moment. Then you pulled my body closer, wrapped your arms around me, and held me tight against your chest. I felt your heart racing against my ribs. I smelled your soap, the sweat of your day, the body I knew so well. I ran my hand through your hair and down the back of your neck.

“Can I still back out?” I whispered. “Would you let me back out, Luke?”

You pressed your lips to my forehead.

“I would let you back out now. Tomorrow. The minute he arrives. All it takes is one word. All you have to do is look at me.”

“And if I can’t speak? If I freeze in the moment?”

“Then I’ll speak for you.”

I closed my eyes.

Breathed in.

Let the warmth of your body surround me.

And I realized that this — that embrace, that certainty, that man who gave me freedom and safety at the same time — was what had been missing that afternoon.

Not the orgasm.

You.




Chapter 3

Fear and Excitement

Wednesday.

The eve of it.

I woke with a heavy body, as if I had barely slept at all. The truth is, I had slept in fragments: waking every hour, looking at the clock, doing the math.

Twenty-four hours left.

Eighteen.

Fourteen.

Anticipation and fear moved through my stomach like opposing tides.

I tried to keep busy. I washed dishes that were already clean. Rearranged the living room shelves, organizing books by color, by height, by any system that might distract me. I tried on three different dresses, looked at myself in the mirror in each one, imagined the scene — the door opening, Marcus seeing me for the first time — and then took them all off, dissatisfied and insecure.

No outfit seemed appropriate for welcoming a lover while your husband watched.

No look in the world had been designed for that situation.

By noon, I was soaked again.

My body was not asking whether I was ready.

My body wanted.

My mind did not.

My mind kept moving back and forth between this is what I have always wanted and this is complete madness.

The argument ended in a tie.

But my body — my body had already decided.

You came home early from work, around four in the afternoon. You walked in holding a bottle of wine and wearing a smile that tried to be casual, but fooled no one.

“I thought maybe we could have a normal night tonight,” you said, setting the wine on the table. “Dinner, talk, watch a movie. No talking about him for a few hours.”

I agreed, relieved.

A normal night.

We needed a normal night before normal changed forever.

We ordered pizza. Opened the wine — a Chilean red, your favorite. Sat on the couch with our legs tangled together and chose a romantic comedy we had seen at least three times.

You laughed at the jokes.

I laughed at your laugh.

For a few hours, we were the couple we had always been: close, domestic, in love.

But the tension was there, beneath the surface.

In every look that lasted one second too long.

In every touch that took too much time to end.

In every sip of wine that burned its way down and loosened the words we weren't saying.

When the movie ended, you turned off the television.

The silence returned.

“Mia.”

“Yeah?”

“Do you want to make love tonight?”

A strange question, coming from you, a man who had always touched me so naturally. But tonight was not natural.

Tonight was the eve.

Tonight everything had weight.

“Yes,” I answered. “But not because I’m horny.”

You looked at me, waiting.

“Because I’m scared,” I finished. “I need to remember who I am with you before tomorrow happens.”

You understood.

You always understand.

You stood up from the couch, extended your hand to me, and led me to the bedroom.

We made love slowly.

There was no rush, no urgency.

You laid me down on the bed and kissed me for a long time — wet, deep kisses, kisses that carried twelve years of history and twelve years of intimacy. Your hands moved over my body as if reading braille, recognizing every curve, every scar, every piece of skin that already belonged to you. You sucked my breasts with patience, ran your tongue over my stomach, moved down between my legs, and licked me as if you were praying.

I came against your mouth, moaning softly, my fingers tangled in your hair.

And when you entered me, it was perfect and familiar, the body I knew by heart, the rhythm we had created together.

I looked into your eyes the entire time.

I didn't close mine once.

I wanted to see you.

I wanted you to see me.

I wanted both of us to know that this was real and solid and ours, no matter what happened tomorrow.

I came again.

This time, I cried — silent tears slipping from the corners of my eyes and disappearing into the pillow. You licked one away.

Then you came too, with a long moan and a shudder that ran through your entire body.

We lay there in silence.

My head on your chest.

Your fingers tracing circles on my shoulder.

“Tomorrow,” you whispered in my ear, “if you want to stop, all you have to do is look at me. Once. Just once. I’ll get him out of the house. I’ll make up any excuse. I’ll protect you.”

“Luke…”

“Tell me.”

“What if I don’t want to stop? What if I want to go all the way? Will you think I’m—”

“Don’t finish that sentence.”

“But—”

“Don’t finish it.”

You held my face in both hands. Your thumbs wiped the traces of tears from my cheeks.

“I'll think you're the bravest woman in the world. The woman who trusted me enough to live this with me. I'll think you're beautiful and mine and absolutely extraordinary. No matter what your body does. Your heart is mine. It always has been. It always will be.”

I cried again.

This time harder, with sobs I had been holding back for weeks. You held me and let me cry. You didn't ask me to stop. You weren't afraid of the intensity. You simply held me.

When the tears stopped, I felt exhausted and clean. I curled against your chest, breathing in the scent of your skin, the heat of your body, your heart still beating fast.

I closed my eyes and thought:

In twenty-four hours, another man will be here.

Inside me.

Inside our house.

Inside our marriage.

The fantasy was no longer a game.

It had a face.

It had a name.

It had a time.

“Whatever tomorrow is,” I whispered, “don’t let go of me afterward. Promise me you won’t let go.”

You tightened your arms around me.

“I promise. I never have. I never will.”

The house fell silent.

The wind shook the leaves outside.

The living room clock struck midnight.

Thursday had arrived without making a sound, slipping in on quiet feet like a lover who did not want to be heard.




PART TWO

The Rules




Chapter 4

The Conversation We Needed

I woke up on Thursday with my body heavy and my mind racing.

It was seven-thirty in the morning.

Marcus would arrive at eight that night.

Twelve and a half hours.

I had twelve and a half hours to prepare — not just my body, but my soul, my expectations, my fears.

You were already awake.

I found you in the living room, sitting on the couch, your hands resting on your knees, staring at the blank wall. You weren't checking your phone. The television was not on. You were just sitting there, looking at nothing, wearing an expression I had never seen on your face before — a mixture of determination and fragility, like a soldier before battle.

I sat down beside you.

The cushion sank beneath my weight.

You didn't move.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning.”

“What are you thinking about?”

You took a while to answer. Your breathing was slow, controlled, as if you were counting the seconds.

“I’m thinking that today is the day.”

“Yes.”

“And that I’ve never felt so much fear and so much arousal at the same time.”

I placed my hand over yours. Your fingers were cold despite the warmth of the morning.

“Do you want to talk about the fear?”

You turned your face toward me. Your eyes were red, slightly narrowed, but they held mine.

“What are you most afraid of, Mia?”

I took a deep breath.

“Of liking it too much. Of losing myself in the pleasure and forgetting who I am. Of not knowing how to come back.”

“Come back where?”

“To myself. To us. To everything we built.”

You nodded slowly, as if you recognized that fear, as if it belonged to you too. Then you turned your whole body toward me, took your hands from your knees, and held my face.

“I’m afraid you’ll like him more than me. That reality will be better than I am. That today you’ll discover you spent twelve years with the wrong man and realize it right in front of my eyes.”

My chest tightened, a sharp pain blooming at the center of my ribs.

“Luke…”

“Let me finish. I need to say this.”

Your voice was rough, but steady.

“I spent three months fantasizing about this. Three months imagining you with another man. Three months getting off to that image. But fantasy is safe, Mia. Fantasy doesn’t hurt. Fantasy doesn’t have a smell, or a voice, or a body. Today the fantasy will have all of that. And I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle it. But I want to try. Because this is who I am. And because this is what you want. And because I would rather try and be wrong than spend the rest of my life wondering what it would have been like.”

Tears filled my eyes. This time, I didn't hold them back. I let them fall, warm and salty, as I held your face with the same intensity.

“Listen to me,” I said. “You're the man who gave me this. You're the man who looked at my fantasy and said, yes, let’s make it real. No other man will ever take that place. No cock, no matter how big. No body, no matter how strong. No man, no matter how experienced, will ever give me what you give me. Freedom. Trust. Love. You own my heart, Luke. Other men may have my body. For a few hours. Only because you allow it.”

You closed your eyes.

When you opened them again, they were calmer.

The soldier before battle had received his shield.

“If you get lost,” you said, “I’ll come find you. That’s what we got married for. To find each other when we get lost.”

This time I was the one who cried — a clean kind of crying, without guilt, without shame. I let my head fall onto your shoulder, and you wrapped your arms around me. We stayed like that for a length of time I can't measure.

Then you pulled back slightly and said, “We need rules. To protect us. To protect this.”

And you reached for the notebook.




Chapter 5

The Notebook

It was a simple black notebook, the kind with a hard cover, the one we bought at a stationery shop during that trip to Gramado. You opened it to the first blank page, picked up a pen from the coffee table, and the gesture — the formality, the care, the preparation — turned me on in a way I didn't expect.

My husband, who had always been meticulous with finances and spreadsheets, was now applying that organized mind to our darkest fantasy.

“I’m going to write them down,” you said. “I want us to go into this with clarity. No ambiguity.”

I nodded.

My mouth was dry.

Rule number one: Marcus only enters this house after Mia and Luke speak privately and confirm they're both ready.

“This is non-negotiable,” you said. “If one of us doesn’t feel right at the last minute, we cancel.”

Rule number two: During the entire encounter, Mia can stop everything at any time by using a safe word.

“What word?” I asked.

You thought for a moment.

“Petal.”

I smiled.

Petal was the word I used when I wanted tenderness, when I wanted to be held, when I wanted you in your gentlest form.

You turned our word for affection into a shield.

Rule number three: Luke stays in the bedroom the entire time, seated in the chair beside the bed, unless Mia asks him to leave.

“You don’t leave the room,” I said. “I need to know you’re there.”

Rule number four: After Marcus leaves, Mia and Luke sleep together, no exceptions. Neither one of us sleeps on the couch.

“That one matters most to me,” you said. “No matter what happens, we end the night in the same bed.”

Rule number five: The next morning, we talk. Just the two of us. Before any messages. Before any outside contact.

“Us first,” you said. “Then the world.”

You set the pen down.

Then you read the rules out loud.

The sound of those words filled the living room — and something in them calmed me. They weren't prohibitions. They were protections. You weren't trapping me. You were building a safety net beneath both of us.

“There’s one more thing,” I said. “What do you not want to see?”

You hesitated.

For the first time since you picked up the notebook, your certainty faltered.

“I don’t know if I want to see you kiss him the way you kiss me.”

A chill moved through my stomach.

I understood immediately.

For you, a kiss was more intimate than penetration.

The mouth was sacred territory.

The cock was just the body.

“Luke, I don’t know if I’ll be able not to kiss him. It might happen naturally.”

“I know.”

You ran a hand through your hair.

“So… if it happens, it happens. But if it hurts too much, I’ll close my eyes. And you won’t judge me.”

“I promise.”

“And one more thing. If he tries anything we didn’t agree on, or if at any point I feel like he’s being disrespectful…”

“You’ll get up and punch him?” I joked, trying to soften the moment.

“Worse. I’ll politely ask him to leave. Then I’ll write him a terrible review.”

We laughed.

It was a short, nervous laugh, but it was a laugh.

The first one of the day.

Then we signed the notebook.

First you, with your firm, slanted handwriting.

Then me, with my round, trembling one.

The sound of the pen moving across the paper echoed in the quiet room. Midday light slipped through the curtains and fell over the page, illuminating the words like a seal.

“Now it’s real,” I said. “Even the ink is real.”

You closed the notebook and pulled me into a kiss — a chaste, sealed kiss, different from the ones that would come later.




Chapter 6

No Turning Back

At three in the afternoon, I began getting ready.

It wasn't an ordinary preparation.

It wasn't like getting ready for a party, or dinner with friends, or one of your work events.

It was a ritual.

A rite of passage.

Every gesture carried weight.

I went into the bathroom and closed the door — not all the way, just enough. I turned on the shower and waited for the water to heat. As steam began to rise, I stood naked in front of the mirror.

I studied my body for a long time.

My breasts, still firm, but marked by time.

The waist you adore.

The stretch marks on my thighs that you kiss.

The appendectomy scar you call “my signature.”

My thirty-six-year-old body.

The body you love.

The body that, in a few hours, would be touched by another man.

I stepped into the shower. Hot water fell over the back of my neck, ran over my shoulders, down my spine. I soaped every inch of myself with ritual slowness. I shaved my legs, my underarms, between my thighs — smooth, completely smooth, the way you like me and the way I imagined Marcus might like me too.

Then almond oil, massaged into my still-damp skin from my ankles to my throat.

Cream on my face.

Lip balm.

I brushed my teeth twice.

You appeared in the bathroom doorway while I was wrapped in a towel, drying my hair. You stood there, leaning against the frame, watching me in silence. I noticed you were hard — the shape of you was visible beneath your sweat shorts.

But your eyes were not just filled with lust.

They were fragile eyes.

The eyes of a man watching something enormous happen.

“Come here,” I called.

You came.

I was sitting on the bathroom bench, wrapped in the towel, and you stood in front of me. I pulled you closer, and you knelt. You rested your head against my stomach. I ran my fingers through your hair slowly, the way you do with me.

“You can cry if you need to,” I said. “I can too. We don’t have to be strong all the time.”

You didn't cry.

But your eyes turned red.

Your breathing grew heavy.

Your hands tightened around my thighs.

“I love you,” you said, your voice muffled against the towel.

“I love you more.”

“No. I love you more.”

“Want to bet?” I smiled.

“No, because I’d win.”

We stayed like that for several minutes.

Then you stood, wiped your eyes with the back of your hand, and said, “Choose the dress.”

I opened the closet.

Looked through the options.

You pointed to a soft dress with thin straps, wine-colored — the one you always say makes me look dangerous.

“That one.”

I put it on without a bra.

Without panties.

The fabric slid over my skin like water. My ass was barely covered. My nipples marked the material immediately, two hard peaks that refused to hide.

“Perfume,” you said.

I picked up the bottle from the vanity. You took it from my hand and sprayed my neck — behind my ears, at the base of my throat — then my wrists, then behind my knees, as if you knew exactly where Marcus would smell me.

“Are you ready?” you asked, your voice trembling.

“No. But I don’t want to wait anymore.”

You looked at me — a look that lasted a long time, a look that said a thousand things without making a sound.

Then you kissed my forehead and left the room.

It was six in the evening.

Two hours.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked out the window. The sun was low, orange, staining the treetops. I thought of all the versions of myself standing there inside me: the wife, the professional, the daughter, the friend.

And now the new version.

The woman who would open the door to a lover while her husband watched.

I looked toward the front door, visible down the hallway.

When it opened, nothing would be the same.

That certainty struck me like a blow to the chest, but also like a caress.

Fear and arousal danced together, two partners I was finally willing to accept.

The doorbell had not rung yet.

But I was already standing, facing the door, my heart hammering in my chest and wetness sliding down my thighs.

My body knew.

My body wanted.

And I didn't want to wait anymore.




PART THREE

The Doorbell




Chapter 7

The Sound

At 7:55 p.m., I sat beside you on the couch.

Your back was straight, your hands resting on your thighs, your breathing controlled but shallow. I leaned into your shoulder, searching for the warmth of your body, and you wrapped an arm around me. The gesture was protective, but it was also an acknowledgment that something larger than both of us was happening.

The house was absolutely silent.

The ticking of the wall clock — that old clock you inherited from your grandfather — marked each second with merciless precision.

Tick.

Tock.

Tick.

Tock.

The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen, a distant motor underscoring the emptiness. Golden evening light slipped through the window, stretching the shadows of the furniture across the floor, and the world outside — the street, the neighbors, the entire city — seemed to have stopped to watch us.

I felt the wetness between my legs.

I was soaked again.

Or still.

My body gave me no peace. My heart beat in my throat, and I was sure that if I tried to speak, my voice would come out thin and broken.

“Are you nervous?” you asked.

“Very.”

“Me too.”

I held your hand.

Your fingers were cold.

So were mine.

Two grown adults, married for twelve years, terrified like teenagers before their first time.

At 7:59, the ticking seemed to speed up.

I looked at the clock.

One minute left.

I closed my eyes.

Inhaled.

Exhaled.

Counted to ten.

When I opened my eyes, the second hand was three marks away from eight.

And then the doorbell rang.

The sound cut through the house like a knife.

It wasn't just a doorbell.

It was the sound of the border between fantasy and reality.

My stomach dropped, and at the same time, a wave of heat climbed my spine.

I looked at you.

Your face was pale, but your eyes were steady.

You nodded.

Once.

Only once.

I stood.

My legs were weak — my knees soft, my ankles uncertain. I walked to the door. Every step down the hallway seemed to take a full minute. The wooden floor creaked beneath my bare feet.

I stopped in front of the door.

Took a deep breath.

The doorknob was cold — metallic, final, real.

I turned it.

Opened the door.

Marcus was standing on the threshold.

The first thing I noticed was his size. You had told me he was tall, but I didn't expect him to take up so much space. His broad shoulders filled the doorway, making the frame seem smaller around him. A dark shirt, sleeves rolled to his forearms — muscular forearms, visible veins, large brown hands. Dark jeans, fitted, and boots. A defined jaw, a short well-kept beard, full but serious lips.

And his eyes.

Calm brown eyes.

Eyes that did not look away.

Eyes that looked directly into mine.

He didn't smile right away.

He didn't make a joke.

He didn't try to fill the silence.

He simply looked at me.

And then he said:

“Mia.”

Just my name.

Nothing more.

And his voice — oh, Luke, his voice — was exactly the way you had described it: deep, measured, velvet on the final syllable. I felt the sound vibrate in my chest, as if my body recognized something my mind had not yet processed.

“Marcus,” I answered. “Come in.”




Chapter 8

The First Impression

He stepped into our house, and the air changed.

I don't know how else to describe it.

It wasn't only his physical presence, though he really was big — well over six feet, broad-shouldered and long through the torso. It was his energy. Marcus had a stillness that filled the room. He didn't invade. He settled in.

As if the house accepted him.

As if the walls said: yes, he may be here.

He closed the door behind him with a slow, quiet movement. Then he extended his hand to you.

“Luke. Thank you for trusting me.”

Your hand closed around his.

You shook it firmly — I saw the tendons move beneath your skin.

“Thank you for coming.”

The two men measured each other in fractions of a second. I saw you hold his gaze, shoulders back, chin lifted. And despite the jealousy I knew you felt, despite the fear we had confessed to each other, I felt a sharp pulse of pride.

My husband was magnificent in his restraint.

He didn't shrink.

“Shall we sit?” I suggested.

The living room suddenly felt small.

Marcus sat in the armchair, the one you like most, and the upholstery creaked under his weight. You sat on the couch. I stayed between you both, perched on the arm of the sofa, my legs crossed, feeling my dress ride up slightly — and Marcus’s eyes lowered to my thigh and returned.

A quick movement.

Almost imperceptible.

But I didn't miss it.

I offered water, wine.

He accepted water.

“I’d rather be sober for this,” he said, and the sentence carried a meaning no one needed to explain.

You accepted wine.

I poured some for myself too.

The first conversation was trivial — traffic, the city, the weather, how long it had taken him to arrive. But every word vibrated with subtext. When Marcus said, “The drive was easy,” I heard: I'm here. I'm ready.

When I asked whether he had found the house easily, he answered, “Your address has been in my head since Luke sent it,” and I heard: I thought about you. I thought about this. I thought about you, Mia.

He spoke calmly.

No rush.

He didn't look at the clock.

He didn't drum his fingers.

He was present, entirely there, like a man with nothing to prove.

I looked at you on the couch. Your body was tense, your back against the cushion, your hands wrapped around the wineglass. But you were holding steady. Your eyes moved from me to Marcus and back again, and I saw jealousy, arousal, and fear mixed in your irises, three colors dancing in the same circle.

I wanted to stand up and go to you.

Kiss you.

Tell you I loved you.

But at the same time — and it embarrasses me and turns me on to confess this — I wanted to stand up and go to Marcus. Sit on his lap. Smell him up close. Run my fingers through his beard.

Desire had become a second pulse, a beat running parallel to my heart.

Luke, I was divided.

And somehow whole.

Because that moment was the exact sum of everything we had desired.

Marcus set his glass of water on the coffee table. The sound of glass against wood put an end to the trivial conversation. He looked at me.

Then at you.

“Luke, Mia,” he said, “I want you both to know that I’m not in a hurry. If at any point you want to stop, we stop. If you want to talk more, we talk. There is no script. There is only what you both want.”

He included you.

He was looking at me, but he included you in every sentence, and that made all the difference.

Marcus was not there to take.

He was there to share.

You drank the last of your wine and set the glass on the table.

Then you turned to me.

“Shall we go to the bedroom?”

Your voice was calm and firm, but I knew you well enough to hear the subtle tremor in the final syllable.

It wasn't insecurity.

It was surrender.

I looked at Marcus.

He looked back at me.

His eyes asked: Are you ready?

Mine answered: Yes.

“Let’s go,” I said.




Chapter 9

The Crossing

We stood.

I walked ahead, feeling the eyes of both men on my back.

The hallway seemed longer than it ever had before. Each step was a decision. The wood creaked beneath my feet, and the sound echoed against the walls. I saw the photographs from our wedding hanging along the hallway — the one where you are carrying me in your arms, the one where you are wearing sunglasses, the one where we're soaked in the rain in Florianópolis — and every image was a reminder of what was at stake.

But it was also a reminder of why.

You were behind me.

You were with me.

You had never left the room, even before we entered it.

The bedroom was ready.

The king-size bed with fresh white sheets.

The chair beside it — your chair, Luke — positioned carefully about six feet from the bed.

The curtains were closed, but the orange evening light still filtered through the edges. The lamp was on, casting an amber glow that softened the corners of the room.

Everything was prepared.

Everything was clean.

Everything was a stage.

Marcus stopped near the window, hands in his pockets, waiting.

He didn't advance.

He didn't take the initiative.

He gave us the space to decide.

You came to me.

You held my face in both hands — the same gesture from the kitchen three days earlier, but now more intense, more urgent, more final.

“Do you really want this?” you asked quietly, only for me.

“Yes. Do you?”

You nodded.

Your eyes shone with something I didn't know how to name in that moment, but later understood.

It was love in its purest form.

Love that says yes.

Love that says go.

You sat in the chair.

I looked at Marcus.

He was still near the window, his eyes calm, his body relaxed, as if he had all the time in the world. The lamplight drew shadows across his arms.

“You can come here,” I said.

Marcus approached.

His steps were slow, measured.

He didn't look at me like prey.

He looked at me like an answer.

He stopped an inch from me, and I smelled him for the first time: woody, clean, with a trace of citrus.

Exactly as I had imagined.

He raised his hand and touched my face.

His hand was larger than yours, Luke.

Rougher.

Warmer.

His thumb moved across my cheek, then down to the corner of my mouth, and my lower lip parted involuntarily.

He tilted my face up.

“Are you ready, Mia?”

I whispered, “Yes.”

And he kissed me.

It wasn't a technical kiss.

It wasn't mechanical.

It was a kiss that began slowly — lips meeting, recognizing, tasting — and then deepened. His beard scratched my chin. His tongue found mine, warm and experienced, and I tasted mint and something else, something I couldn't name.

His hands moved down to my waist and pulled me against his body, and I felt the hard shape in his jeans pressing into my stomach.

I closed my eyes.

Then opened them.

I looked at you, sitting in the chair, your hands gripping the arms, your eyes fixed on me.

This isn’t fantasy, I thought.

This is flesh, tongue, saliva, and fire.

And I would never be the same again.




PART FOUR

The First Time




Chapter 10

The Kiss and the Fall

Marcus’s kiss was not like yours, Luke.

You kiss me with tenderness. You kiss me with history. Your lips carry our twelve years in the way they fit against mine, in the rhythm we created, in the unconscious choreography of two people who have kissed the same mouth thousands of times and still want more.

Marcus kissed me like a discovery.

There was no map. No script. No familiarity. There were only two mouths testing each other, and the taste of novelty was intoxicating.

His beard scratched my chin, and with every movement I felt the roughness of it against the softness of his lips. He caught my lower lip between his teeth, tugged gently, released it. Then he licked the place he had bitten, as if apologizing.

I moaned into his mouth — low, involuntary sounds that escaped without my permission.

His hands moved down my back. First his fingers, then his palms, tracing the thin layer of fabric over my dress. When he reached my ass, he gripped it hard — not brutally, but with possession. Both hands full, fingers pressing into my flesh, and I felt my body pulled against his until I rose onto my toes.

The hard shape in his jeans pressed into my stomach, and I realized, with a shiver that ran down my spine, that he was big.

Not “above average,” as you had said.

Truly big.

I heard your breathing change behind me.

I didn't turn my head.

But I knew you were watching me, your hands gripping the arms of the chair, and that awareness — that you were there, watching, witnessing — doubled my arousal.

Marcus broke the kiss.

He pulled back a few inches and looked into my eyes. His breathing was a little heavier now, but he still had that control, that calm of a man who knew exactly what he was going to do.

“Take off my shirt,” he said.

I brought my hands to the buttons.

The first at his collar.

The second at his chest.

The third, the fourth, the fifth.

With every button I opened, more skin appeared: the defined chest, the muscles visible even at rest, the dark hair running down his sternum and narrowing into a line that disappeared beneath the waistband of his jeans. He had the body of a man who had worked with his hands, or trained with discipline, or both. Not a sterile, artificial gym body. A lived-in body. Functional. Marked by small scars and a tattoo on his left shoulder I couldn't make out in the dim light.

I opened the shirt completely.

Placed my hands on his chest.

His skin was warm, the muscles hard beneath my fingers. I moved my palms down his stomach, feeling every line of his abdomen. He closed his eyes for a second, and I realized even Marcus — calm, controlled Marcus — trembled under my touch.

I leaned in and kissed his chest.

He tasted like salt and soap.

My tongue traced a path down his sternum, followed the line of hair, reached his abdomen. I felt the muscles tighten under my lips.

Then I knelt.

The carpet was soft beneath my knees. I looked up and saw Marcus looking back at me, his chest rising and falling faster now. Then I turned my face toward the chair.

You were motionless.

Pale.

Your eyes wide and fixed on me.

“I’m going to suck him now, Luke.”

You nodded once.

My hands went to Marcus’s belt. I unbuckled it with fingers that trembled slightly. I opened the button of his jeans. The zipper went down, and the sound — that metallic zzzzp — filled the room like miniature thunder.

His briefs were black cotton, and the bulge was so pronounced the elastic seemed to struggle to contain it. I placed my hand over the fabric and felt the heat, the hardness, the length.

It pulsed against my palm.

I pulled his briefs down.

And freed Marcus’s cock.

Luke, I won’t lie to you.

You know I never lie to you, not here, not in this confession.

Marcus’s cock was bigger than yours.

Much bigger.

Thick as a closed fist — my fingers would barely meet around it — and long enough that the dark, swollen head extended far beyond my hand. Heavy veins pulsed along the length of it, bluish beneath the darker skin, and precum was already leaking from the tip, a clear drop hanging and shining in the lamplight.

My mouth filled with water.

My own wetness slid down my thighs, and I was certain the carpet would be stained.

I looked at you.

“Do you see, Luke? Do you see how big he is?”

Your voice came out rough.

“Yes.”

I turned back to Marcus and took him into my mouth.




Chapter 11

The Mouth and the Surrender

The head slipped past my lips, and the taste was salty and male. I ran my tongue around it, exploring the velvet texture of the skin, the ridge separating the head from the shaft, the tiny slit where more fluid gathered. I closed my eyes and sucked the tip as if it were candy.

He was too thick to fit fully into my mouth.

I tried to take more — opened my jaw until it hurt — and managed to get him halfway in. My right hand wrapped around the base, my fingers stretched wide, and even then there was more of him. I pumped my hand while sucking what I could, drooling heavily, saliva sliding down my chin and dripping onto my breasts.

Marcus groaned.

A deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the room.

His right hand came to the back of my neck and gripped my hair firmly — not to push me, not to force me, but to guide me. He controlled the rhythm, and I surrendered to the control.

I heard you breathing, Luke.

A rough, uneven breath.

I couldn't look at you in that moment — I was completely absorbed. The world had narrowed to my mouth, his cock, and the smell of sex beginning to thicken the air. But I knew you were there. I knew you were watching. And that awareness, even without looking, was the thread that kept me connected to you.

“Look at me,” Marcus said.

I opened my eyes and lifted my gaze.

He was looking down at me, his brown eyes darker now, pupils dilated. His beard was damp with the faint sheen of sweat. He smiled — a slight, almost tender smile.

“You’re even hotter than I imagined.”

I pulled my mouth off him for a moment, a string of saliva connecting my lips to the head. I looked at you. Your face was pale, but you were hard — I could see the shape of you beneath your shorts.

“Do you see, Luke? I’m sucking another man. In our house. Right in front of you. And you’re sitting there watching.”

“Keep going,” you said.

Your voice was hoarse, but it did not waver.

“My dirty girl.”

My dirty girl.

In your mouth, Luke, those words are a caress.

They’re possession.

They’re love.

When you call me filthy, I hear mine.

When you call me beautiful, I hear I want you.

No one else understands that.

No one else needs to.

I smiled at you — a provocative smile, but full of love — and went back to sucking Marcus with even more hunger. This time I tried to take him deeper, swallowing the head until I felt my throat resist. I drooled. I moaned. His hand tightened in my hair. Your breathing quickened behind me.

Then Marcus pulled me up.

He gripped me by the arms with an ease that surprised me — I'm not light, Luke, you know that — and threw me onto the bed. I fell back against the white sheets, my dress riding up to my waist, my legs open.

He pulled the dress off me.

The fabric rose over my head and disappeared onto the floor. I was completely naked, exposed, my thighs shining with wetness, my nipples hard as stone.

Marcus stopped.

He took me in.

His eyes moved over my body slowly, as if reading a poem.

“You’re beautiful, Mia.”

Then he turned to you.

“Luke, you’re a lucky man.”

After that, he bent down, parted my legs with his hands, and put his mouth on me.

The moan that came out of my throat was almost a scream.

His tongue was experienced, precise. He was in no hurry. He licked me slowly, bottom to top, the tip of his tongue finding my clit with an accuracy that made my back arch. Then he sucked. Then licked again. Then pushed his tongue inside me, and I felt every movement as if he were drawing me from the inside.

“Look at your husband,” he said, his mouth still between my legs.

I turned my face on the pillow and looked at you.

You were leaning forward, elbows on your knees, hands clasped tightly together. Were there tears in your eyes? I don't know. Was there arousal? Yes, so much. Was there love?

That I knew for certain, because your eyes never left me.

This is happening, I thought.

I'll never be the same again.




Chapter 12

The Penetration

Marcus licked me until I was on the edge of orgasm.

I felt it approaching — that gathering tension low in my belly, my legs beginning to tremble, my breathing turning short. He noticed and stopped. He climbed up over me, bracing himself on his elbows, his face inches from mine.

“Do you want this?”

“Yes, Marcus. Fuck me.”

He looked at you.

You nodded.

The communication between the two men was silent and efficient — a nod, a confirmation, mutual respect.

Marcus positioned himself between my legs. I looked down and saw his cock aligned with my entrance, the dark head pressing lightly against my swollen folds. The contrast in size was obscene — my opening seemed too small, too fragile, incapable of receiving something that large.

He pressed the head against me.

I felt the heat, the pressure, the sensation of being opened slowly. My body resisted for an instant — muscles tightening involuntarily — and then yielded. The head entered, and the sound that escaped my throat was deep, long, almost a lament.

“Breathe,” Marcus whispered in my ear. “Slowly. You can take it.”

He entered me inch by inch.

I felt every vein, every texture, every millimeter of skin invading a space that until then had only known you, Luke. The stretch was intense — a pleasurable ache, a limit being expanded. My nails dug into Marcus’s back.

“More?” he asked.

“All of it. I want all of it.”

He kept pushing. When he reached the end, when his pelvis pressed against my clit and I knew there was nothing more left to take, he went still.

Fully inside.

Seated deep.

I was so full I could feel his cock pulsing inside me, a beat running parallel to my heart.

I turned my face toward you.

Your eyes were wide.

Your hand was inside your shorts, motionless.

Your mouth was parted.

“He’s inside me, Luke. All the way. Do you see?”

Your voice came out like gravel.

“Yes.”

“Do you think I can take him?”

“You can. You’re strong.”

Marcus began to move.

Slowly at first.

He pulled almost all the way out — I felt the emptiness, the absence — and then pushed back in, filling everything. The friction was unlike anything I knew. The thick veins dragged along my inner walls, the broad head reaching places that were rarely touched. His rhythm increased gradually. He fucked me with calm competence, without hurry, without brutality, but with a depth that left me breathless.

“Harder,” I asked.

He obeyed.

The sound of flesh striking flesh filled the room — slap, slap, slap — mixed with my moans and your breathing, Luke, which grew faster and faster.

I looked at you.

“He’s so big, Luke… so deep… so good… You wanted this for me, didn’t you? Your wife getting fucked by another man while you watch…”

You didn't answer with words.

But your eyes — oh, Luke, your eyes — were fire and tears at the same time.

Marcus changed the angle. He lifted my legs and placed them over his shoulders, and the new position allowed him to go even deeper. I felt something open inside me, new territory, a sensation I didn't know.

“Is this what you want?” he asked.

“Yes. That. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I was being fucked by another man, in my marital bed, in front of my husband, and never in my life had I felt so completely, absolutely alive.




Chapter 13

The Orgasm and the Transformation

The orgasm arrived like a wave I could see forming on the horizon, growing slowly, enormous and impossible to stop.

It began at the base of my spine, a subtle vibration. Then it rose, radiating through my back, my sides, my thighs. My breathing became short, then fast, then nonexistent — I held my breath without realizing it, my entire body tense, focused, waiting for impact.

When the wave broke, I screamed.

It was a long, hoarse cry, from a place I didn't know existed. My body arched off the bed, my back lifting from the sheets, my legs tightening around Marcus’s shoulders with enough force to make him groan. I felt the internal contractions, the spasms around his cock, and with each contraction I moaned again. Tears streamed from my eyes — involuntary tears, tears of pure excess.

I turned my face to find yours, Luke.

You were motionless in the chair, your hands gripping the arms, your eyes wide and shining. I wanted you to see every tremor, every spasm, every tear that slid down my face. Because that was yours too. Every moan that left my mouth carried your name with it.

“I love you,” I said, my voice broken by pleasure. “I love you, Luke. I love you.”

And it was true.

The deepest, most nonnegotiable truth of that entire night.

Marcus groaned above me. His rhythm turned irregular, the muscles of his abdomen tightening.

“Mia… where do you want it?”

“On my stomach. Luke will want to see.”

He withdrew carefully — I felt the immediate emptiness, the absence throbbing — and knelt over me. His right hand stroked the cock still wet with my body, and I watched the thick veins pulse under his fingers.

He groaned, a deep, long sound.

Then the spurts came.

The first hit my navel, hot and thick.

The second landed higher, between my breasts.

The third and fourth spread across my stomach, and I felt each one as a temporary possession — the seal of a man who had been inside me and now marked me on the outside.

Marcus collapsed beside me on the bed, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths.

The three of us fell silent.

The room smelled of sex, sweat, and mingled fluids. The lamplight seemed to flicker slightly, as if even it were exhausted.

I closed my eyes.

I felt the cum slowly sliding down my sides, over my ribs, finding the sheet beneath me.

And in the middle of the silence, one sentence crossed my mind like lightning:

I crossed over.

And I don't know what is waiting on the other side.




PART FIVE

After Marcus




Chapter 14

After the Door

The sound of the front door closing echoed through the house like distant thunder.

I stayed motionless on the bed, naked, my legs still open, Marcus’s cum slowly drying on my stomach. What had been hot and alive minutes before was now cooling and sticking to my skin like a memory I did not want to erase, but did not know how to carry.

The smell of sex filled the air — a mixture of sweat, fluids, Marcus’s woody scent, and your scent, Luke, which had never left the room even while another man filled me.

You were sitting in the chair.

I couldn't look directly at you. Not because of shame — or not only because of shame — but because I was afraid of what I would find on your face.

Afraid of regret.

Afraid of disgust.

Afraid of seeing that light you had before, and realizing it had gone out the moment Marcus moaned my name.

The silence was unbearable. The ticking of the living room clock reached the bedroom in muffled beats, and every second felt like a needle pressed into my spine. The refrigerator hummed in the kitchen. The wind shook the leaves outside. Ordinary sounds that suddenly seemed heavy with meaning, as if the world were watching us and holding its breath with us.

I wanted to speak.

I wanted to ask, “Are you okay?”

But every question that came to mind sounded stupid. Of course you weren't okay. Or maybe you were. Maybe you were both things at once, and that was exactly what terrified me: the ambiguity. The impossibility of knowing.

I risked a look.

You were motionless. Your hands still gripped the arms of the chair, your knuckles white. Your back was straight, but your head was slightly lowered, your chin near your chest. Your eyes stared into nothing — or maybe at the scene that had just happened, replaying behind your eyelids on a loop.

You were still hard. I could see the shape of you beneath your sweat shorts, a tent that insisted on existing even after everything.

Luke.

My husband.

The man who had given me permission to be fucked by another man and now looked like a statue made of salt.

A cold fear settled in my chest.

It wasn't the fear of fantasy — not the exciting fear that had followed me for the last three days. This was different. Deeper. The fear that something had broken between us and I wouldn't know how to repair it. The fear of having crossed a border that had no way back.

I tried to sit up.

My body ached — a good ache, the ache of muscles pushed beyond what they were used to. Marcus’s cum slid a little farther, down my left side, and I felt the cold path against my hot skin. Instinctively, I brought a hand to my stomach, as if I could hide the evidence.

But it was too late.

You had already seen everything.

Every drop.

Every tremor.

Every tear.

“Luke?”

My voice came out weak, almost a whisper.

You didn't answer.

You didn't move your head.

I kept looking at you, waiting, and the silence stretched like an elastic band about to snap.

“Luke, please. Say something.”

You inhaled deeply.

The sound of air entering your lungs was the first sign that you were still there, still you, still breathing. Your hands released the arms of the chair and came to rest on your knees. Your eyes lifted slowly and met mine.

They were red eyes.

Eyes that had held back tears.

Eyes that had seen something too large to process in minutes.

“I don’t know what to feel,” you said.

Your voice was hoarse, dragged raw, as if you had spent hours screaming.

But you hadn't screamed.

You had stayed silent the entire time, and somehow that was worse.

“Are you angry with me?” I asked.

“Angry?”

You frowned, as if the question made no sense.

“No, Mia. It isn’t anger.”

“Then what is it?”

You shook your head slowly.

“It’s… too many things. Everything at once. I looked at you and him, and part of me wanted to stand up and pull him off you. But another part…”

You closed your eyes.

“Another part wanted him to keep going. Wanted to see you come again. And that scares me.”

“Why does it scare you?”

“Because I didn’t know I was capable of feeling that. Because I didn’t know it could hurt so much and, at the same time, be so fucking arousing.”

I stayed silent.

Your words were a mirror of what I felt too — the duality, the pleasure and pain tangled together, the impossibility of separating one from the other.

“I’m scared too,” I confessed.

You looked at me.

“Of what?”

“Of liking it too much. Of you having seen it. Of you looking at me now and not seeing the same wife anymore.”

You didn't answer immediately.

The silence returned, but now it was different.

Less hostile.

More reflective.

As if we were both processing together what had just happened.

“You're still the same wife,” you said finally. “But I think I changed too. We changed together.”

“For better or worse?”

“I don’t know yet.”

That honesty — that naked, courageous honesty that has always been yours — hit me like a fist to the chest.

You didn't lie.

You didn't say “everything is fine” when it wasn't.

You didn't pretend the night had been simple.

You gave me the truth, even when the truth hurt.

And in that moment, Luke, I loved you more than ever.




Chapter 15

What You Saw

We stayed silent for a few more minutes.

The bedroom was still soaked in Marcus’s scent, and I began to feel a physical discomfort — the dried cum tightening on my skin, the stained sheets, the cold sweat on my back. But I didn't want to get up. I didn't want to break the fragile thread that still connected us.

“What did you see?” I asked.

You looked at me, surprised.

“I want to know what you saw, Luke. Not what happened. What you saw.”

You took a deep breath.

You ran a hand through your hair, a gesture I knew well — the gesture you made when you were organizing your thoughts.

“I saw you open the door,” you began. “I saw the way he looked at you. I saw you become taller, more beautiful, more… powerful. Like you were stepping into a place that had always belonged to you.”

I hadn't expected that.

Powerful.

The word echoed in my head.

“Then I saw you kiss him,” you continued. “And it hurt. It hurt much more than I expected. Because the kiss… the kiss was intimate. It was the kind of kiss I thought you only gave me.”

“Luke…”

“Let me finish.”

Your voice was steadier now.

“This is going to be hard to say, but I need to say it. And you need to hear it.”

I closed my mouth.

Nodded.

“I saw you kneel. I saw you put your mouth on him. And for a moment, I felt rage. Not at you — at him. Because he was receiving something I thought was mine. But then I looked at your face. You were… surrendered. Beautiful. Doing it with a hunger I had never seen before. And his cock was enormous, Mia. Bigger than mine. Much bigger. And you were taking it. You were sucking that thing like it was the most natural thing in the world.”

My face burned.

It wasn't shame.

It was arousal.

Arousal because you were describing it, because you had seen it, because you had survived it and were still here.

“Then he put you on the bed,” you continued. “And I saw the way he opened you. Saw the head slide in. Saw your face twist — pain and pleasure at the same time. And I wanted to be there. I wanted to be him. But at the same time, I wanted to be me, sitting in the chair, watching. Because watching was… I don’t know how to explain it. It was like I was giving you a gift. And you were receiving it. And coming from it. And I was part of it.”

“You were,” I said. “I looked at you the entire time. Even when I couldn’t turn my neck, I knew you were there. I was doing it because of you.”

You looked into my eyes.

“Because of me?”

“Because of us. Because of the fantasy we built together. Because without you watching, without you allowing it, without you waiting for me afterward, it would not have meant anything. It would have just been sex. And it wasn’t just sex.”

“What was it, then?”

I thought for a moment.

“It was… fulfillment. It was us meeting each other on the other side of fear. It was me being your slut and your wife at the same time. It was you being my cuckold and my husband. It was us being us, only more honest.”

Your eyes shone.

You blinked a few times, and I realized you were holding back tears again.

“I thought I was going to lose you,” you confessed.

“And now?”

“Now I think I found you.”

I was silent.

Then I reached a hand toward you.

“Come here. Please.”

You came.




Chapter 16

The Warm Towel

You stood from the chair.

Your steps were slow, but firm. When you reached the bed, you stood over me, looking down. I was still naked, sweaty, Marcus’s cum now dried and pale on my skin. I felt exposed — not only physically, but emotionally. As if every thought, every desire, every fear were written across my body.

“You’re dirty,” you said.

It wasn't an accusation.

It was a statement.

“I am.”

“Do you want me to clean you?”

“Yes.”

You went to the bathroom.

I heard the water running, the faucet turning on and off as you wet a towel. When you returned, you held our white towel, the one from our wedding set, the one with our initials embroidered on it, the one your mother had given us when we got married.

The towel was warm, and steam rose from it in delicate spirals.

You sat on the edge of the bed.

Leaned over me and began to wipe my stomach.

The touch was almost ceremonial.

You started at my navel, where most of Marcus’s cum had gathered. You moved the towel in slow circles, dissolving the dried residue, and warm water slid down my sides. I felt your fingers trembling through the fabric — a subtle tremor, almost imperceptible, but it told me everything.

You weren't only cleaning me.

You were reclaiming me.

You were wiping away the marks of another man while accepting that they had been there.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I am.”

“Are you sure?”

You stopped moving.

Looked into my eyes.

“No. But I’m better than I was five minutes ago. And better than I’ll be five minutes from now. That’s how this works, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

You kept moving the towel.

You went up my stomach, around my breasts — my nipples still hard, still reactive to the warm touch — then down over my hips. When you reached my thighs, where the shine of my fluids still remained, you hesitated for one second.

Then you wiped there too, with the same delicacy, the same care.

“I thought I would feel disgust,” you said.

“Did you?”

“No.”

Your voice was rough.

“I felt aroused. And afraid. And in love. All at once.”

“Do you love me even after seeing me with him?”

“I love you even more. Because you trusted me enough to let yourself be seen like that.”

Tears filled my eyes.

This time they weren't tears of excess or pleasure.

They were tears of relief.

Of gratitude.

Of a love so deep it hurt.

You dropped the towel to the floor.

Then you pulled me toward the shower.




Chapter 17

The Shower

The bathroom was full of steam when we entered.

You opened the shower door, and hot water fell over us, running down our bodies like a blessing. We stood there for a moment, simply feeling the heat wrap around us. My back was to you, the water hitting my chest and sliding down my stomach. You were behind me, your hands resting on my shoulders.

“Let me wash you,” you said.

You picked up the soap — the same lavender soap we had used for years — and began to wash my back. Your fingers traced slow circles, gliding over my wet skin, and I closed my eyes.

Every touch was a reconnection.

Every slide of your hands said, I’m still here.

You washed my shoulders, my spine, the curve of my waist. Then you moved down to my ass, massaging with a firmness that made me arch slightly.

“Turn around,” you said.

I turned.

I faced you, the water falling between us. You washed my hands first — your fingers interlacing with mine — then my arms, my shoulders, my breasts. When your thumbs moved over my nipples, I moaned softly.

“Shh,” you whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

You moved the soap down my stomach, over my belly, between my legs.

There, you stopped.

You looked into my eyes.

“May I?”

“Yes.”

You washed my sex with a gentleness that contrasted with everything we had lived that night. Your fingers moved over my outer lips, my clit, my entrance — cleaning, but also touching. Recognizing. Saying without words that this body was still yours, even if another man had possessed it for a few hours.

I started to cry.

This time it was silent crying, mixing with the shower water.

“I love you,” I said.

“I know.”

“I'll never stop loving you. Even if we do this again. Even if it’s with others. You own my heart, Luke. Always.”

You pulled me into an embrace.

Your wet body against mine.

Your chin resting on my head.

I felt your hard cock pressing against my stomach, but you made no move to use it. You simply held me.

“I love you too,” you said. “And I want to do it again too. Someday.”

I held you tighter.

Then you let me go, picked up the soap, and handed it to me.

“Now wash me.”

I washed you.

Every inch.

Your chest, your shoulders, your back. Your hard cock, which I held in both hands and covered with soap in slow, reverent strokes. You closed your eyes and moaned softly. I wanted to kneel and put you in my mouth — to feel you there, to fill myself with you again, to remember the taste of my husband.

But before I could, you pulled me up and pressed me against the shower wall.

“You’re mine,” you groaned in my ear. “Mine.”

“Always yours.”

You entered me right there, standing, water pouring over both of us.

It wasn't a long fuck.

It wasn't a technical fuck.

It was possession.

Desperate love.

A husband who needed to reaffirm what was his.

You held me by the hips and fucked me hard, and I moaned loudly — as loudly as I had with Marcus, but now it was different.

Now it was you.

Always you.

“I love you,” I said with every thrust. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

You came inside me with a hoarse groan.

I came with you — a softer orgasm than the first, but deeper.

More ours.

I felt your warm cum mixing with my fluids, and for the first time that night, I felt completely clean.




Chapter 18

Our Bed

You carried me to the bed.

The sheets were clean — I hadn't even noticed when you changed them, but they were. You laid me down on the cool cotton and lay beside me. You pulled the comforter over both of us and wrapped me in your arms.

We spooned.

Your chest against my back.

Your arms around my waist.

I felt your breathing slowly calm, your heart gradually settle.

The living room clock struck two in the morning.

“Do you regret it?” I asked.

“You already asked me that.”

“And you didn’t answer properly.”

You were silent for a moment.

“I don’t regret it. But it hurt. It hurt more than I expected. Seeing you with him… it was beautiful and horrible at the same time. I wanted it to last forever and I wanted it to end immediately.”

“It hurt me too,” I confessed. “Not physically. Physically, it was pleasure. But it hurt here.”

I touched my chest.

“I was afraid that when he left, you wouldn’t want me anymore.”

“I'll always want you.”

“Even if we do it again?”

“Especially if we do it again.”

I turned in your arms so I could look into your eyes.

“Luke, if we do it again… I want you closer. I want you to hold my hand at some point. I want to hear your voice. I want you to be more part of it.”

You smiled — that crooked smile I love.

“You want me to be more of a cuckold and more of a husband at the same time?”

“Exactly.”

“Then we’ll do it again.”

“Not tomorrow,” I said. “I need time. I need to process this. But someday.”

“Someday,” you repeated.

We stayed silent.

The wind outside had stopped.

The house was at peace.

“Luke?”

“Yeah?”

“Our marriage did not end tonight.”

“I know.”

“It began again.”

You kissed my forehead.

“Yes. It began again. And I'm more turned on by you than ever.”

I laughed softly.

“Even after seeing me with another man?”

“Because I saw you with another man.”

I shook my head, amazed.

“You really are a cuckold.”

“And you really are the hottest slut I have ever seen.”

“My God, Luke.”

“What? Am I not allowed to tell the truth?”

“You are. But now sleep, my little cuckold.”

“Good night, my dirty girl.”

We closed our eyes.

I felt the weight of your arm around my waist, the heat of your body against my back, the rhythm of your breathing becoming slow and regular. I thought about everything we had lived through. The Tuesday message. The countdown. The rules. The doorbell. The kiss. The penetration. The orgasm. The departure. The shower. The reconnection.

I thought that, for the first time in twelve years, I didn't know exactly where our marriage was going.

And for the first time, that did not scare me.

Because wherever we went, we would go together.

This isn’t the end, I thought.

It’s the beginning.

And I fell asleep in your arms, exhausted and happy, filled by two men and in love with only one.

BONUS CHAPTER

The Text

I woke up sore and happy.

Every muscle remembered what had happened the night before — my legs spread open, my back arched, my mouth full. I stretched in bed and felt a smile form on my lips before I even opened my eyes.

You were still sleeping beside me. Your face was relaxed, your mouth slightly open, your hair messy against the pillow. Morning light filtered through the curtains, drawing golden stripes across the comforter. I watched you for a long minute — this man who had given me everything, including the courage to lose myself.

I got up slowly, put on the silk robe — the same deep-blue one from the first day — and went to the kitchen.

I made coffee.

The aroma spread through the house, and it smelled like normal life. Like routine. Like a life that continues.

That was when I saw the phone on the marble counter.

The screen was lit.

There was a message from Marcus.

My heart sped up immediately. My fingers trembled as I touched the screen. The message was short, direct, but it carried the weight of everything we had lived through.

“Good morning, Mia. I’ve thought a lot about what we shared last night. It was special for me. I’d like to do it again, if you’re both ready. No rush. But know that I’m here.”

Heat rose between my legs.

My body reacted before my mind did — the same wetness, the same pulse, the same hunger. But along with the desire came a sharp edge of fear.

Fear of what it meant to want it again.

Fear of becoming addicted to it.

Fear of losing control.

I looked toward the bedroom door.

You appeared there, sleepy, your hair tousled, your white T-shirt wrinkled. Your eyes met mine and knew immediately.

“Is it him?” you asked.

“Yes. He wants it again.”

You walked toward me. Took the phone from my hand and read the message. Your face revealed nothing for a moment. Then you handed the phone back to me.

“What do you want to answer?”

“I don’t know. What do you think?”

You looked into my eyes.

“Tell him maybe. Tell him we need to talk. But just don’t say no.”

I smiled.

“Are you still sure?”

“More than I was yesterday.”

I typed the answer with fingers that were still trembling.

“Good morning, Marcus. We’ve thought a lot about last night too. It was special for both of us. Maybe we'll do it again. We need to talk first. But keep space in your schedule.”

I pressed send.

Then I looked at you.

Your eyes were smiling — that smile that starts in your pupils and only reaches your mouth afterward.

“What?” I asked.

“You have the same look you had when all of this began. Remember? In Book One, when we used to watch those videos together and your eyes would shine?”

“I remember.”

“Except now you know what you want.”

I smiled.

“Yes. I do.”

You pulled me into an embrace, and I curled against your chest. I breathed in the scent of sleep on your skin, your body, and the coffee hanging in the air.

I closed my eyes.

This isn’t the end, I thought.

Then I opened my eyes again, looked at you, and said it out loud, so you could hear it, and so could the universe.

“It’s the beginning.”


✦   ✦   ✦

End of Book Two

Some doors should never be opened.

Continue with Book Three — The Bar Game.


Book Three — 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.

✦   ✦   ✦


✦   ✦   ✦

End of Book Three

Every fantasy has a consequence.

Continue with Book Four — The Final Agreement.


Book Four — The Final Agreement

A Wife's Ultimate Confession of Desire, Jealousy, and Surrender


Prologue

Dear Little Cuckold

You are holding this diary for the last time. Do you know why? Because this is the final confession. The ultimate one. The Grand Finale of our journey. After tonight, there will be no more need to write — because we will have reached the summit. Everything that comes after will simply be variations on a theme already mastered, perfected, transcended.

I am writing this the morning after. The sun is coming through the bedroom window, falling across the destroyed sheets, the red silk ropes discarded on the floor, the stains drying in the fabric. The smell of sex still saturates the air — a mixture of sweat, cum, lube, and something more. Something that smells like victory. Like fulfillment. Like love.

You are sleeping beside me, exhausted, happy, your body still marked by the ropes. Your wrists bear faint red lines — the marks of your devotion. Your mouth is slightly open, and I know you are still dreaming of what happened. Reliving every moment. Every image. Every sound.

I want you to read these words when you wake up. I want you to pick up this diary, sit in the armchair — that old leather armchair that has witnessed our transformation — and relive everything. Every detail. Every sensation. Every drop.

Because this is the story of how we officially became the most depraved and most joyful couple in the world.

This is the story of the Final Agreement.




Chapter One

The Conversation

It started on a lazy Sunday morning. Do you remember? Three days after my encounter with Marcus at the Hotel Meridian. Three days after you went down on me for hours, collecting the taste of another man from my pussy. Three days after our lives changed completely.

I woke up first. That's rare — you're usually the early riser, the one who makes coffee while I stretch out in bed. But that morning, I was restless. Something inside me had been fully awakened, and it had no interest in going back to sleep.

I lay there, stroking your hair while you slept. My fingers drifted through the dark strands, feeling the texture, the warmth of your scalp. Your face was relaxed, peaceful, your lips curled in an unconscious smile. You looked almost like a boy. A boy I loved with my whole heart. A boy I was about to transform into the most fulfilled cuckold in the world.

Sunlight slanted through a gap in the curtains, a golden blade cutting through the dim room. Dust motes drifted in the beam, and I watched them while I organized my thoughts. What I was about to say was monumental. Definitive. A line that, once crossed, could never be uncrossed.

'Luke,' I whispered, kissing your forehead. My lips touched your warm skin, tasting the faint salt of a night's sleep. 'Wake up, my love. We need to talk.'

You opened your eyes slowly, blinking a few times like an owl rousing from a tree. When you saw me, you smiled — that smile that still disarms me, even after all these years. The smile that says 'I love you' without a single word.

'What time is it?'

'Early. Not even seven. But it doesn't matter. We need to talk about what happened. About what we're becoming.'

Your expression changed instantly. A shadow of worry crossed your eyes — that primal fear of losing something precious. You sat up in bed, your back against the headboard, and looked at me with the full attention that always makes me feel loved.

'Are you having regrets?' Your voice had an almost imperceptible tremor, but I knew you too well not to catch it. It was the fear that I might say yes. The fear that our adventure had broken something irreparable.

'No.' My voice was firm as steel, soft as velvet. 'The opposite, actually. I'm more certain than I've ever been. What happened with Marcus was the most liberating thing I've ever done. But that's exactly why we need to talk.'

I breathed in deeply. The air entered my lungs as if I were about to dive into deep water. What I was going to say next would change our lives forever. I knew it. And the anticipation, rather than frightening me, made me wet. I felt my pussy beginning to pulse, my nipples hardening under the sheet. My body was responding before the words even left my mouth.

'Luke, what happened with Marcus was incredible. It was liberating. It was transformative. But it wasn't enough.'

Your eyes widened. Your hand found mine beneath the sheets, fingers lacing together. Your palm was slightly damp.

'What do you mean?'

'I want more, Luke. Not just one man at a time. Not just occasional encounters. I want a complete experience. One night that is the culmination of everything we've fantasized about. Everything you've always wanted to watch me do. Everything I've always wanted to feel.'

I paused, letting the suspense hang in the air like incense smoke. Your eyes were fixed on mine, your breath held.

'You want... multiple men?' Your voice came out higher than usual — a mixture of shock and arousal.

'Three. At the same time. While you watch.'

The silence that followed was electric. I could see your mind working, processing my words like a computer decoding a complex algorithm. Your Adam's apple rose and fell as you swallowed. Your breathing grew heavier. Your pupils dilated, the irises almost disappearing. And beneath the sheets, your cock began to harden — I could feel the warmth building, the pressure against my thigh.

'Three?' Your voice came out a thread of sound.

'Three. Ryan, Dante, and Sebastian. Friends of Paige's. She's told me about them. They're experienced, respectful, discreet, and they're hung. All bigger than you, my little cuckold.'

You moaned. A small sound, almost inaudible, that escaped your lips without permission. It was a blend of pain and pleasure, as if someone had touched a wound that was also an erogenous zone.

'And where... where would I be?'

'You would be in the room. Tied up. In a chair. Facing the bed.'

'Tied up?' The words seemed to detonate in your mouth like a bittersweet firework.

'With red silk ropes. Immobile. Helpless. Just watching.' My voice was calm, descriptive, as if I were narrating the script of a film I had already watched a thousand times in my head. 'You couldn't touch yourself. Couldn't move. Couldn't look away. Only SEE.'

'You want to tie me up?'

'I do. I want you to feel completely vulnerable. I want you to experience total helplessness. I want you to watch your wife — the woman you love, the woman you kiss every night, the woman you call 'baby' — being fucked by three enormous cocks. Watch your pussy get split open by one while your mouth sucks another. Watch your ass get penetrated for the first time by something bigger than your fingers. Watch my face get covered in cum. Watch every drop that spills out of me. Watch the sheets you chose get stained with the fluids of other men.'

Your hand beneath the sheets was now gripping your cock. I could feel the movement — slow, rhythmic, involuntary. You were leaking already; I felt the wet patch forming against my thigh, a warm, damp spot growing with every word.

'And... and after?' Your voice was a death rattle, a moan, a prayer.

'After they leave, I'll untie you. The silk ropes will fall, and you'll be free. But not for long. Because I'll give you a new order. I'll tell you: 'Now clean me. Every drop.' And you will get down on your knees. You will lick the cum of three different men off your wife. You'll taste each one — the salt of Ryan, the sweetness of Dante, the musk of Sebastian. You'll drink it all. Every drop that ran from my pussy, my ass, my breasts, my face. And only then, when I'm completely clean — purified by your tongue — will you take me. With your cock. The cock I love. The cock that is MINE.'

'You... you planned all of this.' Your voice held no accusation. It held admiration.

'Every detail. I've thought through every position, every moment, every orgasm. But I'll only do it if you agree. This is the essence of our agreement, Luke. What makes this exciting — and not just a betrayal — is that you CONSENT. You WANT it. You come from it. I only do this because you want me to. Because it makes you come. Because this is how our love works.'

You closed your eyes. Tears began to fall — those tears I knew so well. Not of sadness. Of intensity. Of love. Of arousal. The salty drops trailed down your face, curved around your nose, dripped onto the pillow. I watched them glisten in the sunlight.

'Do you want to be my cuckold forever, Luke?' My voice was a whisper now, my face inches from yours. Our noses almost touching. I could feel your warm breath against my lips. 'Do you want every fuck I give to be a gift to you? Do you want every orgasm to be proof of our love? Do you want to be the man who watches me become the happiest slut in the world?'

'Yes.' His voice was a moan, a ache, a prayer. 'Yes. I want to be your cuckold. Forever.'

I kissed your lips, tasting your tears — salty, warm, intense. The kiss was long, deep, a communion between two perverted souls who had found in each other their perfect complement.

'Then it's done. The Final Agreement.'

I picked up my phone from the nightstand — simple black case, discreet — and called Paige. You watched me, your eyes still shining, the tears still running.

'Paige? It's Mia. The Final Agreement. Get the boys ready. Next Saturday. Our place.'

From the other end, I heard Paige's laugh — that conspiratorial laugh that told me she understood me completely.

'Finally! The boys are going to lose their minds. Leave it to me, I'll handle everything. I'll text you the details. Oh, Mia... welcome to the hotwife club.'

I hung up and looked at you. Your face was a mask of conflicting emotions.

'What's a hotwife?' you asked, your voice still unsteady.

'It's what I am now. A wife who gives herself to others. With her husband's blessing. A wife who is a slut. A wife who is happy. YOUR wife.'




Chapter Two

The Week of Preparation

The week that followed was simultaneously the longest and the shortest of our lives. Every day felt like an eternity of anticipation, yet the hours flew as we prepared. The clock was both our enemy and our ally — we hated the waiting, but we needed it.

I was impossible to live with. You said so yourself, remember? That week tested the limits of your sanity. But it also tested the limits of your desire.

Monday — The Official Announcement

On Monday, I created a WhatsApp group. 'Final Agreement,' I called it. I added you, Luke. I added Paige. And I asked her to add Ryan, Dante, and Sebastian.

My first message:

'Welcome to the Final Agreement. Next Saturday at 8 PM, at my house, I will be your slut. My husband will be tied in a chair, watching. The rules are simple: condoms optional (I trust you and I have an IUD), you can finish wherever you want (inside, outside, on my face, my tits, wherever desire leads), and the safe word is "red" — if I say it, everything stops immediately. Any questions?'

Ryan replied first: 'No questions. Can't wait.'

Dante: 'I'll be preparing all week. This is going to be epic.'

Sebastian: 'I hope you like thick cocks, Mia. Because mine is a monster.'

Paige: 'Carl and I will be in the VIP armchair. Just watching. Or maybe participating a little. You know me.'

You, Luke, didn't reply. But I saw your hand tremble when you read the messages. I watched you swallow hard. I watched your cock tent your shorts.

Tuesday — The Lingerie Parade

On Tuesday, you came home from work and found me in the living room, trying on lingerie in front of the mirror. I was in panties and a bra — a red set you'd never seen, with transparent lace and satin details — and I turned in front of you like a model on a runway.

'What do you think, my little cuckold? Will they like it?'

You dropped your briefcase on the floor. Your jaw went tight. Your cock immediately hardened against your pants, a tent in the fabric.

'You're going to wear that for them?' Your voice came out rough, almost accusatory.

'No. That's just a test run. Saturday's lingerie is special. Black. Lace. So tiny my nipples will be completely exposed.'

'My God, Mia...' You ran your hand over your face in a gesture of desperation and arousal.

'And a thong. So thin it'll disappear between my cheeks. A garter belt. Thigh-highs. Four-inch stilettos.'

You lunged toward me, hands reaching, eyes hungry. I stopped you with a single gesture — palm flat against your chest.

'No, sir. No sex this week. I want you desperate on Saturday. I want your cock so hard it aches. I want you already at the edge of explosion when the men arrive.'

'A whole week?' Your voice was a lament.

'The whole week. Chastity for my little cuckold.'

Wednesday — The Provocative Photos

On Wednesday, I sent you photos from work. A bathroom selfie, blouse pulled up, bare breasts, nipples hard pointing at the camera. The caption: 'Thinking of you, little cuckold. Thinking of Saturday.'

Another in the parking garage, skirt bunched to my waist, showing I wasn't wearing anything underneath. My bare, smooth pussy, lips slightly parted. The caption: 'This is how it'll look Saturday. But not for you.'

Your reply was a ten-second voice message of nothing but moaning. A long, drawn-out sound, almost a whimper. You could hear the soft slap of your hand in the background.

Thursday — The Rope Purchase

On Thursday, we bought the ropes. We went together to a sex shop — the same one where you bought my first toy, remember? — and you turned crimson while I asked the saleswoman for 'red silk ropes, please, to tie my husband to a chair while I fuck three men.'

The saleswoman — a woman around fifty, silver hair, reading glasses hanging around her neck and a knowing smile — didn't even blink.

'Excellent choice,' she said, lifting a spool of red rope from the display. 'Silk won't break the skin. Leaves light marks but nothing permanent. Your husband will enjoy them.'

You turned red. Red as the ropes. You mumbled something unintelligible. The saleswoman looked at you with an expression of gentle pity and solidarity.

'Don't worry, honey. Half the couples who shop here have kinks like yours. You're not alone. Not even close.'

On the way out, you were still flushed. 'She knows. She knows what we're going to do.'

'Of course she does. So what? She has her kinks too. Everybody does.'

Friday — The Final Denial

On Friday night, I sent you to sleep on the couch. It was the final drop of your weekly torture.

'But, Mia... I haven't touched you all week...'

'Not a chance. Tomorrow is the big day. I want you rested and desperate. No sex. No touching yourself. Nothing at all. You may only come tomorrow, after I give the order. After the three men have come in me. After you've licked it all clean. Only then. Understood?'

'Understood.' Your voice was that of a punished child, but your eyes glowed with the anticipation of the gift that was coming.

You went to the couch with a pillow and a blanket. But before leaving the room, you stopped in the doorway and looked at me. The hall light lit your face, casting dramatic shadows.

'Mia?'

'Yes?'

'Thank you. For everything. For being who you are. For letting me be who I am. For making us the happiest couple in the world.'

My eyes filled with tears. I got out of bed, went to you, and kissed you. A soft, tender kiss, full of love.

'Thank you, my little cuckold. For letting me be who I am.'




Chapter Three

The Final Preparation

Saturday dawned sunny, as if the universe itself approved of what was about to happen. The sky was clear, blue, cloudless. Even the birds seemed to sing louder.

I spent the day preparing. I cleaned the house meticulously — every surface gleamed, every cushion was in place. I changed the sheets on our king-sized bed, putting on a black satin set — the kind that slid like water, that shimmered in the light, that would be stained with cum within hours.

I bought scented candles — sandalwood and vanilla — and arranged them around the room. Two on the nightstand, one on the dresser, one by the window. When lit, they would create a play of light and shadow, the atmosphere of a pagan temple.

I made a sensual playlist. Music with slow rhythms and deep bass that vibrated in the chest. Trip-hop, R&B, blues. The perfect soundtrack for a night of depravity.

The chair was the most important element. I chose our sturdiest dining chair — dark wood, wide armrests, heavy enough not to tip. The chair where you sat for dinner, for reading, for talking to me about your day. Now it would witness something very different.

I positioned it strategically facing the bed, about six feet away — close enough for you to see every detail, every drop of sweat, every inch of skin. On the seat, I left the red silk ropes, gleaming like promises of love and perversion.

At seven in the evening, I took a long shower. Forty minutes under the hot water, every minute a ritual. I waxed every inch of my body — pussy, legs, underarms, arms. I exfoliated my skin until it was soft as silk. I moisturized with almond oil, massaging every curve, every fold. My hair was loose, wavy, falling over my shoulders like a dark cascade.

The lingerie was exactly as I'd described. A black lace set — the bra so minimal that my nipples were completely exposed, pushing through the fabric like small precious stones. The panties a thong that vanished between my cheeks, leaving my ass entirely bare. A garter belt with black thigh-highs, held by satin straps. Four-inch stilettos that brought me to five eleven, a commanding and imposing height.

Over all of it, a black silk robe, loosely knotted at the waist. The contrast between the robe's elegance and the pornography of the lingerie beneath was deliberate. I wanted the reveal to be theatrical.

You were waiting in the living room, wearing only a pair of shorts. Your eyes devoured me when I walked in. I felt them sweep every inch of my body, even draped in the robe.

'You're... I don't have words.' Your voice was a reverent whisper.

'Then don't use any. Just obey.'

At eight on the dot, the doorbell rang. The sound echoed through the house like a bell announcing the start of a ceremony.

Paige and Carl arrived first.

Paige was radiant. She wore a transparent black dress revealing a sculpted figure — she had prepared too. Her blond hair was pinned in an elegant updo, and her eyes gleamed with the excitement of someone who knows they're about to witness something unforgettable. When she saw me, her lips curved into a conspiratorial smile.

Carl stood at her side in dress pants and a black shirt, but his eyes were already moving over my body with barely concealed hunger. He undressed me with his gaze, and I let him.

'Mia, darling!' Paige hugged me, kissing my cheek. Her perfume was sweet and enveloping. 'You look absolutely stunning. Luke, you are the luckiest — and the most cuckolded — man alive.'

Carl shook Luke's hand with a knowing grin. 'We're ready for the show. I barely slept all week thinking about this.'

Paige laughed. 'He really didn't. He kept waking me up asking questions. "Do you think Mia will like it? Do you think it'll be good? Do you think Luke can handle it?"'

'Sit in the armchair,' I said, gesturing to the leather chair positioned beside the main one. 'You two are VIP spectators. You can watch, comment, touch each other. But don't participate. Tonight is about Luke and me.'

They settled in, Paige crossing her legs gracefully, Carl resting his hand on her thigh. There was electricity in the air, a palpable anticipation.

Five minutes later, the intercom buzzed again. They had arrived.

Ryan walked in first. Tall, dark, hair slicked back, penetrating eyes that seemed to read the soul. He wore a blue dress shirt that pulled across his broad shoulders, and when he moved, his muscles rippled beneath the fabric. His smile was confident but not arrogant.

He kissed me on the mouth at length as he entered, his hand sliding down my back to cup my ass. The kiss was possessive but restrained — as if he understood I was a borrowed treasure, not a permanent acquisition.

'I've been waiting for this since Paige told us,' he murmured at my ear, his warm breath tickling my skin. 'I dreamed about you. Woke up hard thinking about you.'

Dante came next. Shorter than Ryan but more muscular — the body of someone who lives at the gym. Brown skin, a close beard that scratched lightly when he kissed me, a smile that was pure charm. His kiss was more intense than Ryan's, his tongue pushing into my mouth with hunger, his teeth nipping my lips.

'You're even hotter than in the photos,' he murmured, his hands gripping my waist. 'And those photos had me hard for a week.'

Sebastian was last. When he walked in, my heart accelerated in a way I hadn't expected. He was enormous — not just tall, but WIDE. Swimmer's shoulders, MMA fighter's arms. Deep brown skin, shaved head, a tribal tattoo climbing his neck and disappearing into his collar. His presence filled the room, seemed to consume the air, dominated the space.

His kiss was possessive, his large hands gripping my waist as if I were a toy — or prey. He kissed with the confidence of a man who knows he's the biggest, the strongest, the most dominant person in the room.

'Paige told me you like big cocks,' he said, his voice a deep thunder that vibrated in my chest. 'I hope I won't disappoint. I've been told mine is a freak of nature.'

I looked at you, Luke. You were standing in the corner of the room, your hands trembling, your cock already hard against your shorts — a tent that betrayed your arousal and your anguish. Your eyes moved from one man to the next, evaluating, comparing, suffering.

'Now, Luke.' My voice was a command, sharp as a blade. 'Take off your clothes. It's time.'

You obeyed. Your trembling hands pulled the waistband of your shorts, and the fabric dropped to your feet. You stood naked in front of everyone. Your cock was erect, leaking, a drop of pre-cum glistening at the tip like a pearl catching the light. The three men glanced briefly — an appraising look, perhaps a flash of pity — and then redirected their attention to me.

'Sit in the chair, my little cuckold.'

You sat. The wood creaked under your weight. I picked up the red silk ropes and began to bind you, in front of everyone.

'These ropes,' I said, my voice loud enough for everyone to hear but soft as a confession, 'are the symbol of our love. You are bound to me, Luke, even when you are bound by me. Even when you are immobile. Even when you are helpless. These ropes are not a punishment. They are a promise.'

I tied your wrists to the armrests — first the right, then the left. The knots were firm, but the silk was soft; it wouldn't hurt your skin. Then your ankles to the chair legs. You were completely immobilized. Vulnerable. Exposed.

When I finished, I knelt before you and kissed your forehead.

'Are you ready?'

'I am.' Your voice was thin, but your eyes blazed with the intensity of a thousand suns. 'I'm ready. Go, my slut. Do what you were born to do.'

'Then let's begin.'




Chapter Four

The Symphony of Depravity

I let the robe fall.

The fabric slid from my shoulders, past my waist, and pooled at my feet like a puddle of black silk. I stood still, letting them look. The black lace barely covered the essentials. My nipples were hard, pushing through the thin fabric as if trying to escape. My pussy, bare and smooth, was visible through the thong — the lips slightly parted, already glistening.

The three men surrounded me. I felt like a gazelle ringed by lions. But unlike the gazelle, I had no desire to flee. I wanted to be devoured.

Ryan was the first to touch me after the reveal. His hand climbed my waist, traced my ribs, found my breast. His fingers pinched my nipple through the lace — a precise pressure that made me release a small, involuntary moan.

'You're beautiful, Mia,' he murmured. 'But not as beautiful as you'll be with your face covered in cum.'

Dante came from behind. His hands gripped my ass, squeezing, kneading, spreading my cheeks. I felt his hard cock pressing against my back, hot and insistent. He bit my neck softly, his beard scratching my sensitive skin.

'This ass is a work of art,' he whispered at my ear. 'I can't wait to see it bouncing on top of me.'

Sebastian stood in front of me, his dark eyes fixed on mine. He held my chin between his thumb and forefinger, tilted my face upward, and kissed me. A deep, dominant kiss that left me breathless. His tongue filled my mouth, and I tasted mint and desire.

'On your knees, Mia.' His voice was an order — there was no room for question.

I obeyed immediately.

The cushion I had placed on the floor strategically now made sense. I knelt, my knees comfortably supported by the soft velvet. The three men stood around me, their groins at face height. I was the center of a triangle of testosterone and desire.

'Take off your clothes,' I commanded, my voice sounding more authoritative than I expected. 'I want to see what you have for me.'

They obeyed.

Ryan stripped his shirt first, revealing a defined chest — not the kind built in a gym, but the kind shaped by outdoor sports — and a trail of dark hair descending from his navel to disappear into his waistband. When he lowered his pants and underwear, his cock sprang free like a spring — long and thick, veined, with a pronounced upward curve. He had to be about nine inches. The head was deep brown, shining with pre-cum. He gripped the base and pointed it at me.

'Like what you see, Mia? It's all yours.'

Dante was next. His body was a sculpture — broad shoulders, six-pack abs, muscular arms. When he dropped his pants, his cock was circumcised, the head purple and glistening like a ripe plum. Longer than Ryan's — maybe ten inches — but slightly less thick. The blue veins pulsed visibly along the shaft.

'Look how he's already dripping for you,' he said, running his thumb over the head and collecting the pre-cum.

And then Sebastian. When he undressed, I heard you, Luke, release a muffled groan from the chair. Because Sebastian's cock was a MONSTER. A log. An obscenity. It had to be ten and a half inches, but what truly overwhelmed was the GIRTH. It was as thick as a soda can. The veins were heavy rope that wound along the shaft like rivers on a map. The head was deep purple, almost black, the size of a large apple. His balls were enormous, heavy, swinging as he walked.

'My God,' I whispered, unable to contain myself.

'I know,' Sebastian smiled — a smile of pure pride. 'Everyone says that. Once you get used to the girth, you'll see it's the best cock you've ever had.'

I looked at you, Luke. Tied in the chair. Your cock looked like a toy compared to those three towers of flesh. Your eyes were glazed, your mouth slightly open, your chest rising and falling rapidly. A drop of sweat traced a line down your forehead.

'Are you watching, my little cuckold?' My voice was sweet as poison, soft as velvet. 'Three cocks. All much, much bigger than yours. And your wife is about to suck every single one.'

I started with Ryan. I gripped the base of his cock with one hand — my fingers barely closed around it — and ran my tongue over the head in a slow, reverent sweep. The taste was salty, faintly musky, with a hint of clean soap. He moaned, his hand instinctively reaching for my head.

'That's it, Mia... suck it nice...'

I opened my mouth and took in as much as I could. The girth filled my mouth completely, the head nudging my throat and triggering a brief gag reflex. I began to suck rhythmically, my head bobbing in a steady rhythm. My free hand massaged his balls, feeling the weight and texture.

Meanwhile, Dante and Sebastian stroked themselves slowly, watching. Dante held my hair back so I could take Ryan deeper. Sebastian caressed my shoulders, my arms, my still-covered breasts.

'She gives great head, doesn't she?' Ryan said to the others, his voice breathless.

'Let's find out,' Dante replied with a smile at the corner of his mouth. 'My turn.'

I switched cocks. Now it was Dante's turn. His circumcised head was beautiful, glistening, and I sucked it eagerly, running my tongue over the slit, collecting the pre-cum. The cut left the skin taut and sensitive, and he moaned every time I sucked the head, his fingers tightening on my shoulders.

'Jesus, Mia... you suck like a pro... your husband must be a very happy man...'

Sebastian was last. And I'll be honest: I was intimidated. The girth of his cock was such that I wasn't sure it would fit in my mouth. I approached hesitantly, licked the head with the tip of my tongue, testing the size, the weight, the heat. The taste was more intense than the others — more musky, more primal.

'Don't be afraid,' he said, his voice deep and reassuring. 'Open wide. Relax your throat.'

I opened my mouth as wide as I could, like a snake dislocating its jaw. The head entered, filling every millimeter. It was like trying to suck a clenched fist. My jaw ached, my lips stretched to their limit, but I kept going — pushing more and more inside until my lips reached the halfway point of the shaft.

'That's it, baby... work that cock... you can take more...'

I looked at you, Luke. With my mouth full of the thickest cock I'd ever seen, my eyes found yours. You were hypnotized. Tears streamed down your face.

'Are you watching?' My voice came out muffled by the mass filling my mouth. I pulled it out for a moment, a thread of saliva connecting my lips to the head like a spider's silk. 'Are you watching what your wife is doing? Three cocks. Three enormous cocks. And I've sucked every one of them. Is this what you always wanted? Your wife as a slut. Your wife happy.'

You nodded, unable to speak. Your cock was dripping, leaving a dark spot on the wood of the chair.

'Then keep watching. Because we haven't even started.'

I rose from the cushion. My knees were lightly sore, lightly marked by the velvet, but I didn't care. The pain was part of the pleasure.

'Ryan. On the bed. Lie down.'

He obeyed without hesitation, stretching out on the black satin sheets. His brown body contrasted with the dark fabric, his erect cock pointing at the ceiling, its pronounced curve creating an obscene silhouette against the candlelight.

I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself over him. Facing away from him. Reverse cowgirl. I gripped his cock at the base — my fingers barely closed around it — aligned the head with my entrance, and sat down.

'AAAHHHH...'

The moan escaped me involuntarily, a sound that came from the depths of my soul. Ryan filled me differently — the curve of his cock touched points not normally stimulated, a secret spot on the front wall of my pussy. I began to ride slowly, feeling each inch enter and withdraw, each vein dragging against my walls.

Meanwhile, Dante climbed onto the bed and knelt in front of me. His cock was at face height. I gripped it with one hand and took it in my mouth, hungry.

Now I was being used simultaneously. Ryan's cock in my pussy. Dante's cock in my mouth. Synchronized movements. When I dropped down onto Ryan's cock, I took Dante deeper into my throat. When I rose, I pulled back, tonguing the head. It was a perverse ballet, a dance of flesh and desire.

Sebastian stood to the side, his thick fingers pinching my nipples through the lace, his hot mouth kissing my neck, biting my ear. He whispered filth into my ear, his deep voice vibrating against my eardrum.

'You're the hottest slut we've ever had, Mia. Three men at the same time. And your cuckold over there, tied up, watching. You're perfect. A goddess of depravity.'

Paige and Carl watched from the armchair. Paige was visibly aroused — I could see her hand inside Carl's pants, massaging him through the fabric. Her eyes were fixed on me, a conspiratorial smile on her lips. Carl moaned softly, his hips moving involuntarily against her hand.

'Look at me, Luke!' My voice came out muffled by the cock in my mouth. I pulled it out for a moment, a string of spit connecting my lips to the head. 'Look at your wife! Being fucked by two men at the same time! Do you like what you see, my little cuckold?'

'Yes...' Your voice was a moan, a lament, a prayer. 'Yes... I love it...'

'They're so much bigger than you, aren't they? My pussy has never been this full. My mouth has never worked this hard. But you love me like this, don't you? Your happy, well-fucked slut.'

'Yes... I love you... I love you so much... to the end of the world...'

Dante gripped my hair tighter, his fingers threading through the strands. He began actively fucking my mouth, his hips rolling back and forth. Meanwhile, Ryan held my hips and thrust deeper, faster. I was in a state of absolute pleasure, sensations layering over each other like a painting in progress — the cock in my mouth, the cock in my pussy, Sebastian's hands on my breasts, Paige and Carl's gazes, and YOU, Luke, bound, watching, weeping, loving.

'I'm going to come,' Dante announced, his voice tight. 'In your mouth, baby?'

I pulled him out for a second, my hand still working the base. 'Yes. Come. Give me your cum. I want to taste it.'

He exploded. Hot, heavy pulses filled my mouth — the first hit the back of my throat, the second landed on my tongue, the third spilled over my lips. I swallowed every drop, feeling the salty-sweet taste slide down my throat. When I finished, I opened my mouth to show it was empty, tongue extended.

'Delicious. Thank you, Dante.'

He stepped back, breathless, and sat at the edge of the bed. Now it was Sebastian's turn.

'Get up, Ryan. I want her ass.'

Ryan pulled out of me — a moan of loss escaped my lips, the sudden emptiness leaving me bereft — and Sebastian flipped me onto my stomach. His large hands positioned me like a doll. I got on all fours, ass in the air, hands gripping the satin sheets.

'Luke.' My voice was firm, despite the desire throbbing in every cell of my body. 'Pay attention now. You've always loved my ass, haven't you? You've always wanted to take it, but I never let you completely — I was afraid, I wanted it to be special. Now it's going to be opened up by a real cock. For the first time. And you're going to watch.'

Sebastian picked up the lube from the nightstand — I had left it there on purpose — and spread it generously at my entrance. The liquid was cold, but his fingers were warm. Those thick fingers massaged my muscle ring slowly, relaxing it, preparing the way.

'Is she tight?' asked Dante, still recovering.

'Like a virgin,' Sebastian replied, slowly inserting one finger. 'But she'll open. They all do.'

Meanwhile, Ryan lay down on the bed in front of me. His cock was still hard — he had impressive stamina — and he gripped it at the base.

'Come here, Mia. Sit on my cock while he gets your ass ready. I don't want to be left out.'

I obeyed. I sat on Ryan's cock again, this time facing him. His cock entered my pussy — now more accustomed, more open — while Sebastian worked my ass from behind. I was sandwiched between two men, two cocks, two sources of pleasure.

'Ready, Mia?' Sebastian's voice was a thunderclap.

'Ready. Split me open. Make me your slut.'

Sebastian positioned his enormous head at my anal entrance. The pressure was immense — it was as if a tree trunk were trying to enter. I felt the muscle ring surrender slowly, making way for that monstrosity.

'AAAAHHHH, FUCK! OH MY GOD!'

The pain was intense at first. A burning that made me cry out and dig my nails into Ryan's chest. But pleasure followed immediately, riding the pain — a different pleasure, more primitive, more animal, that rose up my spine like liquid fire.

'Does it hurt?' Sebastian asked, stopping, attentive.

'A little. But DON'T STOP. Give me more.'

He continued. Inch by inch. The girth was such that I could feel each vein, each pulse, each heartbeat through his cock. When it was finally all the way in — ALL of it — Sebastian's balls smacked against my ass with a dense, heavy sound.

'It's all in,' he announced, his voice triumphant. 'Ten and a half inches in your wife's ass.'

I was completely filled. Ryan in my pussy. Sebastian in my ass. Two enormous cocks inside me at the same time. The sensation of fullness was indescribable — as if every cell of my body were being compressed, stimulated, worshipped.

'Luke...' My voice was a moan, my eyes finding yours. 'I have two cocks inside me. Two! Are you watching? Your wife is being split open in two holes at the same time! Is this what you always wanted? To see me like this? Completely used?'

They began to move. Synchronized rhythms, as if they had rehearsed. When Ryan pulled back, Sebastian pushed forward. When Sebastian pulled back, Ryan pushed forward. A coordinated wave that was driving me insane. My body was an orchestra of pleasure, and they were the conductors.

Tears of pleasure streamed down my face, mixing with the sweat. My moans were loud, uncontrollable, certainly audible to the neighbors. I didn't care. Let them hear. Let them know. Let them witness.

Paige stood up from the armchair, visibly aroused, her hand inside her own underwear. Her fingers worked frantically while she watched, eyes fixed on me.

'Yes, Mia! YES! You beautiful slut!'

'Are you going to come, Mia?' Sebastian asked, his voice rough and breathless.

'I am... I'm going to come... HARDER... DEEPER... DON'T STOP...'

'Then come, baby. Come for your cuckold. Show him what he can never give you.'

Ryan accelerated in my pussy. Sebastian accelerated in my ass. And I EXPLODED.

The orgasm was an earthquake, a volcanic eruption, a tsunami. My entire body shook — legs, arms, stomach, everything contracted at once. My legs went limp and I would have collapsed if Ryan hadn't been holding me. My pussy and ass clenched simultaneously around both cocks, squeezing with a force that drew moans from both men.

I screamed. I screamed your name, Luke — 'LUKE!' — while I came. My husband's name on my lips while two strangers split me in two.

It was the most intense orgasm of my life. It lasted nearly a minute, wave after wave of pleasure that left me exhausted, breathless, destroyed.

The men kept fucking me through the contractions, prolonging every spasm. Then, one by one, they began to come.

Ryan was first. 'Where do you want it, Mia?'

'On my face. Come on my face. Paint me white.'

He pulled out of my pussy — a sudden emptiness — rose up on the bed, and jerked off, aiming at my face. The first shot hit my right cheek. The second my forehead. The third my lips. The fourth my chin. I was covered in cum, the warm seed running slowly.

Sebastian came next. 'I want to come in your ass. Inside.'

'Fill my ass, Sebastian. Fill it. Mark me from the inside.'

He drove in to the hilt — I felt his balls smack my ass — and exploded. The jets were so heavy I felt the heat spread inside me, pulse after pulse. When he pulled out, his cum ran slowly from my ass, a white ribbon trailing down my thigh.

Dante, who had already come in my mouth, had recovered. His cock was hard again — the advantage of being young and fit.

'I want to come again. On your tits.'

I unclipped the lace bra — the fabric came undone with a tug — exposing my bare breasts. He stroked himself quickly, aimed, and came over them. The white cum contrasted with my skin, running over my hard nipples.

Now I was completely covered. Face, breasts, back, thighs. My pussy and ass were dripping with the cum of three different men. I was an abstract work of art painted in cum.

The three dressed quickly, still catching their breath.

Ryan kissed my hand — a chivalrous gesture that contrasted sharply with what we'd just done. 'You were incredible, Mia. Best sex of my life. And I've had a lot of it.'

Dante kissed my forehead — avoiding the cum, which made me laugh. 'Your husband is the luckiest man in the universe. Don't ever forget that.'

Sebastian kissed my mouth, deep and slow, not caring about the cum coating my lips. 'You are a goddess, Mia. If you ever want to do this again, just call.'

'Thanks, cuckold!' Ryan waved to you, Luke. 'Your wife is the best fuck we've ever had! Take good care of her!'

Paige came to me, kissed my cheek — yes, she kissed the cum, without flinching — and whispered: 'You are a goddess. I'll call you tomorrow. We need to talk about future... adventures.'

Carl just smiled and waved, his eyes still wide as if he'd witnessed a miracle.

And then they left.

The door clicked shut.

Silence filled the house.

I was alone with you, my little cuckold.




Chapter Five

The Reconquest

You were still tied to the chair. Immobile. Vulnerable. Your body shook — not from cold, but from a sensory overload that bordered on shock, as if every nerve were exposed, every ending screaming for relief. The tremors started at your shoulders, traveled down your bound arms, ran through your torso, and reached your tied legs. It was as if your entire body were tuned to a single frequency: me.

Your face was covered in tears. Not tears of sadness — you had moved past sadness long ago, back when you used to confuse love with possession. These were tears of intensity. Of surrender. Of a love so overwhelming it could only overflow through the eyes. The salty streams gleamed in the trembling candlelight like rivers of liquid silver, mapping your face with the geography of devotion. Some were still warm, freshly fallen. Others had already dried, leaving a tightening feeling on the skin.

Your cock — erect, throbbing — glistened with pre-cum that ran in a steady thread from the head to the wood of the chair below. You weren't touching yourself — you couldn't, you were bound — but your body was responding on its own, betraying any attempt at control.

The room was submerged in golden shadow, the last sandalwood and vanilla candles burning their final centimeters of wax. The flames trembled, casting dancing shadows on the walls. The air was so dense it seemed to have texture — an invisible haze of intermingled bodily scents that told the story of what had happened here.

The smell of sex hung in layers. First, the top note: fresh sweat, that primitive musk no artificial perfume can replicate. Then the heart note: cum — three distinct sources, three different olfactory signatures. Ryan's, salty and faintly marine. Dante's, sweeter, almost fruity. Sebastian's, thick and musky, like wet earth after rain. And beneath it all, the base note: the strawberry lube we'd used, now barely detectable, and the woody cologne Sebastian wore, still clinging to the sheets.

Your nostrils, Luke, were flooded with those scents. Every breath was a trigger. Every inhale sent your brain a flood of memories: the image of Ryan fucking me from behind, the sight of Dante coming in my mouth, the sound of Sebastian splitting me open. The smells kept you anchored in the reality of what had happened, making any retreat into denial impossible.

I rose from the bed.

It was a slow, calculated, painful movement. Every muscle fiber cried out in protest. My thighs — those thighs you love to kiss, that you call 'perfect' — trembled like jelly. The muscles had been pushed past their limit: opened at impossible angles by Ryan, stretched by Sebastian's girth, clenched in orgasmic spasms four, five times. Now they barely obeyed my commands.

My knees were marked. The velvet of the cushion where I'd knelt to suck three cocks had left deep grooves in the skin, like the marks of a stigma. The friction against the satin sheets — that black satin now ruined and stained — had left the skin raw. But it was a pleasurable pain, a physical record of every position, every penetration, every orgasm.

My pussy throbbed. A rhythmic pulsation, like a second heartbeat between my legs. It was still dilated — the internal muscles hadn't fully contracted after being stretched by Ryan's nine inches, then filled by Sebastian's ten and a half. The muscle memory held the shape of those cocks, and my body wasn't ready to let go. An occasional twinge moved through my internal walls, an involuntary spasm that made me clench and release.

My ass burned. A burning that wasn't exactly pain — it was the living memory of what had happened there. Sebastian's log, ten and a half inches of impossible thickness, had forced the entrance, dilated the muscle, filled every millimeter. Now the ring was still relaxed, still open, still pulsing with the memory of the invasion. When I walked, I felt the air touch places that had never been exposed before. It was a sensation of absolute vulnerability — and at the same time, of triumph.

Cum was running from every part of my body. It was impossible to ignore. Every movement made the viscous fluid slide in new directions.

My face was smeared with Ryan's cum. He had aimed well: the first shot had hit my right cheek, the second my forehead, the third my parted lips, the fourth my chin. Now, as I walked, I felt it running down my forehead, curving around my eyebrow, dripping from my lashes like white tears. A thick thread was pooling at my chin before dropping to the floor.

My breasts gleamed with Dante's cum. He had come there after recovering from his first orgasm, aiming at my nipples. Now the white liquid covered my tits like a glaze, running slowly through the grooves of the areolae, dripping from the hardened tips. My nipples were sensitive, almost sore, each drop of cum causing a shiver as it slid down.

My thighs were the channel for everything else. From my pussy, still full of Ryan and Sebastian's cum, a warm, constant flow ran down the insides of my thighs. From my ass, Sebastian's cum ran slowly — a thick, white thread contrasting with my skin like paint on canvas. The two streams met at my knees, merged, and continued down my calves to my ankles, where the stilettos blocked their path.

I walked slowly toward you.

The sound of my stilettos echoed in the silent room like a metronome — TOC... TOC... TOC... Each step was a heartbeat, a drum announcing my approach. I wasn't just walking. I was PERFORMING. Every movement choreographed to maximize the visual impact: the sway of my hips, the quiver of my thighs, the gleam of cum on skin, the contrast between the elegance of my heels and the obscenity of my body.

When I finally stopped before you, the sound ceased. The silence that followed was absolute, charged with electricity. You could hear your own breathing, your own heartbeat. You could hear the almost imperceptible sound of cum drops falling from my skin to the floor.

Your eyes climbed slowly. They started at my feet — the stilettos, the sticky ankles, the gleaming calves. Rose along my thighs — the insides streaked white, the cum still running. Paused at my groin — my swollen, open pussy, red lips, clit still visibly engorged. Continued up my belly, my stomach, to my breasts — covered in cum, nipples hard as stone. Passed my neck — where the black choker still rested, intact, the symbol of my submission to you. And finally met my eyes.

What did you see there?

You saw adoration. Because I adored you, Luke, with every fiber of my destroyed body. You saw submission — because, despite everything, despite having been fucked by three men, I was still YOURS. You saw love. A love so deep, so complex, so incomprehensible to anyone on the outside, that it transcended any conventional definition.

'You were perfect, my little cuckold.'

My voice came out hoarse. My vocal cords had been put through their paces — I had moaned, screamed, begged. I had howled when Sebastian split me open, had cried out when I came with two cocks inside me, had whispered obscenities to the audience. Now every word scratched my throat like sandpaper. But I needed to say them.

'Perfect. You never looked away once. Not when Sebastian drove his monster into my ass. Not when I came screaming. Not when the cum of all three of them was running off me. You watched everything. You ENDURED everything.'

My hands, still trembling from the exertion, touched your face. My thumbs wiped the tears still running, mixing the salty wetness with the cum staining my fingers. Your eyes closed at my touch — an instinctive gesture, as if my hands were a balm.

'You are the most obedient cuckold a wife could have. The most devoted. The most loved.'

Your tears kept falling, but now there was a trembling smile on your lips. The smile of a man who had been to hell and back. Of a man who had watched his wife be possessed by three strangers, and instead of being destroyed, had been transcended.

I began to untie you. My trembling fingers worked the red silk knots with the delicacy of someone unwrapping a sacred gift. I didn't want to hurt your skin, already marked by hours of immobility.

The first knot yielded. The silk slid from your right wrist, revealing the skin beneath. There were marks — faint red lines, superficial, that would disappear within hours. They were the marks of your devotion. The marks of your love. I bent and kissed each one, my lips pressing against the irritated skin with the tenderness of someone kissing a sacred wound. Your eyes closed at the feeling of my lips, a sigh escaping you.

The second knot. Your left wrist. The same ritual: careful fingers, silk sliding, marked skin, a healing kiss.

Then the ankles. One by one. The knots gave, and your legs, previously immobile as statues, trembled violently when freed. The muscles, numb from lack of circulation, tingled like needles. You tried to stand, but your legs wouldn't obey. You were weak. Trembling. Vulnerable.

But your eyes never left mine. They were beacons in the storm, anchors in the chaos. Even when your body failed, your eyes held firm, connected to mine.

I embraced you.

It wasn't an ordinary embrace. It was the embrace of two bodies that recognize each other. My bare skin, covered in cum and sweat, pressed against yours. The viscous layer coating me transferred to you — Ryan's cum passing from my chest to yours, Dante's from my breasts to your belly, Sebastian's fluids from my thighs to yours. We were merging. Becoming one.

I felt your heart beating against my chest. It was a frantic drum, fast, that echoed in my ribcage as if we were a single organism. Your hands rose hesitantly to my back, trembling fingers touching the dried cum on my skin. You had no disgust. You had HUNGER.

'Are you okay?' Your voice came out weak, muffled, almost inaudible. Even after all of it — after hours bound, after watching your wife be taken by three cocks, after being freed — your first question was about ME. About my well-being. About my safety.

My eyes burned with new tears.

'I am, Luke. Better than I've ever been.' My voice was a balm poured over your wounds. 'I feel complete. Fulfilled. So full of love for you that I think my heart is going to burst.'

I paused, breathing deeply. The thick air of the room filled my lungs.

'Now clean me. Every drop.'

You slid from the chair to the floor as if it were the most natural movement in the world — as if your knees had been made to bend before me. The impact of your body on the rug was a muffled, dense sound that vibrated through the soles of my feet through my stilettos.

On your knees. Always on your knees. You were a devotee before an altar. A penitent before their redemption. A cuckold before his goddess.

Your mouth found my right thigh first. The inside, the soft skin where Ryan's cum had run in rivers when he pulled out of me. You began to lick slowly, your hot, rough tongue collecting every drop, every thread, every trace.

The taste was a symphony. An orchestra of flavors exploding on your palate. Ryan's cum was salty, almost sharp, with an aftertaste that recalled the ocean — salt and iodine, primitive and essential. Dante's, which would coat my breasts and which you would soon taste, was sweeter, fruitier, as if his fruit-rich diet had sweetened his essence. And Sebastian's — ah, Sebastian's — was thick, musky, almost earthy. It invaded the nostrils before touching the tongue, clung to the palate, left a trace that lingered for minutes.

You were drinking the essence of three different men. Three DNAs. Three biological signatures. And your eyes, while you licked, were closed in ecstasy. You weren't just cleaning. You were COMMUNING.

'That's it, my little cuckold. Lick it all. Every drop of cum that ran from me is a gift for you. It's your reward for being such a good cuckold. For holding firm. For loving me even while I was being fucked by others.'

Your tongue climbed my thigh, drawing a wet path on the skin. It curved around the groin, moved through the fold between thigh and pubis, and finally found my pussy.

It was still swollen. The lips, normally pink and discreet, were red and engorged after being stretched by cocks almost twice the size of yours. First Ryan's nine inches, with its pronounced curve touching secret spots. Then Sebastian's massive fingers loosening the way. And finally the double invasion, both cocks inside me at once, pressing the internal walls together.

You kissed the swollen lips with reverence. Your lips touched my flesh with the lightness of someone kissing a petal. It was not lust. It was devotion.

Then your tongue entered.

And you moaned.

The sound was muffled by my flesh, vibrating against my inner walls. But I heard it clearly — it was a moan that came from the soul, from a place so deep that words cannot reach it. It was the moan of someone tasting the nectar of the gods and knowing they will never be the same again.

The taste of cum mixed with my own fluids filled your mouth. The saltiness of Ryan and Sebastian intertwined with the sweetness of my natural lubrication. The musk of my body, intensified by exertion, by arousal, by orgasm. It was a combination that no chef could replicate, no perfume could imitate.

You licked deeper. Your tongue explored every fold, every corner, every inch of my cavity. It entered and withdrew in its own rhythm, circled, sucked. It was as if you wanted to extract every molecule of foreign cum, to purify me with your saliva, to rebaptize me back into our marriage.

'You like it, don't you? You like tasting other men on your wife? You like knowing I was theirs before I was yours?'

'I love it.' Your voice came out muffled, the syllables distorted by the flesh your mouth pressed against. But I understood every one. 'It's the best taste in the world.'

'Then keep going. There's still a lot. Ryan came inside. Sebastian too. My pussy is full. And you're going to drink all of it.'

You licked every fold, every corner, every inch. Your tongue was tireless, a muscle trained by years of devotion. It entered and withdrew from my pussy, circled my still-sensitive clit, sucked my swollen lips. It was as if you were reconstructing me with your mouth.

When you finished the front, your hands on my hips turned me gently. You didn't need to speak — your touch said everything. I turned obediently, giving you my back.

'Now the back,' you murmured, your voice stronger now, fed by the task. 'Dante came on your breasts, but it ran to your back when you were lying face down.'

'Lick it. Follow the trail. Leave nothing.'

Your tongue touched my lower back. It started at the base of the spine, where some drops had pooled in the natural curve of the body. Then it rose slowly, vertebra by vertebra, following the trail left by the cum that had run from my breasts to my shoulder blades. You were a detective of pleasure, an archaeologist of sex, excavating layers of dried cum with the tip of your tongue.

Every drop was meticulously collected. Every trace, no matter how dry, was dampened by your saliva and removed. You licked my skin as if you were writing a love declaration with your mouth, invisible calligraphy that only we could read.

And then it was time for my ass.

You knelt behind me. Your hands spread my cheeks, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and opened them. I knew exactly what you were going to find. Sebastian's cum was still running slowly — a thick white thread emerging from my still-dilated anus and trailing down to my thigh. It was a jarring visual contrast: the pearlescent white against my skin, paint on a living canvas.

'Here too, Luke. Clean it all. Clean what Sebastian left inside me.'

Your breathing grew heavier. I felt the warm air leaving your nostrils in short bursts, touching my still-sensitive anal entrance. There was a hesitation in the air — not of revulsion, but of reverence. You were before an altar, and the altar was my body.

Then your mouth touched my ass.

Your tongue slid over the still-dilated muscle ring. The rough texture of your taste buds traced the sensitive skin, collecting the cum that had settled at the entrance. Then you pushed your tongue in as deep as you could. The muscle, still relaxed from the previous invasion, yielded easily — your tongue entered my interior, seeking Sebastian's cum still inside.

I moaned. A long, deep moan from the bottom of my soul. My body was exhausted, every nerve ending hypersensitive to touch. And your tongue — so much smaller than Sebastian's monster, so much thinner than Ryan's fingers — was paradoxically the greatest stimulant. Because your tongue was not just a muscle. It was LOADED with meaning. With history. With love. With us.

'You're drinking the cum of a stranger who split my ass open. You're cleaning what another man deposited inside me. How do you feel, my little cuckold? Tell me.'

You lifted your head for a moment. Your lips, when they left my skin, were gleaming — coated in cum and saliva, an obscene mask that was also a war trophy. Your eyes found mine over my shoulder. And what I saw there made me tremble.

'Completely humiliated.' Your voice was a silent thunderclap. 'Completely aroused. Completely yours. There is not one inch of me that doesn't belong to you, Mia. There is not one thought in my head that isn't about you.'

'Then go back to licking. I'm not finished yet. There's still Sebastian's cum inside me.'

You went back. You kept licking my ass until there were no more traces. Then my pussy, where remnants remained. Then my thighs, my knees, my back, my shoulders. You climbed to my breasts, where Dante's cum had almost dried, and removed it with patience. Finally, you reached my face. My cheeks, my forehead, my chin, my lips.

Your tongue passed over my closed eyelids, collecting the cum that had dried on my lashes. Over my nose. Across my forehead. And finally over my lips, where you lingered longest, as if that were the last sip of a rare wine.

Every cell of my body was purified by your tongue. Every molecule of foreign cum was removed. I was rebaptized back into you.

And when you finally finished, you pulled back. Your lips gleamed. Your eyes were bloodshot but serene. Your chest rose and fell with heavy, controlled breathing.

'Done, my goddess.' Your voice came out deep, hoarse from the effort, but carrying a peace I had never heard in you before. 'You're clean. As if they never touched you.'

'Good boy.' I ran my hand through your hair, feeling the sweat on your forehead. 'My good boy. Now take me to bed. Make love to me. Remind me why, in the end, you are the one I choose.'

The Cuckold's Prize

You carried me to the bed as if I were made of crystal. Your arms, still trembling from sensory deprivation and hours of immobility, held me with a firmness that contradicted your apparent weakness. Your legs, tingling with the return of circulation, walked with the determination of a wounded soldier who refuses to fall.

'Careful,' I whispered, my lips grazing your neck. 'You're still weak.'

'I am.' Your voice was a contained thunderclap. 'But for you, I would carry the world.'

I was your bride — a fallen bride, a slutty bride, a bride covered in the marks of sex and the traces of other men. But a bride nonetheless. Your arms cradled me as if I were the most precious thing in the universe, and in that moment, to you, I was.

The black satin sheets were destroyed. What had been an immaculate fabric, chosen for the occasion, was now an abstract map of our depravity. The stains told stories: here, Dante's cum from my breasts, which had run and formed a pearlescent pool. There, the strawberry lube Sebastian had used generously to prepare my ass. And there, my own fluids mixed with Ryan's, forming a constellation of pleasure.

The sandalwood and vanilla candles had expired. The last flames had flickered and died while you were cleaning me, and now only thin threads of smoke rose from the carbonized wicks, dancing in the air like satisfied spirits. The only light remaining was the moon, entering through the window like a silver spotlight, illuminating the scene as if the universe wanted to give us our own private stage.

You laid me on the stained sheets with the delicacy of someone placing a baby in a crib. My hair spread across the pillow like dark waves. My body — still gleaming with your saliva, for you had licked me from head to toe — shimmered in the moonlight. I was clean of the other men's cum. But covered in you. Every inch of my skin had been touched, kissed, licked, purified. It was as if your tongue had sealed me back, the way a potter repairs a cracked vessel with liquid gold.

'Look at me,' you whispered, climbing onto the bed and hovering above my body. Your arms braced on either side of my shoulders. Your thighs fit between mine. Your face hovered over mine like a moon.

'I'm looking.' My voice was a breath. 'Always looking.'

Your cock — those twelve centimeters that you have so often regarded with shame, with inadequacy, with the weight of not being 'enough' — touched my entrance. The head pressed gently against my pussy's lips, still swollen, still sensitive, still throbbing with the memory of the giants who had inhabited them.

You didn't enter. You stayed there. Still. The tip of your cock at my entrance, like a traveler who has finally reached home and lingers on the threshold, absorbing the moment.

'May I?' Your voice was a primordial whisper. A request that came from the depths of centuries. A prayer that men have made to their women since the world was made. 'May I come inside? After them? After all of this?'

My hands rose to your face. My thumbs caressed your cheeks, feeling the salt of dried tears, the texture of your stubble.

'You may. Not because I permit it. But because you are the OWNER. You always were. They were guests. You are the LANDLORD. Come inside. Make love to me. Your way. With your cock. With your love.'

You entered.

Slowly. Delicately. As if every inch were a prayer.

After everything I had received — Sebastian's ten and a half inches in my ass, Dante's ten inches in my mouth, Ryan's nine in my pussy, three cocks at once filling me as I had never been filled — your cock was almost a whisper. But ah... AH... it was the BEST whisper.

It was the whisper of someone coming home after a long journey. Of someone who has crossed the ocean of forbidden pleasure and finally sees the familiar shore. Of someone who finds shelter after a storm of lust. Of someone who knows, with absolute certainty, that they are loved.

Your cock entered me like a key that has finally found its lock. It wasn't enormous. It wasn't thick. It wasn't intimidating. But it was EXACT. It was the missing piece in the puzzle of my body. Every inch — all of them — carried the weight of years of love, of complicity, of shared kinks, of tears shed, of trust built brick by brick.

'My God, Mia...' Your voice broke as you began to move, fresh tears falling — not of anguish now, but of a joy so overwhelming it overflowed. 'You're so warm. So wet. So... ours.'

'Because it's you. After all of them, it's you. It always was.'

Your movements were a dance we knew by heart. An intimate choreography we had rehearsed for years, refined with patience, until every gesture became instinctive. Your hips didn't just enter and withdraw — they circled, drawing invisible figure-eights that massaged my clit with every rotation. Your chest, covered in dark hair, grazed my still-sensitive nipples, sending shudders up my spine.

Your warm breath hit my neck, and with every exhale you whispered something. Not full words. Fragments. Supplications. 'Mia...' 'Mine...' 'Always...' 'Love...'

Your lips found mine, and we kissed at length. The kiss was unlike all the others we'd shared that night. It tasted of cum — the cum of three men you had licked from me, the gustatory ghosts of Ryan, Dante, and Sebastian dancing on our tongues. But beneath that taste, there was another. The taste of US. Of love. Of complicity. Of a future opening before our eyes like an infinite road.

'I will never leave you.' Your voice broke with the thrusts, the words fragmented by pleasure. 'Never. No matter how many men take you. No matter the size of their cocks. No matter how many nights like this we have. You are MINE. And I am YOURS.'

'I know, Luke.' My nails dug into your back, leaving marks that would last for days. 'I know. I'm not leaving you either. You are my little cuckold. My accomplice. My safe harbor.'

'You can give yourself to as many men as you want.' The rhythm accelerated. Your words grew more urgent, your hips moving faster, the sound of skin on skin — slap, slap, slap — filling the room. 'Of any size you want. In as many holes as you want. I will always be here. Waiting. Loving. Cleaning. Being YOURS.'

'That's why you're my little cuckold.' My voice was a moan now, pleasure rising in waves. 'My only one. My eternal one.'

You accelerated further. Sweat ran down your forehead and dropped onto my face, salty drops mingling with my own tears. Your eyes were fixed on mine, dilated, wild, but at the same time tender. Eyes of possession. Eyes of devotion.

'I'm going to come, Mia... I can't hold on... please...'

'Come, my love. Come inside me. After all of them, I want your cum. The only one that matters. The only one that STAYS.'

You exploded.

It wasn't an ordinary orgasm. It was a cataclysm. Your entire body shook — legs, arms, stomach, everything contracted at once. Your arms gave out, and you collapsed onto me, your weight pressing me deliciously against the mattress, your face buried in my neck.

I felt your warm cum fill me. It was the fourth taste of the night — after Ryan's salt, Dante's sweetness, Sebastian's musk. But this one... ah, THIS one was different. This was the taste of love. Of history. Of years of struggle and transcendence. Of a marriage that had been tested in fire and emerged stronger.

Your back rose and fell with breathless breathing. Your heart beat so hard I felt it through your chest, a drum gradually calming. Your cock, still inside me, pulsed faintly with the last spasms.

The silence that followed was not empty. It was FULL. Full of meaning, of complicity, of everything that didn't need to be said.

We held each other for long minutes. The world outside didn't exist. No work tomorrow. No bills to pay. No other demands. There were only the two of us. Our breathing, heaving together and gradually calming. The sound of our hearts, beating in sync as if they were one.

My fingers drew circles on your back, feeling each vertebra, each muscle slowly releasing. Your fingers stroked my hair, untangling the strands with infinite patience, as if there was nothing more important in the world than that gesture.

'Luke?'

'Yes?' His voice came muffled, face still buried in my neck.

'Are you crying?'

A pause. Then a weak, broken laugh. 'A little. From happiness. From relief. From love. From everything.'

'Then cry. Cry it all out. I am too.'

We stayed a little longer in silence, our tears mingling on my neck.

'Luke?'

'Yes?'

'We have an agreement. The Final Agreement.'

You lifted your head, your eyes finding mine. They were red, swollen, but shining with a serenity I had never seen in you before.

'Yes. We do.'

'That means I can give myself to other men whenever I want. With you watching. With you bound. With you licking me clean afterward. Forever.'

'Yes.' Your voice held no hesitation. 'Yes, you can. Forever.'

'And will you love me the same way? Won't you wake up one day and regret it? Won't jealousy grow so large it destroys us?'

You breathed in deeply. Your eyes moved over my face as if reading a map — my forehead, my eyes, my nose, my still-swollen lips. When you spoke, every word was measured, weighed, true.

'I will feel jealousy. Always. Every time you walk out the door in that black dress, every time I hear the key in the lock while I'm alone, every time I get your text saying "I'm in his room"... I will feel a jealousy that will eat me from the inside.'

'But...'

'But that jealousy is my fuel. It's what makes me come. It's what makes me love you more. Do you understand? Without the jealousy, I wouldn't be your cuckold. Without the anguish, I wouldn't appreciate the reward. The love we have isn't despite these nights, Mia. It's BECAUSE of them.'

'And you'll never leave me?'

'Never. I will love you MORE. With every man who takes you, every cock that fills you, every orgasm you receive, I will love you more. Because each one is a gift you give me. A testament of trust. A proof that we are unbreakable.'

I felt fresh tears fall. 'Then it's sealed.'

'Sealed.'

I kissed your forehead. Then your eyes, tasting the salt of dried tears. Then your lips, where there were still traces of cum and love.

'Thank you, my little cuckold. For letting me be who I am.'

'Thank you, my slut. For being who you are.'

We stayed like that until the sun rose. The golden light came through the window, illuminating the destroyed sheets like a divine spotlight. The red silk ropes lay on the floor, still holding the shape of the knots that had bound your wrists. The candles were only pools of hardened wax on their holders. The cum stains had dried, creating abstract maps on the black satin.

Naked. Embraced. At peace.

The Final Agreement was sealed.




Epilogue

The True Ending — Or: The Beginning of Everything

And now, Luke, you are reading these words.

I know exactly when your eyes reach this page. The morning sun is high, flooding our bedroom like a cathedral. The black satin sheets, stained and glorious, are silent witnesses. The red silk ropes rest on the floor like sleeping serpents. The sandalwood and vanilla candles are only aromatic memories in the air.

But there is something new in the room. Something you haven't fully perceived yet, but your senses are already registering. The smell of fresh coffee I made while you slept. The aroma of toast. The sound of birds outside, singing as if welcoming our resurrection.

You are holding this diary. Your right hand — the one that was bound with red silk, the one you used to grip the armrests of the chair while you watched your wife get fucked by three men — is still trembling slightly. Your muscles remember. The skin of your wrists still bears faint marks, almost imperceptible, that will disappear by the end of the day.

Your cock is hard. I know it, even without looking. Every time you relive an image — Ryan taking me from behind, Dante coming in my mouth, Sebastian splitting me open, me screaming your name while I came — it hardens. It is a Pavlovian reflex. A conditioned response. Proof that our agreement is not just emotional, but visceral.

Your eyes still shine. Reliving every moment. The tears you shed last night have dried, but they left marks on your cheeks — grooves that I kissed, one by one, while you slept.

This is the last page of the diary. The last confession. The Grand Finale.

But don't be fooled: it is not the end of our story. It is only the beginning.

Because tomorrow, when you wake up, I will already be plotting something new. Already thinking about who will be next. Which hotel. Which position. How many men. How I'll tie you up — or whether to leave you free. How I'll tease you over dinner, whispering in your ear 'tonight, my little cuckold, tonight.'

There will be other hotels. The Meridian already knows our names — the receptionist smiled knowingly when I called to make a new reservation. There will be other men. Ryan has already texted asking 'when's the next time?' Dante sent an audio message you haven't heard yet — brace yourself, he says things that will make your cock explode. Sebastian posted a cryptic photo on Instagram: just a lit candle and the caption 'unforgettable.' And Marcus — the first, the one who opened the doors — sent an email asking if he could see me again. Alone this time. I said yes, and the date is already set.

There will be other nights of fucking and love. Paige, our faithful accomplice, is already planning a 'themed evening' for next month. She mentioned something about venetian masks and five men — two for me, two for her, and one to share. Carl will watch, of course. You too. Maybe in the chair. Maybe in the bed, participating. I haven't decided yet.

And you will always be there.

In the leather armchair that witnessed our transformation — the one that creaks when you shift, that has the contours of your body molded into its cushions. In the wooden chair that creaked while you writhed, bound, helpless, watching. Or untied. Or participating. Or cleaning me afterward.

Watching. Loving. Licking. Being.

Because this is the beauty of our agreement, Luke. It's not about what I DO. It's about what WE ARE. You are not a humiliated cuckold — you are a FULFILLED cuckold. I am not an unfaithful wife — I am a LIBERATED wife. We are not a destroyed couple — we are a TRANSFORMED couple.

As long as there are well-endowed men in the world, I will be there. As long as there are hotels with mirrored windows and satin sheets, I will be there. As long as there are red silk ropes to bind your wrists and blindfolds to cover your eyes, I will be there.

But always, ALWAYS, I will come back to you.

Because you are my little cuckold. My accomplice. My safe harbor. My love.

And I am your slut. Your wife. Your goddess. Your devotee.

Now close this diary. Get up from the armchair. Come to the kitchen. The coffee is ready, the toast is warm, and I'm wearing the new lingerie I bought yesterday — that red one, transparent, that you haven't seen yet.

Come have coffee with me, my little cuckold.

And then, who knows, we can begin the next chapter.

Because this story will never end.

It only changes position.

With eternal love and infinite desire,

Your Mia.

The Little Slut Wife.

The Happiest Hotwife in the World.

The Woman You Transformed — and Who Transformed You.

✦   ✦   ✦


About Olivia Cross

Olivia Cross writes dark erotic romance for adult readers who crave forbidden wife confessions, hotwife awakening, jealousy, surrender, and the secret desires couples rarely say out loud.

Her stories blend emotional tension, luxury atmosphere, explicit intimacy, and the dangerous moment a woman discovers what she truly wants.

For readers 18+.


✦   ✦   ✦

Thank you for reading

The Hotwife Diaries: The Complete Collection

If Mia's story stayed with you, please consider leaving an honest review. Reviews help other adult romance readers discover Olivia Cross and continue the journey.

Follow Olivia Cross on Amazon for new releases in forbidden wife confessions, hotwife awakening, jealousy, surrender, and dark erotic romance.

More forbidden confessions are coming soon.
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