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The wedding ring on my ring finger was only a year old—a band of gold, still polished and bright, yet it already felt like it weighed a ton. I’m Clara. At twenty, I was the wife of Marc, a man ten years my senior whose stability had comforted me before it began to suffocate me. That night, the shift started with a simple sentence tossed out between the clatter of pots and pans. Marc announced, with that hearty cheerfulness that was starting to grate on my nerves, that he’d invited Julien over for dinner. Julien was his best friend, newly single since his wife had walked out, and Marc thought he was doing a good deed by offering him a bit of human warmth. He knew I’d liked Julien for a long time, but he had no idea how much that liking had morphed into a starving hunger, a dark fascination for a body and a gaze I had no right to touch.

My heart skipped a beat, a jolt of pure adrenaline shooting through my limbs. I made an excuse about needing a shower to hide the trembling in my hands. In the bathroom, the hot steam enveloped my twenty-year-old body, sharpening the acute awareness I had of my own skin. I studied myself in the fogged mirror, taking in my curves—my five-foot-three of youth that I felt was being wasted. Tonight, I didn’t want to be the "little wife" of the cook. I wanted to be a temptation.

I chose my outfit with surgical precision. A black skirt, so short it barely brushed the tops of my thighs, paired with dark silk stockings that hugged my legs with an erotic softness. Over that, I slipped on a small white blouse. The fabric was so thin, so close to transparent, that it revealed the curve of my 36B breasts and the faint shadow of my nipples beneath the lace. I spent time on my makeup, lining my eyes to give them a predatory depth before applying a provocatively bright lipstick.

When I came back downstairs, the smell of the meal Marc was cooking drifted through the air, but I was the one who stole the spotlight. He stopped dead, knife in hand, devouring me with his eyes. Compliments poured out of him, admiring, almost mindless. He was stunned to see me so dressed up, so incendiary for a simple dinner between friends.

"Yes, honey, I really wanted to please you," I whispered in a voice I hoped was convincing enough to hide my lie.

The doorbell sliced through the silence of the hallway. It was him. I went to open it, feeling the friction of the nylon of my stockings between my thighs with every step. Seeing Julien on the doorstep, looking a bit lost like a fresh bachelor, a wave of heat washed over me. I let him in, savoring the moment his gaze snagged on the cleavage of my blouse. We settled in the living room. I served the drinks, my movements slow, calculated so that the fabric of my clothes would tighten over my chest every time I leaned over. Julien told us about the wreckage of his marriage, his words describing a painful breakup, but his eyes said something else entirely whenever they met mine. The air in the living room had turned electric, saturated with a silent desire that Marc, in his comfortable blindness, didn't seem to notice.

After two drinks, I felt it was time to break the stagnation. I gathered the empty glasses, announcing we were going to eat. Marc slipped into the kitchen to bring out the main course. The moment was here—a space-time rift of just a few seconds. Julien stood up suddenly, as if pulled by a magnet. Without a word, he grabbed me by the waist, pulling me against him. His lips crushed mine in a long, wild kiss that tasted of booze and urgency. I let my head fall back, my hands gripping his shoulders, my hundred-pound frame vibrating under the pressure of his powerful arms. It was a flashpoint, a delicious betrayal that made me lose my footing.

Suddenly, the sound of footsteps and a loud voice broke the embrace.

"Watch out, it's hot!"

Marc was coming from the kitchen, carrying the steaming dish. We jumped apart, breathless, blood pounding in our temples. By the time he entered the dining room, we were already seated in our places, like school-kids caught red-handed but feigning innocence. Dinner began. Marc served, talked, and laughed, while I drowned in Julien’s eyes. Every look we traded over our plates was a caress, a promise of something darker and more intense. I could tell Marc was watching us—I felt his attention heavy on us—but the thrill of the danger only fueled my boldness. We chatted about trivialities, about anything and nothing, but under the tablecloth, I was imagining his hands on my stockings.

The meal ended in that unbearable tension. I got up to clear the table, my fingers "accidentally" brushing Julien’s shoulder. He immediately offered to help. It was the opening I’d been waiting for. I shot a look over my shoulder at my husband, who seemed heavy with his own cooking.

"Well, honey, go back to the living room and fix us a drink, please. Julien and I will do the dishes in the meantime!"

Marc walked away, his footsteps echoing on the living room floorboards before fading out, leaving us alone in the stifling intimacy of the kitchen. The sound of the water running in the sink suddenly seemed deafening—a sonic curtain behind which anything was possible. I leaned over the white porcelain, pretending to busy myself with the dishes, my hips pressed against the cold edge of the counter. That’s when I felt it. Without a word, Julien slid behind me. His breath, short and laced with the scent of wine, brushed the skin of my neck before his hand snaked, bold and daring, under the light fabric of my skirt. The contact of his burning palm against the cool silk of my stockings sent a shiver racing down my entire spine. I closed my eyes, gripping the edge of the sink until my knuckles turned white, letting him explore the tops of my thighs, his hand moving up with calculated slowness toward the intimate lace of my panties. I didn’t push him away; on the contrary, I parted my legs slightly, savoring this electric transgression while I knew my husband was only a few yards away.

"After-dinner drinks are ready!" Marc shouted from the living room.

My husband’s voice hit me like a cold shock. Julien pulled his hand away, but his eyes stayed locked on mine—dark and hungry.

"We’re coming!" I called back, forcing my voice to stay steady even though my blood was hammering against my temples.

We took a few seconds to catch our breath and smooth our clothes, but the attraction was too strong. Before we stepped out, Julien grabbed me again, pinning me against the refrigerator to kiss me with a desperate fervor. Our tongues tangled, tasting the risk and the forbidden, until we finally forced ourselves to join Marc. The rest of the evening was an agonizing performance of make-believe. Sitting across from them, I could still feel the heat of Julien’s fingers on my skin. We ate dessert and sipped our drinks, trading banalities while the air beneath the table seemed to vibrate. Marc watched us, his gaze shifting from one to the other with an insistence I mistook for suspicion, but it couldn't snuff out the fire smoldering inside me.

Once Julien left, the silence in the house became heavy, almost solid. We went up to bed without a word, the atmosphere saturated with everything left unsaid. In the dim light of our bedroom, as I slid under the sheets, Marc’s voice broke the quiet, low and strange.

"So, darling, did you enjoy the evening?"

I felt a knot form in my throat. I played the card of indifference, turning my back to hide the turmoil that was surely written all over my face.

"Yes, yes... your friend is really nice, very kind," I whispered, pulling the duvet up over my shoulders.

"I know what happened, Clara. I saw you two."

The blood turned to ice in my veins. I froze, my heart thumping wildly. An unbearable unease washed over me, a mix of shame and a dull panic. I turned slowly toward him, fumbling for words, stammering pathetic excuses. I told him, my voice trembling, that I hadn’t dared to push him away, that I’d been caught off guard, swearing it was nothing serious. I was practically begging for forgiveness, expecting an explosion of rage, shouting, or a breakup.

But Marc smiled. A strange smile, devoid of any trace of jealousy.

"Don’t worry," he said in a calm tone that chilled me. "In fact, seeing you like that... it actually turned me on."

He moved closer, his eyes gleaming with a new, almost disturbing light. Then he asked the question I never expected, the one that should have changed everything.

"Tell me, do you want to sleep with him?"

The "No" shot out of my mouth before I could even think. Sharp, cutting, final. Marc frowned, taken aback by the violence of my refusal. He wanted to know why—why I was being so dismissive when I’d let Julien touch me all evening. I looked him straight in the eyes, dropping the mask of the submissive little wife to make room for a much crueler truth.

"He’s just like you, Marc. Too nice, too soft. If I were to take a lover, I’d want a more dominant man. A man who would enjoy bending me to his will, who would know how to break me. You know perfectly well I have a submissive streak—I need authority, not hesitant caresses. And above all... I’d need a man with a real cock, not a guy with a tiny dick like yours, barely three inches long."

That brutal truth, those few words thrown in Marc’s face in the darkness of our bedroom, didn't just fade away like a passing argument. They settled between us, invisible and heavy, like a permanent third guest. Every night, once the lights were out, the silence never lasted long. The subject kept coming back, nagging and obsessive. We dissected my desires, my lacks, and the frustration that gnawed at my gut the moment I felt his all-too-predictable body against mine. I saw Marc changing before my eyes; he seemed to float in a mixture of shame and morbid excitement, fascinated by the abyss I had opened.

After several days of this psychological game, Marc finally broke another barrier. His voice was low, almost trembling, when he asked if I would let him search for that man himself. A directive man, a master, someone who would know how to impose his will and totally submit me—because he finally admitted, with a humility that chilled me as much as it flattered me, that he was incapable of it.

I sat up against the pillow, staring into the void. The idea made my heart race at a frantic pace.

"Honestly, honey, a dominant lover... yes, I’d like that very much," I whispered, weighing every syllable. "But are you even capable of being a cuckold without resenting me for it later? Are you ready to carry that weight?"

"Yes," he answered without a second’s hesitation, with a kind of sacrificial fervor. "For the love of you, yes, I’d accept being a cuckold."

A rush of adrenaline surged through me. The deal was sealed.

"Then fine, you can find me one. But be careful, Marc. I want a real dominant. Not an amateur playing a role, not
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