

THE HOTWIFE DIARIES

Three Erotic Confessions

Olivia Cross


The Hotwife Diaries: Three Erotic Confessions

Copyright © 2025 Olivia Cross

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations in critical reviews as permitted by copyright law.

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

This book contains explicit sexual content intended for adults 18 years of age or older. Reader discretion is advised.

Published in the United States of America

First Edition, 2025


Contents

Story One

The Cuckold’s Little Slut

Story Two

The Friend’s Cock in the Shared Room

Story Three

Confessions of a Wife at the Cabin

About the Author


Story One

The Cuckold’s Little Slut

— by Mia —

My little cuckold…

You asked me to write this down, didn’t you? Wanted every detail on paper — every filthy word, every moan, every inch of that cock that had no business being that size. You want to relive it. Want to read it slowly, with your hand around yourself, the way you do when imagination isn’t enough anymore. So here it is, Logan. Every single thing.

It was a Thursday night. We’d just finished dinner — your stroganoff, the one I love — and we were sprawled on the couch. The TV was on something neither of us was watching. I was in little shorts and a thin t-shirt with nothing underneath, nipples already showing through the fabric. You were in shorts, and I could see the familiar bulge starting. You always get like that at night when we’re alone. Like your body already knows.

I’d been sitting on something for days. A question. Several questions. We’d been flirting with the idea for months — dirty talk in bed, porn we watched together, the little scenarios I invented while stroking you. “Imagine watching me with someone else,” I’d whisper, and you’d come faster every time. But it had never crossed from fantasy into anything real.

That night, I needed to know if you were ready for it to.

I turned to face you and pulled the remote from your hand.

“Logan.” You know I use your full name when I’m serious — or deliberately, deeply naughty.

“Yeah?” You gave me your whole attention. That’s one of the things I love most about you: when I speak, you stop the world.

“I need to ask you something honestly. No performance, no saying what you think I want to hear. Promise?”

“Always.”

I took a breath. “Do you actually like imagining me with another man? Or is it just something you say in bed because you know it gets me going?”

You held my gaze. Then: “I actually like it, Mia. It’s not just talk. When I picture you with someone else — on your knees, or on all fours taking a cock bigger than mine — I get hard in a way nothing else touches. I think about it at work. In the shower. Before I fall asleep. The idea of you moaning for another man, asking him for more, coming with someone inside you… it consumes me.”

My shorts were wet before you finished that sentence.

“Tell me more,” I said. “Is it just lust, or is there something else?”

You thought for a second. “There’s lust, obviously. But there’s also something about the humiliation — not the ugly kind, the good kind. Knowing another man has something I don’t. A bigger cock, maybe. A different touch. It makes me feel small, and I like feeling small sometimes. I like knowing you’re being taken by someone who does it differently than I do.”

“And the jealousy? Does it bother you?”

“The jealousy is the best part. It hurts a little and the hurt turns into something I can’t explain. Imagining you moaning for him, asking him not to stop, coming harder than you do with me — it destroys me. In the best possible way.”

I understood that completely. Because I felt the mirror of it — the thrill of being wanted by someone new, of knowing I could have anyone in that moment, and still choosing to come home to you. The power of being both a wife and a slut at the same time.

“What if I actually liked his cock more than yours, Logan? What if I came harder with him? What if I wanted to see him again without telling you?”

Your eyes lit up. Lit up like I’d plugged something in.

“That’s exactly the fantasy,” you said, voice low. “Knowing you’re as much of a slut as I always secretly hoped. That you want to be used by other men. That you might enjoy it more. I want you to like it more. I want you to come home and humiliate me with the details. I want to be your cuckold. Your actual, chosen cuckold.”

“You want me to cheat on you.”

“I want you to cheat with my full blessing. That’s not cheating — it’s completion. You go out and fuck someone else, you come back and tell me everything. You get to be the slut you’ve always had inside you. I get to be exactly what I am. We fit.”

I shifted on the couch. The fabric of my shorts was noticeably damp. You noticed.

“You’re wet already.”

“Soaked,” I confirmed. “Now ask me.”

“Do you actually want this? Or is it just fantasy for you too?”

“Logan.” I held his face in both hands. “I want to feel a different cock. Bigger. Thicker. Something that opens me up differently. I want to be someone else’s slut for one night and come home and tell you every detail while you come listening to it.”

“Then let’s do it.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow night. Do you have anyone in mind?”

I thought for half a second. “Ricardo. That guy from the gym. He’s always looked at me like he’s doing math in his head. And Logan — I’ve seen him in those workout shorts. It’s not subtle.”

You groaned, quiet and involuntary.

“You’ve noticed.”

“I notice every time. Every squat, every stretch. I’ve imagined it a hundred times.” I paused. “I’ve imagined you watching.”

“Text him. Right now.”

“Are you sure?”

“Do it.”

I grabbed my phone. My heart was hammering. I pulled up Ricardo’s contact — we’d traded memes, nothing serious — and typed it out. Showed you before I sent it.

“Ricardo, hey. I know this is coming out of nowhere, but I’m going to ask you something and I need you to know my husband is aware. He actually wants this. Would you want to go out with me tomorrow night — just the two of us? Totally fine if the answer’s no.”

We watched the screen. Two blue checks appeared almost immediately. Then: typing.

“Mia. Wow. Honestly — I’ve thought about this more than once. If Logan knows and is good with it, I’m absolutely in. Where are we meeting?”

You laughed — that quiet, delighted laugh of a man who just had a dream confirmed. “Answer him: motel. I’m covering it. Just show up.”

I typed exactly that. He replied with a wink and, “Tomorrow at nine?”

Done.

· · ·

That night we fucked like two people jumping off a cliff together. You took me from behind right there on the couch while I moaned into the cushions, “Tomorrow I’m going to fuck another man, Logan — tomorrow your wife is going to take a real cock—” and you came before I even finished the sentence.

I barely slept.

The next day was slow torture. I worked on autopilot, my mind already in that motel room. Every time I thought about what was coming, heat spread from my stomach downward and didn’t stop.

I got home at six. You’d made a light dinner I couldn’t eat.

“Go get ready,” you said quietly.

I took a long shower — shaved everything, smooth everywhere, the way I do when I mean it. Almond oil over every inch of skin. When I stepped out wrapped in a towel, you were already sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Help me choose something?”

You opened the closet without a word, reached past everything, and pulled out the little black dress. Short, thin straps, neckline down to there. You held it out.

“No panties.”

“Naturally.”

“No bra.”

“Obviously.”

I slipped into the dress. It barely covered the curve of my ass and the neckline left almost nothing to imagination — without a bra, my nipples pressed right through the fabric. I stepped into my highest black heels, let my hair fall loose, and finished with dark red lipstick. I stood in front of the full-length mirror and looked at myself.

I looked like exactly what I was going to be that night.

You appeared behind me in the reflection. Already hard in your shorts.

“Look at me, Logan.” My voice came out firm, quiet. “Your wife is going out to be another man’s slut. Are you happy?”

“Very.” Barely above a whisper.

“I’m going to take his cum inside me. Hot, thick, all of it. And when I come home — do you know what you’re going to do?”

“What?”

“You’re going to taste what he left in me. Lick it straight from the source. His cum mixed with mine. Do you want that, little cuckold?”

“More than anything.”

I kissed you once — slow, deep, red lipstick on your mouth — then grabbed my purse and walked.

“I’ll be late. Don’t finish before I get home. I want you desperate when I walk in with the story.”

I left. The night air hit my bare thighs. I texted you from the cab.

“On my way, little cuckold. Your wife is about to get on her knees for another man. Think of me.”

Your reply: a photo. Your cock in your hand, already glistening at the tip. Caption: “Already thinking. Don’t hold back. Tell me everything.”

God, I love you.

· · ·

I pulled up to the motel at nine exactly.

Ricardo was waiting in the parking lot, leaning against his car like a man who’d been looking forward to this all day. Navy shirt, dark jeans, that easy, unhurried confidence he carries everywhere. When he saw me step out of the cab, his eyes went down my body and didn’t come back up quickly.

“Jesus, Mia.”

“Hi, Ricardo.”

He crossed to me in four steps and kissed me right there in the open air — full mouth, both hands, one gripping my waist and one sliding down to cup my ass through the thin dress. He felt immediately that there was nothing underneath and groaned into my mouth.

“Nothing under this.”

“Easier for you.”

Inside, the room was exactly what it should be: king bed, ceiling mirror, low amber light, Jacuzzi in the corner. The door closed. The air changed.

He stepped back and looked at me the way a man looks at something he’s been thinking about for a long time. Then he took off his shirt slowly — broad shoulders, defined chest, the V of his abs disappearing into his waistband. Then he unbuttoned his pants and let them drop.

Logan.

My love.

His cock.

Already hard, pointing straight at me, and enormous. Thick as a closed fist, heavy with veins running the full length, the head a deep, swollen purple roughly the size of a large plum. I’d studied the outline through his gym shorts a hundred times. Nothing — not my imagination, not my most generous mental estimate — had prepared me for the actual thing.

“Like what you see?” He smiled like he already knew.

“Ricardo, that is not a cock. That is a weapon.”

“It’s the weapon that’s going to take you apart tonight.”

He crossed the room, grabbed my hair — firm, not rough — and kissed me again, deeper this time. His hand pulled my dress up and found my bare ass immediately. His fingers slipped between my thighs and he moaned against my mouth.

“You’re soaked. Absolutely soaked.” He sounded genuinely pleased. “Someone’s been thinking about this all day.”

“All week,” I admitted.

“Whose are you tonight, Mia?”

“Yours. And my cuckold’s. He told me to be your slut.”

“Then get on your knees, little slut. Show me what you’ve got.”

I knelt. The carpet was soft. His cock was at face level — heavy, flushed, a bead of clear liquid at the tip. I held it with both hands. My fingers barely got around the girth.

I licked the head slowly, once around, tasting salt and skin and warmth. Then I opened my mouth as wide as it would go and took him in.

The head alone stretched my jaw. I could take maybe two inches past it. I worked what I could, drooling freely, one hand sliding over the rest of the shaft.

“Look up at me.”

I looked up. Held his gaze.

“Now look in the ceiling mirror.”

I did. I saw myself: kneeling on the floor in the black dress, hair loose, lips stretched around a cock that barely fit, saliva running down my chin. I looked exactly like what my husband always wanted me to be. That thought sent a pulse straight through me.

“Does your husband know you’re here doing this?”

I pulled back for just a second. “He doesn’t just know — he asked for it. He’s at home right now touching himself thinking about this exact scene.”

Ricardo made a low sound in his throat and tightened his grip on my hair.

He pulled me up after a few minutes, lifted me easily, and tossed me face-down on the bed. Got me up on all fours, pulled the dress over my ass and had me bare in seconds.

“No condom?”

“My husband wants to taste you when I get home.”

He lined himself up. The head pressed against me — smooth, enormous, almost unbearably hot — and started to push.

Logan.

The stretch was something else entirely. My body opened around him inch by inch, burning and aching and absolutely electric. He moved slowly, giving me time, and I needed every second of that patience.

“Oh God — Ricardo — you’re splitting me open—”

He kept going, steady and deliberate. When he finally bottomed out — hips flush against me, everything buried — I was so full I could feel his pulse through the cock inside me.

“You were made for this,” he said, not unkindly.

“Fuck me. Please. Now.”

He did.

Slowly at first, letting me feel every inch on every stroke. Then faster. The bed creaked. My hands fisted in the sheets. I stopped trying to muffle my sounds and just let them out — loud and shameless — because the neighbors could hear every word and I did not care even a little.

I thought about you the entire time, Logan. You at home alone, hard in your hand, picturing this. Your wife on all fours being taken by a cock nothing like yours. The image of you like that made me come faster.

“I’m going to come,” I said. “Coming on his cock, Logan — coming for your friend—”

Ricardo grabbed my hips harder. “Come for your cuckold, then.”

I came. My whole body seized. My legs gave out, my back arched, my voice broke and then just broke again. Real tears ran down my face — not from sadness, just from the pure, overwhelming force of it — as the orgasm rolled through me in long deep waves.

He kept moving through every second of it. When I finally started coming down, he flipped me onto my back, draped my legs over his shoulders, and took me again from a completely different angle.

“Now I’m going to fill you up, Mia. Something to take home.”

“Do it. Give him something to taste.”

He came with a long, guttural sound — buried himself completely and held there as the first rush of heat flooded me. Then the second. The third. He pulled back halfway through and finished on my stomach, leaving me covered and wide open and happier than I’d been in years.

I lay there for a full minute, unable to move.

Then I grabbed my phone, took a photo, and sent it to you with: “Done, little cuckold. Come find your wife.”

· · ·

It was almost two in the morning when the cab let me out in front of our house.

Still in the dress, wrinkled and fragrant with sweat and sex. My lipstick was gone except for a smear at one corner. My hair was wrecked. My thighs were still sticky.

I opened the door slowly.

You were on the couch. Lamp on, shirtless, eyes tracking me from across the room like you’d been watching the door for an hour. Hard — I could see that even from the doorway.

“Hey, little cuckold.”

You stood. Came to me. Stopped close, studying my face, my rumpled dress, all the evidence written on me. Your hand went beneath the hem, found my bare thigh, and came away sticky.

You brought your fingers to your mouth and licked them clean, eyes never leaving mine.

“That’s not mine.”

“No. And there’s more. A lot more.”

I pulled you to the couch and sat beside you and started talking. Every detail. The parking lot kiss, the ceiling mirror, the way he felt when he first pushed into me, the sounds I made, the orgasm that made me cry. As I talked, my hand found your cock over your shorts. Rock hard, already wet at the tip from how long you’d been waiting.

“He was bigger than you, Logan. By a lot. My mouth barely fit around the head.”

You exhaled sharply.

“He fucked me on all fours. I came so hard I cried real tears. And I was thinking of you the whole time — picturing you at home, exactly like this—”

“Tell me more.” Voice like gravel.

“He came inside me, baby. Filled me up and then finished on my stomach. And in the cab home, it was still running down my thigh.” I paused. “Do you want to taste it straight from the source?”

You didn’t answer with words. You slid off the couch onto your knees, pushed my thighs apart, and put your face between them.

Logan. Watching you do that — watching you taste another man’s cum out of your wife — was one of the most intensely erotic things I’ve ever witnessed. I came again in under a minute, holding your hair, shaking.

“Do you like it?” I managed.

“I love it.” Muffled, breathless.

“Then clean me up. Every drop. And then you can have me — the stretched-out, well-used version that Ricardo left behind.”

You ate me out until I came a second time. Then you climbed up, pushed inside me — easy now, gliding — and fucked me looking straight into my eyes.

“Call me a slut,” I whispered.

“My slut. My favorite dirty girl.”

“More.”

“My little whore. My filthy, beautiful little whore.”

I came again. You came inside me, mixing yourself with him. Then we collapsed together, sweaty and silent and completely undone.

Your head rested on my chest. My hand moved through your hair.

“Logan.”

“Yeah.”

“I can’t go back from this. I want to do it again.”

“So do I.”

“Next time, you’re in the room. You’re going to watch live. See your wife taken apart right in front of you. Is that a yes, little cuckold?”

“Yes to everything. I’m only afraid of losing you.”

“You’ll never lose me.” I kissed the top of your head. “Because no cock in the world — no matter how big, no matter how good — gives me what you give me. Freedom. Trust. The most twisted, perfect love I’ve ever known.”

You laughed quietly into my skin.

“I’ve created a monster.”

“You didn’t create her, Logan. You finally let her out.” I pulled you closer. “And I let yours out too. Two monsters. Two filthy, perfectly matched monsters.”

“Agreed.”

“Agreed.”

We slept like that until morning: dirty, satisfied, entirely ourselves.

Me, the cuckold’s little slut.

You, the slut’s cuckold.

And Ricardo — who had absolutely no idea he’d just become a permanent fixture in our marriage.

Yours always,

Mia.


Story Two

The Friend’s Cock in the Shared Room

— by Mia —

My God, Logan…

You asked me to write this one too. Every detail on paper — every sigh, every stretch, every inch of that cock that had me losing coherent thought while you watched from three feet away. And I will, because you know I always do. I’m writing this with my thighs pressed together because just remembering it has me soaked all over again. That trip. That room. That man.

You remember how it started.

Clara and Ricardo invited us to Maragogi for a long weekend. “It’ll be perfect,” Clara said. “Two couples, the beach, a pool, some downtime.” Downtime. That word has never once delivered what it promises when I’m involved. But let’s take this slowly, because this story deserves to be told right — the way I like to take a cock I want badly, which is unhurried, savoring every second.

September. That thick coastal heat that sticks your clothes to your skin and makes you sweat in places you don’t usually think about. The hotel was stunning — oceanfront, turquoise pool between swaying palms. But at the front desk, the woman made that face.

“Sir, ma’am — there’s been a mix-up with your reservation. The double rooms you booked aren’t available. We have a family suite open — two queen beds, side by side — at half the rate. Would that work?”

Clara and Ricardo looked at each other. We looked at each other. Share a room? All four of us?

“We’re adults,” Clara shrugged. “Friends. It’s fine.”

We took it.

The room was big and airy, with a balcony over the water. Two queen beds separated by a nightstand and a lamp. Beautiful natural light through white sheers. But the beds were close. Close enough to hear someone breathe. Close enough to smell their perfume. Close enough to see their silhouette in the dark.

The first night, we were all carefully, awkwardly well-behaved. I wore little shorts and a t-shirt. You were in shorts. Clara wore a long sleep dress. Ricardo wore swim trunks — and nothing else.

That’s when I first saw it.

Ricardo got up to grab water from the minibar. He had his back to me, bending down, and his navy trunks pulled tight against him. Logan — the man was packing. Not “well-endowed.” Not “above average.” I mean the fabric was under genuine stress. The outline was unmistakable even soft: long, thick, heavy against the cotton. The tip reached almost to mid-thigh.

He came back to bed. I kept watching discreetly as he lay down and the bulge settled heavily against his thigh.

I nudged your ribs.

“Logan.” My voice was barely a breath.

“What?” You didn’t look up from your phone.

“Look at Ricardo’s lap. Carefully.”

You looked. A pause. Then you looked back at me, and I saw it — that particular light in your eyes.

“Big,” you whispered.

“Big? Logan, that’s a different category entirely.”

You reached under the sheet and squeezed my hand. I felt your cock already firming against my thigh.

“You like noticing,” I murmured.

“I like that you noticed.”

“Imagine it hard. That thing is going to be spectacular.”

“Mia…” Your voice had that specific roughness.

“What? You know how I am. Can Clara even take all of that?”

You laughed, barely audible. “Could you?”

I didn’t answer out loud. But the question ran through my head for the rest of the night.

That first night ended with both couples in their separate beds, the tension unspoken and completely electric.

· · ·

The days built on each other. Beach mornings, pool afternoons, dinners with wine and easy laughter. I couldn’t stop looking at Ricardo. Not because he was stunning, though he was — tanned, stubbled, easy in his skin — but because of what I knew he was carrying. I had become a woman with a specific obsession.

One afternoon at the pool he climbed out of the water and his wet trunks left nothing to mystery. Clara saw it too, threw a towel over him and laughed it off. But I’d already memorized every detail of that outline. Thick. Long. The tip reaching mid-thigh even soft.

That night I touched myself in the bathroom thinking about it. Came fast.

· · ·

The fourth night, things finally cracked open.

Wine with dinner. Everyone loose and warm, TV on in the dark room, nobody watching it. You were spooned behind me and I felt you hard against my back. I started grinding, slowly.

“Baby,” I whispered. “I’m really turned on.”

“Me too. But they’re right there.”

“Look at them.”

You glanced across. Ricardo was behind Clara, one hand inside the neckline of her dress, clearly not resting.

“They’re in the same situation,” I said.

“So what do you want to do?”

“I want to watch.”

A beat. Then, quietly: “Okay.”

You pressed into me from behind, moving slowly, and we lay there in the half-dark — both watching the other bed.

What happened next was lit only by the low glow of the television.

Ricardo sat up. Clara’s dress came off over her head. He kissed her, laid her back, and stripped his trunks.

And there it was.

Fully hard.

I made a sound I had to smother with the pillow. You felt it and pressed deeper into me.

The silhouette alone was staggering. Thick as a forearm, long enough to hang forward with real weight when he knelt over her. She made a sound as he pressed against her that I felt in my own body. He entered her slowly, and even in that low light I could see her knees come up, her hands find his back.

I watched your friend’s cock disappear inside your friend’s wife while you fucked me from behind, slow and quiet.

I came with my face buried in the pillow, completely silent, legs shaking — and I was thinking about Ricardo the entire time.

After, in the dark, you asked me softly: “You were watching him, weren’t you?”

“I was.”

“And?”

“Logan, that cock is unbelievable. I could see it even in that light. The size of it. The way she reacted.” I paused. “I want to know what that feels like.”

Your cock, which had softened, was already hardening again in my hand.

“You really want that?”

“I want to feel him open me up while you watch. Yes. That’s exactly what I want.”

You kissed me in the dark, slow and heated. “Maybe this trip isn’t over.”

· · ·

It wasn’t.

Saturday morning, Clara got a call. An aunt in the next city, not feeling well — she needed to go, just for the night, back by morning. She kissed Ricardo, apologized to us, and left.

I watched her cab pull away.

Then I looked at you.

Then I looked at Ricardo.

He was leaning against the balcony railing with a half-smile on his face like a man who knows exactly what’s about to happen.

The day passed in a state of low-grade, sustained electricity. Beach in the morning, lunch, and in the early afternoon you and Ricardo settled in front of a soccer game. I excused myself to shower.

Twenty minutes under the hot water. Shaved everything. Moisturized. I took my time.

I came out in the smallest black thong I’d packed — the kind that disappears between the cheeks entirely — and a thin black lace bra that was more decoration than coverage, both nipples visible through the sheer fabric. Nothing else. I walked out on a cloud of steam.

The soccer game ceased to exist the second I appeared.

Ricardo’s eyes moved down my body in one deliberate sweep. He adjusted his position on the chair. The bulge in his shorts had already shifted.

You looked at me with that private smile. “You look incredible, love.”

“Thank you, little cuckold.” I said it casually enough that it hung in the air for a moment.

Ricardo’s eyes moved between us.

“Grab us a beer?” you asked, voice just slightly unsteady.

“Of course.”

The minibar was in a low corner near the TV. I crossed the room feeling their eyes. I reached the minibar and bent over — slowly, intentionally, knees bent, back arched, ass up — and took my time selecting three cans. The thong vanished completely between my cheeks. The cold air from the open minibar hit my skin. My nipples went harder through the bra.

I heard someone exhale. Maybe both of them.

I stood up slowly, turned around. Ricardo was staring. His shorts were tented unmistakably. He tried to cover it with a throw pillow.

“You look beautiful, Mia.” His voice was low and rough.

“Just beautiful?”

“Incredible. Your husband’s a lucky man.”

“He knows.” I handed him a beer, fingers touching his deliberately. He was warm.

We drank. No one watched the game. The conversation loosened, the looks got longer. Every time I moved, I let the bra slip a little further. I didn’t fix it.

On the third beer, Ricardo went to the bathroom. The door didn’t close completely. A crack of a few inches — accident or invitation, I didn’t know. I heard the unmistakable sound of a very strong, very confident stream.

I looked at you. You were looking at me with that laser precision.

“Give him a signal,” you said quietly.

“How?”

“You’ll know.”

I went to you, climbed into your lap, and started kissing you. Loud and deliberate. Stripped your shirt off. Worked my hand down to your cock — already fully hard — and got it out of your shorts. Then I got off your lap, went to my knees in front of you, and put you in my mouth.

On all fours. Ass directly facing the bathroom door. The thong completely swallowed between my cheeks.

I heard the toilet flush. I kept working, slowly, grinding my hips. Then I heard the bathroom door open.

Ricardo stepped out. And stopped.

I felt the weight of his gaze immediately. His silence. The breath that paused.

Above my head, your voice: quiet, deliberate, absolutely certain.

“Ricardo. Come here.”

His footsteps on the carpet. The warmth of him moving up behind me. His hand on my ass — a big hand, hot, covering the entire left cheek and squeezing with total confidence.

“She’s already wet,” he said quietly. “Logan. Your wife is soaked.”

“She gets like that.”

His fingers pulled the thong aside. Directly on my skin now. Thick fingers parting my lips, gathering the slickness, spreading it slowly over my clit. I moaned around your cock.

Then he took his fingers out and replaced them with the head of his cock.

Logan.

I pulled back off you and looked over my shoulder. I had to see it. His cock was fully hard and it was everything the silhouette had promised and more: thick as a closed fist, heavy veins roping the full length, the head enormous and deep purple with a thread of clear liquid hanging from the tip.

“Put it in slowly,” I breathed. “Please — oh God, Ricardo—”

He pushed.

The stretch was immediate and total. My body opened around him wider than it ever had, burning and aching and so intensely good I whimpered. Inch by inch, patient, patient, patient.

“AH — fuck — you’re splitting me open—”

More. Deeper. The thickness of the middle section, the veins scraping inside me on every fraction of an inch. When he finally bottomed out — balls against my clit, every inch buried — I felt so completely full that for a moment I couldn’t form a single word.

“All of it?” you asked from in front of me, voice stripped thin.

“Every last inch,” Ricardo said, and started to move.

The sensation of him pulling back was as intense as the entry — the drag of every vein, the near-emptiness, then the fullness returning. A slow, deep, devastating rhythm.

I took you back in my mouth. Working on instinct. My entire mind was occupied by the cock behind me.

“See, little cuckold?” I pulled off just long enough to speak, looking up at you. “See what he does to me that you can’t—”

You groaned. Held my hair. Pressed my head back down.

Ricardo picked up the pace. The room filled with the sound of skin and the creak of the bed and my barely-coherent voice. My body swayed with every thrust. I was drooling on you and coming apart at both ends and completely, unreservedly happy about it.

Words came out of me without any filter:

“Oh my God this cock — Logan you’re watching your wife get split open, aren’t you—”

“Ricardo, tell him how I feel—”

“Perfect,” Ricardo said through his teeth. “Tightest, wettest thing I’ve been inside in years. She squeezes every time I push.”

He changed the angle. Found something deep inside me that I hadn’t known was there — some nerve ending that had never been reached before. My voice broke.

“I’m coming — I’m coming on his cock, Logan, right in front of you—”

“Come for him,” you whispered. “Come for your cuckold.”

I came. The kind of orgasm that takes the floor out from under you — my legs gave, my back curved, my voice came out in something between a scream and a sob. Real tears ran down my face. My whole body shook through it, and Ricardo kept moving, extending every wave until they finally, finally slowed.

“Now me,” he said.

“Fill me up,” I said instantly. “I want to take it home to him.”

He came hard and deep, holding himself in as each pulse of heat flooded me. Then he pulled back and the rest dripped from him in a heavy stream onto the sheets.

I collapsed forward onto my forearms. Open. Demolished. Radiant.

Then you were there.

You laid yourself over me, pushed inside the slick warmth he’d left behind, and fucked me looking straight into my eyes.

Completely different. Yes — smaller than him. But it was you. My husband. My person. The man who loved me enough to give me this.

I pulled your face down to mine and whispered into your mouth: “Thank you. For letting me have this. I love you so much, Logan.”

“I love you, Mia.”

You came, mixing yourself with him.

The three of us lay across the bed in a loose, breathless heap. Ricardo got up eventually, showered quietly, and settled in his own bed. You and I curled together in ours.

“Love?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you like it? Actually?”

“More than I have words for.”

“Want to do it again?”

“Desperate for it.”

“With others? More than one at the same time?”

You pulled me tighter. “I want everything you want. I just never want to lose you.”

“You’ll never lose me, little cuckold. No cock — no matter how big, no matter how mind-bending — will ever give me what you give me. Freedom. Trust. Love.”

I slept that night with my body full of two men’s pleasure and my heart full of only one.

· · ·

Morning came. Clara came back, breezy, carrying coffee and pastries. She set the tray down, looked at Ricardo, looked at me, and smiled. Not a question — a knowing smile. The smile of a woman who understood everything and had made her peace with it.

She knew. I was certain of it.

Because Clara was her own kind of slut. And Ricardo, underneath the surface, was his own kind of cuckold.

But that, my love, is a different story entirely.

All of it yours,

Mia.


Story Three

Confessions of a Wife at the Cabin

— by Mia —

Dear husband.

Actually — dear little cuckold. Because that’s what you are. And you asked me to write all of it down: every detail, every sigh, every filthy, gorgeous moment of that weekend. So that’s exactly what you’re getting. I’m writing this in the most explicit terms I can because I know what it does to you to read it. And I know what it does to me to write it — two paragraphs in and my underwear is already a problem.

Remember when we booked Lake Breeze Cabin? You said, “Mia, we need a break — just the two of us, fresh air, a pool, some peace.” Peace. That word is such a liar. There was no peace that weekend. There was the best weekend of my entire life. At least of mine — and yours too, little cuckold. Don’t pretend otherwise.

The cabin was everything the photos promised: rough-hewn timber, warm varnish and glass, a wraparound porch facing a lake that looked painted. But what got me was the pool. Infinity edge, wooden lounge chairs, sun-soaked deck. We arrived on a Friday morning in that perfect summer heat — the kind that makes you want to be naked by noon. You went inside to deal with the luggage and I was already at the pool’s edge, peeling off my blouse, letting the sun find my shoulders.

That’s when the neighbors pulled up next door.

Carl came first — tall, dark-haired, calm-looking in the specific way of men who are secretly insatiable. He brought two bags and a cooler and, as he passed within ten feet of me, his eyes went down my body like he’d already made a decision. You saw it happen. You came up behind me and squeezed my hand.

“He just checked you out top to bottom, Mia.”

“I know, little cuckold. Let him.”

That phrase — little cuckold — came out of my mouth in the open air for the first time, and something shifted in me. We’d used it in bed, in the dark, safely fictional. But there, in the sunlight, with a stranger’s eyes still warm on my skin, it had different weight. Reality.

Then Paige got out of the car.

Brown hair, long and wavy. Full lips that always looked like they were either smiling or about to do something better. A light summer dress that technically covered her but somehow showed everything anyway. The kind of woman you look at and think: she knows exactly what she is.

I liked her immediately and completely.

· · ·

Saturday morning, the shared pool. Paige was already on a lounge chair, reading, dark skin gleaming with sunscreen in a strapless pink string bikini so small it was basically a legal argument. She looked up, pulled off her sunglasses, and smiled at me with that mouth.

“You’re from the cabin next door! Isn’t this place perfect? I’m Paige — that’s Carl.” She pointed to her husband getting out of the water: broad shoulders, easy grin, blue trunks with a conspicuous outline. “And you are?”

“Mia.” I hesitated. “And this is my husband — my little cuckold.”

I let it slip. Tried immediately to cover it with a laugh.

Paige didn’t laugh like it was a joke. Her eyes went wide for half a second, then she threw her head back.

“No way. Carl is too. He goes completely out of his mind when I tell him another man looked at me. We’ve had so much fun with it.”

The air changed. I felt a chill in my stomach and heat everywhere else. You were beside me, facing the water, very carefully pretending not to hear. But I saw your jaw.

Paige winked. Lowered her voice. “We need to talk later, Mia. Two women like us don’t find each other by accident.”

· · ·

At lunch, you and Carl took over the grill with the focused energy of men who feel at home over fire and beer. Paige materialized at my elbow.

“Come with me. I need to show you something.”

Her room smelled of sunscreen and something floral. Beautiful, organized chaos. She went straight to a large toiletry bag and produced what she called bikinis, though that word was doing serious work. They were triangles and string — barely legal, absolutely devastating.

“I always travel with extras,” she said. “For special occasions. And today feels like one.”

I chose black. The smallest thing I’d worn in my adult life. The bottom was a string that wedged between my cheeks and covered the front with a scrap of fabric that required precision placement. The top was two triangles that held my breasts without actually concealing my nipples.

I looked at myself in her bathroom mirror and felt a current move through me.

“We’re going to put on a show,” Paige said from the doorway, already in white — dark skin setting off the fabric in a way that was almost aggressive. Her nipples were hard through the thin cloth. Mine were too.

“Ready?”

“Absolutely not. Let’s go.”

We walked out to the pool deck together.

You and Carl were mid-sentence. You both stopped mid-sentence. Two grown men, beers arrested halfway to their mouths, faces emptied of everything except want.

“Like what you see, boys?” Paige turned a slow circle, showing her ass — round and completely bare, the white string a thin line down the center. “Mia has excellent taste in swimwear.”

“Learned from the best,” I said.

We walked into the water slowly, feeling every eye. The cold hit my nipples through the fabric and made them press harder against the triangles. You could see everything. I knew it. I loved it.

Paige swam to the wall beside me and murmured, “Carl’s trunks look structurally compromised. And your husband went straight into the water to hide it. Look at his face, Mia.”

I looked. Your expression — God, Logan. Lust, jealousy, adoration, all three perfectly legible. I loved you intensely in that moment because you let me shine. Because you wanted me desired.

“Shall we give them a proper show, Paige?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

We swam and splashed and performed for our audience of two. Every movement calculated. Every dive showing something. At one point I got out of the pool to reach for my drink and walked directly past you, bent slowly, let my ass brush you.

“Enjoying yourself, little cuckold?”

You grabbed my waist. “You’re going to be the end of me.”

“Not a chance. Tonight I need you alive and watching every second.”

· · ·

Later, stretched on lounge chairs drying off, Paige said it.

“We have friends nearby. Two men. Carl loves watching me spend time with them.”

My pulse doubled. “Two?”

“Two. Friends.” She smiled slowly. “Big friends. Carl likes to watch. What about yours?”

“Loves it. He’s always wanted to see me with another man. More than one.”

“Then today could be that day. Are you ready to be someone’s everything for one night while your husband watches?”

The heat rose straight up through me. “Paige. I’ve wanted this since before I had words for it. I’ve always wanted to be taken from both ends at once. To be completely, shamelessly used by two men at the same time. And I’ve always wanted him to see every single second of it.”

“Then leave the men to me.” She glanced at the grill. “I don’t think convincing them is going to take much work.”

I went to you. Pulled you into the kitchen, pressed you against the wall.

“Two men,” I said quietly. “Tonight. Paige’s friends. They can come here.”

“Two,” you repeated.

“One for each end. It’s what I’ve told you about in bed — all those times in the dark — this is the night it actually happens. And you get to watch every second.”

Your breathing changed. Both hands on my bare ass. “Do you really want this, Mia?”

“With my whole body. And I want you to see all of it. Promise me you’ll watch.”

“I’ll watch everything.”

“Then say yes.”

“Yes.”

Back at the pool, Paige dialed. “Luis? Come tonight. Bring Sergio. We have very special company.”

She hung up and looked at me with pure, radiant mischief.

· · ·

I showered with my heart going fast. The hot water moved over my skin while I touched myself, already aching with anticipation. Two men. I’d imagined it so many times — a cock in my mouth and one inside me simultaneously, two different pairs of hands, the full overwhelming pleasure of being taken in every way at once. And now, in a few hours, it would be real.

Paige turned her room into a dressing room. She opened a suitcase I hadn’t seen before and the contents were spectacular: lace, satin, sheer fabric, garter sets, things that existed in the aesthetic space between lingerie and pure announcement.

I chose red: a satin corset that cinched my waist and pressed my breasts up high, a thong that left my ass almost entirely exposed, a garter belt with black stockings. Paige chose a sheer black bodysuit that concealed absolutely nothing — her nipples and her smooth skin visible through the lace as if she were wrapped in a suggestion.

“You look completely unhinged,” she said approvingly.

“You look illegal,” I replied.

We hugged briefly, both nervous and electric. “It’s always good,” she said. “Better than what you’ve imagined.”

We heard tires on gravel.

Downstairs, you and Carl sat on the couch with the barely-contained energy of two men about to watch their wives do exactly what they’d always privately hoped for. When you saw me in the corset your mouth opened slightly.

“Mia…”

“I know, little cuckold. Close your mouth. You’ll need it later.”

The door opened. Luis and Sergio.

Luis came in first: shaved head, thick dark beard, an open shirt showing a muscular chest, eyes that swept the room and assessed everything in it in about two seconds. He took my hand and looked at me like something worth careful attention. “Paige has told me quite a bit about you, Mia. It’s a pleasure.”

Sergio was taller, blond, blue-eyed, built like a man who spent his weekends on the water. A tattoo climbed his neck. He didn’t say much — just smiled and kissed my cheek, and his hand found the small of my back and moved down just far enough to make the point. A full-body shiver moved through me.

Paige brought drinks. The six of us talked about surface things while the real conversation happened in looks and proximity and the frequency of the air in that room.

You were on the couch with Carl, whiskey in hand. Our eyes met and I mouthed: trust me. You nodded.

Paige broke the surface tension. She stood in the middle of the room and started dancing — slow, deliberate, the sheer bodysuit leaving nothing hidden. Luis got up to meet her, and in thirty seconds his hand was inside the fabric, finger pressed where it was welcome. Carl watched with his hands in his lap and an expression of devoted, helpless want.

Sergio came to me.

“Just going to stand there all night?”

“Absolutely not.”

He pulled me against him. His cock was already hard through his jeans — long and thick and very present. His mouth was at my ear: “Your friend says you want both at the same time.”

“That’s right.”

“Then that’s what you’re going to get. And more.”

I looked at you. Mesmerized. Eyes open, barely breathing, hand slowly working inside your shorts.

Luis had Paige on her knees in the center of the room — naked, his cock down her throat, Carl beside you in the same trance-like state. Two cuckolds. Two men built from love and devotion and profound, particular desire.

Sergio walked me to the bedroom and you both followed.

· · ·

The master bedroom. King bed, white sheets, warm lamplight. Sergio laid me back and stripped my thong in one motion. He untied the corset and freed my breasts — nipples hard enough to ache — then lowered his mouth and sucked one with an unhurried patience that made me reach for his hair immediately.

Luis came in behind him, naked, and took the other breast.

Two mouths. My whole body was shaking before anyone had even properly started.

“Look at me, Logan.” My voice came out thick. You looked up from the corner. “Two men. Right now. This is exactly what you wanted to see.”

“Yes.”

Luis moved his mouth down my stomach, past my navel, and found my clit. The sound I made was immediate and completely honest. He worked with his tongue like he had all the time in the world — slow circles, deep pressure, exactly right. At the same time, Sergio knelt beside my head and pressed his cock to my lips.

I opened for him. He filled my mouth in one slow push — long, almost too long, the tip at the back of my throat. I breathed through my nose and let him in.

One man between my legs. One in my mouth. Luis with his tongue and fingers, Sergio with controlled, unhurried strokes.

This was it. Exactly what I’d imagined. Better than what I’d imagined.

I moaned around Sergio’s cock, drooling freely, and felt the vibration moving through him. Luis added a third finger. I arched off the bed.

They repositioned. Sergio behind me, Luis in front. I was on my knees between them.

Sergio lined up and entered my pussy all at once — long, fast, completely filling me — and I screamed. The sound was immediately muffled by Luis’s cock filling my mouth.

Two cocks inside me at the same time.

Everything I’d ever whispered about in the dark. Made completely, overwhelmingly real.

“Are you watching, little cuckold?” I managed between thrusts, pulling off Luis for just a second. “Tell me you’re watching every second.”

“Every second,” you said, voice gone rough and low.

Sergio fucked in long, deep strokes that pushed me forward onto Luis. Luis held my hair and matched the rhythm from the front. They moved like men who’d done this before, seamlessly coordinated, and I was the point where their attention converged. The most desired I’d ever felt in my life.

They switched — Sergio to the front, Luis behind. Luis’s cock was thicker, the stretch completely different, his thrusts harder and more demanding.

“Logan—” Sergio’s cock filled my mouth again. My voice came out garbled and broken. “—watching your wife— both of them at once—”

Paige had settled on Carl’s lap at the edge of the bed, both of them watching, her moving in slow circles on him, both transfixed. She winked at me over his shoulder.

Luis came first. He pulled out and finished over my chest — thick, hot, generous — moaning loudly enough to echo in the room. I felt every drop on my skin.

Sergio wasn’t far behind. He was inside me from the side now, one of my legs over his shoulder, going deep.

“Where do you want it?”

“My face. Come on my face while my little cuckold watches.”

He pulled out, knelt over me, and finished in three pulses — forehead, nose, chin. I licked my lips, tasting salt, and looked straight across the room at you.

You were completely undone. Hard cock in hand, eyes locked on me, sweat on your face, wrecked and adoring.

“Was it worth watching, little cuckold?”

You couldn’t speak. Just nodded.

· · ·

The men dressed, laughed easily, said their goodbyes. Paige kissed each of them long and slow, then went back to Carl, who pulled her onto his lap. They began moving together quietly, reconnecting, the way couples do after these evenings.

I lay on the bed. Covered. Legs still shaking. Smiling at the ceiling.

You came and lay down beside me.

“Mia.”

“I know.”

“I came three times just watching. Without anyone touching me.”

“Three. That’s a personal record.”

“I didn’t need anything else. Just seeing you.”

We lay quiet while Paige and Carl murmured in the corner. Then you turned to me.

“Do you want to do it again?”

“Yes. More often. With others. With you sometimes joining and sometimes just watching. I want this to be our life, Logan — the actual one, not just the one we keep for the dark.”

“I want that too. Every part of it.”

“Then it’s decided, little cuckold.”

We fell asleep to the sound of the lake through the open window.

· · ·

You think that was the end of it, don’t you? That after Luis and Sergio I was satisfied and we drove home on Sunday and put it all away. Oh, Logan… after everything I’ve shown you, you still underestimate me.

I woke late Sunday morning with my body pleasantly demolished. You slept beside me, completely peaceful. I watched you for a while — this man who loved me enough to want me free. Then I got up, naked, and made coffee.

Through the porch door, Paige was already outside on a lounge chair, white robe, coffee, a thin cigarette, looking at the lake.

“Good morning, you absolute disaster,” she said warmly.

“Good morning.” I sat beside her. “How’s your body?”

“Carl didn’t leave me alone until four in the morning. Three more times after the boys left. I had to beg him to stop.” She said it with the tone of a woman with zero complaints.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment.

“Mia. I want to ask you something and I need the real answer.”

“Ask.”

“Is this a one-weekend thing for you? Or do you want to go deeper?”

A chill moved through me — not cold, electric. “Deeper how?”

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees. The robe fell open and I noticed the marks on her skin without remarking on them. “Carl and I have been doing this for years. We’ve tried everything — threesomes, swaps, parties, all of it. We have regulars. It’s a life, Mia. And I watched you last night. You didn’t just enjoy yourself. You thrived. You’re not curious — you’re a natural.”

“I’ve always known there was something in me that wanted exactly this,” I said. “Last night was the first time I felt completely, unapologetically free.”

“Then let me tell you about a thing called Oasis.”

· · ·

I won’t bore you with every detail of the week between the cabin and the party, Logan. You know what it was like — I was impossible to live with. Distracted at work, waking you up at midnight to describe what I wanted, touching myself in the bathroom and not hiding it very well. On Thursday I finally texted Paige.

She described it: a private club, a curated crowd, couples and handpicked single men, everyone vetted, everything consensual. A house outside the city, no phones, open bar, absolute discretion. “The single men are selected carefully,” she said. “Good-looking, respectful, well-equipped. No creeps, ever. Your only job is to enjoy yourself.”

“How many men?”

“Friday nights usually run six or seven confirmed singles. But you choose who and how many. The only rule: if you say yes, you mean it. If you say no, it’s final and everyone respects it.”

“And the husbands?”

“Watch. Or participate with other women if their wives agree. It’s all negotiated between couples beforehand.”

That last part produced something complicated in me. You with another woman. I’d never thought about it from that direction. The image — you inside someone else while I was occupied myself — produced jealousy and unexpected arousal wound together in a knot I wasn’t ready for. I filed it away.

The night of the party, I put on Paige’s gift: the split-panel thong that framed my lips while leaving them bare, and the cutout bra that circled my breasts and freed both nipples. Over it, a tiny black dress. Red heels. Nothing else.

You saw me leave the bedroom and stopped breathing for a moment.

“Logan. This is what I’m walking in wearing. You’re going to take me through that door and tell anyone who needs to know: This is my wife. She’s here to enjoy herself. And I’m here to watch. Can you do that?”

“I can do that.”

“Good. Because I’ve never wanted anything more than I want tonight.”

· · ·

The address was a ranch forty minutes from the city. A long driveway through trees, then a house — all glass and warm amber light, modern and discreet. A woman in her forties met us at the door. Black gown, bare shoulders, the composed professionalism of someone who had done this a thousand times.

“Welcome to Oasis. Quick rules: no phones or photography — devices go in the safe. Open bar, moderation appreciated. Any disrespect, the person leaves permanently. And the golden rule is non-negotiable: no means no. Always.” She smiled. “Enjoy your evening.”

We stored our phones. We went in.

The lounge was low-lit and spacious — deep sofas, floor cushions, ambient music. A bar staffed by a man in a vest and very little else. Twenty or so people: couples talking, women dancing without clothes in the soft light, men circulating. The vibe was an upscale gathering where the dress code was optional.

Paige was on a wide sofa, head in Carl’s lap, naked, completely at ease. She leapt up when she saw me.

“You came! And — let me see—” She lifted my dress in front of the room, exposing the split thong and my bare skin underneath. Several heads turned. “Perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

I laughed, flushed, already aware of the eyes.

She pulled me toward the bar. “Let me introduce you to some people.”

Three men leaned against it — all unclothed, varying degrees of aroused.

The first, a redhead with a beard and warm eyes, introduced himself as Hector. He smiled easily. “First time here? Good. I’ll make sure you have a great night.” He meant it without pressure. I liked him immediately.

The second was dark-haired with green eyes, long hair in a low knot. Gael. His cock curved slightly upward, thick at the base. When he smiled it reached his eyes. “Welcome, Mia.”

The third was the one who made my knees do something questionable.

Dante.

Tall, broad-shouldered, and his cock — soft — was already the longest and thickest thing I’d ever seen. Nine inches at rest, easily. When fully hard it would be something from a different scale entirely. He looked at me with calm, absolute confidence and smiled slowly.

“Mia. Beautiful name. I hear you’re new.”

“First time.”

“Then you’re in good hands.” A pause. “Among other things.”

I laughed before I could stop myself.

“Already chosen?” Paige nudged me.

I looked at all three of them. Then around the room. Then at you, leaning against a pillar with your whiskey, watching me from across the room with your whole face.

“Tonight,” I said clearly, “I want every man who wants me.”

Paige clapped with genuine delight.

· · ·

Hector took me to one of the private rooms first — a round bed, a window facing the lounge. Anyone passing could look in. He was unhurried and skilled, took his time going down on me through the strings of the split thong with a patience that had me gripping the headboard inside of three minutes, then entered me at exactly the right angle and fucked me through one clean, perfect orgasm. He finished on my ass and, through the window, I saw you pressed against the glass.

He kissed my cheek when he was done and said, “You’re lovely, Mia. Thank you.”

Gael came in before I’d caught my breath. His curved cock found something inside me that Hector hadn’t touched — a precise spot on the front wall that made me stop making sense. He grabbed my hair and turned my face toward the window.

“Keep your eyes on your husband. Don’t look away.”

I looked. You were still there, face close to the glass, expression wide open.

I blew you a kiss. You gave me a dazed, completely smitten smile.

Gael came inside me. The warmth of it mixing with Hector’s traces. I came with him, a deep, shaking orgasm.

I thought about resting. I was on my stomach, still breathless, when the door opened again.

Dante.

Fully hard.

I sat up on my elbows and looked at what was coming toward me and felt my stomach drop in the best possible way.

“That is not going to fit,” I said.

“It’ll fit,” he said simply. “I promise.”

He was patient in a way that spoke of genuine experience — slow entry, stopping every inch to let my body open around him, whispering “breathe, relax, you can take it” into my neck while he worked his way in. The stretch was serious. The fullness, when he finally bottomed out, was unlike anything I’d experienced. It was total. Every nerve in my body firing at once.

“Okay?” he asked.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Right now.”

He did. Each thrust was an event. The room, the bed, the window, all of it fell away. There was nothing but the earthquake of it, the way my voice kept breaking, the tears that ran down my face from pure overstimulation, from being so completely, impossibly full.

I came so hard I wept.

He filled me after — deep, held there, the heat of it radiating through me — and pulled out slowly. Through the window: you, Paige, and Carl, all watching. Three faces. Three expressions.

I lay open and demolished and completely, radiantly happy.

· · ·

Paige came in with a warm towel and helped me up. My legs shook on the way to the outdoor deck, where there was a heated pool open to the sky. We sat on the edge in robes, legs in the warm water.

That’s when I saw you.

In the pool. Naked. A blonde woman — beautiful, clearly enthusiastic — sitting in your lap, moving in slow circles, your hands on her waist and your head tilted back.

The jealousy arrived in my throat before I could prepare for it.

Paige took my hand immediately.

“Breathe.”

“I’m breathing.”

“Look at me, Mia.”

I did.

“You had three men tonight. Three. He watched every one of them and came home to empty hands. He loves you completely. But he has a body and a need and he’s been incredibly patient. That woman is a temporary thing. You are his wife. His partner. His. That’s permanent. She is not.”

I breathed. I held that in.

“I had three men,” I said.

“Three.”

“He gets one.”

“Just one.”

“That’s fair.”

“Extraordinarily fair.” She squeezed my hand. “Now tell me — Dante?”

“Dante,” I confirmed. “That is something that should have its own category.”

“I know,” she said. “Absolutely surreal.”

We laughed together in the night air while you finished in the pool below us.

· · ·

An hour later you came looking for me. Wet hair, robe, guilt and lust on your face in equal measure.

“Mia. I—”

“I saw.”

You went still.

“I was a little jealous,” I said honestly. “Just a little. But Paige talked sense into me. You deserved it.”

“I only did it because you were doing the same thing, and I thought—”

“You could. You can. Always with my knowledge, always with my yes. But, Logan—” I held your face— “she was just something to do. Right?”

“A distraction. You’re everything.”

“Then take me home. I’m completely finished.”

We said goodbye to Paige and Carl near dawn. Hugs, promises to meet again soon, Paige whispering in my ear: “You were the star of the evening. Everyone was watching you.”

In the car you held my hand while I slept against the window.

We got home, showered together in warm silence, and lay down wrapped around each other.

“Thank you, Mia.”

“For what?”

“For being mine. Even when you’re someone else’s.”

“I’m always yours, little cuckold. Ten men could be involved and none of them would touch what you give me. Freedom. Love. The only partnership in the world that makes complete sense to me.”

We slept until noon.

· · ·

Since that night, our lives look the same on the surface. Work, groceries, dinner with normal friends. But underneath, we’ve become regulars in a parallel world. Once a month, minimum. I’ve lost count. You’ve been with a few women — always with my yes, always with your stories afterward that I make you tell me in detail.

Paige and Carl are our best friends now. We travel together. We have dinners that become other things. Life is genuinely, expansively good.

What I learned that weekend at the cabin is that love doesn’t have to be constrained by jealousy. It can be expanded by trust. And what I know about you — what I’ve always known — is that you are the only man in the world I would share myself with, because you’re the only man who ever wanted me to be fully, completely, unapologetically myself.

Today, writing this, I’m wearing the split thong Paige gave me. It’s become a kind of code between us now. When I put it on, you know. When you see it, you smile.

Next month there’s another party.

I’ve already chosen what I’m wearing.

The smallest thing I own.

With every filthy, loving part of myself,

Your Mia.
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The Hotwife Diaries is her debut collection.

More titles are forthcoming.

✶

If you enjoyed this collection, please consider leaving a review on Amazon.

Reviews help independent authors reach the readers who are looking for exactly this.
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