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​Warning
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This book contains explicit sexual content intended exclusively for an adult audience. The story focuses on a married relationship where desire, fantasy, and provocation lead the protagonists to explore hotwife and cuckold dynamics, including sex with other men, consensual infidelity, erotic humiliation, power play, and highly explicit scenes.

The depicted scenes portray acts of domination and submission within the context of a couple experimenting with the thrill of agreed infidelity, voyeurism, interracial sex, size difference (BBC), and the psychological arousal that arises from combining pleasure, jealousy, control, and surrender. It also touches on themes such as shared sexual fantasies, the use of toys, pushing boundaries, and the transformation of the marital bond through extreme experiences.

All characters are over the age of 18, and the practices described take place within a framework of mutual, conscious consent, entirely within the realm of erotic fantasy and fiction.

This book is intended for adult readers who wish to immerse themselves in the most intense, daring, and provocative aspects of consensual erotica and sexuality. Reader discretion is advised.
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​Chapter 1 – A Happy Marriage
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The silence in the bedroom was broken only by Luke’s heavy breathing. The dim light wrapped around the marital bed, while their bodies still lay intertwined beneath the crumpled sheets. The sweat on their foreheads was beginning to dry slowly under the lazy spin of the ceiling fan above.

Luke smiled and kissed Scarlett gently on the lips — a tender, almost brotherly kiss, the kind that thanks for a shared moment rather than igniting an explosion of desire. She closed her eyes, hoping that kiss was just the beginning of something more... but it wasn’t.

“That was amazing,” he whispered, snuggling briefly against her before rolling over to his side of the bed.

Scarlett didn’t respond. She kept her gaze fixed on the ceiling as she listened to her husband’s breathing slow, deepen... until it turned into the faint snore of a satisfied man.

But she wasn’t satisfied.

There was something unsettling about the moment. Not because of what had just happened... but because of what hadn’t. What no longer happened.

She squeezed her eyes shut, trying not to let frustration take hold. She wanted to believe everything was fine. That Luke still wanted her with the same intensity as before. That this brief encounter under the sheets still meant something deeper. But the feeling in her chest told her otherwise. Something was missing. And it wasn’t new.

She rolled carefully across the mattress, trying not to wake him. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she let her bare feet touch the cool wooden floor. Her fingers went to the delicate chain around her neck, stroking it absently. The room was wrapped in a soft, warm darkness, with only the faint glow of the city slipping through the window.

She rose quietly and padded to the bathroom. Switching on the light, she stared at her reflection in the mirror.

Scarlett was beautiful. Her messy blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders; her blue eyes, slightly red, seemed to be searching for something they didn’t know how to name. Her fingers traced the line of her neck, her chest, the curve of her waist — still warm from what had happened... but still unsatisfied.

It wasn’t just physical. Not entirely. It was something deeper: the feeling of being touched without truly being desired. Of being loved without truly being adored.

She exhaled slowly and grabbed a towel to dab away the sweat at her neck. Then she splashed cool water on her face, trying to quiet the thoughts tightening in her chest. A few minutes later, she slipped back under the sheets without making a sound.

Luke was sound asleep, oblivious to everything.

She watched him for a moment. Her Luke. The man who used to make her tremble with just a glance. The one who would grab her by the waist with force, whisper things that made her shiver, the one who kept her awake all night...

Where had that man gone?

All that remained was this softer, gentler, more... comfortable version.

Scarlett closed her eyes, turned over, and forced herself to sleep. Tomorrow would be a long day — photo sessions, deadlines, demanding clients. And like every night, a part of her dimmed silently, right next to the man she had sworn to be happy with.

The smell of fresh coffee filled the kitchen. Morning sunlight slipped shyly through the open windows, brushing over the light wooden floor and casting soft shadows across the breakfast table. Scarlett stirred her cup slowly, still in her pajamas: a loose white T-shirt barely covering the curve of her hips, and cotton shorts. Her blonde hair, slightly tousled, fell to her shoulders in soft waves.

“Sugar or honey?” she asked, though she already knew the answer.

“Honey. Like always,” Luke replied from the hallway as he tightened the belt on his beige trousers.

He stepped into the kitchen with his shirt still unbuttoned, revealing part of his chest and stomach. His body wasn’t as lean as it had been in his thirties, but he still carried some of that solid presence Scarlett had admired so much when they met. Tall, fair-skinned with a subtle tan, messy brown hair, and brown eyes that lit up when he talked about architecture. Luke was 35, and he had spent most of his life dedicated to his profession — designing large private residences, though lately more focused on supervising than creating.

“What would I do without you, huh?” he smiled, leaning in to kiss her forehead.

“Probably starve to death,” she smirked.

Luke chuckled, finished buttoning his shirt, and sat down across from her, taking a sip of coffee.

“I have to swing by the construction site before the office today. They’re behind schedule on the second-floor slab. And you? Any shoots today?”

“No,” Scarlett said, crossing her legs as she held her cup. “Day off. Though I need to send out a few quotes and edit the wedding photos from Saturday. After that... cleaning and relaxing, in that order.”

At 30, Scarlett had been a professional photographer for over a decade. She had a precise eye for detail and a natural talent for capturing emotion. She was demanding with her work and with life, and though she had always been sweet and accommodating, she’d learned to make herself heard over the years. Her fair skin contrasted with her naturally red lips; her large, expressive blue eyes could convey tenderness or intensity depending on the moment. Her curves were well-defined, and her presence rarely went unnoticed. In the bedroom, she had gone from submissive to dominant... and lately, that part of her was demanding more than Luke seemed willing to give.

Luke nodded, watching her fondly. Sometimes he still found himself surprised that, after eight years of marriage, his wife could look so alluring first thing in the morning.

“Want me to pick up something for dinner?” he asked, finishing his coffee.

“How about Thai food? I haven’t made rice all week.”

“Perfect. I’ll grab some on my way home.”

Luke stood, grabbed his briefcase, and leaned down to kiss Scarlett on the lips. She kissed him back sweetly, but without much intensity. She watched him walk out the front door, put on his sunglasses, and disappear behind the click of the lock.

The house fell silent.

Scarlett sighed, stretched in her chair, and glanced at her laptop on the table. She had several emails to answer and an open task list, but there was no rush. On days like this — no shoots, no models, no pressure — she usually caught up on everything... except herself.

Outside, the street was filling with cars. Inside, the house was spotless, warm, peaceful. Everything was in its place.

Everything but her mind.

The echo of the closing door still lingered as Scarlett lifted her cup of now-lukewarm coffee. Outside, the trees swayed gently in the morning breeze, but inside, the silence was absolute. The kind of calm that, years ago, might have felt comforting now felt heavy... as if it were reminding her of what was missing.

She rose from the chair and walked toward the living room with her cup in hand. Dropping down onto the light-gray sofa, she switched on the TV, but kept the sound muted. She stared without really watching. Her mind was elsewhere.

The scene from the night before replayed vividly: Luke on top of her, his hot breath, the predictable rhythm, the kiss on her forehead when he was done... and the emptiness that followed.

Her hand drifted to her thigh. There was something that wouldn’t fade — a persistent tingle, a frustration that went beyond the physical. It wasn’t just desire; it was dissatisfaction. Scarlett wasn’t the same woman she’d been a few years ago, and neither was Luke. She loved him, yes, but that wasn’t enough. He was sweet, he was steady. But he no longer made her tremble.

And she needed to tremble.

She set her cup on the table, leaned back into the couch and, after a moment of hesitation, reached into the bottom drawer of the TV stand. Hidden beneath a pile of old magazines was her little secret: a cherry-red vibrator she’d bought months ago, back when the nights had started feeling colder — even with a warm body beside her.

She exhaled, tugged her cotton shorts down, and without removing her T-shirt, closed her eyes. She let her imagination do what Luke no longer could: turn her on.

Scarlett pulled up a BDSM porn video on her phone. She switched on the vibrator and, with a hand trembling in anticipation, slowly pushed it inside herself. She didn’t need lube; she was already soaking wet.

On the screen, a man with an exaggeratedly large cock was thrusting hard into a young woman. Scarlett, cheeks flushed, stared at the phone propped against the cushion. One hand worked the toy in and out of her, while the other rubbed her clit in slow, deliberate circles.

She moaned softly. She wanted to be that girl. She watched how they treated her like a slut: spitting on her, spanking her, forcing her into obscene positions, submissive and surrendered to pleasure.
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