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Chapter 1

A Perfect Morning

I woke at 6:30 a.m., the Ohio sunrise spilling golden through the bedroom blinds, warming the silk sheets tangled around us. Diana’s body pressed against mine, her warmth a quiet anchor, her vanilla perfume lingering like a soft whisper. At thirty-two, I still couldn’t believe she was mine—my wife, my everything. I traced the curve of her hip through her sheer lace nightgown, my lips brushing her neck, stirring her awake. She sighed, a sleepy smile curling her lips, and rolled into me, her green eyes catching the light.

“Morning, trouble,” she murmured, her voice husky. “You’re being bad already.”

I grinned, pulling her into a deep kiss, her tongue soft and teasing against mine. “Can’t help it,” I said, my hands roaming her back. “You’re too damn tempting.”

She laughed, swatting me, and slid out of bed, grabbing my old button-up shirt from the chair, the hem barely covering her thighs. The sight of her in my clothes, the black lace of her panties peeking through, sent a jolt through me. Our wedding photo on the nightstand—us grinning by Lake Erie—watched as I followed her downstairs, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent trailing from the half-burned wick.

In the kitchen, sunlight poured through the window, the white curtains swaying in the fall breeze. The Keurig hissed, brewing Starbucks coffee, its rich aroma mixing with the sweet tang of Smucker’s jam on the counter, next to a bottle of Mrs. Butterworth’s syrup and a box of Cheerios. Diana hummed, swaying to “Circles” by Post Malone on the radio, the station cutting to a Kroger ad about pumpkin deals. I stepped behind her, my chest pressing against her back, my hands sliding around her waist, feeling the heat of her through the thin shirt.

“Bernie,” she teased, leaning into me, “you’re gonna make me spill the coffee.”

“Let it spill,” I growled, kissing down her neck, her pulse quickening under my lips. Her breath hitched as I lifted her onto the oak dining table, the wood cool against her thighs. I unbuttoned the shirt, letting it fall open, her breasts straining against the lace, her skin flushed. She pulled me closer, her nails grazing my shoulders, and I lost myself in her—her taste, her softness, the way she arched into me. I pushed inside her, her wet heat gripping me, each thrust a pulse of raw need. Her moans were soft, trembling, mingling with the radio’s beat, the slap of our bodies a quiet rebellion in the morning light. Her fingers dug into my back, her climax shuddering through her, pulling me over the edge with her, a low groan tearing from my throat.

We collapsed, laughing, her head on my chest. “Table’s a mess now,” she said, grinning. “You’re cleaning it.”

“Worth it,” I shot back, kissing her forehead. “You’re worth every mess.”

She swatted me, sliding off the table, the shirt slipping to reveal the curve of her ass as she grabbed her coffee. I watched her, my heart full but heavy. At twenty-eight, Diana was a force—running her bakery, Diana’s Sweet Treats, with that bright smile that could charm anyone. I was proud, damn proud, to give her this life—the house, the security, the freedom to chase her dreams. But pride came with a shadow.

I had a five-day job in South America starting tomorrow, guarding some hotshot CEO through a dicey region. My work at the security firm paid for this house, the Ford F-150 in the garage, the Schwinn bikes and Weber grill out back. But it meant leaving her, sometimes for weeks, and every trip carried a risk I didn’t voice. I headed upstairs, pulling my suitcase from the closet, the floorboards creaking under my boots. In the bedroom, I checked my Glock 19, the metal cold, the click of the slide sharp in the quiet. I packed it, my jaw tight, a flicker of worry creeping in—not just about the job, but about her, alone in this house, her beauty a magnet I couldn’t control.

Back in the kitchen, Diana was sipping coffee, her shirt half-buttoned, her hair catching the sun. I set the suitcase by the door. “Lock up tight, alright?” I said, my voice firm. “Call me if anything’s off.”

She nodded, stepping close, her arms wrapping around me. “You be careful, Bernie,” she said, her eyes searching mine. “I can’t lose you.”

I kissed her, hard, memorizing her taste. “You won’t,” I said, but the words felt fragile. I grabbed my keys, the weight of the job settling in.

Outside, the front yard was crisp, the American flag fluttering, the maple trees blazing red, leaves skittering across the lawn. I climbed into my F-150, the engine rumbling to life, and pulled onto the street. Driving past Kroger, I saw folks loading carts with pumpkins, Halloween signs glowing in the lot. The radio flipped to CNN, droning about unrest in South America, and my grip tightened on the wheel. I thought of Diana’s smile, the way she’d laughed on that table, the life we’d built. I was her protector, her provider, but every mile I’d travel tomorrow widened the gap between us. She was loyal—I’d never doubt that—but her fire, her pull, it stirred something restless in me, a quiet fear that someone else might see what I saw in her. I pushed it down, focusing on the road, but it lingered, a seed buried deep, waiting for the right moment to grow.




Chapter 2

The Pull of Her Charm

The Ohio dusk was settling, a cool October breeze rustling the maple trees as I pulled my Ford F-150 into the lot outside Diana’s Sweet Treats. It was 6:30 p.m., and I was there to pick her up for dinner, the neon sign flickering above the bakery’s door, casting a warm glow on the pavement. Through the glass, I saw her behind the counter, her white apron tied over a tight top, her blonde hair pulled high, a sheen of sweat on her neck from the day’s rush. The air carried the scent of fresh cookies and Starbucks coffee, Dua Lipa’s voice drifting from the radio inside, mingling with the chatter of customers grabbing fall treats—apple pies, pumpkin muffins, the chalkboard touting “Fall Special: Pumpkin Muffins.”

I leaned against the truck, watching her work the crowd with that effortless charm. Tom, a regular with a beer gut, leaned over the counter. “Diana, you make these sweets, but you’re sweeter than all of ‘em,” he said, winking.

She laughed, her voice bright. “Tom, keep talking like that, your wife’s gonna hear!”

A younger guy, maybe twenty, piped up, all bravado. “Yo, Diana, be my girl, I’ll buy every damn cake in here!”

She shook her head, grinning. “Kid, you’re too young. Hit the books instead!”

I felt a twinge in my chest, a flicker of jealousy at their flirting, but I knew it was her job—keep the customers smiling, keep them coming back. At thirty-two, I trusted her completely, but her pull, that natural heat, stirred something restless in me. She was mine, but everyone wanted a piece of her. I pushed off the truck, stepping inside, the bell jingling.

“Ready for dinner, babe?” I said, leaning in to kiss her, my lips lingering in front of the customers, a quiet claim.

She untied her apron, her eyes sparkling. “Let’s roll, love.” She slipped into the back, emerging in a black dress that hugged every curve, her hair loose now, cascading over her shoulders. She hooked her arm through mine, and we left, the customers’ eyes trailing her out the door.

We grabbed a quick dinner at an Italian joint, the air thick with garlic bread and Frank Sinatra’s croon, before heading to the local bar to unwind. The place was a dive—neon lights buzzing, the smell of Bud Light and fried wings heavy, a big TV blaring the Ohio State-Michigan game, the crowd roaring at every play. Diana turned heads as we walked in, her dress clinging to her, her confidence like a spotlight. I held her hand, my chest swelling with pride—she was mine, and everyone knew it. But I caught the stares, guys at the bar lingering too long, their eyes tracing her legs, her hips. I squeezed her hand, pushing the unease down.

We settled at a high-top, her sipping a Bud Light, me nursing a whiskey. She leaned close, laughing about a fumble on the screen. “Buckeyes are choking tonight,” she teased, her knee brushing mine.

“Give ‘em time,” I said, grinning, but my eyes scanned the room, clocking the guys still glancing her way. “Be right back,” I said, heading for the restroom.

I was gone maybe three minutes, but when I came back, my blood boiled. Two middle-aged drunks were at our table, one leaning too close, his hand grazing her arm. “Come on, sugar, ditch the stiff and come with me,” he slurred, his buddy chuckling. “You’re too pretty to be stuck here.”

Diana’s voice was ice. “I’m married. Back off.”

The second guy smirked. “Where’s your man, then? Don’t see him.”

Her grip tightened on her beer can, her jaw set. I stormed over, my fist connecting with the first guy’s jaw before I could think, sending him crashing into a dartboard, the crowd gasping. The second guy raised his hands, backing up. “Whoa, man, chill!”

“Get the fuck out,” I growled, my voice low, “or I keep going.”

They scrambled out, the bar erupting in cheers, a few guys clapping my shoulder. Diana grabbed my arm, her eyes wide. “You okay?” she said, her fingers brushing my knuckles. “Your hand hurt?”

I forced a smile, flexing my fingers. “No one touches you,” I said, my heart still pounding, the adrenaline mixing with a possessive fire. But under it, something else stirred—a strange pulse at the thought of those men wanting her, their eyes on her skin. I shoved it down, unsettled.

We didn’t stay long. Back home, the living room was dim, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent mingling with Diana’s vanilla perfume, the TV off, the only sound the ticking clock. I pulled her to the navy sofa, my hands tearing at her dress, the fabric pooling at her waist. Her body trembled under me, her breath hot as I kissed her neck, her nails raking my back. I thrust into her, her wet heat clenching around me, her moans sharp and desperate, each one spiking my pulse. The memory of that guy’s hand on her arm flashed, his hungry stare, and my cock hardened further, a raw edge to my need. What the hell was that? I pushed deeper, her cries rising, the sofa creaking, the clock’s tick a steady pulse. Her climax hit, her body shuddering, pulling me with her, my release a roar in the quiet.

We lay there, panting, her curled against me, her voice soft. “Thanks for protecting me,” she whispered, kissing my chest.

I kissed her forehead, holding her tight. “Always,” I said, but my mind churned. That flicker of arousal, picturing those men’s eyes on her—what was wrong with me? I loved her, trusted her, but the thought of her being desired, the way it twisted my gut and lit me up, left me rattled. I stared at the ceiling, the candle’s glow flickering, wondering what kind of man felt that and didn’t flinch.




Chapter 3

Fantasies in Flight

The plane hummed through the night sky, a faint vibration rattling my window seat as I stared out at the endless dark. It was Sunday evening, and I was thirty-two, halfway to Bogotá for a security job, the cabin air thick with the scent of stale coffee from the flight attendant’s cart. The guy next to me, some suit, snored softly, his tie loose. I pulled out my Kindle Paperwhite, the screen glowing dim, and scrolled through my library—romance, BDSM, thrillers. My thumb hovered, then stopped on a story tagged “hotwife”: a wife sneaking off with her coworker, her tight skirt riding up as they fucked against a desk. My pulse quickened, my cock stirring under my cargo pants. I glanced around, tucking the Kindle closer when a flight attendant passed, her cart rattling. Just reading to kill time, I told myself. No harm in it.

The words pulled me in—her stolen glances, the thrill of betrayal, the husband none the wiser. I shifted, my jeans tight, my breath shallow. These long flights, the lonely hotel nights, they got to me. Erotica was my escape, a way to drown out the monotony, the stress of guarding VIPs in places where a wrong step could end you. I’d never tell Diana—she’d laugh, maybe blush—but it was harmless, just stories to spark the blood. I locked the Kindle, grabbing my phone, Diana’s smile on the lock screen, her white dress glowing by Lake Erie. I opened WhatsApp.

“Touched down in Bogotá,” I typed. “You good?”

Her reply buzzed fast. “Bakery’s slammed. Miss you. Stay safe!”

I smiled, her words warming me, but my mind drifted back to the story, the wife’s moans, the forbidden rush. What was it about that shit that got me going? I shoved the thought away, the plane’s engine drone lulling me into a restless doze.

By the time I reached the hotel, it was past midnight, the Bogotá air heavy with a damp, musty tang. The room was a dump—peeling walls, a creaky bed, torn curtains letting in slivers of neon from the street. The ceiling fan whirred, barely cutting the stale heat, and a faint whiff of mold clung to everything. A bottle of Aquafina and a pack of Ritz crackers sat on the chipped wooden table, my Glock 19 beside them, its weight a grim reminder of tomorrow’s job. I collapsed onto the bed, the springs groaning, and opened my phone, the Reddit app glowing in the dark. I scrolled to r/cuckold, my thumb hesitating before clicking a post: a guy describing his wife flirting with his buddy at a backyard BBQ, her dress clinging, her laugh too warm.

My mind swapped her out for Diana, picturing her at the bakery, her tight top and apron accentuating every curve, sweat glistening on her neck. I saw Tom, that regular from last night, leaning over the counter, his eyes hungry. “You’re too pretty, Diana,” he’d say, his hand brushing hers as she handed him a muffin. “Bernie’s a lucky bastard.” In my head, she smiled, her eyes flickering with something playful, her voice soft. “Oh, Tom, you’re sweet.” The image tightened my chest, a stab of jealousy, but my cock throbbed, betraying me. I gripped the phone, my other hand sliding down, stroking through my boxers. The fantasy spun—her laugh turning coy, her fingers lingering on his, the bakery empty, her leaning closer. My breath grew ragged, the bed creaking as I moved faster, the image of her with him, her moans echoing like they did on our kitchen table, pushing me over. I came hard, a low groan escaping, my body shuddering in the humid dark.

I lay there, panting, the phone slipping to my chest. “Just a fantasy,” I muttered, wiping my hand on a tissue. “Doesn’t mean shit.” It was just a release, a way to burn off the loneliness, the stress. Diana was mine, loyal as hell. Still, the intensity of it, the way jealousy twisted into heat, left me rattled. Was I fucked up for this? I pushed it down, exhaustion pulling me into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Monday morning, I woke to weak sunlight filtering through the torn curtains, the distant pop of gunfire snapping me alert. Bogotá’s rough edges never slept. My heart pounded, the reality of the job—guarding a CEO through a volatile zone—sinking in. I checked my Glock, the slide clicking sharply, and strapped on my shoulder holster, the leather cool against my skin. My phone buzzed on the table, Diana’s smile on the lock screen grounding me. I opened WhatsApp.

“Starting the job today,” I typed. “What’s up at the bakery?”

Her reply came quick. “Kneading pumpkin muffins. Miss you!”

I stared at her message, the image of her in that apron flashing, her hands dusted with flour, her smile bright. The gunfire echoed again, faint but real, and a knot of worry tightened in my gut—not just for the mission, but for her, alone in Ohio, her charm drawing eyes I couldn’t see. I trusted her, always would, but the distance, the danger, it gnawed at me. What if I didn’t come back? What if she got tired of waiting? I shook it off, pocketing the phone, my boots heavy on the creaky floor. The job came first, but her face, and that strange, burning fantasy, lingered as I stepped into the day’s heat.




Chapter 4

Shadows of the Past

Sunday night in Bogotá, I sprawled across the creaky hotel bed, the air heavy with stale cigarette smoke, the TV muttering CNN reports about South American unrest. My muscles ached from a long day shadowing the CEO, my Glock 19 untouched in its holster, thank God. I was used to the grind, but the loneliness of these trips gnawed deeper each time. My phone buzzed, Diana’s face lighting up the screen for a FaceTime call. I propped myself up, the sight of her stealing my breath—her red dress hugged every curve, her blonde hair catching the chandelier’s glow at some fancy wedding reception. Her green eyes sparkled, but there was a flicker of something else.

“Hey, babe,” she said, her voice warm over the faint strum of Ed Sheeran’s “Perfect” in the background. “The wedding’s great—good music, killer food—but I miss you.”

I grinned, leaning closer to the screen. “Sounds fun. Anything juicy happen?”

She hesitated, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Well… I ran into Ethan, my high school ex. He’s a lawyer now, got a wife and kid.”

My grip tightened on the phone, a knot forming in my chest. Ethan—the name I hadn’t heard in years, but it still stung. “What’d he say?” I asked, my voice tighter than I meant.

She sipped her wine, her lips red against the glass. “He was… flirty. Touched my hand when he passed me a drink, said he regretted losing me. I pushed him off, told him I’m happy with you.”

My pulse quickened, a mix of anger and something else—hot, unnameable—stirring low. “What else?” I pressed, my tone calm but hungry. “Tell me everything.”

She frowned, then softened. “That’s it, really. I kept my distance, Bernie. He’s nothing to me.”

I nodded, forcing a smile. “I trust you, babe.” But my mind was already slipping back, years ago, to a dive bar in Ohio, the jukebox playing country tunes. Diana had leaned against me, her beer half-gone, her voice soft as she told me about Ethan. They’d been thick as thieves in high school—holding hands in his old Chevy, kissing under moonlight, crazy in love. They never slept together, she’d said, her eyes distant. “That’s my one regret. But now, it’s only you.” I’d laughed it off then, pulling her close, but the image of her with him, young and reckless, had burned me, a jealousy I buried deep. Now, hearing he’d touched her, flirted with her, that old wound split open, and fuck, it wasn’t just pain. My cock twitched, the thought of his hand on her skin sparking something raw.

She sent a selfie—her in that red dress, smiling, a wine glass in hand, the reception’s crystal chandelier glinting behind her. I stared, my throat dry, pride swelling—she was mine, stunning, loyal. But the thought of Ethan’s eyes on her, his regret, his touch, twisted in my gut, both rage and a sick kind of thrill.

We said goodnight, her voice soft. “Love you, Bernie. Be safe.”

“Love you too,” I said, but when the screen went dark, I couldn’t settle. The hotel room felt smaller, the musty air thicker, distant gunfire popping faintly beyond the torn curtains. I lay back, the bed springs groaning, the ceiling fan’s hum a steady drone. My mind churned—Ethan at the wedding, his hand brushing her, whispering his regrets. I pictured her in that red dress, her breath catching, maybe a fleeting spark in her eyes before she pushed him away. My chest ached, but my body betrayed me, hardening at the image, the forbidden pull of her being wanted.

I grabbed my phone, opening Reddit, my thumb finding r/cuckold like it had a mind of its own. I scrolled to a story about a guy watching his wife flirt at a party, her laugh too warm, her touch too lingering. My hand moved, slow at first, the fantasy shifting—Diana at the bakery, Ethan stopping by, his suit crisp, his smile sly. “You’re still the one that got away,” he’d say, his fingers grazing hers over a tray of pumpkin muffins. She’d blush, her apron tight, her voice teasing but not stopping him. My strokes quickened, my breath heavy, the bed creaking, the image of her leaning into him, her lips parting, driving me to the edge. I came hard, a grunt escaping, the phone slipping to the mattress, guilt and relief crashing together.

“Fuck,” I muttered, wiping my hand. “It’s just a fantasy. Doesn’t mean shit.” I loved her, trusted her—she’d shut Ethan down, hadn’t she? But the high of imagining her with him, the sting and heat of it, left me shaken. Was I losing it, getting off on this?

Monday morning, I woke to faint sunlight creeping through the curtains, the distant crack of gunfire jerking me upright. Bogotá’s chaos was never far off. My heart pounded, the day’s job—escorting the CEO through a hot zone—looming heavy. I checked my Glock, the slide snapping with a clean click, and strapped on my holster, the leather cool against my chest. My phone sat on the table, Diana’s lakefront smile on the lock screen steadying me. I opened WhatsApp.

“Heading out for the job,” I typed. “What’s cooking at the bakery?”

Her reply pinged. “Pumpkin muffins in the oven. Miss you!”

I stared at her words, picturing her dusted with flour, her laugh filling the shop. The gunfire popped again, closer now, and worry clawed at me—not just for the mission, but for her, alone in Ohio, her beauty a beacon I couldn’t shield from men like Ethan. I trusted her loyalty, but the distance, the danger, and that fucked-up thrill in my head—they were a weight I couldn’t shake. I pocketed the phone, my boots heavy on the warped floor, the fantasy lingering like a ghost as I stepped into the day’s heat.




Chapter 5

Homecoming Heat

Back in Ohio, the bedroom wrapped us in its quiet glow, the navy curtains swaying softly, the bedside lamp casting golden light across the white silk sheets. It was 10:30 p.m. Friday, and I lay beside Diana, her warmth pressed against me, her lace nightgown barely containing her curves. Her vanilla perfume filled my lungs, stirring memories of our first nights together. At thirty-two, after a week dodging threats in Bogotá, I was finally home, my arms around my wife, but my mind churned with the ghost of her ex, Ethan. The wedding she’d gone to, his touch on her hand—it gnawed at me, a wound I couldn’t leave alone.

I pulled her closer, my lips brushing her ear. “Tell me more about Ethan at the wedding,” I said, my voice low. “What else did he do?”

She tensed, her fingers tracing the edge of the sheet. “He just… talked about old times,” she said, her voice soft. “How we used to date. Said he regretted letting me go. I told him I’m happy with you, Bernie.”

My heart thudded, a mix of pride and something sharper—jealousy, raw and biting. I tilted her chin, meeting her green eyes, shimmering in the lamplight. “Be real with me, babe,” I said, forcing calm. “Did you feel anything? I won’t get mad, I swear.”

She looked down, her breath catching. “Yeah,” she admitted, barely audible. “For a second, maybe. Like a flash of being young again. But it’s you I love, Bernie. Only you.”

Her honesty hit like a punch, my chest tightening, but fuck, it also lit something in me. My cock stirred under my boxers, the image of Ethan’s hand on hers, his whispered regrets, burning in my head. “Thanks for being straight with me,” I said, my voice rough, pride battling the heat pooling low.

I couldn’t hold back. I rolled her onto her back, pinning her to the bed, my hands tearing at her lace nightgown, the fabric sliding off to reveal her flushed skin. Her breath hitched as I kissed down her neck, her pulse racing under my lips, her body arching into me. My fingers slipped between her thighs, finding her wet, searing heat, a gasp escaping her as I teased her. “He wanted you, didn’t he?” I growled, my mouth against her ear, the cuckold stories from the plane flashing—wives with old lovers, stolen moments.

“Yeah,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders, her voice trembling. “He wanted me.”

The words ignited me. I thrust into her, her tight warmth gripping me like a vice, each movement a claim, a defiance. The bed creaked, the slap of our bodies loud in the quiet, her moans sharp and desperate, slicing through the hum of the ceiling fan. I pictured Ethan at the wedding, his eyes on her red dress, his hand grazing her, wanting what was mine. “He wanted to fuck you,” I rasped, my thrusts harder, the Reddit fantasies bleeding into reality. “And you got wet for him, didn’t you? You’re such a slut.”

Her eyes widened, but she leaned into it, lost in the heat. “Yes,” she cried, her voice breaking, her thighs trembling around me. “I’m your slut, Bernie—fuck me!”

Her words sent me spiraling, the line between rage and desire blurring. Our bodies moved in a frantic rhythm, her moans choking in her throat, her breasts brushing my chest, slick with sweat. The scent of her vanilla mixed with our musk, intoxicating, her nails raking my back as she shuddered beneath me. I imagined Ethan’s lips on hers, his hands claiming her, and it pushed me over, my climax crashing with hers, her cry piercing the air, my groan raw. We collapsed, trembling, the room spinning, the lamp’s glow soft on our sweat-slick skin.

We lay there, panting, her curled against my chest, her breath warm on my neck. “I love you,” she whispered, her voice steady. “Only you.”

I kissed her forehead, my heart full. “Love you too,” I said, holding her tight. The happiness was real, our bond unbreakable, her honesty a gift that tethered us. But as she drifted to sleep, her body soft in my arms, my mind wouldn’t quiet. Those words I’d said—“slut,” “wet for him”—they’d come from somewhere dark, somewhere that thrilled me too much. The cuckold stories, the fantasies of her with Ethan, they’d fueled me, made the sex electric, but what kind of man got off on that? I stared at the ceiling, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent faint, the photo of us by Lake Erie watching from the nightstand. My Glock sat on the table, a reminder of the dangers I’d just left, but this—this strange, burning want in my head—was a new kind of risk. I loved her, trusted her, but the pull of that fantasy, the way it twisted my jealousy into hunger, left a question I couldn’t answer yet. For now, her warmth was enough, and I let sleep take me, the unease a shadow I’d face another day.




Chapter 6

Death’s Shadow and Clarity

The Baghdad hotel room reeked of mold and despair, the dawn light barely piercing the torn curtains, casting jagged shadows on the stained walls. It was a month since I’d held Diana in our Ohio bedroom, her vanilla scent a fading memory. I sat on the creaky bed, the ceiling fan whining erratically, like a warning I couldn’t shake. A cockroach scuttled across the floor, pausing as if sizing me up before vanishing under the dresser. My Glock 19 felt heavy in my hands, the slide clicking as I checked the magazine, my fingers trembling with a gut-deep dread. Today’s job—escorting a politician through a volatile stretch of desert—felt wrong, the air thick with omens. I glanced at my phone, Diana’s smile glowing on the lock screen, her white dress fluttering by Lake Erie. “If I don’t make it,” I whispered, my voice hoarse, “you’ve gotta be happy, Diana.” I strapped on my shoulder holster, the leather biting into my skin, and stepped out, my heart hammering.

The desert sun scorched, dust swirling red around the Humvee convoy, the politician’s car sandwiched between us. I gripped my rifle, sweat stinging my eyes, the heat baking my tactical vest. The road stretched endless, dunes hiding threats I could feel. Then—a deafening boom. The lead vehicle erupted, flipping in a fireball, black smoke choking the sky. Bullets screamed from both sides, a vicious ambush, the ping of metal and shatter of glass deafening. I dove behind a wheel, my pulse roaring, firing blind into the scrub. The air stank of gunpowder and blood, shouts of my team drowned by the chaos. Jake, my closest buddy, was pinned a few yards away, his face pale. A bullet tore through his chest, blood spraying the sand, his scream cut short. “Jake!” I yelled, crawling to him, dragging him into a ditch, his weight heavy, his breath wet and ragged.

“Hold on, man!” I shouted, pressing my hands to his wound, blood seeping through my fingers, hot and slick. His eyes, wide with fear, locked on mine. He fumbled for his pocket watch, the silver case engraved with “Forever,” a photo of Sarah and their daughter inside. His hand shook, blood smearing the glass, his mouth moving but no words coming. “Stay with me!” I begged, but his gaze dulled, his body slumping, eyes frozen open. I clutched the watch, tears burning, my rifle barking as I fired at shadows until choppers roared in, scattering the attackers. I sat in the sand, Jake’s blood drying on my hands, his watch cold in my pocket, the desert silent but for the hum of distant rotors.

Days later, I was back in Ohio, the weight of Jake’s death a stone in my chest. Snow fell thick as I pulled my Ford F-150 into the lot of Sarah’s apartment, a small place in the suburbs, the yellow glow of her window faint against the winter dark. My boots crunched on the icy path, the air biting my face. Sarah opened the door, her sweater loose, her smile fragile. “Bernie, you’re back!” she said, her voice hopeful.

I swallowed, my throat tight. “Sarah, I’m so sorry… Jake didn’t make it.”

Her face crumpled, a wail tearing from her. “No! He promised he’d come home! He promised!” She collapsed, her body shaking, and I caught her, her tears soaking my jacket. I handed her the watch, the photo inside smeared with his blood. “He wanted you to have this,” I said, my voice breaking. She clutched it, sobbing, her grief a blade in my gut. “Jake loved you,” I said, holding her. “He talked about you and Lily all the time.”

She nodded, choking on tears, the apartment’s coffee scent souring in the air, a tiny Christmas tree blinking in the corner, Jake and Sarah’s wedding photo on the shelf mocking the moment. I stayed until her sister arrived, then left, the cold sinking deeper than the snow.

Driving home on the dark highway, snow streaking the windshield, the radio off, only the wind’s howl and the F-150’s engine filled the silence. Columbus signs flashed by, but my mind was with Sarah’s screams, her shattered life. If that was me, if a bullet found me, Diana would be the one breaking, curled on our sofa in her lace nightgown, her eyes red, our house empty. I gripped the wheel, my knuckles white. “The dead don’t suffer,” I muttered. “One shot, I’m gone. But the ones left behind—they carry the pain forever.” Jake’s watch burned in my pocket, a reminder of how fast it could end.

The thought of Diana alone, grieving, tore at me, but another image crept in—her finding comfort, maybe with friends, maybe a lover. Someone to hold her, to keep her smiling if I didn’t come back. The cuckold stories from Bogotá, the fantasies of her with Ethan, they weren’t just a thrill anymore. What if her having someone else meant she’d hurt less? The idea stung, jealousy spiking, but it also settled something in me. Life was too short to hide what I wanted, what might keep her whole. I loved her too much to let fear win.

I pulled out my phone at a stoplight, snow dusting the hood. “Heading home tonight,” I texted Diana. “Love you.”

Her reply buzzed. “Waiting for you. Love you!”

I stared at her words, the road stretching into the dark. The ambush, Jake’s blood, Sarah’s sobs—they’d stripped me raw, but they’d also shown me what mattered. Diana’s happiness, our life together, it was worth any risk, even if it meant opening up about the desires stirring in me. The cuckold pull wasn’t just a kink—it was a way to ensure she’d never break like Sarah. I’d talk to her, be honest, no matter how it shook me. For now, I drove on, the snow falling, my heart set on her.




Chapter 7

Confessions

The dining room glowed soft under the chandelier’s dim light, the scent of roast beef and mashed potatoes hanging heavy, a comfort that couldn’t touch the ache in my chest. It was Friday night, hours after I’d left Sarah’s grief-soaked apartment, Jake’s bloodied watch still a weight in my pocket. Diana sat across the oak table, her red sweater hugging her curves, her blonde hair catching the light, but her green eyes were shadowed, searching mine. The tiny Christmas tree in the corner blinked, its cheer out of place. I pushed my fork through the food, my throat tight, and forced the words out.

“Jake took a bullet, Diana,” I said, my voice low, cracking. “I dragged him to cover, but… he didn’t make it.”

Her fork clattered to the plate, her eyes widening, tears welling fast. “Oh God, Bernie,” she gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. “I can’t even… You were there. You could’ve died, couldn’t you?”

I nodded, my jaw clenched. “I got lucky. Jake didn’t.”

She stood, circling the table, her hands trembling as she grabbed mine, her fingers cold. “What if it was you?” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Bernie, maybe… maybe you should quit. The bakery’s doing fine. We’d manage.”

Her tears, her fear, they cut deeper than the ambush’s bullets. I squeezed her hand, meeting her gaze, the love there almost too much. “This is who I am, Diana,” I said, my voice steady despite the storm inside. “It’s my purpose.”

She pulled back, her eyes glistening, and turned away, her shoulders shaking. We finished dinner in silence, the clink of silverware and the winter wind outside the only sounds, Jake’s death a ghost between us.

* * *

The next morning, Saturday, the kitchen was brighter, winter sunlight streaming through the white curtains, the Keurig hissing as it brewed Starbucks coffee, the smell of toast mingling with the tang of Smucker’s jam on the counter. Diana stood by the stove, her thin button-up shirt—mine, stolen from the laundry—barely covering her thighs, her hair tied high, her mood softer but still fragile. I sat at the counter, a Cheerios box between us, my heart heavy but resolved. She spoke first, her voice gentle.

“I’m sorry, Bernie,” she said, pouring coffee, the steam curling up. “I know your work’s your calling. I won’t push you to quit again.”

Her understanding hit me hard, her love a lifeline after the desert’s blood and Sarah’s screams. I took her hand, her warmth grounding me. “I get why you’re scared,” I said. “I am too. Jake’s death… it made me see we’ve gotta live true to what we want, while we can.”

She nodded, her eyes searching mine, but I felt the words burning, the truth I’d carried since the highway. I took a deep breath, my pulse spiking. “I think you should have another man,” I said, the words heavy, final.

Her coffee mug froze halfway to her lips, her eyes widening. “Bernie, what the hell are you saying?” she said, her voice sharp, shocked.

I held her gaze, my stomach twisting but my resolve firm. “It’s something I’ve thought about a lot,” I said. “Since Jake, since… before.”

She set the mug down, her face flushing. “Bernie, are you serious, or is this some fantasy from those books you read?” she said, her voice trembling. “You know I’ve been cheated on before. I know how that hurts. If this is real, it’d break you.”

Her words stung, echoing my own fears, the cuckold stories from Bogotá flashing—wives with strangers, the thrill of betrayal. I’d read them on my Kindle, scrolled Reddit’s r/cuckold, imagined her with Ethan, his hand on her at the wedding, her dress tight, her breath catching. It got me hard, but she was right: stories weren’t life. “You’re not wrong,” I admitted, my voice low. “The stuff I read, it’s hot in my head. Ethan, imagining you with him… it does something to me. But real life? I don’t know if I’d handle it.” I paused, my gut telling me to push forward. “But I feel like this is right. For us. Let’s try something small.”

She stared, her breath shallow, her fingers gripping the counter. I braced for her to walk away, to call me fucked up, but then she exhaled, her eyes softening. “If you’re sure,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, “I’ll try. For you.”

The air hung heavy, charged with tension and possibility. I nodded, my heart racing, relief mixing with dread. Had I just opened a door we couldn’t close? Her agreement, her trust, it was everything, but the thought of her with someone else—real, not a fantasy—twisted my gut with both fear and a strange, burning want. The Yankee Candle’s apple scent lingered on the table, our wedding photo watching from the wall, Diana’s lakefront smile on my phone a reminder of what we’d built. I trusted her, loved her, but this step, this leap, was a gamble. Jake’s death had shown me life was too short to hide, and her nod, tentative but real, was a start. We’d figure it out, together, whatever came next.




Chapter 8

Diana's First Test

Saturday morning at Diana’s Sweet Treats buzzed with life, the neon sign humming, the air thick with the scent of fresh cookies and Starbucks coffee. It was 8:00 a.m., and the bakery thrummed with early customers grabbing Thanksgiving pies, the chalkboard touting “Thanksgiving Pie Sale” above a display of pumpkin and apple treats. Ariana Grande’s “Thank U, Next” pulsed from the radio, mingling with the chatter of the crowd. Diana moved like a siren behind the counter, her navy dress clinging to her curves, her spaghetti-strap top dipping low, sweat glistening on her neck from the rush. I helped out, wiping the counter, stacking pumpkin muffins, my eyes catching hers, the warmth of our shared life grounding me after Jake’s death and our raw confession last night.

By late morning, the crowd thinned, leaving only Tom, the regular with a slick grin, nursing a coffee in the corner, his eyes locked on Diana. She leaned close, her breath warm on my ear. “You wanted to try this, didn’t you?” she whispered, her voice teasing but deliberate. “Now’s the moment.”

My heart slammed, a mix of nerves and heat flooding me. The cuckold fantasies—Reddit stories, Ethan’s touch, my own twisted thrill—were about to become real. I nodded, my throat dry. “Go for it, babe.”

I made a show of heading out, pushing the door so the bell jingled “ting,” letting Tom think I was gone. Circling back through the alley, I slipped into the cramped storage room behind the counter, the door cracked just enough to see. The air smelled of flour and sugar, the neon glow from the shop seeping through, casting shadows on stacked sacks of flour. My pulse raced, my body tense, as Diana turned up the charm.

She sauntered to Tom’s table, bending low to wipe it, her top slipping, the lace edge of her black bra teasing into view, her cleavage a deliberate lure. “Looking sharp today, Tom,” she said, her smile wicked, her voice honeyed.

Tom’s eyes lit up, his laugh loud. “Diana, you trying to make me blush?”

She slid into the chair beside him, her dress riding up, baring smooth, pale thighs. “Guys like you know how to make a woman smile, don’t they?” she said, her tone suggestive, her fingers brushing his arm.

Tom’s grin turned hungry, his hand landing on her thigh, sliding higher, disappearing under her dress. “Oh, I know a few tricks,” he said, his voice low, bold.

Diana didn’t stop him. Her breath hitched, a soft moan escaping, her eyes half-closed, her body trembling as his fingers moved, hidden by the fabric. From the storage room, I saw his smug look, the way her thighs parted slightly, and my cock surged, straining painfully against my jeans. The cuckold thrill—imagined in Bogotá, fueled by Ethan—was real, raw, a fire in my veins. Jealousy stabbed, sharp but fleeting, drowned by the sick, electric rush of watching her play the part.

She snapped back, catching his wrist, her smile sharp. “Bernie’s coming back soon, Tom,” she said, her voice playful but firm. “You’d better watch yourself.”

Tom’s face paled, the memory of my fist from the bar flashing in his eyes. “Yeah, uh, I’m out,” he stammered, standing fast. “I’ll be back tomorrow, and I’m gonna pet that pussy of yours,” he tossed over his shoulder, half-cocky, half-scared, before bolting out, the bell jingling.

Diana flipped the “Closed” sign, locked the door, and strode to the storage room, her eyes glinting with mischief. I was already there, jeans undone, my cock hard and glistening in the dim light. She stepped close, her fingers wrapping around me, her touch sending a jolt through my body. “Looks like my husband really gets off on me playing dirty,” she purred, her voice dripping seduction.

I crushed my lips to hers, our tongues tangling, my hands ripping her top down, her breasts spilling free, nipples taut against the black lace. I shoved her against a flour sack, the coarse burlap scratching her back, and yanked her dress up, my fingers finding her soaked, the heat of her pussy still slick from Tom’s touch. “You were wet for him, weren’t you?” I growled, my voice thick, my thumb circling her clit, her gasp sharp in the air.

“For him,” she teased, her eyes locked on mine, “and for you.”

I lifted her leg, hooking it over my hip, and thrust deep, her tight, burning heat clenching around me, a moan tearing from her throat. The storage room echoed with the slap of our bodies, her cries jagged, her nails clawing my back, flour dusting her thighs like snow. Neon light flickered through the door, her sweat shimmering, the scent of her arousal mixing with sugar and coffee. I pictured Tom’s hand under her dress, his fingers where mine were now, and it drove me harder, my thrusts relentless. “He wanted you,” I rasped, my lips on her neck, “but you’re mine.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking, her body trembling. “Only you, Bernie!”

Her pussy tightened, pulsing, her climax hitting like a wave, her cry raw, her thighs shaking against me. I followed, my release a roar, spilling into her, our bodies locked, flour clinging to our sweat-slick skin. We collapsed against the sacks, panting, laughing, her hair dusted white, our connection electric, unbreakable.

We stood, brushing off flour, her smile bright, her hand in mine. The bakery was quiet, Ariana Grande’s voice gone, only the hum of the cooler and our heavy breaths. I’d felt the cuckold thrill for real—Tom’s touch, Diana’s moans—and it was stronger than any fantasy, no pain, just fire. Her trust, her willingness to play, made me love her more, the jealousy a spark that fueled us. Whatever came next, we’d face it together, bolder, alive.




Chapter 9

Ethan's Temptation

Saturday evening, the Ohio bedroom was a cocoon of golden light, the bedside lamp casting a warm glow over the white silk sheets, Diana’s vanilla perfume weaving through the air like a spell. At thirty-two, I sat on the bed, watching her rifle through her closet, her curves outlined in a thin robe, her blonde hair shimmering. Tonight was her date with Ethan—her high school ex, the lawyer who’d stirred my jealousy and fantasies. I picked up a black dress, tight as sin, and handed it to her. “Wear this, babe,” I said, my voice low, a grin masking the knot in my gut. “He’ll lose his mind.”

She laughed, her eyes wicked, and leaned in, her lips brushing mine, soft and teasing. “Thanks, love,” she said. “Don’t get too jealous, okay?” She slipped into the dress, the fabric hugging every inch, then sat at her vanity, painting her lips red, her eyes sharp with liner, a goddess in the making. My pulse quickened, a flicker of envy at Ethan seeing her like this, but my cock twitched, the cuckold thrill from Tom’s touch now a fire for this bigger test. She snapped a selfie, her gaze smoldering, and sent it to me. “Wait up for me,” she texted, winking before heading out, her heels clicking on the hardwood.

I sank onto the navy sofa in the living room, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent mingling with the faint buzz of ESPN on the TV, college football highlights droning. The clock ticked past 6:00 p.m., each minute stretching, my mind a mess of images—Diana laughing with Ethan, his hand on her arm, their past sparking under streetlights. Jealousy gnawed, sharp and familiar, but the heat in my veins was stronger, the Reddit cuckold stories now a script for tonight. I paced, the carpet soft under my boots, the TV’s chatter fading against my pounding heart. I opened Reddit, thumbed through r/cuckold, but shut it down. “She’ll tell me everything,” I muttered, trusting her, needing her truth.

By 11:00 p.m., the front door clicked open, Diana stepping in, her dress catching the lamplight, her smile radiant but sly. “Have fun?” I asked, my voice tight, crossing to her, my hands already lifting her onto my hips, carrying her to the bedroom, my cock straining against my jeans.

“Oh, you’ll wanna hear this,” she said, her tone playful, as I set her on the silk sheets. I tugged her dress off, revealing black lace lingerie, her breasts trembling, her skin flushed. She lay back, legs parted, her eyes locked on mine, voice sultry. “Ethan took me to Starbucks—Pumpkin Spice Latte, just like old times. He kept saying I’m even hotter now.”

I kissed her neck, my fingers tracing her thighs, finding her soaked through the lace, her heat searing. “Keep going,” I growled, my breath ragged, peeling her panties down, her scent intoxicating. “What’d he do?”

“We walked after,” she said, gasping as my thumb grazed her clit. “Streetlights glowing, Taylor Swift on some shop’s speakers. He touched my hand, then kissed my cheek.”

“Just your cheek?” I said, freeing my cock, hard and throbbing, positioning myself, the anticipation killing me.

She moaned, her nails grazing my chest. “No… we kissed, deep, like back in high school. His hands got bold—slid under my dress, grabbed my tits, brushed my pussy.”

I thrust into her, her tight, wet heat gripping me, the bed creaking, her cry sharp. “Where’d he touch you?” I demanded, my voice rough, picturing his fingers on her, the image a knife and a spark. “Tell me!”

“He rubbed my thighs,” she panted, her hips rocking with mine, “slipped under my panties, felt how wet I was. I stopped him, said you were waiting, I couldn’t be late.”

I pounded harder, the silk sheets bunching, her breasts bouncing, sweat gleaming on her skin. “He wanted to fuck you, didn’t he?” I rasped, the cuckold stories alive in my head, Ethan’s lips on hers, his hands claiming what was mine.

“Yeah,” she cried, her voice breaking, “he wanted me…!”

“And you wanted to fuck him, didn’t you?” I pressed, my thrusts relentless, her moans fueling me.

“No,” she screamed, her eyes fierce, “I’m your wife!”

I felt her pussy clench, hot and pulsing, betraying her words. “No, you wanted him,” I growled, my voice thick, my cock surging inside her. “Feel that? Your pussy’s gripping me when I mention him. It’s screaming you’re lying. Come on, Diana, be honest—are you a slut? A slut who wants to cuck her husband?” Her wetness flooded around me, her walls tightening, her breaths jagged, moans spilling out, confirming every word.

“Ahhh,” she gasped, her nails digging into my back, “yeah, I’m a slut, and I wanted to cuck you!”

“You’re such a slut,” I groaned, lifting her legs, driving deeper, the slap of our bodies loud, her cries wild. “My slut, fucking perfect.”

“Yes, yes,” she screamed, her body shuddering, “I’m your slut, Bernie… only yours!”

Her climax hit, her pussy squeezing me like a vice, her cry piercing the air, pulling me over the edge. I came hard, a roar tearing from my throat, spilling into her, our bodies locked, trembling, the room spinning. We collapsed, panting, her laughter soft, our sweat mingling, the candle’s glow soft on her skin. “Love you,” she whispered, curling into me, her breath warm.

“Love you too,” I said, kissing her forehead, my heart full. The jealousy was there, a sting I could handle, but her honesty, her willingness to play this game, made our bond ironclad. Ethan’s touch, her confession—it fueled us, made the sex electric, the trust deeper. I’d felt the cuckold rush for real, stronger than with Tom, and it didn’t break me. It built us. Whatever we tried next, we’d do it together, fearless, alive.




Chapter 10

The First Time

The week after Diana’s Starbucks date with Ethan, his WhatsApp messages came like a flood, each one bolder than the last. “I dreamed about you all night, Diana,” he wrote. “When do I get to touch you again?” Every evening, Diana showed me the texts, her green eyes glinting with mischief as she leaned against me on our silk-sheeted bed, the golden lamplight catching her blonde hair, her vanilla perfume wrapping us in warmth. “He’s losing it, love,” she teased, her voice playful but sharp, a queen toying with her prey. She’d reply to him, stringing him along: “Patience, Ethan. Good things take time.” I saw a new Diana—not just seductive but calculating, commanding the game with a power that made my cock throb. Each night, we fucked fiercely, the bed creaking under us, her moans sharp as I thrust into her, whispering, “You’re driving him crazy, but you’re killing me too.” “Only you make me come,” she gasped, her nails raking my back, our desire building toward the night she’d go all the way with him. Ethan and I were both her captives, spiraling in her orbit, our want a fever that grew with every text.

Saturday night, she planned to meet Ethan at a sleek downtown hotel, and I knew this was it—her first real infidelity. In our bedroom, the air thick with her perfume, I handed her a black lace lingerie set, the delicate straps barely there, designed to destroy. “Wear this,” I said, my voice rough, a grin hiding the churn in my gut.

Her eyes sparkled, teasing. “You sure you want me in this for him?”

“Damn right,” I said, stepping closer, my hands on her hips. “I bet Ethan’ll blow his load just seeing you.”

She laughed, bright and bold. “Then I won’t get off, will I, love?”

I kissed her deep, our tongues tangling, my cock stirring. “Good thing you’ve got one waiting at home.”

We laughed, the shared daring lightening the weight, our trust a steel thread. She slipped into a red dress that clung like a second skin, painted her lips pink, let her hair fall in soft waves—a goddess ready to conquer. Before leaving, she sent a selfie from the hotel lobby, her gaze provocative, the marble floors gleaming behind her. “Wait for me,” she texted. My heart pounded as her heels echoed out the door.

I collapsed onto the navy sofa in the living room, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent flickering, ESPN droning about college football on the TV. Time crawled, each tick of the clock a hammer in my chest. My mind spun—Ethan peeling off her dress, his hands on her lace, his lips on her breasts. Jealousy clawed, raw and sharp, but my cock ached, the cuckold thrill from Tom and Ethan’s earlier touches now a wildfire. I paced, the carpet muffling my steps, resisting the urge to open Reddit or porn, wanting to save every ounce of desire for her. Doubt crept in—would reality hurt like Diana feared? Could I lose her? “She loves me,” I muttered, gripping my phone. “She’ll tell me everything.” The wait was torture, sweet and searing, my body alive with dread and want.

At 11:30 p.m., my phone lit up, a WhatsApp from Diana. The selfie stole my breath: her face radiant, hair tousled, her naked body glowing with sweat, her full breasts bare, her pussy glistening, a man’s arm—Ethan’s—around her waist, his body slack in sleep on white hotel sheets. “Amazing dinner, heading home,” she wrote. “Wait for me, love.” My blood roared, jealousy stinging as I pictured him inside her, but the thrill of her sharing this, her loyalty in the act, set me ablaze. My cock throbbed, painfully hard, as I paced, the candle’s flame dancing, unable to sit still.

Near midnight, the door opened, Diana stepping in, her red dress shimmering, her pink lips smudged, her hair a sexy mess. I rushed her, pulling her against me, her body warm, her vanilla scent laced with sweat and a faint, foreign musk—Ethan’s. I could smell him on her skin, taste his shadow on her breath, and it should’ve gutted me. Instead, it made me want to claim her, mark her as mine again. I kissed her hard, my voice a growl. “Tell me, babe. What’d he do to you?”

She smirked, leading me to the bedroom, the golden light soft on the silk sheets. She lay back, peeling off her dress, her black lace soaked, her breasts heaving. I knelt, my fingers brushing her pussy, slick with her arousal and a trace of his cum, the evidence sending a jolt through my cock, now freed, pulsing with need. “He came in you, didn’t he?” I rasped, the squelch of her soaked pussy under my touch drowning the candle’s faint crackle. “Did he moan like a bitch when he shot his load?”

Her laugh was wicked, her voice slow, deliberate. “He groaned loud, shaking, when he filled me. We had dinner, wine, then went to his room. He tore my dress off, sucked my tits, licked my pussy till I was dripping.”

I thrust into her, her pussy stretched from his size, still warm and slick, but she gasped like I was her first, her walls gripping me tight, the bed creaking. “How’d he fuck you?” I growled, my balls slapping her ass, wet and obscene in the quiet room. “Slow like some romantic prick, or hard like I do?”

“Hard,” she panted, her nails clawing my back, her hips bucking. “He fucked me rough, made me so wet. Said he wanted me forever, but I was thinking of you.”

I hated him, loved her more for it, the image of his cum in her a twisted fuel. I drove deeper, her gasps raw, corrupted, shared with another man’s seed. “He fucked this pussy,” I snarled, “but I make it scream, don’t I? Did you fake it for him, or scream his name?”

“Yours,” she cried, her thighs trembling, “always yours! I faked it for him, Bernie, thinking of you.”

“Liar,” I teased, my thrusts relentless, her pussy pulsing, betraying her. “How many times did he make you come, slut? Don’t bullshit me.”

“Twice,” she moaned, her breasts bouncing, sweat gleaming under the lamplight. “But you… you’re better.”

I pictured Ethan’s cock in her, his groans, and it pushed me harder, my dominance a fire. “He thought he owned you, didn’t he? Poor bastard,” I growled, lifting her legs, the slap of our bodies loud, her cries jagged. “You’re my slut, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she screamed, her pussy squeezing, hot and dripping, “fuck your slut, Bernie!”

Her climax crashed, her pussy clenching like a vice, her scream piercing, pulling me over. I came, a primal roar, spilling into her, our bodies shuddering, locked together, flour from her hair dusting my chest. We collapsed, sweat-slick, her laughter soft, our musk mingling with vanilla and apple. “Love you,” she whispered, curling into me, her breath warm.

I kissed her, tasting sweat and his shadow, and I didn’t care. I’d take every part of her—used, raw, and mine. “Love you too,” I said, my heart full. The jealousy was a spark, but her honesty, her return, made us unbreakable. Ethan’s touch didn’t weaken us—it forged us, our cuckold fire burning brighter, ready for whatever we dared next.




Chapter 11

Possession Reclaimed

Two months after Diana’s first night with Ethan, our marriage burned brighter than ever. She kept seeing him—dinners, hotel nights—each rendezvous shared with me via WhatsApp. “Meeting Ethan tonight, love. Miss you!” she’d text, her words a spark that lit me up, whether I was home in Ohio or sweating through a job abroad. I didn’t feel jealousy anymore, just a strange peace, like Ethan was holding my place when I couldn’t, a shadow guardian for Diana’s heart. At home, our nights were electric, the silk sheets of our bed slick with sweat as she recounted his kisses, his hands, his cum inside her, her voice a drug that hardened my cock and stoked my need to claim her. “You’re mine,” I’d growl, thrusting deep, her moans my reward. The cuckold life was right—our trust ironclad, our love fierce. One night, she sent a nude from Ethan’s bed, her smile radiant, her body glowing, captioned, “Waiting for you, love.” Her honesty made me love her more, my heart swelling as I stroked myself to the image, miles away.

But Friday night, in a crumbling Middle Eastern hotel, the air thick with cigarette smoke and the distant pop of gunfire rattling the bed, that happiness cracked. My phone, its lock screen glowing with a photo of me and Diana at her bakery—pumpkin muffins piled high—buzzed with a FaceTime call. Diana’s face appeared, her spaghetti-strap top clinging to her curves, her blonde hair catching the Ohio living room’s lamplight, but her green eyes were shadowed, her voice tight. “Bernie, I saw Ethan last night,” she said, her breath uneven. “He… wants more.”

My gut twisted, the room’s neon flicker and creaking fan fading as her words hit. “More?” I said, my voice sharp, my heart slamming. “What’d he say?”

She hesitated, her fingers twisting a strand of hair. “After we… fucked, he got serious. Said he’d divorce his wife, told me to leave you, that we could start over.”

The world tilted. I pictured Diana in his arms, not just fucking but living with him, laughing in a new house, my bed empty, my life a void. Sarah’s screams after Jake’s death echoed in my head—had I pushed Diana too far, turned our game into a trap? “He said that?” I snapped, my voice rising, panic clawing. “What’d you tell him, Diana? What do you want?”

Her eyes softened, steady. “I don’t love him, Bernie,” she said, her voice firm. “It’s just… nostalgia, a thrill for what I never had back then. That’s it. After two months, that feeling’s gone. He’s just a fuck, nothing more. I love you.”

Relief flooded me, her words a lifeline, but my pulse still raced, Ethan’s audacity a blade in my chest. “You sure?” I pressed, my voice low, needing every detail. “What else did he say?”

“I shut him down,” she said, her jaw tight. “Told him to stop dreaming. But I feel bad, Bernie, stringing him along.”

Guilt flickered in her eyes, but her loyalty anchored me. She was mine, honest to a fault, and that made the cuckold game work. But Ethan—he’d crossed a line, his fantasy of stealing her a threat I couldn’t ignore. I leaned closer to the screen, the hotel’s moldy walls closing in, my voice hardening. “I’m back tomorrow. Invite him to our place. Fuck him there. I’ll ‘catch’ you, teach him a lesson, scare him off for good.”

Her eyes widened, worry creasing her brow. “Don’t go too far, okay?” she said, her voice soft. “I don’t want trouble.”

“Just enough to make him back off,” I said, forcing a grin, though my blood burned at the thought of his hands on her. “He doesn’t get to dream about you.”

She nodded, her gaze still uneasy but trusting. “Okay, I’ll do it,” she said. “But be careful, Bernie.”

I ended the call, the gunfire outside louder now, the bed’s creak matching my racing heart. Ethan’s threat had shaken me, made me question the game, but Diana’s love pulled me back. The cuckold life was ours, not his, and I’d take control. Planning the confrontation, I felt a rush—picturing Diana fucking him in our home, me bursting in, his fear as I loomed over him. It wasn’t just about scaring him; it was the thrill of her performing for me, the trap we’d set together. A pang of guilt hit—putting her in that spot wasn’t fair—but her nod, her trust, drowned it out. She was my queen, and Ethan would learn his place. Tomorrow, I’d make it clear: Diana was mine, body and soul, and no one could steal her.




Chapter 12

Reclamation

Back from the Middle East, my boots silent on the hardwood, I cracked open our bedroom door, the golden lamplight spilling across the white silk sheets. Diana and I had planned this—her with Ethan, me catching them at the peak. There she was, naked, her sweat-slick body glistening, blonde hair a wild halo, thighs spread wide as Ethan thrust into her, the wet slap of their bodies echoing. Her soft moans filled the air, her breasts bouncing, but her green eyes flickered toward the shadows where I stood, a glint of knowing in them. Ethan, his cock rigid, growled possessively, “You’re mine, Diana. Bernie doesn’t deserve this pussy.”

She moaned, “Yeah, fuck me,” her voice thick, but that glance told me she was playing her part, our trap set. Ethan kept going, oblivious. “I’ll marry you, make you come every night, not like that useless husband of yours.”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully in my jeans, my heart pounding with a mix of rage and raw arousal. This was hotter than any story she’d told , the reality of her with him—flesh, sweat, and betrayal—so vivid it burned. His words stung, jealousy flaring, but her eyes on me, our plan, kept me grounded. The cuckold thrill surged, darker and stronger than ever, urging me to leap in, but I held back, savoring the twisted rush.

As Ethan’s thrusts quickened, his groan rising—“I’m gonna come, baby”—I kicked the door wide, the wood slamming against the wall. “Get off my wife, now!” I roared, my voice ice-cold, stepping into the light.

Ethan froze, his cock wilting, his face paling to ash. He scrambled back, nearly falling off the bed. I yanked the Glock from my belt, leveling it at him, my eyes hard. “You piece of shit, you think you can fuck my wife?”

His cock wilted like a dying leaf. He tried to cover himself with his shirt, stammering nonsense, eyes darting for an exit like a trapped animal.
“Please, man, I didn’t know—I thought she was done with you—”

Diana pulled the silk sheet over her breasts, her expression a mix of surprise and calm, her lips twitching as if watching a play unfold. I stepped closer, the gun steady. “Show up again, and I’ll blow your fucking head off, hang you out on the street. Go back to your wife.”

He fumbled into his pants, hands shaking, and bolted, muttering, “I’m done, I swear!” The front door slammed, the winter wind howling outside, sealing his retreat. I tossed the Glock onto the nightstand, the clatter loud, power coursing through me. Ethan was gone, and Diana was mine.

I turned to her, her eyes blazing with desire, the sheet slipping to reveal her full breasts, her pussy still glistening from him. The sight of her, used and radiant, should’ve broken me, but it made me want to erase him with every inch of my body. I lunged, kissing her hard, our tongues clashing, ripping off my shirt, pushing her down onto the crumpled sheets. My fingers found her pussy, soaked with her arousal and his cum, the squelch under my touch obscene in the candlelit quiet. “He came in this pussy, didn’t he, my filthy slut?” I growled, my cock straining, freed from my jeans, pulsing with need.

She spread her legs wider, her laugh wicked. “Yeah, he pumped my pussy full,” she purred, her nails grazing my chest. “You love your dirty slut like this, don’t you?”

“Fuck yes,” I snarled, thrusting into her, her pussy stretched from his cock but gripping me like I was her only, the bed creaking wildly. “You let him fuck you, but you come crawling back to me, my perfect whore.” The image of his cum inside her fueled me, a twisted fire—I hated him, loved her more for it, wanted to drown his mark in mine.

She moaned, her hips rocking, her breasts bouncing, sweat gleaming. “Yeah, fuck your slut, Bernie! He tried to tame me, but only you make this pussy scream.”

“Did he moan like a bitch when he came?” I rasped, my balls slapping her ass, wet and loud, her gasps raw, shared with his seed. “Or did you fake it, thinking of me?”

“Faked it,” she cried, her nails digging into my back, her pussy pulsing. “Screamed your name in my head, Bernie!”

“Liar,” I growled, thrusting harder, her pussy clenching, betraying her. “How many times did he make you come, slut? Don’t bullshit me.”

“Once,” she gasped, her thighs trembling, “but you… you’re fucking better!”

I pictured Ethan’s cock in her, his smug claims, and it drove me wild, my dominance a blaze. “He thought this pussy was his,” I snarled, lifting her legs, the slap of our bodies deafening, her cries jagged. “But it’s mine, isn’t it? Tell me!”

“Yours, Bernie!” she screamed, her pussy squeezing like a vice, “only yours, you make it come!”

Her climax hit, her body shuddering, her scream piercing, pulling me with her. I roared, spilling into her, our bodies locked, trembling, the room spinning, her vanilla scent mixing with our musk and the apple candle’s glow. We collapsed, sweat-slick, her laughter soft, our breaths heavy. “Love you,” she whispered, curling into me, her skin warm, marked by both of us.

I kissed her, tasting sweat and his faint shadow, and it didn’t matter. I’d take her—raw, used, and wholly mine. “Love you too,” I said, my heart full. Ethan’s defeat, Diana’s loyalty, our shared fire—it made us unbreakable. The cuckold game was ours, a bond no one could touch, and we’d burn brighter for it. He thought he could steal her. But I let him borrow her, and I took her back. She’s mine—not because I force her, but because she chooses me, again and again




Chapter 13

A New Choice

Weeks after Ethan bolted from our house, his tail between his legs, he vanished—no texts, no flirty glances, gone like a ghost. At Diana’s Sweet Treats, the bakery hummed with spring energy, the chalkboard touting “Spring Cupcake Sale,” the air thick with cookie dough and coffee. Regulars like Tom still tossed playful jabs. “Hey, sweetheart, you baking or melting my heart?” he’d grin, leaning on the counter. Diana shot back, “Watch it, Tom, you’ll get burned,” her smile sharp but light. “I still remember that pussy of yours,” he’d mutter when no one was around, his eyes hungry from that one time she let him touch her. She’d laugh it off, shutting him down—sometimes letting him cop a feel when the shop was empty, but nothing more. “He’s too crude, not my type,” she’d tell me later, though she admitted his hands knew her itch. Watching her handle him, confident and in control, made me proud, but it didn’t spark the fire we’d had.

At home, our nights were still hot, the silk sheets of our bed slick with sweat as I fucked her, her moans soft under me. But the edge was dulling, the wild hunger from Ethan’s days fading. She never complained, her body yielding, but I felt it—her pussy craved the cuckold thrill, the dirty rush of another man’s touch. Lying awake, I pictured her bored, drifting, Sarah’s grief haunting me—what if I wasn’t enough? The thought twisted my gut, but imagining her with someone new, her eyes alight, her moans raw, hardened my cock. I wanted that fire back, for her, for us.

Friday night, after a gentle fuck, we lay tangled in the white silk sheets, the golden lamplight bathing Diana’s naked body, sweat shimmering on her breasts. The air smelled of her vanilla perfume and our musk, a Merlot bottle tipped over on the nightstand, the Yankee Candle’s apple scent flickering. I traced her thigh, my fingers brushing her still-wet pussy, the heat of her stirring me. “You want to keep going, don’t you?” I murmured, my lips on her ear. “The cuckold thing.”

Her cheeks flushed, a shy smile breaking through, but her eyes gleamed with want. “You think I need it?” she asked, her voice low, teasing.

“I know this pussy does,” I said, my thumb circling her clit, her gasp sharp. “It’s screaming for it. What about Tom? He still pushing you?”

She pouted, her lips tempting. “He’s in every day, begging to touch my pussy again. Sometimes, when the shop’s dead, I let him—his fingers hit the right spots. But fuck me? Nah. He’s rough, not hot, not my vibe.”

“You sure?” I pressed, my cock twitching, her honesty fueling me. “You want his cock in you?”

“Nope,” she said, smirking. “Maybe if he wasn’t such a sleaze. His hands are good, but I’m not feeling it.”

I nodded, my mind racing. “Then I’ll pick someone for you,” I said, my voice firm, taking control. “Keep it safe, keep it hot.”

She bit her lip, a soft moan escaping as my fingers dipped deeper, her pussy soaking my hand. Her body was begging, and I loved it—loved her need, loved steering it. I should’ve felt guilty, pushing her toward another man, but her trust, her dripping arousal, drowned it out. I pulled out my phone, the lock screen glowing with a photo of us at her bakery, and opened a picture of Mike—my 25-year-old teammate, Jake’s replacement. Tall, blond, muscles rippling under his army fatigues, a cocky grin that screamed youth and hunger. “Mike,” I said, showing her. “He’s loyal, listens to me like a brother. I think he’ll fuck you right.”

Her eyes lit up, scanning the photo, her breath catching. “Hmm,” she teased, her voice dripping, “I only go for big dicks, Bernie. If he’s packing light, I’m out.”

Her filthy words sent a jolt through me, my cock springing hard despite just coming, the bed creaking as I leaned into her. “Don’t worry, babe,” I growled, grinning, “Mike won’t let you down. I’ll teach him how to make this pussy sing.”

She moaned, wrapping her arms around me, her nails grazing my back. “You’re such a bad husband,” she purred, “and I fucking love it.”

I kissed her deep, our tongues tangling, the silk sheets sliding against our skin, her heartbeat pounding against mine. The plan took shape—Mike at our house, Diana seducing him, me watching, the cuckold fire roaring back. I pictured her under him, his muscles flexing, her moans wild, and it set me ablaze. I was in control, choosing her lover, scripting her pleasure, and her trust made it perfect. The candle flickered, the spring breeze whispering outside, and I knew we’d burn brighter than ever. She was mine—not just in body, but in the game we played, the choices we made together.




Chapter 14

Mike's Visit

Saturday afternoon, the Ohio sun filtered through the backyard oak, casting dappled light on the wooden table. I stood at the Weber BBQ, the sizzle of ribs filling the air with smoky sweetness, a Bud Light sweating in my hand. Mike rolled up, his green polo tight over his chiseled frame, his blond hair catching the light, a grin splitting his face. “Boss, this spread’s killer,” he said, clapping my shoulder. “Can I move in?”

I handed him a cold Bud, chuckling. “Make yourself at home, Mike.” Diana stepped out from the kitchen, her denim shorts hugging her thighs, a white tank top clinging to her curves, her blonde ponytail shimmering. She set a tray of beers on the table, bending low, her cleavage teasing through the thin fabric. Mike’s eyes flicked to her, lingering, then darted away, his throat bobbing. “Hot out here, huh?” she said, her smile sly, her green eyes catching mine—a silent “Game on.” My pulse quickened, my cock stirring, the cuckold thrill sparking as I caught her not-so-innocent vibe.

After the BBQ, I played my part. “Gonna clean up,” I said, heading inside, leaving them alone. In the living room, the navy sofa glowed under the soft light, a Yankee Candle’s apple scent mingling with the faint buzz of spring air through the window. I lingered behind the kitchen door, peering through the crack. Diana sat close to Mike, her thigh brushing his khakis. “So, Mike,” she purred, “you ever tell Bernie about your love life back at the unit?”

Mike flushed, rubbing his neck. “Nah, nothing worth telling, Diana.”

She leaned in, her fingers grazing his arm, her voice honeyed. “Come on, I saw you staring earlier.” No accusation, just a tease, but it hit like a spark. Mike stiffened, his eyes wide. “I… didn’t mean to,” he stammered.

Her laugh was soft, dangerous, as she slid closer, their thighs touching. “It’s fine,” she said, her eyes locked on his. “If you like what you see, look.” The air thickened, heavy with want, Mike’s breath ragged, his hand twitching like he wanted to touch her but didn’t dare. From my hiding spot, my cock hardened, the voyeur’s rush consuming me, jealousy a faint sting against the fire of watching her work—smoother, sharper than with Ethan.

Then the move. Diana reached for a beer, “accidentally” knocking it to the floor, the can rolling with a clink. She bent to pick it up, her shorts stretching tight, her ass and thighs a perfect curve, Mike’s gaze glued to her, his Adam’s apple bobbing. As she stood, her breasts brushed his arm, her nipples hard through the tank top, and she held his stare, her lips curving wickedly. “S-sorry,” Mike choked, his face scarlet. “I didn’t—”

“No need to apologize,” she whispered, stepping closer, her breath warm on his ear. “I don’t mind.” Silence stretched, electric, their breaths syncing, Mike’s hand trembling, hovering near her hip. My cock ached, the cuckold thrill roaring—her control, her daring, hotter than any fantasy.

I stepped into the room, breaking the spell. Diana’s eyes flicked to me, her smile soft but loaded. “There you are,” she said, her tone dripping. “Missed you.” Her look screamed, “How’d I do?” I grinned, pouring Mike a fresh beer. “Drink up, man,” I said, casual, but my eyes stayed on Diana, catching her fingers trailing Mike’s thigh under the table, his body tensing. “Thanks, boss,” he mumbled, his hand shaky, torn between lust and loyalty. I sat across, pretending to relax, but the voyeur game was on, my cock throbbing as she played him, letting her lead.

Dinner rolled on, and Diana pushed harder. Under the table, her hand slid to Mike’s crotch, stroking his cock through his khakis, feeling it swell, thick and hard. Mike’s shoulders twitched, his eyes darting to me, panic and want at war. “Diana,” he hissed, barely audible, “the boss is right here.”

“Relax,” she murmured, her smile devilish. “Bernie’s clueless.” I saw his jaw clench, his thighs flexing, loving it but terrified, loyal to me yet crumbling under her touch. Diana’s glance at me was pure fire, daring me to react, and it set me ablaze, my cock straining as she owned the room, bolder than ever. I kept up the act, rambling about old missions, my voice steady despite the heat pooling in my gut.

When Mike left, his goodbye was stiff, his eyes lingering on Diana, raw hunger in them. “Thanks… for dinner,” he said, his voice tight. “Come back soon,” she replied, her smile a promise. The door shut, and I dragged her to the bedroom, the silk sheets cool against her skin. I tore off her tank top, pushed her down, and kissed her hard, my tongue claiming her. My fingers found her pussy, soaked from her game with Mike, the squelch under my touch drowning the candle’s crackle. “Mike’s cock was huge, wasn’t it?” I growled, freeing my cock, thrusting into her, the bed creaking. “You were dripping when you touched it, weren’t you?”

“Yeah,” she moaned, her hips rocking, her breasts bouncing, sweat gleaming. “It’s fucking big, Bernie… I got so wet stroking it.”

“You’re aching to feel what his cock’s like, huh?” I rasped, my balls slapping her ass, wet and loud, her gasps raw. “I own every inch of what he touched.”

“For you,” she cried, her nails clawing my back, her pussy pulsing. “I want that cock, but it’s for us, you sick fuck!”

“Say it,” I snarled, lifting her legs, pounding harder, the image of her hand on him driving me wild. “Tell me you crave his cock more than sleep.”

“Please,” she screamed, her voice breaking, “I need that big cock, Bernie!” Her hesitation melted, her pussy clenching, betraying her need. “You were made for this filth, weren’t you?”

Her climax hit, her pussy squeezing like a vice, her scream piercing, pulling me over. I roared, spilling into her, our bodies shuddering, locked together, the room spinning, her vanilla scent mixing with our musk. We collapsed, sweat-slick, her laughter soft, our breaths heavy. “Love you,” she whispered, curling into me, her skin warm, marked by our game.

I kissed her, tasting her sweat and the thrill of what we’d started. I’d take her—teasing, wild, and mine. “Love you too,” I said, my heart full. Mike’s hunger, Diana’s daring, our shared fire—it made us unstoppable. The cuckold game was alive again, and we’d burn it to the ground, together, choosing every step.




Chapter 15

Three in Harmony

Wednesday night in a Colombian jungle, the campfire crackled, its smoke stinging my eyes, the humid air thick with the scent of damp earth and pine. Crickets chirped, a relentless drone under the starlit sky, the mood heavy after a brutal mission. We’d lost a teammate, and the weight sat on us. I handed Mike a Corona, the bottle sweating in my hand. “Drink, kid,” I said, my voice rough. “Today was hell.”

Mike took a swig, his blond hair matted, his eyes shadowed. “Thought we were done for, boss,” he muttered, staring into the flames.

I nodded, my mind drifting to Diana, her smile a lifeline. Wanting to shake the gloom, I leaned in, my tone playful but sharp. “Hey, Mike, that day at my place—what was with those looks at Diana? Don’t lie, I saw you.”

His face flushed, his bottle pausing mid-air. “Boss… she’s just… too damn hot,” he stammered. “Her face, her body, that wild vibe, that… womanly scent. I can’t even think about going back to your place. I’d lose it.”

His honesty made me laugh, raw and real, unlike Ethan’s scheming. “You want her, don’t you?” I pressed, my eyes locked on his. “Be straight with me.”

Mike swallowed hard, his jaw tight. “Yeah,” he admitted, barely audible. “But you’re my boss. She’s your wife. I’d never—”

I clapped his shoulder, my voice bold, cutting him off. “What if I invited you over, the three of us fucking together? You in?”

His eyes bugged out, the bottle nearly slipping. “You… serious?” A grin broke through, nervous but eager. “If you’re cool with it, boss, I’m not saying no.”

My cock twitched, the cuckold thrill sparking as the plan solidified. “Back in Ohio, you’re coming over,” I said, sealing it. “Diana’s gonna love you.” A flicker of worry hit—could this spiral like Ethan?—but Mike’s loyalty, Diana’s trust, drowned it out. I was already picturing her between us, her moans filling our bedroom.

Saturday night in Ohio, the living room glowed, Yankee Candles casting apple-scented warmth, Merlot glinting in our glasses. Diana wore a red dress, tight as sin, her curves a tease, her blonde hair loose and shimmering. She sat next to Mike, her hand sneaking under the table, stroking his cock through his khakis, her fingers firm as he stiffened, his face reddening. “Eat up, Mike, don’t be shy,” she purred, squeezing, her smile wicked. Mike choked out, “Y-yeah, Diana,” his throat bobbing, fighting to stay cool. I watched, my cock hardening, her boldness—hotter than ever—setting me on fire. After dinner, she led us to the bedroom, the silk sheets gleaming under the golden lamplight, her vanilla perfume thick in the air.

Diana stood between us, her chest rising slow, deliberate, her green eyes flicking from me to Mike, a predator sizing her prey. “You both want me, don’t you?” she whispered, her voice dripping heat, her lips parting. “Then take me. But look at each other first.” Mike’s gaze met mine, his pupils wide, unsure, his hand twitching toward her hip. I gave a single nod, my jaw tight, my cock already straining. His fingers dug into her, hesitant but hungry, and she smiled, wicked and commanding, her power crackling in the air.

She peeled off her dress, revealing black lace lingerie, the fabric clinging to her curves, her nipples hard beneath. She knelt before Mike, unzipping his khakis, his cock springing free—thick, glistening, bigger than mine. Her eyes locked on his, then mine, as she gripped both our cocks, her hands warm, firm. “I want you both hard,” she said, her grin feral. “One in my mouth, one in my pussy. Don’t make me beg, boys.” My blood roared, her dominance a fire, and Mike’s sharp inhale echoed my own, our bodies hers to command.

She licked Mike’s tip, slow, her tongue swirling, moaning, “Fuck, Mike, this cock’s huge… I need it.” Mike froze, glancing at me, “Boss… she’s—” I cut him off, my voice low, “Fuck her mouth, Mike. Now.” She sucked deeper, her throat humming, her hand pumping him as she glanced at me, daring me to join. I knelt behind her, my tongue plunging into her pussy, her wet heat dripping, her moans vibrating through Mike’s cock. She pulled back, her voice sharp, “Harder, Mike, shove that cock down my throat!” Mike grabbed her hair, thrusting, his shyness crumbling, “You’re killing me, Diana.”

She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs, her pussy glistening. “Fuck me, Mike,” she ordered, her eyes blazing. He pushed into her, his size stretching her, her scream raw, “Yes, fuck, I’m coming!” I knelt by her face, my cock out, and she sucked me, her tongue wild, her eyes locked on mine, screaming, “You’re my everything, Bernie.” Mike pounded, the slap of their bodies loud, “Your pussy’s so fucking tight!” She moaned around my cock, “Harder, Mike, make this slut scream!” I growled, “I own every inch of what he touched, don’t I?”

“Yours,” she gasped, pulling off my cock, her body shaking, “always yours!” Her climax hit, her hair a tangled mess, her scream piercing, and I felt the cuckold rush consume me, raw and electric.

I flipped her onto her stomach, thrusting into her from behind, her pussy hot from Mike, the squelch obscene. “You were made for this filth, weren’t you?” I snarled, my balls slapping her ass, our hips brushing Mike’s as he knelt in front, her mouth on his cock again. Our rhythms synced, two cocks, one woman, a primal symphony of sin, the closeness amplifying the thrill without crossing lines. “Answer me, slut,” I demanded, pounding harder.

“Yes,” she screamed, “I’m your filthy whore, Bernie!” Mike groaned, “I’m gonna come, Diana!” I drove deeper, picturing his cock in her, “He fucked you, but I make you scream, don’t I?”

“Only you,” she cried, her pussy clenching, “you break me!” “Switch,” she gasped, her voice wild, commanding, “I want both of you—use me, don’t ask, just fuck me!” Mike hesitated, but her eyes burned, and he moved, his cock back in her mouth as I slammed into her pussy, her body trembling under our combined force. Mike came, spilling into her mouth, and she swallowed, her eyes feral. I pushed her to another climax, her scream my name, her body convulsing, and I roared, coming hard, our bodies collapsing, sweat-slick, the room spinning.

Diana kissed me, soft and warm, “You’re amazing, Bernie.” Mike panted, grinning, “Boss, that was… unreal.” We laughed, tangled together, bound by desire and trust, her vanilla scent mingling with our sweat. I kissed her, tasting her and the wildness we’d shared. I’d take her—raw, commanding, and mine. “Love you,” I whispered, my heart full. Mike’s loyalty, Diana’s fire, our game—it made us unbreakable. We’d burned through the edge and come back stronger, together.




Chapter 16

The Choicest

After Colombia’s blood and fire, Mike and I carved out a ritual: every return to Ohio meant a night with Diana, our bodies colliding in a primal reward. In our bedroom, the white silk sheets crumpled under us, Diana knelt between us, her lips sliding over Mike’s thick cock, then mine, her moans vibrating, “You both make me so fucking wet!” Mike thrust into her, his muscles flexing, while I kissed her neck, my tongue tracing her pulse, our rhythms syncing, the slap of skin echoing. Her screams filled the air, her body shuddering as we pushed her over the edge, and after, we collapsed, sweat-slick, laughing like we’d cheated death again. “Bernie, you’re the fucking best!” she’d cry, her green eyes locked on mine, her love a blaze that fed my cuckold high. Each time, I owned every inch of what Mike touched, my heart swelling with her loyalty.

But the thrill wasn’t enough. On missions, with Mike and me dodging bullets, Diana was alone, running her bakery, her days long and quiet. What if we didn’t come back, like the teammate we lost in Colombia? Who’d hold her, fuck her, love her? Lying beside her one night, the pumpkin-scented Yankee Candle flickering, I stroked her blonde hair, my voice low. “You need more, Diana,” I said, my fingers brushing her thigh. “If Mike and I aren’t here, you need someone else.”

She laughed, her eyes glinting, “Trying to make me your slut again, huh?”

“Always my slut,” I growled, my cock twitching, “but one we choose together. Someone long-term, someone who could… care for you, even love you, if I’m gone.” Sarah’s grief flashed in my mind, the fear of leaving Diana alone.

She pressed a finger to my lips, her voice soft but firm. “Don’t talk like that, Bernie.” She paused, her eyes searching mine, then nodded. “If it’s what you want, I’ll try. But you have to like them.”

I kissed her hard, my cock hardening, the idea of her with someone new igniting me. “You’re mine,” I whispered, “and we’ll find the right one.” Fear lingered—could I lose her?—but her trust, our game, made me bold.

At Diana’s Sweet Treats, the bakery hummed, the “Fall Pie Sale” chalkboard bright, the air thick with pumpkin and cinnamon. Diana, in a tight tank top, her hair loose, flirted lightly with customers. Tom, the salt-and-pepper regular, leaned closer each day, his voice low, “Come on, Diana, let me pet that pussy again.” One evening, after closing, the golden light soft, she gave in, wanting to please me. In the back storeroom, surrounded by flour sacks, she set her phone to record, the lens hidden on a shelf. Tom kissed her roughly, yanking off her top, pushing her against the sacks, his thrusts quick, sloppy. “Harder, Tom!” she urged, her moans forced, her eyes dull. He came fast, panting, “You’re fucking perfect, Diana.” She smiled thinly, “Thanks, Tom, but you’re a bit… past your prime.”

In a Colombian safehouse, her WhatsApp pinged: “Tom’s weak, Bernie. No spark. Watch, I did it for you.” The video loaded—Diana against the sacks, her skirt hiked, Tom pumping, her moans hollow, her face blank, nothing like the fire with Mike or me. My cock throbbed, the cuckold rush hitting hard, but her empty eyes gutted me. She was stunning, her body yielding, but I wanted her to burn, not just fuck. Her loyalty, doing this for me, made me love her fiercely, but Tom’s failure stung—I needed someone to light her up. “You’re the best slut,” I texted, “but Tom’s a bust. Try someone else.”

“Love you,” she replied. “I’ll find better.”

Diana tried John, a 35-year-old trucker, fucking him in his rig after hours. Her text was blunt: “John’s stronger than Tom, but still missing something.” I got a photo—her naked in the cab, sweat on her skin, her eyes half-closed, no spark. My cock stiffened, the image raw, but her face told the truth: John didn’t touch her soul like Mike did, didn’t make her scream like me. I ached for her to feel that fire, to come so hard she forgot her name, but only for us. Her honesty, her choice to share, tied me tighter to her, even as jealousy flickered. “Keep going,” I texted, “we’ll find him.”

Then Luke, a 28-year-old buddy of Mike’s, took her on our navy sofa, the living room glowing with candlelight. Her photo came—her naked, hair tousled, sprawled on the cushions—her message clear: “Luke’s fun, but he doesn’t make me come like you or Mike.” My cock hardened, her body a gift, but her eyes lacked the wild hunger I craved. She was mine, fucking others for me, but I wanted her consumed, her pussy pulsing like with Mike, not just going through the motions. Her devotion, her texts, made my heart swell, but Luke’s failure sharpened my resolve—we needed better. “C’mon, babe,” I replied, “we’ll get the right guy.”

In bed, the golden lamplight catching her hair, the Merlot bottle empty, I traced her thigh. “We need someone like Mike,” I said, my voice firm, “loyal, strong, built to last. Someone who can make you cry from pleasure and still know it’s me you sleep next to. Not just another cock—someone who gets they’re second to me, who loves you a little but respects our game.”

She nodded, her eyes soft. “I’m in, but you pick them,” she said. “I only love you, Bernie.”

I kissed her deep, the silk sheets sliding, my voice a growl. “You’re mine, my perfect slut. We’ll find him.” The plan took shape: we’d vet candidates, test them in bed, build a cuckold bond that could endure. Her photos, her texts, her voice—they drove me wild, the cuckold fire roaring, but her love kept me grounded. I’d take her—shared, wild, and mine, always choosing me, no matter who fucked her.




Chapter 17

The Younger Brother

One weekend, my phone buzzed with Owen’s name—my 18-year-old brother, the family’s brainiac with a tech obsession. “Bernie, I got a scholarship to a mid-tier state university for IT,” he said, his voice tight. “But living in Columbus is gonna bleed me dry.”

I leaned back in our Ohio kitchen, grinning. “Move in with us, little man. We’ve got room, and it’ll be like when we were kids.” His relief flooded the line, “You’re the best, bro! I won’t be a hassle, I swear.” As I hung up, a twisted spark flared: Owen, young, eager, untouched—could he outshine Mike, become a permanent part of our game? I pictured Diana fucking him, her moans wild, his innocence hers to mold, and my cock stirred, the cuckold itch roaring. My brother, bound by blood, could be the one to care for her if a mission claimed me.

Owen moved into the spare room upstairs, his laptop and textbooks cluttering the space. At 5’10”, he was lanky, with messy brown hair, blue eyes behind geeky glasses, and a clumsy charm. He threw himself into helping at Diana’s Sweet Treats, hauling flour sacks, wiping counters, his smile bright. “Diana, your cookies are Ohio’s best!” he’d gush, his voice pure enthusiasm. She teased, “Careful, Owen, you’ll get addicted.” I watched, my pulse spiking, as his gaze shifted when she moved—her tight tank top hugging her curves, her blonde hair glowing under the bakery’s golden light. One afternoon, she bent to grab a tray, her cleavage spilling, and Owen’s face went crimson, his hands fumbling a rag. He turned away, but I caught it: raw, hungry desire, not just admiration. My lips curled, the cuckold thrill surging. My brother, lusting after my wife—I should’ve been pissed, but I was fucking electrified.

At the university, Owen was settling in, spending late nights in programming classes at the IT building. One day, I overheard him on the phone, planning to meet his friend Andrew at the cafeteria there, probably geeking out over code or servers. His world of algorithms and late-night study sessions felt a world away from our game, but it only sharpened my vision of him—smart, driven, a kid with a future who could be shaped into something more.

That night, in our bedroom, the silk sheets cool, the pumpkin Yankee Candle flickering, I traced Diana’s thigh, the golden lamplight catching her hair. “What do you think of Owen?” I murmured, my lips brushing her ear.

She flushed, shaking her head. “Bernie, he’s your little brother—like my kid brother, too.”

I chuckled, kissing her neck, my fingers grazing her pussy, already damp. “He’s not looking at you like a brother, babe. He wants you bad.” I leaned in, my voice low, coaxing. “Owen’s sharp, IT-bound, gonna make bank someday. He’s soft, loyal, wears his heart on his sleeve—stuff I can’t always give. He’d be there for you forever, not like Mike. If we had a kid, he’d love it like his own, blood or not.” Her breath hitched, her eyes glinting, and I pressed, “He’s perfect for us.”

She bit her lip, a moan slipping out as my fingers worked. “You’re a sick fuck,” she whispered, but her pussy soaked my hand. “If you want this… I’ll try. For you.”

“You’re my perfect slut,” I growled, my cock throbbing. “Drive him wild, but you’re still mine.”

“Only yours,” she said, her voice steady. I kissed her deep, the plan blazing, my heart pounding with twisted glee. A shadow of worry crept in—Owen’s youth, his big heart, could he fall too hard?—but her love, her trust, burned it away.

Friday night, the living room glowed, the navy sofa warm under candlelight, Merlot glasses glinting. Diana, in a tight red dress, her hair loose, laughed as we drank. I yanked her onto the sofa, peeling off her dress, her naked body shimmering with sweat. She knelt, her lips wrapping my cock, her tongue slow, teasing, moaning, “Your cock makes me so fucking wet, Bernie.” I pushed her back, spreading her legs, thrusting into her dripping pussy, the squelch loud. “You were made for this filth, weren’t you?” I snarled, pounding hard, the sofa creaking.

“Yes,” she screamed, “I’m your filthy whore, Bernie!” Her moans shook the room, her hair a wild halo, her pussy clenching as she came, her body quaking.

I’d left the front door cracked, knowing Owen was due back from a late programming class. The door clicked, and he stepped in, backpack slung, his eyes popping as he saw Diana—naked, gasping, her pussy glistening under me. “Owen,” I said, smirking, not slowing, “come on in.”

He froze, his face scarlet, his jeans bulging. “B-Bernie… Diana… shit, I’m sorry!” he stammered, his gaze glued to her breasts, her thighs, drinking her in. Then he bolted upstairs, his door slamming. Diana, panting, met my eyes, her lips twitching. “You fucking planned that, you pervert.”

I laughed, kissing her hard, my cock still deep. “Game’s on, babe.”

She moaned, her nails digging into me. “You’re so fucked up.” We collapsed, laughing, her warmth against me, the thrill of Owen’s hunger sealing our bond. His stunned eyes, his obvious hard-on—they seared into me, worlds apart from Tom’s sloppy thrusts or John’s lifeless fucking. Owen was green, pure, but the way he stared, like Diana was a goddess, told me he could be molded. My brother, caught in our web, wasn’t just a spark—he was a flame we could fan into something eternal. My cock twitched, the cuckold fire blazing, knowing we’d draw him in, shape him for us. I wasn’t just turned on—I was proud, her daring, her loyalty, making this insane risk worth it.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, kissing her sweat-slick forehead, her vanilla scent grounding me. “Love you.”

“Love you too,” she murmured, curling into me. Owen, fresh from his IT classes and cafeteria chats with Andrew, was raw, untested, but blood tied us, and we’d weave him into our game, keeping Diana ours, always choosing me.

[Want to see what Owen saw next? Read Book 1: My Sister-in-Law (Owen’s POV).]
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