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    Dear Reader, 
 
    I am thrilled to present my latest novel, "My Sweet wife in Black Hands" Inspired by the many complexities of relationships and the dynamics of desire, this book explores the journey of a husband who leads his wife into the world of hotwifing. 
 
    As you delve into this story, you will be taken on a journey of self-discovery, eroticism, and emotional turmoil. It is a tale that challenges traditional notions of love and monogamy and explores the depths of trust, vulnerability, and desire. 
 
    Through the eyes of our protagonist, you will experience the intense passion and longing for Emily, his wife, as he leads her into new sexual experiences and navigates the challenges that come with it. But this journey is not without twists and turns, as Emily and her husband discover more about themselves and their relationship than they ever thought possible. 
 
    I invite you to join me on this journey of love, lust, and self-discovery. Let the pages of this book take you on an adventure you will never forget. 
 
    Yours truly, 
 
    Wife Celebrator 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Opening, 
 
    As I sit alone in our quiet home, a wave of nostalgia washes over me, knowing my beloved wife Emily is journeying to her native land. Her childhood memories, rich with warm sentimentality, fill her thoughts as she disembarks from the plane. I can't help but imagine the emotions she feels, immersing herself in the familiar sights, sounds, and fragrances she's long missed. While she's away, I know she's pining for the place she calls home and for those she holds dear, and I can only hope she yearns for me as well. I'm anxiously awaiting her return, eager to hear every detail of her travels and to relive cherished memories together. 
 
    "Promise me you'll call me as soon as you get there," I had said to Emily, hugging her tightly before she left for her trip. 
 
     "I promise, babe. You know I won't forget you," she replied with a playful wink before giving me a quick kiss and heading toward the airport gates. 
 
    The next day, Emily woke up early and decided to go for a walk. As she was strolling down the street, she came across a coffee shop she frequented as a child. Emily decided to go in and grab a cup of coffee. While sipping her coffee, she saw someone familiar sitting at a table in the corner. It was Lisa, her childhood friend! 
 
    "Lisa! Oh my goodness, is that really you?" Emily exclaimed, her eyes lighting up with surprise and excitement. 
 
    "Emily! It's so good to see you!" Lisa said, rising to her feet and enveloping her friend in a warm embrace. 
 
    "How have you been?" Emily asked, beaming at her old friend. 
 
    "I've been doing great. Actually, I'm a model now!" Lisa said, practically bouncing with pride. 
 
    Emily's jaw dropped in astonishment. She had always known Lisa was gorgeous, but becoming a model was truly impressive. 
 
    "Wow, that's amazing! I'm so happy for you," Emily gushed, admiring her friend's newfound success. 
 
    "Emily, you know what's even cooler? I'd like to invite you to my studio!" Lisa exclaimed with excitement. "I would love to show you around and catch up more," she continued with a grin. 
 
    Emily was thrilled. She couldn't wait to see her friend's studio and catch up on old times. 
 
    As I waited anxiously for Emily's call, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nerves. I missed her dearly and couldn't wait to hear all about her day. Finally, the phone rang, and it was Emily. 
 
    With excitement in her voice, Emily spoke, "You won't believe who I saw today, my childhood friend Lisa! She's a model now and invited me to visit her studio.” 
 
    Feeling happy for her, "That's amazing, Emily! Take a photo with her so I can see the two of you together. I miss you so much, even though it's only been a day." 
 
    Emily smiled and took a selfie with Lisa, sending it to me. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy, but I was also happy for her. I knew she would have a great time catching up with her old friend, but I also couldn't wait for her to come home to me. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    As Emily spent the day at Lisa's studio, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness. I knew she was catching up on old times. I wondered what she was doing and how she was feeling. Suddenly, my phone buzzed with a notification. It was a photo from my wife, Emily. I saw her in the picture with her hair tied up in a cute bun, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing to see her in person. I couldn't wait for her to come back and tell me about her day and her experiences. 
 
    I gazed at the photo Emily had sent me. She looked stunning, and I couldn't wait to be by her side again. Without hesitation, I texted her, "Where are you? You look absolutely gorgeous in that photo!" 
 
     "Thanks, love! I'm at Lisa's studio. She saw me taking a selfie and asked if I wanted to model some photos for you. Should I?" Emily's reply read. 
 
    I couldn't believe it! My wife, a model? My excitement was palpable as I typed back, "Yes, please! I would love to see you model. Go for it babe!" 
 
    Emily felt a bit nervous but also excited at the prospect of modeling. She had never done it before, but she trusted Lisa's expertise. I knew she was in good hands. Lisa took a few photos of Emily, and when they were finished, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment and pride in my wife. I knew she was doing something new and stepping out of her comfort zone, which made me happy. 
 
    Throughout the day, my mind wandered to thoughts of Emily and what she was up to. I couldn't resist sending her a message asking, "Hey love, where are you? Any chance you've taken some photos? Please send them over if you have any!"  
 
    To my delight, Emily replied with a photo of herself wearing a bright yellow t-shirt, which I knew was her favorite cozy shirt that she only wore at home. Seeing her in that shirt made me ache to be with her even more. 
 
    "You look super cute; I thought this top wouldn't cover your belly." I remarked as I admired my wife's photo. 
 
    "You are right, honey!" she replied and sent me the full picture where I could see her belly. 
 
    Looking at the whole image, I couldn't help but feel a sense of attraction. "Wow, that's hot; who took the picture?" I asked, intrigued. 
 
    "It's Manuel, Lisa's friend; he is a professional photographer." Emily replied. 
 
    "Manuel, huh?" I raised an eyebrow, trying to hide the jealousy in my voice. "I must say, Manuel captured your beauty perfectly," I commented, admiring the photo. 
 
    "Thanks, he really knows what he's doing," Emily replied with a smile. 
 
    I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at the mention of Lisa's friend taking the photo, but I brushed it off. "Well, I hope he knows you're taken," I said playfully. 
 
    Emily giggled. "Of course he does. Don't worry, you're the only one for me," she reassured me. 
 
    "Is that all?" I inquired. 
 
    As I eagerly waited for my wife Emily's reply, my heart skipped a beat when her message finally appeared. "Let me check it," she wrote, and I couldn't contain my excitement as I waited for her to send me the photos. 
 
    As I scrolled through the images, one in particular immediately drew my attention - Emily stood confidently in a white top and blue jean shorts that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her long legs were almost entirely exposed, and a surge of desire overtook me. 
 
    "You've never worn shorts before? They look stunning on you," I exclaimed, unable to contain my admiration. 
 
    “I have been hesitant to try them on, but Lisa encouraged me to take a chance, "Do you like them?" she asked. 
 
    "You look incredible, and it's great to see you trying something new," I told her, feeling grateful for the chance to see my wife in a whole new light.  
 
    Emily laughed, "Lisa wanted me to try even more daring outfits, but I'm not quite ready for that yet," she said, and I couldn't help but grin at the thought of what might come next. 
 
    "I'd love for you to try new things," I said to Emily, my curiosity piqued. "Why wouldn't you be interested?" 
 
    Emily paused for a moment, then responded, "I don't know. It's just not really my thing. But for you, I'm willing to give it a try." 
 
    I was thrilled at the thought of seeing Emily in daring outfits. "I'd be so turned on to see you in some hot new clothes," I admitted. "We've never done anything like that before. Will you do it for me?" 
 
    Emily nodded, considering my request. "I'll ask Lisa," she said finally. "Are you sure you want me to do this?" 
 
    "Absolutely," I replied. "I'm eagerly waiting to see the pictures." 
 
    Emily smiled, feeling excitement and nervousness about trying something new for me. She knew she would have to step out of her comfort zone, but she also knew it would be worth it to make me happy. 
 
    As I scrolled through the photos Emily had sent me, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and anticipation. The following image caught my eye. Emily wore a pink strapless top and a blue and pink-colored skirt that stopped a few inches above her knees. She looked beautiful, but I noticed she covered her legs with her hands. 
 
    "I love it, Emily! Why did you cover your legs with your hands?" I asked eagerly. 
 
    "Lisa did something unexpected," Emily replied, her voice tinged with excitement and discomfort. "She pulled my panties into my legs right before taking the picture. I wasn't comfortable with it, but she thought it would look better." 
 
    I was surprised. "What did Lisa do?" 
 
    "She just pulled my panties up to create more leg exposure, and I wasn't ready for it," Emily explained. 
 
    "I understand," I reassured her. "You don't have to feel pressured into anything you're not comfortable with. But I do appreciate you trying something new for me. You look stunning no matter what." 
 
    I wanted my wife to be comfortable and confident in what she wore. I couldn't wait to hear more about her trip and see all the photos in person! 
 
    Excitedly, I texted Emily, "Got any more outfits to show me? I'm dying to see what else Lisa picked out for you!" 
 
    "Definitely! I'll keep trying them on for you," Emily replied, eagerly obliging. 
 
    The next photo she sent me was sizzling hot - Emily wore a black sports bra top and running shorts with vibrant orange linings. I couldn't help but exclaim, "Wow, you look absolutely incredible! Is that outside?" 
 
    "Nope, just a background in the studio," Emily replied. 
 
    My desire intensified, "I can't wait to see you in person. Just looking at this photo is making me want to masturbate!" I confessed. 
 
    Emily chuckled, "Honey, you can't say things like that. It's not appropriate." 
 
    "I know, I know. But I can't help it. Can you send me more photos?" I pleaded.  
 
    Emily shook her head, "No, I want to save the rest for when we're together. And I am heading out to catch a movie now, so I'll send them later."  
 
    "Just one more, that's all I'm asking," I persisted. 
 
    "No means no. I'll send them later, okay? Gotta go now. Bye," Emily said, ending the call with a smile.

  

 
   
    Later, 
 
    "Honey, Lisa has asked if I could model for a magazine shoot since she's short on models. What do you think?" Emily asked with a hopeful smile.  
 
    "Wow, that's great news! What kind of photos?" I inquired with a mischievous grin.  
 
    Emily chuckled before replying, "Nothing too risqué.” 
 
    "Hot photos? I would love to see them!" 
 
    And before I send them to you, I need you to promise me you'll keep them private." 
 
    "Of course, you have my word," I reassured her.  
 
    "Thanks, love. I'm excited to do the shoot for you," Emily said with a twinkle in her eye.  
 
    "I can't wait to see them in person," I replied, looking forward to our reunion. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Following Day, 
 
    "Honey, I have a problem with the shoot today. The magazine editor is here and he wants me to cut my hair into a bob for the photos. I know you've never seen me with that kind of hairstyle before and I know you may not like it, but I have to do this for Lisa, my best friend. She's begging me to do it as a favor, and I don't want to let her down. Can I try it just this once? We can always let it grow back later." 
 
    “As your husband, I am open to trying new things and supporting your decisions. I have never seen you with a bob haircut before, but I trust your judgment and am willing to give it a try. We can always let it grow back later if it's not what we expected.” 
 
    "I appreciate your understanding and support, honey. Thank you for being so open-minded. I'll make sure to take lots of pictures so you can see the final result." 
 
    "Sounds good, I can't wait to see the final outcome. Just remember, I love you no matter what your hair looks like." 
 
    "I love you too, honey. Thanks for always being there for me." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Later, 
 
    "Hey, just wanted to send you a quick photo from the shoot today. What do you think of my new haircut and color?" 
 
    As I scrolled through the photos Emily had sent me, I couldn't help but feel excitement and anticipation. The following picture caught my eye. Emily was sitting on a bed, holding her body with her hands, wearing a beautiful pink strapless top and a pair of gray shorts. She looked beautiful, but I couldn't help but notice that her hair had been cut into a bob and that her dark hair had been dyed with a few highlights. 
 
    "Wow, that's a great photo of you! I can see that you've cut your hair into a bob and dyed it a little bit. I have to admit, I prefer your old hairstyle, but it still looks great on you. You look amazing in that pink top and gray shorts. Hot!. How do you feel about it?" 
 
    "I was a bit nervous about it at first, but I'm actually really loving it. And the color is just a subtle change, but I think it really brings out my eyes. Thanks for being supportive, babe." 
 
    "Of course, I'll always support you and your decisions. So, how was the shoot? Did it go well?" 
 
    "It was great! The editor loved my new look and said it was perfect for the magazine spread. And Lisa was so happy that I agreed to make the change. I'm glad I could help her out." 
 
    "I'm glad it all worked out. Can't wait to see the final spread." 
 
    The next photo widened my eyes. Emily was lying on a bed, her chest facing down and her cleavage prominently displayed. I couldn't help but feel a surge of heat as I looked at the photo. The next one was of Emily kneeling on the bed, holding her shirt up to reveal a white and pink bra. She had one finger in her mouth and looked incredibly cute. I couldn't wait to see her in person and show her how much I loved the photos. 
 
    "I must admit, seeing you in these photos definitely adds some excitement to my day," I said to Emily, feeling pride and amazement. "What magazine are they going to be in?" 
 
    "They'll be in some men's magazines," Emily replied. 
 
    "Wow, my wife is in a bikini in a men's magazine. I never imagined that," I said, feeling a little stunned. 
 
    "You seemed to like it," Emily teased. 
 
    "Well, I can't deny that. It's just a little hard to believe that it's really happening," I said. 
 
    "Do you want me to stop?" Emily asked, looking concerned. 
 
    "No, no. Keep going. You're doing great," I said, reassuring her. "Are you the only model they're shooting with today?" 
 
    "No, there's one other girl named Nina, and Lisa is modeling too," Emily replied. 
 
    "Are they as hot as you?" I asked Emily with a mischievous smile. 
 
    "Let me send you some pictures!" Emily replied, already knowing where this conversation was going. 
 
    I eagerly waited for her to send the photos, curious to see who else was at the photoshoot. Emily soon sent me some pictures of the other models, and one caught my eye. 
 
    "Who's that?" I asked, pointing to the woman in the photo. 
 
    "Oh, that's my friend Lisa," Emily replied. 
 
    I couldn't take my eyes off the picture. Lisa was slim and stunning, with curves in all the right places. 
 
    "She's hot!" I exclaimed, unable to contain my admiration. 
 
    Emily looked at me questioningly, "What do you mean?" 
 
    "I mean she's gorgeous, but not as hot as my sweetie," I said, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    In response, Emily sent me a smiley face, and I couldn't help but feel grateful to have such a beautiful and confident wife. 
 
    I was admiring a photograph of my wife. She looked stunning in it. "Oh, you are stunning," I told her over the phone. "I like your straightened hair." 
 
    "Thanks, Mike," she said. "By the way, did you notice the tattoo on my arm in the photograph?" 
 
    "What tattoo?" I asked, surprised. "You never said anything to me about having a tattoo." 
 
    "It's temporary, just drawn on with a marker," she explained. "Do you like it?" 
 
    "It's good, it's beautiful. You should keep it if you want to," I said, still trying to process the surprise. 
 
    She laughed. "I might just do that, Mike. The magazine editor really liked it. Speaking of which, they've asked me to take some photos together with the other models." 
 
    "What do you mean by 'together'?" I asked, feeling a twinge of worry. 
 
    "Just some intimate shots, like kissing and hugging," she said, trying to reassure me. 
 
    "Are you sure you want to do that?" I asked, still feeling uneasy. 
 
    "It's part of the job, Mike," she said. 
 
    "No, I insist you to continue with the modeling, It's a great opportunity for you, and I want you to take it, I'll support you all the way," I said, trying to be supportive. 
 
    "Okay," she said. "I'll do it. I'll send you the photos as soon as I can." 
 
    "I'll be waiting for them. Be safe, I love you." I said. 
 
    I had long waited for the photos, but nothing had come. A few hours later, I slept, assuming my wife was busy. However, after midnight, a few messages popped up on my phone. 
 
    The photograph made it evident that it was taken at a party. My wife wore a brightly colored, square-shaped sweater dress that ended just above her thighs. Her hair was straightened and styled beautifully, and she was the photograph's focal point. In the background, a man was sitting beside her, looking quite dashing. 
 
    "Wow, that's beautiful," I was astonished. "By the way, who are the guys sitting beside you?" 
 
    "That's Manuel," she replied with a hint of amusement. "Oh, my sweet boy, you didn't sleep? I'm tired, let's talk tomorrow. Goodnight." 
 
    It was the first time she had called me a "boy." Many thoughts ran through my mind, but eventually, I fell back asleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Day After, 
 
    "Honey, something turned up. I got an offer to model for Vixen Garments. By this time, I know that you wanted me to do what I would like, so I'm not asking permission anymore. Wait for a day, and I'll explain everything. Meanwhile, enjoy this," my wife said over the phone and sent me a beautiful photo of her wearing a two-piece white and gray sweater-like outfit, with long shoes and her belly exposed. 
 
    I replied, "Ohh, marvelous," although I didn't know what to think. Things have been going out of my hands. I pushed her for this, but now, upon my wish, she's making the decisions herself. It feels good and bad at the same time. I didn't know how I felt about it. She was going to model for Vixen Garments, and I knew about the undergarments they made, which were very hot and revealing. I couldn't believe my wife would be showcased on a billboard for all men to see. As I was having all those thoughts, a message popped out. 
 
    "Hey, babe, I got the photos from my previous photoshoot. Want to take a look?" 
 
    "Are you kidding me? I've been waiting for these! Send them over!" I replied eagerly. 
 
    A few photos popped up on my screen. 
 
    In the first photo, my wife had entirely dyed her hair a brownish-golden color. But, as soon as I saw the next photo, my heart dropped. There she was, sitting next to Gina, a well-known porn actress. My thoughts were in disarray; what the….. both of them were sitting on a couch in a very relaxed position, wearing tight shorts and tops, their legs casually draped over each other. Another girl could be seen in the background. 
 
    "Wait, did you dye your hair? And who's that with you? Is that Gina, the porn actress? You did a photoshoot with a porn actress? I can't believe it!" I exclaimed. 
 
    "You don't like it?" she asked. 
 
    "Of course, I do. But I had no idea you would do something like this. I never thought you would be into doing a photoshoot with a porn actress," I said. 
 
    "What do you mean by 'doing something like this'? You thought I wouldn't be able to take hot photos?" 
 
    "Well, not exactly. I always wanted to take some hot photos of you, but I never thought you would be into it. I didn't want to ask in case it made you uncomfortable," I admitted. 
 
    "So you've been fantasizing about taking hot photographs of me?" she asked, sounding intrigued. 
 
    "I wouldn't call it a fantasy, but seeing you in hot photos does get me excited. Do you have any more from the photoshoot?" 
 
    "I can't believe you kept that fantasy from me. And no, I don't have any more from the photoshoot," Emily said, sounding slightly annoyed. 
 
    "Please, can you send me more if you have them?" I asked, trying to sound apologetic. 
 
    "No, I can't. You kept your fantasy away from me, so I'm keeping my photos away from you," she said firmly. 
 
    "Please, babe. I promise, I won't keep any fantasies from you again," I pleaded. 
 
    "Fine. But you have to keep your promise," she said, giving in. 
 
    The following photo was a striking one. It depicted Gina, the porn actress, leaning in towards my wife seductively, her eyes closed and lips slightly parted as if in the midst of a kiss. Emily was sitting beside her, her body language indicating that she was reciprocating the advance. The other girl in the photo was standing close by, her body language suggesting she was also a part of the scene. The three of them looked incredibly passionate and sensual. 
 
    As I looked at the photo, I felt a wave of heat wash over me. I wasn't sure what was causing this sudden surge of desire, but it was undeniable. The way they were positioned and the expressions on their faces were incredibly alluring. 
 
    The next photo was not as close-up as the previous one but was still quite striking. It was an overhead shot of Gina and my wife locked in a deep kiss, their bodies pressed closely together. The other girl was standing next to them, her mouth open in amazement as if she was witnessing something extraordinary. The scene was incredibly intimate and erotic, leaving me feeling a little breathless. 
 
    Another photo came through, and "What the fuck?" I exclaimed as soon as I saw it. 
 
    "I'm sorry, honey. I sent that photo by mistake. I didn't mean to," my wife apologized. 
 
    "Meaning what exactly? To send me that photo? Is that the mistake? Not taking it!" I asked, confused.  
 
    "Honey, it's not my fault. The blond girl on the right side untied my shirt from the back, and Gina immediately licked my nipple. I didn't have any chance to do anything. I was angry and immediately stopped the photoshoot and left the set," she explained. 
 
    "You should have called me," I said, feeling hurt. 
 
    "I didn't know how you would react. I was nervous. I'm really sorry. And I mean it," she said, sounding remorseful. 
 
    "It's okay, honey. Don't be sorry. It's not your mistake. I was the one who pushed for the photoshoot. I didn't think it would be like this," I said, trying to comfort her. 
 
    "Manuel has been calling me for the past few minutes. What should I do?" she asked, sounding worried. 
 
    "Was he the photographer?" 
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "So Manuel saw your boobs!" I said, feeling a surge of jealousy. Don't worry. It's okay. Take the call and tell him it's okay. It's not his mistake," I said, trying to be rational. 
 
    "Are you okay, honey?" I asked, still concerned. 
 
    "Yes, I am okay," she said, sounding more composed. 
 
    "Don't worry, it's okay. Take the call and tell him it's okay. It's not his mistake," I reassured her. 
 
    She told me Manuel called to apologize and check on her well-being. He had even offered to take her out to dinner, but she had declined. 
 
    "So, what are you doing today?" I asked. 
 
    "I called Lisa, but she's busy with work. I didn't want to burden her with this. I didn't want her to worry about me," she said, sounding down. 
 
    "Don't blame yourself, honey. Staying inside all day will just make you feel worse. Do something, go out. Why don't you go out with Manuel for dinner? You can take him up on his offer if you want to," I suggested, trying to cheer her up. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Later, 
 
    "We had dinner and he apologized again for how the photoshoot went. He was on a tight deadline and was really stressed out," she told me. 
 
    "So you had dinner with Manuel just a day after he saw your boobs," I said, still feeling a hint of jealousy. 
 
    "Mm, you said it was okay. Don't blame me," she said. 
 
    "Yes, I am okay with it. I was just joking. Did Manuel mention anything?" I asked. 
 
    "About what?" 
 
    "Your cute boobs!" I said, trying to lighten the mood. 
 
    "Not at all. And, by the way, he didn't see my boobs. He only saw one of them," she said playfully. 
 
    "Oh! Now you're flirting back," I said, smiling. 
 
    “Bye the way, I am coming home tomorrow.” 
 
    "You are taking a vacation after a long time. Don't cancel it over this. It's not a big deal," I said, reassuring her. 
 
    "So, my boob is not a big deal now," she teased me. 
 
    "Not like that. You know how I feel about your boobs. I'm tired today. Let's talk tomorrow, okay?" I said, feeling exhausted from the emotional rollercoaster of the day. 
 
    "Okay, honey. Tomorrow then. Good night," she said, ending the conversation. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    "Honey, I have something I want to talk to you about. I know it may be difficult to bring up, but in keeping with our promise to be open about our fantasies, I want to share something with you," I said to my wife. 
 
    "Okay, go ahead," she replied, sounding curious. 
 
    "First, I want to ask you something. Do you enjoy posing for photographs? I noticed that you seemed really happy when you were posing solo and with Nina. I loved those photos and the way you looked in those short dresses. I don't want you to wear conservative clothing anymore. I want you to wear shorts when you come back, and I want you to wear sexy dresses when we go to parties together," I said, trying to be as honest as possible. 
 
    "Is that one of your fantasies? Remember, you promised not to keep any fantasies from me," she said, reminding me of our previous conversation. 
 
    "Yes, I want you to be hot around me. I want you to be sexy and alluring," I said, feeling a little embarrassed but excited about exploring this fantasy with her. 
 
    "I'll try to wear hot dresses when I come back, and I'll pose for you as you wanted," she said, sounding excited. 
 
    "That's great, honey," I said, feeling a sense of relief and happiness. 
 
    "Hi, sweetie, I know I'm not a professional photographer, but I really loved the hot photos of you that Manuel took. Would you be willing to take some more pictures for me?" 
 
    "By Manuel?" she asked, sounding curious. 
 
    "Yes, I really loved the photos of you that he took. Would you be willing to do some more for me?" I said, trying to sound as casual as possible. 
 
    "Honey, I really enjoyed posing for those photographs for you. I don't think I can ask Manuel to take more after what happened," she said, sounding thoughtful. 
 
    "What about you? Do you have any interest in modeling?" I asked, curious about her thoughts on the matter. 
 
    "I'm not sure, but I used to love taking photos of myself until Gina did that. I enjoyed it," she replied, sounding hesitant. 
 
    "Including kissing?" I asked, trying to flirt with her. 
 
    "Don't flirt with me," she said, adding, "But I will say, I enjoyed it." 
 
    "Cool," I replied, sending a love emoji with my message. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Following Day, 
 
    Emily’s adventure in modeling helped me introduce new concepts to my new romance novel as I was planning some sequence of scenarios to happen in my book. As I was lost in thought, my phone suddenly lit up with a notification. 
 
    It was from Emily, my sweet wife. The picture she sent me was of her holding a salmon, wearing a shaded t-shirt, nothing revealing. But as I said before, she was very conservative by nature and didn't wear shorts outside our home, but now as I encouraged her, she's started wearing shorts regularly. A message was attached to the picture. 
 
    "Today I went fishing with Manuel and Lisa. Lisa knows about the modeling incident. She thought I was shy and said she had done a lot of nude and erotic modeling. I was shocked to hear it," Emily's message read. 
 
    "I'm glad you're having a good time. What about what I asked yesterday? Since Manuel is there, why don't you ask him to take some photos for me?" I insisted. 
 
    "I will, if that's what you want!" Emily responded with a curious emoji. 
 
    After an hour, I received some new photos of my wife. She was wearing a stunning white top, which accentuated her curves, and a beautifully feminine skirt in a vibrant shade of purple. I couldn't help but stare in amazement as she looked more beautiful than I had ever seen. Her hair looked dark and long, and I couldn't help but feel curious. The photos were of her in various poses, and I couldn't help but admire the way her long legs looked in the pictures. In one photo, she had taken off her top, revealing a white, lacy bra that was both fashionable and classy. This trip seemed to be bringing a lot of changes in our relationship. She had never worn such stylish dresses, and I never considered her a model. These changes were giving me goosebumps. 
 
    “All those photos are incredibly sexy. Are you wearing a wig? I'll miss your hair, but you look amazing with short hair too.” 
 
    “Yes, it's a wig, my love.” 
 
    “Is that all?” 
 
    "I'm done with this outfit. I think I'll try another one. Oh, and by the way, Lisa had a playful thought, but I rejected it immediately," 
 
    "I'm curious, could you tell me what exactly Lisa had in mind?" I was intrigued. 
 
    "Sure, I'll send you her exact words," Emily said, quickly typing the message. It only took a few seconds to appear. The message read, "Emily, I was just thinking, since these photos are for your husband's eyes only, why don't you show your cute breasts? After all, Manuel has already had the pleasure of seeing them." 
 
    My fingers quickly tapped on the touchpad as I typed in shock, "What did you say?" 
 
    "I said no, of course not. I already rejected the idea. Let me change into a new outfit now," Emily replied firmly. 
 
    "Honey, I know it's a bit daring, but why don't you pose topless for me? I love seeing you in these photos, and Manuel has already seen one of your boobs. It wouldn't hurt to show a bit more, especially since Lisa is there with you. It's the perfect opportunity," I suggested to my wife. 
 
    "Are you serious? You want me to go topless in front of Lisa and Manuel?" she asked, surprised. 
 
    "Of course, it's just for our eyes only. I don't think we'll ever be comfortable with another professional photographer. Besides, you'll look absolutely stunning in this outfit," I emphasized. 
 
    "I don't know, I just said no," she said hesitantly. 
 
    "Come on, tell them. I'm sure Lisa and Manuel would be excited to help us out. Plus, it's only for us, and you know how much it turns me on," I said, trying to persuade her. 
 
    After some thinking, she finally agreed and said, "Okay, I'll do it. But just for you, I hope you're happy." 
 
    "I'm ecstatic, thank you, my love," I replied. 
 
    The minutes were crawling by as I waited for an update. Finally, I asked, "Hey, are you there? It's been a while. Did you take those photos?" 
 
    "Hi, sweetie, sorry I was busy. I didn't get a chance to check my phone. Are you excited to see me try posing topless?" 
 
    "I don't know why, but the thought of you posing in front of Manuel and Lisa turns me on. I can't explain it. Did you end up taking the photos?" 
 
    "So, my posing turns you on? Is this a new fantasy for you?" 
 
    "No, I've never had that feeling before. Don't keep me in suspense, please tell me what happened." 
 
    "What is it that you want to hear or see?" 
 
    As promised, she kept her outfit on, still clad in the same flowing skirt and delicate lace bra. I couldn't help but wonder if she had chosen to wear it for the sake of our earlier discussion and the presence of Lisa and Manuel. The thought of my wife being exposed in such a way sent a rush of heat through me, and I couldn't quite understand why. Was this a common feeling among husbands? I couldn't say, as I was new to this experience. 
 
    But when I saw the next photo, my breath caught in my throat. Her bra straps had fallen down her shoulders, hinting at the bare flesh beneath. And with one hand coyly covering one breast while the other delicately adjusted the slipping fabric, she looked like the radiant, alluring model plastered on billboards and magazines. It was a breathtakingly beautiful sight. 
 
    The following photo was absolutely stunning. Like the previous one, Emily was sitting on a sofa, but this time she had removed her bra, revealing her left breast. She was holding that breast with her left hand, showcasing it entirely and exposing her beautiful pink nipples. It was a breathtaking scene, completely contrasting with her previous shy photo. She now looked confident and bold. I couldn't help but think that she wasn't just showing her breast to me but to the whole world. It was scorching, and I couldn't help but exclaim in excitement. 
 
    The next photo was truly mesmerizing. She had removed her top entirely, revealing her ample breasts in all their glory. She was sitting on a bed, her back straight and posture confident. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her pink nipples peeked out from behind her fingers, teasing me. She looked like a goddess, every inch of her body exuding elegance and sensuality. And as if that wasn't enough, the final photo was of her in a sheer panty, her curves on full display. I was left speechless, unable to take my eyes off her beauty. 
 
    After a while, I broke the silence with a subtle yet suggestive "wow" on my lips, catching her attention. 
 
    "So you liked the photos, Lisa and Manuel said you would love them!" she said, trying to gauge my reaction. 
 
    "You're so confident in those photos, you would make a great model”. 
 
    "Manuel was asking me to model for his upcoming Vixen photo shoot and he said I would be his top choice as I am new to the industry. He also mentioned it will pay well too," she added, highlighting the financial benefits of the opportunity. 
 
    "What do you think about the idea of you appearing in magazines wearing only undergarments?" I asked, trying to gauge her thoughts. 
 
    She replied, "Would you like that?" 
 
    "I can't help but feel excited at the thought of you doing a lingerie shoot," I expressed my feelings. "You'll be desired by many hot men." 
 
    She asked, "Honey?" in a curious tone. 
 
    I realized what my lips had said, and I quickly clarified, "I mean, I know it's not what you wanted, but I'll support you whatever decision you make." 
 
    She then asked, "Do you want me to agree to Manuel's proposal?" 
 
    I simply replied, "Yes, I insist." 
 
    "I knew it," she said, grinning. "You really want me to do this shoot, don't you? Alright, I'll do it for you." 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    New Day, 
 
    As the morning light filtered through the window, I awoke to the gentle vibration of my phone. The sound of Emily's text message has become my alarm clock for the past few days, ever since we embarked on this journey. Her daily adventures always manage to excite me in new and unexpected ways. I reached for my phone and read her message: 
 
    "Good morning, Manuel has arranged everything for the photo shoot. The fashion experts from ‘Vixen’ are here, but we have a problem. They want me to cut my hair even shorter. They are investing a lot of money in this shoot and they want nothing less than the best. Can I cut my hair for the shoot? They say that I will look stunning after the makeover. I am waiting for your reply." 
 
    I couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness at the thought of Emily cutting her hair. I had always loved her long, bra strap-length locks, which are gone by now, but now she was considering cutting it even shorter? I knew sacrifices had to be made in the modeling industry, and I was eager to see her beautiful photographs. And yet, deep down, I missed her long hair. With a heavy heart, I knew my only reply would be… 
 
    "My dear, I am so excited for everything that is happening. I can't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation whenever I think of you. I am not sure what it is that you've done this past week, but it has my heart racing. I don't know what to say, except that I trust you and your decisions completely. Whatever you choose to do with your hair, I know it will be beautiful and I will love it. Please, do not hesitate and don't waste any time. And when it's all done, please do not forget to send me some pictures, I can't wait to see the final look." 
 
    I sent that message with trembling hands. 
 
    It's done. I received a photo from her, but it was blurry, and I couldn't quite make out the details of her new look. She mentioned that she had to go for the shoot and would send me more clear photos after the shoot was done. I am excited to see the final outcome, but for now, I must wait. 
 
    I spent the whole day waiting for a response from Emily, and as the hours ticked by, I grew more and more anxious. Being in the modeling industry, I knew communication could be infrequent and unpredictable, but I couldn't shake the feeling that something was amiss. 
 
    But just as I was about to give up hope, my phone lit up with a message from Emily. The image attached was of her sitting in a dimly lit restaurant, looking absolutely stunning with a new haircut. It was a pixie cut, something that was a bit extreme, but it suited her perfectly. I quickly typed a message to her: 
 
    "Wow, you look stunning! I love the new haircut, where are you now?" 
 
    "I am in a bar with Manuel. He insisted on buying me drinks as I had done a big favor. The Vixen team was happy with the photo shoot. By the way, the haircut is called pixie haircut, everybody at the shoot really liked my body and my hair." 
 
    "That's great to hear! Can you send me some photos?" 
 
    "The photos are with the Vixen team. They said I will get personal copies after the processing. I will call you later as Manuel is walking me to my hotel." 
 
    "Okay, take care and call me later." 
 
    “Hi honey, I am at the hotel. I am exhausted; we will talk tomorrow.” 
 
    “Good Night My Love” 
 
     “Sweet Dreams, My Love" 
 
    I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and happiness for Emily's success. I couldn't wait to see the final photos and hear more about her exciting day. Until then, I bid her sweet dreams and sent her my love. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Day After, 
 
    I woke up to the sound of my phone buzzing with message after message from Emily. I couldn't help but feel my pulse quicken as I opened each one, revealing photo after photo of her in various classic Vixen bikinis. Each one was hotter than the last, and I could feel myself growing increasingly aroused. 
 
    One photo, in particular, stood out; it was of her wearing a nearly transparent bra with small delicate flowers stuck to hide the nipples, it was not very revealing, but it was incredibly alluring. And some photos were taken from behind, wearing tiny panties, her ass was exposed entirely except for her hole. I couldn't help but gaze at those photos for almost an hour, completely entranced, and forgot to reply to her. 
 
    "Wow, those are absolutely stunning. I never imagined the shoot would be this revealing, but I couldn't be happier with the results. Your new haircut is captivating, your body is a work of art, and the person you are inside is truly exceptional. You are an absolute goddess, my love." 
 
    "Those are the ones they sent me. There's one more photo from before the haircut, I'll send it to you," she replied teasingly. 
 
    "They're too hot to handle, but I couldn't get enough of the after-haircut photos. It's clear you're working with the best of the best professionals. Congratulations on your success, my love," I said. 
 
    "My success? These pictures have not been published yet; they're still under discussion," she said. 
 
    "What's more to discuss. These photographs are incredibly alluring. They'll do more than the job," I added. 
 
    "I'm thrilled that you enjoyed them," she said. 
 
    "Your backside is prominently featured in all of these photos. I never thought you would be so daring. Did you enjoy modeling?" I asked, with a hint of excitement in my voice. 
 
    "Yes, but I was a bit nervous at first. All the people around me were professionals, and Manuel assured me you would love them. Do you, honey?" she replied  with a shy smile. 
 
    "Manuel was spot on. I've been swamped at work, but these photographs have been worth the wait. Where are you now?" I asked, with a hint of longing in my voice. 
 
    "In my room, getting ready for a walk," she replied with a wink. 
 
    "Can I see a photo?" I asked, wanting to get a glimpse of her. 
 
    "Hmm, let me think about it," she replied, playing coy. 
 
    She wore a sleeveless tank top that perfectly hugged her curves, showcasing her toned arms and shoulders. The fabric was soft to the touch and clung to her body in all the right places, highlighting her feminine figure. The shorts she had chosen perfectly complemented her top, ending just after her ass and exposing a large portion of her skin. The shorts were a tight fit and sat just above her waist, accentuating her shapely backside. The shorts were made of a lightweight fabric that moved with her as she walked, and it was a perfect fit for the hot weather. The combination of the tank top and shorts accentuated her every curve and left little to the imagination. She looked absolutely stunning. 
 
    "That's so adorable," I said, admiring her playful nature. "Are you going out in that dress, honey?" 
 
    "No, of course not," she laughed. "But I understand why you might think so. Do you want me to go outside in this dress?" 
 
    "I can't help but get excited at the thought of my wife out on vacation, looking sexy in that dress," I admitted. 
 
    "Sounds like you're fantasizing," she teased. "See you later, honey." 
 
    "Honey, there's something Manuel suggested today that I wanted to let you know about before I agree to it," she said, piquing my curiosity. 
 
    "So you've already made up your mind, you just wanted to keep me in the loop?" I asked, trying to read between the lines. 
 
    "Kind of," she admitted. "But I want to hear your thoughts before making a decision." 
 
    "What is it?" I asked, eager to know more. 
 
    "Vixen's team treated me to the most luxurious lingerie, and I couldn't wait to show off for Manuel. He was captivated by the photos and proposed we take some more, maybe even take things a step further and do a topless shoot. I'm eager to hear your thoughts. Would you be on board with that?" I thought it was a great idea, but I wanted to ensure I had your consent before moving forward. Is that okay with you?" 
 
    "Is Lisa there?" 
 
    "No, it's just Manuel." 
 
    "Why did you ask?" 
 
    "Just wanted to make sure everything is on the up and up. You know, in case he had any funny ideas." 
 
    "Oh, come on. You know Manuel is a professional photographer and a good friend. He would never try anything like that."  
 
    "Okay, okay. Just wanted to make sure." I put a head-rotating emoji at the end. 
 
    "Why the emoji? You don't want those photos? They're not for me, are they? We don't have to do it if you're uncomfortable with this." 
 
    "No, no. It's not that. I'm just...surprised, I guess. I never would have thought my shy wife would be into something like this. But from your message, it sounds like you're really excited about it." I continued, "I would love to see you in those photos, very, very, very much. Okay, let's do it, honey. I'm happier than ever that you're going nude for us. No regrets; that's how I feel about all of this. Are you satisfied now?" 
 
    "Who said anything about nude photos? I just said maybe topless. That's pushing it a bit, don't you think? Do you want nude photos? You know what that means; Manuel will get to see me in my birthday suit." 
 
    "I trust Manuel. He's a good friend, and he's always been a gentleman. Plus, those photos will be for our private eyes only. But I understand if you're not comfortable with that." 
 
    "But how can we be sure he won't keep copies of the photos? What if he does?" 
 
    "I don't think he would do that. He's a professional. And besides, I loved seeing you in those bikinis. All the men who get to see you in those bikinis will not forget you. You look like a goddess in those bikinis. I think Manuel won't delete the photos if we do a nude shoot. He may keep them as trophies. We're not paying him anything for the shoot; he gave you a good amount of money for the modeling, and he may get you some more modeling jobs. So, we should let him keep it and make sure those photos are for his eyes only. 
 
    "I was not this woman just before this trip. I was a conservative wife. I never wore revealing clothes before this trip. I think something in me is changing. I still can't believe you wanted me to do this. I still can't." 
 
    "It's okay, sweetheart. I am with you. I love you”.

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    "As I lay in my bed, the sound of Emily's voice whispering in my ear from my alarm sent shivers down my spine, ‘Honey, are you sure?’. I replied in my dreamy state, 'Yeah, why not.' The thought of her being bold and daring, sending me images that only I get to see, was too much for me to handle. 
 
    When I sat down to have my breakfast, her message came through, "Hi Honey, we did a few photos, including some topless, I said to Manuel about you wanting my nudes, he was excited, and encouraged me with a comment, "That is a very bold decision." He's setting the camera up right now, it's the last chance. Do you want me to stop, honey? Please reply as soon as possible, I am tense." 
 
    I replied immediately, "That's okay, honey. We won't stay young forever. When we're older, we'll have a hot album to look back on. Don't be tense, just do it. It's nothing. Good luck." 
 
    The thought of her being photographed in such a way set my imagination on fire. I could barely contain myself as I waited for her following message. 
 
    “I'm not sharing every pic, just some of them. The session was quick, it only took a few minutes, and I left the studio quickly. He sent me some photos for you to see. I'll bring all of them home after my vacation. There are a lot of photos in a bikini before I did the nudes.” 
 
    Those words were like music to my ears. I couldn't wait to see the photos. The thought of Emily being captured in such an intimate way was too much to handle. I couldn't wait to see her in person and explore every inch of her body.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Night, 
 
    “I have something important to tell you. We've always said that we should be open and honest with each other, so here goes. Recently, you did a nude photoshoot, which has caused feelings in me that I didn't expect. I fantasize about exposing you, my wife, to others, and it's called "hotwifing." I don't know why I have this fantasy, and I feel guilty about it. I researched it online and discovered it's a common fantasy among many husbands. I don't want to hide this from you, and I want to be honest with you. I love you more than anything, and I want you to be happy, whether that means exploring this fantasy or not. If you're not interested in this. I understand if this is difficult for you to hear, but it was vital for me to tell you. 
 
    I am writing to you with a heavy heart, unsure of how you will react to my confession. But I want you to know that you mean everything to me, which is why I felt it necessary to share this with you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    “I am at a loss for words after hearing your confession. I have done some research and found that the hotwife lifestyle is not uncommon among couples. I understand where you're coming from and we can discuss it further when I return home. I attempted to book a flight today but due to the storm, there are no available flights for the next few days. I promise to come back as soon as possible and we can talk more about it. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “I am relieved that you understand my feelings, whether positive or negative. I understand that this fantasy is not common but I am glad that you were able to research and find out that many people share this fantasy. It feels like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders.” 
 
    “Manuel called me in the afternoon, and I said it was because of the nude shoot. I didn't mention anything about your fetish. He asked me about some modeling proposal, and I am going for dinner to discuss it because I am stuck here for a few more days because of the storm. Okay I will talk to you later, have a lovely evening, I am not angry, don't worry, honey.” 
 
    “Hi, are You feeling better?” her message popped up. 
 
    “Yes, I am”. 
 
    “Can I ask something about your fetish?” 
 
    “Yes, go on, honey.” 
 
    “There is something I need to tell you! You know that I was not feeling well for the past two days after you spoke about your hotwife fetish. So today I went to dinner with Manuel. I read some real-life couples discussing this lifestyle for the past two days. Also, I read some true stories about it. After having a few drinks with Manuel, I mentioned it to him, as I was drunk, I didn't mean to tell him, but it happened.” 
 
    I was at a loss for words and somewhat disheartened by her decision to bring it up with Manuel. As I struggled to reply, she pressed on, "Is everything okay? Are you feeling upset?" 
 
    "It's alright, my love. I understand that you weren't feeling well, and it's okay that you shared it with Manuel, considering you were under the influence."I managed to say. 
 
    "He told me it was normal," Emily said, with a sense of relief in her voice. "Many couples have various fantasies and fetishes, and he also told me hotwifing is common. I felt very much relieved after hearing that." 
 
    "And then?" I prodded, eager to know what came next. 
 
    Emily took a deep breath. "He asked me if we wanted to try it," she said hesitantly. 
 
    I could hear the surprise in my own voice as I responded, "What did you say?" 
 
    Emily let out a laugh. "You're getting excited!" she exclaimed. "I said I am not a hotwife; it's just his fetish." 
 
    I sighed in relief, glad that Emily had set a boundary. "And then what?" I inquired. 
 
    "He suggested something," Emily said, her voice lowering. "Wanna hear?" 
 
    I hesitated for a moment before nodding my head. "Yes, go ahead." 
 
    “Sure, he suggested that we could start with small steps, like me wearing revealing clothing or flirting with other men in front of you. He said that it's important to take it slow and make sure we are both comfortable with each step before moving forward. He also suggested that we talk openly and honestly about our feelings and boundaries throughout the process. What do you think about his suggestion, honey?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to respond to that. Was this really about Manuel wanting to have sex with my wife? I had my doubts, but as it was my fetish, I didn't want to dismiss the idea without giving it a fair chance. I took a deep breath before responding, trying to keep an open mind. "It's a big step, but I'm willing to consider it," I said cautiously. 
 
    "We should take some time to think about it and discuss it further," I added, hoping to leave the conversation open for future exploration. Emily seemed to agree, and that put an end to the night’s discussion.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Morning Vibe, 
 
    "Guess what? Manuel called me this morning," she said with a grin. 
 
    "Really? What's the scoop?" I asked, leaning in. 
 
    "Well, he's got a couple of juicy modeling gigs lined up and wants me to take on the lead female role," she said, her voice sparkling with excitement. 
 
    "Oh, I see. And what does that entail?" I probed further, intrigued. 
 
    “Just some sensual poses with a gorgeous male model, maybe some light touching and kissing over our clothes. Nothing too risqué, though," she explained, a mischievous smile on her lips. 
 
    I raised an eyebrow, impressed. "Sounds like fun. So, did you say yes?" 
 
    "I told him I wasn't interested, but he convinced me to bring it up to you," she said, passing the ball into my court. 
 
    I couldn't help but feel a little excited at the prospect. "What do you want to do?" I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. "Just the modeling part. I'm not asking about anything else," she said firmly. 
 
    For a significant period, neither of us spoke. We were unsure of what to discuss, as I am still processing recent events.  
 
    “Since I am stuck here for a few more days and the days are becoming monotonous, I am willing to take on the job he offered, if it is okay with you.” she said, revealing her genuine interest. 
 
    After a moment of hesitation, I gave in to my urges. "I give you my consent," I said, my voice low and rough. 
 
    "Great, I'll start getting ready now," she said with a sly smile between her lips.  
 
    "Hey, don't forget to send me those pictures, okay? Have a wonderful day!" 
 
    She nodded, "Oh, I won't forget,"  before disappearing from the call. 
 
    I was overwhelmed with thoughts as I pictured her getting ready for the photoshoot. What outfit would she choose? The idea of her being alone sent shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but wonder what the final images would look like - would they be as captivating and provocative as I had imagined? The possibilities were endless, and my imagination ran wild with desire. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Waiting, 
 
    I did not receive any messages from her throughout the day, and it kept me excited. In the evening, I sent her a message but did not receive a response. This made me feel uneasy. The thought of my wife posing with a male model for a photographer made my blood boil with desire. 
 
    As I captured the moment in the warm evening light, my phone buzzed with messages, but my focus was solely on the breathtaking woman before me, my wife. She was dressed in tight black denim that hugged her curves in all the right places, making my heart race with desire. Her semi-transparent white t-shirt did little to conceal her nipples, hard with longing, and I couldn't help but imagine what other secrets this photograph held. This knee-length shot was just the appetizer to what was yet to come. 
 
    In the next photo, a man, who was just as captivating, stood beside her. The man was approximately in his mid-50s, dressed in a suit that accentuated her figure. My wife posed at a seductive angle, one hand resting just below his heart. Their eyes locked in an intimate, electric gaze, sending shivers down my spine. The way he looked at her, with an almost palpable hunger and desire, gave the impression of a forbidden and tantalizing father-daughter dynamic. And as the camera captured her from another angle, I couldn't help but notice the brown ankle boots she wore, adding a touch of dominance to her already irresistible look. I couldn't wait to see more of my wife. 
 
    In the next photo, my gaze was drawn to the same man standing beside the slender and alluring Emily. He appeared almost twice her size, but she commanded all the attention as she kneeled before him on the floor, her gaze locked on the camera. She held onto his thigh with one hand, her pixie haircut framing her face and dark studs adorning her ears, adding to her already irresistible look. As she looked directly into the camera, it was clear she was the one in control, the one being desired. The way she posed, with a submissive stance, only added to the photo's erotic undertones. But the way he looked at her, with a tranquil yet desirable gaze, spoke of a different kind of power dynamic at play. 
 
    My wife is captured in a tantalizing side posture in the next photo. She arched her back, pushed her rounded hips out, and locked her hands behind her head, making her curves even more pronounced. The man towered over her, his tall frame leaning in as he gently held her by the ribcage with one hand and entwined his fingers with hers with the other. His gaze was filled with desire as he looked into her face while she seductively turned her head towards the camera, her gaze inviting me to join in on the fantasy. The way she presented herself to the camera made it clear that she showcased herself for my pleasure. 
 
    "Wow, that was amazing!" 
 
    "Did you enjoy the shoot?" 
 
    "I didn't just enjoy it; I loved it, honey." 
 
    "Since it was my first time modeling, we didn't kiss or touch too much as I felt uncomfortable. Manuel was okay with me only doing what I was comfortable with." 
 
    "I don't want you to be uncomfortable. You should only do as much as you feel comfortable with." 
 
    "Manuel also said that, but he mentioned that you would love to see more from the shoot. He even suggested it a few times during the shoot, but I didn't agree to it." 
 
    "I would be open to you doing more in the future." 
 
    "Just open to it? 
 
    "No, I would be excited if you did more." 
 
    "So you're not happy now?" 
 
    "No, I am happy now, but if you did more, I would be even happier, my love." 
 
    "Manuel said that if I am willing to do more, he could plan another shoot for tomorrow. What do you think?" 
 
    "How much more are you comfortable with doing?" 
 
    "That's up to you to decide. You're in control of how much you want to push me." 
 
    "It's all on me now?" 
 
    "Yes, the decision is yours. You can decide what you want me to do in the next shoot." 
 
    "It's a big decision," I said, a hint of excitement creeping into my voice. 
 
    "Absolutely, my dear," she purred, "But let's not forget, the direction of tomorrow's session is entirely up to you." 
 
    "As I know nothing about photography, I think it would be best if I passed this opportunity to Manuel.“ I suggested this to her. 
 
    “I don't think that's a good idea,” she hesitated. 
 
    “But you said he is an excellent professional and a good friend. So, I think it would be best for me to give him the opportunity. Plus, you gave me the right to make the decision, so it's my choice to give it to him,” I explained. 
 
    "If that's your desire, let me forewarn you that Lisa has hinted about Manuel's wild behavior while working with models." 
 
    "Don't worry. It would be a shame for someone like Manuel not to be wild. I can't wait to see the photos. Go ahead and call Manuel to let him know you'll be posing for him tomorrow. Have a good night." I reassured her. 
 
    “Goodnight,” she replied in a whimsical tone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    She called me in the morning and said, "I called Manuel last night and relayed your decision. He was thrilled to hear it. He asked about our limits, and I told him it was his choice since you gave him the right to decide. I don't think he will push too much, but I must caution you, we may be venturing into uncharted territory. But that's what makes it exciting, isn't it? Let's embrace the unknown and see where this journey takes us." 
 
    "That's perfect, I trust you and Manuel. Let's just go with the flow, have a great day, and don't forget to send me the pictures," I replied. 
 
    "Absolutely, I will. Talk to you soon," Emily said before hanging up. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Following Day, 
 
    Since Emily had been away for a while, I developed a routine of writing late into the night and sleeping in the early morning. As a fiction and romance novelist, Emily's recent adventures have inspired me to consider writing something more daring. My daily routine includes waking up to Emily's photos in the afternoon and constantly keeping my libido elevated.  
 
    The first photo of Emily shows her in a black lace bikini, and she only seems to be getting more elegant. The next one depicts her posing in a short red outfit with a man dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, sitting on a sofa and looking like a couple about to kiss. In the following photo, she has her hand on the man's thigh as he embraces her, holding her breast. This is a significant step for us, as she is being caressed by a male model. 
 
    In the next photo, she poses with a shirtless male model while wearing the same bikini from the previous shot, paired with high heels. In another photo, she is seen touching his chest area over his clothing, with a look of intensity on her face. The man is then seen caressing her breast in another shot as she touches his chest. In another photo, her bikini bottom partially exposes her backside as the man feels her there. Then, she is shown posing topless facing away from the camera, while in the next shot, she and the male model are both facing the camera. She has her finger in her mouth suggestively, with both of her boobs visible, while the man is seen touching one of them. 
 
    It's been a while since I received any photos from her, and I'm unsure how to feel about it. I had encouraged her to take these photos, but now I am conflicted. The pictures of her with male models are arousing, but she is also my loving wife. I'm currently at a loss for words, but I keep checking my screen, hoping for a message from her. 
 
    I received a message from her at night saying she was exhausted from her long day of work, with multiple outfit changes and a gym session to stay in shape for her next modeling gig. I didn't know another modeling gig was scheduled, but she sent me a goodnight photo of her sitting at a bar in a revealing outfit with a close-up shot of a black man. They appeared to be a steamy interracial couple sharing an electrifying connection. I immediately asked who the man was, but she was too tired to answer and promised to tell me more tomorrow. I drifted to sleep, wondering what she would be sharing tomorrow. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Day After, 
 
    I waited for my wife's message or call the whole day, but I didn't receive either. In the evening, I received a message from an unknown number that read, "Hi, this is Manuel. Emily has been very busy with modeling, and she will contact you later."I was disappointed because she didn't communicate with me much in the past two days and didn't even have a few minutes to talk, which was really frustrating. 
 
    But later, I received some photos of Emily wearing various revealing outfits at the beach, showing off her curves. These photos really suited her short, cute pixie hair. One of those photos is on the cover of this book, with Emily being hugged by a black male model from behind as she looked at the photographer. She looks very alluring in the embrace of the black model. I fantasized about being the photographer as she posed for me in the hands of a mysterious black male model. 
 
    I didn't know how to respond to Manuel. I hadn't communicated with him in the past, and Emily seemed to be very familiar with him. He also knew my secret fantasy, making him only the second person to know about it. Before this week, even Emily didn't know about it. It was my secret, my only secret, but now it's out in the open like the ocean. 
 
    This made me feel unsure about how to respond to him, but I was curious to see more. However, I didn't think it was a good idea to ask for more photos, so I simply replied with "Thanks." 
 
    After a while, Manuel sent me a photo of Emily kissing a black male model seductively and asked, "How do you like it?" I struggled to find words to express my feelings about the photo he took of my wife kissing another man. I tried changing the subject and asked Manuel, "Why hasn't she contacted me yet? Is there a reason?" Although I didn't know Manuel well, he told me her phone had fallen into the ocean and was being repaired. Emily asked him to contact me. I asked, "Did she ask you to send me the photos?" He replied it was his idea and added, "She told me that you knew, I was aware of your fantasy. So, I chose to play along." 
 
    What did he just say? Did he decide to play along? Who is this guy? I recall Lisa mentioning something to Emily a few days ago about Manuel being wild. Is he trying to mess around with Emily? My mind was filled with questions as I thought about this. I agreed that my fantasy was just that, a fantasy. I never wanted it to become a reality. Emily knew this, but she was disturbed by my fantasy and had too much to drink, which is why she told Manuel about it recently. I wanted it to stop, so I sent a message to Manuel saying, "Some fantasies are better left unexplored." But later, I felt I should have been more assertive and said I didn't want it to happen. Unfortunately, the message was gone before I could do so. 
 
    He's a photographer with much experience, likely with many women already in his bed. Does he have a desire for Emily? Of course, who wouldn't? She is beautiful and highly lovable. How could I prevent it? I am responsible for pushing her into this, as I was the one who urged her to go out.  
 
    I wanted to put an end to the situation, so I requested Manuel to hand over his phone to Emily and have her call me immediately. However, my message was sent before I could consider if Manuel would suspect my motives. He replied that Emily had left for the day and that he was no longer with her. This temporarily relieved my worries. 
 
    However, I was still uncertain if she would reach out to me, even though she had asked Manuel to contact me. My thoughts were conflicted, but I needed to make my stance clear. So, I sent a message stating, “I don’t want you to fuck my wife.'' I added '' even in my fantasies”. So it will be clear that I don’t want him to fuck my wife. 
 
    His reply equally surprised me and relieved me from all my worries. ‘He is Gay’. 
 
    I was at a loss for words as I processed everything in my mind. I felt a great weight lifted off my shoulders. I deeply regretted doubting Manuel. I quickly called him.  
 
    "Hi Manuel, I'm so sorry."  
 
    "It's okay; things happen," he replied.  
 
    "I doubted you because you said you wanted to play along." 
 
     "I had no intention of fucking her. She told me about your fantasy and how you enjoyed the photos every day, so I told her that you really wanted it to happen. I even suggested she read some books on the topic. I didn't realize you didn't want it to occur. My friends often share similar fantasies because they know I won't judge. I'm sorry for assuming that would be your case as well. I'm sorry it happened."  
 
    "What did you mean?" I asked, trying to understand. "What happened?" I was shocked and couldn't believe what I was hearing. I was overwhelmed with thoughts. 
 
    He asked me to calm down and then continued,  
 
    “Derick was the male model Emily posed with today. They had great chemistry throughout the shoot, so I suggested it to Emily, but she wasn't interested. I sent you some photos, and you said ‘thanks’. I showed Emily your response and told her you were really into it. I mentioned my past experiences of how these kinds of shoots can enhance couples' relationships. She is now showing a little interest.” 
 
    I was eagerly listening but couldn't comprehend what I was hearing. He pushed her. I know, but he continued speaking. 
 
    "I must admit that as a gay man, I am strongly attracted to my male partner. Many of my closest friends are women who are also my favorite models. I enjoy discussing daring topics and often encourage female models to be intimate with male models during shoots. In your wife's case, she was amazing, and I loved photographing her. I was aware of your fantasy and thought you wanted it to come to fruition. 
 
    I proposed a bet to her where she would have to pose with Derick in an intimate kissing position. If you reacted positively to the photo, she would engage in hotwifing. If not, I would give an entire album of her photos for free as a token of appreciation. However, if she lost the bet, I would take photos of them and keep them, offering to sell the album to you at a reasonable price. She was under the impression that you wouldn't like the photo and thought she could get the photos for free, and she fell for my bet. 
 
    I told him fiercely, "I didn't respond positively to that photo; you were aware of that. I was disturbed and requested you to hand over the phone to her so I could intervene and prevent what was going to happen." 
 
    "Yeah, that's what happened, but I can't afford to give her a whole album for free. I'm sorry, I thought you wanted it to happen too afterall it was your fantasy." 
 
    "I told you clearly that I don't want it to happen."  
 
    "That's a common reaction from husbands when it comes to a crucial point." 
 
     "So what did you do next?"  
 
    "I imitated your previous reaction to her, saying 'Thanks'." 
 
     "What the hell?"  
 
    "You have an amazing wife, usually they don't survive by now, so I told her it was a bet. She couldn't believe you would say that and still wanted to confirm it with you. She asked me to give her my phone, so she could call, but I thought that was not a good idea." 
 
    "So what? Finish it?" I was getting angry.  
 
    "You know how we photographers are good at editing, so I quickly took a screenshot of our conversation and made an edit: 'Thanks, push her more.'  
 
    "What the fuck?"  
 
    He ignored my anger and continued telling me what had happened. 
 
     "Derick was watching the whole thing, so he knew what was coming. He had a smiling, triumphant look on his face. Emily was terrified. I went over to her, kissed her on the forehead in a girly manner, held her hands, and told her, 'Trust me, I've done this a million times.' Derick didn't wait for her response; it was far beyond anything she could do. And then, 'it happened': Emily Robert became a hotwife." 
 
    "I felt like I was having a heart attack when I heard what I just heard. Manuel concluded the conversation with, "Hi, I'm really sorry it happened, but give yourself a day to process it, you'll be happy it happened. Bye." I was angry with Manuel for the evening. I had no way of contacting her, and I had forgotten the hotel's name, so I searched for it and called. The receptionist said she wasn't back yet, and I asked them to have her call me when she arrived. 
 
    Despite Manuel's claim that she had returned to the hotel, I couldn't trust him after everything that had happened. I was at a loss, unsure what to do, and considered booking an early morning flight. However, I tried to remain calm and waited for her to call. If she failed to contact me by tomorrow morning, I made up my mind to take a flight in the afternoon.  
 
    I went to bed early because of intense pain, but my desire kept me restless. I couldn't stop thinking about Derick and my wife during my sleep.

  

 
   
    New Day, 
 
    I woke up to messages from Manuel, as usual. However, this time it was different. He sent me pictures from yesterday's shoot, even though I hadn't asked. The images started with Emily and Derick kissing and ended with her kneeling before him, holding his cock, and having a heavy load of semen on her face. 
 
    By now, I am not much angry anymore. I didn't reply to Manuel even though he sent photos one by one as I was enjoying them. I had a massive erection, and I masturbated. 
 
    I called the hotel again and was told she still hadn't arrived. I didn't know her whereabouts, so taking a flight didn't seem like a good idea. I was left with no other option but to call Manuel. 
 
    "Good morning, Robert," he greeted me. 
 
    "Hi, I haven't heard from Emily yet. I called the hotel, but she's still not there," I replied, worrying. 
 
    "Don't worry, I'll take care of it and call you back," he reassured me.  
 
    After 15 minutes, I received a message from him instead of a call. He said that Emily was safe and he would be in touch after visiting her in an hour. The hour felt like an eternity.  
 
    A message popped up on the screen; it was from Manuel. 
 
    “Derick is wealthy and a successful businessman. He pays me to let him model with the latest attractive models I come across. That's why I made Emily do it, despite your objections. He is energetic and charming. After their beach love session, he offered to drive her home. I didn't suspect anything because the deed was already done. But for Derick, it wasn't enough. He wanted Emily to come to his house, I don't know how he convinced her, but knowing him, it wasn't hard for him to get his way. He slept with her the whole night.” 
 
    I sat there stunned, trying to process what I had just heard. "Okay," was all I could manage to say. 
 
    "I want to talk to Emily," I said eagerly. "Put her on the call." 
 
    "She's taking a bath right now, but she's already booked a flight to come see you," he replied. 
 
    A smile spread across my face as I realized Emily was coming to see me. "That's great news," I said, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. 
 
    But then he added, "There's something Derick wants." 
 
    I let out a deep sigh. "What the hell does he want now?" I asked, feeling my anxiety creeping back up again. 
 
    "Today is Saturday, he's hosting a weekend party with friends and since he's single, he wanted Emily to be his date for the weekend," he explained.  
 
    "No way," I stated firmly, as I thought that the dude had already slept with my wife, and now he wanted to date her.  
 
    "Emily already rejected the offer, so I wouldn't have asked you if that was the case," Manuel said. "The thing is, he's hosting a party after a long time and doesn't want his friends to feel sorry for him as he's not seeing a woman right now," he continued.  
 
    "He's rich, he could get any escort he wants," I pointed out.  
 
    "Yeah, I told him that, but he's very fond of Emily and considers her different, he wanted her for the weekend." Manuel explained.  
 
    His words suggested that Emily was being treated as a mere item, like a bottle of tomato sauce. I firmly replied angrily, "That is not going to happen." 
 
    So he told me, “Derick won't take no for an answer. He did some digging and found a connection to something from your past that you'd rather forget, something that happened in a Californian forest.” 
 
    I replied, “Oh shit, that was years before I even met Emily. I was only eighteen.” 
 
    “'That's enough to put you away for life,” he said.  
 
    I accused him, “Are you trying to blackmail me now?” 
 
    He answered, “Not at all, I have no intention of doing so. It's Derick who wants to use it as leverage. I'm just the messenger. And one more thing, he's a man of his word. He won't bring it up again after this weekend.” 
 
    I am on the brink of tears. It was something from my college days, and I never intended for it to come back and haunt me like this. I have no idea how Derick found out about my past, and I can't see the connection. Now I'm left with two choices, my life in jail or my wife in the hands of this man. 
 
    I try to come to terms with it, knowing it's only for two days. I told Manuel, my voice barely audible, "I don't think Emily will agree to this." I was completely caught off guard by the revelation of my long-forgotten secret. There's no escape now. I love her too much to leave her and go to prison. 
 
    He continued,  
 
    “She'll be finished with her bath in a few minutes. I'll hand the phone over to her since she's been eagerly waiting to talk to you. Don't express your longing for her or anything silly like that. Instead, tell her that you want her to stay for the weekend. If she rejects, you must convince her to do what Derick wants for the weekend. If she's still hesitant, remind her that it's just for two days, and she can be back with you as a loving couple by Monday. Insist that this will be the last time you'll be asking anything from her. As a final resort, beg her to comply. Whatever you do, make sure she does what's asked of her. Your life depends on it. Don't worry; she'll be in good, black hands. 
 
    Don't beat yourself up; it won't help and will only worsen the situation. My advice is to accept that it's what you wanted and treat it like a fantasy come true. Oh, wait! It is actually your fantasy, so indulge in your fantasy. Your wife will likely think it was all your idea, so embrace it and have a good time. I'll keep you updated on what happens over the weekend with hot photos, so try not to worry and make the most of the experience. 
 
    I know you two have much to discuss from the past two days, but don't bring it up for now. Inform Emily that you will have a conversation with her at your home on Monday. Emphasize that there should be no calls or messages between you and Emily until Monday, as it is how you wanted the weekend to happen. Let her know that she and Derick are a couple for the weekend and that contacting you would be considered cheating on him. I will make sure she gets her phone back by Monday. Is that clear? Then express your love for her and let her know that your love for her only grows stronger because of this. Alright?” 
 
    I simply said, "okay" what else could I say?

  

 
   
    A Few Hours Later, 
 
    As a reader of my story, you are aware of my situation and how it transpired. A simple photography experiment has resulted in my wife spending the weekend as another man's girlfriend. The surfaced photo shows Emily sitting on Derick's lap, gazing at a tablet and smiling blissfully. From the picture, I can sense they are unaware it had been taken. As they looked through various photos, they smiled, and he kissed her passionately at times. 
 
    In the evening, Manuel sent me a link, and I was able to log in and access the cameras in Derick's villa. They were having a party, and I could see Derick dressed in a formal suit and Emily wearing a beautiful, sexy A-line dress highlighting her stunning appearance. He introduced her to his friends as his girlfriend. 
 
    Later in the night, most of the guests had left, and only a few of Derick's friends remained. Then, Derick picked Emily up in his arms and carried her up the stairs while everyone watched. They entered a bedroom, and I thought the live feed would be cut off, but it wasn't. I turned my attention to the camera labeled "master bedroom" and watched as everything unfolded right in front of me. 
 
    His cock was almost double the size of mine, and it was exceptionally dark. It enters into her pussy in high contrast, it was a drastic scene to watch, as I thought it would be just fucking, but I could say now that it was not just fucking. They made love, she was really into him, and he was stretching her pussy. After the first session, they hugged for a long time naked. It was an eye-catching scene. The scene reminded me of beauty and the beast. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Monday, 
 
    I greeted her at the airport and was pleasantly surprised by her enthusiastic embrace. Despite my initial worries, she seemed happy to see me. We didn't have much conversation during the drive home, but it was evident that we needed to catch up. Once we arrived home, she went to the kitchen to prepare dinner. I helped her, which was unusual as I typically spend my evenings reading or writing. She kept glancing at me curiously throughout the evening but remained silent. I decided to initiate a conversation.  
 
    "How was your trip?" I asked. 
 
    "It was good," she replied. 
 
    "Did you enjoy it?" 
 
    "Definitely!" she said with a smile, warning me not to hold back any fantasies from her. She then approached and passionately kissed me for a long time, but we didn't have sex as she was still sore from the previous days. After a few days, we had sex, and I felt the looseness in her recently stretched pussy. 
 
    Our hotwifing story stands out from others as we never discussed it in detail. Emily was unaware that I was being forced to share her. As far as I know, she also did not know that I witnessed her having sex with Derick. We almost didn’t talk about it.

  

 
   
    A Few Days Later, 
 
    I noticed changes in Emily. She and Manuel began communicating regularly. One day, Derick surprised both Emily and me by visiting our house. He was in town for a meeting and decided to stop by. We still haven't discussed her weekend adventure, and we've remained silent about hotwifing. I don't know why, but it's uncharted territory. One of us may need to start the conversation, but it hasn't happened for now. Emily appeared confused by Derick's visit.  
 
    After dinner, while Emily was washing dishes, Derick approached her from behind and started caressing her. She looked at me, and I was unsure of what to do. Should I intervene or let it continue? I was worried about where it might lead. So, I coughed, and Derick withdrew. 
 
    He strode with purpose to the hall and then to the backyard, where he made some phone calls. Emily kept glancing at me, and I couldn't help but suspect something was up. 
 
    After a while, she asked me, "Do you want me to ask him to stay for the day?" She still believed it all happened because of my desire, so she was seeking my approval. 
 
    I was resolute in my decision. I wanted him to go. So, I firmly replied, "I don't think that's a good idea." 
 
    She simply said, "Okay," but I could detect a hint of disappointment in her voice. Despite that, she appeared content with my choice. 
 
    Eventually, Derick returned to let us know he was leaving. 
 
    I bid farewell to Derick, and Emily offered her good wishes. As she continued her chores, I mentioned, "I am seeing him off to his car." Once outside, I reminded him of our agreement. "It was only for the weekend," I emphasized. 
 
    He acknowledged and respected our deal, "I know, and I'm here as a friend, not pushing anything," he responded. 
 
    "Then why were you caressing her?" I pressed. 
 
    "I'm aware that you've seen the video of me and Emily having sex, and I thought maybe you'd want it to happen again," he explained. "I tried to take my chances, but then you stepped in, so I stopped." 
 
    His honesty put me at ease, and I offered, "Would you like to stay for the night?" as he opened the car door. 
 
    "I don't want any trouble," he declined. 
 
    "No trouble at all, just a friendly stay, not for any inappropriate reasons," I specified. "Is that alright with you?" 
 
    "Absolutely," he agreed. 
 
    As we reentered the house, confusion crossed Emily's face until I excitedly announced that he would spend the night. Cozily, we snuggled up and watched a movie, engaging in lively conversation and discovering how friendly and charming he truly was. After I showed him the guest bedroom and watched Emily lovingly prepare the bed, we retreated to our own bedroom. As we settled onto the bed, Emily's phone lit up with a message, causing her to react with a flicker of unease. 
 
    I asked her, "What's going on?" 
 
    She showed me a message from Derick that read, "I won't close the door. If you want to keep me company in bed, feel free to do so." 
 
    Based on my assumption, she had slept with him more than ten times during her two-day stay with Derick, maybe even more if I had missed counts. This time, however, he wasn't pushing. 
 
    She gazed at me, seeking my thoughts. I remained quiet, and she typed, "I am a good wife. Good wives won't cheat." 
 
    In a matter of seconds, she received a response that stated,  "It's not cheating if you have permission." 
 
    She then replied, "I don't have permission”. 
 
    "Ask your husband kindly if you can spend the night in the guest bedroom," he suggested. 
 
    Emily didn't seek my approval, and after a moment, she typed, "It's not happening. I don't have permission." 
 
    Derick implored, "Then plead if you can visit the guest for a few minutes." 
 
    I watched as she replied, "What for?" 
 
    "A good fuck," he replied, openly flirting through the messages. 
 
    "No luck," she responded after a moment of contemplation. 
 
    He is not taking no for an answer, "You haven't asked properly; maybe I'll ask for his permission. Send me his number."  
 
    Emily remained silent, glanced at me for a moment, and I didn’t break my silence.  
 
    Then she wrote, "I don't think that's a good idea." 
 
     He continued to pressure her, "Do I have to come upstairs to ask him directly?"  
 
    She quickly replied, "No," and sent him my number. She then told me, "Now it's up to you," and assumed I would say no before settling down to sleep under the blanket. 
 
    I was waiting for a message from him and had even typed a No as a reply, but he surprised us by calling instead. Emily leaned over to listen in on the conversation. "Hi, Robert; sorry to call you at this hour," he said. "May I have a goodbye fuck? I promise you won't see my face again." He sounded desperate. 
 
    Before I said no, I noticed Emily's bewildered expression. I wondered if she wanted it. For a moment, I considered that one more sexual encounter wouldn't do any harm, and I was entertained by the idea of his pleading. So, I replied, "You'll have to beg me in person if you want me to consider it." Emily was taken aback by my response, but she was still smiling. I whispered to her, "I highly doubt that a proud and wealthy man like Derick would lower himself to beg in person..." 
 
    Before I could finish my sentence, a knock echoed through the room. My response must have driven him to act quickly. 
 
    Emily remarks, "That was fast." She understands the situation, rises from the bed, and heads towards the door. She glances back at me as I sit still before turning the handle. I give her the nod to open it. 
 
    She opened the door and was stunned by the sight of him in his birthday attire. I didn't expect him to arrive in this manner. 
 
    He entered the room and knelt before me, but I couldn't help but observe that his physical state was not reflecting his emotional state. His black cock was large and proud, almost aroused, and seemed like an alien wanted to penetrate my wife. He spoke,:” Hi Robert, meet Mr. Jackson,” pointing at his cock. “He is stiff and pound, I am begging you to have your wife for Mr. Jackson for an hour.”  Emily was still captivated by the scene. 
 
    I know I can't back down from it now, so I let go of the flow, "You may inform Mr. Jackson that I am happy to give her for his pleasure”. Mr. Jackson waves, expressing his gratitude.  
 
    Upon hearing my response, he swiftly took her hand and went downstairs. She tried to speak but only managed to wave in my direction. 
 
    I didn't want to fall asleep until she came back. I occupied myself by reading a hotwife story with a blacked theme while my wife was "well blacked" downstairs. Perhaps, most couples would never experience something like this in their lifetime, no offense intended. 
 
    He kept his word, and after exactly one hour, I heard a sound. He was carrying her in his hands, and she was completely naked this time. He gently placed her beside me on the bed and kissed her lightly before saying goodnight. After he left the room, I turned off the light and went to sleep. She hugged me and whispered a thank you, calling me the sweetest husband. She then drifted off to sleep, still embracing me. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    The sweet sound of Emily's laughter stirred me from my sleep. I went downstairs and saw her baking breakfast. She mentioned that Derick was sharing business meeting jokes with her, which was very entertaining. She was dressed in my white, slightly sheer t-shirt, looking attractive. I planted a kiss on her. 
 
    Derick received a call from an escort agency. The escort who was scheduled to accompany him to a meeting was unable to attend due to illness, and no one else was available. He asked if we knew of anyone who could fill in. 
 
    Emily quickly responded, "What if I go?"  
 
    Her suggestion shocked me.  
 
    She explained, "Derick's business meeting stories are entertaining and I have nothing planned after you leave. I want to accompany him." She added with a questioning face, "What do you think?" 
 
    Although I wasn't thrilled about her wanting to go, I figured, "Why not?" and wished them a good day, saying, "You two have a nice day." 
 
    Emily texted me in the evening, saying she might be late. While I was watching a movie after dinner, she and Derick arrived. Emily wore a red, short, almost backless outfit that Derick had bought for their dinner plans. She couldn't wear a bra with it, and it looked very sexy on her. Both of them seemed tipsy. Emily kissed me and posed with Derick, asking me, "How do we look!" I felt envious as they appeared to be a stunning interracial couple. I was taken aback, realizing I had used the term "couple." 
 
    As Derick began to leave, Emily approached me with a plea similar to what Derick had made the day before. She expressed her desire to have sex with him and sought my approval. Despite their drunken state and Derick's upcoming departure, I granted her request. Derick quickly took Emily into his arms and led her to the guest room. Emily seductively whispered in his ear, "Take me to the upstairs bedroom, Robert is watching a movie, we don't want to disturb him." 
 
    "Yes, it's happening. Derick is going to have sex with my wife in our marital bed and I did nothing to stop it. He carried her upstairs." 
 
    After half an hour, Emily descended, freshly satisfied, and gave me a warm kiss expressing her gratitude. She then sat beside me to watch the climax of the movie. A few minutes later, Derick came downstairs and passionately kissed my wife before saying goodnight to me and retiring to the guest room. 
 
    Later that night, I slept beside my wife in our marital bed, where she had just been well fucked a few minutes before. When we awoke the next day, Derick left, leaving a heartfelt note that simply read, "Thanks." I soliloquized, "You are welcome, Derick." Emily beamed with happiness upon hearing my words. 
 
    In the evening, I had sex with Emily. I noticed she felt a bit stretched from the previous night's experience with Derick, whose cock was twice the size of mine and whose stamina and passion I couldn't match. Despite the fact that Emily may require a ‘bull’ for complete satisfaction, we still enjoy our physical intimacy, and our love for each other continues to deepen.

  

 
   
    After Few Days, 
 
    She's undergone a phenomenal change! Our sexual encounters have become more frequent and wild, and I must give Derick credit for igniting this fire within us. Today, I received a call from Derick. 
 
    I answered Derick's call with enthusiasm. "Hi man, how are you feeling?" I greeted him. 
 
    "I'm doing well, how about you?" he responded. 
 
    "I'm doing fantastic, what's on your mind?" I asked. 
 
    "Next Thursday is Emily's birthday, and I want to give her an unforgettable present," he said excitedly. 
 
    "What kind of present?" I eagerly asked. 
 
    "Mr. Jackson," he replied with a grin. 
 
    "Wow, that's a good one!" I exclaimed. 
 
    "Do you wholeheartedly support my offering of Mr. Jackson as a gift to Emily, given her relentless desire for him?" Derick asked with intense eagerness. 
 
    "Their passion burns like a wild flame, I've seen it for myself through your CCTV during Emily's weekend with Mr. Jackson," I exclaimed fervently. 
 
    "What's your take on their scorching bond?" Derick eagerly pressed, seeking my thoughts. 
 
    I was taken aback when I realized that I, too, started referring to his penis as "Mr. Jackson", just like he did. I don't understand why I did it, but I know that he wants to have sex with Emily again and that she desires it too. I can feel my blood boil with excitement. 
 
    "Emily and Mr. Jackson are incredibly passionate. Their mutual craving for each other is amazing," I said. 
 
    "Do you enjoy watching them together?" he asked. 
 
    "I think so," I replied. 
 
    "Are you ready to witness the passion between Emily and Mr. Jackson in the flesh? Imagine guiding Mr. Jackson as he presents himself to her as a birthday gift. What do you say, would you like to make it happen?" 
 
    "I'm not sure, it's a big decision." 
 
    "And, Mr. Jackson wants her to be freshly shaved for the occasion. Can you make that happen?" 
 
    "I'll give it my best shot." 
 
    "Mr. Jackson will definitely be grateful. He and I will be there by evening and I will be his escort. Bye." 
 
    The intense conversation surprised me, as my passion took control and caused me to say things I shouldn't have. Despite that, I feel grateful for having the courage to express my thoughts. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    On The Day of her big 30, 
 
    "Today is a special day, my darling," I whispered as I helped her slip into the gorgeous, hot violet cutout dress, my birthday gift to her. She looked stunning with its flirty and skinny straps that left nothing to the imagination. She was puzzled, wondering why she needed to wear something so daring for her birthday dinner with me. 
 
    "Just trust me," I said with a mischievous twinkle in my eye. "You'll be the center of attention tonight and someone's gaze will be fixated on you all evening long." 
 
    Her eyes sparkled with excitement as she spotted Derick sitting at our table. She rushed over to him and hugged him, then playfully whispered to us, "Oh, you two naughty boys planned this." We took our seats, with Derick facing us, and his eyes danced all over her stunning figure. 
 
    After we took our seats at the small table, Emily placed her hands on the surface. With a loving touch, Derick took her left hand and tenderly kissed it, then pulled out his pristine white handkerchief and lovingly wiped her wedding ring. 
 
    She shyly asked him, "What are you doing?"  
 
    His stunning reply filled the air, "I am wiping away any dirt from your marriage, so you can have a much better husband who will shine with you in union and support you in everything you desire in life." 
 
    His eyes locked with mine, and he teased, "Am I right?" I nodded in agreement as I held her right hand in mine. 
 
    What a magical night we shared over a delicious meal! Our companion was a true gentleman, his gaze hinting at a burning yearning within. Yet, he honored our love and the public setting with his dignified conduct. Despite the palpable attraction between him and my wife, he carried himself like a dear friend.  
 
    I can feel the anticipation building within me as I eagerly await to witness the unfolding of their desires with my naked eyes for the first time in the flesh. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Cozy Night, 
 
    I thought Derick and Emily would give in to their desires as soon as I closed the door, but instead, Derick called me over for a private conversation. Emily was puzzled and didn't expect this. Her desires were burning, and she was eager to head to the bedroom. Derick expressed his plans for the night, and although I didn't like them, I agreed only because "He is my wife's birthday present." 
 
    As we step out together, Emily may suspect something mischievous is in store, but she has no idea what it is. Like you, she'll discover it at the perfect moment. On his way to the stairs, Derick told her, "Your husband knows what to do?” 
 
    She's aware that there's something in the play. Instead of inquiring about it, she seductively said to me, “Lead me through it,” and extended her hand. 
 
    Instead of taking her hand, I started to undress. I removed my clothes and ended up nude. I found a tie and cap in the guest room, which I put on. She was amused by my actions and had a smiling expression. I approached her and offered my hand, and she took it. We then walked upstairs to the master bedroom. Upon reaching the top of the stairs, I picked her up and carried her to the bedroom door, which appeared to be closed. While holding her, I asked her to knock on the door. 
 
    The sound of a voice boomed, "Who is it?"  
 
    I replied, "It is Mr. Robert".  
 
    "What brings you here, Mr. Robert?" asked the voice.  
 
    I chuckled and answered, "I bring your sweet dessert, sir". 
 
    "'I'm not hungry,'" came the reply. 
 
    I must persuade him to fuck Emily; that was our deal. The first time he had sex with my wife in our house, you remember he begged for it. Next time it was my wife who pleaded. Now he wanted me to beg him to fuck Emily. 
 
    "I'll leave it with you then," I said. "You can eat when you're hungry." 
 
    "Come inside," he commanded, lounging in bed, naked and content. 
 
    He smiled with desire as he looked at us. "What did you bring me for dessert?" he asked. 
 
    "Mrs. Emily Robert, sir," I replied. 
 
    "Is she good?" he queried. 
 
    "The best, sir," I answered. 
 
    "Alright, when I'm naked, you refer to me as Mr. Jackson. At all other times, just call me Derick. Clear?" 
 
    "Yes, Mr. Jackson," I corrected myself quickly. 
 
    "How do you suggest serving my dessert?" 
 
    He asked as Emily listened in, curious about my response. 
 
    "As you desire, Jackson," I answered, making her giggle. 
 
    "Why don't you remove her clothes and place her by the bed? And remember, always address me properly as Mr. Jackson,” he instructed. 
 
    I had doubts about his intentions, but I wanted to observe whether he was playing or exhibiting dominance, so for now, I agreed. "Yes, Mr. Jackson," I replied. 
 
    As I began to undress, Emily remained still. She was absorbed in the moment and the flow of events. I lifted her dress up to her legs, revealing that she couldn't wear a bra with the dress. The lace panty she wore was almost transparent, and I wondered when she bought that. To  remove the gown, I gently asked, "Emily, help me with the legs?” 
 
    Derick interrupted me with a question, “Who is she?” 
 
    I responded, "Your dessert, Mr. Jackson." 
 
    “I don't refer to her as 'it'; I asked who she is?" 
 
    “She is Mrs. Emily Robert, my wife. She is here to fulfill your needs, Mr. Jackson.” 
 
    "Is she here to sleep with me for the night?" 
 
    I agreed for him to fuck her, not to sleep with her in my marriage bed. I didn't want it to happen, but I couldn't say no at the moment. Something inside me was urging me to comply. I said, “Yes, Mr. Jackson.” 
 
    "So, Mrs. Robert and I are partners for the evening, correct?" he added. 
 
    I had intended to say something else, but my words stumbled, "Yes, Mr. Jackson." 
 
    "Now, you address me as Mr. Jackson and refer to my partner as just 'Emily'? How annoying." 
 
    I was speechless. What was he expecting of me? This situation was beyond what I had agreed to. I remained silent. Derick realized that pushing me further could spoil the evening. Instead, he posed the question to Emily, "How would you like Robert to address you in Mr. Jackson's presence from now on?" 
 
    What the hell is going on? I had doubts about where we were going with this. I wanted to put an end to it, but before I could say anything, Emily responded with a giggle. "I would like Robert to call me...," she said, clearly enjoying the situation. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Then she said, "My lady or madam." I was even more shocked. Emily could see from my expression that I was uncomfortable. She reassured me, "It's just for Mr. Jackson's presence, honey. It might be cute if you call me that. I don't know how it will feel, but let's give it a try." 
 
    Derick's tone changed, "Mr. Jackson wouldn't approve of you calling someone else 'honey' in his presence." This caught Emily off guard, and she appeared uncertain. " 
 
    Then what should I call him when I'm with Mr. Jackson?" she asked, maintaining a playful demeanor.  
 
    Derick looked at me and may have noticed my annoyance, so he softened his voice and replied, "Emily, my lady, you can call your dear husband 'cupcake' in Mr. Jackson's presence." The entire situation left me feeling confused and frustrated. 
 
    But Emily was thrilled by the suggestion. "Cupcake is such a sweet and affectionate name for my dear husband," she said, lightening my mood and easing some of my frustration. I could sense Emily truly meant it, and her declaration further endeared her to me. "I would love to call you 'cupcake', " she added with a smile. 
 
    I felt submissive, but then Emily caught my gaze and said, "Cupcakes are sweet and delicious, just like you, my husband." Her words changed my perspective. She didn't view the term as submissive but as a term of endearment. Derick may have thought otherwise, but Emily's approach made me love the nickname. She leaned in and hugged me, then whispered in my ear, "You're my sweet cupcake." 
 
    She broke the hug just after Derick said, “Mr. Jackson won't like his girl whispering to the room boy”.  
 
    Now, Derick called me ‘room boy’ and that I could bear as I came to deliver. But now I'm unsure I want to stay and watch as he may force me into things I don't want. So, I said to Mr. Jackson, “If that's all, I'll be leaving, sir. Would you like anything else?” I blushed again, thinking, “What am I doing?”  
 
    Derick said, “Stay for now. If I don't like the desert, you'll have to clear it.” 
 
    Emily became annoyed by his demand. He read her expression and said, “I think I may like it, but it's a large portion, and I may need help finishing it. Mr. Robert, please take a seat on the side couch, and I will inform you if I need any assistance.'" 
 
    I have doubts about how the night will proceed, but I know to stop if I'm not okay with anything. For now, I've decided to sit and watch. 
 
    Then Emily spoke up, “I don't think it's a good idea for Robert to watch us make it.'” 
 
    He replied, “You know, darling, it's always been his fantasy, and he has let you do this many times. Now, you must show him how it's done. Not letting him watch is cruel, especially since he lets you have Mr. Jackson all to yourself. He's eager to watch it from the start.” 
 
    She still had doubts and turned to me, asking, “Do you want to stay?” 
 
    I was silent for a moment, thinking about it, then Derick said, “ Answer the lady.” I don't know how, but suddenly I said, 'Yes, Madam,' in a French accent.

  

 
   
    A few Moments Later, 
 
    After everything had ended, I remained seated on the couch, bewildered by what I had witnessed. I wondered if Derick would go to the guest bedroom, but then he whispered something to Emily, and she, looking at me, said, "I didn't want to do that to him," but he made her. 
 
    Emily then rose from the bed and came to me. I wasn't sure what she was going to do. She took my hand and led me outside, and I thought maybe Derick wanted to sleep in our room while Emily and I would sleep downstairs. But after we walked past the door, she let go of my hand, turned back to the room, and shut the door behind me. 
 
    I was momentarily stunned and unable to believe what had just happened. But then, I heard Derick say, "Goodnight, Robert," and the door opened again, revealing Emily. She quickly planted a kiss on my cheek and whispered, "Sleep well, my cute cupcake." This time, the door closed even more firmly. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Following Day, 
 
    I woke in the guest bedroom to the delicious aroma of Emily making her favorite breakfast, banana pancakes. I got out of bed and entered the dining room, where I saw Jack reading the paper, dressed in shorts. He greeted me with a warm "good morning." Hearing Emily's approach from the kitchen, I turned to see her wearing an apron with a big smile. She came close and gave me a long, sweet hug and a passionate kiss. 
 
    When she turned back to the kitchen, I could see she was only wearing an apron, exposing her attractive ass. Jack gave her a playful slap and pinch on her ass cheek, causing her to moan, "Awo." She playfully struck him on the back with the large spoon in response. 
 
    Derick left after breakfast. Later, while I was reading a book in the garden, basking in the warm afternoon sun, Emily arrived with a glass of orange juice. She thanked me for her birthday gift with a few quick kisses. When I asked her how it was, she replied, "best birthday present ever." I wasn't pleased with that remark, but it is what it is. "Best birthday present ever."

  

 
   
    Two Weeks Later, 
 
    It's been two weeks since her birthday, and I was entirely focused on my writing, so I didn't mind Derick calling her. His calls have been growing longer and more frequent day by day, and I could see it in how she walked and talked and the excitement she exuded. Despite my focus on writing, I couldn't ignore Derick's positive influence on her. Her happiness is my utmost concern. Then, one fateful evening, Derick called me. 
 
    "Hey, Rob," he greeted me with a friendly tone like we were old buddies. I didn't like his dominant behavior from the last time we met, and I had wanted to confront him about it the very next day, but I never got the chance. I had decided to bring it up the next time we spoke, but the thoughts were soon interrupted by Derick's voice. 
 
    Derick asked, "Robert, are you there?"  
 
    "Yeah, what's up?" I replied, breaking the silence. 
 
    "I'm doing a business cruise this weekend and have much to plan. Lots of my clients are coming, and I'm under a lot of stress. Would you mind sending Emily? She's an amazing person, full of positivity. This is my annual business meeting. It's very important to me. Will you send her? I owe you one," he explained. 
 
    As he talked to Emily daily, I asked him, "Did you ask her?" 
 
    "Yeah, but she won't come without your push. She made a few excuses like 'she's married, she can't date another man, you'll be lonely, etc.'" 
 
    I was relieved she wasn't willing to go, as I didn't want to be separated from her. I didn't want her to go to Derick. Fearing he might push me, I let Derick know that it was entirely up to her. 
 
    "It's solely her decision; if she doesn't want to go, I can't ask her to do something she's not comfortable with," I told him, washing my hands of the situation. 
 
    But Derick persisted, "Emily didn't tell me she doesn't want to go. All she did was make excuses. That doesn't mean she doesn't want to go. Robert, it means she doesn't want to make the decision on her own. It's your fantasy, Robert. You have to help me here. She says, ‘you'll be lonely’, but talk to her and say, 'You love that she helps me with my business.' Hey, man, there will be lots of clients and business friends. You can come too for the weekend." 
 
    I was caught in a dilemma. Part of me wanted to discourage him, but another part wanted to make him happy. I didn't want to say something that would hurt his feelings, so I replied, "I will ask her," even though I didn't want either of us to go. 
 
    I talked to her, and her eyes were filled with the flames of desire, but she was too shy to admit it. Instead, she replied, "I'm married, and good married women don't date." 
 
    I asked, "So, you don't want to go then?" 
 
    She playfully replied, "I want to spend time with the most loving husband in the universe.” 
 
    "My heart swelled with relief as I declared, "I Love You." 
 
    I went fishing with my best friend and enjoyed the afternoon with him. When I returned home, the house was empty, and I assumed that Emily had gone for a walk. Upon entering, I found a note on the table below her phone, which read, "I really didn't want to go, honey, but you left me with no choice."I was confused and frustrated as I wondered where she could have gone without her phone. I waited a few minutes, which became hours, as I grew increasingly irritated. Eventually, I picked up her phone and opened her chat box in search of answers. 
 
    "Where is Cupcake?" 
 
    "He went fishing with a friend." 
 
    "When will he return?" 
 
    "In the evening." 
 
    "Did he take his phone with him?" 
 
    "Yes, eventually. But he doesn't like to be disturbed while fishing." 
 
    "That's great!" 
 
    "What makes it great?" 
 
    "Did he mention anything about my proposal to you?" 
 
    "We discussed the matter and concluded that it won't work. Sorry for any disappointment. He has a book release, and I wanted to support him during this time." 
 
    "So you're not offering any help then?" 
 
    "Why do you say that?" 
 
    "I offered to introduce him to magazine publishers at my annual meeting and ensure that articles about his book are published." 
 
    "He didn't inform me about this?" 
 
    "I believe he was excited about it. Maybe you declined the offer." 
 
    "No, I didn't. He just mentioned your invitation but didn't push me to accept it." 
 
    "The reason for that is because he didn't want to push you. He wanted the fantasy to be shared between both of you, not just his. He wanted you to explore your sexuality on your own, not just because it was his desire." 
 
    "What should I do now? I'll discuss it with him when he comes back." 
 
    "Did you know how he responded to my proposal? He was thrilled and had plans to send you soon." 
 
    "Oh no, I thought he didn't want me to go." 
 
    "No, he was very excited about it. He asked questions about who would be there, the programs, and so on. He even showed concern for your well-being. I don't think he ever suspected that you would decline. Maybe you could surprise him and he'll be delighted." 
 
    "What kind of surprise?"  
 
    "When will he return?"  
 
    "At sundown."  
 
    "We have a few hours then. Pack your bags, take a taxi to the airport, and leave before he gets home. I'll find a flight for you." 
 
    "No, I can't do that. I need to talk to him first."  
 
    "Trust me, this is what he wants. He loves surprises in hotwifing. I found a flight leaving in two hours, can you be ready in one hour?"  
 
    "No, I must talk to him first."  
 
    "Unfortunately, there are no other flights available for the next two days."  
 
    "Okay, I'll call him quickly then." 
 
    "Don't do that, don't ruin his surprises. He told me he loves the surprise elements he gets with hotwifing. So from now on, when you're a hotwife, don't tell him anything you plan or want to do. Show him the results. So, get your butt on that flight." 
 
    "Are you sure this is what he wants?" 
 
    "Definitely. Don't waste any more time. Get ready!" 
 
    After half an hour: 
 
    "I'm ready, waiting for my taxi." 
 
    "Leave your phone at home." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "You remember the last time you spent the weekend with me. The hottest thing for him was receiving your photos and videos from Manuel. He loved those. Manuel will also be here this time and will provide updates about your adventure. Today is Monday and your husband will arrive by Friday, so he will be able to enjoy the experience first hand. Therefore, no contact until Friday. If he wants to talk to you, he can call me and I'll put him through if he desires." 
 
    "My taxi is here." 
 
    "I'll see you at the airport. Have a nice journey!" 
 
    I collapsed onto the couch, face down, overwhelmed by tears. I was in disbelief at the conversation I had just heard. I never suspected that Derick would trap Emily so effectively, with the precision of an eagle. Although I was aware of his quiet plotting, I failed to see the signs. 
 
    I may have been willing to let us go on the business cruise, but it was only Monday, and there were four more days until the weekend. I quickly realized that if I let her go, it would only be for the weekend, and that wasn't an option. I wanted to call her, but I knew there was no way to reach her. Even if I called Derick, I wasn't sure he would allow me to talk to her. I felt like a trapped mouse and knew it, but I still couldn't escape. I was deeply sad and couldn't sleep. I looked through old photos of us and saw pictures of Derick and Emily together. I was angry with him, but couldn't shake my feelings for her pleasure. Despite my sadness, I experienced an unexpected erection out of nowhere!

  

 
   
    Friday Afternoon, 
 
    Manuel's warm embrace greeted me as I stepped off the plane. He greeted, "You are the most beautiful husband any woman could ever dream of." I smiled and thanked him. 
 
    As we made our way to the yacht, I noticed no one was there. "Hi Manuel, where is everyone?" I asked out of curiosity. He replied, "They'll all be here in a couple of hours." My heart raced at the thought of seeing Emily, but she was nowhere in sight. "Where is Emily?" I eagerly asked. Manuel responded, "She's at home, welcoming guests with the rest of the group." 
 
    “She is at home,” what does he mean? He's referring to Derick's home as if it were her own. I didn't like it. 
 
    I was confused about why we were there if the rest of the group was not. "Why are we here?" I asked. Manuel asked in return, "Did Derick not mention it to you?" I shook my head and said, "No, he didn't." I couldn't help but suspect that Derick had something playful up his sleeve, and I didn't want to be part of it. 
 
    I was eager to reunite with Emily, but unfortunately, she was occupied with being Derick's girlfriend for the weekend. I've been unable to reach her in recent days, as her phone is with me, and Derick manipulated her into this arrangement. I want to get her back, but she is already committed to welcoming guests, so I can't back out. I tried to reassure myself that it was only two days, but I now fear that Derick might have something up his sleeve. That's how he operates, always trying to control the situation. I knew my character, didn't want to cause a scene, especially not in front of guests, and didn't want to tarnish his Annual Business Cruise. 
 
    "Hi, are you really here?" Manuel's waving hands bring me back to the present moment. He could sense my doubts and soothed them by saying, "We are the hosts here, dear."  
 
    The term ‘hosts’ made me uncomfortable, and I asked, "What do you mean? I was invited as a guest, not a host?” 
 
    He replied softly, "I had the same doubts, but I cleared it with Derick. You're here as a guest to observe Emily and Derick as a couple, but for the cruise, you're a host, just like me. Don't worry, I'll be here to help. We're both hosts." 
 
    "What do we do?" I asked, filled with doubt. Manuel smiled and walked into the yacht. "We host the party, dear," he responded. 
 
    Manuel and I were dressed as waiters, ready to greet the guests when Derick and Emily arrived. Derick exited the luxurious limousine, casting a confident smile in my direction. Emily stepped out, looking breathtaking in a blue gown that showed off her curves, leaving little to the imagination. Her hair was dyed cobalt blue to match her dress, and her eyes shone excitedly as she saw me waiting with a drink for the both of them. 
 
    She took the mojito from my tray, looked into my eyes with love, and said, "Thank you".  
 
    I felt a strong urge to drop the tray and embrace her, but I remembered my training from Manuel and acted as a professional host. I greeted her with a "Welcome, Madam" in a French accent.  
 
    Derick had a haughty expression as he took the other drink from my tray. Although I was still angry with him, all I could manage to say was, "Welcome, sir." 
 
    Emily's eyes filled with tears of love as she looked back at me, but Derick took her by the shoulder and said, "Miss Emily, let's go; the guests are waiting." They went inside, with Emily casting one last loving glance at me before disappearing.

  

 
   
    Drinks, 
 
    Manuel and I were serving drinks at the bar on the cruise ship. Many of Derick's friends were there, and a red circle had been designated on the floor for dancing. As a song started playing, couples began dancing in the ring. Suddenly, Emily and Lisa approached the bar and sat at a table. I was surprised to see Lisa and recognized her in the photos. 
 
    Lisa saw me and summoned me with a snap of her fingers. I felt submissive to be called in such a manner. 
 
    As I walked towards them, Emily whispered something to Lisa, which left her amazed, and she looked at me in surprise. I greeted both women when I arrived at their table. "Hi, ladies," I said. 
 
    "Hello Robert, join us," Lisa replied with a smile. 
 
    "I can't, I'm on duty," I replied regretfully. 
 
    Lisa looked at my appearance and said, "Oh, I can tell by your uniform." 
 
    Just then, Derick approached and sat with them, kissing Emily on the cheek. He asked, "What can I get for you ladies?" 
 
    "I want a margarita," Lisa said. 
 
    "I'll stick with just an orange juice for now. I have some business to attend to tonight," Derick added. 
 
    "Yes, sir," I replied before turning to take their orders. I struggled with referring to Derick as "sir", especially in front of Lisa. I didn't ask Emily what she wanted to drink, as I was familiar with her preferred choice of a blue lagoon cocktail. 
 
    However, as I started to walk away, I heard a snap. I turned back to see Derick gesturing for me. "Waiter, you didn't ask what Miss Emily would like?" he said. 
 
    "Miss Emily always preferred the blue lagoon, right Miss Emily?" I said, confident in her usual drink choices. 
 
    But to my surprise, Derick interjected, "Waiter, Miss Emily will have a whisky on the rocks." 
 
    I couldn't believe he was controlling her, even in her choice of drinks. She never preferred whisky on the rocks. She usually had whisky on ice or soda and always started with cocktails. 
 
    I looked at Emily, and she said, "Waiter, you heard Mr. Johnson." 
 
    I noticed a flirty expression on Emily's face. Although I know she was just playing around, it was the first time she referred to me as "waiter." It was degrading to be addressed as such by my wife. I couldn't shake off the thoughts of what could happen between Emily and Derick. Serving drinks to my wife, her bull, and his friends in the middle of the sea felt degraded. The situation sparked conflicting emotions, including a bulge in my pants. I couldn't help but wonder if I truly desired Derick to become Emily's boyfriend. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Dance Floor, 
 
    I observed the joy on Emily, Lisa, and Derick's faces as they sat at their table. When Emily's beloved song started playing, she lit up and shared it with Derick gleefully. In response, Derick rose to his feet, extending his hand towards Emily, who took it eagerly and followed him to the dance floor with a mischievous smile directed towards me. 
 
    Derick took Emily's hand and began to twirl her. Her cut-out dress was already revealing, fluttering as they moved, capturing the attention of everyone in the room. With each step, he pulled her closer, his embrace growing more intimate with each movement. Their bodies entwined, they moved as one, each kiss and caress a testament to the chemistry that pulsed between them. The onlookers were captivated by the scene unfolding before them, an artistic display of passion and desire. As they spun and twirled, the room erupted in applause. 
 
    Derick lifted Emily in the air and shared a long passionate kiss. The audience cheered, and Derick proclaimed, "Now, we will dance in our bedroom." As usual, he carried her in his arms and left the room, eliciting even more cheers from the crowd. The entire cruise now knew that they were going to be making love. They disappeared into the night, leaving the others aboard the cruise to imagine the magic yet to come. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Late  Night, 
 
    After an hour, Laughing sounds were heard above the deck. Derick and Emily were enjoying themselves with Derick's friends. As I stood at the bar, cleaning glasses, I felt a longing to join them and watch my wife having fun. However, my duties as a staff member on the ship for the weekend kept me from doing so. I wanted to go and talk to her, but I couldn't, even though she was just in front of me. I wanted her to have a good time and be happy, and she seemed to be getting precisely the same. 
 
    Lisa came for a late-night drink and approached me at the bar. "Hello Mr. Waiter, do you have anything for me?" she asked.  
 
    "Yes, what would you like, miss?" I replied. 
 
     "Whisky on the rocks," she said with a flirtatious tone.  
 
    As I began to pour her drink, she corrected herself, "I was just kidding. I'll have a tequila, sorry to bother you so late."  
 
    "No problem at all, happy to help," I reassured her.  
 
    After taking a sip of her drink, she commented on Emily's behavior, "Emily is amazing and she's having a great time with Derick..." she trailed off and looked at me curiously, "How do you feel about that?"  
 
    "About what?" I asked, trying to figure out what she was getting at. 
 
     She hesitated for a moment, then continued, "About Derick and Emily... being intimate."  
 
    Her blunt question took me aback, but I tried to stay composed. "I'm okay with it," I said.  
 
    She was confused after hearing my reply and said, "Emily said you are really into hotwifing, and she said that you wanted to see her in Derick's hands." 
 
     I didn't want Lisa to know I was forced into it, even though it was my fantasy. So, I said, "Yeah, I really wanted it to happen."  
 
    She showed an amazed expression. Then she said, "Emily also told me that you wanted her not to talk to you until the weekend is over. Is that right?"  
 
    I wanted to object, but I knew that was how the weekend would be, so I didn't want Lisa to realize I was tricked into it. So, I said, "Yeah, that's how I wanted it to be."  
 
    Lisa gave me a friendly slap and  added, "You're a cute cuckold." She then left the room, leaving me wanting to explain that it was just a fantasy and not a reflection of who I truly am. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Morning, 
 
    As I climbed to the ship's top deck, carrying various juices, I spotted Lisa lounging in a tiny bikini. Despite not being as petite as Emily, she still had an attractive figure and looked gorgeous. I searched for Emily but was nowhere to be seen. I approached Lisa and offered her a drink, which she graciously accepted.  
 
    "Where's Emily?" I asked. 
 
    "She's over there," Lisa replied, pointing toward a group seated in chairs. 
 
    When I walked over, I was taken aback by the sight of my once shy wife sitting on Derick's lap, wearing a revealing bikini and chatting with some of Derick's colleagues. I offered them all some juice, which they gratefully accepted. 
 
    "Can I get some sun tan lotion?" Emily asked me. 
 
    But before I could answer, Derick interjected. "Ask the supplier at the kitchen, he'll show you where the ship's inventory is." 
 
    I quickly retrieved the lotion and returned to find Emily and Lisa sunbathing. As I approached Emily to give her the cream, Manuel appeared out of nowhere and took it from me. 
 
    "I'll help her with it," Manuel said with a smile. 
 
    He started applying the lotion to Emily's legs, and as Lisa asked me to apply it to her, I knelt down and began using it on her back. Manuel then continued applying the lotion, covering Emily's legs, back, and shoulders. Then to my surprise, Manuel moved his hands inside her bra and spread the cream to her boobs. He even massaged her nipples. This caused me to open my mouth in shock. Lisa then forcefully closed my mouth while giggling, and Emily asked, "What's going on?" Lisa simply smiled and responded, "Nothing." 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Help, 
 
    As I stood behind the bar, shaker in hand, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of disappointment that I hadn't seen Emily and the others all day. Despite being surrounded by the buzz and energy of the cruise, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was missing out. 
 
    Manuel had been responsible for bringing drinks to the rooms and upstairs all day, except for my morning shift. So, with a hint of excitement in my voice, I asked, “Hi Manuel, have you seen Emily?”  
 
    “No, I think they ventured out to explore the nearby island,” he replied. 
 
    I peered out the window and saw the ship docked peacefully in the sea. A few guests remained onboard, while others had taken the opportunity to visit the island. I couldn't wait for their return, and I was sure the evening would bring even more excitement. 
 
    After some time, Manuel returned with instructions. “We're about to move the bar to the deck for the evening program,” he announced, a twinkle in his eye. And with that, I knew that the celebration was just getting started. 
 
    It was just Manuel and me, as the two-room boys on the ship were occupied cleaning the rooms. The task of moving the entire bar to the deck proved to be a difficult and time-consuming effort, even with the added weight of two fridges. We were tired by evening, and I didn't even have the slightest idea why I was doing this. 
 
    I felt driven by a sense of submissiveness, but that was not how I wanted to be. I didn't like the idea of being submissive, but I found myself enjoying it nonetheless. This internal conflict left me feeling trapped and powerless to act against it. I didn't want to be submissive, but my very nature seemed to prevent me from acting against it. 
 
    Manuel and I were enjoying a beer as we watched the sunset together. Manuel then pulled out his gear and camera and, noticing my doubtful expression, assured me, 
 
    "I am supposed to photograph the whole event. Don't worry, the two room boys will assist you with the bar and there will be a few suppliers who will help with the food." 
 
     I voiced my concerns, "I'm new to setting up drinks and I don't have much experience." 
 
    But Manuel comforted me, "The room boys are experts and most of Derick's friends prefer straight drinks, so you'll do just fine."  
 
    We heard the sound of a speedboat approaching, and I turned to see Derick driving it, with Emily sitting in the back seat with an elderly man in his 60s. She was smiling brightly, looking stunning in a summer dress. Manuel began snapping photos as they arrived on the cruise and even took some of Emily posing with the older man. 
 
    As the guests retreated to their rooms to freshen up, I asked Manuel about the old man. He replied, "That's Vincent Johnson, he's like a godfather to Derick." 
 
    As the night sky grew darker and stars began to twinkle above, a jazz musician took the small stage that Manuel and I had set up earlier. With his soulful sounds, guests started to make their way out of their rooms and onto the deck. Derick was among them, chatting and socializing with the crowd. 
 
    Vincent eventually made his way over and sat in the most privileged area of the boat, where he signaled for me to come over with a flick of his fingers. Although I was initially taken aback, I was now used to being summoned in such a manner. 
 
    "Good evening, sir," I greeted him respectfully. 
 
    "Good evening, gentleman," he replied, calling me a gentleman, to my surprise. He added, "I would like a Glenmorangie Grand Vintage Malt 1991." 
 
    He was very particular about his drink choice. I wasn't familiar with it, but I assumed it would be available on the ship since he was a prime guest.  
 
    So, I said, “Yes Sir, with pleasure.” 
 
    “Please, don't call me sir, just Vincent,” he replied. 
 
    “Yes, Vincent,” I replied, surprised by his humility.  
 
    I went to the bar and asked the room boys, but they couldn't find it in the inventory. I glanced over and saw Manuel setting up his camera towards the stage. I approached him and told him about Vincent's request. He looked worried, terrible even.  
 
    “Oh no, how could I forget? Derick specifically told me to bring it, and Vincent usually prefers it. We are in the middle of the water, what am I going to do? Derick won’t be happy if I mess up with our prime guest.” 
 
    He was so worried he looked at the whole deck in confusion and spotted Lisa. He asked me to come with him, and we approached her. He explained the situation to her.  
 
    She responded, “Vincent is a gentleman, unlike Derick, and he is also a good person. We can give him the best we have.”  
 
    She glanced in Vincent's direction and said, “Oh no, Derick is sitting next to Vincent. They will soon start addressing their clients one by one for a while. We can’t let Vincent know that you messed up with his drink without Derick knowing.” 
 
     “So, what do we do now?” Manuel was feeling the pressure.  
 
    “You need to be honest with them. There's no other option,” Lisa said.  
 
    Manuel didn't have any other choice but to let them know. As Manuel started to walk in their direction, Lisa stopped him and said, “Telling Vincent in front of Derick won’t help. I'll call Derick and create a distraction. Then we'll let Vincent know.” She took out her phone, and we changed our position so Derick wouldn't see us. 
 
    "Hi Derick, Mr. Ericson just called. He said it's about something important regarding 'Venice'. Lisa said, distracting Derick from Vincent. 
 
    As Derick walked away, Lisa and Manuel approached Vincent. I caught a glimpse of Lisa talking to him, but I couldn't hear what was being said as I had to assist the boys at the bar counter. A little while later, Lisa and Derick approached the bar with perplexed expressions, as if they needed all the help they could get." 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Trophy, 
 
    To beat the heat, I arranged drinks for everyone. Manuel wanted to make his drink strong, but I had a feeling it wouldn't go over well with Vincent.  
 
    Suddenly, Lisa said, “Vincent won't tell Derick about Manuel messing up his drink, but in return, he wants a token of appreciation.” 
 
     I asked, “What is it?'” 
 
    Both of them hesitated before Lisa continued, “He wants Emily as a token of appreciation.” 
 
     I was shocked. Why does it always have to be about Emily to make up for someone else's mistakes? She has no connection to this. My expression showed that I was not in agreement with the request. 
 
    Manuel said, “Hi, it would mean a lot to me if Vincent keeps it down. If he doesn't, Derick will be angry and take over my studio, which I borrowed from him. He is my biggest client, and he could ruin me both professionally and personally. I know this is not something I should ask for, but if this is what Vincent wants, I will have to beg you.” 
 
    He was pleading, and I was growing increasingly frustrated with the situation.  
 
    I asked Lisa, “Why does it always have to be my wife? Why can't you sleep with him?” 
 
    She replied, “I have slept with him before, many times.” 
 
    I was shocked. I hadn't known that. Vincent may be another womanizer like his relative, Derick. I was curious, and I shouldn't have asked. I instantly regretted my words. This has happened many times before. I can't control these fantasies. All I could say to Lisa was, “How was it?'" 
 
    Lisa and Derick were both taken aback by my question. They were well aware of our current situation, and the tension in the air began to dissipate. Lisa said with a smile,  
 
    “He's pretty good in bed. Not as dominant as Derick, but affectionate and loving. At this age, he's still a unicorn. Women will be lining up to be in his bed.” 
 
    I could tell she was trying to persuade me, but there was also a gleam in her eye.  
 
    She continued, “Don't worry, he'll take good care of her. And you know that if it's not Vincent, she'll still spend the night with Derick. So, I think it's a better deal for you to let her be with Vincent. He'll take good care of her, and,”  she shyly smiled, “he has a very good package down there and has a legendary reputation for being skilled in exploring the holes.” 
 
    I was stunned by Lisa's description of Vincent, but she wasn't done yet.  
 
    “Your wife's passion for love will change and she might love you even more for letting her do this. The choice is yours,” she said with a sly smile.  
 
    Lisa was skilled at manipulating, putting the decision in my hands, and making it hard for me to let go. My passion for my wife, Emily, was reignited after her time with Derick. Although the idea of Vincent being a legend made me wonder about more passion and fire, I felt caught in a difficult situation.  
 
    I asked, my voice trembling, “What should I do?”  
 
    Lisa's face lit up. “Nothing, I'll handle it. All I need is your support,” she said, turning to Manuel.  
 
    “You owe me one now,” she declared, leaving the deck.  
 
    Manuel gave me a grateful smile. “Thanks, my friend. I owe you one too.”

  

 
   
    The Doubt, 
 
    I received a call from Lisa,  
 
    "Emily will be up soon and she is a bit confused. You need to let her know that you are excited for her to explore her sexuality and you have to convince her to accept Vincent, as you believe it will reignite the passion in your marriage." 
 
     "Okay," was all I could manage to say.  
 
    Lisa added, "One more thing, you are advised to limit your conversation with Emily due to the rules established by Derick that you agreed to for the weekend. Once you say yes, give Vincent a look, and he will take over from there. If he asks anything, just say 'yes'." 
 
    "Okay, understood." That's all I could say in response to Lisa's instructions. This exploration has forced me to learn something I never wanted to know in my life. I never wanted to be submissive, but my desires have taken over. Even though it was not what I wanted, the thought of being obedient to someone was starting to appeal to me. Now, all I can say is "yes," and I doubt I have any "no" left in me. 
 
    I was mesmerized by the bright flashes from Manuel's camera as Emily sashayed onto the deck in a red, figure-hugging tube dress that accentuated her curves and ended just below her perky buttocks. The dress was a perfect balance of sexy and sophisticated, showcasing a side of my once timid and reserved wife that I never knew existed. The spell was broken when someone politely requested a drink, bringing me back to the present moment. 
 
    Then, Emily sat beside Vincent, and they were broad sporting grins. As Vincent gestured with his finger, Emily's gaze met mine, and I remembered that Manuel had requested a Glenfiddich on the rocks for anyone sitting with Vincent. I approached them and politely offered the drink to Emily, asking, "Would Vincent and Madam like anything else?"  
 
    Emily replied with a charming smile, "we will let you know." 
 
    After a while, Derick joined Vincent and Emily at the table. Vincent whispered something to Emily, and she promptly excused herself from the table. Derick and Vincent had a hushed conversation, and it was clear that Derick wasn't happy about something. I had a good idea of what it might be. Throughout the day, they had gone sightseeing, and now Derick would likely want to spend the night with Emily. Vincent was like a godfather to Derick and had significant influence over him. It was amusing to see Derick's usual dominant nature disappear in the presence of Vincent. 
 
    Then, Emily approached the counter, appearing shy and reserved despite her bold outfit. She asked, "Did Lisa tell you about what might happen today?" 
 
     I was conflicted, as Lisa had urged me to push her towards it, but I just wanted the whole thing to be over and to return home to our bed with our newfound desires. Despite these thoughts, I was filled with a sense of excitement, wondering what she might learn today. I replied to Emily, "Vincent plans to explore your holes." 
 
    Her eyes widened with surprise at my candidness or how I phrased it. It took a moment for her to fully grasp what I had just said, but she's been playful with her choice of words lately, making it even more thrilling for me. I was eagerly awaiting her response. 
 
    "And what does my cute husband expect Vincent to discover in these 'holes'?" she queried, with a coy playfulness in her words. 
 
    I smiled, "Rivers of pleasure," I added, "that we can bring back to our marital bed and swim in together." Just then, Lisa interrupted our conversation and pulled Emily onto the stage, leaving me with a sense that something big was about to happen. 
 
    Derick stepped up to the podium and spoke,  
 
    "Greetings to Vincent, and my esteemed business associates. Today is a very special day for me. Business has gone well, and now it is time for pleasure. All my partners have their pleasures waiting for them in their rooms. I would like to take this moment to express my heartfelt gratitude to Vincent, my guardian angel, who has always been there for me. With great joy, I present to him Emily, my love." 
 
    There was a moment of silence as everyone was taken aback. Everyone knew Emily as Derick's girlfriend, so presenting her to his godfather was seen as taboo. My shock was further compounded by his mentioning Emily as his love. However, the confusion was short-lived; everyone was heating up to the moment they were smiling at Emily and Vincent. 
 
    Vincent accepted the presentation as a warm greeting. He placed his hand on Emily's shoulder, pulling her close and kissing her passionately. The audience erupted into applause and cheers. With desire in his eyes, Vincent then led Emily to the master suite. 
 
    Lisa and Manuel approached the counter, with Lisa offering her assessment of the situation, "It went well, wouldn't you say?" 
 
    I replied with a smile, "Yes, I Suppose." 
 
    Derick joined us, and I poured him a glass of Jack Daniel's to help soothe his frustrations. Despite this, he couldn't help but voice his disappointment, “That filthy old man took my girl.” 
 
    Everyone had departed the deck, leaving only myself, Manuel, and the two room boys with a substantial amount of cleaning. It took us several hours to finish, and once we were done, we were utterly exhausted. It was well past midnight when we finally retired to our rooms. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Sunday, 
 
    The Last day on the cruise, my thoughts were consumed with the impending departure and the wait to leave with Emily. Meanwhile, Derick was occupied with his wealthy business dealings. His immense wealth surprised me, but it was what it was. I couldn't help but wonder if Emily would enjoy this luxurious lifestyle, especially after spending a weekend with Derick in his multi-million-dollar mansion and embarking on this luxury cruise. The truth is, I could never afford anything like this. The thought plagued me that if she became addicted to this kind of life, there would be no turning back. As the saying goes, "Once you've lived like a rich man, you can never go back." My mind was a jumbled mess of conflicting thoughts. 
 
    It was late afternoon, and I still hadn't seen Emily all day, not even for lunch. I also didn't spot Vincent, so I wondered if he was in his room or if they had taken the boat. I glanced at the ship's side and noticed the speedboat was still attached to the cruise, so I assumed Emily and Vincent were probably together. As I was clearing tables after lunch, I asked one of the room boys, and he informed me that Vincent was in the master suite, as he had delivered food for two. He added that someone was in the bathroom and believed it was Vincent's "trophy" from the previous night. 
 
    As the evening arrived, we reached a stunning island paradise blessed with delightful weather. Manuel informed me that the beach had been reserved for a private event and that our duties on the ship would end once we reached it. This news was a welcome relief, as we had been feeling cramped and suffocated from the workload of the previous day. After cleaning the bar, we went to the deck and found everyone had already left the ship. 
 
    Manuel and I walked to the beach and saw Lisa in stunning one-piece swimwear.  
 
    "Hi guys! Let's swim! The water is like a paradise," she invited us.  
 
    Manuel happily accepted her invitation, but I was more interested in finding Emily.  
 
    "Hi Lisa, do you know where Emily is?" I asked.  
 
    "She's getting ready for the evening party," Lisa replied. "As Vincent's trophy, she has to look her best."  
 
    Lisa's mention of Emily as Vincent's trophy sparked a hint of jealousy in me. Despite my feelings, I joined Manuel and Lisa for a swim. 
 
    As evening approached, a stage was set up for the celebration. Manuel, Lisa, and I took our seats, each with a beer in hand. The evening kicked off with some talented jazz musicians. Vincent took a center seat, dressed in a dazzling suit, while Derick sat nearby. However, there was no sign of Emily. 
 
    I asked Lisa, "Where is Emily? She hasn't made an appearance yet?" 
 
    She smiled at my frustration and spoke flirtatiously, "Don't be rushed, show some patience, she will show up at the right time." 
 
    The night continued with a series of passionate, romantic dance performances. Despite my growing frustration, I had no information on Emily's whereabouts. As the dances concluded, Derick took the stage to thank everyone for a beautiful weekend. I couldn’t bear the frustration anymore. As I was about to stand up and inquire about Emily, Derick announced that he was inviting Vincent to the stage for the night's final event. 
 
    Vincent strolled towards the scene, and just when I was starting to feel frustrated about Emily's absence, she arrived in a sleek battery-powered car. Standing tall and proud in the car, Emily was decked like a prized trophy. Her outfit's metallic components and other heavy elements made it impossible for her to sit. The car pulled close to the stage, and several burly bodyguards carefully lifted her out and positioned her on the scene. As I gazed at her, I realized that the outfit was so restrictive she could hardly move a muscle. She looked trapped in the dress, and I couldn't help but wonder how she managed to get inside. 
 
    Vincent kissed his trophy and turned her around, pulling off her ass covering to reveal her perky ass cheeks in a tiny thong. It was my first time seeing her in a thong, and I couldn't believe how excited I was, especially since it was happening in public. To my surprise, there were stickers on both of her ass cheeks, together forming the quote "Vincent's Trophy." 
 
    At midnight, we returned to the cruise. Manuel and I had to attend to them as some guests wanted late-night drinks. My thoughts were filled with excitement from the stage earlier. To see my wife on stage as someone's trophy was a powerless feeling. The mere thought of it gave me a punch to the face. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Morning, 
 
    I was half awake when I heard Emily quietly enter the room and wrap her arms around me.  
 
    I awoke the following day with joy and excitement as I looked forward to reuniting with my wife, Emily.   
 
    As I woke up past 9, I brewed a cup of coffee and took a moment to admire my beautiful wife as she slept peacefully in her tiny bikini. With no other clothing in sight, I couldn't help but think she must have confidently walked to my room dressed that way. Each day, she is growing bolder and more adventurous. 
 
    She was sleeping soundly like a squirrel, with no disturbance. Suddenly I heard her stirring while reading a hotwife story on my phone in the early afternoon. 
 
    “Good morning, honey,” she greeted me sweetly.  
 
    “Hi, sweetie, it's already noon. You’ve been sleeping for a long time,” I responded.  
 
    She glanced at the clock and saw that it was past 12.  
 
    “Vincent kept me up until morning,” she told me.  
 
    Although I was pleased she was back for some rest, I couldn’t help but wonder if she would have slept if she had stayed with Vincent any longer. I didn't want her to use me as a pillow, but I was happy to see her back in my arms. I cherished the memory of her affectionately hugging me in my sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Road Trip, 
 
    Taking a scenic road trip along the coast, we rented a car for a change from the monotony of flying. 
 
    We were separated for the whole week. So, we were eager to make the most of our time in this tropical paradise. 
 
    We pulled over at breathtaking spots along the way, relishing the views and each other's company.  
 
    As the evening approached, we checked into a beachfront motel, taking in the spectacular sunset and strolling hand-in-hand along the shore. I sat on the sand while my love took a peaceful nap on my lap. After a delightful seafood meal, we retired to our room, exhausted from the long drive but grateful for the memories we had made. 
 
    I wanted to have sex with her, but she opposed my interest, 
 
    “Honey, Vincent's cock was the same size as Derick's, but it was much thicker - almost the size of your hand. Seeing it, I would never want to try it. I was pretty sure that it would break my vagina. However, Vicent applied a natural lotion and massaged me, making me feel more relaxed and open to the idea. Despite my initial reluctance, I couldn't resist Vincent's ways. He was not as dominant as Derick, but he had a sensual touch with his hands, tongue, and body. Now, I am well-stretched and a bit sore, but I applied painkiller ointment to reduce the pain and make sure I could enjoy the day with you on our road trip." 
 
    I couldn't believe what I was hearing. She had never mentioned anything about her intimate experiences with Derick, but now she was openly discussing her time with Vincent. 
 
    She continues, "So honey, I need to give my, uh, your, pussy a break."  
 
    I wasn't upset, despite what you might think. I was just so happy to be back together with her. I wanted to spend quality time with her, not just have sex. All I wanted was to cuddle and kiss her in bed. I started kissing her, and we cuddled for a while. Then, she made a request. 
 
    "Honey, the pain is returning. Would you mind applying some oil down there?”  
 
    “Of course not,” I responded with delight, eager to help ease her discomfort through massage.  
 
    She retrieved two bottles from her bag and handed me one. She then put the other back into her purse. As she gave me the bottle, I glanced at the label, which read:  
 
    "After-Sex Lotion for Women - A Premium Product from the 'I Love Big Cock' Community, made from the finest wild female trees of the Amazon. Helps relieve pain. Recommended for women seeking pleasure from larger cocks." 
 
    Wow, what the hell? Emily was curiously looking at me while I read the label. As she lay on the bed, I pulled down her shorts, revealing her lacy panties, which I also pulled down. Oh, she was so red down there, and I couldn't imagine the pain, but she didn't seem to be in much discomfort. I took some lotion in my hands and started to apply it. Oh, holy shit! My hand was getting inside her smoothly, and I didn't even have to push. Her pussy looked like the opening of a cave; what the hell! She was so stretched, and I was getting frustrated thinking, "Will I ever be able to satisfy her again with my average cock?" I knew the answer myself, but I wasn't willing to believe it. It was impossible. 
 
    I gave her a nice massage. She made some moaning sounds, but I stopped quickly due to the reddish color of her pussy. She fell asleep soon after. I didn't want her pussy to become any larger, and I hoped it would return to its previous size, but now I'm unsure if it will shrink back down.  
 
    I took her bag and grabbed the other oil bottle, which looked similar but had a different color. I read the label, "Before Sex Lotion for Women. A fine product of the 'I Love Big Cock' Community, made from the fine Wild Male Trees of the Amazon. It helps to lubricate the vagina and facilitate stretching to accommodate big penises. Recommended for women seeking pleasure from very large cocks." 
 
    Oh, no. One of the oil bottles is made from the male tree, while the other is made from the female tree. The oil from the male tree is designed to enhance pleasure, while the oil from the female tree is meant for healing. I had no idea such products existed in the world. I became suspicious of the second bottle. Why was it in her bag? It's before sex lotion, not for pain. Who gave it to her? Does she want to have sex with big cocks again? As I went to sleep, the last statement in both product descriptions continued to weigh on my mind: 'Recommended for women seeking pleasures from very big cocks'. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Few Days Later, 
 
    In the evening, Emily came to the garden with a glass of orange juice, sat on my lap, gave me a soft kiss, played with my tongue, and whispered, "Vincent is visiting us tonight. He's already on his flight." 
 
    There's a lot we need to talk about. It's been tough for me, and I'm experiencing a different mental state that's hard to express. The fact is we have yet to talk. I wanted to share my feelings and have wanted to do that the entire week. I made a few attempts, but my tongue seemed hesitant like it was being held back by chains. At times, I hoped she would initiate the conversation, but it didn't happen. I want to put an end to this. While it was my fantasy, I don't regret what happened, and I'm happy it did. But I want to put an end to it.  
 
    I wanted to have sex with her, but we only kissed and cuddled in bed. When I tried to initiate something more, she said, "Honey, wait for a week. I'm very sore down there." 
 
    My mind was consumed with memories of Derick staying in our marital bed, and the thought was difficult to shake. I had been lost in my thoughts when Emily's words snapped me back to reality,  
 
    “Hooi, You are wandering in your fantasy in broad daylight !” 
 
    I wanted to say no, but she put the juice into my mouth, making me swallow my words. 
 
    My heart shook when I heard her say, "We're picking him up at the airport later today." 
 
    Emily was very excited about Vincent's visit, but I knew what might happen. Vincent was going to sleep with my wife in our own house. No, that is not going to happen. He will keep her awake all night.  
 
    I got a message from an unknown number, ”Hi Robert, This is Vincent, Here is something for your pleasure”. 
 
    

  

 
   
    The Message, 
 
    Vincent sent me a private link to a video. I won't go into details about what occurred, but in the video, Vincent was playing with and fucking my wife like a doll. After their first session, he spent hours caressing and teasing her body. Despite their age difference, they looked like an interracial couple consumed by their animalistic desires, and it burned inside me.  
 
    He tried to finger her ass, but she resisted his advances as he spoke to her. "Your husband gave the green light, 'I'm about to explore every hole in you." 
 
    We had never engaged in anal play before; we always believed it was taboo. "What did my husband say?" she asked him curiously.  
 
    "Robert wants me to explore your holes," he replied with a lustful smile.  
 
    "He doesn't mean my ass, that's for sure," she defended. " 
 
    That's precisely what he wants," he said, pulling her towards him and fingering her in the ass.  
 
    "You're not putting that monster in my ass; it could break me. I'm a virgin there," she protested.  
 
    While he continued to finger her, he said, "It's tight, I'll use some lubricant, and you'll be ready by next week." 
 
    Before she could say anything else, he kissed her passionately, and I could sense the pleasure she was experiencing. The video ended, and I was left staring at the blank screen, feeling as though I was empty inside. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A  Visit, 
 
    Did he really want to do that? In the video, he said, "You will be ready by next week." Is that why he is here? Will Emily let him do it? If she was applying lotion there, did she want it to happen? Will I be able to watch it? As always, these raw thoughts cloud my little brain.  
 
    We picked up Vincent at the parking lot. While I kept the engine running, Emily exited the car and hugged him. She sat with him in the back seat, kissing and caressing him throughout the journey. I caught glimpses of it through the mirror here and there.  
 
    When we arrived home, she immediately took him to the master bedroom upstairs. As they walked, Vincent instructed me, "You will find a bottle of Sierra 91, an old vintage collection in my suitcase. Set up two large drinks on rocks and bring them to us." 
 
    I arrived at their room and knocked. Lisa asked, "Who's there?" as expected.  
 
    "It's Robert, the room boy, Madame," I responded.  
 
    Vincent's voice could be heard from inside, "We're in the middle of something. Can you wait for a minute or two?"  
 
    "Yes, Vincent," I replied.  
 
    Through the door, I could hear Emily laughing, and she requested me, 
 
    "Room boy, it would be amazing if you could come to our room in the suit you wore the other day, when Derick was here. Wear your favorite red tie this time."  
 
    Vincent inquired, "What suit?" to which Emily teasingly replied, "You'll find out soon enough." 
 
    As I hurried downstairs to fetch my favorite red tie to pair with my birthday suit, the moment's excitement overwhelmed me.  
 
    Upon entering their room, Vincent gave me a sneering smile and quipped,  
 
    "Oh, you've got a cute little pinky there."  
 
    Although it was meant as a joke, I felt embarrassed and humiliated by his comment in front of my wife. Vincent then turned to her and asked,  
 
    "How did Room Boy's pinkie behave for the whole week?" 
 
     To which she replied, "I wouldn't let it out.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you let it out?” Vincent asked.  
 
    “He wanted me to explore my holes, so I wanted to be fresh for the explorer. And…” Lisa trailed off.  
 
    “And what?” Vincent prodded while caressing one of her nipples through her lacy bra.  
 
    “Room boy's pinkie is not much of an explorer,” she smirked. 
 
    I felt degraded by the comment; Vincent looked at me with a sly grin and released a gentle bite from my wife's exposed nipple.  
 
    But before I could say anything, Vincent turned to me and announced, "I am about to claim your cute little wife's virgin ass for the first time. You need to be on her side and support her as she explores this new territory. Kneel by the bed, hold her hand, and let me work my magic."

  

 
   
    It is what it is, 
 
    "You know what happened? Yes, the legend made his moves iconically, and they both gave a curious smile when my pinky was aroused. I witnessed it all. They let me ejaculate in the bathroom. 
 
    Emily told me, "Room Boy, prepare dinner for us, and knock when it's ready. Close the door when you see yourself out."  
 
    After dinner, they went back to their room, and Emily gave me a peck on my cheek and asked me to bring them coffee by 8 in the morning. Truthfully, I felt left out. Is this what I'm getting into? Am I really becoming a cuckold? Hotwifing is okay, and I like it, but now it all feels like a mountain in my head. I'm really worried and just want to have a good night's sleep. To my fellow readers, I wish you all a good night."

  

 
   
    Following Day, 
 
    I awoke to the sweet sound of birds chirping in the garden. Following Emily's instructions, I prepared coffee and quietly entered their room, where I saw them both fast asleep. Emily was sleeping peacefully, like a baby. Not wanting to disturb them, I leave the coffee, careful not to make any noise. 
 
    I didn't want to dwell on the humiliation I had experienced the previous night, so I decided to lose myself in my writing. I carried my typewriter out to the garden and started typing away, accompanied by the cheerful melodies of the birds. 
 
    After a while, I heard the sounds of laughter and talking coming from inside the house. Emily sounded happy, and I felt a strong urge to go inside, but I waited for her to come to me. Later that day, she surprised me with lunch, but as I was about to head inside, she told me something unexpected. 
 
    "Honey, Vincent is taking me out to lunch today. He didn't want to disturb your writing, so we'll give you some space. We'll be back in the evening." 
 
    What? They're going to have a long lunch together for the whole afternoon? I couldn't help but wonder what they were planning to do. Maybe Vincent had something in mind.  
 
    As curious as I was, I simply replied, "I'll be fine." 
 
    It was getting towards evening, and as I was about to finish up for the day, I received a call from Vincent.  
 
    "Hi, Robert, it is..." he said, hesitating. 
 
    I could tell he had something on his mind; perhaps he wanted more time with Emily.  
 
    So I asked him, "What is it?" 
 
    "Robert, you know that I took Emily's ass virginity yesterday, and you promised me exclusive rights to her ass. In our culture, it's called marking, which means that I own it now. I understand that she's your wife, and I appreciate you sharing her with me, I respect the relation between you and your wife, and I am just a fuck buddy, but when it comes to her ass, it's mine to do with as I please. I just need you to tell her that her ass belongs to me now." 
 
    As I listened to Vincent's demand, I felt a wave of anxiety wash over me. How could I have agreed to such a thing? Did Emily really want this?  
 
    I had to talk to her and ensure she didn’t want this arrangement. I couldn't let Vincent do anything to her that was too extreme or bizarre. After all, her ass was still sore from the previous night's activities. I couldn't even imagine what Vincent had in mind for her now. I had to put a stop to this.  
 
    "I'll talk to her and let you know," I told Vincent.  
 
    But deep down, I knew this wasn't what he wanted to hear. He wanted to take ownership of Emily's ass, and I wasn't comfortable with that. But before I could make any excuses, Vincent interjected, "Don't bother calling her. I'll put her on the phone now." I had no choice but to hear what Emily had to say. 
 
    "Hi Honey, Vincent says that he now owns my ass because of a deal you made with him yesterday. Is that true, sweetie?" Emily asked, her voice wavering with uncertainty. 
 
    I could hear the echo of her voice on speakerphone, and I knew that Vincent was listening in on our conversation. Despite my reservations, my body compelled me to say, "Yes, the deal has been signed." 
 
    I was shit stormed by what I was doing. My wife started to speak, but before she could say anything, Vincent interjected,  
 
    "I appreciate you honoring our deal. Thanks, man. You have a pretty good wife here, and I will take good care of her."  
 
    The final beep of the phone seemed to shake everything inside me. Accepting that someone outside our marriage now owned my wife's cute little ass was hard. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Overwhelming, 
 
    I was utterly overwhelmed by what I saw. Vincent and Emily had returned in the evening, and my wife wore a tank top and shorts. But now, she had changed into a mini skirt, and I could see them through the window. I didn't know what had caused this sudden change in her outfit. When I opened the door, I noticed her eyes were red, and she had been crying for some time. Before I could ask her what was wrong, Vincent interrupted me and said,  
 
    "Show your husband your cute, newly marked ass." 
 
    She turned away from me as Vincent lifted her skirt, revealing two large bandages on both cheeks. The rest of her ass was red and swollen, as if she had just gotten a fresh tattoo.  
 
    My wife and I had never been interested in tattoos; we thought they were strange and permanent, but everything had changed. Vincent approached me, hugged me, and said, 
 
     "Thanks for letting me mark her. We had an incredible time together, and now I must depart." He then pulled Emily tightly to him. 
 
    Their embrace was electrifying as Vincent pressed his lips hard against hers. They kissed with a pang of hunger and intensity that left no doubt about the depth of their connection. I watched in awe, feeling like an outsider in my home as these two lovers reconnected on a level I couldn't comprehend. At that moment, they were black and white angels of desire, newly reunited on earth.

  

 
   
    Markings, 
 
    I was left with a blank mind, unsure of how to approach Emily about the future of our relationship. We had been exploring discrete moments of our lives together, and for the past couple of years, I had found myself addicted to hotwifing and cuckold erotica. While these genres are often intermixed, I wouldn't necessarily categorize myself as a fan of the cuckold genre. However, despite my feelings, I found myself reading more and more of these stories lately. Emily's recent involvement with Vincent had put our marriage in a hot spot. 
 
    After Vincent left, Emily went to the bedroom and lay face down on the bed. I knew she would have to sleep like this for at least a few days due to her swollen ass. 
 
    A few hours later, Emily called, "Honey, could you come here?"  
 
    I entered the bedroom to find Emily in the bathroom, naked as usual. "Honey, can you help me remove these bandages?" she asked. 
 
    As I entered the bathroom, my heart was racing with anticipation. Carefully, I began to peel away the bandages from her left ass cheek. Suddenly, everything started to spin, and I had to steady myself. What I saw made my head swim - a tattoo of Vincent's company logo and bold italic letters spelling out "Vincent's Ass". My wife's cute behind was now permanently marked as his property. It was almost too much to bear. Emily looked at me, still holding her ass in place. I struggled to hide my disappointment. 
 
    "What is it?" she asked me, noticing my reaction. 
 
    I suspected something was going on, and she explained, "Honey, I was face down and Vincent didn't want me to look at it while it was being drawn. He wanted me to trust him. He said it was just a marking and that you knew exactly what it was and wanted it." 
 
    I felt trapped as if Emily and I were always getting caught up in things. It was like with Derick, except Vincent wasn't as dominant. Either way, he was getting what he wanted. 
 
    I removed the remaining bandage from her right ass cheek and was shocked to see a bold and daring statement:  
 
    "Mr. Vincent Johnson claimed the virginity of this ass on February 24, 2023. He purchased it on February 30, 2023 and now it is his exclusive property. Any touching, caressing, or use of it without his consent is a severe violation of his private property rights, and offenders will be prosecuted." 
 
    I was furious. I hurried into the room, snatched the large dressing mirror, and stormed back to the bathroom to confront Emily with her freshly marked ass. Her anger flared as she examined the tattoo more closely and yelled at me, "Is this what you wanted on my ass?" Tears streamed down her face. 
 
    For a moment, I felt stuck, unsure of what to do. I didn't want this to happen, but Vincent had trapped us both.  
 
    I hugged Emily and explained, "I had no idea what he was going to mark you with. I didn't want this to happen, and I wanted to talk to you before anything went too far. But now, it's done. What's important is that I love you, and some silly tattoos on your ass don't change that."  
 
    She was still worried, but I wanted to reassure her that our love was strong enough to withstand this. 
 
    I held her in my arms and comforted her as she cried. Later that night, I overheard Emily on the phone with Vincent expressing her unhappiness with what he had done and telling him that she didn't want to see him again. I felt relieved upon hearing this, knowing that she was putting an end to their interactions.  
 
    We usually slept cuddled up together, but Emily had to sleep face down due to the swelling in her ass. She didn’t want me to see her in pain, so she pushed me out of our bedroom, and that left me to sleep downstairs. 
 
    I brought her a cup of coffee, and when I entered our room, she was standing naked, gazing at the dressing mirror. She posed in various ways, examining her tattooed ass with mixed emotions that I couldn't quite discern.  
 
    She still hadn't noticed me, so I said, "Good morning, my sweet ass." 
 
    She looked at me and played along, "It says this ass belongs to Vincent, not to you."  
 
    I couldn't help but feel turned on by her response. I handed her the coffee and gently turned her to the side to see our reflections in the mirror. I reread the words as I placed my hands on her shoulders and moved down to her ass. Part of me wanted to touch and caress her there, but it also felt like I would be trespassing on Vincent's private lands. 
 
    Emily was looking at the reflection of my hand in the mirror. I longed to touch her, feel the warmth of her skin under my fingers, and trace the curves of her ass with my bare hands. I was only waiting for a go from her to touch her. I didn't want to follow someone else's wishes. But she said nothing. From her face, I could tell that she wanted me to continue, but I waited for her words. Just then, my phone rang, and it distracted us.

  

 
   
    A Week Later, 
 
    After a week had passed, Emily had not contacted Vincent or Derick. When they called her, she sent a firm reply:  
 
    "I am working on my marriage. Me and my husband have things to discuss and want to spend some time on our own. Don't try to call me. I will contact you if I want to."  
 
    I was sitting beside her in the drawing room as she typed the message. I knew they wouldn't like it, but it was our marriage, and we wanted to take things into our own hands. For now, they weren't getting anything from her, not even her voice. 
 
    We had a charming week together. My book was well on its way to an exciting climax, with me writing every morning and afternoon while Emily and I enjoyed our evenings together. We watched romantic movies, holding hands, and at night, we would sit together with beers, gazing at the moon before sleeping in each other's arms. 
 
    I also had to tend to Emily's swollen ass during this time. I gently washed it with soap and water and applied antibacterial ointment twice daily. Despite us disliking the tattoo, I took the time to caress her ass while applying the cream. To be honest, we both enjoyed this intimate moment of caring for Vincent’s tattoo. 
 
    We finally came to terms with what had happened. Vincent didn't dominate us but played with his words to trap us. It was different from how Derick trapped us into the cruise.  
 
    During our conversation, Emily confessed that in her inner core, she enjoyed getting the tattoo from the artist, despite it being painful. Vincent held her hands to help her bear the pain, and even though she didn't know what she was getting into, she felt very submissive in the room with Vincent and the artist. 
 
    Despite having sex last night, I couldn't feel much sensation in Emily's pussy. It was so stretched that it left me feeling down, but she made it up to me by giving me an incredible blow job. She learned some new tricks from her experience, which I thoroughly enjoyed. 
 
    This morning, I couldn't stop thinking about how I couldn't satisfy Emily's stretched pussy, so I went to a sex shop and bought a giant black dildo slightly smaller than Vincent's cock. In the evening, when we got into bed, I surprised her with a smile and showed her what I had bought.  
 
    "Hi, Sweetie, look what I got for my sweet wife,"  
 
    Her eyes widened as she saw the dildo, and she spoke to me with a playful smile,  
 
    "Who is that?"  
 
    I had to think fast and come up with a name, and to her surprise, I blurted out, "Vincent Junior." 
 
    She was dazzled by that name. She added, "Where is the rest of him?"  
 
    What could I say to that? "It's imaginary," was all I managed to say.  
 
    "How would I take Mr. Vincent Junior then?" she questioned. 
 
    "I will help Mr. Junior and I will guide him." 
 
    I wanted to give her pleasure as she had never experienced it before. I undressed her slowly, taking in the sight of her naked body, and reached for the bottle of tribal oil. As I poured it onto my hands, I could feel the heat building inside me, knowing exactly what it would do to her pussy.  
 
    I began to massage her pussy with the oil. I could feel her muscles relax under my touch, knowing she was enjoying it. But I also knew that she wanted more. So I positioned ‘Vincent Junior’ at the entrance of her pussy and pushed it in slowly, watching as she moaned with pleasure. I could see the look of desire on her face, and it only made me want her more. I used both hands to guide the dildo, pushing and pulling it in and out of her pussy.  
 
    As I felt her body tighten around the dildo, I remembered the video of Vincent taking her anal virginity. The memory only fueled my desire, and I thrust the dildo harder, trying to give her the same kind of pleasure that she had experienced with him. I wanted to make her feel like she had never felt before, to be the one to fulfill all of her deepest desires.  
 
    At that moment, I felt like I was in control, like I was the one who had the power to give her pleasure. And as she moaned and writhed under my touch, I knew I had succeeded. I had given her a new kind of pleasure she would never forget. She expressed her satisfaction with slutty words. Some of her lines were particularly memorable, such as "Vincent Junior is just as vibrant as Senior, My husband is quite capable now, The contrast of dark color against my white pussy is so hot." 
 
    After hearing her slutty comments, my penis was fully erect, and she took it out and gave me an excellent blowjob like yesterday. As I was about to climax, my mind raced with thoughts of what I could do to show my appreciation for her incredible oral skills. Vincent Senior's face flashed through my mind, and I knew without a doubt that she was deeply in love with his cock. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Evening After, 
 
    I heard Emily's voice as I entered the house with my typewriter. I paused and listened silently.  
 
    I only caught the words, "I will speak to him about it."  
 
    Although I couldn't hear Vincent's response, I was sure he would push her for more of what he wanted.  
 
    However, she soon ended the call with the words, "No promises, but I will try my best."  
 
    I heard her coming downstairs, so I stepped out of the house. I opened the door with my typewriter to let her know I hadn't overheard anything, which was almost the truth. 
 
    "Hey there, my love. I just finished up for the day. How about we take a romantic stroll on the beach?" I suggested with a hint of excitement in my voice.  
 
    Her eyes lit up as she responded, "I'd love that." 
 
    It was our first outing after she got her new tattoo, and she was cautious about avoiding sunburn. She wore a yellow t-shirt and blue jean shorts that hugged her figure, making her look stunning even without trying to be sexy. 
 
    We went for a long walk, sometimes holding hands, sometimes she pulled me in for a kiss, and other times I leaned in for a kiss. At one point, I was kissing her and caressing her ass. She quickly pulled my hand away and playfully but seriously scolded me, saying, "Don't trespass". 
 
    Later that night, as we retired to our room, I took the ointment for her tattoo. However, she stopped me and handed me a pair of gloves she had been hiding in her hands. I looked at her with a curious expression. 
 
    “You were trespassing on Vincent property for a long week, but it can’t be tolerated anymore, as I can’t properly care for his tattoo by myself, I suppose you can do it till it is properly healed but not with your bare hands anymore”, she explained. 
 
    I sensed something was off tonight, especially since she had a phone call with Vincent. I only caught the tail end of it, so I wasn't sure how long they had been talking. But now I know that he's asserting his rights against us. Her words from earlier were still echoing in my mind as I applied the ointment: "not with your bare hands anymore." Does this mean I can't touch and enjoy her ass anymore in our life? The thought was quite distressing. As we went to bed, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was looming in our future. Where does it all end? I had a suspicion that trouble was on the horizon.

  

 
   
    Movies of Desire, 
 
    Two days later, a package arrived at our doorstep containing a collection of Emmanuelle movies I, II, and III. As I opened the box, I discovered a note inside. It read:  
 
    "For my girl and her Cucky,  
 
    This is a legendary classic erotic movie that laid the foundation for the hotwifing era. Feel and enjoy the pleasure of it with my compliments. Cucky should thank me for introducing you to such pleasures.  
 
    Yours, Vincent." 
 
    I didn't appreciate being referred to as "Cucky" by Vincent, and now he's even started calling Emily "his girl" like Derick does. Emily was surprised to see the cassettes; like me, she had no idea about Vincent sending us gifts.  
 
    She said, "Let's watch the first one today." 
 
    That evening, we enjoyed the movie while sipping on a bottle of wine. To summarize, The film was about the sexual awakening and explorations of Emmanuelle, a young and beautiful French woman who travels to Bangkok with her diplomat husband. In Bangkok, she becomes fascinated by the city's hedonistic lifestyle and begins to explore her sexuality with various partners. 
 
    As Vincent had promised, the movie was legendary and a must-watch for every hotwifing couple. Emily was completely immersed in the pleasure of watching it, and we even indulged in some erotic sessions on the sofa while Emmanuelle explored her desires with her many admirers on screen. By the time the movie ended, we were both completely drained from the intense experience, feeling as though the teeth of desire had sucked out our very life force.

  

 
   
    Movies of Pleasure, 
 
    During lunch the following afternoon, Emily suggested, "You should call Vincent today to thank him for sending us those movies. He cared about our pleasure, and we should show our appreciation." 
 
    Despite Vincent's request for me to thank him and my suspicion of his motives, I felt reluctant to reach out to him. However, I couldn't deny that the previous night had been intense, and the movie was genuinely captivating. 
 
    I Bought a strong classic red wine in the evening to spice up the sex drive. Emily's taste for hard liquor had developed, likely influenced by her time with Derick. After downing a glass of solid wine, I chose the second movie in the series. But as it began playing, Emily reached for the remote and turned it off.  
 
    "First, Cucky has to thank the bull for yesterday's pleasure, then only he can enjoy the second movie”, Emily instructed with a commanding tone, leaving no room for discussion. 
 
    Her statement hit me like a shock. I felt a strange sensation inside, a mix of pleasure and pain, and I didn't know how to process it. She had just called me "cucky" for the first time in our relationship, sending shivers down my spine. 
 
    I stared at the dark screen for a moment, the anticipation for the next movie in the series mounting within me. Unable to wait any longer, I grabbed my phone and headed out to the porch. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Second, 
 
    I greeted Vincent on the phone and expressed my appreciation, "The first movie was amazing, and thank you for sending it to us."  
 
    But Vincent's response left me unsettled, "I am not your buddy, you have to thank me properly."  
 
    Uncertain about what he meant by "properly," I hesitated. Vincent didn't seem like the type to want me to show him submission or call him "sir."  
 
    His voice had a hidden motive, so I asked, "I don't know how to thank you properly, as I have no idea what you would expect?"  
 
    Vincent continued to play his game, "I sent you a gift, we are even if you sent me one back." 
 
    "I'm curious, Vincent. What do you have in mind?" I asked, sensing a hidden agenda in his voice. I knew he was trying to trap me, so I added carefully, "I can only give what I am capable of, and only if Emily agrees to it." 
 
    Despite my caution, Vincent seemed pleased with my response and abruptly ended the call, saying, "She'll definitely like it. I'll tell her later today. For now, enjoy the movie."  
 
    I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to his request than he was letting on. 
 
    As his words echoed in my mind, "It is something Emily will like," I couldn't help but feel suspicious. Vincent hadn't even mentioned what it was he had in mind. I regretted not being more cautious during our conversation. I should have replied, "Only if I wanted or wished," instead of saying, "Only if I can and only if Emily likes it." With a doubtful expression, I walked back to the room.  
 
    As Emily started the movie, I couldn't help but think about how the plot of the film mirrored our own experiences. The film Emmanuelle II, like our relationship, was all about exploring and pushing the boundaries of pleasure. As the characters on screen indulged in their desires, we, too, were exploring new heights of intimacy and passion. 
 
    I couldn't help but feel the excitement and arousal that came with the hotwifing and cuckolding lifestyle we had started to explore. It was as if the scenes on the screen were a reflection of our own desires and experiences, and I could feel myself growing more and more turned on with each passing moment.  
 
    The pleasure we had experienced the day before was only intensified by the knowledge that it was a result of Emily's exploration with other men, and the idea of her pleasure being linked to the actions of another man was a heady mix of jealousy and excitement. As we watched the movie, I knew that the experience of being a cuckold or hotwife would continue to bring us both intense pleasure and fulfillment. 
 
    Emily's phone rang as we drifted to sleep in our room, and she stepped out to answer it. As I looked for her, she was nowhere to be seen. Eventually, I found her outside in the garden, bathed in the moon's ethereal glow, and she looked so alive and happy as she spoke to Vincent. A pang of jealousy and excitement coursed through me as I couldn't help but wonder what they were discussing. 
 
    I returned to bed, and wanted to talk to her about it, but time seemed to drag on forever. To pass the time, I started reading a steamy hotwife story; my mind filled with fantasies of sharing Emily with other men. 
 
    An hour passed, and Emily finally returned. I put down my phone, realizing that she may have suspected that I was reading a hotwife story. I asked her in a less-than-loving tone, "What does Vincent want now?"  
 
    She responded with a question, "Why are you so curious about what Vincent wanted?" 
 
    I was taken aback and couldn't answer. I just looked at her. She then continued, "You wanted it to happen?" 
 
    I was eager to discover what Vincent wanted, but I held back my curiosity and told Emily, "If it's something you want, then I'm all for it." I wanted to show her my love and support, even if it meant taking a risk. 
 
    I knew that my statement could have dangerous consequences, but I followed my instincts, which led me to seek pleasure for my wife outside of our marriage. 
 
    However, Emily didn't reveal what Vincent wanted. She simply kissed me goodnight and whispered in my ear, "You'll find out when it happens." Despite my uncertainty, I felt a thrill of anticipation at the possibility of something new and exciting on the horizon. 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Surprise, 
 
    As the evening drew near, Emily interrupted my writing, which she rarely did unless it was something important.  
 
    "Honey, could you buy some red wine for our movie night tonight, and also get the car serviced, it looks quite dirty," she said. 
 
    I put the pieces together and realized Vincent might join us for the evening. We may have to pick him up from the airport, and we may watch the movie together. Since the first two movies were steamy, I couldn't wait to see what was in store for us. Although I considered reading reviews for the third movie, I didn't want to ruin the surprise. I eagerly anticipated what the night might bring and dreamed of a passionate evening. 
 
    Upon arriving home, I found a letter on the table. It read,  
 
    “To My Dearest Cuckie,  
 
    Vincent wanted to surprise you, and I couldn't resist. I know you'll love it. For the third movie, you'll be watching it alone. The cassette is already on the TV, and all you have to do is hit the play button. But make sure to wait until 9 PM. By then, I'll be in Vincent's hands, and he'll be taking care of my every need. 
 
    Love,  
 
    Your Sexy Little Hotwife with an Owned Ass” 
 
    The letter hit me like a bombshell as I realized my wife was also involved in the game. It made my head spin, and it took me a while to regain my senses. The more I read the letter, the more jealousy boiled within me. My mind was flooded with doubts and questions, and I couldn't shake the overwhelming sense of betrayal. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Third, 
 
    I couldn't bring myself to prepare dinner, so I took a walk. My mind was lost in thought, and I felt like a zombie walking through the streets. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I just couldn't shake off the feeling of hurt and betrayal. I wasn't in any mood to cook, so I grabbed a burger on my way back. 
 
    Once I arrived home, I felt like a robot, just going through the motions. I went near the TV and hit the play button. 
 
    Sitting on the couch as the opening credits of Emmanuelle III began to roll. My mind continued  wandering, and I struggled to focus on the movie. As Emmanuelle appeared on the screen, I couldn't help but draw parallels between her behavior and Emily's recent actions. Both were becoming more adventurous and open to new experiences, which was exciting and terrifying to witness. 
 
    As the movie progressed, I watched as Emmanuelle's relationship with her lover deepened. I couldn't help but imagine Emily in Emmanuelle's position, with Vincent as her lover. Would he have the courage to explore new experiences with her? Would he give in to the unknown and see where it led us? 
 
    The film climaxes, with Emmanuelle leaving her husband for her lover. I watched with a sense of foreboding, wondering if the same fate awaited us. Would our newfound passion fade, leaving us both empty and unfulfilled? 
 
    As the credits rolled, I sat in silence, lost in thought. The uncertainty was both exhilarating and terrifying. I couldn't shake the feeling that our life was about to change, or maybe it already had, and I was on the cusp of something I couldn't quite grasp. But I knew I couldn't turn back now. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Day After, 
 
    I had no interest in getting out of bed. Don't get me wrong, I love hotwifing and everything about it, but as a husband, it can be challenging to accept a submissive role. And the surprises can be a little evil. I loved the third movie, except for the part where she left her husband for her lover. But there are a few things to keep in mind. She's not leaving permanently; it may just be for a few days, or she'll come back after a few months. It's up to the audience to decide. When it comes to hotwifing erotica, there's a lot to consider, and things can get pretty wild in the gray area between hotwifing and cuckolding. We're wandering in that in-between space, and the uncertainty makes the experience so exhilarating. 
 
    "Hey, have you heard from Emily lately?" Vincent asked me over the phone. 
 
    "No, what's up?" I replied. 
 
    "Well, she's been asked to do a photoshoot for the BBC magazine's lifestyle edition," Vincent explained. "And I'll be posing with her in some provocative shots." 
 
    "Okay, and what's the issue?" I asked. 
 
    "Well, Emily wants to make sure you're okay with it," Vincent said. "Could you send me a voice message with your approval?" 
 
    I thought about it for a moment and sent a voice clip, "Sure, as long as it's not too erotic. But I trust you guys to make it tasteful." 
 
    Vincent's response was quick. "Thanks, man. That means a lot." He paused for a moment before continuing, "I know it's not always easy to share your partner with others, even in a non-erotic context." 
 
    I nodded in agreement. "Yeah, it can be tough. But I trust you both, and I know it's important for Emily's career." 
 
    Vincent replied happily, "I'll let Emily know." 
 
    Vincent and I said our goodbyes, and I hung up the phone. A few minutes later, Emily called me back. "Hey, just wanted to say thanks again for being cool with the shoot. I really appreciate it." 
 
    "Of course," I replied. "Just make sure it's nothing too wild." 
 
    Emily laughed. "Don't worry, I won't do anything too crazy. It's just a fun opportunity for me, and I'm excited to do it." 
 
    As Emily was busy, we couldn't talk much. As I hung up, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy, but I pushed it aside, reminding myself that this was just another step in Emily's career. I daydreamed about seeing Emily in Vincent's hands in the magazine, and as her partner, I was proud to support her in any way I could. 
 
    After a while, I got a message from Vincent, "The magazine wants to do the shoot on an island in the Bahamas. Since it's very tropical and out of reach of any signal, we won't be able to contact you for a few days. We're on my private jet now, and this will be the last message you'll receive for a while. Don't worry, Emily will be happy in my bold, wild hands." 
 
    As I read the message, my heart raced with worry about Emily being away for so long with Vincent. Despite my concerns, I managed to type a reply: "Please let Emily know that I'll be fine. Ask her to call me when you get any signal." 
 
    

  

 
   
    A Life Time Later, 
 
    It had only been four days, but it felt like an eternity. Every day that went by without hearing from Emily or Vincent felt like torture. I constantly daydreamed about what they were doing, imagining them having the time of their lives on a tropical island. But at the same time, my desires burned inside me, and I struggled to focus on anything else.  
 
    Yesterday, things had gotten so intense that I had a dream ejaculation, which had never happened to me before. I felt embarrassed and ashamed, like I was betraying Emily with such intense fantasies about her. 
 
    Then, finally, a glimmer of hope. I received a link to the BBC Lifestyle magazine, and my heart skipped a beat as I clicked on it. 
 
    I had always assumed that BBC Lifestyle was just another supplement of the News channel, so I was taken aback when I opened the link that Vincent had sent me. It wasn't at all what I had expected. It was more like Playboy, but even more explicit. I suddenly understood why Emily had wanted my permission for the photo shoot. I never suspected that it would be for an erotic magazine. I felt a surge of emotions - shock, disbelief, and a twinge of jealousy - as I realized that my sweet, shy wife was posing for such a magazine. 
 
    The magazine's cover featured a striking blonde woman, and I felt relieved that Emily wasn't on the cover. The thought of her picture being displayed in every adult shop was enough to give me a heart attack. I had no idea what to expect from the magazine, and the uncertainty made me feel uneasy. 
 
    I decided to skip the index page to keep the experience suspenseful. As I flipped through the pages, I began to understand the true nature of the magazine. It wasn't the lifestyle magazine I had expected, but a magazine for hotwifing and interracial aspirants like myself. The magazine was all about white women who were into big black cocks, and many hot white models were posing with black men in very revealing outfits. As I progressed through the pages, the photos became more and more revealing. There were interviews with BBC couples, hotwives with their black bulls, and much discussion about cuckold experiences.  
 
    I was getting turned on as I read through the magazine, but as I approached the end, only a few more pages left to flip. I felt a wave of relief. I thought maybe this was just a sample of the magazine that Vincent had sent me, but to my dismay, I saw that it was the latest issue, dated today. The thought of Emily posing for such a magazine was overwhelming, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel excited about it. 
 
    As I continued flipping through the magazine, my worst fears were popping up. There it was, a two-page spread featuring Emily and Vincent. Emily was standing in front of the camera, Vincent hugging her from behind,  with one of Vincent's hands covering her breast, while the other breast was left to roam free, his other hand covering her pussy. She was wearing nothing but Vincent's hands, and he, too, was completely naked, though his private parts were hidden from view by Emily's body. 
 
     The image was breathtaking, but at the same time, it felt like a punch in the gut. Emily's face was clear for all to see, and anyone who knew us would recognize her immediately. It was a moment of heart-stopping realization, and I felt my chest tighten as I placed my left hand on my chest, feeling my heart beating rapidly. We were now part of this lifestyle and are out in the open for the whole world to see. 
 
    As I approach the end of the magazine, I turn the page to find yet another provocative image of Vincent and Emily taking up two full pages. This time, Vincent holds Emily's legs upside down like a bat as they engage in an even more erotic version of the classic 69 positions. The image looks like a reproduction of vintage black and white erotica, adding to its timeless allure.  
 
    As I rotate the magazine to get a better view, the tattoos on Emily's ass become as clear as the Caribbean sea. It dawns on me that millions of people will see this intimate display and her tattoos from this day forward. The thought of this makes me feel exposed, and I can't help but wonder how Emily must feel knowing that her private moments are on full display for the world to see. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Feelings, 
 
    I experienced a sensation of happiness that I had never felt before - it was as though I was standing naked in the world. My wife had opened herself up to the entire world, and it was me who felt exposed by her extroverted nature. It took me a whole day to process this experience, and I didn't even eat until the evening.  
 
    However, it was a feeling that was not negative at all. In fact, it was quite the opposite. Something new coursed through my veins, and I felt a sense of liberation. It all began with my fantasy, and now I feel grateful for being able to showcase my sweet and adorable wife to all the enthusiasts of erotic magazines. From young adult men to those nearing the end of their lives, countless people would be masturbating to her photos.  
 
    Words can't express how grateful I am for the opportunity to share my wife with the world in this way. 
 
    I must admit, this new adventure has brought a whole new dimension to our relationship. Unlike the idea of my wife having a bull or boyfriend, what made this experience even more challenging was pushing her to her limits and liberating her in a way that allowed her to explore her sexual desires and nature to the fullest extent possible.  
 
    This was not simply a matter of giving her over to Derick or Vincent for pleasure but rather allowing her to explore the animalistic desires and passions that come with erotic photography. As I began to embrace this feeling, I realized that I wanted to share her for the exclusive pleasure of herself. 
 
    Don't get me wrong, I still enjoyed the cuckold dimension of it all, and in fact, it was something I truly desired. I even found myself wanting to be submissive to the alpha at times. It's just that every fantasy needs to be explored, and in this particular moment, I discovered something that made my libido soar like a kite up into the sky.  
 
    As I basked in the glow of the most fabulous day of our recent adventure, the sound of a car caught my attention, and I stepped outside.

  

 
   
    Desire Begins, 
 
    As Emily stepped out of the car, my heart leaped with joy, but I sensed she was burdened with doubts. I suspected many things were going on in her mind about this trip, and she was uncertain about how I would react to it. To play it cool, I put on a serious face, which only intensified her inner turmoil. 
 
    But I couldn't resist any longer, so I rushed to her and took her in my arms, twirling her around in a dance of pure joy. Then, I pulled her close and gave her a long, deep kiss. If it weren't for the blaring of the driver's horn, we might have remained locked in that embrace for a million years. 
 
    I was overwhelmed with joy as Emily returned, making it one of the happiest days of my life after our wedding day. As we stepped inside, I immediately went to the kitchen and started preparing dinner. Emily looked unsure about what was happening, so I reassured her, saying, "Go take a bath, you look tired from the journey. We'll have dinner once you're refreshed." 
 
    I arranged a romantic candlelit dinner, and as Emily descended the stairs in her sheer, lightly transparent dressing gown, she looked radiant.  
 
    I had caught her favorite fish, salmon, earlier in the day and cooked it to perfection, and I also prepared some wheat buns to go with it. To accompany the meal, I placed a bottle of Jack Daniel's on the table, as Emily had developed a recent fondness for hard liquor. 
 
    Upon discovering what was on the table, her face lit up with delight. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Later, 
 
    As Emily was tired from her journey, we went to bed early. As she was preparing the bed, I couldn't help but express my admiration for her work.  
 
    "You look absolutely stunning in the magazine," I said, my eyes fixed on her every move.  Emily beamed at me, clearly thrilled by my reaction. "Thank you so much," she replied. "I was really hoping you'd like it." 
 
    "Like it?" I exclaimed. "I loved it! Can I see the rest of the photos that didn't make it into the magazine?" 
 
    "Of course," Emily said, pulling out her phone to show me the other shots. As we scrolled through the images, I couldn't help but feel a little bit envious of Vincent, who had been lucky enough to spend four days in the Caribbean with Emily. 
 
    "How was it?" I asked, my curiosity getting the best of me. 
 
    "It was amazing," Emily replied, a dreamy look in her eyes. "I posed nude out in the ocean, and there were so many people watching. Everyone was talking about my tattoo and how hot I looked." 
 
    I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy at the thought of so many people ogling my girlfriend's naked body, but I pushed the feeling aside and tried to focus on Emily's words. 
 
    "And then there was Vincent," Emily continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. "He kept telling everyone that my ass belongs to him. It was so hot, but I was a little worried about everyone’s flirtatious expression towards my owned ass" 
 
    I reassured her that I wasn't upset, and she visibly relaxed. "I'm so glad to hear that," she said, a relieved smile spreading across her face. "I really wanted to talk with you after the shoot, but the lack of signal on the island made it impossible to get in touch" 
 
    "I'm just glad you had a good time," I said, trying to keep my jealousy in check. "And if you're up for it, I would love for you to do more erotic photoshoots. You look absolutely incredible, and I know you could do some amazing work in that genre." 
 
    Emily's cheeks turned a deep shade of red as she considered my request. I could see the hesitation in her eyes. Emily looked at me with a mix of excitement and nervousness. 
 
    "I don't know if I can do that," she said hesitantly. "It's one thing to do a photoshoot for our eyes only, but to have those kinds of photos out there for anyone to see... I'm not sure I'm ready for that." 
 
    I took her hand and looked into her eyes. "I understand if you're not comfortable with it, Emily. It was just a suggestion. But if you do decide to go through with it, I'll support you every step of the way." 
 
    "I trust you," she said, placing her hand on my arm. "If that's what you want, I will be on board.”  
 
    My heart swelled with excitement at her words, we were cuddling and kissing each other.  I could tell that Emily was both nervous and excited at the prospect of posing in more explicit poses. I wrapped my arms around her and whispered in her ear, "You're not just good, Emily. You're amazing."  
 
    

  

 
   
    A Few Days Later, 
 
    As our love and understanding deepened with each passing day, having Emily by my side was a source of great comfort, especially as I neared the completion of my book. I estimated that I would finish it in just a few weeks, and though Emily was eager to read it, I wanted to surprise her with the first copy. Each evening, we enjoyed dinner together and revelled in each other's company. 
 
    However, when I returned home from a trip to the market, I found a note from Emily waiting for me. It wasn't just any note, but a letter that she had written, and I couldn't wait to read it. 
 
    “ Hey, Love, 
 
    I hope you're having a good day.  
 
    Manuel is in town for a photo exhibit at the gallery and he's asked for my opinion on what to exhibit. He also invited me to spend the weekend with him, promising to introduce me to potential modeling clients. I know you love surprises, so I wanted you to have a peaceful weekend with your book. Once you finish your novel, we can take a trip to paradise together, where I'll read your book. 
 
    I couldn't help but notice your interest in hotwife and cuckold erotica from your browsing history. I read some of them, and they were pretty wild. So, I thought I would write a little letter for your pleasure. You don't need to read anyone else's story or fantasy fiction to get in the mood today. You can read about your own wife's adventure and get excited. 
 
    The shoot took place at a luxurious private beach resort reserved exclusively for the BBC lifestyle shoot, ensuring complete privacy. The day's shooting wrapped up with Vincent and me in a 69 position as the shoot director called out, "pack up." But Vincent wasn't finished with me yet. He laid me down on the beach and thrust himself inside me, his body writhing on top of mine as the photographers looked on with smiles and giggles. And while the crew started packing their equipment, Manuel kept his camera rolling, capturing every intimate moment for our private collection. Vincent continued to pound into me on the beach, and I moaned with pleasure as he fucked me in full view of everyone on the beach. 
 
    Vincent thrust harder with every move, and I could feel him pushing deeper inside me. I couldn't take all of his massive cock yet, but I knew it was only a matter of time. After a long day of posing and fucking on the beach, we were exhausted. We shared the same suite, and though Vincent slept beside me, I denied him the pleasure of entering me again. It was exhilarating to simply lay together and explore each other's bodies with playful caresses and teasing touches. 
 
    Since then, Vincent has taken me in various positions - sitting down, standing up, kneeling down while facing the ocean on the balcony, and even tying and suspending me in the air. We've had sex in the bathtub and everywhere else imaginable. Vincent has fucked me every day, morning, afternoon, evening, and night. On the last night before I left for home, he gave me a marathon session, taking me in all three holes throughout the night. I lost count of how many times I came on his cock. 
 
    Manuel mentioned that Vincent might visit us at the exhibit. I can't wait to see him again. 
 
    Yours truly, 
 
    Emily, your well-fucked wife 
 
    

  

 
   
    Morning, 
 
    Emily video called me and greeted me with a “Good Morning Sweetie, just woke up to another round of deep excavation.”  
 
    She appeared topless in the bathroom, with her hair appearing messy. I pointed out her hair and asked what had happened to it.  
 
    Unexpectedly, she replied, “Yesterday, Manuel introduced me to Martiano, a legend in the fashion industry. You know how it is - he wanted to get to know me well before shooting me for his studio. He had to feel my body, and I let him guide me. The thing was, he was fixated on my short hair the entire night. I think he has a short hair fetish, he always wanted to cum on my hair, and it’s now a mess.” 
 
    I could hear Martiano's voice in the background saying, "Bring that pussy here, my shitty girl. I'm up for another round."  
 
    With a cute, flirtatious, and slightly sad look, Emily told me, "I have to take care of him again. We'll talk soon." 
 
    Emily is now exploring sexual experiences with different persons, which makes sense since she doesn't want to become emotionally attached to any one person, especially Vincent, and risk developing feelings for him. Her decision to engage in sexual activities with multiple partners is a relief to me, as it ensures that our relationship remains primary. 
 
    I received a naughty selfie from Emily, with her hair covered in a massive load of cum, and a message attached, "First Selfie after morning face workout."  
 
    "Wow, that's wild," I responded to her.  
 
    She quickly replied, "I'm starving and need to grab some breakfast. I'll catch you later. Bye!” 
 
    In the heat of the afternoon, my phone buzzed with a video call from Emily. I eagerly answered and was greeted with the sight of her in a luxurious pool, basking in the sun's warm rays. But my eyes were immediately drawn to the Italian hands massaging her smooth, tanned skin from behind. Emily was wearing nothing but a G-string, and I could see the outline of her perfect curves through the water.  
 
    I watched Martiano's hands roam over her firm, round ass, eliciting soft moans from Emily's lips. I could feel myself getting aroused just by watching the scene unfold before my eyes.  
 
    "You are a pleasure-seeking wild goddess," I blurted out, barely able to contain my desire for her.  
 
    Despite my hunger for her, Emily's response was coy, "I'm just enjoying the moment, Sweetie. Don't worry, I'll be thinking of you later." With a wink, she ended the call, leaving me with a burning desire to join in on their sensual escapades. 
 
    As the evening approached, I received a message from Emily, "I'm on my way to the expo. Martiano and I parted ways, Manuel told me that there's a surprise waiting for me. Maybe it's Vincent? What's your guess?" 
 
    I could sense her excitement even through the text, despite the fact that she had just been well-fucked by Martiano hours earlier.  
 
    "I think it's definitely Vincent," I replied.  
 
    Her following message arrived quickly, "I'm at the studio now, waiting for the surprise! And I'm sending you something to enjoy." 
 
    I eagerly waited for Emily's surprise, but nothing came for a few minutes. So, I sent her a questioning emoji.  
 
    After a while, my phone buzzed, and I saw a video message from her with the text, "being busy, talk later." Intrigued, I pressed play.  
 
    The video clip opened with Emily in a bath, looking up at the camera with a seductive smile. As the camera panned down, I could see that she was on her knees, a massive Italian cock thrusting fearlessly into her mouth. Her lips wrapped tightly around the girth, and I could sense her newfound blowing skills. Suddenly, with a loud groan, the stranger came inside her mouth, filling it up with his warm, creamy load.  
 
    But the surprise wasn't over yet. Martiano then grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels and poured it into her mouth. Emily drank it all, along with a massive load of his cum, moaning in pleasure. Then, with a devilish grin, she opened her mouth wide to show me nothing was left inside. My heart raced with excitement. This was a new side of Emily that I had never seen before. She was a wild, pleasure-seeking goddess who was willing to try anything. 
 
    I rarely asked Emily to swallow my cum, but she never seemed to like the idea. She always spits it out, even when I beg her to drink it. However, when it came to Martiano, she was more than willing to take his huge load in her mouth and swallow it down without hesitation. I couldn't believe what I saw when I watched the video on my TV. It was a real turn-on to see her enjoy it so much. As I replayed the video over and over again, my heart raced with excitement at the thought of what other surprises Emily might have in store for me. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    At the Expo, 
 
    As I lay in bed, engrossed in an erotic story, a message from Manuel popped up, 
 
    "I can't thank you enough for helping me out. Emily was amazing. Even though I'm gay, I couldn't help but be attracted to her. She mentioned that you love surprises, and I believe I have something truly extraordinary in store for you."  
 
    My curiosity was piqued, but I hesitated to ask him for more details. I suspected that Emily had orchestrated something unforgettable, and I didn't want to spoil the surprise. Just as I was lost in thought, another message arrived, inviting me into the world of fantasy. My heart raced with anticipation, wondering what kind of erotic adventure lay ahead. 
 
    "After today's public expo, there was a private expo in the evening exclusively for select dignitaries in the erotic modeling industry. I know your curiosity is piqued, so I'll send you some tantalizing photos to give you a glimpse of what's in store." 
 
    Emily wore a stunning cut-out short dress and a shoulderless top highlighting her gorgeous figure. She was standing tall in her high heels, phone in hand, posing with one of the nude photos taken of her yesterday. It was an enthralling sight to see as her stunning pictures were being shown to a large audience, and there she was in the flesh, breathing and alive. 
 
    Manuel sent me a series of photos featuring Emily and Vincent's interracial modeling. In the photos, Emily posed nude, accentuating her curves and showing off her body.  
 
    As Emily posed in the flesh with her erotic photos, a crowd of onlookers gathered around her, gazing in awe at her beauty and the tantalizing glimpse of what lay beneath her clothing. 
 
    But one particular photo truly took my breath away: a close-up shot of Emily's tattooed ass. In the photo, her ass was on full display, and the intricate tattoo work only added to the eroticism of the image. It felt like Emily was inviting the audience to come closer and explore every inch of her explicit beauty. 
 
    As I gazed at the provocative photos, a strong desire to indulge in masturbation coursed, but I resisted the urge. While scrolling through the images, a video suddenly popped up, capturing my attention. 
 
    In the video, Emily and Vincent appeared to be a perfect couple, wearing matching outfits and posing for pictures with guests. They were surrounded by well-wishers and admirers, congratulating them on their stunning performance. Emily, in particular, was receiving a lot of attention and adoration from the crowd. 
 
    I sensed that Emily was new to receiving public recognition, and it was clear that she thoroughly enjoyed the attention of becoming a model. However, her body being exposed in the pictures made her somewhat shy and self-conscious when addressing the guests, and yet she received plenty of congratulations nonetheless. 
 
    Another video surfaced: a brief interview featuring Emily and Vincent at the expo. In the video, Vincent had his arm around Emily's waist, and they looked great together. The interviewer posed a question to both of them, "Are you a real-life couple?" 
 
    Emily appeared to have a hesitant and somewhat guarded expression on her face, while Vincent playfully directed the question to her, asking, "Are we a couple, honey?"  
 
    She hesitated for a moment before responding, "We get along well, but..." Her response trailed off as she seemed uncertain.  
 
    Vincent then playfully placed his hand on her shoulder and shook her body, saying to the interviewer, "I guess I'll have to work a little harder to win her over completely." 
 
    Hearing Vincent expresses his desire to win Emily completely felt like a sharp blow to my gut. It was clear that he was willing to do whatever it ‘takes’ to capture her heart, and the uncertainty in Emily's expression only added to the tension in the air. The fact that she didn't reject him outright made my heart ache, as I couldn't help but wonder what her true feelings were towards him. 
 
    "Miss Emily, how do you feel about doing erotic modeling?" I was curious to hear her response to the interviewer's question. 
 
    "Every being seeks pleasure, and as humans, we tend to hide it. Animals, on the other hand, are more open about their desires. I wanted to explore the passion and desire behind erotic modeling, and that's why I'm here," Emily replied confidently. 
 
    "How do you feel about being exposed to the whole world?" he asked, tightening his question.  
 
    Emily paused for a moment, considering her answer. "That's a good one," she responded, her eyes lighting up with enthusiasm. "I feel like I don't have to hide anymore under the dress. It's a great feeling of self-expression and self-love. Doing erotic modeling has changed my perception about pleasure and what it means to me. It's taught me to embrace my sexuality and push my limits. I believe everyone should push their limits, and that's exactly what erotic modeling allows me to do." She spoke with confidence and conviction, clearly passionate about her craft and the message it conveyed. 
 
    The interviewer seized the opportunity to ask the question he had been leading up to, "So, Miss Emily, are you willing to push your limits and venture into the adult film industry?" 
 
     Emily's guard came down at that question, and she hesitantly responded, "I hadn't really thought about that." She was clearly struggling to find the right words to express herself. Just then, Vincent came to her rescue, "It's been a long night for us. We have some family plans to attend today." He led Emily away, effectively ending the interview. As the interviewer turned to address the camera, it almost felt like he was speaking directly to me. 
 
    "That's it for today. It was a great night for lovers of erotic modeling, and we had the pleasure of talking to Miss Emily, a woman who overcame her insecurities and pushed her limits for us. It was magnificent to watch her body, posture, and erotic posing with Vincent. They look like a very hot interracial couple, and I hope they continue to be happy together. For our audience, let your sleep be filled with thoughts of Emily's cute body and face, and let's hope she pushes her limits even more for us. Good night and sweet dreams. This is Peter signing off for 'Pleasure World." 
 
    It was a tough pill to swallow, knowing that the entire world now knows Vincent is having sex with my wife. But I couldn't deny the obvious desire from the audience to see Emily with Vincent. The cheers from the audience made it clear that they wanted to be pleasured by Emily, and I could feel the weight of their expectations of her. It was only her first time, yet she was already expected to push her limits and deliver more.  
 
    Despite the challenges, I couldn't help but feel a strange excitement, as if everything was falling into place. As I went to bed that night, I couldn't help but wonder if my dreams would be as vivid and intense as the anchor had suggested.

  

 
   
    A Dream, 
 
    In my dream, I received another video from Manuel. The footage featured a stunning woman in her 50s donning a fashionable dress approaching Emily and Vincent. With a glint in her eye, the woman greeted Vincent, "Hi, Vincent! Long time no see. You look absolutely magnificent today."  
 
    I couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation building. Who was this mysterious figure, and what was her connection to Vincent? With a smile, I eagerly awaited what was to come. 
 
    Vincent introduced, "Emily, meet Janice Miranda, the biggest figure in the Parisian Opera."  
 
    As Emily extended her hand to greet Janice, the older woman surprised her by pulling her in and running her hands down Emily's back, even giving a caress on her ass cheeks through the thin fabric of her dress.  
 
    "Vincent, my dear, you have quite an exquisite piece here," Janice exclaimed, gazing at Emily in admiration. She then turned to Vincent with a flirtatious glint in her eye and asked, "May I have a taste?" 
 
    "Of course, you're the expert here, and you're always welcome," Vincent replied to Janice.  
 
    I was taken aback by her sudden action as she pulled a pair of scissors from her pocket and inserted them into Emily's cleavage. Despite Emily's protests, Vincent assured her, "Janice is the biggest director in 'Opera Passionista.' You'll be blessed to have her take an interest in you."  
 
    As Janice cut the front portion of Emily's dress, she paid no mind to Emily's protests. With Vincent holding onto Emily's hands, Janice's job became much easier. 
 
    Janice explored Emily's curves, her hands squeezing and caressing her boobs as if testing their quality. She even took a bold step and ran her tongue over Emily's nipples, testing their sensitivity. But that wasn't enough for Janice, who bit down on one of Emily's nipples, causing her to cry in pain and struggle to break free from Vincent's grip.  
 
    As the camera zoomed in, I could see Emily's nipple turn red and harden from the bite. Satisfied with her inspection, Janice declared to Vincent, "Emily's got amazing breasts. She'll be perfect for my upcoming Opera." 
 
    My mind raced with intrigue. Who was this Janice woman, and what was her agenda? My own curiosity was piqued as Janice scrutinized Emily, taking in every inch of her body with a predatory gaze. 
 
    Without warning, Janice spun Emily around and sliced the bottom of her dress with a swift, precise cut. Revealing only a G-String. Janice didn't stop there, she cut the G-String as well, leaving Emily standing in a beggar-like posture as her torn dress exposed her beauty, yet it didn't entirely fall off, as if she was wearing something, but the dress had lost its functional significance. 
 
    Despite Emily's protests, Janice didn't seem to care as she tore away the remaining, exposing every curve and crevice of Emily's body. It was clear that Janice was a force to be reckoned with, and Emily was at her mercy. 
 
    Emily was taken aback and didn't know how to react to Janice's behavior. It was evident that Janice's actions were causing Emily to feel aroused. Noticing Emily's confusion, Janice sensually placed her fingers in Emily's mouth and whispered, "suck my fingers, honey," Emily complied, her eyes widening with surprise and excitement. 
 
    Janice gripped Emily's waist and bent her down to a 90-degree angle. She ran her hands over Emily's round ass, feeling its firmness and smoothness. Without warning, Janice inserted her fingers into Emily's tight ass, exploring and teasing her with skilled movements that made Emily moan in pleasure. As Janice withdrew her fingers, she brought them to Emily's mouth and ordered her, "Clean them off with your tongue." Emily obeyed, taking Janice's fingers into her mouth and licking them clean, savoring the taste of her own ass hole. 
 
    Emily obediently followed Janice's orders. Emily's submissive expression revealed her excitement. Janice then abruptly pushed her back to a standing position, causing Emily to lose her balance and slip. Quickly reacting, Vincent caught her by the back, and their eyes locked in a fiery gaze. The tension was palpable, and Emily leaned in to kiss Vincent. But just as their lips were about to touch, Janice intervened, pulling Emily back.  
 
    Emily regained her balance this time as Janice said, "Consider yourselves lucky, love birds. You have the entire night to indulge in your passion. But don't forget, I still have business to attend to. Let me finish my examination before I leave." The air was thick with the unfulfilled desire between Vincent and Emily. 
 
    Janice felt Emily's pussy lips and then inserted her fingers into her pussy, examining her like a doctor. Emily felt a delightful unease as Janice explored inside her.  
 
    Janice then pulled Emily close for a deep, passionate kiss, exploring Emily's mouth with her tongue. Janice’s eyes glinted with desire as she looked at Vincent.  
 
    "Emily's body will make a stunning addition to my upcoming opera. Don't keep her up all night, she has practice tomorrow," Janice declared in a commanding tone.  
 
    She turned to Emily and gave her a scrutinizing look. "Be a good girl and be ready by 9 a.m. sharp. My assistant will come to pick you up," Janice instructed, pulling out her phone and making a call as she walked out of the room. 
 
    I experienced a powerful erection during my sleep. The dream was vivid and arousing, with Vincent seemingly unconcerned about Janice's exploration of Emily's body. Janice viewed Emily merely as a prop for her upcoming opera without even asking her about her interest or considering her feelings. 
 
    Even Vincent didn't seem to care about Emily's wishes or ask if she wanted to participate in Janice's production. It was as if Emily's opinion didn't matter to anyone anymore. I had no clue about the nature of the opera, but even in my dream, my thoughts were disturbed. Despite having an intense and wild dream, I still had a good sleep. 
 
    As I woke up, the dream still lingered vividly in my mind. I reached for my phone to send a morning message to Emily, but as I opened our chat - My heart raced as I realized that it was not just a dream - the video was real. It should have arrived at midnight, but I had slept through it, mistaking it for a dream. My body trembled as I watched it, unable to shake off the feeling of shock and disbelief. 
 
    I conducted an online search for information on Janice and came across a brief article,  
 
    ”Janice Miranda is a highly renowned personality in the Parisian erotic opera scene, lauded for her bold depictions of adventurous female characters. Her productions are infamous for their explicitness, with live sexual acts often performed on stage for the audience to witness.”

  

 
   
      
 
    Opening Up, 
 
    As I woke up, my mind was consumed by the events that had unfolded in our lives. My once shy and beautiful wife had transformed into a magnet for erotic opportunities. Initially, I had been against it, but as time passed, my perception changed. Now, I not only accept it, but I yearn for more. I spent the day re-watching the videos from the previous day, each time becoming more and more aroused by the thought of Emily becoming increasingly adventurous. 
 
    I was writing in the garden in the afternoon. Emily came to the house and surprised me from behind. She was wearing a black, one-piece, shining dress that just passed her curvy ass and looked elegant. Before I could speak, she put her finger on my mouth, signaling me to be quiet. As she did so, I caught a whiff of her finger, which exuded a seductive scent. 
 
    She put on a catwalk show for me, and her movements were mesmerizing. She looked stunning in her outfit. Afterward, she sat in a chair opposite me and recreated an iconic scene from the classic erotic thriller that still arouses desire in many. I couldn't help but be aroused as she revealed that she wasn't wearing any panties like in the movie, and her well-shaven, deep excavated pussy seemed to be inviting me in. She called out to me with her fingers. 
 
    I followed her instruction, and as I approached her, Emily commanded me, "Kneel Down Mr. Writer." And I did so. 
 
    Emily changed her position to sit with her legs crossed and the top leg positioned just an inch away from my face. I didn't know how to react, so I glanced back and forth between her face and foot, adorned in a nicely laced high heel. 
 
    I developed a foot fetish over time, as I noticed that in most of Emily's modeling photographs, she wore high heels. In our personal life, before all these happenings, she always preferred low heels and prioritized comfort over appearance. However, now she wears high heels every time she goes out. My instinct compelled me to push the moment, and it didn't feel degrading anymore. Instead, it felt like I was serving my sweet goddess. 
 
    I licked Emily's toes. The scent of new leather shoes filled me with an indescribable feeling, driving me to do more. I ran my tongue over every inch of her toe, savoring the taste of her skin. Moving on to her other foot, I continued up her legs, tracing my tongue past her Soft thigh. When I looked up at her face, she was surprised by my actions. She then opened her legs, inviting me to taste her flower. As I buried my face deep inside her, she closed her legs, making it difficult for me to breathe. All I could smell and the taste was her arousing flavor. I felt about to faint from my own desire and lack of oxygen. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Training, 
 
    Initially, I wanted to discuss Janice's proposal. No, It wasn't exactly a proposal; it felt more like Janice was controlling Emily. However, the idea of my wife being in the spotlight every day throughout the entire drama season was something that excites me greatly. So I held back. 
 
    A few hours past noon, I noticed that Emily was getting ready to go out in an exercise outfit. It was an unusual choice of clothing for her, and I couldn't help feeling curious about where she was headed. 
 
    So, in a tone of intrigue, I asked her, "Miss Emily, what are you up to?" Referring to her as "Miss Emily" only added to my curiosity. 
 
    “I'm going to the gym to meet my new trainer.” Her response caught me off guard since Emily had never shown interest in working out in a gym. Noticing my doubtful expression, Emily explained,  
 
    “Janice recommended a celebrity trainer who's only a few minutes away. She wants me to be in good shape before rehearsals start, and the session is very exclusive.” 
 
    Her response made me feel incredibly anxious. She was actually going to do it; she was taking the lead role in Janice Miranda's erotic drama. I couldn't resist the feeling of heat that came over me as she spoke. Emily was already in great shape as she worked out and did treadmill sessions at home. 
 
    "You're already in great shape. Do you really need a trainer?" I questioned, my voice laced with doubt. 
 
    She approached me and sat on my lap by the sofa. Her response only heightened my anxiety. "For the role, I need to gain some weight," she explained. "The character I am playing is a diplomat's wife who seduces others to help her husband. Janice recommended some weight gain, and to ensure the fat distributes properly on my curves, I need to take some body training sessions." 
 
    Last night, I noticed Emily taking a huge plate of food, which was unusual for her. I thought she was starving, but now I know that wasn't the case. I can't help but feel a little left out of the loop. I wish Emily had talked to me about the role before agreeing to it. It's important to consider all the requirements involved. I loved her slim figure and her perfect curves. I couldn't help but feel disappointed about her decision to change her body for the role.  
 
    "I love you just the way you are. I love your firm body and your wild mind. I don't want you to get fat," I expressed my disappointment. 
 
    Emily's face turned analytical as she spoke, "I'm not getting fatter," she said firmly. "I just need to add a little weight to my curves. Janice explained that on stage, my curves need to be visible to the audience, so they have to be slightly bigger. It's not like I'm gaining a lot of weight." 
 
    I couldn't help but feel conflicted. I loved her just the way she was. But on the other hand, I understood the demands of her upcoming profession. 
 
    "But I love you just the way you are," I was still not relieved. 
 
    She scrunched her face in response, asking, "So you're saying you won't love me if I gain a few pounds?" 
 
    "You know that's not what I meant," I clarified to her. 
 
    Emily leaned in and kissed me on the lips, trying to calm me down. "After the drama season is over, I promise to control my diet and get back to my present figure for you," she whispered softly. 
 
    I still felt a bit uneasy and asked her, "You promise?" 
 
    Emily looked me in the eyes and replied, "Of course honey. I don't like gaining weight either. It's only for the role." 
 
    As she noticed my worried expression didn't clear out, Emily took action to reassure me. She walked over and handed me our camera, then proceeded to undress.  
 
    "Take some photos of me so we can track the changes in my body as I gain weight for the role. And then, when I start to get back to my present shape, we can compare," she said with a playful smile, striking a seductive pose in front of the camera in her naked glory. 
 
    As I snapped pictures of her from different angles, Emily became more and more seductive in her poses. I even took close-ups of her ass and boobs. A feeling of sadness washed over me as I feared this might be the last time I would see Emily in the perfect body shape we both loved.

  

 
   
    Evening, 
 
    Emily came home with a bunch of protein-rich food items like eggs, milk, avocados, and protein shakes, leading me to assume that she had an intense workout session. However, I couldn't help but feel that she was developing a bubble butt, which I wasn't really a fan of. I knew some people found it attractive, and I could sense that Vincent would probably be one of them. 
 
    The next day, I went fishing as I usually do once a week. However, this time, I was on a mission to catch some salmon upon Emily's request. She told me that salmon is rich in omega-3 fatty acids, which aid in muscle recovery and growth. I enjoyed catching fish, particularly salmon, but Emily only ate a small portion. Nevertheless, today I was determined to catch as much as possible to fulfill Emily's requirement for a bigger butt and larger boobs.  
 
    Although I was somewhat accepting of the idea of Emily having a bigger butt, the prospect of her getting bigger boobs was not something I liked at all. Despite my reservations, I found myself helping her achieve something that I didn't necessarily wish for her to have. 
 
    Dinner, 
 
    I noticed a huge portion of salmon on Emily's plate. Typically, she would pair her meal with wine, but lately, she's been into hard drinks. However, she opted for milk today, and I know precisely what that means. As she ate about half of her plate, it became evident that she was no longer hungry, yet she continued to finish it all, along with the entire glass of milk. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day, 
 
    A delivery boy arrived at our door with a massage table. I informed him that we hadn't placed an order for it, but he showed me that it had Emily's name on it. I was unaware that Emily had ordered it, as she was at the gym. I bring it inside like any of the other surprises. 
 
    Later in the evening, a fit and muscular man, who looked like a gym-goer, came to our house. Emily introduced him to me, saying, "Honey, this is Rocky, my gym trainer." 
 
    I greeted Rocky and offered him a drink, which he accepted as he sat on our sofa. Emily then beckoned me to the kitchen, and as she ran her fingers over my shirt, I knew she wanted something. She explained, "In addition to my diet and workouts, I need to be properly massaged with herbal oils on my curves to firm them up and release any tension so that I can better absorb the protein-rich foods and see growth. I need to be properly massaged down there too." She pointed towards her pussy. 
 
    I had a silent thought, "Rocky is here to pleasure Emily”.  
 
    Emily continued, "Rocky isn't just here to massage me. He's a busy person and is only here at Janice's request to teach you how to massage me properly. Applying the oil on the proper spots and giving me the proper massage will lead to the desired changes. So, from tomorrow onwards, you're the one who will be massaging me." 
 
    I had been eagerly waiting for a  chance to caress Emily's ass for weeks. So, when I unexpectedly heard that I could touch and caress them, it made me happier. Despite the ulterior motive, My face lit up with joy. 
 
    Emily flirtatiously asked me, "Would you set up the massage table in the guest room while I change clothes and help Rocky get acquainted?" 
 
    "Of course, honey. With pleasure," I replied. As she went to the drawing-room, I carried the massage table into the guest room and set it up. When I finished, I called Emily, "Honey, the pleasure table is ready." 
 
    I imagined Emily walking into the room wearing a dressing gown like in those massage porn films, with nothing on underneath. The thought excited me, and my penis stirred as I imagined it. I also felt that Rocky might try to seduce Emily in front of me.  
 
    However, that's not what happened. Emily walked into the room completely naked, while Rocky followed, wearing only boxers. 
 
    Emily positioned herself facedown on the table while Rocky placed a cylindrical pillow above her breasts to prevent them from touching the table. He then pulled out a bottle of herbal oil, which he had brought along, and started massaging her ass in a specific way. Rocky asked me to watch closely as he worked, and I followed his instructions carefully. I could tell he was a skilled masseuse as I heard Emily's pleasure-filled moans even though he wasn't making any moves toward her private areas. Rocky was solely focusing on massaging both of her curves down there. 
 
    Upon seeing Emily's tattoos, Rocky showed no change in his facial expression, making me think he had seen them before. I had doubts about whether something had happened between them, as anyone seeing Emily's tattoos for the first time would not think they were ordinary. 
 
    Rocky turned to me and said, "Here, take the bottle and give it a try." 
 
    As I reached for the bottle and poured some oil into my hands, Emily suddenly spoke up, "Honey, you know you can't touch me down there." 
 
    Rocky's face twisted in confusion, and I could feel myself turning red with embarrassment. 
 
    I stammered out, "But... Rocky felt you down there." 
 
    Emily shot me a bitter look and said, "Rocky is a professional, he didn't touch me down there. He was massaging me properly. And you know what? I already consulted with Vincent about Rocky massaging his property." 
 
    I felt left out once again, as Emily kept her training session and conversations with Vincent and Janice a secret from me. She would often surprise me with comments or situations I was unaware of. However, our love for each other was still strong, and in fact, it was growing stronger each day. I couldn't help but feel that Emily was toying with my desires by keeping me in the dark. 
 
    Emily addressed Rocky's doubtful attire, "Rocky, you know that my ass is owned by Vincent now. Robert can't touch or feel it anymore with bare hands." She then turned to me and gave me a stern look before continuing, "If you want to touch me down there with your bare hands, you can call Vincent. But I don't think he will take it well." However, she couldn't maintain her serious tone for long and broke into giggling. 
 
    I retrieved a glove from the drawer and put it on, mimicking Rocky's movements as I tried to massage Emily's ass. With Rocky guiding my hand, I was beginning to learn the techniques. After I finished, he taught me some new movements, and the session lasted nearly an hour. Rocky then instructed me to take a thirty-minute break before moving on to massage her breasts. 
 
    Unlike in the ass, Emily is getting much more pleasure from the boob massage, as she is visibly showing her pleasure. After I finished the massage, she looked me in the eye and gave me an instruction, "Get a glass of milk and refill Rocky's glass. I need to thank him for helping us out." Rocky appeared pleased with Emily's command of me. 
 
    I delivered the drinks as expected, and they hadn't started yet. Rocky was telling Emily about some specific massage techniques as they both took their glasses from me. 
 
    Emily then told me, "Rocky is very shy despite being big and wild. He wants some privacy, so we're going upstairs." As they walked up the stairs, I knew from her comment that she had been intimate with him during her gym sessions. She turned her face towards me and said, "We'll be back by dinner. Bake some salmon, and I'd love some brown rice with it." 
 
    It wasn't exactly a command, nor was it a request. It was more of a casual conversation, but I still felt obligated to follow through. Her demeanor when she's with her fuck buddies is quite different from when we're alone together. She takes on a sudden change and uses unusual language, adding a new dimension to our hotwifing experience. Some might call it cuckolding, but I'm not ready to accept that label, even if it sometimes feels precisely like it. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    After, 
 
    Rocky joined us for dinner. No, that doesn't feel right. I should say I joined them for dinner, as they were already enjoying themselves upstairs before having dinner. And I was the one who joined them downstairs for the meal. They were laughing and joking around the table.  
 
    Later, as I was washing the dishes, Emily and Rocky continued to chat while he stayed a bit longer. Then, out of nowhere, Emily came up behind me and felt my erection through my pants. She whispered in my ear, "Oh, you're aroused." She hugged me from behind and kissed my neck. Then, she asked, "Rocky wanted to stay over. What do you think?" 
 
    ‘What do I think’ the thought was trembling in my mind. I've been having doubts lately. Emily seems to show me more affection when she wants something from me, although she still shows me affection at other times as well. It's just that recently, her attraction towards me seems to be more intense when she wants something. 
 
    After a moment of silence, Emily challenged me, "I'm letting Rocky stay the night. If you want to stop me, now's the time." She began counting, just like we used to do as children. As she reached three and turned to walk towards Rocky, I took hold of her hands, pulled her towards me, and kissed her passionately. We lost track of time as we kissed for a few minutes. Lately, we had been focusing more on deep kisses and cuddling rather than sex, which only served to strengthen our love and chemistry. 
 
    Breaking the silence between us, I replied, "Do as you wish."  
 
    Emily responded with a deep gaze, "Lately, you've been putting the responsibility on me and making me feel like I'm the one in control. But it was always your desire, and I went along with it, and now I love it too. It's not like you have nothing to do with it."  
 
    I reassured her, "That's not what I meant."  
 
    But she persisted, "But you're the one who has to make me do it. That's just how it has to be." She was questioning how I've been approaching things lately. 
 
    I expressed my innermost feelings to her, "My dear, you know how I feel. I have always wanted you to be a hotwife, but I am not the kind of man who is pushy. You have always been the more extroverted one in our relationship, and I wanted it all to be for you. I don't want you to do it just for me. I want you to do it because you desire it. My aspiration was to feel like my wife had a higher libido and may need to be satisfied outside our marriage. 
 
    As I gave my long reply, she listened intently and responded with a sweet, "Oh, that's so cute, honey." She gave me a peck on the cheek and then cradled my face in her hands, petting me as if I were a cat. For a moment, I felt like her beloved pet. 
 
    After some contemplation, Emily spoke to me in a stern tone, "I have decided to push myself to pursue your desires and explore my sexuality for pleasure. You must speak up if you ever want me to stop or set a limit. Unless you explicitly say 'no', I will continue to push my limits. So, do I hear a 'no' now? It's a small word, only two letters." 
 
    Emily was toying with her words, aware of the power she held over me. Saying no to her was always tricky, even in extreme situations. It was as if she was playing with fire, and I could feel the heat radiating from her words. Despite my frustrations, I couldn't deny the thrill I felt. 
 
    As I remained silent, Emily walked to the hall and firmly told Rocky, "Rocky, you're staying for the night”.

  

 
   
    Flexible, 
 
    Two weeks have passed, and Emily has been spending most of her day at the gym. I can't help but notice the changes in her physique - her curves are more pronounced, and her belly is now perfectly flat. She looks like a model, which is unsurprising since she is already one. If Emily's previous employers saw her now, they would probably try to convince her to stay with them. 
 
    It's the last day before she takes off to Paris. I longed to spend some precious moments with her. However, I noticed her getting ready for yet another gym session. So I spoke up, "Why don't you take the day off, my love?"  
 
    Her face turned gloomy, and I could tell she wished to stay with me too. "You know how important this is for me, honey. I've been working hard to get in shape, but Janice, our director, is still not satisfied. She's a perfectionist and wants every actor to fit her exact standards. And as the lead actress, I have to meet her expectations." 
 
    Despite only meeting Janice once, I could sense her dominant nature and tendency to push people to fulfill her needs. The thought of Emily being under her control for the entire drama season was difficult for me to accept, and I had no idea what was to come. I was certain of one thing, though it was not a good thing at all. It was a fantasy shared by many hotwifing enthusiasts to be away from their wife for an extended period, knowing that she was being well-pleasured elsewhere. 
 
    I had no idea how long I would be apart from my beloved wife, and as I was lost in thought, Emily snapped me out of my thoughts and said, with a hint of concern in her voice, "You've been daydreaming more often lately." She brightened my spirits, "I have a lot of packing to do, so I'll be back by noon." 
 
    We enjoyed a pleasant lunch together and spent the entire afternoon packing. As evening approached, I opened a bottle of wine and began pouring two glasses when the doorbell rang. Despite the bad timing, I sensed that Emily was anticipating someone's arrival as she greeted Rocky with a hug. Although unexpected, I welcomed him in. She took both wine glasses from me and offered one to Rocky, leaving me dry. 
 
    Emily then explained, "Rocky is my image consultant for the rehearsals. He'll be traveling with me as my nutritionist, masseuse, and fitness trainer," I couldn't help but add 'fuck buddy' to that list in my mind. 
 
    I was surprised by the news, but it didn't stop me from wondering why Rocky was here now, they weren't leaving until tomorrow. I couldn't hide my disappointment. Later, when I had a moment alone with Emily in the kitchen, I expressed my feelings: "I was expecting us to have a romantic evening together, my love." 
 
    As I expressed my disappointment, Emily's eyes softened, and she responded, "I know, love. I was looking forward to spending this evening alone with you too. But while I was working out with Rocky earlier, he suggested something to me that I initially brushed off. However, as the day progressed, I started to think it might be a good idea, so I called him." Her voice was filled with excitement and anticipation. 
 
    I was curious about Rocky's suggestion but decided to savor the mystery for a while. I've been enjoying contemplating the possibilities and imagining what might happen. Even though it was an important day for us, my mood shifted positively. This was the last day before I would see Emily for a while, and I felt something exciting was in store for the night. 
 
    As Emily headed upstairs for a relaxing bath, Rocky offered to assist me in the kitchen. A little while later, I heard Emily's voice calling from upstairs, "Babe, would you like to dress me up for the event?” I need your fashion sense." Rocky and I were stunned by her request, so I hurried up the stairs to find her in her luxurious birth suite. 
 
    "Oh, I didn't mean you, honey," Emily's words echoed in my mind, causing my knees to weaken and my heart to fall. Sensing my uncertainty, she quickly clarified, "It's meant to surprise you. Could you please ask Rocky to come here?" I felt my heart melt, and I became pliable in her hands. 
 
    I felt my face flush with embarrassment as I stood before Rocky, struggling to form the words. Finally, I managed to stammer out, "Would you do us the honor of dressing up, Miss Emily?" 
 
    "Absolutely, it would be my pleasure," he said, his eyes twinkling with excitement. As he walked up, a broad smile lit up Rocky's face. He then turned to look back at me and said, "I have to warn you, I usually tear dresses. It's my first time dressing someone up, and I'm inexperienced, so it may take some time."   
 
    His words may have been passive, but what he meant shone like sunlight. His honesty brightened the room. 
 
    Like the message in a social media video, "A Few Hours Later," I waited. And then they showed up. Emily was wearing a dressing gown, leaving me curious about what she was wearing underneath. During dinner, she sat next to Rocky, and afterward, she asked him to do the chores, mentioning she and I have to spend some time together. He was eager to assist, and Emily's gratitude shone in her eyes. 
 
    Then, Emily and I shared a bottle of wine during a serene moon bath. Though we didn't exchange many words, we sat in silence, feeling the spirits of the night and the moon's reflection, which we saw as the reflection of our love. We remained in that peaceful state for quite some time. 
 
    Afterward, we went inside, and Emily played a beautiful Eastern melody before taking Rocky's hands. 
 
    Rocky untied his shirt and pants, revealing a silky red boxer. He then positioned Emily in a way that showcased her body to me. He untied her gown from behind, revealing a sexy belly-dancing costume. Emily began to move her hips, swaying them back and forth in a hypnotic rhythm.  
 
    Her skilled and sensual movements showed that she had been practicing for quite some time. As the music played, she tantalizingly gyrated her hips, swaying to the beat and tracing her fingers along her body.  As the music intensified, Emily started to add more complex moves to her dance. She spun around, adding some extra vibration with her legs and hips. Her sensual activities even included shaking her breasts. 
 
    After Emily's hot belly dance, Rocky joined her on the floor. They moved in sync, their bodies entwined in a seductive dance. Emily's eyes never left Rocky's, and she flirted with him through each step. Their movements were filled with lust, and they explored each other's bodies with their hands, fingers, lips, and even legs. At one point, Emily skillfully removed Rocky's underwear to reveal a g-string-like male underwear that only covered his vitals. He moved with the confidence and skill of a professional dancer, reminiscent of the sensual parties depicted in pornographic videos. 
 
    As they danced, Emily's body moved in ways revealing her flexibility and training as a belly dancer. Her long legs stretched out, and her body bent in impossible angles, making her seem almost boneless, like a dancing angel. I was amazed to see my wife transform into an erotic and skilled dancer. Rocky and Emily's chemistry was electric as they moved in their classic black and white attire. Their passions were palpable and built up to a crescendo before suddenly stopping. Emily then jumped into Rocky's arms, and together they created a final, seductive pose that left me breathless. 
 
    I rose to my feet and gave them a thunderous standing ovation. They looked absolutely stunning together, and I couldn't help but feel proud of Emily's transformation into an alluring dancer. Suddenly, a brilliant idea struck me like lightning, and without a second thought, I made my way toward them. As I wrapped my arms around Emily, I could feel the soft curves of her body pressing against me. I then handed her over to Rocky, and with a smile, I exclaimed, "Rocky, for all your hard work and training with my wife, I present to you tonight's trophy." As they passionately embraced each other, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing in the air. It was as if they had been yearning for this moment for ages, lost in the depths of their passion-filled night. 
 
    I turned from them and walked towards the guest room, thinking of a martyr who willingly sacrificed his sexual pleasure with his wife for his hotwifing desire, and only expected her eternal love and affection back. 
 
    I walked away from them towards the guest room, feeling like a martyr who had willingly sacrificed his own sexual pleasure with his wife for the sake of indulging in his hotwifing desire. But in return, all I wanted was her eternal love and affection.

  

 
   
    Away, 
 
    After dropping Emily and Rocky off at the airport, we shared a long and emotional hug. Later in the afternoon, I received a picture message from Emily. In the photo, she was posing outside the airport next to a nude statue of a Frenchman, with the caption, "Exploring in the city of love, away from my love". I couldn't help but appreciate her playful humor. 
 
    I set a goal to complete my novel in two weeks with a plan to present it to my wife in Paris just after her debut. I'm determined to make it happen and have been dedicating more time to my writing to meet my deadline and make it a special occasion for both of us. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Next Day Evening, 
 
    I waited for Emily's call in my living room. She had been rehearsing for her debut in a new erotic drama, and I couldn't wait to hear how it was going. Finally, the phone rang, and I picked it up excitedly. 
 
    "Hey, how was your day?" I asked. 
 
    "It was good," Emily replied cheerfully, but then she hesitated before dropping a bombshell. "Janice, the director of the play, is a perfectionist. She wants me to be in perfect shape and emotionally ready for my role." 
 
    I could hear the worry in her voice as she continued, "I can't talk to you anymore because you're my real husband. I need to focus on the man who's playing my husband in the drama to establish a deeper emotional connection with him." 
 
    I was taken aback by her revelation. Still, I didn't want to discourage her. "I understand, and I support you," I said. 
 
    Emily continued to share more details about the play with me, and my interest was piqued. "So Rocky will be working with you on your role and massaging you?" I asked, trying to understand more about the process. 
 
    "Yes," Emily replied. "And I'll be doing some hotwifing scenes with my stage husband. It's all part of the story." she finished. 
 
    I felt a bit taken aback by this revelation, but I also understood that this was part of Emily's job as an actress. "Wow, that sounds like quite an experience," I said. "I'm proud of you for taking on such a challenging role." 
 
    "Thanks, I'm really excited about it," Emily said. "I promise to get you a ticket to the first show so you can see it all for yourself." 
 
    "Good luck with everything," I said, feeling excited and nervous for her. "I can't wait to see what you'll accomplish." After we said our goodbyes, I hung up the phone and couldn't help but feel a mixture of emotions about what was to come.

  

 
   
    So Long, 
 
    Excitement filled me as I finished my novel and commissioned a one-of-a-kind print for Emily from a local studio. But my anticipation turned to worry as I realized I hadn't heard from her in two weeks. However, all that was about to change, as tomorrow marked Emily's debut in Paris. Without hesitation, I booked a flight to be there for her big moment. 
 
    Every day, I fought the urge to pick up the phone and reach out to her, but I somehow managed to resist the temptation. To distract myself from the anxiety, I delved into the pages of my novel and found solace in its fictional world. I feel restless and bored, with just a day left until I reunite with Emily. With my book finished, I'm left with an empty schedule, making the night seem endless. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Paris, 
 
    Manuel greeted me warmly at the airport, and we strolled through the charming streets of Paris on a lovely summer evening. As we approached the magnificent opera house, Manuel advised me to take a corner seat to not distract Emily during her performance. It had been four weeks since we had spoken, and I couldn't wait to see her on stage. 
 
    The thunderous sound of wild horses filled the air, signaling the start of something exciting and new. 
 
    As the curtains parted, the audience was greeted with the sight of a beautifully decorated bedroom. Emily was elegantly draped in a thin gown highlighting her exquisite figure as she stood before the mirror and combed her hair, adorned with a shoulder-length wig. Suddenly, a man entered the room, wrapped his arms around her from behind, and planted a kiss on her neck. "Thomas, wait a moment, my hair is a bit of a mess," Emily giggled. Thomas moved to the bed and waited for her, admiring her beauty. As Emily approached him, he couldn't help but compliment her, "Emily, you look absolutely stunning today." 
 
    I was surprised when Emily used her real name for the role in the play, I exclaimed. I expected her to use a stage name and a different name for the role, but she kept her original name. It's something unheard of for erotic actors. 
 
    Emily seductively strolls towards the bed, exuding an irresistible allure that leaves her husband weak in the knees. As she sits on the bed, her fingers start to caress and undo the buttons of her husband's shirt with an air of playful sensuality. And the stage went dark. 
 
    

  

 
   
    After, 
 
    As the curtains drew to a close, Janicer took center stage to introduce each actor individually. Emily was the last to be called, and as the director announced her name as Emily Jackson, it felt like there was an air of perversion in the room. I couldn't help but feel Emily's gaze sweep through the audience, searching for me. 
 
    Manuel, standing beside me, seemed to sense Emily's intention. He held my hand tightly and leaned in to whisper into my ear, "Emily will meet you at the right moment tonight." I felt a thrill run through my body at his words, knowing that Emily had something planned for us. The anticipation of our meeting only fueled the fire of desire that had been building inside. 
 
    Sitting on an open-air terrace of a prestigious restaurant, I was having dinner with Manuel. As we chatted, I couldn't shake the sadness that consumed me. All I could think about was wanting to celebrate Emily's success and spend the night with her. 
 
    Just then, Manuel pointed to a center table downstairs, and my heart skipped a beat. There she was. Emily, dressed in a stunning red dress, was surrounded by a group of people, all vying for her attention. Despite the distance between us, I could feel the magnetic pull of her energy. My desire for her was dueling. 
 
    As soon as she arrived at the center table, Emily was greeted by her crew with cheerful applause. Thomas and Vincent sat on either side of her, and she looked genuinely delighted to be in their company. Meanwhile, I sat at my own table with Manuel, feeling sad that I couldn't celebrate Emily's success with her. As I sat there, my aura must have given me away, and Manuel remained quiet, sensing my mood. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Late Night, 
 
    As the clock struck midnight, I had been waiting for hours in the lobby of Emily's hotel. My mind raced with thoughts of her on stage, flirting and engaging in intimate acts with other men. Even after the show, I felt disheartened and couldn't meet or speak with her. 
 
    Just as I was about to give up hope, the receptionist approached me and said I was expected in Emily's room. My heart leaped with excitement, and I eagerly went to her room, ready to spend the night with the woman who held my heart. 
 
    As I knocked on the door, Thomas greeted me and informed me that Emily was waiting for me on the balcony of their luxurious condo. When I stepped onto the balcony, I saw her smile light up the night. She ran to me, and we shared a warm embrace as I lifted her up, and we swayed to a gentle rhythm. 
 
    As we danced, I leaned in for a kiss, but she touched my lips to stop me. "No kisses, Robert," she said, and I pulled back in confusion. I didn't understand why I couldn't even kiss my own wife. 
 
    She sensed my suspicion and said, "I know it's tough for you, Robert. It's been just as hard for me not being intimate with you. When I heard you were in town, I wanted to come and see you right away, but I couldn't because Janice wants me to focus on my relationship with my stage husband. You know how she is - she wants everything to be perfect. Janice wants me to keep my stage and personal life the same until the end of the season." 
 
    I couldn't stand Janice's controlling behavior toward Emily, and her explanation frustrated me. However, I wanted to congratulate her on her performance and share my thoughts. So I spoke up and said, "You were absolutely spectacular today. The show was magical and you stole the night from the audience." My comment amazed her, and she whispered, "Thanks, Robert." 
 
    I couldn't help but notice that she had referred to me as "Robert" for the second time. It struck me as peculiar because she had always addressed me with affectionate terms like "honey" or other endearing names. It felt as though she purposely used my first name to put some distance between us, and it left me wondering why. 
 
    I found myself noticing her in detail from up close. She was wearing a sleeveless nightgown that revealed her shoulders, and I couldn't help but notice that she had put on some weight. However, the extra flesh seemed to accentuate all the right places, and Even though I wasn't particularly fond of that, she still managed to look incredibly attractive and adorable. 
 
    I commented, ”I'm sure many men are already fantasizing about my sweet wife tonight and I bet they're dreaming about you now." 
 
    I knew she didn't like comments like that, but I sensed her amusement by the peculiar smile on her face. I leaned in to kiss her again, but she resisted once more. 
 
    "Robert, we must both remain resilient and keep our feelings aside until it's all over. There's something else I need to tell you. Janice is a director who's very focused on character development. As the days go by, my character evolves until the final day of the show, which will be recorded and sold to a worldwide audience. Until then, I can only be intimate with Thomas, my stage husband, and Vincent, my lover in the play. Janice made me promise tonight that I won't be intimate with you, not even to kiss you." 
 
    As she spoke, I felt as though I was trapped in the depths of hell. My body and heart burned in intensive fear, and I struggled to find the right words to express my pain. "When will it all be over?" I finally managed to ask, "When can we return to our loving life?" 
 
    She sensed my desperation and could feel my pain as well. Despite her own struggles, she tried to cheer me up. "Janice's show season runs for exactly two months," she said softly. "So, my sweet husband, it seems you won't be getting anything from me until then." 
 
    "I'm sorry, could you clarify what you mean by 'anything'?" I interjected. I was hoping to get some clarification. 
 
    She took my question and laid out the truth bare. "I mean that for the next two months, you won't have any part of me. You can't be with me physically or emotionally. You can't see me, and we can't even talk on the phone, just like the past two weeks.You know, Robert, the past two weeks have been very difficult for me. Even without hearing your voice,it has been a struggle. I know it must have been even harder for you, but it's a path we both chose, and we should respect the outcome," she explained, her words hitting me like a ton of bricks. 
 
    I was acutely aware that we were treading on dangerous ground. I yearned to wrap my arms around her but hesitated before asking, "Darling, may I hold you once more?" A soft smile graced her lips, "I don't think that's off limits." 
 
    As I held her in my arms, I couldn't help but notice her weight gain. She was now so petite that she was almost the same size as me. As she rested her head on my chest, I felt the softness of her newly grown breasts pressing against me. I looked down, and my eyes were drawn to her perky bubble butts. Although I wanted to squeeze them, a strange sense of submissiveness held me back, preventing me from acting on my desires. 
 
    A cough from Thomas disrupted our moment. He approached us authoritatively, stating, "She's my wife now, man," and took Emily's hand, engaging in a deep and alluring kiss before my eyes. Emily was enamored with his behavior, and I couldn't help but feel a burning desire for her that remained unfulfilled. I watched as Thomas did what I longed to do - grabbing her ass with his bare hands, causing Emily to succumb to his touch. Her attraction towards her stage husband was so gross, leaving me filled with envy. 
 
    With a warm smile, Emily led me towards the door and pulled me in for another loving embrace. As she released me, she kissed each of my cheeks softly, sending shivers down my spine and leaving me longing for more. 
 
    Clutching my bag tightly, I could feel the weight of my book inside - a special first imprint for my beloved Emily. Every page was a labor of love, a work of fiction that conveyed the depth of my feelings for her. Despite my desire to give it to her, I knew our complicated circumstances made it impossible for her to accept it now.  
 
    But my longing for her to read it had been building for so long. So, I made the difficult decision to wait until we were reunited, giving her the freedom to savor it in her own time without distractions or obligations. As difficult as it was, I knew my longing for Emily could wait a few more weeks. The time was not right yet, but it would come soon enough. 
 
    Even though days have passed, her farewell words still echo, "Be patient, my love. Only two more months, and then we can be together again." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The__End__________________________________ 
 
    The story does not have to end here. I'll gladly pen a second part to this tale if there's enough interest and support. In the meantime, check out my debut novel, "Wife Customized by Black Lovers and New Bosses,” available on Amazon. 
 
     Wife Customized by Black Lovers and New Bosses -  is a story of a woman who experiences the pleasures and frustrations of being a Hot-wife who loves Big Black Cock. It also looks at the desperation that her “husband” must endure as she is shared with a black man and given to a Master who changes her appearance without regard to how others will see her. It is a true fictional story of how couples deal with the changes they did not foresee when deciding to step into this lifestyle. If extreme body modifications and tattoos are not your thing, you should not read this book. However, if you enjoy very graphic sex and orgasms, then be sure to read this, and we hope you enjoy it. 
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