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Chapter 1 — Nicolas’s Reply

The message had been sent.

The laptop was still warm on my lap, the screen glowing with the confirmation that it had gone through. Rafael was beside me, breathing hard, his cock still half-hard inside his underwear, wearing the expression of a man who had just jumped off a cliff and was still falling.

“There,” I said. “Now we wait.”

“How long do you think it’ll take?”

“I don’t know. Could be minutes. Could be hours.”

“And if he doesn’t answer?”

“We find someone else.”

“And if he does?”

I looked at Rafael. His dark eyes, his tense forehead, his chest still rising and falling too fast.

“Then we decide what to do.”

He didn’t answer. He only squeezed my thigh and kept staring at the screen.

We waited. Five minutes. Ten.

The silence was heavy, but not uncomfortable. It was a silence full of expectation, like that moment right before a roller coaster drops. I could feel my heart beating in my throat. My pussy was still wet from what we had done before, but now it was more than arousal. It was anxiety. It was the feeling of standing at the edge of something irreversible.

Then the message icon blinked.

“He answered,” I said, my voice trembling.

“Open it.”

I clicked.

Nicolas’s message appeared on the screen. White letters over black. No photo. Just words.

“Claire and Rafael,

Thank you for your message. I’m glad you chose me among so many profiles. I know it isn’t easy to take that first step, and I value the trust you are placing in me.

Before we talk about anything practical, I would like to get to know you both better. What exactly are you looking for? Is this the first time you are exploring this kind of experience? How can I help you make this happen in the safest and most pleasurable way possible?

Take all the time you need to answer. There is no rush. I am here to listen.

Nicolas.”

I read it out loud. Every word seemed to have been placed exactly where it belonged, as if he had written carefully, without hurry, without desperation.

Rafael stayed silent. Then he said:

“He’s polite.”

“Very.”

“He doesn’t sound like some asshole. He sounds like a… real professional.”

“That’s what he is. A sex professional. Not just anybody.”

“That makes me calmer and more nervous at the same time.”

“Why?”

“Because if he were an asshole, I could back out. But he’s… good. And that makes all of this more real.”

I squeezed his hand.

“Do you want to answer, or do you want me to?”

“You answer. But show me before you send it.”

I typed:

“Nicolas, thank you for answering. We are a couple beginning to explore this kind of experience. I, Claire, am 36. My husband, Rafael, is 38. We have been together for 11 years and have always been monogamous. But I have fantasies I want to make real, and Rafael, after many conversations, has decided to support me. We are looking for an experienced, discreet man who knows how to lead the situation without rushing and without judgment. Rafael will be present. He wants to watch. That is non-negotiable for us.”

I showed Rafael.

“Is that good?”

“Yes. But tell him more about what you want. About what you like.”

“You want me to be specific?”

“Specific. He asked what we’re looking for. Tell the truth.”

I took a deep breath and kept typing:

“As for what I am looking for: I like men who know what they want. Men who don’t ask permission for every movement. I like being desired intensely, being fucked hard, being treated like a whore in bed — with slaps, hair-pulling, with orders. But I also like feeling safe. I need to know I can stop at any moment and that I will be respected. I think the balance between domination and safety is what truly turns me on. Rafael will be in the room the entire time. He will not participate actively, but he will watch. And I like knowing he is watching. That turns me on even more.”

I showed Rafael.

He read it. His eyes moved across the screen. His jaw tightened.

“You wrote ‘treated like a whore.’”

“I did.”

“And ‘fucked hard.’”

“Yes.”

“And ‘slaps.’”

“Yes.”

He took a deep breath. His pants were tenting again. His cock reacting to the words before anything had even happened.

“Is it too direct?” I asked.

“It is. But I think that’s what he needs to know.”

“So I send it?”

“Send it.”

I clicked. The message went out.

Now Nicolas knew exactly what I wanted. He knew I liked slaps. He knew I liked being treated like a whore. He knew Rafael would watch.

My heart pounded. My pussy was soaked again just imagining what he would think while reading that.

The answer came faster this time.

“Claire, thank you for your honesty. It is rare to find a woman who knows so clearly what she wants. And it is rare to find a husband willing to support that desire. Rafael, know that you have my admiration. Not every man has the courage to be present. Most run away or pretend they don’t want it. You are here. That says a lot about you.

Claire, regarding what you described: I can offer exactly that. Firm guidance, but always with respect. Slaps, orders, force — all within a controlled environment, where your safety and your pleasure are the priority. Rafael, if at any moment you want to pause or talk, you will have complete freedom to do so. My role is to fulfill your fantasy, not impose mine.

I would like to ask a few more questions, if you allow it.”

I read it out loud. When I reached the part where he said, “Rafael, you have my admiration,” Rafael squeezed my hand.

“He called me by name,” Rafael said.

“He did.”

“And he said he admires me.”

“He did.”

“That is… strangely good.”

“He knows what he’s doing. He knows you’re an essential part of this. He isn’t trying to exclude you.”

“Does that make me less nervous?”

“Does it?”

“A little. But it also makes me more turned on.”

I looked at his pants. His cock was completely hard now. The head pressing against the fabric, the cloth stretched tight. He wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore.

“Do you want to keep going?” I asked.

“I do. Ask him what he wants to know.”

I typed:

“You can ask whatever you want, Nicolas. We are here for this.”

The answer came.

“Claire, you mentioned that you like being treated like a whore in bed. I would like to understand the limits of that. How far do you want to go? Do you like being called names? Do you like light humiliation? Do you like slaps on the face, or only on the body? Do you like being tied up? Is there anything you definitely do NOT want?”

I read it out loud. Rafael looked at me.

“Do you want to answer?”

“I do. But I want you to know the answers too.”

“Then tell me first. Before you write.”

I turned to him. Looked him in the eyes.

“I like being called names. Being called a whore, a slut, a bitch. I like slaps on my ass, on my thighs, on my face — but face slaps need to be controlled, not actually hurt me. I like being tied up, but I don’t like being completely unable to move. I like having some control, even when I pretend I don’t. And what I don’t want: no extreme pain. No blood. No humiliation beyond the bed. He can call me a whore, but not ugly. He can hit me, but not injure me. He can fuck me hard, but not leave me hurt afterward.”

Rafael heard everything. His expression unreadable.

“You already knew all that?” he asked.

“I did. I just had never put it into words.”

“And you really want all that?”

“I do.”

“With another man?”

“With another man, with you watching, with you knowing. Yes.”

He groaned. His hand went to his cock, but he pulled it away himself, remembering the rule I had given him earlier.

“Write that to him,” he asked.

I typed, summarizing what I had said. I ended with:

“Rafael is reading everything. He knows exactly what I want. And he agrees.”

Nicolas’s answer came almost immediately.

“Perfect, Claire. Thank you for the clarity. Now a question for Rafael.”

Rafael straightened on the sofa.

“He wants to talk to me,” he said, his voice half frightened.

“He does. Do you want to answer?”

“With you typing?”

“If you want to say it in your own words, I’ll type.”

“Okay. That works.”

Nicolas’s message:

“Rafael, you will be present. That is fundamental. But I would like to understand your role better. Do you only want to watch? Do you want to interact at some point? Do you prefer to remain silent, or would you like me to speak to you during the act? Is there anything you do NOT want to see?”

Rafael thought about it. His hand on his chin. Then he said:

“Tell him I want to watch. At first, just watch. I don’t know if I’ll want to interact. Maybe, but I won’t promise. And he can talk to me. But not humiliate me. He can talk about what he’s doing to you, but not call me a cuckold.”

“Do you want him to call you a cuckold?” I teased, my hand on his thigh.

“Not in a… cruel way. If it’s in an exciting way, maybe. But I decide that in the moment.”

“And what don’t you want to see?”

“I don’t want to see you suffering. I don’t want to see you truly hurt. And I don’t want to see him kissing you on the mouth.”

I stopped.

“You don’t want to see him kissing me on the mouth?”

“No. Everything else can happen. But kissing on the mouth is… too intimate. That’s mine.”

I felt warmth in my chest. It was jealousy, but also love. He was giving me to another man, but still wanted to keep something only for himself.

“All right,” I said. “Mouth kisses are yours.”

I wrote Rafael’s answer, respecting his words. I ended with:

“He wants to watch. He wants you to talk to him, but without humiliation. And he does not want kissing on the mouth. Everything else is allowed.”

Nicolas replied:

“I understand perfectly, Rafael. Mouth kisses remain reserved for you. For me, other parts are enough. Relax. Your place is secure.”

Rafael read it. And for the first time since all of this began, he smiled. A small smile, but real.

“He understood,” he said.

“He did.”

“That’s good.”

“It is.”

Nicolas sent another message:

“Now that we have talked about desires and limits, I would like to suggest the next step. Before any hotel meeting, I invite you both for coffee. A public, neutral place, where we can look each other in the eyes and confirm that everything we have said here is real. Claire, you will sit alone with me at the table. Rafael, you will sit at a nearby table, observing. I want him to see how I look at his wife. I want him to feel what that does to him. And I want Claire to decide, after that coffee, if she truly wants to continue.”

I read it out loud. The air grew heavy.

“He wants to see me alone with you,” I said.

“I read it.”

“You’ll be watching from a distance.”

“I know.”

“You’ll feel jealous.”

“I will.”

“And turned on?”

He looked at me. His dark eyes deep.

“I already am.”

Nicolas continued:

“The coffee is a test. For all of us. If, after that meeting, you both still want to proceed, we will set the hotel. If not, I thank you for the trust and each of us continues with our life. No rush. No judgment.”

“He’s careful,” I said.

“He’s surgical.”

“Does that bother you?”

“It bothers me and turns me on. Because he knows exactly what he’s doing. And I… I’m liking being led.”

I looked at Rafael. My husband sitting on the sofa, cock hard, breathing unevenly, wearing the expression of a man crossing a border and not wanting to turn back.

“So we set it?” I asked.

“We set it.”

I typed:

“We accept the coffee, Nicolas. Thursday, 3 p.m., at the Livraria Cultura café. Claire sits with you. Rafael observes nearby. Until then.”

The answer came in seconds:

“I’ll be there. And I’ll bring my best gaze. Rafael, prepare yourself. Claire, come beautiful. Until Thursday. Nicolas.”

I closed the laptop.

Rafael kept staring at the dark screen, as if he could still read the words.

“Thursday,” he repeated.

“Thursday.”

“He said ‘come beautiful.’”

“He did.”

“You’re going?”

“I am. In the dress you choose.”

He looked at me. His eyes shining. Fear and desire. Jealousy and arousal. Everything mixed together.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too.”

“Even with all this?”

“Because of all this.”

He pulled me close. Kissed me. On the mouth. The kiss he had reserved for himself. His tongue entering, his taste filling me, his hand in my hair, his hard cock against my thigh.

And I thought: Thursday would never arrive.

But when it did, I would be ready.


Chapter 2 — The Rules

Thursday had been set. Coffee with Nicolas would happen in two days. Two days. Forty-eight hours for me to prepare, for Rafael to process, for us to decide whether we would truly go all the way.

But before the coffee, we needed rules.

Rafael was not the one who said it first. I was. Because I knew that if we did not put everything on paper, jealousy would eat him from the inside out. And I did not want that. I wanted him with me. Whole. Even if whole meant frightened, confused, and aroused at the same time.

The night after the exchange of messages with Nicolas, we sat on the bed. I sat cross-legged, the black notebook in my lap — the same notebook that had started all of this. But this time I was not going to write fantasy. I was going to write truth.

Rafael leaned against the headboard, shirtless, gray sweatpants on, his hair a mess. He watched me with an expression I already knew: tense jaw, fixed eyes, controlled breathing. He was trying to stay calm. But the shape in his pants gave away that calm was only a front.

“The first rule,” I said, pen in hand, “is that nothing will be hidden. Nothing. Every message, every word, every touch. You will know everything.”

“That’s obvious,” he said.

“It isn’t obvious. Some couples do this secretly. Some women meet the bull and only tell afterward. I don’t want that. I want you knowing before, during, and after.”

“Before, during, and after,” he repeated, as if memorizing it.

I wrote in the notebook: Rule 1 — Nothing hidden. Rafael will know everything.

“Second rule,” I continued. “You will be present. In everything. At the coffee, at the hotel, in the room. You will not be outside waiting. You will see.”

“That’s non-negotiable,” he said, his voice firmer.

“For me too. I don’t want to do anything without you watching.”

He took a deep breath. His shoulders relaxed a little.

“Third rule,” I said. “I can stop at any moment. If I don’t like something, if it hurts, if I feel bad, I stop. And you can ask for a pause too. If you can’t take it, if the jealousy gets too strong, you speak. And I stop immediately.”

“Would you really stop?”

“Immediately. Without hesitation.”

“Even if you were enjoying it?”

“Even if I were enjoying it. Because nothing is worth more than you.”

He looked at me. His eyes shone — not with arousal, but with emotion. He blinked quickly, looked away.

“Fourth rule,” I continued, letting him gather himself. “Nicolas will respect every limit we set. He has already shown he’s professional. But we need to make clear how far things can go.”

“And how far can they go?”

“As far as you allow.”

“I’m not the one who’ll be in bed with him.”

“But you are the one who’ll be watching. And what you feel matters as much as what I feel.”

He stayed silent. Then he said:

“And if I want him to stop doing something? In the middle?”

“You say it. Or make a signal. We choose a signal.”

“What signal?”

I thought for a second.

“If you raise your right hand, I stop. If you raise your left, I continue. That way you don’t need to say anything.”

“Right hand to stop. Left hand to continue.”

“Exactly.”

I wrote in the notebook: Rule 4 — Safety signal. Right hand = stop. Left hand = continue.

“Fifth rule,” I said, and now I knew this was the delicate one. “Protection.”

Rafael straightened.

“Condom,” he said. “Obviously.”

I stayed silent.

“Claire?”

“I don’t want a condom.”

His eyes widened.

“What do you mean?”

“I want to feel everything. I want to feel him come inside me. I want to feel the hot cum running out. I want to stay with it inside me for hours afterward.”

“Claire, that’s dangerous.”

“He’s a professional. He tests regularly. His profile says that.”

“Even so…”

“Rafael,” I cut in, my voice softer. “If you don’t want it, I’ll accept that. We use a condom. But if you ask me what I want… I want skin on skin. I want to feel his cock for real. I want to feel the head pulsing. I want to feel the hot spill filling me. That’s part of the fantasy.”

He closed his eyes. His hand went to his cock — but he pulled it away himself, remembering the rule I had imposed the night before.

“Are you sure?” he asked, voice hoarse.

“I am.”

“And if…”

“He’ll show the tests. We can ask. He said he was open to any question.”

Rafael went quiet. Then opened his eyes.

“No condom.”

“Is that a yes?”

“It’s an ‘I trust you.’ If you trust him, then I trust too.”

I wrote in the notebook: Rule 5 — No protection. Tests will be shown. Rafael agrees.

“Sixth rule,” I said. “No contact outside the agreement. Everything Nicolas says to me, you will see. The messages, the audios, everything. Nothing hidden.”

“That’s rule one.”

“It deserves to be repeated. Because it’s the most important one.”

“And if he wants to talk to me?”

“He already did. And he will more. He included you from the start.”

“That’s good.”

“It is. It shows he respects your place.”

I wrote: Rule 6 — No contact outside the agreement without Rafael’s access.

I paused. Looked at Rafael.

“Now you,” I said. “Do you want to add any rule?”

He thought.

“The mouth kiss,” he said. “I said I didn’t want it. But then I kept thinking…”

“Thinking what?”

“If you want it… I allow it.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“You would allow him to kiss me on the mouth?”

“If you want it. But only if you look at me while you kiss him. I want to see your eyes.”

My pussy answered immediately. Just imagining it: me kissing Nicolas, his tongue entering my mouth, and my eyes turned toward Rafael. Watching jealousy and desire fight across his face.

“Would you do that?” he asked.

“Kiss him while looking at you?”

“Yes.”

“I would. With great pleasure.”

He groaned. His cock pulsed in his pants.

“You’re a whore,” he said. But it wasn’t an insult. It was praise.

“Your whore,” I answered.

I wrote in the notebook: Rule 7 — Mouth kisses allowed, as long as Claire looks at Rafael while kissing.

“Anything else?” I asked.

“You can… do everything?” he asked, hesitating.

“Everything what?”

“Everything you wrote in the notebook. With him.”

“Do you want me to do everything?”

“I want to see you do everything.”

I leaned toward him. Ran my hand over his thigh, slowly climbing.

“You want to see me on all fours? You want to see me sucking a cock bigger than yours? You want to see me coming with another man inside me?”

“Yes,” he moaned. “Everything.”

“Then it’s written.”

I turned the notebook page. Wrote: Rule 8 — Claire will do everything she wrote in the notebook, as long as Rafael is watching.

“Now,” I said, setting the pen down, “the last rule. And this one is yours.”

“Mine?”

“You said you wanted to be present in everything. But I want you to think: do you really want to be present for every second? Or do you want me to have a moment alone with him?”

He looked at me.

“Alone how?”

“Just me and him. You in the room next door. Or on the balcony. Or in the bathroom. You hearing, but not seeing. And then coming back.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?”

“It is. But it’s exciting too. Knowing I’m with him, without you watching, but with you knowing. Knowing I can do anything and you’ll only find out afterward.”

“That scares me.”

“Fear or desire?”

“Both.”

“Then think. You don’t have to decide now.”

I made as if to close the notebook, but he held my hand.

“Do you want a moment alone with him?”

“I do. A moment where I can let go completely, without worrying if you’re okay or not. Knowing you’re nearby, but not watching. And later, when you come back, I tell you everything. Every detail.”

He closed his eyes. His hand tightened around mine.

“Is that you being a whore or you being a wife?”

“Both. A wife-whore who wants to give herself to another man, but wants to come back to her husband and tell him everything.”

He opened his eyes.

“Okay. One moment alone. But only one.”

“Only one.”

I wrote in the notebook: Rule 9 — One moment alone with Nicolas, without Rafael watching, but with Rafael knowing and hearing. Afterward, Claire will tell everything.

I closed the notebook.

“Done,” I said. “We have rules.”

“We have rules,” he repeated.

I looked at his pants. His cock was hard, throbbing, pressing against the fabric in a way that looked painful. I passed my hand over it.

“You got hard writing rules?”

“I did.”

“Writing rules turns you on?”

“Writing rules makes me feel like I still have some control.”

“And you need control?”

“I need it. Even if it’s fake control.”

I squeezed his cock. He groaned.

“It isn’t fake,” I said. “The rules are real. But you also need to understand one thing.”

“What?”

“No matter how many rules we write, the moment he takes me, the moment he puts his cock in me, the moment I come… you won’t have any control at all.”

He moaned louder.

“And that’s what turns you on,” I continued. “Knowing that, despite all the rules, I’ll be there, on all fours, moaning with another man inside me. And all you’ll be able to do is watch.”

“That drives me crazy.”

“In what way?”

“With desire. With jealousy. With the urge to fuck you right now.”

“Then fuck me. But first, read the rules out loud.”

He picked up the notebook. Read them one by one. His voice trembling, his cock hard, his hand on my thigh.

When he finished, he turned me face-down on the bed. And he fucked me. Hard. Angry. Loving. With everything.

In the middle of it, he moaned:

“Thursday.”

“Thursday,” I repeated.

My phone vibrated on the nightstand. A message from Nicolas:

“Confirming coffee. Thursday, 3 p.m., Livraria Cultura. I’ll bring my best gaze. Rafael, prepare yourself. Claire, come without panties.”

I showed Rafael. He read.

“Without panties?”

“Without panties.”

“You’re going?”

“I am.”

He groaned. And came.


Chapter 3 — The Coffee

Thursday dawned clear, the kind of morning that comes through the window and lights up everything, even the corners we would rather keep hidden. I opened my eyes and immediately felt the flutter in my stomach. It was not fear. It was expectation. The good kind.

Rafael was asleep beside me, body turned toward the wall, the sheet at his waist. I watched him for a while. His broad back, his shaved nape, the calm breathing of a man who had not yet woken up to the day that was going to change everything.

I got up. Went to the bathroom. The shower water fell hot, and I stood there, still, feeling every drop run down. I thought about Nicolas. About his voice in the messages. About the calm way he had led everything so far. I thought about what was coming. And I felt my body answer.

When I came out wrapped in a towel, Rafael was already awake, sitting on the bed, phone in hand.

“Are you nervous?” he asked.

“A little. But it’s a good nervous.”

“Me too. I don’t know if it’s good or bad. It’s… different.”

I sat beside him, towel still around my body, my hair dripping.

“Different how?”

“Like I’m about to take a test I didn’t study for.”

“You don’t need to study. You just need to be there.”

“And watch.”

“And watch,” I repeated.

I went to the closet. Opened the doors and stared at the clothes. I needed something elegant and provocative at the same time. Something that said, I came for this, but I am still me.

“Help me,” I asked.

He stood and came to me. Studied the options.

“He told you to come without panties,” Rafael said, his voice tight.

“He did.”

“Are you going to?”

“Do you want me to?”

He hesitated. Then answered:

“I do.”

I pulled out a navy-blue knit dress, thin fabric, one that traced the body without being vulgar. V neckline, short sleeves, knee length. The kind of dress that looked proper from far away, but from close up suggested everything.

“That one,” he said.

I put it on. No bra. The fabric marked my nipples, already hard. No panties. The breeze came through the window and I felt the air touching where fabric usually protected me. I turned in front of the mirror.

“Too obvious?” I asked.

“Perfect. He’ll look and won’t be able to think about anything else.”

“And you?”

“Neither will I.”

I looked at his sweatpants. The volume was already there. He was aroused. And frightened. Both at once.

“What time do we leave?” I asked.

“One-thirty. The coffee is at three, but we arrive early. You sit alone, I sit at another table.”

“How far will you be?”

“Far enough to see everything. Close enough to hear you if you speak loudly.”

“And if I don’t speak loudly?”

“Then I read your lips. Your eyes. The way your hand moves.”

He knew me. After eleven years, he knew how to read every gesture. And today I was going to give him an entire chapter to decipher.

We arrived at Livraria Cultura at two-forty. The café was on the second floor, an open space with small round tables, wooden chairs, books stacked along the sides. Light came through the glass, making everything feel like a lazy afternoon. But there was nothing lazy about what would happen there.

Rafael chose a table set back, near the window, where he could see the entire café. He sat, opened a book he had taken from a shelf — something about architecture — but I knew he would not read a single line.

I sat at a central table. Alone. Ordered an espresso. The little steaming cup arrived. I held it with both hands to hide the shaking.

And waited.

Three o’clock exactly.

He appeared on the escalator.

The first thing I saw was the suit. Dark gray, perfectly cut, the kind that looks made to measure. Then the white shirt, no tie, two buttons open. Then the face.

Exactly like the profile. Gray hair, well cut. Short, shaped beard. Clear eyes — gray, I could see now — calm, direct. He didn’t look around. He looked at me.

He lifted a hand in a discreet greeting and walked toward me. His walk was firm, unhurried. Every step looked measured, but not forced. Natural. He occupied space without apologizing.

“Claire,” he said, reaching the table.

His voice was exactly as I had imagined. Deep, but soft. With an accent, present but not exaggerated.

“Nicolas.”

He smiled, small, just at the corner of his mouth, as if he knew something I did not know yet.

“May I sit?”

“Of course.”

He sat across from me. Drew the chair in without scraping, without noise. Rested his arms on the table and looked at me. Not at my neckline, not at my body. In my eyes.

“Thank you for coming. I know this isn’t easy.”

“It was easier than I imagined.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted it very much.”

His smile grew a little.

“You are direct. I like that.”

“I prefer direct to wasting time.”

“Then let’s not waste any. Tell me, Claire. What do you expect from me?”

I took a deep breath. He was testing me. He already knew what I expected — the messages had been clear. But he wanted to hear it from my mouth. He wanted to see if I could hold his gaze while saying it.

“I expect you to treat me like the whore I want to be. In bed. Outside it, I expect respect. Respect me. Respect Rafael. Respect what we built.”

“And Rafael? What does he expect?”

“He expects you to do what you promised. To give me pleasure. Not to hurt me. Not to fall in love. And to leave afterward.”

“Will he be present?”

“In everything.”

Nicolas gave a slight nod, as if approving.

“Is he here now?”

“He is. At the table near the window. In the blue shirt.”

Nicolas did not look. Kept his eyes on mine.

“I saw him when I came in. I wanted him to realize that I saw him. It is important that he knows I do not ignore him.”

That touched me. He did not pretend Rafael did not exist. He did not treat him as an obstacle. He treated him as essential.

“Thank you,” I said.

“No need to thank me. That is basic. What you two are doing is brave. Most couples live on lies. You chose the truth.”

“We’re still learning.”

“And you will learn more. But I want to be sure of one thing.”

“What?”

“Do you truly want this? Because I can leave right now. No resentment. No charge. You only need to say you don’t want it anymore.”

I looked at him. Then at Rafael. Rafael had the book open, but his eyes were fixed on me. His face serious. His hand gripping the page.

I looked back at Nicolas.

“I want it. I want it very much.”

“Then look me in the eyes and tell me what you want. Don’t look away.”

I held his gaze. His gray eyes were like mirrors — I saw my reflection, but also something deeper.

“I want you to fuck me. I want to feel a man different from my husband. I want to be looked at like a whore and treated like a whore. I want Rafael to see. I want him to feel jealousy and arousal. And I want to go back to him afterward.”

Nicolas did not smile. Did not look away. Only nodded.

“That I can do.”

A shiver ran down my spine. It was not fear. It was the confirmation that this would really happen.

“Now,” he said, voice lower, “I want you to do one thing.”

“What?”

“Lift the dress. Just a little. Enough for me to see.”

I looked around. The café was almost empty. A girl at the register, an older man reading a newspaper in the corner. No one paying attention.

“Here?” I asked.

“Here. I want to see if you obey.”

I touched the hem of the dress. Pulled slowly, up to mid-thigh. He looked. Not at my face, but between my legs. And saw that I was wearing nothing.

“Very good,” he murmured. “Does Rafael know you are like this?”

“He does.”

“Did he choose the dress?”

“He did.”

“Good husband.”

I lowered the dress. My hands were trembling, but not with shame. With arousal.

Nicolas leaned back in his chair. Relaxed, as if in a business meeting.

“Do you have rules?”

“We do.”

“Tell me the main ones.”

“Nothing hidden. Rafael knows everything. He is present in everything. I can stop at any moment. He can too. You respect every limit. No contact outside the agreement without him knowing.”

“And protection?”

“There won’t be any.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“His word or yours?”

“Mine. I want to feel everything.”

“Did he agree?”

“After thinking. Yes.”

“Then it is settled. Tests up to date, mine and yours. That is non-negotiable.”

“Agreed.”

“Any other rule?”

“Mouth kissing. He said it is allowed, but only if I look at him while I kiss you.”

Nicolas tilted his head, considering.

“Interesting. He wants to be seen. He wants you to know he is seeing. That is intimacy.”

“It is his way of participating.”

“Then let’s test it.”

He stood. Slowly. Came around the table and stopped beside me. Held out his hand.

“Come.”

I stood. He pulled me close. His body was warm, his hand firm at my waist. He looked into my eyes and then moved his gaze toward Rafael. Only for a second. Enough.

“Look at him,” Nicolas murmured.

I turned my face. Rafael was still. The book fallen on the table. His eyes fixed. His hand on the table edge, fingers white.

Nicolas held my chin. Turned my face back to him. And kissed me.

It was a controlled kiss. Firm lips, brief tongue. Not invasive, not vulgar. But enough. Enough for me to taste him — coffee, mint, something deeper. Enough for Rafael to see.

When he pulled away, my eyes went straight to my husband. He did not blink. His jaw was tense. But his hand had moved down into his lap. And I knew what was happening down there.

“There,” Nicolas said, calm. “The first kiss. Given. Seen. Recorded.”

He went back to the chair as if nothing had happened.

“Claire, I liked you. I liked Rafael too, even without speaking to him. You are a rare couple. Most give up halfway. You are here.”

“What happens now?” I asked, my voice still trembling.

“Now you go home. You talk to your husband. You ask how he felt. What hurt. What excited him. And then, if you both still want it, we set the hotel.”

“And if we want it?”

“Then I will give you what you asked for. I will treat you like the whore you want to be. I will make you come the way you haven’t come in years. And then I will leave. Because that is my job.”

He stood. Put a bill on the table, paying for the coffee.

“You already have my contact. When you decide, message me. No rush.”

He offered his hand. I took it. His hand was firm, warm.

“Until soon, Claire.”

“Until soon.”

He left. The same firm walk. The same calm. He did not look back.

I stayed seated, staring at the empty cup. My heart beating.

Rafael came to me. Sat in the chair Nicolas had occupied.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I am.”

“He kissed you.”

“He did.”

“I saw.”

“Did you like it?”

He looked at me. His eyes still tense, but with something else inside them.

“I don’t know. But I don’t want to stop.”

I squeezed his hand.

“Then we go to the hotel.”

“Do you want to?”

“I do. And you?”

He took a deep breath. And answered:

“I do.”


Chapter 4 — After the Coffee

The car smelled like cheese bread and silence.

I don’t know how long we went without speaking. Fifteen minutes? Twenty? Long enough for cold sweat to start gathering at the back of my neck. Rafael drove with both hands on the wheel, looking straight ahead, jaw locked. He did not look at me once after we left the café parking lot.

My heart was in my hands.

What if he regretted it? What if he was disgusted with me now? What if I had gone too far?

Because I had gone far, right? I had sat beside Nicolas like it was my place. Let him put his hand on my thigh under the table. Looked my husband in the eyes while another man touched me through my panties. And worse: I liked it. I was wet like a whore by the time we stood up.

But now, in the car, with that silence…

“Love,” I said softly.

Nothing.

“Rafael.”

He sighed. Did not answer.

I rested my head against the window and watched the city pass. Buildings, trees, normal people living normal lives. No one there had just sucked a stranger’s cock in the bathroom of a coffee shop while her husband waited outside, imagining everything. No one there had done what I had done.

We got home.

Rafael went in first, took off his shoes without looking back, dropped the key on the kitchen counter. I closed the door carefully, as if any sound might break something invisible between us.

I stood still in the living room. He went to the kitchen, opened the fridge, grabbed a beer. Opened it. Drank half in one swallow. Placed both hands on the counter and stood with his back to me.

“Rafael, for God’s sake, say something,” I asked, and my voice was already breaking.

He turned slowly. Looked at me. His eyes were red. Not from crying — from something more painful. Jealousy.

“You liked it,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“What?”

“You liked it. I saw it. I was there. You liked the way he looked at you. The way he touched you.”

I swallowed.

“Yes,” I said. Because I wasn’t going to lie. We had agreed not to lie.

Rafael laughed. Dry, humorless.

“Yes. Of course you did. You liked it more than when I…” He did not finish.

“Rafael…”

“What was it like?” he cut in. He left the beer aside and came toward me. Stopped two steps away. “Tell me. What was it like being kissed by him?”

My body answered before my mind did. A shiver ran from my neck to my pussy.

“Love, you don’t need to…”

“I’m asking.” His voice got lower, thicker. “Didn’t you say you would tell me everything? That there would be no secrets? Then tell me. How was the first kiss?”

I took a deep breath.

I sat on the arm of the sofa. He remained standing, watching me. His cock was already making a shape in his jeans. I saw it. He knew I saw it.

The game had started again.

“It was…” I began, choosing words. But choosing words was cowardice. He had asked for truth. “It was better than I expected.”

Rafael blinked slowly.

“Better how?”

“His mouth. The way he pulled me. He didn’t ask permission, you know? He just… took. Opened my mouth with his fingers. Bit my lip. Put his hand on the back of my neck and held firm. Like I belonged to him.”

“And you let him.”

“I did.”

“You liked being treated that way?”

I looked into his eyes. Opened my legs a little. Not for provocation. Because it was getting hot there.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I liked being commanded. I liked feeling that he knew what he was doing. That he wasn’t nervous. That he had done it a thousand times.”

Rafael ran a hand over his face. His middle finger scratched his beard. He was thinking. Biting the inside of his tongue.

“Did he eat you?”

“What?”

“In the bathroom. Did he eat you?”

I was not supposed to be wet again. But I was.

“No. It was quick. We could have been caught.”

“But he touched you.”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

My God. Every word from him hit straight in my pussy.

“My pussy,” I said, not looking away. “Over my panties. Then inside.”

“And you moaned.”

“I did.”

“Loud?”

“Low. But he heard.”

Rafael came closer. Now one step away. I could feel the heat of his body.

“Did you think about me? While he fingered you?”

That hurt. Not in the flesh. Somewhere deeper.

“I did,” I said, and my voice came out strange. “I thought about how you were sitting there, in those fifteen minutes, waiting for me to come back with my mouth swollen. And that… that made me even more turned on.”

He closed his eyes for a second. Bit his lower lip.

“Your cock is hard,” I said. I didn’t ask. I stated it.

“It is,” he answered, opening his eyes. The eyes of a man who loved me and hated me a little in that second. “And I’m jealous as fuck.”

“I know.”

“You don’t know. You have no idea what it is to sit in a coffee shop knowing your wife is on her knees in the bathroom for another man. Imagining every detail. Imagining the sound you made. Imagining if you were going to moan my name or his.”

“Yours,” I said quickly. “When I came, I thought about your face.”

Lie? Truth? I no longer knew. Maybe both. I came thinking of Nicolas’s face while he filled my mouth. But also of Rafael. Of the return. Of what would happen after. And now it was happening.

His jealousy aroused me. And the fear of having gone too far did too.

“Do you want to stop?” I asked, even knowing the answer.

He laughed again. A different laugh now. Hotter.

“Stop what, Claire? Being a cuckold? Too late.”

“It isn’t too late for anything. We can pretend this never happened. We can…”

“Can you pretend?” he interrupted. “Can you forget his hand on your ass? The taste of his cock in your mouth?”

I went quiet.

“That’s what I thought,” he whispered.

He knelt in front of me.

My husband. Kneeling in the living room of his own home. Broken and full of desire.

And he opened my legs.

“Show me,” he asked. “Show me where he touched.”

I let him. Of course I did.

He began slowly. Pulled my jeans down carefully, as if they were paper. Then my panties. The same panties from the café. Still damp from what had happened.

Rafael lifted them to his nose. Smelled.

“Wet,” he murmured. “You got wet for him.”

“I did.”

He threw the panties on the floor. Opened my pussy with two fingers. Looked inside me as if searching for something.

“His finger went in here?”

“Yes.”

“How many?”

“Two. First one, then two.”

“Did he push deep?”

“Deep.”

“Did you squeeze?”

“I did. I wanted him to feel.”

Rafael slid his middle finger inside me. Without warning. And began to move that way only he knew — slow, circular, driving me mad.

“And you,” he continued, his finger inside me, looking at my face, “you put your hand on his cock?”

“Yes.”

“Was he hard?”

“Very.”

“Big?”

“Big. Longer than yours. Not as thick, but longer.”

Rafael closed his hand around my pussy. Not squeezing. Just holding, as if to say mine.

“Did you suck him?”

“I did.”

“Show me how.”

I pushed his head down. He understood. He took my clit in his mouth as if it were his last meal. Sucked with anger. With jealousy. With love.

My hand went to his hair and I pulled.

“Like that. Exactly like that,” I moaned. “He didn’t eat me that much. But his hand… his hand was strong.”

Rafael stopped sucking. Lifted his eyes to me. His chin was shining with my wetness.

“Do you want me to be him?” he asked.

“No. I want you to be you. Only… jealous. Angry. Fuck me like you need to prove something.”

“Because I do.”

He stood. Took off his shirt. His jeans. His underwear. His cock sprang out, hard, the head purple and shining with precum.

My whole body trembled.

He lifted me from the sofa, turned me around, pushed me against the wall. One hand on my neck. Not squeezing. Holding. The other guided his cock to the entrance of my pussy.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

I looked.

“When he came, did you drink it?”

“I swallowed everything.”

“Everything?”

“Every drop.”

“Why?”

“Because you asked me to be happy. And I was.”

He kissed me.

It was the most violent kiss of our history. He bit my lip almost to blood. Thrust his tongue in hard. His cock entered with the tongue — entered deep, dry, painful. Because I was wet, but I was not ready for his thickness. Not after Nicolas.

“Ah… careful…” I asked.

“No. You didn’t ask him for careful.”

He was right.

He drove in deeper. Rolled his hips slowly, but with force. Each thrust made the back of my head hit the wall.

“Did he do it like this?” he asked, breathless.

“No. He wasn’t afraid of hurting me.”

“Then I won’t be either.”

He pulled my hair. Pushed his fingers into my mouth. Ordered me to suck. And fucked me. Fucked me as if he needed to remind me that I was his. Only his.

The jealousy in him was absurdly good.

“Do you like being a whore?” he asked, his voice breaking.

“I do.”

“Do you like being my wife?”

“I do.”

“Both things?”

“Both.”

“Then come for me. Come like you came for him.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. And let it come.

The first wave rose from my womb, climbed through my abdomen, exploded in my chest. I screamed. I screamed his name. Rafael. Not Nicolas. My cuckold. My husband.

He moaned with me. Felt my pussy clenching him, expelling him, calling him back.

“That’s it… that’s it, love,” he whispered in my ear, while fucking me against the wall. “You are mine. Even a whore, even with another man’s taste in your mouth, you are mine.”

“Yours,” I repeated, dizzy.

He came inside. Deep. Hot. Filled my pussy with cum. Then stayed still, forehead against mine, cock still pulsing inside me.

We breathed together for a minute. Maybe two.

Then we slid down to the floor. Laughing. Crying? Almost.

I sat in his lap, his softening cock still inside me, leaking from both of us.

“We’re sick,” I said.

“Sick and happy,” he answered.

At that moment, my phone vibrated in the pocket of my jeans on the floor.

Rafael took it. Read. His face changed.

“What is it?” I asked.

He turned the screen to me.

Message from Nicolas:

“Claire, I loved the coffee. You are everything I look for. I have a proposal for you and Rafael. Hotel next Friday. Room with a balcony. Come together. Tell me yes. It will be worth it.”

My heart raced again.

Rafael looked at me with those red eyes of jealousy and desire I already knew.

“So, cuckold?” I asked, teasing. “Are we going?”

He took his time. Held my face in both hands. Kissed me slowly, calmly, like a man who had just won a war and was already planning the next.

“We’re going,” he said. “But on the way there, you sit in my lap the whole drive. So I remember who commands you.”

I smiled. Dirty, happy.

“Deal, my little cuckold.”


Chapter 5 — The Hotel Is Set

We stayed on the living room floor for a long while, me sitting in Rafael’s lap, his cock still half-soft inside me, hot cum leaking down my thighs. My phone glowed on the floor with Nicolas’s message open.

“Claire, I loved the coffee. You are everything I look for. I have a proposal for you and Rafael. Hotel next Friday. Room with a balcony. Come together. Tell me yes. It will be worth it.”

I read it again. And again. Every word entered me the way he had entered me in the coffee-shop bathroom.

“He doesn’t waste time,” Rafael murmured, his mouth against my shoulder.

“Do you want it?” I asked, even knowing he would not answer directly.

“Do you?”

“I asked first.”

He laughed. That low laugh of a man tired and turned on at the same time.

“Write back,” he ordered. Not asked. Ordered.

I took the phone. My fingers trembled a little. I typed:

“We’re here. Both of us. Tell us more.”

I sent it.

Nicolas’s answer came in less than a minute. It was as if he had been waiting.

“Quarteto & Design Hotel, room 704. Friday, 8 p.m. View of the park. Wear whatever you want. Or nothing. Rafael can wear whatever he wants too. But he will sit all night. Agreed?”

I read it out loud to Rafael. He closed his eyes.

“He already commands you,” he said softly. “And I allow it.”

“You don’t allow it. You want it.”

“Both.”

Until then, everything could still become conversation. Now it had an address.

A real hotel. A room number. A time. It was no longer fantasy in the notebook, no longer coffee with clothing on and fear of being caught. It was a room. With a bed. With a balcony. With sheets that would witness everything.

My pussy clenched on its own. More of Rafael’s cum leaked out.

The following week was a delicious hell.

We slept badly. Ate badly. I worked staring at the ceiling, thinking about Nicolas, thinking about Rafael sitting in an armchair watching me being fucked by another man. Every night we fucked as if it were the last time. As if, after Friday, we would no longer be the same people.

“What if I can’t do it?” I asked on Tuesday, after coming twice in his mouth.

“Can’t do what?”

“Be a whore. In front of you. What if I freeze? What if I start crying?”

“You won’t cry.”

“How do you know?”

“Because you’re wetter right now than you’ve been any other day this week,” he answered, sliding two fingers through my pussy and showing them to me. They shone. “That isn’t fear of not being able to. That is desire for almost being able to.”

He was right. The bastard was right.

On Wednesday, I tried to back out.

“Love, we don’t have to. We can just pretend that…”

“Pretend what?” he cut me off. “That you didn’t dream about him last night? That I didn’t wake up hard thinking of you on all fours for him?”

“You thought about that?”

“All the time. Every damn minute.”

I went quiet.

We did not back out.

On Thursday, the day before the big day, we went to the mall. He bought a new black shirt. I bought a dress that was barely a dress — a piece of red fabric tied with a knot. Short. With a zipper in front.

“Is this how you want others to see you?” Rafael asked, his face hard as he held the bag.

“This is how I want HIM to see me.”

Rafael did not answer. But he squeezed my hand hard.

On Friday morning, I woke with my heart pounding like I was about to run a marathon. Rafael was already awake, sitting in bed, staring at the ceiling.

“Good morning, cuckold,” I said, half embarrassed, trying to break the ice.

He turned his head slowly.

“Are you really real today?”

“I am. You?”

He sighed.

“I think so.”

“Only think?”

“I’m scared,” he admitted, his voice breaking a little. That broke me. Because Rafael was not afraid of anything. He faced bills, mothers-in-law, bosses, traffic, illness. But he was afraid to see his wife with another man.

I knelt in front of him on the bed, just like that Sunday after the coffee. Only now it was different. Now we had a hotel set.

“Listen,” I said, holding his face. “We go. If at any point you want to stop, we stop. You blink twice, I invent an excuse, and we leave. Agreed?”

“Agreed.”

“And if I want to stop, I stop. Even if it feels good. Even if it feels amazing. We are the priority. Not him.”

He kissed me. Tongue, hand in my hair, grip on the back of my neck.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

“For what?”

“For not giving up on me. Even while letting me be a cuckold.”

That sentence stayed in my head all day.

The day moved like molasses. I showered three times. Put lotion on my ass thinking about who would see it. Shaved everything. EVERYTHING. Left myself smooth like a doll. Chose the most expensive panties I owned — black, lace, almost transparent. The bra too. I looked in the bathroom mirror and thought: you are a whore. And that is all right.

Rafael did not work. He wandered through the house, touching nothing, staring at nothing. I knew he was rehearsing speeches in his head. It will be all right. You love her. She loves you. This is only a fetish. Only sex.

But we both knew it was not “only” anything.

At six, I began getting ready.

I spent an hour on makeup. Dark eyes, bright red lipstick. I let my hair loose, made waves. Put on the red dress. The zipper in front stopped well above my navel — showing the beginning of the bra, the beginning of my breasts. You could see enough to imagine the rest.

Rafael came into the bedroom while I was applying gloss.

He stopped at the door.

“Jesus Christ,” he said.

“Do you like it?”

“You look… you look very whore.”

“That’s the idea.”

He looked at me from head to toe. His eyes shone. Jealousy and desire. Always both.

“And you?” I asked. “Did you choose your clothes?”

He showed me the black shirt. Dark jeans. Belt. Black shoes.

“You look beautiful,” I said. And it was true. My husband was a handsome man. He would sit in an armchair watching his wife be fucked by a stranger. And even so, he was beautiful.

One hour left.

I sat on the bed. He sat beside me. We stayed silent, staring at the wall.

“Rafael,” I called.

“Mm?”

“Where do you want him to come?”

He turned his face to me. Blinked slowly.

“I don’t know.”

“I want it on my face,” I said. “I want to feel his cum running down my chin. I want you to see that. Then I’ll clean it with my tongue and kiss you.”

He moaned softly. His cock was already making a shape in his pants.

“Will you let him choke you?”

“If he wants to.”

“Will you ask for slaps?”

“I will.”

“Will you like it?”

“I’ll love it.”

“And will you think of me?”

That was the hardest question.

“I will,” I answered. “I’ll think of your face. Your jealousy. The hard cock you’ll have while you watch. I’ll be a whore for you too.”

He rested his head on my shoulder.

“We’re very sick,” he said, like he had on Sunday.

“Sick and happy,” I repeated.

My phone vibrated. Nicolas.

“Leave in 20 minutes. I’m already at the hotel. Room 704. The door will be ajar. Come in without knocking. Rafael, sit in the armchair by the window. Claire, find me when you enter.”

I read it to Rafael. He took a deep breath.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

“No. Let’s go.”

We stood. I took my purse. He took the car key and phone. At the front door, he pulled me by the arm.

“One last thing,” he said, serious. “I love you. Even with you being this hot whore who’s going to humiliate me all night.”

“I love you, my little cuckold. Even with you letting me do this.”

He smiled. A crooked smile, holding back anxiety.

We got into the car.

The drive was short. Fifteen minutes of empty city, Friday night, everyone home or in a bar. We were on our way to a hotel to end our marriage or strengthen it. There was no way to know.

My hand stayed on his thigh the entire time. He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other squeezing my fingers.

“Nervous?” he asked.

“Trembling.”

“Me too.”

The GPS announced: “You have arrived at your destination.”

I looked out the window. The hotel was beautiful. Modern. Dark glass, yellow lights on the facade. Normal people entering with rolling suitcases. No one there knew I was going up to 704 to be treated like a whore.

Rafael parked. Turned off the car.

We sat there for a minute. Breathing.

“Let’s go?” he asked.

“Let’s go.”

We left the car. Hand in hand. Entered the lobby. No one looked. No one ever looks. The receptionist said good evening. Rafael squeezed my hand harder.

We entered the elevator.

I pressed 7.

The doors closed.

“Last chance to give up,” I said, looking at our reflection in the elevator mirror.

“I’m not giving up. You?”

“Neither am I.”

The elevator climbed. The numbers changed. 3… 4… 5… 6…

7.

The doors opened.

The hallway was long, gray carpet, white doors with gold numbers. Smell of lavender.

We walked to 704.

The door was ajar, just as he said.

Rafael looked at me. I looked at him.

I pushed the door slowly.

The room was large. King-size bed with white sheets. A brown armchair near the window. Balcony with a view of the park.

And in the middle of the room, standing with his back to the window, was Nicolas.

Black jeans. White shirt, sleeves rolled. Clean beard. A half-smile.

“Good evening, Claire,” he said. His voice was calm, in command of the situation. “Good evening, Rafael.”

He looked at my husband. Rafael nodded. Said nothing.

Nicolas pointed to the armchair.

“You can sit there. You’ll have the best view in the city.”

Rafael let go of my hand. Went to the armchair. Sat. Legs slightly open. Hands gripping the arms of the chair.

I stood near the door.

Nicolas came toward me. Slowly. Every step echoed in my heart.

He stopped in front of me. Ran one finger over the zipper of my dress.

“I like the choice,” he murmured. “Red suits a whore.”

My pussy pulsed.

“Thank you,” I answered, my voice thin.

He looked over my shoulder, straight at Rafael.

“Ready, cuckold?”

Rafael swallowed.

“Ready,” he answered.

Nicolas looked back at me. Took my chin between two fingers. Lifted my face.

“Then let’s begin,” he said.

And kissed me.

In front of my husband.

For the first time in my life, I was completely, entirely, deliciously a whore.


Chapter 6 — The Clothing Ritual

Friday began before sunrise.

I woke with my heart in my mouth and Rafael’s hand on my breast. He was already awake. Maybe he had not slept at all. His eyes were open, fixed on the ceiling, stubble growing gray in the way I loved.

“Good morning, cuckold,” I said, my voice still sleepy.

He turned his head slowly. Looked at me.

“Good morning, my whore.”

That was what we called each other now. After the coffee, after the bathroom, after I had swallowed another man’s cum and come home with the taste on my tongue. There was no going back to “love” and “darling.” There was cuckold and whore. And it was all right.

His cock was already hard against my thigh. A morning cock, but different. A nervous cock. A cock with anxiety.

“Do you want it?” I asked, running my hand over it.

“Want what?”

“Sex. Now. To calm down.”

He held my wrist.

“No. Today I’m not going to fuck you before. I want you saving the hunger for him.”

My whole body heated.

“Are you serious?”

“I am. If we do it now, you’ll get wet, you’ll come, you’ll be satisfied. And I don’t want you satisfied. I want you hungry. Hungry for cock.”

I pulled my hand away. Lay on my back and stared at the ceiling.

“I’m scared,” I admitted.

“Me too.”

“Do you think we’ll regret it?”

Rafael turned on his side. His hand moved down my stomach, stopped halfway, fingers drawing circles.

“I don’t know. But we won’t know if we don’t try.”

“And if our marriage ends?”

“It won’t.”

“How do you know?”

“Because I won’t let it. And you won’t let it. What we have doesn’t die because of cock. Cocks are everywhere. What we have is something else.”

That calmed me. Not completely, but enough to make me get out of bed.

“I’m going to shower,” I said.

“Can I watch?”

“Watch what?”

“You naked. While the water gets hot.”

“You can, you pervert.”

I went to the bathroom. He stayed sitting on the bed, legs open, hard cock pointing at me. I took off my nightgown slowly, doing a playful striptease. Threw it at his face. He caught it, smelled it, tossed it aside.

I stood naked in front of him. The marks of the week on my skin, my sleeping breasts soft, my pussy still closed, the hair growing back but not much — I had trimmed it on Wednesday, thinking of him. Thinking of Nicolas.

I stepped into the shower stall. Turned on the water. It took time to heat. I stood under the cold spray, nipples hard, skin goose-bumped.

Rafael did not take his eyes off me.

“Scrub well,” he said, raising his voice over the water.

“Scrub what?”

“Everything. I want you smooth. Soft. Smelling good.”

I took the sugar scrub. The little yellow pot Tatiane gave me for Christmas and I had never used because it was “too good to waste on any day.” Today was the day.

I opened the lid. It smelled of coconut and vanilla.

I spread it on my left arm. Rubbed. Then my right. Shoulders, neck, belly. Rafael watched silently, his eyes following every part of my body as it turned white with cream.

“Now the tits,” he asked.

I took more scrub. Spread it over my breasts, rubbing slowly, nipples hardening under my fingers. Circles over and over until they turned pink.

“See?” I said, showing him. “I’m preparing myself for another man.”

He did not answer. But his cock twitched.

I moved down with the scrub to my belly, hips, ass. Turned my back to the glass so he could see me rubbing my ass. Opened my cheeks with one hand, put cream between them, on my asshole, at the entrance of my pussy.

Rafael groaned softly.

“You’re killing me,” he said.

“Good. You’re supposed to suffer a little before tonight.”

I finished the scrub. Rinsed. The water carried the cream away, leaving my skin shining, smooth like silk.

Then soap. The amber-scented liquid one he gave me for Valentine’s Day. I put it on the sponge and scrubbed every centimeter again. Legs, feet, back, nape. Everything.

I rinsed again.

Shut off the shower.

I stepped out dripping, hair wet and stuck to my back.

Rafael handed me the towel. The fluffy one, the big one we kept for guests. Today I was a guest of myself.

“Sit on the bed,” he ordered. “I’ll put lotion on you.”

I sat. Naked. Still wet. My hair making a little puddle on the floor.

He opened the lotion pot. It smelled of almonds. Took a generous amount and rubbed it between his hands.

“Turn around.”

I did. He began with my shoulders. The massage was slow, circular, his fingers digging deep into my tense muscles.

“You’re stiff,” he observed.

“I’m nervous.”

“Relax. I’m here.”

He moved down my back. Spread lotion along my spine, my ribs, my lower back. When he reached my ass, he stopped.

“Can I?”

“You can.”

He squeezed my ass with both hands. Spread the lotion slowly, as if caressing a ripe fruit. Then opened my cheeks and spread lotion there too.

“Tonight this will belong to another man,” he said, voice low.

“Not my ass,” I answered. “My pussy, yes. My ass, no.”

“Why not?”

“Because my ass is yours. Only yours. I don’t even know if he’d want it.”

“He’ll want everything. I bet he’ll ask.”

“And would you allow it?”

He thought for a second.

“No. Ass is mine.”

“See? We do have limits.”

He finished the lotion on my ass and moved down to my legs. Back of the thighs, calves, ankles. Then the front of my thighs, knees, shins.

When he finished, my skin shone like glass.

“Now the front,” he said.

I turned. Sat with legs open, breasts exposed, pussy slightly open.

Rafael took more lotion. Spread it over my neck, chest, breasts. He lingered at my nipples, making circles until they hardened again.

“Stop,” I asked, my voice breaking. “You’re going to make me come.”

“And what’s the problem?”

“The problem is you said you wanted me hungry.”

He sighed. Stopped. Went down to my belly with his hands.

He spread lotion around my navel, my sides, the bone of my hip. When he reached my groin, he stopped again.

“Can I?”

“Yes, but don’t put your finger in.”

He spread lotion along my groin, the outer lips of my pussy, without opening, without penetrating. The tip of his middle finger brushed my clit by accident — or on purpose — and my whole body jerked.

“Son of a bitch,” I cursed, laughing.

“Save it for Nicolas.”

He finished the lotion on my thighs, knees, shins, feet. Even between my toes.

I lay on the bed naked, glowing, smelling of amber, almonds, and coconut.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Clothes are missing.”

I stood. Went to the closet. Opened the door.

Five dresses hung there. The basic black one that never failed. The navy blue that made my eyes look lighter. The printed one for sunny Sundays. The white linen one I wore to work.

And the red one.

The red one I had bought at the mall on Thursday, with Rafael beside me, holding the bag, his face closed with anticipatory jealousy.

I took the red dress. Showed him.

“This one?”

He looked. Swallowed.

“This one.”

“Isn’t it too short?”

“It is. And it will ride up when you sit. It will show your ass.”

“Is that what you want?”

“It’s what he wants to see.”

I put the dress on the bed. Now the panties.

I opened the drawer. There was everything. Black lace thong. White cotton panties. Lycra boyshorts for everyday. Period granny panties.

Rafael came behind me. Looked into the drawer.

“None,” he said.

“What do you mean none?”

“You’ll go without panties.”

My heart raced.

“Rafael…”

“He needs to know you’re a whore before he even takes off your clothes. When he looks at your lap and sees there’s no fabric, he’ll go crazy.”

“And if someone sees? On the way? In the elevator?”

“No one will see. Only us. Only him.”

I took a deep breath.

I pulled my hand away from the drawer.

“All right. No panties.”

Rafael smiled. But his eyes were wet.

I went to the other drawer. Took the red bra. Lace, front clasp, with a little click.

I showed him.

“This too?”

He took it from my hand. Opened the bra. Looked at the lace cups.

“Put it on.”

I did. Fastened it. My back was almost bare — the bra was low, almost like a top.

“Open it,” he asked.

I opened the little click in front. My breasts spilled out, nipples pointing at him.

“That’s how he’ll see you when he opens the dress.”

I closed the bra again.

I reached for pantyhose. Rafael caught my arm.

“No pantyhose either.”

“Rafael…”

“I want him to see your legs. From your thigh to your foot. Everything exposed. Smooth. Shining.”

I let the package go.

“You’re undressing me before I even get there, you know?”

“I’m preparing you to be undressed. He won’t take your clothes off. You will take them off for him. Knowing I’m watching.”

I stood almost naked again, only the red bra and the promise of a dress.

“Now the hair,” he said.

I sat at the vanity chair. Rafael came behind me, picked up the dryer and curling iron.

“I’ll make waves,” he announced.

“You don’t know how to make waves.”

“I’ll learn now.”

He turned on the dryer. His hand trembled a little. He began passing the curling iron strand by strand, wrapping the hot hair, holding, releasing.

“You’re making me beautiful for another man,” I said, watching in the mirror.

“I am.”

“Does that arouse you or hurt you?”

“Both.”

A curl fell; he wrapped it again.

“Show me,” I asked. “Show me your cock.”

He lowered the zipper of his sweatpants. His cock sprang out, hard, the little head purple from so much blood.

“See?” he said. “I’m hard for my wife who’s going to give herself to another man.”

“And when he’s fucking me, you’ll be even harder.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to watch without coming.”

“You’ll need a lot of strength, my little cuckold.”

He finished the hair. The waves were perfect. Shining, loose, falling on my shoulders.

Now makeup.

Rafael pulled the vanity chair closer to the bed. Sat in front of me, legs open, cock still out.

“Do it there. I’ll watch.”

I took the foundation. Spread it over my whole face with a sponge. Then concealer under my eyes — I hadn’t slept well all week. Then loose powder to set it.

“The eyes,” he asked. “Dark. I want you looking like an expensive whore.”

I took the black and gray palette. Gray in the crease, blended with a brush. Black at the outer corner, pulled up. Highlighter at the inner corner and brow.

“Eyeliner,” he ordered.

I did it. Steady hand, elbow on the table. A black line, thin at the inner corner, thicker at the outer, rising like a bird’s wing. Both sides.

“Mascara,” he asked.

Two coats on the top lashes, one on the lower. My eyes became huge, deep, almost frightening.

“You look like a cat,” he said.

“Cat or whore?”

“Both.”

I took black pencil. Applied it to the lower waterline. Then the outer corner, smudging with my little finger.

Now eyebrows. Rafael interrupted.

“Let me do it.”

“You don’t know how to do eyebrows.”

“Teach me.”

I showed him the brow pencil, the gel brush. He did it with a patience I didn’t know he had. Filled hair by hair, brushed, finished.

It was good. Very good.

“You’re a box of surprises,” I said.

“Tonight is a night of surprises.”

Now lipstick.

I took the reddest red I owned. The lipstick bullet looked like a torpedo, the color called Ruby Woo.

“Put it on,” he said.

I covered my mouth. Then outlined with burgundy pencil so it would not bleed. Bit into a paper towel to remove excess.

“Open,” he asked.

I opened my mouth. Showed him my teeth with no lipstick on them.

“Perfect.”

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Dark eyes. Red lipstick. Loose waves. The lace bra showing under the dress I had not put on yet.

“Now perfume,” I said.

Rafael went to the nightstand and got the bottle. The one he gave me on our tenth anniversary. The most expensive. The one I saved for special occasions. Today was a special occasion.

“Come here,” he called.

I went. Naked from the waist down, only bra on.

He sprayed perfume on my neck. Behind my ears. On my wrists. In my armpits. Between my breasts. On my back, at the level of my kidneys. In my groin — the cold spray made me jump.

“On my groin?” I asked, laughing.

“He’ll smell you down there. I want you to smell good.”

And finally: behind my knees.

“Done,” he said, putting the perfume away.

“Do you think he’ll like it?”

“He’ll want to fuck you even more than he already did.”

I put on the red dress.

Pulled the front zipper halfway — you could see the beginning of the bra, the beginning of my breasts. The dress ended ten fingers above my knee. When I sat, it would show my ass.

“And panties?” he asked, teasing.

“I’m not wearing any.”

“Lift the dress. I want to see.”

I lifted the hem. Showed my naked pussy, smooth from the waxing, already shining wet.

“See?” I said. “Your wife is going to meet another man with her pussy out.”

Rafael came closer. Slid two fingers into my pussy without warning. Only the tips. Pulled them out. Smelled them.

“Perfume and pussy,” he murmured. “The smell of a woman being a whore.”

He slapped my ass. Not light. Hard enough to echo in the room.

“Now I’ll get dressed,” he said.

He went to the closet. Took the new black shirt, dark jeans, leather belt, black shoes.

He dressed in front of me. I sat on the bed with my legs open, the dress riding up, showing everything.

He buttoned the shirt slowly. Pulled on the pants — no underwear. I saw it.

“No underwear?” I asked.

“No. To make it easier when you come back to me.”

He put on the belt. Left the buckle on the last hole.

“Your pants will fall down,” I teased.

“They’re supposed to.”

He fixed his hair with his hands. Put on perfume too. His, the usual. I loved that smell.

“Ready,” he said.

“You’re beautiful.”

“I look like a well-dressed cuckold.”

“The most beautiful cuckold in the world.”

He came to the bed. Sat beside me. We stayed silent for a minute.

I took a deep breath.

“Rafael.”

“Mm?”

“I love you. Even doing this.”

“I love you too. Even allowing it.”

He took my face in both hands.

“I want you beautiful for him,” he said, voice trembling. “I want him to see you and think, fuck, what a woman. I want him to envy me for having you. And I hate wanting that.”

His words hit my chest like a hammer.

“I know, love,” I whispered. “I know you hate it. But you want it anyway.”

“I do. And that makes me more of a cuckold than anything.”

We kissed. Slowly, with tongue, tasting like red lipstick. His hands squeezed my ass over the dress.

“Stop,” I said, pulling away. “If we continue, we won’t leave.”

“And what’s the problem?”

“The problem is I want to go. And you want to go. And soon he’ll be there, waiting.”

Rafael closed his eyes for a second. Opened them.

“Okay. Let’s go.”

We stood. I took my purse. He took the car keys and his phone.

“Wait,” he said. “I want a photo.”

“Of what?”

“You. Now. Before we leave.”

I posed in front of the window. The late-afternoon light came through the glass. I tilted my head, put one hand on my waist, opened my legs a little.

Rafael took the photo. Looked at the screen.

“My God,” he murmured. “I’m such a cuckold, but I’m so damn lucky.”

He put the phone away.

I looked at the nightstand mirror one last time.

Red dress. Bra showing. Loose hair. Expensive whore makeup. And under the dress: nothing. Naked pussy, wet, waiting to be fucked.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“I’m not,” he answered. “But I’m going anyway.”

At the door, he hugged me from behind. Bit my shoulder lightly. His hard cock pressed against my ass.

“You are mine,” he whispered in my ear. “Even after the hotel. Even after everything. You are my wife, my whore, my life.”

“Yours,” I repeated. “All yours. Now and after.”

“And you are my cuckold?”

“Your cuckold. Your beloved cuckold. The cuckold who lets me be happy.”

He let me go. Opened the door.

The hallway was empty. The elevator came too fast.

In the lobby, the doorman said good evening. We answered with normal voices, as if we were going to the movies, not to a hotel room to meet a professional bull.

We got into the car.

Rafael started the engine. Did not pull out.

“Last chance,” he said. “We can get out. Pretend nothing happened. Order pizza. Watch Netflix. Forget Nicolas exists.”

I looked at him. At his hand on the wheel. At the ring on his finger.

“Do you believe that?”

He laughed. A bitter laugh.

“No.”

“Me neither.”

He took a deep breath. Shifted into first. Pressed the gas.

The ride to the hotel was short, but felt eternal. My entire body trembled. My pussy rubbed against the leather seat at every turn, every speed bump.

Rafael noticed.

“Are you wetting the seat?” he asked, eyes still on the road.

“I am.”

“What are you thinking about?”

“The moment he finds out I’m not wearing panties.”

Rafael gripped the wheel hard.

The hotel appeared.

Dark glass. Yellow lights. A fountain at the entrance. Normal people passing.

We parked underground. Rafael turned off the car.

Silence.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes. You?”

“Now yes.”

He took my hand. Squeezed.

“Let’s go?”

“Let’s go.”

We got out of the car. Hand in hand. Crossed the parking lot. Entered the basement elevator.

Rafael pressed 7.

The doors closed.

The elevator climbed in silence. Our reflection in the mirror: him in a black shirt, me in a red dress. Two crazy people in love going to meet the fate of their marriage.

The number 7 lit up.

The doors opened.

The hallway was long, gray carpet, smell of lavender. Room 704 was at the end.

We walked without hurry. I did not feel my feet touching the floor.

When we reached the door, Rafael stopped.

“Do I knock?” he asked.

“No. He said he would leave it unlocked.”

Rafael turned the handle.

The door opened without a sound.


Chapter 7 — The First Experience

The door to room 704 creaked slowly.

I pushed it with the tips of my fingers, like someone opening a cage knowing she was going to enter and would not want to leave. Rafael was pressed against my back. I could feel the heat of his body, his accelerated breathing, the smell of the perfume he had put on before leaving home. His hand squeezed my waist for one second — a farewell gesture, a go all in, but don’t forget me.

The room was large. King-size bed with white sheets, perfectly ironed pillowcases. A brown armchair by the window, turned toward the bed. Cream velvet curtains half-open, letting in the yellow light from the streetlamp outside. A balcony with a view of the park. A dark wooden nightstand with a bottle of water and two glasses. And the smell of lavender and desire in the air.

And Nicolas.

He was standing near the window, back to us, looking at the city. Tight black jeans. White button-up shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows, showing strong forearms and dark hair. Black dress shoes. Brown hair combed back, but with that lock falling over his forehead that made me wet just remembering it.

He heard the door. Turned slowly.

His eyes passed over me first — a long, assessing look that stopped at my neckline, moved down the red dress to my calves, then back up again, burning every piece of my skin. Then he looked at Rafael behind me.

“Good evening, Claire,” his voice was calm, deep, in command of the situation. “Good evening, Rafael.”

I clutched my purse with both hands. My legs trembled.

“Good evening,” I answered, my voice coming out thinner than I wanted. I sounded like a girl on a first date, not a thirty-six-year-old woman about to be fucked by another man in front of her husband.

Rafael said nothing. Only nodded, jaw locked. I heard him swallow.

Nicolas pointed to the armchair.

“You may sit there, Rafael. It has the best view. You’ll want to see closely.”

Rafael looked at me. I saw fear, jealousy and desire mixed in his eyes. Pupils dilated, chest rising fast. He squeezed my hand one last time — quick, strong, like someone preparing to jump out of a plane — and released it. He went to the armchair and sat. Legs open, elbows on the arms, hands hanging. His cock already made a shape in his jeans. I saw the outline, the length. He was already hard. Nothing had even happened yet, and he was hard.

Nicolas waited for Rafael to settle. I felt the weight of the silence. Then he came toward me.

He stopped half a meter away. I could smell his perfume — musk, wood, something hot and masculine that went straight to my brain and just as directly down to my pussy.

“Come here,” he said, holding out a hand.

I took one step. Then another. He took my chin between two fingers, lifted my face. His beard brushed my forehead. He looked into my eyes for five seconds that felt like five hours.

“I like the makeup,” he murmured, fingers still on my chin. “Dark eyes suit a whore. I like the dress. I like the smell. You smell like fruit and sex.”

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“Are you nervous?”

“A little.”

“It will pass.” He released my chin. “Or it won’t. Nervousness is good too.”

He began to walk around me slowly, like a predator examining prey. I stood still, unmoving, only following with my eyes. He stopped behind me. I felt the heat of his body against my back, his warm breath in my hair. He took a lock of hair, wrapped it around his finger, released it. Then his hand went to the back of my neck and held firm.

“Rafael,” he called, without taking his eyes off me. “Does she always dress like this for you?”

Rafael took time to answer. His voice came out hoarse, like sand.

“No. She dressed for you.”

Nicolas smiled. I did not see it, but I felt it in his voice, in the hand tightening on my neck.

“Good answer, cuckold. You’re a good cuckold. Did you know?”

Rafael did not answer.

Nicolas returned to my front. He held the zipper of my dress — the zipper that opened in front, from my breasts to my belly, right down the middle.

“May I?”

I looked at Rafael. He was leaning forward in the armchair, eyes fixed on Nicolas’s fingers on my zipper. His tongue passed over his dry lips. He nodded. I did not know if to me or to himself. But he nodded.

“You may,” I said.

Nicolas pulled the zipper slowly. The tiny sound of the teeth separating seemed enormous in the silence of the room. The dress opened. The red lace bra appeared, my breasts almost spilling out, the beginning of my smooth belly shining with lotion. He stopped when the zipper reached my navel.

“Take off the dress,” he ordered.

It was not a request. It was an order.

I slipped my arms out of the straps. The dress slid down my body and fell to the floor like snakeskin. I was left in red bra, high heels, and nothing else. Because there were no panties.

Nicolas looked at my pussy. The outer lips already swollen, shining wet. I felt the cool room air entering there, cold and perverse.

“No panties,” he observed, his voice low, almost a whisper. “Good whore.”

My whole body trembled. Good whore. He had called me a good whore. And I liked it. A shiver climbed from my pussy to the back of my neck, and I liked it.

“Your idea or his?” Nicolas asked, nodding toward Rafael.

“His,” I answered.

Nicolas looked at Rafael. Smiled. The smile of a man who knows he has power.

“Good taste, cuckold. You like seeing your wife vulnerable, don’t you? You like knowing anyone could see what is yours.”

“I do,” Rafael’s voice came out broken, low.

“Do you like being a cuckold?”

Silence. Rafael took his time. I turned my face toward him. He had one hand on his own thigh, fingers digging into denim.

“Say it, cuckold,” I teased, for the first time. My voice came out firmer than I expected. “Say you like it.”

“I like it,” he said, louder. “I like being a cuckold.”

Nicolas laughed. Low, satisfied.

“We’re going to have fun.”

He turned his attention back to me. His fingers passed over the lace of the bra, stroking the edges, feeling the texture.

“Take that off too.”

I unhooked the bra behind my back. The click of the clasp echoed. The cups fell. My breasts were exposed, nipples hard as bullets, the cool room air over them, hot desire inside me. My breasts swayed slightly, free, and I saw Nicolas’s eyes lock on them.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. And touched. Not carefully. Firmly. He squeezed one breast with his whole hand, feeling the weight, pinched the nipple between his fingers, rolled and pulled until it stretched. I let out a low, involuntary moan.

“That’s it,” he said. “I want to hear you. I want him to hear too.”

I looked at Rafael. His hand was now over his cock, above his pants, squeezing. His fingers pressed the denim, seeking relief.

“Look at him,” I said with my eyes. “His hand is already on his cock. It hasn’t even started yet.”

Nicolas looked over his shoulder. Smiled.

“Take your hand away, Rafael. You only touch when I allow it. And not yet.”

Rafael removed his hand. Put both hands on the arms of the chair. His knuckles went white with force.

Nicolas knelt in front of me.

He took both my legs, one in each hand, and opened them. My body was exposed to him. He looked at my pussy like looking at a dish in a fine restaurant. Opened it with his fingers, separated the lips. The air entered again, cold, and I twisted.

“Already wet,” he observed. He slid one finger — only one, just the tip — inside and took it out. The finger came back shining. He brought it to his nose. Smelled. Closed his eyes. Then wiped it on my thigh, leaving my wetness there, drawing a pale line on my skin. “Smells like a woman, that’s what it smells like.”

“What else would it smell like?” I teased, voice trembling.

“Like a woman who wants to be fucked. And she will be.”

He stood. Pointed to the bed.

“Lie down.”

I lay on the bed, on my back, legs hanging over the edge. The cold sheets scratched my naked back. My breasts fell to the sides. My hair spread on the pillow.

Nicolas removed his white shirt. Button by button, slowly, looking at me, teasing me with the delay. His broad shoulders appeared, smooth chest with dark hair in the middle, flat stomach descending into a V that disappeared into his pants. His cock already made a shape, but he did not take off the pants yet. He would make me wait.

He knelt again, now between my legs.

He opened my pussy with both hands. His strong fingers separated everything, showed everything: the swollen clit, the pink entrance, the wetness running slowly. He blew. The cold air on the hottest place of my body made me jump like a fish out of water.

“Look at him,” Nicolas ordered, nodding toward Rafael.

I turned my head. Rafael had both hands on the arms of the chair, eyes glazed on me, on my pussy opened by Nicolas’s fingers. His cock formed an enormous tent in his pants. Precum was probably already wetting the jeans.

“Are you watching, little cuckold?” I said, teasing, my voice challenging, almost sing-song. “Are you watching what he’s going to do? Are you watching how wet she is for him?”

“I’m watching,” Rafael answered, breathless. “I’m watching everything.”

“You never got her dripping this fast,” Nicolas provoked, without taking his eyes off my pussy. “Isn’t that right, Claire? He never got you soaking without even touching.”

“Never,” I answered, and the truth hurt and freed me at the same time. “You take time. He doesn’t.”

Rafael moaned. A low, pained moan of an admitted cuckold.

Nicolas put his tongue in me. Not slowly. Deep, direct, hot and wet. His thick tongue entered my pussy like a small cock, and I arched my whole back. He sucked my clit like someone sucking fruit — pressing, sucking, releasing, pressing again. The tip of his tongue hit the head, circled, went down, came up. My hand went to his hair and I gripped hard.

“Ah… ah, fuck… Nicolas… ah…” I moaned, losing control.

He stopped. Raised his head. His chin was shining.

“Say thank you,” he said.

“Thank you.”

“To whom?”

I looked at Rafael.

“Thank you, my little cuckold.”

Rafael made a sound that was almost pain.

Nicolas went back down and ate me until the room changed shape around me. I came with my head thrown back, one hand gripping the sheets, the other still in his hair. He did not stop at the first contraction. He continued until my legs trembled around his head and I began to beg with sounds that were not words anymore.

Only then did he rise.

“Now you know,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “This is the sound your husband wanted to hear.”

He unbuttoned his pants.

The zipper came down slowly.

His cock sprang out thick and heavy, larger than Rafael’s, darker at the head, already wet. I looked at it. I could not help it. My body opened before he touched me.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

I slipped from the bed to the floor, still in my heels, naked except for the red bra hanging loose. My mouth watered. Rafael was watching. Nicolas held his cock and brought it to my lips.

“Open.”

I opened.

He pushed in slowly at first, then deeper. The thickness stretched my mouth. My jaw protested. My eyes watered. Rafael made a strangled sound from the chair.

“Good,” Nicolas said. “Your wife takes cock well.”

My eyes went to Rafael. He was shaking, his hands gripping the arms of the chair, his face red, his cock straining against the jeans. I took Nicolas deeper because Rafael was watching me take him.

Nicolas held my hair. Used my mouth with control, not cruelty, letting me breathe when I needed, pressing deeper when he wanted. I gagged once, twice. My tears ran. My pussy pulsed every time Rafael saw me struggle and still stay.

After a while, Nicolas pulled out, spit shining between my lips and his cock.

“Enough for now,” he said. “I want to come somewhere else first.”

He took me back to the bed.

“On all fours.”

I obeyed.

The mattress dipped behind me. His hand hit my ass. Hard. I jumped. Rafael groaned.

“Do you like this?” Nicolas asked.

“I do.”

“Say it for him.”

I turned my face toward Rafael.

“I like it. I like being on all fours for him. I like him slapping me while you watch.”

Rafael’s lips trembled.

Nicolas positioned himself at my entrance. The head of his cock pressed. Large. Hot. Real.

“Tell him,” Nicolas said.

“Rafael,” I whispered, voice shaking, “he’s going in.”

Then he pushed.

My body stretched around him. I gasped, hands clawing the sheets. He was bigger, longer, and the difference was undeniable. I heard Rafael inhale as if the thrust had entered him too.

Nicolas waited a moment, buried halfway.

“Can you take it?”

“Yes.”

“All of it?”

“Yes.”

He pushed the rest in.

I cried out.

Rafael said my name.

Nicolas began to fuck me. At first slowly, giving my body time to accept him. Then harder. My breasts swung, my ass burned where he slapped me, my mouth stayed open because I could not close it. Every thrust drove me forward. Every sound went straight to Rafael in the chair.

“Are you enjoying it, cuckold?” Nicolas asked, without stopping.

Rafael did not answer.

“Ask him,” Nicolas told me.

I turned my head, sweaty, breathless.

“Are you enjoying it, cuckold? Are you enjoying seeing your wife on all fours for another man, taking slaps, being called a bitch?”

“I am,” Rafael said, his voice breaking. “I am enjoying it.”

“Say it loud. I want to hear you admit it.”

“I’m enjoying it!” he said louder, almost shouting. “I’m enjoying watching you be a whore! Watching you on all fours for him! Watching him hit you!”

“And what else?” I provoked, Nicolas’s cock still inside me, pulsing.

“I wish I were him,” Rafael admitted, and it was the most honest thing he had said all night. “I wish I were in his place. But since I can’t, I want to watch him fuck you. I want to see you come for him.”

Nicolas laughed. A low, satisfied, professional-bull laugh.

“Good answer, cuckold.”

He began again. Harder. His cock hit deep inside my pussy, and every thrust shifted my whole body forward. The sheets wrinkled beneath me. My breasts swung free.

“That’s it,” he said, breathless. “Scream, whore. Scream for your husband to hear. I want him to remember this sound.”

“He’ll hear everything,” I cried, voice hoarse and raw. “He’ll hear how much of a bitch I am. How much I like being fucked. How he never fucked me like this!”

Nicolas pulled my hair. My back arched more. My torso lifted, arms straight, mouth open, breasts forward. He fucked me from behind, holding my hair, keeping me exposed, my head pulled back, my pussy more open. The angle made him enter differently, even deeper.

“Take your hand off your cock, Rafael,” Nicolas ordered, voice thick. “You only come when I allow it. And you only come after she comes first. So take your hand off.”

Rafael tore his hand away. His cock jumped, hard, dripping precum, a clear thread running down his belly.

“Obey, cuckold,” I said, my voice trembling with desire. “Obey him. Obey the man who fucks better than you.”

“I’m obeying,” Rafael said, and I saw a tear run down his face. It wasn’t sadness. It was overload. Too much desire, too much jealousy, too much love.

Nicolas laid me face-down on the bed. He stayed over me, cock still inside, the weight of his body pressing me into the mattress. My breasts flattened into the sheets. My face turned to the side. He bit my shoulder. Really bit me, leaving a mark, the relief of teeth in my skin.

“Do you like being fucked like this?” he asked in my ear, hot voice, heavy breath.

“I do.”

“Do you like being treated like a whore?”

“I do.”

“Do you like knowing your husband is watching?”

“It’s the best part.”

“Why?”

“Because he loves me. And even seeing me be a whore, he’ll still take me home.”

Nicolas laughed softly, dirty and wet.

He rolled us onto our sides. I was with my back to him, one leg lifted by him, the other stretched. His cock entered from the side, smoother, deeper. His hand closed lightly around my neck. Not truly squeezing — just holding, thumb over my throat, fingers at the side.

“You can press harder,” I asked.

He did.

“Like this?”

“Like this. A little more.”

He tightened. Not enough to hurt. Enough for me to feel he commanded, that my blood flowed a little slower, that breathing got a little harder.

“Now let go,” I asked.

He released me. The blood rushed back. My head throbbed with pleasure.

His tongue went into my ear. Licked the shell, the canal, bit the lobe. The sound inside my ear was wet, obscene.

“I’m close,” he said softly, his cock pulsing inside me. “Where do you want it?”

“On my face.”

“On your face?”

“On my face. I want to taste it. I want him to see. I want him to see another man’s cum running down his wife’s face.”

He pulled out of me. The sound was like opening a bottle — a soft pop. I rolled on the bed, sat on my knees, mouth open, eyes half-closed. I knelt on the mattress, hands on my thighs, breasts lifted, mouth open.

Nicolas stood in front of me, on the floor, cock in his hand. His face was red, teeth biting his lip, forehead sweaty. He jerked himself fast, fist rising and falling, cock thick and long, head purple.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

I opened. Kept my eyes half-closed.

“Look at your husband.”

I opened my eyes. Turned to Rafael. He had his hand back on his cock — he could not stand it, disobeyed — and was stroking fast, desperate, his face marked with tears and sweat.

Nicolas came.

The first jet hit my chin, hot and thick, running down my neck. The second hit my mouth; I closed my lips and swallowed in the same motion. The third hit my left cheek, running to the corner of my lip. The fourth hit my closed eye, and I felt the light weight of cum on my eyelid. The fifth, weaker, hit my breast, on the nipple.

Hot. Thick. Salty with a sweet undertone. The smell of cock and cum filled the room.

“Swallow,” he said, still breathless.

I opened my mouth. Showed I had swallowed. Opened wider, showed my clean tongue. Then licked my lips, gathering the rest. Ran a finger over my chin, licked the finger. Ran my hand over my breast, collected the cum that had landed on my nipple, licked my hand.

Rafael moaned loudly. He came.

His hand squeezed his cock, cum shooting over his own belly, over the new black shirt he had bought at the mall, over his hand. He came watching another man’s cum run down his wife’s face. He came moaning like an animal. He came crying a little.

Nicolas looked at us both. He looked satisfied, professional, his cock already softening. He brushed the tip of his cock along my chin, as if dipping a brush in paint, and went to the bathroom.

We heard the shower turn on.

I stayed kneeling on the bed, covered in cum, makeup smudged, hair a mess, one eye swollen from crying with desire. Nicolas’s cum ran slowly down my chin. My pussy throbbed empty.

Rafael sat in the chair, cock soft, belly covered in his own cum, face lost. His black shirt stained white.

“Come here,” I called.

He did not move.

“Rafael. Come here.”

He stood. Came to the bed, stumbling like a drunk man. Sat on the edge, red eyes, still breathing hard.

I touched his face. My finger was still wet with Nicolas’s cum. I put it to his mouth.

“Lick,” I asked.

He licked. Swallowed.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, voice hoarse. “I don’t think so.”

“Do you hate me?”

He took time. His eyes moved over my dirty face, the wrecked room, the empty chair.

“No. But it was hard.”

“I know.”

“I came watching another man come on your face.”

“I know.”

“And I couldn’t stop. Even while it hurt, I couldn’t stop jerking off.”

“I know, love,” I whispered, running my hand through his hair. “It’s part of the fantasy. The jealousy, the pain, the desire. All together. You felt it all together.”

“I did.”

“And still you stayed. You didn’t run. You didn’t ask to stop. You stayed.”

“I stayed.”

“Why?”

He looked at me. The tear finally fell.

“Because I wanted to see you happy. And you were so happy.”

The shower stopped.

Nicolas came out of the bathroom in a towel, wet hair, chest still shining with water. He dressed quickly — jeans, white shirt, shoes. Professional. Efficient. Put his cock away, buttoned the fly.

He took his phone from the nightstand.

“That was good, Claire,” he said, not looking at Rafael, only at me. His voice was another tone now. Not the bull from minutes before. A satisfied businessman. “You really are everything I look for. Intense. True. A whore. It was good to have both of you.”

“Thank you, Nicolas,” I answered, still naked, dirty, sitting on the bed, his cum drying on my face. “Will we see you again?”

He thought. Smiled.

“If you both want to.”

He looked at Rafael for the first time since leaving the bathroom.

“Take care of her. She deserves someone who takes care of her.”

Nicolas left the room. The door closed with a dry click.

Silence.

Rafael lifted his head from my shoulder. Looked at me. His face was wet. I did not know if from sweat, tears, or both.

“Do you hate me?” he asked.

“No. Do you hate me?”

“No.”

I pulled him to me. We hugged naked, filthy with both men’s cum, both bodies’ sweat. My red lipstick smudged on his black shirt. His hair smelled of sweat and desire.

“Coming back to you after,” I said, mouth at his ear, “is the best part of all.”

“It is?”

“It is. Because I choose you. Even after all of this, even after coming on another man’s face, even after calling another man my bull. I choose you. Always you.”

He held me tighter.

“Take me to bed,” I asked.

He laid me on the sheets stained with cum, sweat and saliva. Lay beside me. We faced each other. His legs tangled with mine. His still-soft cock pressed against my thigh.

“I don’t want you to stop,” he said, red eyes, finger drawing circles on my belly. “I don’t want us to stop.”

“Neither do I.”

“Are we going to do it again?”

“We are going to do it again.”

He smiled. A tired, happy smile. The smile of a cuckold in love.

“Who is going to be next?” he asked.

I smiled. Still with Nicolas’s cum drying on my face.

“You’ll have to wait and see.”

We slept holding each other, bodies pressed together, smells mixed. The ceiling fan turned slowly. Outside, the city kept living its nightlife. No one knew what had happened in room 704.


Chapter 8 — The Aftermath

The next morning, sunlight entered through the open curtains.

I woke alone in the bed. Rafael was already dressed — jeans, black shirt, the same dirty, stained one — sitting in the armchair, looking at the city. He had gone out, to the bakery on the corner. He brought coffee with milk, cheese bread, and two pieces of fruit.

“Good morning, cuckold,” I said, stretching, the sheet falling and showing my breasts.

“Good morning, whore,” he answered.

We ate in silence, sitting cross-legged on the bed, the dirty sheets still on the floor. The smells of the previous night still floated around us — sex, cum, sweat. Neither of us mentioned Nicolas. We didn’t need to.

“Are you going to write?” he asked, seeing me take the notebook from my purse.

“I am.”

“About what?”

“About today. About you. About him. About us.”

I opened the notebook. The next page was blank. I took the black pen.

I thought about everything. The coffee. The bathroom. The red dress. Nicolas kneeling in front of me, his chin shining. Rafael sitting in the armchair, his hand on his cock, his eyes red. The hot cum running down my chin. The embrace afterward, naked and dirty. The promise to continue.

I wrote a single name, with firm, large letters in the center of the page.

Fernanda.

I closed the notebook.

Rafael read over my shoulder. The silence lasted five seconds. Then he asked, his voice already changing, a deeper tone:

“Who is Fernanda?”

I looked at him. The sun entering through the curtains lit his head, his curious eyes, the smile at the corner of his mouth.

“The next one, my little cuckold.”

Rafael set the coffee cup on the nightstand. Took off the black shirt stained with dried cum.

“Tell me more,” he asked, pulling my foot from under the sheet.

And I told him. And morning turned into afternoon.

✦ ✦ ✦

The story continues…

After Nicolas, Claire needs to tell someone.

Book 3 — The Woman She Told

Fernanda listens without judgment. And maybe she understands more than she should. Because some confessions awaken things that were sleeping.

Available now on Amazon.
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More confessions are coming.


About the Author

Olivia Cross writes adult romance about forbidden desire, intimate confessions, marriages in transformation, jealousy, fantasy, and women discovering parts of themselves that stayed hidden for too long.

Her stories are written for adult readers who enjoy emotional tension, explicit desire, complex relationships, and characters who cross consensual boundaries without losing the emotional bond.


Books in the Series

Book 1 — The First Confession

Book 2 — The Husband’s Permission ◀ you are here

Book 3 — The Woman She Told

Book 4 — The Couple’s Game

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Chapter 1 — Nicolas’s Reply


    		Chapter 2 — The Rules


    		Chapter 3 — The Coffee


    		Chapter 4 — After the Coffee


    		Chapter 5 — The Hotel Is Set


    		Chapter 6 — The Clothing Ritual


    		Chapter 7 — The First Experience


    		Chapter 8 — The Aftermath


    		About the Author


    		Books in the Series


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87






OEBPS/image_rsrc1G6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1G5.jpg
FORBIDDEN .
|| HOTWIFE CONFESSIONS -2

¥\L






