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      Writing in the Cheat Codes universe has been one of the most satisfying things I’ve ever done as an author.

      From the very first book, I knew I wanted a world where cutting‑edge neurotech and VR weren’t just background flavour, but the engine that drives desire, temptation, memory, and identity. Hard Core and Safe Word let me dig into the darker, more speculative side of that—what happens when you can edit memories, sell experiences, rewrite who you are.

      At the same time, I’ve always been obsessed with hotwife and cuckold dynamics: jealousy and trust tangled together, love and betrayal sitting side by side, the thrill of watching someone you adore step over a line… and then trying to live with what that does to you. Building stories where those emotional landmines sit on top of bleeding‑edge tech has been a ridiculous amount of fun.

      This book is me leaning fully into both halves of that obsession. It’s set in the same universe as Cheat Codes, Hard Core, Safe Word and The Formula, but it’s also a very intimate story about one couple—about what happens when porn stops being abstract and becomes personal, when fantasy collides with the person you share a bed with.

      If you’ve followed the series this far, thank you. You’ve let me push deeper into this world, into its tech and its kinks, and that’s a gift I don’t take lightly. I hope this book gives you everything you came for: the heat, the angst, the messed‑up feelings, the fucked‑up choices—and, underneath all of it, a love story that feels earned.

      Thanks for buying the book, for reading, and for trusting me with your time and your imagination.

      I hope you enjoy it.

      Paul
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      Published in TechToday – August 14, 2032

      By Rachel Henshaw, Senior Technology Correspondent

      In just eight years, Elysium Technologies has transformed from a bold startup into a multi-billion-dollar powerhouse, reshaping how society interacts with memories and experiences. At the heart of their meteoric rise is Skin Deep, an advanced neuro-implant that allows users to record, relive, and purchase the experiences of others.

      Once a luxury novelty for the ultra-rich, Skin Deep has expanded its reach, offering high-end subscription plans that include everything from extreme sports simulations to celebrity encounters. With the simple application of a NeuroLink Crown, users can experience the thrill of skydiving, the rush of a championship fight, or the intimacy of a passionate romance—all without ever leaving their homes.

      "Experience without consequence," boasts the company's official tagline. And investors seem to agree—the company’s stock price has nearly tripled in the last 24 months.

      However, concerns about ethical implications linger. Critics argue that Elysium blurs the lines between experience and reality, while regulators continue to debate whether the sale of intimate or dangerous memories should be more strictly regulated.

      For now, the demand for Skin Deep shows no signs of slowing down. The question remains—how far is too far when living beyond your limits?
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      I sank into the couch, the familiar creak of leather welcoming me home after another long day at the engineering firm. At 38, I felt like a man reborn. I was thinner in the face, thinner all over, actually, though my chest carried heavy scars from the surgery.

      But I was alive, and hungry for life in ways I hadn't been in years. The heart condition had come out of nowhere a year ago, a genetic time bomb that nearly flatlined me on the kitchen floor. Joanna had been my rock, scrambling for every dollar when our insurance fell short. Then her uncle passed suddenly, leaving her an inheritance that felt like an act of God at the time, perfect timing, covering the surgery. It also paid for the Hard Core Chip and NeuroLink Crown for my virtual rehab, and we still had some left over. She used that for her long-wanted boob job, once we were comfortable that my procedure had been successful. It was a kind of celebration for what we’d been through, a treat for both of us. You never wish death on anyone, but her uncle’s inheritance had saved us. She'd called it our good fortune. I'd called it a miracle and had been grateful ever since.

      Now she stood in the kitchen doorway, a sight to behold in yoga pants that hugged her hips and a loose tank top that strained just right over her new 36DDs. The breast augmentation had been something she’d wanted for a while, not that there was anything wrong with her B-cups before that. The operation was obviously a lot simpler than mine, but it went as smoothly as we could have hoped for, and within just a couple of weeks, I got to play with them, once they’d settled down from the inflammation. "Something fun for us now that you're back," she'd said. We'd fucked like teenagers that night, my hands rediscovering her body, fuller and heavier tits, enjoying the way they stood high on her chest and how they bounced when we made love. Our sex had reignited since then, though it was slow at first, me building stamina after my heart issues, but she was patient with me.

      I was still getting fitter and healthier, but it was still frustrating that with my new lease of life, my libido had roared past my ability to fuck like I wanted. I wanted dirtier, to last longer. Rougher. More spontaneous. I’d get there in time. Joanna seemed happy to wait.

      "Dinner's pasta primavera," my wife said, wiping her hands on a towel. Her honey-blonde hair fell in waves past her shoulders, framing a face that still made my pulse kick, full lips, hazel eyes that sparkled when she teased me. "Do you want a glass of wine, or are we being healthy and having juice?"

      I grinned, patting the cushion beside me. "Come here first."

      She laughed, sauntering over with that sway I loved, dropping onto my lap and looping her arms around my neck. Her breasts pressed soft and heavy against my chest, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. I cupped one, thumb circling lazily, feeling her breath catch.

      "Greg," she murmured, but she arched into my touch, grinding down just enough to feel my growing hardness. "Food first. I'm starving."

      "Aww, I was hoping for a quickie on the sofa.” I kissed her neck, nipping the skin below her ear, the spot that always made her squirm. “I love you, Jo. More and more every damn day."

      She softened, cupping my face. "I love you too, my miracle man. Now let’s eat before it gets cold."

      Dinner was filled with easy chatter, her day at the marketing agency, my latest project deadlines, plans for a gentle weekend hike to continue my rehab. Our marriage was affectionate, comfortable, sometimes too much so, but I knew there were plenty of people who would envy what we had. Then, as we cleared the plates away together, Joanna glanced at her watch. "It’s girls' night at Sarah's tonight. Book club, wine, the usual. I’ll be home by eleven as usual. You didn’t forget, did you?"

      I shook my head, though it was a lie. I couldn’t remember her telling me. "Yes, no worries. Drive safe. I’ll be fine for a few hours. I might watch the football."

      She kissed me deep, making my dick ache with need, then grabbed her purse and heels and spritzed herself with a floral-smelling perfume. Then the door clicked shut, and it was just me and the house.

      Instead of watching TV, I headed upstairs, into my small office, and locked the door. This space had been my sanctuary since returning home from the hospital. The NeuroLink Crown sat on its charging stand, our specialist ‘rehab model’ a sleek matte black with neural filaments that unfolded like glowing blue spider legs, straight out of those old Elysium demos before the technology went mainstream.

      Joanna had insisted on it post-surgery. “I know it’s expensive, but you suffered some vascular brain trauma during the cardiac arrest. These things are great for cognitive rehab, babe. The programs keep those pathways sharp and help grow new brain cells. And then you can use it for the physical rehab, too. They link to the treadmill, and you can imagine you’re running or jogging around any city in the world."

      I watched a few videos on it, attended the sales meeting and was sold. It took a chunk of her uncle's money, but it was totally worth it. I'd used it first for meditation apps, then mental agility games and physical coordination sharpeners, then the walking simulators. It was an impressive bit of kit. The headset fitted snugly over your head and connected via the glowing neural filaments to a small cranial implant and into the synapses of your brain. It wasn’t just a visual stimulus that the Elysium technology gave you. No, the headset overrode all five senses. Once activated, you could see, hear, smell, taste and even feel everything the program fed to you.

      When in the walking simulator, you weren’t suddenly just in a simulated environment to your eyes, you hear the noises of wherever you were, you could smell and taste the fresh air. You could feel the warmth of the sun or the bite of the wind on your skin, the earth beneath your feet. NeuroLink Crowns took you to another world. It was incredibly vivid and real. I could spend hours in the headset, and had, at first. A function of the headset called ‘Skin Deep’ was another escape from the reality of my damaged body. This allowed you to connect directly to the memory core of your brain, record memories, and relive the memories of other people. For people with physical impairments, relearning physical movements by simply importing memories was a godsend. But it had more use cases than purely medical.

      Online, there were repositories of hundreds of thousands of memories, sold by other users. The first one I bought was a professional rock climber free-soloing El Capitan, the 3000-foot high rock face in Yosemite. No GoPro camera was needed here. I got to feel the chalk on his hands, the sweat on his brow, hear the squawks of the birds circling below me as I neared the top, all through the original climber’s senses, directly from his memory. It was unbelievable.

      I became an astronaut, spacewalking on the outside of the ISS. I became a ski jumper, soaring through the air in Canada. I did it all.

      And then, one day, I jacked my headset into my PC and used it to access the internet, a simple enough procedure, allowing you to download third-party apps and more onto the tech. And that’s when I stumbled upon a site called ‘Deep Dive.’ At first, I thought it was an underwater scuba thing, but as soon as I clicked through the age verification checks, I realised what it was.

      Porn.

      Lots and lots and lots of porn.

      Real memories of people having sex.

      And not just sex, but every kind of sex you wanted. Straight one-on-one, guys with their wives, wives with their husbands, with their lovers. Threesomes, foursomes, sex in extreme places. Risk-takers, voyeurs, exhibitionists. People in cars, in elevators, everywhere and anywhere, these people were fucking and then selling the memories.

      I’d told Joanna about the legit stuff, the sports experiences, the adrenaline junkie memories you could vicariously enjoy. She’d explained the dangers of that, of losing yourself in it, and I’d listened and taken it on board. It was addictive–and expensive–so I’d been sensible, resisted the temptation to try everything I could lay my hand on.

      But Deep Dive? A treasure trove of underground Skin Deep experience? I couldn’t help myself.

      Elysium, the makers of this tech, tried to hide this dirty secret, but as soon as I researched it, I found out it was the worst-kept secret in the world. The only thing that held it back from being even more prevalent in the public consciousness was the price. Hard Core chips and NeuroLink Crowns didn’t come cheap, they were out of the reach of most people’s finances. And then the porn stuff was expensive too. Some of them were more than a week’s wages for the average citizen. The legit stuff was curated, faces blurred, voices changed. But the darker forums that I soon found had raw bootlegs, full faces, no scrub, pure filth peddled by hackers who'd cracked the DRM.

      So, this was what I did when Joanna was out. My body wasn’t quite up to the hot, sweaty, rough, committed sex that I wanted just yet. But I didn’t need it to be, when I could enjoy that virtually through Skin Deep and Deep Dive.

      I stripped down to my boxers, fitted the Crown, and synced it to my PC rig. The filaments hummed against my scalp, a faint prickle as the world dissolved into HUD menus. My dealer, a guy I’d met on the forums, SynapseJack, anonymous handle only, had pinged me earlier. Apparently, there was some massive buzz around a leaked Skin Deep recording.

      Dude, you have to check this out. You’ve heard of Krissy Saffron, right? The rock chick? Well, get your dick out and prepare to be mind-blown.

      The file below was titled and subtitled:

      Krissy Saffron VIP Afterparty Raw.

      Full and uncensored. The superstar rock hottie gets wrecked by Rick Hazzard and his crew. Revenge leaked for the divorce? Who cares? You don’t want to miss this.

      Krissy fucking Saffron. She was hot as fuck, with big tits, red hair, and the attitude to go with it. The tabloids were still chewing on her divorce from Rick, but this? Wow.

      I pinged a message back, asking how much, and an automated reply hit my inbox almost immediately.

      Who doesn’t want to fuck Krissy? Now you can. Yours for 200 creds. Expensive but worth it. Oh, there’s a bonus ‘real wives’ pack thrown in, too.

      200 creds. Ouch. That was a lot. A monthly grocery shop, right there.

      But it was Krissy Saffron. SynapseJack was right. Who hadn’t fantasised about her, wondering what her tits were like, her pussy? The noises she made when she got fucked?

      I transferred the creds, the files downloading in seconds. I selected the flagship file first, the VIP Aftershow Party featuring Krissy fucking Saffron, my heart thudding with excitement. I felt the familiar fuzziness creep in at the edges of my vision, in my fingertips, the slightly acrid smell in my nostrils and the distant white noise in my ears as the NeuroLink Crown took over my senses.

      I pulled my dick out of my shorts, stiff already in anticipation, the heat of it pleasant in my hand.

      Here we go.
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