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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+.


ALSO BY OLIVIA CROSS

The Hotwife Diaries:

Book One — The Initiation

Book Two — Marcus at the Door

Book Three — The Bar Game

Book Four — The Final Agreement

The Hotwife Diaries: The Complete Collection

All four books in one volume
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✦   ✦   ✦

Thank you for reading

If Mia's story stayed with you, please consider leaving an honest review on Amazon. 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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