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Disclaimer

This work is intended for mature audiences aged 18 and older. Please note that the story includes explicit sexual content that may not be suitable for all readers. All characters depicted are consenting adults aged 18 or above. Reader discretion is recommended.
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AS I WALK THROUGH THE bar, the men follow me with their eyes, and the women try to pretend I'm not there. My dress, a bold fire-engine red and made of smooth silk, hugs my voluptuous curves so tightly it could be a second skin. The low neckline leaves little to the imagination, and the skirt barely covers my ass.

Stockings cover my shapely legs, and I wear platform stiletto-heeled shoes that give me seven inches more height. My long, flowing auburn curls cascade around my beautiful doll face.

I know that I radiate an arousing mixture of innocence and barely controlled sexuality. It has not always been like this; just three months ago, I was a stereotypical socialite who dressed and acted like I was from the Victorian era.

Each day, I thank the Lord above for bringing my husband, Hank, into my life. He is a kind and compassionate man with a heart full of love that knows no bounds. And while it may be true that he is wealthy and holds a title of nobility, those are just bonuses to the real treasure he is to me.

Despite the whispers and judgment from others who see only my beauty and our age difference and assume I am only after his fortune and status, they couldn't be more wrong. In truth, I am the lucky one; Hank is a truly remarkable man, and I feel blessed to have him by my side. Our love knows no bounds, defying any societal expectations or judgments. Every moment spent with him is like living in a fairy tale, where true love conquers all and happily ever after truly exists.

The past six years with Hank have been the best years of my life. There is only one thing that bothers me in our joint life. Since we started dating, not a day goes by without me wishing Hank had a bigger penis. The fact that I want to feel a massive cock in my pussy has always been my shame. I never commented on the size of Hank's penis, but I always had wet dreams of getting my pussy filled by a massive male member.

Just three months ago, Hank had suggested a new dynamic for our marriage. He wanted to watch me with other men, specifically those with larger penises than his own. And I found that I enjoyed it just as much as he did—the thrill of being watched by my husband while fucking another man. I learned this type of relationship had a name: hotwifing. In our marriage, I am the desired and sought-after hotwife, while my husband plays the role of the cuckold. It brought a whole new level of excitement and spice to our already passionate sex life.

Now, we are happier and have a more passionate sex life than ever before. Hank smiles at me when I sit on the couch, pressing my body against him. "What makes you smile so broadly?" I ask.

"I'm just reminiscing about how I became your obedient Cuck," he says. "I can't express how happy I am about that."

"I'm so glad to be your hotwife," I chime in, resting my hand on his thigh. I

sneak my fingers over to his crotch, and Hank gasps as I stroke his erection through the thin fabric of his slacks. "Good boy, you're not wearing any underwear," I tease, tickling the tip of his cock with my finger.

Hank lets out a stifled moan; the material of his slacks is so thin it almost feels like nothing at all. That's why I ordered them for him; I love to tease him in public. Stroking his cock through the thin fabric feels like I'm jerking him off in a crowded bar.

In our hometown, we cannot behave like this in front of others; as nobility, we have a certain image to uphold. But here on the other side of the world, we are anonymous and judgment-free. No one would believe Lord and Lady Castellano entering a rundown bar like this. Anyone who knows me as Lady Castellano would be shocked if they saw me wearing this slutty minidress. Especially since I am not wearing a bra, and with one careless movement, my ample breasts might spill out of the tight dress.

We may seem like an average married couple most days, but ever since I came out of my shell, our sex life has gotten kinkier and kinkier. I'm the sexually dominant one in our relationship. For the past few months, my husband has happily been submissive to me in the bedroom.

"You said that I'm not allowed to wear underpants tonight."

"Isn't it better that way?" I say, moving my warm hand up and down Hank's rock-hard shaft, rubbing my palm on the tip with every stroke. 

Hank gasps. "Yes," he admits.

I then took my hand off his crotch and, cupping his face, I kissed him softly. "I love you more than life itself. You do know that, don't you?" I said, looking deep into his eyes.

As I said that, I felt excitement rushing through me. That kiss and my confession of love meant that I was sliding into the dominant hotwife role. "Yes, darling, I know, and I love you, and I'd do anything for you," he said.

"I get to choose?" Hank asks.

"No, of course not," I retort. "Why would I let my pathetic Cuck choose my lover? But if you find a real man for me, I might consider fucking him, and I just might let you watch. So, be a good boy and try to find a proper alpha male. Look for someone who is the complete opposite of you."

A tingle of excitement surges through Hank's body as he starts to look for a man worthy of my sex god status. Five minutes later, I spot a handsome bald man built like a heavyweight boxer at the bar. "What about the big bald man in the light grey suit at the bar?"

I turn to look at the bar and nod approvingly. "Well spotted, Cuck, he's a hot stud," I say. "You're becoming quite good at this."

"Uh, honey, you should hurry and go to him before some other girl picks him up," Hank says as a brunette woman approaches the big man.

"True," I quickly get up.

My heart pounds as I walk across the dimly lit bar towards the bald man, feeling Hank's eyes on me the entire time. I can sense his anticipation and desire, knowing that he's as desperate to see me with someone else as I'm to fuck a man with a big cock. It's a strange cocktail of emotions we share, but it's part of what makes our arrangement so rewarding.

As I approach the bald man, I can see that he's even more impressive up close:

His broad shoulders fill out his suit to perfection, his eyes are penetrating and assessing, and his jawline is strong enough to tear through concrete. He exudes an air of confidence and power that makes my loins tingle.

I stand beside him at the bar, casually resting my elbow on the polished wood surface and casually glancing at him. "Mind if I join you?" I ask, fluttering my eyelashes slightly.

He looks me up and down appreciatively, his eyes lingering on my fire-engine red dress before meeting my gaze again. "Not at all," he rumbles, his deep voice sending waves of desire through me.

His eyes are filled with lust and curiosity, and as I slide into the barstool, I glance down at his crotch. The bulge in there is promisingly prominent; he might be just what Hank and I are looking for—a big alpha male with a big cock who's not afraid to use it.

"Give the lady what she wants," he tells the bartender.

"Bella," I say after I tell the bartender what I want, "and you are?"

"Rhys," he says.

We fall into conversation easily, talking about this and that, each comment from him making my pussy tingle with excitement and desire. I know that Hank is eagerly watching from across the room, waiting for me to make the first move and that knowledge arouses me. Rhys leans closer as we speak, his breath warm against my neck.

As our conversation progresses, I can feel the sexual tension between us building. Rhys's deep voice and dominant presence are intoxicating, and I can sense that he is just as drawn to me as I am.

I sip my drink, feeling the cool liquid slide down my throat and warming me from the inside out. As I set the glass back down on the bar, I make up my mind. It's time to take things to the next level.

"Rhys," I say gently, breaking the silence between us. "I need you to understand something."

He leans in closer, his mouth mere inches from my ear. "Can I guess?"

A shiver runs through me, "Feel free."

"You are here with your husband. Since you're on vacation and far away from home, you want to experience something new. Something that would give a new spark to your marriage," Rhys whispers in my ear. "Am I on the right track?"

I look at him wide-eyed, "To be frank... yes, you are on the right track."

Rhys smiles at me. "Don't worry, I'm trustworthy, and this isn't my first hotwifing scene," he says, "Should we go to your husband?"

"Yes," I breathe.

As I motion for Rhys to follow me, I feel the anticipation building like a raging fire. The thought of introducing him to Hank, our love life's next thrilling chapter, causes my heart to race and my pussy to drip with excitement.

We weave our way through the crowd, approaching Hank's table. Rhys's presence looms large beside me, and his sexual power and confidence are an exciting contrast to Hank's sexual submissiveness. As we approach, Hank notices us, and a knowing smile spreads across his face.

"Hank," I call out softly as we approach him, our handlers stepping aside to allow us to make our way over. "This is Rhys."

"Pleased to meet you," Hank says, "Has Bella explained what we want?"

"No, but I guessed," Rhys says, "Do you have a room in the hotel?"

"Yes," Hank confirms, "We're staying at the penthouse suite. We thought it would be the perfect setting for our hotwifing arrangement."

I blink in confusion as Rhys and Hank diligently arrange everything. It's a strange sensation—instead of feeling left out, I feel a sense of pride swell within me for my husband. Soon, there's an understanding between us; we all know what will happen in that suite tonight.

As we make our way to the elevator, Rhys' gaze touches me like a physical touch. Every step brings us closer to our destination and into this unconventional arrangement. The anticipation is almost unbearable, and I can tell that Hank is just as eager for Rhys to join us. Stepping into the elevator, the doors close behind us, trapping us in a small metal box with a ticking clock counting down to our desires being unleashed. Hank uses the keycard to activate the penthouse button and then presses it.

The silence in the small space is almost palpable as we ascend to the penthouse suite. We enter the luxurious penthouse suite as the elevator dings and the doors slide open. Hank guides us to the dimly lit bedroom, with soft candles flickering in various places, casting dancing shadows on the walls. The scent of lavender and sandalwood fills the air, creating a calming atmosphere that only heightens my excitement.

Hank goes to sit on the armchair beside the king-sized bed. "Don't mind me," he says.

I turn to face Rhys, my heart pounding and adrenaline coursing through my veins. His eyes are riveted on mine, and I can feel the sexual tension building between
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