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On The Road Again

I woke with a start as the plane jolted against the runway, the engines dropping into that heavy hum as we slowed. My neck ached from the awkward angle I’d been sleeping in, the half-dream sleep you only ever get on flights. I straightened up, ran a hand over my hair, and tugged at the navy wrap dress I’d chosen that morning. It was my travel dress—comfortable enough to sit in for hours, flattering enough to look professional, and forgiving enough to skim over the ten pounds I swore I’d lose but never did.

To anyone watching me shuffle down the aisle and into the terminal, I probably looked like any other business traveler. Thirty-five, well put together, tidy enough to blend in with the crowd. A normal woman with a normal life. No one would have guessed how restless I felt inside, how tired I was of being away from home so much, how often I caught myself wondering what exactly I was missing while I was gone.

The airport was the same blur it always was—families dragging suitcases, suits glued to their phones, the smell of coffee and fried food drifting in the air. I walked through it all with my tote slung over my shoulder, already bracing myself for the days ahead: the training, the polite conversations, the evenings alone in a quiet hotel room.

I found myself once again on an extended business trip, something that seemed to be happening more often every year. And as much as I loved the independence that came with my work, being away from home—and away from my husband—was wearing me down. When I wasn’t in the middle of a session, I was usually alone. Alone in a hotel room. Alone at dinner. Alone with my thoughts. The solitude of travel was really starting to get to me.

My name is Michelle, and travel is built into the job whether I like it or not. I work in HR training and investigations. My company comes in to train staff on workplace issues or to handle the kinds of complaints that can’t—or shouldn’t—be handled in-house. It’s not glamorous, but it’s what I’m good at. This trip, though, wasn’t one of the heavy ones. It was just a refresher course for a long-standing client, the kind of routine training that doesn’t exactly make headlines.

Still, by the end of the day, after hours of standing in front of people and guiding them through policies they’d rather not think about, I was drained. Drained, but also buzzing in that strange way work sometimes leaves you. I’d built a good rapport with this client’s HR team over the past few days, enough that when the session wrapped, I felt a flicker of something I didn’t usually feel on the road: connection.

So when a few of them suggested going out for dinner and drinks to celebrate the end of the course, I didn’t need convincing. The idea of spending another night in my room with lukewarm room service or sitting alone at the bar scrolling my phone had no appeal.

I smiled, agreed, and let them fold me into their plans.

After all, it wasn’t like I had a better offer waiting.

The group was made up of nine people plus me—your typical mix of young men and women you’d expect in an HR department. They fit the mold almost perfectly. Well, almost. Because then there was Andrew.

Andrew wasn’t typical at all. He stood out the moment I first met him. Tall, broad-shouldered, strikingly attractive—a Black man in his early thirties with an easy confidence that seemed to draw people in without him even trying. He worked as a manager in the recruitment team, and it was clear from the start that he had real presence. Charisma, leadership, that energy that makes you sit up and pay attention. He was sharp during the sessions, thoughtful, but also funny in a way that never felt forced. He impressed me.

And yes—if I’m being honest—he was more than just impressive. He was good-looking. Very good-looking.

I tried to keep things professional, but every so often my mind betrayed me. When he spoke, I sometimes found myself staring into his eyes longer than I should have, that small hesitation before I looked away. I’d catch myself wondering if he noticed, if anyone else noticed. And when I was tired or my guard slipped, my imagination wandered further than it should have. I’d picture the solid weight of his arms around me, or the warmth of his body close to mine. Silly, harmless daydreams—except they didn’t always feel harmless.

I’ve always had a vivid imagination; it’s just the kind of woman I am. I could play out whole little scenarios in my head without meaning to, and with Andrew it was hard not to.

Still, reality would always reassert itself. I was thirty-five, white, tall with long blonde hair, proud enough of my figure to know I still looked pretty good, but not naïve. I wasn’t the type of woman a younger, handsome man like Andrew would actually notice in that way. At least, that’s what I told myself.

I should probably stop and make something clear: I am happily married. My husband is a good man—caring, attentive, supportive. I don’t want to paint a picture that suggests otherwise. But after ten years together, our intimacy has naturally settled into something quieter, less urgent than it once was. The passion is still there, but it flickers instead of burning like it used to. And yet, if I’m being completely honest, there’s another truth I’ve never said out loud.

For as long as I can remember, I’ve had this pull toward Black men. Something about them—their strength, their presence, their sheer physicality—has always had the power to stir something in me. It isn’t that I don’t find other men attractive. It’s just… different. More visceral. And it started a long time ago.

Back in college, after a drunken night out with friends, I found myself talking to one of the football players—a tall, impossibly handsome Black guy whose smile made my stomach flip. We laughed, we flirted, and for a while the whole room seemed to fade away. I can still remember the heat of his hand at the small of my back, the way he leaned in close so I could hear him over the music. At one point, I very nearly offered to leave with him. My body wanted me to. My imagination was screaming at me to. But in the end, I didn’t. I couldn’t. Something held me back—fear, maybe, or the weight of what it might mean if I crossed that line.

I walked away that night, but the idea stayed. It lodged itself deep inside me, and over the years it became more than just a memory. It became a fantasy.

Growing up where I did—a mostly white, conservative suburb—probably fed into it. The sense of taboo, of scandal, of doing something I wasn’t “supposed” to do… it made the idea both thrilling and terrifying. I told myself I’d never act on it, but the truth is, my pulse always quickens a little whenever I see a strong, athletic Black man. On the street, in movies, on TV—it doesn’t matter. My eyes linger, my thoughts wander.

If I’m being totally honest, the most recent man to fuel my imagination isn’t someone I know at all. It’s Idris Elba. You’ve probably seen him—tall, magnetic, the kind of man who can fill a screen with just a look. I catch myself fantasizing about him more than I’d like to admit—sometimes when I’m with my husband, sometimes when I’m alone. In those moments, my imagination goes back to that night in college, to the almost-mistake I never made, and I wonder what would have happened if I’d been just a little braver.

The closest I’ve ever come to letting my secret slip was in a silly, playful moment with my husband. We were lying in bed one night, half-watching some talk show where they were debating celebrity crushes. I laughed and told him I had a list—my “free pass” list, the men I’d be allowed to sleep with if the impossible ever happened. He rolled his eyes and told me to name names.

I rattled off a few safe choices: actors, musicians, the usual mix of handsome white celebrities who wouldn’t raise any red flags. But then I grinned and added, “And of course, Idris Elba. I mean, who wouldn’t?” I tried to say it lightly, like it was just a joke, but there was a flutter in my stomach all the same.

He gave me that look, the one that says he’s amused but maybe also reading between the lines. “Idris, huh? You’ve mentioned him before,” he said, smirking. “Think I should be worried?”

I laughed and smacked his arm with a pillow. “Please. Like Idris Elba is going to walk into our living room and sweep me off my feet.”

“Stranger things have happened,” he teased. Then, after a pause, his expression turned mischievous. “Maybe I should buy you a dildo for all these business trips. Keep you satisfied while you’re away.”

I arched an eyebrow at him. “Oh? And what kind were you thinking?”

He grinned, but there was a mock-serious edge in his tone when he said, “Not a black one. That would be bigger than me. I can’t have you off in a hotel room with something that makes me jealous.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re ridiculous. You know you don’t have anything to be jealous of.” And I meant it. My husband isn’t small—not by any stretch—but he isn’t porn-star huge either. Just… normal. A normal man, in a normal marriage, with a normal sex life. And yet, in moments like that, when we were joking about it, I sometimes caught myself wondering if he sensed there was a little more behind my laughter. If he suspected that Idris wasn’t just a celebrity crush, that maybe he represented something deeper, something I’d carried with me for years.

Dinner that night felt like a little celebration. There were ten of us in total, and the restaurant at my hotel had managed to squeeze us around a big private table near the back. It was the kind of setup where you could talk across the table if you raised your voice, but most conversations naturally broke into smaller groups. By chance—or fate—I ended up seated beside Andrew. I hadn’t orchestrated it, but when I slid into the chair and saw him settle down next to me, I couldn’t stop the little thrill of satisfaction that ran through me. I even caught myself wondering—dangerously—if he’d done it on purpose.

The atmosphere was lively, helped along by the wine and the sense of relief that came with finishing a long week of training. Laughter spilled around the table, overlapping conversations, little bursts of gossip and teasing. Beth, a flame-haired HR manager with a gym-toned body, seemed determined to make herself the center of attention. She leaned forward on her elbows, flipping her hair, laughing too loud, her gaze locked onto Luke, one of the other managers. It was almost comical how blatant she was—her hand brushing his arm every chance she got, the way she crossed and uncrossed her legs so her dress rode higher up her thighs. At one point she even joked about needing to “test his interviewing skills one-on-one,” and Luke nearly choked on his drink. The whole performance left no doubt about where Beth planned to end her evening: on top of Luke.

I watched it unfold with half an ear, amused but also a little embarrassed on her behalf. That kind of brazen heat wasn’t my style. I wasn’t bold like Beth, tossing sparks into the air for everyone to see. What passed between Andrew and me was quieter, subtler—smouldering beneath the surface rather than flaring out in the open.

We talked more than I expected, our chairs angled slightly toward one another. He told me about his move to the area two years ago, how he hadn’t quite found the right person yet despite dating here and there. His voice was smooth, low, the kind of tone that carried easily over the clatter of plates and glasses. He talked about his love of sports, about lifting weights to keep himself in shape. And even though he was dressed in simple business casual—open-collar shirt, tailored trousers—his body did most of the talking. Broad shoulders filled out his shirt, the fabric stretched across his chest just enough to hint at the muscle underneath. When he leaned forward, the line of his bicep pressed against the sleeve, tight and defined.

I told myself I wasn’t staring. But I was.

And then it happened. A shift in his posture, the way he sat back slightly in his chair, legs open, utterly at ease. My gaze flicked downward before I could stop it, and that’s when I saw it: the distinct bulge pressing against the fabric of his trousers. For one dizzy second, the chatter around me faded. All I could see was the shape beneath the cloth, the undeniable suggestion of size and weight. Heat rushed to my cheeks, and I forced myself to look away, praying no one had noticed.

But the image burned into my mind, vivid and impossible to forget. While Beth was busy all but climbing into Luke’s lap, my imagination was betraying me—whispering what it might feel like if Andrew’s thighs brushed mine, if that bulge I’d glimpsed pressed against my hip, if his arm slipped casually around my waist. My heart raced, and I sipped at my wine, hoping the glass would hide my flushed face.

And through it all, Andrew kept talking, calm and relaxed, as though nothing had happened. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that he’d noticed where my eyes had lingered.

As the night wore on, the energy around the table began to shift. The wine bottles were nearly empty, the laughter softer, the conversations drifting into more intimate tones. One by one, people began making their excuses—an early start tomorrow, a long drive home, the usual reasons. There were hugs, quick goodbyes, promises to “catch up next time.”

Beth, of course, was the last of the group to stand—other than Andrew and me. She made a big show of stretching, her hand lingering on Luke’s shoulder as she did. “Well,” she said with a smirk, “I suppose I should head home. Lucky for me, Luke and I live near each other. Isn’t that right?”

Luke flushed but didn’t protest. In fact, he looked more than willing as they gathered their coats. Beth threw me a wink on her way out—brazen to the very end—before the two of them disappeared into the night, leaving the suggestion of what came next hanging unspoken in the air.

And then it was just Andrew and me.


Alone

The restaurant had quieted, most of the staff beginning their end-of-night routines, wiping down tables, stacking glasses. The clatter and chatter had died away, leaving only the low hum of background music and the occasional clink of cutlery.

Andrew leaned back in his chair, relaxed, one arm draped casually over the back of mine. He turned his head slightly, his dark eyes catching mine. “You know,” he said, his voice low and smooth, “I’ve really enjoyed tonight. It’s rare to find someone I can talk to this easily. With you, it feels… natural.”

I smiled, feeling that nervous flutter in my chest again. “I’ve enjoyed it too,” I admitted, and then, a little too quickly, added, “I mean, with everyone. It’s been a great night.”

He smirked, like he’d caught the slip, but he didn’t call me out on it. Instead, he let the silence stretch just long enough to make my heart race before saying, “Still… I’m glad we ended up sitting together. I feel like I could talk to you about anything.”

The words hung there between us, charged but unspoken, heavier than the playful banter around the table earlier. I looked down at my glass, then back at him, my pulse quickening at the thought that he might not just be talking about work, or training, or any of the safe topics we’d covered tonight.

And for the first time, I let myself wonder if maybe the smouldering connection I felt wasn’t all in my head.

As our conversation flowed, I found myself slipping in and out of dangerous territory. One moment I was nodding along as Andrew described his weekend basketball games, the next my mind was painting images I had no business entertaining—flashes of his shirtless body, the cut of his muscles, the feel of his weight pressed over me. They were the same kinds of fantasies I’d had for years whenever an attractive Black man caught my attention on TV or in passing. Only now, the man was sitting right beside me, his voice rumbling in my ear, his knee brushing mine when he shifted in his chair.

Each time I caught myself drifting, I had to snap back, forcing my attention on his words instead of my imagination. But the pull was constant, a quiet thrum beneath the surface.

He must have sensed it too, because after a moment’s pause, he smiled and said, “You know, if you’re up for it, how about one more drink? A little toast to our newfound friendship. My treat.”

The suggestion was casual enough, but my heart skipped. I could feel the excitement bubbling up before I even answered. “I’d love that,” I said, maybe too eagerly. Then, softening it with a smile, I added, “Honestly? I’m not quite ready to be on my own just yet tonight.”

The words hung there between us, layered with more meaning than I intended to admit. His eyes lingered on mine for a beat before he nodded, as if he understood perfectly.

I found myself leaning in just a little, lowering my voice as I suggested, “How about the lounge? Somewhere quieter. Away from the lights, the noise.”

His grin widened. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

We collected our drinks and wandered into the hotel lounge, its lighting dimmer and more forgiving, the atmosphere hushed compared to the bustling restaurant. In one corner, half-hidden by a decorative screen, was a low settee with just enough space for two. It felt tucked away, private, like a little alcove meant for secrets.

“This,” Andrew said as we settled in, his arm stretching casually along the back of the seat, “is perfect.”

I smiled, my nerves buzzing as I took a sip of my wine. It was my third drink of the night, and I could feel the edges of my restraint blurring, my guard lowering in a way that felt both dangerous and liberating. Words slipped out more easily, confessions I might have swallowed back on another night. And all the while, I was acutely aware of how close he was—his warmth beside me, the faint scent of his cologne, the steady weight of his gaze when our eyes met.

The longer we sat there, the more the space between us seemed to shrink. It wasn’t deliberate, not at first, just the natural leaning in of two people sharing a quiet conversation. But eventually, my thigh brushed against his, and instead of shifting away, I let it stay. The contact was subtle, but the jolt that ran up my spine was anything but.

It felt easy—dangerously easy—to fall into that rhythm with him. Our comfort had grown so quickly it almost startled me, and yet it felt natural, like we’d known each other longer than a few days of training sessions. I found myself punctuating our words with touches I could disguise as innocent: a light hand on his arm when I made a point, my fingers grazing his knee as I laughed at something he said, a playful smack against his hand when he teased me. Each contact lingered just a heartbeat longer than it should have, long enough for me to feel the warmth of his skin through the fabric, long enough to wonder if he felt the current passing between us too.

Every time I pulled back, I told myself it was nothing, just friendly gestures. But the tingling in my stomach told another story. This wasn’t how I usually behaved with colleagues. This was something else.

As the night stretched on and the drinks worked their magic, our conversation drifted into juicier territory. We’d exhausted the safe topics—sports, travel, families—and now we were skimming the edge of things people usually only whisper about. Andrew leaned in, lowering his voice just enough to make it feel like a secret.

“You’ll appreciate this one,” he said with a wicked grin. “Last Thursday, our CEO barges into Sheila’s office—she’s one of the managers—without knocking. And what does he find? Sheila’s skirt up around her waist, feet on the desk, with the new intern’s head buried between her thighs.”

I gasped, then burst out laughing, covering my mouth in mock shock. “No way.”

“Swear to God,” Andrew said, eyes sparkling. “The poor intern nearly hit the floor trying to scramble out from under her. Whole office was buzzing about it within the hour.”

I shook my head, still laughing, the wine making everything feel looser, brighter. “Well,” I said, tilting my glass toward him, “there are worse ways to fill your Outlook calendar.”

He threw his head back and laughed, the sound low and warm. Our amusement echoed through the alcove, a little too loud for how quiet the lounge had become. Caught up in the moment, I reached out and smacked his thigh with the back of my hand. It was meant to be playful, just another teasing gesture, but this time my hand stayed there. Pressed against the solid muscle of his leg, I let it linger a second longer than before—long enough for us both to notice.

His eyes flicked down, then back up to mine, and the laughter hung between us, charged with something more.

I don’t even know how it happened—just one of those strange, impossible accidents.

Andrew leaned forward to grab his glass at the exact moment I shifted my hand from his knee. Instead of pulling away cleanly, my fingers slid higher—far too high. Before I even realized what I’d done, my fingertips brushed against him. Not his thigh. Him.

I froze. My breath caught in my throat as the awareness hit me: I was touching the outline of his cock through his trousers. It wasn’t much, just the lightest press of my fingertips, but it was unmistakable. And in that suspended moment—before my brain caught up—I felt it twitch under my hand.

Mortified, I yanked my hand back as though I’d been burned. “Oh my God,” I blurted, my face hot, words tripping over themselves. “Andrew, I’m so sorry, I swear I didn’t mean—I wasn’t trying to—shit. It was just an accident.”

For half a second, I couldn’t breathe, terrified of what he’d say. But Andrew just leaned back, eyes gleaming with amusement. “Relax, Michelle,” he said smoothly. “I know it was an accident. Don’t worry.”

I tried to laugh it off, but my cheeks were burning.

Then he tilted his head, his smile turning wicked. “Although,” he added, lowering his voice just a fraction, “if that’s how you apologize, I wouldn’t mind if it happened again.”

My jaw dropped, caught between shock and laughter. I smacked his arm, more flustered than ever. “You’re terrible!”

He chuckled, holding up his hands in mock surrender, but his gaze lingered on me in a way that made my stomach tighten. “What? You make it sound like I’m complaining. That’s the most action I’ve had in weeks.”

I laughed nervously, hiding my face behind my glass, but the damage was done. The spark was out in the open now, impossible to shove back into the box.

I was still rattled, trying to laugh along with Andrew’s joke, but inside I was a mess. It wasn’t the accident itself that had me flustered—I could have laughed that off. What unsettled me was the way my body had reacted to it. That brief touch, the twitch I’d felt under my fingertips, had sent a hot shiver through me that I couldn’t ignore. My thighs tingled, my skin prickled, and no amount of nervous laughter could hide it from myself.

Trying to cover my embarrassment, I reached for humor. “You know, Andrew, this is entirely your fault anyway. I never could have accidentally groped you if the stories weren’t true. You know… if you weren’t a Black guy with such a large—”

I stopped dead, the word hanging unsaid in the air. My heart plummeted. I slapped a hand over my mouth, my face burning crimson. “Oh God. I cannot believe I almost said that. I’m so sorry. That was—just—wine talking. Total slip. I didn’t mean—”

Andrew let me flounder for a beat, his dark eyes dancing with amusement. Then he leaned back, that wicked grin spreading across his face. “Wow,” he said, chuckling. “You really are full of surprises, Michelle.”

I groaned and buried my face in my hands, but he wasn’t about to let me off easy. “So tell me,” he went on, lowering his voice, “you’re the HR expert, right? Trained in all the right procedures?”

I peeked at him through my fingers, wary. “That’s… literally my job.”

“Good,” he said, smirking. “So how would you recommend dealing with a manager who just grabbed one of his employees’ cocks?”

My jaw dropped, and I gasped out a laugh, horrified and delighted all at once. “Andrew!”

“What?” He shrugged innocently, though his grin gave him away. “I’m just asking. Purely hypothetical. Disciplinary action? A formal warning?”

I shook my head, laughing despite myself, my cheeks still blazing. “You’re impossible.”

“And you,” he countered, leaning closer, “are very, very lucky I’m not filing a complaint right now.”

The tension between us hummed, masked by our laughter, but undeniable all the same.

Andrew leaned back, swirling the last of his drink, his arm stretched easily along the back of the sofa. He gave me that look again — amused, knowing, just enough edge to make my stomach tighten.

“You know, Michelle,” he said casually, as if he were talking about the weather, “earlier you almost slipped. Something about Black guys. About size.”

I shook my head, my laugh high and nervous. “I didn’t—no, I wasn’t—”

He cut me off with a chuckle, leaning in just close enough for his shoulder to brush mine. “Come on. You nearly said it. Don’t pretend you don’t know the stereotype.” His grin spread slowly. “Or are you going to tell me you were speaking from personal experience?”

My face burned. “No,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “I’ve never—”

“Never?” he asked, cocking his head, dragging the word out like he didn’t quite believe me. “Not even once? Not even back in college, some wild night you’ve been keeping secret?”

I swallowed hard. “No. Never.”

His smile widened. “So you were about to say it because… what? You’ve thought about it?”

My throat tightened. I opened my mouth, but no words came.

Andrew laughed softly, clearly enjoying watching me squirm. “You know what I think?” he said, lowering his voice, smooth as silk. “I think you’ve been curious. For a long time. And now you’re sitting here wondering if all those things you’ve seen are true.”

My cheeks were on fire. “Andrew…” I whispered, as if saying his name could change the subject, but it only encouraged him.

“Tell me,” he said, eyes fixed on mine. “How curious are we talking? The kind where you sneak looks at guys on the street? Or the kind where you… fantasize?”

My pulse thundered in my ears. I laughed nervously, shaking my head, but he just waited, smiling, giving me no way out. The silence stretched until the words tumbled out of me.

“Okay,” I admitted, my voice low. “Yes. I’ve thought about it. I’ve imagined it.”

His smile deepened, satisfied. “Imagined what, exactly?”

I groaned, covering my face with my hands, but he gently tugged them away, his eyes still locked on mine. He wasn’t letting me hide.

“I’ve seen the videos,” I whispered, my heart hammering. “And… yes. I’ve fantasized during sex with my husband sometimes. Wondering what it would be like. What it would feel like.”

Andrew’s grin turned wicked, but his tone stayed playful, almost gentle, as if to soften the sting of my confession. “So while your husband’s inside you, you’re picturing a Black man instead? Bigger. Stronger.”

I bit my lip, unable to speak, but my silence said enough.

“And now,” he murmured, leaning just close enough that I could feel his warmth, “you’re wondering if I could prove it for you.”

The air between us was thick, every nerve in my body screaming. I knew I should laugh it off, change the subject, stand up and walk away. But instead, I stayed frozen there beside him, my pulse wild, my body betraying me with every beat.

Once the words started, I couldn’t stop them. The wine, the heat in my cheeks, the intensity of Andrew’s gaze — it all loosened something inside me that had been locked down for years.

“I’ve never told anyone this before,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “Not even my husband. But… I’ve been attracted to Black men for most of my life. Since college, really. It’s always been there. And I do wonder, Andrew… what it would be like. To actually be with one. Would it feel different? Would it change how I feel about everything?”





Tumbling Out

The words tumbled out before I could catch them, and once they were out, a strange, dizzying relief followed. My secret was no longer just mine.

I swallowed, my eyes dropping to his lap before darting quickly away, my face burning. “And—God, I can’t believe I’m even saying this—but I do think about it in a… physical way. Would it even… fit? I mean, if the stories are really true.”

I bit down on my lip, mortified, but also shivering at the confession. The raw honesty of it hung there between us, impossible to take back.

Andrew let the silence stretch, his smile slow and knowing. “So that’s what’s been keeping you up at night,” he teased, his voice low and velvety. “Not just the curiosity. The size. Wondering if you could take it.”

My thighs clenched involuntarily, and I hated how obvious it must have been. “I sound ridiculous, don’t I?” I whispered.

He shook his head, eyes locked on mine. “No,” he said softly, that sly grin tugging at his lips. “You sound honest. And very, very curious.”

As I poured out my secret, Andrew didn’t interrupt. He just sat there, his dark eyes fixed on me, listening with that quiet intensity that made me feel like I was the only person in the world. The air between us was heavy, the silence after my confession charged with everything I hadn’t said out loud.

Then he shifted closer. The warmth of his shoulder brushed mine, and his hand slid onto my thigh — large, strong, steady, his touch both bold and careful, as though giving me every chance to stop him.

“Michelle,” he said, his voice low, almost gentle, “would you like to find out tonight?”

The words hit me like a current. My breath caught, my entire body flushed hot, not just my face but my chest, my stomach, my thighs. A shiver shot straight through me, and between my legs I felt that unmistakable rush — wetness, heat, an ache that made it hard to breathe.

Time seemed to slow. In that heartbeat I imagined it all: his body over mine, the stretch, the weight, the taste of crossing that forbidden line. My thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to contain the pulse of arousal that was threatening to give me away.

I closed my eyes, drew in a shaky breath, and forced myself to speak. “Andrew… I’m sorry. I can’t. I’m married, and I’ve never… I’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t think I could go through with it.”

The words sounded steady, but inside I was trembling.

Andrew didn’t argue. He didn’t push. His hand lingered for a moment longer before slipping away, and he gave me a small, understanding nod. “I get it,” he said softly. But behind his composure I saw it — the flicker of disappointment.

And God help me, that made me even wetter.

He wanted me. A man ten years younger, a man with that body, that smile, that presence — and he wanted me badly enough to ask. The thought alone sent another gush of heat spiraling through me, and I squeezed my thighs together tighter, desperate to steady myself.

Before I even knew what I was doing, the words tumbled out of me, half-whispered, half-gasped.

“Just out of curiosity…” I hesitated, my face burning, but I couldn’t stop. “How big are you, Andrew?”

Andrew caught my eye, that same sly smile tugging at his lips, the one I’d been falling for all night. He leaned back just slightly, studying me like he was deciding how far to push.

“Well,” he said at last, voice smooth and easy, “I’ve never really measured it. But I’d say… oh, about five inches.”

I blinked, then let out a nervous laugh. “Five? Andrew, come on. I’ve already felt more than that.” My cheeks flushed the second I said it, but it was true — that accidental touch had told me more than I should have known.

His smile widened, wicked and playful. “Oh,” he said, lowering his voice as he leaned a little closer. “I meant soft.”

The words hit me like a jolt. My lips parted, my breath caught, and my thighs squeezed together under the table before I could stop myself.

He let the silence hang just long enough, his eyes locked on mine, the grin never leaving his face. Then, slowly, deliberately, he reached for my hand. His fingers wrapped around mine, warm and firm, and without a word he began to guide it higher up his thigh.

I didn’t resist.

My pulse hammered as he slid my hand closer, closer, until I felt the heavy length of him beneath the fabric. My breath stuttered, caught somewhere between shock and hunger.

“Maybe,” he murmured, his smile turning softer now, “you should judge for yourself.”

The moment my hand settled against him, I felt the heat radiating through the fabric. Solid. Heavy. Alive. My fingers curled instinctively, tracing the outline, and a rush of dizzy electricity shot through me.

God, what was I doing?

I told myself I should pull away, that this was too far, but my body refused to listen. My pulse pounded in my ears, my chest rising and falling too fast. He was thick under my palm, thicker than I’d ever imagined, the sheer weight of him pressing against my hand in a way that made my stomach twist with want.

It was wrong. I knew it was wrong. I was married. I’d sworn I couldn’t go through with anything like this. And yet, here I was, stroking the length of a younger man’s cock through his trousers. A Black man’s cock. The very thing I’d fantasized about for years, the thing I’d only dared to picture in the dark, in secret, with my husband inside me while I pretended it was someone else.

Now it wasn’t a fantasy. It was real.

My fingers tightened slightly, testing him, and I felt him twitch in response. The size of him made my throat dry, made my pussy clench with a wet ache. He hadn’t exaggerated. If anything, he’d understated. Five inches soft… God, what would he be hard?

Andrew’s voice cut through my spiraling thoughts, low and steady. “See? Not so scary up close, is it?”

I let out a shaky laugh, my face burning. “Scary isn’t the word I’d use.”

He tilted his head, eyes locked on mine, that infuriatingly confident smile never leaving his face. “Then what word would you use, Michelle?”

I swallowed hard, unable to answer. My body had already betrayed me.

The sheer size of what I was holding both thrilled and unsettled me. Even through the fabric I could feel the thick weight of him, stretching across my palm in a way that made my chest tighten. He was bigger than my husband — I knew that instantly. Bigger than anything I’d ever taken inside me, real or otherwise. A part of me trembled at the thought, almost afraid of it. But the fear only seemed to sharpen the ache between my legs, turning into something hotter, hungrier.

My mind spun in a thousand directions at once. I should have let go. I should have laughed it off, made a joke, pulled my hand away before it went too far. But instead, I froze there, caught between panic and fascination, stroking him lightly with my fingertips as if testing to see if he was real.

Andrew tilted his head, watching me closely. His voice was calm, but there was no mistaking the edge of satisfaction in it. “So, Michelle… tell me. What do you feel right now?”

My lips parted, but no sound came.

“Bigger than you expected?” he pressed, his eyes glinting.

I swallowed hard, nodding faintly. “Yes. A lot bigger.”

His smile deepened. “Bigger than your husband?”

A flush surged across my skin, but the wine and the heat between my thighs tore down the last of my filters. “Yes,” I whispered.

He leaned closer, his breath brushing my ear. “And does that scare you… or turn you on?”

The answer came out as little more than a gasp. “Both.”

He chuckled softly, clearly savoring my confession. “Good. I like that.”

My body betrayed me completely then. My hand pressed firmer against his length, tracing the outline that had haunted my imagination for years. My pulse hammered as I heard my own voice — shaky, breathless, but unmistakably mine — spill the words I never thought I’d dare say out loud.

“I… I really want to see your big Black cock, Andrew.”

The moment the words left me, it was like stepping outside myself, hearing them hang in the air, undeniable. My face burned, my heart pounded, but beneath the embarrassment there was a raw, dizzying thrill.

Andrew’s smile widened slowly, his hand covering mine, pressing it harder against him as he murmured, “That’s better. Now we’re finally being honest.”

I could hardly believe the words I’d just spoken, let alone the heat coursing through my body after saying them out loud. I half-expected the moment to break, for me to laugh nervously and retreat. But Andrew didn’t give me the chance.

He rose smoothly to his feet and, without hesitation, reached for my hand. His grip was firm yet gentle as he drew me up from the seat, his eyes never leaving mine. The intensity in his gaze left me breathless; it was as though he could see straight through the flimsy walls of restraint I’d been hiding behind all night.

We didn’t speak. There was no need. With quiet certainty, he guided me across the lounge toward the elevators. My pulse thundered, each step echoing like it belonged to someone else. When we reached the elevator, I fumbled for my room key, my fingers trembling as I pressed it into his palm. “Seventeen oh five,” I whispered, the sound barely carrying over the hush of the empty lobby.

The doors slid open, and we stepped inside alone. The silence was electric. He pulled me gently against him, his arms wrapping around me with an ease that made it feel inevitable, natural, as if he’d been holding me for years. His hands moved slowly, deliberately — the lightest caresses across my shoulders, down my back, grazing the curve of my hips. Each touch sent a rush of tingling heat spiraling low in my stomach, pooling between my thighs until I could hardly stand still.

I leaned into him, my forehead resting briefly against his chest, inhaling the clean, masculine scent of him as the elevator climbed. The short ride stretched out endlessly, each second thick with anticipation, with everything unspoken.

When the doors opened, I felt as though I was floating, my body buzzing with adrenaline and arousal. He guided me down the hallway, his hand resting possessively at the small of my back. My legs carried me forward, but it was as if I was outside myself, watching in disbelief as this impossible moment unfolded.

At my door, I slid the key into the lock with trembling hands. The latch clicked, and Andrew wasted no time. He pushed the door open and stepped inside first, drawing me in after him.

The room was dim, lit only by the glow of the streetlights filtering through the curtains. It cast just enough light for me to make out the outline of his frame — tall, broad, powerful. My breath hitched. This was real. This was happening.

Andrew moved in close behind me, and before I could even process it, I felt the weight of his arms slip firmly around my waist. His body pressed against my back — broad, solid, impossibly warm. I shivered as he bent his head, his breath brushing across my ear before his hand gently swept my hair aside. Then his lips touched my skin.

Soft at first, barely there, then bolder. Slow, deliberate kisses trailed along the curve of my neck, each one sending sparks racing down my spine. My knees weakened as his hands began to move, gliding upward from my hips, over the flat of my stomach, higher still until his palms cupped my breasts through the fabric of my dress. His thumbs brushed over my nipples, and I gasped out loud, my whole body tightening with desire.

The suspense was unbearable. Every nerve was screaming. I couldn’t just stand there and let him unravel me inch by inch. Before I even knew what I was doing, I turned sharply in his arms and pressed my mouth to his.

The kiss exploded instantly — hot, deep, consuming. My lips parted, and his tongue met mine in a rhythm that felt both foreign and inevitable, a hungry dance that stole the breath from my lungs. His taste, his strength, the sheer force of his presence overwhelmed me, pulling me into something I had only ever dared to imagine.

And then it hit me.

A crushing wave of guilt crashed over the fire of my arousal, almost enough to knock the breath from me. The heat in my body battled against the cold weight in my chest. Lust screamed at me to keep going, to surrender, to finally know what it felt like to be taken by a younger, gorgeous Black man with a cock that terrified and thrilled me in equal measure. But guilt — fierce, unyielding guilt — clawed back with equal strength.

I broke the kiss abruptly, my lips still tingling, my chest heaving. My hands pressed against his chest, holding him at arm’s length, though my body screamed at me to pull him back. I looked into his dark, searching eyes, my voice trembling as I forced out the words.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I can’t.”

The silence that followed was deafening. My heart thundered as I tried to steady myself, caught between the ache of stopping and the terror of going further.

Andrew didn’t react the way I expected. He didn’t argue. He didn’t pull away either. He simply stopped.

His hands stilled on my body, but they didn’t leave me. He just held me there against him, close enough that I could feel the steady rise and fall of his chest, close enough that the heat of him seeped through my dress. He didn’t speak right away, and the silence was unbearable. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure he could hear it.

When he finally did speak, his voice was calm, quiet, almost gentle. “It’s okay, Michelle. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

I swallowed hard, but I couldn’t bring myself to step back. His presence was overwhelming — the scent of his skin, the strength of his arms around me, the memory of his lips still burning on mine. My body screamed to close the gap, while my conscience screamed louder to hold the line.

“I do want to,” I whispered, surprising myself with the blunt honesty of it. My face burned, but the words tumbled out anyway. “God, Andrew… I want to so badly. But I can’t. I love my husband. I don’t want to betray him like this.”

His eyes stayed locked on mine, unreadable but steady, like he was weighing me carefully. He didn’t argue, didn’t try to talk me around. He just gave a small nod, his lips curving into the faintest, knowing smile.

“I hear you,” he said softly. “And I respect that.”

But he didn’t move away. His arms stayed around me, strong and patient, leaving me suspended in that dangerous space — not released, not pressed further, just hovering on the edge with temptation wrapped around me.

The silence between us was heavy, charged. I could feel the beat of his heart against my chest, the solid press of his body so close to mine, and I knew he was giving me time. Time to breathe, time to decide. But by not letting go, he was also making sure the decision never left the room.

We stood there in silence, wrapped around each other, neither of us moving. My cheek rested against his chest, and for a fleeting moment I let myself feel proud — proud that I’d managed to stop this before it went too far, proud that I’d chosen loyalty over lust.

But the pride was fragile, already slipping away. Because the longer I stayed in his arms, the weaker it became. His body was so firm, so solid against mine, the strength in him radiating through every inch of contact. My mind kept spinning, frantic, hunting for any excuse — any justification, however flimsy — that might allow me to give in without drowning in guilt.

And Andrew… Andrew didn’t push, but he didn’t let go either. He held me as though he had all the time in the world, patient, unshakable. That patience was its own kind of seduction, each second stretching the tension tighter.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, his voice broke the silence. Calm. Even. Measured.

“I get it, Michelle. I know it’s not easy. You’ve thought about this for years, wondered about it, imagined it, and now here you are — almost there. I understand why it feels overwhelming.”

His words sank into me, steady and unhurried, as though he were peeling away my excuses one by one.

“But,” he continued softly, his eyes steady on mine, “what I wonder is this… if you walk away now, if you stop yourself here, will you regret it later? Will you regret not letting yourself go… just a little bit further?”

The question throbbed in the silence, and in its wake came the storm inside my head.

Images flickered through my mind like sparks I couldn’t extinguish: Andrew standing in front of me, tall, powerful, completely naked. The broad lines of his chest and shoulders, the dark, carved muscles of his stomach. And below… that thick, heavy cock I’d only dared to imagine until now, jutting out proudly, bigger than anything I’d ever known. I saw myself reaching for it, wrapping my hand around it, parting my lips to take him into my mouth. I saw myself spread wide beneath him, gasping, straining to take every inch.

The rush of heat between my thighs was instant, betraying me. My body wanted it so badly it was almost painful. But layered over that arousal was the stab of guilt, sharp and relentless. My husband’s face flashed in my mind, the thought of what this would mean, the betrayal it carried.

I squeezed my eyes shut, torn in two — my body screaming yes, my conscience clinging desperately to no.

And through it all, Andrew just waited. Silent. Steady. His arms around me, his warmth against me, his words echoing in my mind. Will you regret not letting yourself go just a little bit further?

Andrew shifted slightly, loosening his hold just enough to look me in the eye. His voice was soft, steady, the kind of calm reason that made my pulse race even harder.

“Michelle,” he said, “I mean it when I say I’m your friend. I’d never want you to do something you weren’t comfortable with. But I can help you with this. You’ve been curious your whole life, haven’t you? You’ve wondered, imagined, but never seen for yourself. What if we stopped right here, before anything happens, and I just… showed you? That’s it. No touching. No sex. You can just look. That wouldn’t be cheating, would it?”

The words wrapped around me like a lifeline and a trap at the same time. He made it sound so simple, so harmless. And my mind, frantic for a way to justify the ache between my legs, grabbed at it desperately.

I told myself I’d resisted already. I hadn’t let it go too far. I’d said no. I was still in control. But the thought of being this close, of walking away now without ever knowing… it gnawed at me. And hadn’t I already touched him by accident? Hadn’t I already felt the truth pressing against my palm? Seeing it would hardly be worse than that. At least that’s what I told myself.

I swallowed, my voice barely more than a whisper. “Okay… but that’s as far as I can go.”

Andrew’s smile deepened, slow and knowing, but he didn’t gloat. He simply gave a small nod, as though I’d just made a perfectly reasonable choice. His calmness only made it easier for me to believe my own excuses.

“Okay then,” Andrew murmured, his tone steady, almost playful. “If this is just a show, let’s make sure you’re comfortable for it.”

He took my hand and guided me toward the bed. I let him, my legs unsteady, my body tingling with a mixture of nerves and anticipation. He eased me down onto the edge of the mattress, and suddenly I was seated with my eyes level with his stomach, my gaze just inches from the waistband of his trousers. My breath caught in my throat at the intimacy of the position, and Andrew stepped in closer, close enough that I could smell the faint, clean spice of his cologne.


No Rush

He didn’t rush. He stood tall in front of me, then began to work the buttons of his shirt one by one, deliberately slow. The fabric parted, revealing glimpses of firm, sculpted muscle until finally he shrugged it open, the fabric slipping down his broad shoulders.

My pulse quickened, and I couldn’t stop the small gasp that escaped me. His chest and abs were everything I had imagined — smooth, taut, perfectly cut. His dark skin gleamed in the dim light, rich and flawless, a deep chocolate brown that caught the faint glow from the street outside. My mouth went dry, and at the same time I felt the wet heat pooling between my thighs, my body betraying me completely.

“Take it off,” I whispered before I realized I was speaking. “I want to see you properly.”

His smile was slow and devastating. Without a word, he slipped the shirt from his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I drank him in hungrily with my eyes, every line and curve of his body sending another rush of heat through me. My heart hammered in my chest, each beat heavy and insistent.

Then, with that same measured calm, Andrew’s fingers went to his belt. The metallic click of the buckle unfastening echoed louder than it should have in the quiet room, making my breath hitch. He unthreaded the strap, then popped open the button at his waist.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

As the zipper slid down, I saw the bulge I’d glimpsed earlier pushing insistently against the fabric — only now it looked impossibly larger, stretching thick and heavy against his thigh. My chest tightened, my breath shallow, my pulse thudding like a drum in my ears.

My whole body knew what was coming, and yet I could hardly believe it was real.

With deliberate slowness, Andrew pushed his trousers down over his thighs. The fabric slid lower and lower until they pooled around his ankles, leaving only the thin stretch of his boxer briefs between me and the truth I’d been imagining all night.

The sight made my breath catch in my throat. His waist was trim, his stomach flat and tight, the hard lines of muscle running down toward the band of his briefs. But it wasn’t his abs that stole my focus.

The underwear did nothing to hide him — if anything, it only made things worse. The fabric clung tight to his body, outlining every inch of his cock in stark detail. It stretched long and thick across his thigh, so heavy it seemed to tug at the material itself. My eyes widened, and my lips parted as I realized the outline I was staring at was even bigger than I had dared to picture.

And then I saw it — the broad head pressing insistently against the leg opening, as though trying to force its way free. As if his cock couldn’t stand being confined a second longer.

A sharp gasp escaped me before I could stop it. My hand flew to my mouth, but it was too late — the sound had already broken the silence.

Andrew’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. He shifted his hips just slightly, enough to make the bulge twitch against the fabric, enough to remind me that this wasn’t a fantasy, wasn’t a porn clip, wasn’t a dream. This was real, and it was right in front of me.

“Are you ready to see it then?” Andrew asked, his voice low, smooth, certain. He didn’t really need my answer — he could see it in my eyes, in the way I leaned forward slightly without realizing it, in the way my lips parted around shallow breaths.

Still, I nodded. Slowly. Wordlessly. My gaze never left the thick outline straining against his briefs.

Andrew’s smile deepened as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband. And then, with deliberate care, he began to peel the fabric downward.

At first, just a glimpse — the base, thick and dark against his skin. My stomach flipped. He kept sliding the briefs lower, each fraction of an inch revealing more of him, dragging out the anticipation until I thought I’d lose my mind. Inch by agonizing inch, his cock came into view: long, heavy, impossibly thick, jutting forward with the sheer weight of it.

I couldn’t breathe. My eyes were wide, drinking in every detail as though I might never get another chance.

Without thinking, my hands moved. I tried to stop them, I swear I did, but I couldn’t. They slid into my lap, pressing firmly against the damp heat of my pussy through my dress. A shudder ran through me, and I squirmed on the edge of the bed, my hips wriggling helplessly against the pressure of my own hand.

My breaths came short and shallow, each exhale a desperate whimper. The wetness between my legs was overwhelming, slick and hot, pooling until it felt like I could hardly contain it.

And then his cock finally broke free, springing out from the tight grip of his underwear, heavy and violent in its release. I gasped and instinctively leaned back an inch, startled by the suddenness of it — but just as quickly I found myself leaning forward again, my eyes locked on him.

I wasn’t some naïve girl who’d never seen a cock before. I was thirty-five, a married woman who had seen plenty of them in my time — in real life and, many more, in porn. I’d watched those videos of black men with cocks that looked impossibly big, stroked myself while wondering what it might feel like. But nothing prepared me for the reality of Andrew, standing right there in front of me.

He had to be close to eight inches already, thick in a way that made my pulse hammer. Just looking at him, I knew he was far bigger than my husband — not just longer but wider, heavier, the kind of size that would stretch me in ways I’d never felt.

The words tumbled out of me in a half-moan before I could stop them. “Oh my god… it’s so fucking big. And it’s beautiful. I can’t believe how much bigger you are than… than what I’m used to.” My voice cracked, and still the confession poured out. “I can’t even imagine what it would feel like inside me. I just… I want to touch it.”

For the first time in my life, I was face to face with a big black cock, and I was utterly mesmerized. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Andrew’s voice broke through the fog of my arousal, low and teasing. “So, what do you think of that, Michelle? How do I measure up to your fantasy? And what about to your husband?”

I swallowed hard, my breath shaky, and the words spilled out before I could stop them. “It’s… it’s so fucking big. God, it’s beautiful. I can’t even begin to imagine what it would feel like to have something that size inside me.”

I just sat there staring at him, drinking in every inch of it. This wasn’t like some of those porn cocks that looked freakishly oversized, the ones that almost seemed fake. Andrew’s cock was real — heavy, thick, alive, and standing right in front of me. It had to be a solid eight inches, maybe more, and the girth alone made my pussy clench around nothing. It was perfectly proportioned, with a broad, flared head and a thick, veined shaft that looked built to stretch me wide open.

And then there was the detail that pushed me over the edge — he was circumcised. That exposed head gleamed in the dim light, smooth and proud, and it made my chest tighten with lust. My husband wasn’t cut, and though I’d never told him, I’d always disliked the way his foreskin bunched and slid. I never truly enjoyed going down on him because of it. But this — Andrew’s — this was everything I’d secretly wanted. Sleek, clean, powerful. My lips ached just imagining them wrapped around him.

The shame and excitement tangled in my chest, but still I whispered, almost in awe, “Yours is so much better… it’s exactly how I’ve always wished a cock would look.”

I finally managed to drag my gaze away from the thick length in front of me, letting my eyes wander up over Andrew’s flat stomach, the ridges of his abs, and the broad, muscular span of his chest before meeting his smile and those deep, dark eyes. But even as I looked up, I couldn’t shake the thought that had slammed into me the moment his cock sprang free. It was like a pulse in my head, a mantra I couldn’t silence.

God, I want to suck his cock.

The idea stunned me almost as much as the sight of him. I’d never been that woman. Sure, I’d gone down on a few guys over the years, I’d blow my husband sometimes — because it felt expected, because he liked it — but it was never something I’d craved, never something I’d thought of on my own. It wasn’t that I hated it, just that it never lit that spark inside me. Until now.

Now, staring at Andrew, my mouth watered with the urge. My lips actually tingled, as though they were already wrapped around the smooth head of his cock. I could imagine the weight of it resting against my tongue, the taste of his skin, the raw heat of him filling my mouth. The thought alone made my thighs press together, desperate for some kind of relief.

I felt my reluctance slipping away faster with every heartbeat, the walls I’d built up teetering, about to collapse completely with the slightest push.

Andrew looked down at me, his huge cock hanging proudly just inches from my face. He didn’t rush, didn’t push — he just let the moment breathe, his calm confidence pressing on me harder than any words could.

“You know, Michelle…” he said slowly, almost conversationally, “you’ve already come this far.”

My eyes flicked helplessly back to his cock, then up to his chest, then back down again.

“Wouldn’t you like to touch it?” he asked, his tone gentle but teasing, as though the thought were the most natural thing in the world.

I opened my mouth to reply, but nothing came out.

“Not to do anything else,” he added smoothly, his smile deepening. “Just once. Just to say you’ve actually held a black cock in your hand.”

I felt my thighs press together, the heat between them spreading, and still he didn’t let me go.

“You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to,” he murmured, pausing, letting me squirm under his gaze. Then, after a heartbeat:

“But can you really sit there, so close… and not touch it?”

His words sank into me like a slow wave. My excuses crumbled. It didn’t feel like pressure, it felt like inevitability.

“Okay,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I looked at his thick shaft again. “I’ll hold it. Just once.”

I was trembling as I reached out, my palms first finding the hard ridges of his stomach. His body was solid, carved, and hot under my touch. I let one hand drift upward, grazing over his chest, and I felt his breath hitch as my fingertips teased over his muscles. Andrew tipped his head back, eyes closing, and a deep, low sound escaped him — not quite a groan, more like a satisfied purr. The realization that I was the one making him react that way sent a thrill through me.

Emboldened, my hands wandered lower, over the taut planes of his stomach, around his narrow waist, then down over the curve of his firm, round ass. His skin was smooth and hot, his body all strength and control. My breath caught as I circled back to the front, my fingers pausing just above the thick base of his cock. The air between us felt charged, like I was teetering at the edge of something I couldn’t step back from.

Andrew looked down at me then, his eyes heavy-lidded but burning. “God, your hands feel amazing on me,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. Then, more insistent, his tone a velvet command: “But I want more, Michelle. I want you to touch my cock. I need you to hold it.”

My body moved before my brain could catch up. I slid off the bed, my knees sinking into the carpet, until I was kneeling in front of him. My face was level with his hips now, his huge cock hanging inches from me, and I felt a dizzying rush of disbelief — was I really here, on my knees, about to hold it?

With my left hand I reached out, tentative at first, brushing my fingertips along the thick length before letting them ghost over the swollen head. His cock flexed immediately at the contact, twitching in my hand like it was alive, and that sudden, undeniable response made my pussy clench hard. A shocked moan slipped from me. I couldn’t resist anymore.

My right hand followed, curling gently around the shaft, and for the first time I was holding it — heavy, hot, impossibly thick in my grip, pointing straight at my face.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. For several long seconds I simply stared at his cock, utterly transfixed. It was almost too much to process — the thickness pressing into my palm, the weight dragging against my hand, the way the dark skin looked so smooth yet powerful beneath my fingertips. The head, swollen and perfectly shaped, hovered only a few inches from my lips, close enough that each breath I released made it twitch subtly in response.

I had imagined this moment in a thousand ways before — during stolen minutes with porn when I let myself watch the things I couldn’t admit to wanting, when I lingered on the sight of women swallowing thick black cocks with a mix of envy and curiosity. But porn had never prepared me for this. This wasn’t pixels on a screen. This was real. Alive. Hot. Heavy. Right in front of me.

I tightened my grip slightly, unable to stop myself from testing its firmness. It pulsed under my fingers, almost as though it were reacting to me, demanding more. My pussy clenched hard at the thought, and I actually had to shift on my knees, my thighs pressing together as if that would somehow relieve the ache that was now consuming me.

Andrew’s voice broke into my haze, low and teasing, almost a growl.
“You want it, Michelle.”

I froze. My eyes shot up to meet his. He wasn’t begging. He wasn’t asking. He was telling me what he could see, and in that instant I knew he was right.

“You’re kneeling there,” he continued, his voice calm but devastatingly sure, “holding my cock in your hand, staring at it like you’ve been starving your whole life. You think I don’t know what’s going through your head right now? I can see it all over your face. You want to taste it.”

My lips parted, but no words came. He leaned forward slightly, looking down at me with those deep brown eyes that seemed to strip me bare.

“Go on, admit it. You’re dying to suck my cock.”

The words crashed into me like a thunderclap. I felt heat rush to my cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and arousal so intense I thought I might actually pass out. Because he was right. The thought had been beating inside my skull over and over, like a drum I couldn’t silence: God, I want to suck his cock.

What shocked me most was how badly I wanted it. I had never been that woman. Blowjobs had always been… something I did because I had to. With boyfriends, it was just part of the script. With my husband, I did it semi-often I guess, yes, but mostly because he loved it so much. It pleased him, and I enjoyed pleasing him. But I didn’t enjoy the act, the feeling of a cock in my mouth just didn’t do it for me. Sure, I never hated it — but I never craved it. Not once.

Yet here I was, trembling on my knees, clutching Andrew’s cock in both hands, and the only thing in my head was how much I wanted to take him into my mouth. Not for him, not out of duty, not because it was expected. But because I needed to.

My breathing quickened, shallow and uneven. I could feel my chest rising and falling as though I had just run a mile, my nipples straining hard against my bra, my pussy soaking through my panties. I squeezed him a little tighter without realizing it, and he groaned, the sound vibrating through me, making me shiver.

“You feel that?” he murmured, watching me intently. “That’s how badly I want your mouth on me. And you can feel how badly you want it too. So stop pretending, Michelle. Stop fighting it. Just give in.”

The room spun around me, my pulse roaring in my ears. I was on the edge of something, balanced so precariously that the smallest push would send me plunging over. My whole body screamed at me to do it — to give in, to wrap my lips around him and taste what I’d been fantasizing about for so long.

And yet, some faint sliver of my old self still clung on, whispering that I wasn’t that kind of woman, that I shouldn’t… couldn’t.

But as I looked back at Andrew’s cock — so thick, so perfect, so achingly close to my lips I could almost lick it without moving — I knew that sliver of restraint was about to snap.

And then Andrew did it. He shifted his hips, subtle, controlled — just an inch forward. Not even close enough to press against my mouth, but enough that I felt his cock pulse in my hands, enough that I knew what he was inviting me to do.

That tiny movement broke me. It was like watching myself from outside my body as my lips parted, as I leaned forward the smallest bit, until the swollen head of his cock brushed against my mouth. The instant our skin touched it was like a jolt of electricity seared through me. My whole body trembled. My pussy clenched so hard it almost hurt.

I froze, my breath shuddering, my lips tingling from that brief connection. For a second I thought I might pull back — that maybe the guilt surging up in my chest would stop me. But then my tongue darted out, quick and tentative, and I tasted him.

God. That was it. That was the end of resistance.

I started slowly, pressing soft kisses against the broad, silky head, my tongue flicking out to explore the ridge, to savor the saltiness clinging to his skin. With each lick, each brush of my lips, I felt my courage growing, felt something inside me unraveling, loosening.

My hands moved automatically, sliding up and down his shaft, trying to stroke him the way I had stroked my husband a thousand times. Only — I couldn’t.

I stared at my fingers in disbelief. Even with both hands wrapped around him, I couldn’t fully encircle him. His cock was just too thick, the dark shaft forcing my hands apart, leaving gaps where I was used to feeling overlap. With my husband I could always cover him easily, my fingers touching without effort. But with Andrew… my grip barely contained him.

The thought should have made me recoil — but instead it thrilled me. My stomach turned over with guilt, with the shocking realization that I was comparing them, that I was actually stroking this man while thinking about my husband’s cock… and finding Andrew’s impossibly bigger, harder, better.

I should have stopped. That was the moment I should have let go, pulled back, shaken myself free before the betrayal went too far. But my mouth wouldn’t listen. My body wouldn’t obey.

Instead, I parted my lips wider and leaned forward, sliding the swollen crown past them.

The feel of it, the weight of it resting on my tongue, nearly undid me. I moaned — a helpless, needy sound that vibrated through my throat and straight into his cock.

I began to move, tentative at first, my lips gliding over the sensitive ridge of his head, my tongue swirling clumsily but eagerly beneath it. My hands worked what they could of his length, stroking and squeezing, while I sucked softly, drawing him just a little deeper each time.

Somewhere in the back of my mind the guilt screamed louder — reminding me that I was cheating, that I was on my knees sucking another man’s cock while my husband was at home, oblivious. But the guilt tangled with arousal until they became indistinguishable. Every pang of shame only made me wetter, every wave of conscience only drove me to take him further into my mouth.

I had never enjoyed this before. Never once in my life had I truly wanted a cock in my mouth. But now? I couldn’t stop. Even as tears pricked my eyes at how wide I had to open, even as my jaw ached from trying to stretch around his thickness, I wanted more.

My lips slid further down his shaft, my tongue flattening and pressing greedily along the underside. My hands pumped the base, slicking him with saliva as I worked him deeper. Andrew groaned above me, and the sound filled me with a rush of pride, of hunger, of something darker I couldn’t name.

I was sucking his cock — really sucking it — and there was no going back.

Andrew was moaning louder now, the sound filling the room and vibrating through me like music. His hips began to shift with an almost unconscious rhythm, little thrusts that betrayed how badly he wanted more.

I pulled back from his tip, letting a thin string of saliva cling between us, and just held his cock upright against his stomach with one hand. The sheer weight of it made my wrist ache. My other hand slid lower, cupping his balls, rolling them gently in my palm as though they were fragile treasures. I stroked them softly, feeling the heat and fullness, marveling at how heavy they felt compared to what I was used to.

Then I leaned in and kissed them. Tentative at first — small, reverent pecks, like I was afraid of crossing yet another forbidden line. But then my tongue darted out, licking across the sensitive skin, and Andrew’s deep groan rewarded me instantly. That groan set me free. I began worshipping them properly, kissing, licking, even sucking one into my mouth while I caressed the other. His whole body shivered above me.

I wanted more. Needed more.

Dragging my tongue upward, I traced a slow, wet path along the thick underside of his shaft, starting at the base and working my way all the way to the crown. My tongue flicked and teased, sliding side to side as I climbed, then circling the ridge of his head before gliding back down. I did it again, and again, lapping him like a treat, covering every inch in spit and kisses.

Each stroke of my tongue made him twitch in my hand, made his cock flex against my palm. His breath was ragged now, his moans louder, his hands braced against the wall as though he couldn’t stay upright otherwise. His eyes were squeezed shut, his jaw tight, and I felt an intoxicating rush of power knowing I was the one reducing him to this.

I kissed my way back up to the swollen head and flicked my tongue across the slit, savoring the salty taste. I lingered there, swirling my tongue slowly, dragging out the torment for both of us. Andrew groaned my name — low, raw, desperate — and the sound made my pussy throb so hard I almost cried out myself.

I smiled against him, knowing I was teasing him to the edge. And then, finally, I opened my lips as wide as I could, my jaw already straining, and pressed my mouth down over the head of his cock.

The stretch was incredible. I couldn’t believe something that thick was actually fitting inside me. My lips strained around him, my throat working to accommodate his size, and still I could only take a few inches before my gag reflex threatened.

But I didn’t stop. I bobbed my head, shallow at first, sucking hard on his crown while my tongue massaged underneath. Both hands pumped the slick length I couldn’t swallow, stroking and twisting while I worked my mouth over him.

It was overwhelming — his thickness, his taste, his heat filling me — but I was determined. Determined to please him. Determined to prove to myself that I could take him. Determined to worship this big black cock the way I had fantasized for years but never dared admit.

Andrew’s moans filled the room, ragged and helpless, and the sound only drove me deeper into my surrender.

Soon I was bobbing eagerly, my mouth stretched wide as I worked the thick head in and out between my lips, taking as much of his shaft as my throat would allow. I found a rhythm, sliding down just far enough to feel the flare of his crown bump against the back of my tongue before pulling back, sucking hard, and then plunging down again. Each motion grew faster, hungrier, more desperate, as though my body had decided for me that there was no going back.

Andrew’s hips had started moving too, small thrusts that met my bobbing head, making me take him just a little deeper with every push. His moans filled the room, deep and guttural, until he finally looked down at me, eyes glazed with pleasure. “God, Michelle, look at you,” he growled between breaths. “I knew you wanted this… drooling all over my cock like a slut. You love it, don’t you? You love the taste of this big black cock in your mouth.”

His words made my pussy spasm, and before I even realized it, my free hand had slipped down between my legs. Almost on its own, it pushed under my skirt, past the damp fabric of my panties, until my fingers found my clit. The shock of it made me freeze for a second. I had never, ever touched myself while sucking cock before — not with my husband, not with anyone. It wasn’t something I did.

And yet here I was, on my knees with my mouth stuffed full of Andrew’s cock, my hand shamelessly rubbing my clit in tight desperate circles.

I moaned around him, the vibration making him grunt, and my saliva gushed even harder. Drool leaked from the corners of my mouth, running down my chin and spilling over my hand as I stroked his slick shaft. The sloppier it got, the easier my hands pumped, sliding up and down while I twisted and squeezed, coaxing every ounce of hardness from him.

My mouth sucked greedily, slurping sounds filling the air as I bobbed faster, harder, almost gagging but refusing to pull away. Andrew’s cock dominated my mouth, thick and unrelenting, while my fingers worked furiously at my clit, the two sensations fusing together in a haze of lust that made my whole body quake.

Andrew’s voice came ragged and urgent now, his control unraveling. “Fuck, Michelle—look at you—stroking yourself while you suck me. Jesus Christ, you’re gonna make me cum…”

His hips thrust harder, his cock hitting the back of my throat with each push, and I let him, tears pricking my eyes, spit and drool coating my lips and chin. My own climax felt terrifyingly close, the heat between my legs surging as my fingers moved faster, matched to the rhythm of his cock sliding over my tongue.

Andrew’s thrusts grew ragged, his cock swelling inside my mouth, and I could feel every twitch and throb against my tongue. His breathing turned into harsh growls, his stomach tightening under my hands, and then I heard his warning—low, urgent, desperate.

“Michelle—fuck—I’m gonna cum. I’m cumming.”

The words jolted through me, but I didn’t move. My whole body knew what that meant. My mind screamed that I should pull away, like I always had before. This was the moment I normally stopped.

But I didn’t.

Andrew groaned louder, his hips jerking, and his voice broke again, “I mean it—fuck—I’m about to cum in your mouth.”

Another warning. Another chance to let go. My last chance.

And then it hit me.

The first hot spurt exploded onto my tongue, and I almost gagged at the taste. It was everything I hated—thick, salty, bitter, foul. My stomach lurched, and instinct clawed at me to spit it out, to rip my mouth off his cock. God, I hated it. I always had. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d let a man finish inside my mouth—years ago, certainly not my husband.

But I didn’t stop.

Even as my body recoiled at the taste, even as my brain screamed get it out, my lips clamped tighter around him. I sucked harder, swallowing desperately as another gush of cum filled my mouth. The vile flavor coated my tongue, made my throat burn, but still I took it. Still I kept him buried between my lips.

I could feel his cock spasming violently, jerking with each release, and his guttural moans thundered above me. That sound, that raw pleasure, made my clit throb. My fingers, already pressed against myself, moved faster—slick and frantic, rubbing circles over my clit as if I had no control left.

I hate this taste. God, I fucking hate it.

And yet my pussy clenched tight around nothing, dripping wet, begging for release.

I swallowed again, forcing down another mouthful of the hot, bitter cum I swore I could never take, and the humiliation of it tipped me over the edge. My orgasm exploded so suddenly I almost screamed, muffled by the cock still stretching my lips. My body convulsed, thighs clamping tight as wave after wave of release tore through me.

The contrast was dizzying—my mouth full of the most disgusting taste I knew, my throat choking on it, while my pussy spasmed with one of the hardest orgasms of my life.

I moaned around him, vibrating against his cock as my climax shook me apart. I felt him give one final spasm, the last gush sliding thick across my tongue, and even as I swallowed it down with a shudder, my body betrayed me with another ripple of pleasure.

At last his cock softened, his grip loosened, but I stayed with him, lips sealed around his shaft, still sucking gently, still swallowing every drop I hated. Because I couldn’t let go. Not yet. Not when my orgasm was still rolling through me, fed by the very act I despised.

When I finally let his cock slip from my lips, I fell back on my heels, trembling, breathless, chin wet with spit and cum. My chest heaved as I looked up at him, stunned by what I had just done—what I had just enjoyed.

I hated the taste. I always had. And yet, with his big black cock in my mouth, I had sucked, swallowed, and even climaxed on it.

I stayed there on my knees, his cock finally slipping from between my lips with a wet sound, softening as it hung heavy and glistening. My hands were still wrapped around the shaft, stroking gently, unwilling to let go. Saliva and cum clung to my chin, running in strands down my chest. For long seconds I didn’t move, almost frozen in disbelief at what I had just done.

Andrew stepped back slowly, catching his breath, his chest rising and falling. He gave me a look—half-smile, half-satisfaction—that made my stomach twist in knots. I finally let his cock slip from my hands and lowered them to my lap, trying to gather myself.

When I eventually stood, my legs trembled. I felt shaky, my throat raw, my lips tingling, my pussy still throbbing faintly from the orgasm that had wracked me moments earlier. A rush of guilt slammed into me then, sharp and overwhelming.

God. My husband. What had I done?

I pulled a hand across my mouth as if I could erase what had just happened. But no—my lips still tasted of Andrew, bitter and musky.

“I knew you wanted it,” Andrew murmured, tugging his pants back up, his voice calm and assured, like nothing about this shook him in the slightest. “You were made for this.”

I flushed, not sure if it was shame or something darker. “I… I shouldn’t have,” I whispered, though even as I said it, my body still tingled, betraying me.

He just chuckled softly, leaned down, and kissed my cheek. “You’ll think about it. Tonight. Tomorrow. Every time you look at him, you’ll remember me.”

I could barely meet his eyes. “Please… just go,” I managed, my voice cracking, though whether from panic or exhaustion I wasn’t sure.

Andrew slipped out quietly, leaving me standing in the middle of the room. My knees felt weak, my lips swollen, my body hot and cold all at once. I stumbled into the bathroom, splashed water on my face, scrubbed at my mouth until it was raw.

And then I went to bed.

I lay on my back staring at the ceiling, my chest tight, tears stinging my eyes. I had cheated. There was no way to soften it, no way to excuse it. My husband—my life, our marriage—I had just destroyed everything.

I pulled the blanket up over myself, curling on my side, silent sobs shaking me. I should have felt only regret, but threaded through the guilt was something worse—a sick, pulsing pride. I was still clothed. I hadn’t stripped for him. Some tiny voice inside me clung to that fact like it made a difference, though deep down I knew it didn’t.

And still, through all the tears, my body refused to rest. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw it again—Andrew standing there, his big black cock jutting out proudly, throbbing, massive. I could still feel the weight of it in my hand, the stretch of it against my lips, the way it pulsed as he filled my mouth.

The shame twisted in my chest, but at the same time my hand slid beneath the sheets, trembling, betraying me. My fingers pressed against my clit, and I gasped, arching my back, my tears wetting the pillow.

“Oh god…” I whispered, hating myself even as the memory of his cock consumed me. I rubbed faster, harder, chasing the unbearable heat building in my belly.

And then it hit me—sharp, brutal, tearing through me in waves. I came again, clenching tight, muffling my cry against the blanket. The orgasm ripped me apart, guilt and lust colliding until I could barely breathe.

When it passed, I collapsed back against the bed, trembling, soaked in sweat and tears, my fingers still slick between my thighs.

I had never felt so broken. So filthy. So alive.

And as sleep finally pulled me under, one truth haunted me—no matter how much I cried, no matter how much I regretted, my last conscious thought was still of Andrew’s huge black cock.


The Morning After

The next morning I woke with a dry throat and a bitter, salty tang clinging faintly to the back of my tongue. I groaned and rolled over, but the sheets only reminded me—soft against my bare skin, smelling faintly of sex and sweat—that it hadn’t been a dream.

For a long moment I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, my stomach tight. I should have felt sick with shame, and I did—but my nipples ached against the thin fabric of my nightshirt, hard and sensitive, betraying me the second I thought of Andrew’s cock.

I dragged myself into the bathroom and splashed water over my face, but when I finally looked up into the mirror, the reflection hit me like a slap. My eyes looked tired, hollow, but my lips were swollen, slightly red, and I couldn’t stop seeing them wrapped around him. My hair was a mess, but even so, I had that faint glow, that softness in my cheeks I got only after a powerful orgasm.

“God, what have I done…” I whispered, bracing both hands on the sink. A wave of regret crashed through me, but it was chased instantly by a darker thrill—an image of myself kneeling, mouth full of cock, Andrew moaning above me. My nipples stiffened even more, almost painfully now.

I dressed quickly, avoiding my own eyes in the mirror, and packed my bag with mechanical efficiency. But the guilt clung to me like smoke.

Downstairs, I forced myself through a quiet breakfast—coffee, scrambled eggs, barely touched. I couldn’t swallow without tasting him again. Every sip of water seemed to carry the ghost of Andrew’s cum back over my tongue, and I shivered, hating it, craving it.

At the airport I checked in, handed over my passport with hands that trembled slightly, and made my way through security on autopilot. The bustle of duty-free shops surrounded me—bright lights, perfumes, cheerful music—but I wandered through it like a ghost.

I trailed aimlessly past racks of liquor and rows of designer handbags, eyes unfocused. I just needed to kill time before boarding, but my mind refused to be still. It kept circling back, over and over, to the feel of his cock in my hands.

And then it happened.

A tall Black man strode past me, crisp in his pilot’s uniform, cap tucked under his arm. He carried himself with easy confidence, shoulders back, chest broad. For a moment, I just admired him like anyone would—but then my body betrayed me. My throat tightened, my knees almost buckled. Instantly, unbidden, I pictured myself dropping right there in the terminal, sinking to my knees in front of him, unzipping that immaculate uniform to free another thick cock into my waiting mouth.

My pulse hammered. Heat bloomed low in my belly. I actually bit my lip to stop a sound from escaping.

“God, stop it,” I muttered to myself, shaking my head, dragging my gaze away.

I ducked into the nearest bar, cheeks flushed, trying to steady myself. The bartender didn’t blink as I ordered a glass of wine at barely ten in the morning. Then another.

Slowly, with the alcohol softening the sharp edges of guilt and lust, my heartbeat steadied. I sat at the bar with my glass, watching travelers come and go, telling myself I just needed to hold it together until I got on the flight.

When the boarding call finally came, I sighed in relief, drained the last sip, and made my way to the gate. My steps felt heavy, but underneath the regret, my body still hummed with that same restless hunger.

I settled into my seat, staring out the window as the plane taxied, trying to quiet the storm inside me. But even as I shut my eyes, all I saw was Andrew’s massive cock, and the worst part was—I didn’t know if I wanted to forget.

About three weeks later I was sat in the kitchen, cradling my coffee mug in both hands, steam rising and curling past my face as I stared out at the pale light of early morning. The quiet should have been comforting, but instead it left me alone with my thoughts, and those thoughts kept circling back to the same place.

Since that business trip, everything had shifted. It wasn’t just the memory itself that haunted me—it was the way it had bled into my marriage, into the way I touched my husband, into the way he touched me. He didn’t know what had happened, couldn’t possibly know, but he could feel the change. The way I came home hungrier, bolder, like something inside me had been unlocked.

I’d surprised him the very first night. No gentle kisses or drawn-out teasing; I’d pulled his clothes off like a woman possessed, climbed onto him, and fucked him hard until I was gasping and shaking. He hadn’t questioned it—of course he hadn’t. He’d just smiled at me afterward, proud, satisfied, maybe a little dazed. But it was the next morning, when I slid down under the sheets without a word and took his cock into my mouth, that I saw the real shock in his eyes.

That had become the biggest change: blowjobs. For years they’d been something I did occasionally, almost out of duty. I never loved it. I didn’t hate it, but there was always that reluctance, that feeling of “enough already” after a few minutes. He knew it, too—I’d stop when I felt I’d done my bit, long before he ever got close.

Now it was different. I still didn’t enjoy the taste of cock in my mouth, not really. But what I did enjoy—what lit me up inside—was seeing the way it made him groan, the way his hips twitched when I sucked him harder, the way his hand clutched at the sheets like he couldn’t believe I was really doing this. Pleasing him so intensely made me feel powerful, sexy, alive. And it wasn’t lost on me that the part of me that once hated the act was now the part driving me to do it more.

Sometimes, when he was close, I didn’t pull away. Twice—God, I couldn’t believe it even as I thought about it—I’d swallowed. Me, who had always made a face, who had always spat, who had always told him it was disgusting. I still thought it was disgusting. The taste hadn’t changed; it still hit the back of my throat like sour salt and left me grimacing inside. But I forced myself to keep going, swallowing it down, not because I liked it but because of the way his whole body convulsed, the way he looked down at me afterward with something like awe.

It was addictive. Not the act itself, but the reaction. The way I could make him lose himself completely. And in the back of my mind, I knew exactly where it came from. That night in the hotel room. On my knees. Mouth stretched, lips aching, hating the taste but not stopping. I remembered the way my body had betrayed me, the way my fingers had worked my clit until I was cumming with his cock still pulsing in my mouth. The shame of it, the thrill of it—it was all tangled together, and it followed me into every blowjob I gave my husband now.

I sipped my coffee and tried to shake the thought, but it lingered. My nipples were hard under my nightshirt, and I could feel the faint ache between my legs. I pressed my thighs together and glanced at the clock. It was too early to wake him before work. Too dangerous to risk losing myself again before the day had even started.

I should have felt guilty—and I did, in flashes—but more and more I was starting to feel something else. Pride. A dark, secret pride that I had done something so reckless, so filthy, and had come back changed. I still loved my husband. I still wanted him. But now I wanted him differently. I wanted to give him more. And I knew, deep down, that what I’d done in that hotel room was never going to stop shaping me.

One of the most obvious changes was how adventurous we—well, I—became. It wasn’t just that I wanted my husband more often; it was the way I wanted him. Bold. Risky. Shameless. That first time it really hit me was on a date night in town.

From the moment we sat down at the restaurant, I couldn’t help myself. My dress was cut just a little lower than usual, and I leaned forward across the table more than I needed to, letting him sneak glances. Every time he reached for his wineglass, I brushed his hand with mine. I kept my voice low, teasing him, whispering things I would never have dared say in public before.

When the waiter turned his back, I let my heel slide up the inside of his leg under the table. His eyes widened, and I grinned, biting a piece of bread like nothing was happening. I knew exactly what I was doing. I could see the way his jaw tightened, the way he shifted in his seat, already half-hard before the appetizers were cleared.

By the time dessert came, he was flushed and restless, trying to act normal while I leaned across and whispered filth into his ear. “I can feel how hard you are… do you want me to take care of you right here?” His hand clenched around his fork, and I knew I had him wrapped tight.

When we finally left, he thought we were just heading home. But as soon as we reached the car, I pushed him back into the driver’s seat and unbuckled his belt before he could even protest.

“Michelle—what if someone sees?” he hissed, half-scandalized, half-desperate.

“Then they’ll just see me making my husband feel good,” I whispered, sliding his cock out into the cool night air.

I stroked him slowly at first, savoring how thick and ready he was, then bent down and took him into my mouth. He gasped so loud I thought the windows might fog just from the heat of it. The taste, the weight, the way he twitched against my tongue—it still wasn’t something I liked in itself. But the way his hips bucked, the way he groaned my name, the way he stared down at me like I was the filthiest, sexiest wife alive—that was intoxicating.

I sucked him hard, wet and eager, my head bobbing in rhythm with the hand twisting at his base. He was moaning, trying to warn me, “Baby—I’m close—” but I didn’t stop. I wanted to shock him. I wanted to see that look on his face when I went further than he ever expected.

When he came, I held him deep, swallowing him down as his hot cum filled my mouth. I even leaned back for a second to show him, opening my lips just enough for him to see it there before I swallowed every drop.

He was stunned. “Michelle… what the hell’s gotten into you?” he whispered, still shaking, eyes wide with disbelief.

I just licked my lips, smirked, and kissed the tip of his cock like a promise.

Inside, I still hated the taste—always had, always would—but I couldn’t deny the thrill of it. The pride of watching him undone in front of me. The rush of being bold enough to do it right there, in a parking lot, fully dressed, with strangers walking past only feet away.

That was when I realized I was changing—becoming someone who wanted to take risks, someone who wanted to drive him crazy with desire. And, God help me, I loved it.

But alongside all the extra sexual energy, my husband must have noticed how my emotions were running painfully high and frighteningly unpredictable over those weeks. Some days I would be radiant, almost glowing, practically throwing myself at him. Other times, I would retreat so deep into my own head that he’d catch me staring into nothing, lips pressed tight, like I was holding back some unspeakable thought. And then there were the tears. God, the tears. A sad commercial, a sentimental line in a song, the wrong look in the mirror—anything could set me off. I tried to hide the worst of it from him, ducking away into the bathroom when the sobs rose up and shook me, but I knew he had seen glimpses. Just enough to worry, not enough to know the truth.

The truth was that I had so many conflicting emotions colliding inside me that it felt like living with two women in one body. Guilt and shame pressing me down one minute, then a surge of lust so powerful the next that my nipples would ache through my blouse. It all traced back to that one night, that one trip that had quietly split my life into a before and an after.

I thought about it constantly, whether I wanted to or not—the trip where I met Andrew. The handsome, younger Black man who had been the one to finally give me what I had secretly craved for years: my first interracial experience. It had been a desire I had never dared to confess out loud, not even to myself half the time. And then suddenly, I was living it, feeling it, tasting it.

And Andrew… God, Andrew hadn’t just been some anonymous hookup to tick off a fantasy. He had been more than his towering body, more than the sheer shock of his cock—close to eight inches, thick and powerful in a way that left my hands straining to hold him. He had been gentle when I needed him to be, knowing exactly when to push me further and when to coax me closer. He had guided me, seduced me, and before I realized it, bound me to him in a way that went deeper than just sex.

That was the part that haunted me most. Because when I replayed the memory, it wasn’t only the way he filled my mouth, or the way I came harder than I thought possible as he spilled himself into me—it was the bond I felt forming in the middle of all that madness. Something raw. Something terrifying. Something I couldn’t deny.

Andrew wasn’t just a casual one-night stand. He had imprinted himself on me, on my body and on my thoughts. And now I couldn’t stop wondering what that meant for me, for my marriage, for everything. I had crossed a line I could never uncross.

And the worst part? I wasn’t sure I even wanted to.

It was that memory of Andrew—the taste of him, the weight of his cock in my hands—that pushed me to do something I hadn’t done in years. That’s why I surprised my husband in the car after dinner, sliding down between the seats and taking him into my mouth until he came. I told myself it was about making up for what I’d done, that if I gave him the same act I’d given Andrew it might somehow even things out. But I knew better. I wasn’t just trying to satisfy him—I was chasing the memory, trying to relive the intensity of that night while my husband groaned above me.

The part that twists the knife is that my husband has never failed me. He’s always been good in bed. Incredible, really. His tongue alone can make me cum harder than I ever thought possible, and he takes pride in it. He fucks me to orgasm too—something I know many women can’t say. He has stamina, he knows my body, and he’s always made me feel wanted.

And he isn’t small. Over six inches, thick, more than enough to fill me. Before Andrew, I would have said I had no reason to complain. Nothing at all.

But now I can’t escape the comparison. Andrew’s cock was something else—thicker, heavier, darker. My hands couldn’t even meet around it, and the shock of that difference still makes my chest tighten with guilt even as my pussy clenches with remembered excitement.

And then there’s the foreskin. My husband is uncut, and though I’ve always told myself it didn’t matter, deep down it did. I never liked the feel of it, the extra skin, the way it dulled things for me. With Andrew, there was none of that—he was smooth, sculpted, bold. I wanted to touch him, to taste him, in a way I’d never truly wanted with my husband.

And that’s what breaks me. How do you explain it? How do you look at a man who has always satisfied you, who has always been enough, and admit that after one night with Andrew, something in me shifted? That now, when I close my eyes, it isn’t my husband’s face or body I remember—it’s Andrew’s big black cock, and the way it made me feel like I’d crossed a line I can’t uncross.

But it wasn’t sucking Andrew’s big black cock that was playing on my mind the most. What haunted me more deeply was what happened afterward—after I had held and tasted my very first big black cock, after I had swallowed every drop of his cum. That was the part that burned in my memory, just as sharp and raw as the bitter taste that had lingered on my tongue, and I couldn’t stop replaying it.

When Andrew finally finished, he looked at me with this expression I’ll never forget—pure satisfaction, almost glowing, as though my mouth had given him more pleasure than he’d ever known. Then he did something that undid me completely: he reached down, lifted me from the floor with his strong arms, and held me close. My clothes were still on, but I felt utterly naked in that embrace, exposed in a way that went far beyond skin. My body trembled against him, and even though I’d just drained his cock dry, it still hung there thick and heavy, swaying between us like a constant reminder of what I’d done.

And then came the words. His voice was low, steady, filled with a hunger that made my knees weak: “I want to make you feel as good as you made me feel. I want to taste you.”

Those words have stayed with me, replaying in my head when I least expect them—driving to work, folding laundry, even lying in bed next to my husband. They were like temptation itself, whispered against my ear, dangling just out of reach. And the worst part? I wanted it. God help me, I wanted it more than anything. All I could think about in that moment was how it would feel to let him do it—to feel Andrew’s lips, his tongue, his hunger between my legs. To let him take me apart the same way I had just taken him.

That was the part I couldn’t forget. That was the thought I couldn’t silence, no matter how hard I tried.

The moment my calendar reminder popped up, the countdown began. Three weeks. That’s all the time I had before I was due back with that company. This time, it wasn’t the entire office, no big conference, no distractions—just the senior management. Just Beth. Just Luke. Just Andrew. The realization hit me like a punch to the stomach. From that moment on, the days seemed to move both painfully slowly and terrifyingly fast, each one ticking closer, like I was strapped to a clock with no way to stop its hands.

I told myself I would push it out of my mind. I had to. I had a family, a husband who loved me, a home life that was good—more than good. And yet, no matter how hard I tried to stay grounded in my routines, every quiet moment became a trap. A drive to work, a shower, waiting for the kettle to boil—all of them opportunities for my mind to drift straight back to Andrew. I could still see the look on his face when I swallowed his cum. The way he steadied himself against the wall when I licked him. His voice telling me he wanted to taste me.

It wasn’t just memory anymore; it was hunger. A gnawing hunger that nothing seemed to fill.

That week before I was due back, I must have worn my husband out. I was on him constantly. Climbing into his lap on the sofa, tugging him upstairs in the middle of a football game, crawling across the bed to straddle him before he even had the chance to set down his phone. He looked half delighted, half suspicious, like he couldn’t believe his luck but also wondered where this sudden energy had come from.

And the blowjobs—I don’t think I’d ever given him so many in such a short stretch. Morning, night, sometimes both. It wasn’t that I suddenly liked the feeling of a cock in my mouth. I didn’t. It was that I craved the power of it, the way I could see his body shudder under my tongue, the way he gripped the sheets when I took him deeper than he expected.

When he slipped inside me, I came easily, sometimes too easily, almost embarrassingly fast. And afterwards, while his breathing slowed and he wrapped me in his arms, I would close my eyes and pretend I was drifting off. In reality, I was staring into the dark behind my eyelids, my mind flashing back to Andrew’s cock in my hand, the weight of it, the width I couldn’t get my fingers around, the sharp contrast to my husband’s foreskin that had never truly excited me.

It wasn’t fair. My husband was good in bed—better than good. He could make me cum with his tongue alone, he had stamina that I knew most women would kill for, and he never left me unsatisfied. He had been my rock for years, and in all honesty, there was nothing wrong with him. Nothing. Which made my betrayal so much worse.

And yet, every night when I finally lay still, I would feel that restless ache deep in my body. The itch that no amount of orgasms could scratch. Because I knew what was coming. I knew that in less than a week, I’d be face-to-face with the one man who had unlocked something in me I couldn’t shove back into the box.

By the final night before my trip, I could barely keep myself together. I clung to my husband, fucking him hard, desperate, my nails digging into his back. When it was over, I curled into him and cried silently, shaking with guilt he never noticed. He kissed the top of my head, whispered that he loved me, and drifted off to sleep. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I was about to destroy everything.

The next morning, packing my bag felt like sin in motion. Every blouse folded neatly into the case was another step toward something I shouldn’t want but couldn’t stop thinking about. My hands trembled as I zipped it shut, and when I hugged my husband goodbye in the driveway, I couldn’t let go. I kissed him with a desperation that almost made me confess right then and there. But of course, I didn’t.

The car ride to the airport was a blur, my mind a mess of voices. One screamed at me to pull myself together, to stop this madness, to be the wife I’d always been. The other whispered Andrew’s name, the memory of his voice, his body, his cock. By the time I checked my bag and walked through security, I felt like I was two people, one trying to run and the other pulling me forward.

I wandered aimlessly through the duty-free shops, staring at displays without seeing them. Perfume, watches, chocolates—all blurred together in meaningless color. And then it happened. A tall, handsome Black man strode past me, his tailored suit perfectly fitted. My breath caught before I could stop it, and in an instant, my knees felt weak. I couldn’t help it—my mind leapt straight to the image of being down on my knees, in a hotel room, his cock heavy and hard in my mouth. Shame hit me immediately afterwards, but it was already too late. The fantasy was there, alive and burning.

I ducked into a bar, desperate to quiet my thoughts. Two glasses of wine later, the edge had dulled, but only slightly. When the call for boarding echoed through the terminal, my heart leapt into my throat.

This wasn’t just another business trip. It was a countdown finally striking zero. A time bomb I could no longer avoid.

And I walked toward it, step by step, unable to turn back.


The Next Chapter

I checked into the hotel on Monday evening, nerves and excitement already twisting in my stomach. After dropping my bag in the room, I went down to the restaurant for a quiet dinner, hoping food might steady me. I barely tasted a thing. Every bite just reminded me why I was here, what could happen this week.

When I finished, I drifted into the bar for a glass of wine before heading upstairs. The place was softly lit, half-empty, just a few guests hunched over laptops or their phones. I slid onto a stool, ordered a Sauvignon, and tried to breathe normally.

That’s when I saw her.

A shock of flame-red hair caught the light, and my heart gave a jolt. Beth. She was at a table across the room, casually scrolling her phone, her gym-toned body impossible to ignore even in a simple blouse and skirt. For a second I thought maybe she wouldn’t notice me—but then she looked up.

Our eyes met. She smiled.

I gave the smallest nod, lifting my glass almost awkwardly, but within minutes she pushed her phone away and stood. She walked over with that confident stride of hers, like she belonged in every room she entered.

“Michelle,” she said warmly, like we’d been friends for years. “I thought that was you.”

“Beth,” I managed, trying to match her easy tone even though my pulse was thudding. “Small world.”

We fell into conversation—light, meaningless things at first. Work. Travel. The kind of filler you use when both people know the real topic is still circling overhead. Then she leaned a little closer, lowering her voice just slightly.

“I’m actually staying here this week too,” she admitted, her smile tilting in a way that seemed almost nervous.

“Really?” I asked, eyebrows up. “Total coincidence?”

“Not exactly.” She held my gaze. “I’m meeting Luke later.”

The words landed like a spark in dry grass, flaring instantly in my chest. I swirled my wine to cover the sudden heat in my face, unsure what to say.

Beth glanced toward the lobby doors, then back at me. “I’m going out for a vape,” she said, casual but deliberate. Then she gave me a grin that was more command than request. “Come keep me company.”

I hesitated only a heartbeat before nodding. I slipped off the stool, following her toward the doors and into the cool night air, already knowing this conversation wasn’t going to stay small talk for long.

The night air was cool as we stepped outside, the muffled hum of the bar fading behind us. Beth pulled a slim vape from her purse, flicked it on, and drew in a long drag. A curl of cherry-scented vapor drifted between us, sweet and sharp, catching at the back of my throat.

She leaned against the railing, exhaling slowly, eyes glittering in the amber glow of the hotel lights. “So,” she said, her voice smooth, playful. “I don’t think we’ve ever really talked properly outside of meetings, have we?”

I shook my head, wrapping my arms around myself. “Not really. Just the usual work stuff.”

Beth gave a low laugh. “Work stuff. God, if only they knew.” She tilted her head, watching me with an intensity that made my stomach flutter. “Did you know I’m married?”

That caught me completely off guard. My mouth actually fell open a little. “Married? No, I… I had no idea.”

“Yup,” she said easily, taking another drag, the cherry scent blooming between us again. “Been married a few years now. He’s great, actually. Good in bed, attentive, all that.” She shrugged, smoke spilling out of her smile. “But me? I’ve always needed… more. Always been greedy, I guess. I love sex too much to play the dutiful little wife.”

Her bluntness knocked the wind out of me. I just stared at her, unsure how to respond, but she grinned wider, clearly enjoying how flustered I was.

“Oh, don’t look at me like that, Michelle,” she teased. “I can see it on your face. You get it.”

“I don’t—” I started, but my voice faltered.

Beth smirked, cocking her head. “Don’t what? Don’t understand? Or don’t want to admit it?” She let the words hang, pulling on her vape again, eyes locked on mine as if she could peel me open with her gaze.

I looked away, heat prickling up my neck. But she didn’t give me space to hide.

“Come on,” she said, softer now, almost coaxing. “It’s written all over you. Something happened last time. With Andrew.”

My heart lurched at the sound of his name on her lips. I opened my mouth to deny it, to push it away—but instead, the words just spilled out, ragged and trembling. “It was… I…” My chest rose and fell too quickly. “Yes. I… I was with him.”

Beth’s smile spread like wildfire. “Knew it.” She took another pull on the cherry vape, her tone wickedly amused. “You sucked his cock, didn’t you?”

The bluntness made me choke on air. My face burned hot. I managed a tiny nod, unable to say it out loud.

“God,” she laughed, shaking her head, “I knew it. I can see it in you—the guilt, the glow, all tangled together. And honestly? I don’t blame you. That man is…” She whistled low, eyes flashing. “Built like a god.”

The cherry vapor swirled between us again as she took another drag, then leaned a little closer. “So tell me the truth, Michelle. Don’t hold back. What was it like? Having that big black cock in your mouth?”

Her words hit me low, sharp and thrilling, and I found myself whispering before I could stop it. “It was…urm…fuck….it was overwhelming. I even let him cum in my mouth. Fuck, I hated the taste, I always do, but… I couldn’t stop. I wanted to please him.”

Beth’s laugh was warm and knowing. “That’s the thing about men like him. Once you’ve had a taste, it’s like your body betrays you. You think you’re in control, but really? You’re just along for the ride.”

I closed my eyes for a moment, the truth of it burning in my chest. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” I admitted, almost brokenly.

Beth touched my arm lightly, a teasing squeeze. “Of course you can’t. And you shouldn’t beat yourself up about it either. You’re not the first woman to fall under the spell of a nice big black cock, and you won’t be the last.”

Her confidence was maddening—so casual, so unapologetic. Like she was showing me a version of myself I was terrified to admit existed.

We walked back toward the doors, her heels clicking on the pavement, and I felt both exposed and oddly relieved. Then, just before we stepped inside, she leaned in close, her lips brushing the shell of my ear as she whispered.

“Babe, I’m honestly surprised it was just a blowjob,” she murmured, wicked amusement dripping from every word. “I mean, how the hell did you stop yourself from jumping on that thing?”

A shiver ripped through me as the doors closed behind us, her words echoing in my head, daring me to answer a question I wasn’t sure I could anymore.

Back inside, Beth ordered another drink like nothing at all had passed between us, her confidence untouchable. We talked a little longer, but soon her phone lit up on the bar, and I caught the name before she even picked it up. Luke.

“Perfect timing,” she murmured, slipping her phone away with a grin.

I didn’t have long to wait. A few minutes later, Luke walked through the doors of the bar. Tall, broad, with that relaxed grin that made him look like he owned every room he stepped into. Beth stood immediately, crossing the distance with the ease of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. She kissed him hard, right there in front of everyone, her hand sliding brazenly down his chest before they broke apart.

I sipped at my glass, trying not to stare too obviously, though my stomach twisted with a strange mix of nerves and heat. They barely lingered. After a few words with me — polite, teasing — Beth laced her fingers with his and tugged him toward the elevators.

Not long after, my phone buzzed.

Beth.

I hesitated before opening it, but of course I did.

The message read: “Heading upstairs to get fucked senseless. His cock’s massive, babe — I can barely wait to feel it again.”

A cherry emoji winked at the end, taunting, and I sat frozen, the words burning into me.

I sat there, my drink untouched, staring at the screen long after Beth’s message. My mind was spiraling. I couldn’t help but picture her — upstairs, naked, that gym-toned little body of hers writhing against Luke’s. I imagined her fiery hair spilling across the pillows, her freckles flushed with arousal as he took her, over and over, in ways I had never dared let myself be taken.

The strangest part was how much it turned me on. I’d never had an interest in women, never questioned my sexuality. But the thought of Beth — her lips parted, moaning, begging for more as she was fucked senseless — sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs. I hated myself for it, but the ache was undeniable.

Almost without realizing, my hand slid across the bar top and picked up my phone. My thumb hovered, trembling, as if I could still stop myself. But then I typed it out, simple, casual, as though it meant nothing:

“Just checked into the Mariott. Fancy a drink?”

I stared at the message for a long time before hitting send, my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. I knew what I was doing. I knew exactly what I was inviting back into my life.

The minutes dragged like hours. I checked the screen, then checked again, nerves tightening in my chest with every second of silence. Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen.

Finally, the phone buzzed in my hand. I snatched it up before the vibration had even stopped.

Andrew: “Sorry, just out the shower after the gym. I’d love a drink. See you in 20.”

My stomach flipped. My chest tightened. And I sat frozen in the bar, phone in my hand, knowing the bomb I had just set ticking.

The next twenty minutes felt like twenty years. I sat there in the bar, every nerve in my body stretched tight, twisting the stem of my wine glass between my fingers. I kept glancing toward the entrance, half-dreading, half-praying to see Andrew walk through it. My mind wouldn’t stay still — it jumped from the memory of his cock stretching my lips, to Beth upstairs getting pounded, to the thought of my husband at home, blissfully unaware of the storm raging inside me.

I ordered another glass of wine just to steady my hands, then another after that. Each sip dulled the edge of my nerves but sharpened the ache between my thighs. I couldn’t stop asking myself if I could really go through with this again — if I could kneel in front of Andrew, taste him, let him use me the way he had before.

Just as my chest tightened, my phone buzzed on the table. My heart leapt, expecting Andrew’s name. But when I looked down, it was Beth.

“Jesus he likes it rough. Just having a drink after round one. You going to message him then? 😉”

I stared at the screen, my pulse racing. My thumb moved before I could stop it.

“Already have. Fuck. I know it’s wrong but I can’t help myself.”

Beth’s reply came within seconds.

“It’s not wrong, babe. It’s just cock. I’m not in love with Luke, I love Ben, and I’ll go back to him and be the good little wife. But Jesus, Luke’s cock can just do things to me. Doesn’t make me a bad person, just a cock-hungry slut. Now enjoy your night, and enjoy Andrew’s cock.”

I sat there staring at her words, my breath shallow, my heart thudding harder with every line. The cherry scent of her vape still seemed to linger in my nose from earlier, and now her blunt confession rang in my head like permission.

And before I could think of what it truly meant, the bar door opened.

Andrew spotted me almost immediately and started toward my table, that easy smile on his face, broad shoulders filling out his shirt, fresh from the shower. He leaned in for the kind of friendly cheek kiss colleagues might exchange, but before he could pull back, I caught him by the jaw and pressed my lips to his.

It shocked us both — the urgency, the hunger that surged up through me — but he didn’t resist. For a moment we just kissed, my pulse hammering, the taste of wine still on my tongue as I let myself drown in him.

When we finally parted, Andrew chuckled low in his chest, clearly pleased but a little surprised. “Want another drink?” he asked, nodding toward the bar.

I shook my head slowly, lips curling into a smile I could barely control. Then I leaned close, my mouth brushing his ear, my voice a breathy confession. “All I want is to fuck you right now.”

His body stiffened at my words, his grin widening into something darker. Without another word, he reached for my hand. My legs felt like they were made of liquid as I stood, heart racing, following him across the lobby.

Every step toward the elevator was a blur of images in my mind — the taste of his cum, the weight of his cock on my tongue, the stretch of my lips around his thickness. I could already see it again, feel it again: his huge black cock, hard and throbbing, waiting for me.

The elevator doors slid open, and I knew there was no turning back.

The doors slid shut behind us with a soft chime, sealing us off from the lobby. The air inside the elevator seemed hotter, thicker, almost suffocating. Andrew turned toward me, and before I could even catch my breath he pulled me against him, his mouth crashing into mine.

I melted instantly, my body pressing to his as if it had been waiting for this moment. His kiss was rougher this time, hungry, demanding, and I responded in kind, moaning softly into his mouth. His big hands roamed over me, first at my waist, then sliding up to cup my breasts through my blouse. I gasped as his fingers squeezed, thumbs teasing my nipples until they ached and strained against the thin fabric.

It was dizzying — the press of his body, the heat of his hands, the way his tongue tangled with mine — and in the middle of it, a startling thought crashed through me: the first time, we hadn’t touched like this. Other than my lips on his cock, and his cum in my mouth, there had been so little actual contact. No hands on my breasts, no kisses like this, no body pressed against mine. Just that single, filthy, unforgettable act that had shattered me.

Now his palms filled with the weight of my tits, his grip confident, greedy, making me whimper against his mouth. I clung to his shirt, my nails biting into the muscle of his back, desperate for more, desperate to feel all of him. The soft hum of the elevator seemed impossibly loud against the ragged sound of our kissing, the wet heat of our mouths colliding again and again.

The numbers above the doors ticked slowly upward, and with each floor the tension wound tighter inside me. My pussy throbbed. My chest heaved. And all I could think about was how much more there was of him left to explore — how much I had denied myself that first night.

By the time the elevator slowed for his floor, I was already shaking, half undone, knowing this time I wasn’t just going to suck his cock. This time, I was going to feel it inside me.

The door clicked shut behind us, and for a beat we just stood there, the silence of the room pulsing around us, broken only by the sound of our breathing. Then Andrew moved, and suddenly his mouth was on me again, urgent and hungry, kissing my lips, my jaw, my neck. Each kiss felt like a claim, hot and wet, leaving trails of fire across my skin.

I pressed back against the wall, my chest heaving as his hands began to work at my clothes. He didn’t rush, but there was no hesitation either. His big fingers found the buttons of my blouse, slipping them open one by one, each little pop sending a jolt of anticipation through me. By the time the last button came undone, I was trembling, my bra the only thin barrier left.

He slid the fabric from my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. For a moment, he just looked at me, his dark eyes locked on my tits straining against the lace. Then he eased the bra straps down with deliberate slowness, baring me inch by inch until my nipples were hard and exposed in the cool air.

His hands moved over me, palms wide, fingertips teasing as they brushed lightly across my breasts. I gasped, my nipples aching for more, and when his mouth finally lowered, I nearly cried out. He kissed first, soft and reverent, then sucked my nipple into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue until my legs shook beneath me.

At the same time, his hands kept traveling, sliding down my ribs, across my stomach, finding the button of my slacks. With one practiced motion he popped it open, tugging the zipper down in silence, the sound deafening in the still room. His lips never left my nipple as he eased the fabric down over my hips, peeling it away slowly, deliberately, until I was bare from the waist up, trembling under his mouth, and breathless with need.

I stood there trembling, my blouse and slacks pooled on the floor, my bra already discarded, the only thing left a pair of lacy thong panties clinging between my thighs. Andrew’s eyes roamed over me, dark and hungry, making me feel both exposed and powerful all at once.

But I didn’t want to be the only one bare. My hands went to his shirt, fumbling with the buttons until frustration gave way to urgency and I pulled it open, sliding it down over his broad shoulders. His skin was hot under my palms, muscles shifting as he moved to help me. My fingers found his belt, tugging it open, then the zipper, and before I could second-guess myself, I was peeling his trousers down, underwear with them, until he stepped free.

And then he was just there—completely naked, gloriously confident, his huge black cock standing proud and impossibly thick between his legs. My breath caught. Even though I’d already tasted him, seeing it again, bare and throbbing, made my mouth go dry and my cunt clench with raw need.

Andrew watched my reaction, the corner of his mouth lifting into the faintest smile. Then, without a word, he dropped to his knees in front of me. His big hands slid over my hips, down to the delicate lace between my thighs, and with one slow, deliberate motion, he eased my panties down. I felt the cool air kiss my pussy as the fabric slipped past my knees, then my ankles, until I stepped out of them and stood completely naked before him.

He pressed a soft kiss to my stomach, then lower to my thighs, sending shivers through me. When he finally rose back to his full height, he didn’t give me a chance to hide. He took my hand, strong but gentle, and guided me toward the bed.

The mattress dipped as I sank onto it, my back against the sheets. He pushed my knees apart with his hands, spreading me wide, baring me completely under his gaze. My heart hammered, my chest heaving, but all I could think about—my entire mind, every nerve in my body—was focused on one thing only: the moment his enormous cock would finally slide inside me.

Andrew stayed kneeling between my thighs, his massive cock still jutting out proudly, but instead of climbing over me as I expected, he lowered himself further. My breath caught in my throat as his lips pressed to my stomach, then lower, tracing a slow, deliberate path down.

It hit me all at once—what he was about to do. And with it came a sudden bolt of panic I hadn’t felt in years. God, I hadn’t shaved. Not in so long. I’d kept myself neat, trimmed, but still, this wasn’t the smooth, bare look I’d once had in my twenties. Married life had changed that. Chris never minded—he loved me the way I was, never once made me feel self-conscious. But this was different. This was Andrew. Young. Gorgeous. With his sculpted body and his impossibly big cock. For one terrifying second, I wondered if, now that I was spread open and fully exposed under the harsh hotel lights, he’d think I was too old, not tight enough, not sexy enough.

I swallowed hard, my heart racing as his eyes flicked up to mine. I braced myself for disappointment, for hesitation.

But none came.

Instead, Andrew’s expression shifted into something raw and hungry. His big hands caressed my thighs, strong and certain, coaxing them wider. He gave no sign of being put off; in fact, he looked like he couldn’t get close enough. Then, with a low groan that sounded more like gratitude than anything else, he leaned in and pressed his lips against the soft hair above my pussy.

My body jerked in shock as his mouth moved lower, kissing over my mound, down to my swollen lips. A moan escaped me, half disbelief, half surrender. My earlier fear melted away as his tongue traced lazy, exploratory circles over my skin, as though he was savoring every inch. The sound of him—those deep, hungry moans vibrating against me—was undeniable proof that he loved it. Loved me, just as I was.

His hands slid beneath my ass, lifting me slightly, tilting me toward his mouth. His tongue darted out, teasing along the seam of my pussy, brushing against my labia just enough to make me jolt and gasp. He did it again, a flicker of heat, then pulled back only to press wet kisses along my inner thighs, driving me insane with the anticipation of what was coming.

By the time he finally let his tongue dip properly between my folds, I was already trembling, my legs splayed wide and shameless. I wanted him there. Needed him there. And as his tongue began to explore me deeper, swirling and teasing, my doubts were long gone, replaced by one overwhelming truth: Andrew loved eating my pussy. And I was helplessly, deliriously lost in the way he devoured me.

The moment his tongue really began working me over, all my fears and doubts were obliterated in a tidal wave of sensation. I couldn’t even hold back the sounds pouring out of me. I was moaning shamelessly, my voice breaking into desperate cries as the heat built in my core.

“Oh my God! Holy fuck, that feels amazing! Oh my fucking God! Yes!” The words tumbled from my mouth in gasps and screams, raw and unrestrained. My back arched off the bed, my hands clawing at the sheets before I finally latched onto his head, my fingers tangling in his short hair as if holding him there could save me from being swept away.

His tongue pushed deeper, flicking, circling, lapping with a hunger that made my thighs tremble. Every stroke of him against my clit made me jolt as though my body couldn’t take the intensity. I knew I was seconds away from exploding—every nerve in my body screamed for it, for the relief of release.

But then Andrew shifted, slowing his rhythm deliberately, dragging his tongue in slower, lazier strokes that sent shivers down my spine but denied me the sharp edge of orgasm.

“Fuck! Don’t stop, please, I’m so close!” I begged, my voice hoarse. The ache of being pulled back from the brink was unbearable, my pussy pulsing with desperate need.

I forced my eyes open, gasping for breath, and when I looked down at him I almost laughed through the haze of frustration. Andrew—this tall, broad, imposing man—was curled up awkwardly between my spread legs, his massive frame bent and his neck twisted at a sharp angle just so he could reach me. He looked ridiculous in one sense, but the sight was also one of the most erotic things I had ever seen.

Here was this powerful, gorgeous man, and none of that mattered to him. The only thing he cared about in that moment was my pleasure. His discomfort, his awkward position, none of it stopped him. His big hands gripped my hips tighter, holding me steady as his mouth returned to my pussy with renewed determination, as though nothing in the world was more important than making me cum.

The teasing was too much. My whole body felt like a bowstring pulled taut, trembling, straining, seconds away from snapping. Then Andrew shifted again, his tongue finding my clit with precision, flicking harder, faster, sucking between strokes until my vision blurred and the room spun.

“Oh fuck! Oh God—don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop!” I screamed, my thighs locking around his head, my hips jerking wildly against his mouth. My back arched so hard it felt like I might break, my breasts heaving, nipples so tight they ached as if they too were caught up in the storm.

The orgasm hit me like a wave crashing over a seawall. My whole body convulsed, my hands clutching his head so tightly my nails dug into his scalp, my legs shaking uncontrollably around him. My cries turned into raw, broken sobs of ecstasy as the climax ripped through me, rolling over and over in endless contractions that seemed to tear me apart and remake me in the same instant.

“Jesus Christ! Oh my God, yes, yes, YES!” I shrieked, my voice unrecognizable, high-pitched and feral, as my pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for his cock but overwhelmed by the power of his tongue.

My body wouldn’t stop shaking. Even when I thought it was over, another spasm would take hold, another violent ripple that made me thrash against the sheets, my stomach muscles tightening, my thighs trembling around his broad shoulders. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but let the pleasure burn me alive.

Finally, when the peak began to ebb, I collapsed back onto the mattress, gasping, my chest slick with sweat, my limbs heavy and trembling as if I’d just run a marathon. But even then, he didn’t stop. Andrew licked me gently, lazily now, as though savoring every drop of me, moaning into my pussy like he was drunk on the taste.

It was the single most intense orgasm of my life, and as I lay there, ruined and panting, I realized he had just given me something my husband never had—the kind of orgasm that leaves you shaking, crying, and utterly undone.

Andrew laid me down on the bed, but before he dived right back into eating my pussy, he started to kiss me all over again, spending most of the time kissing my mouth with deep, wet, and very passionate tongue-filled kisses. We had the taste of each other's juices in our mouths, and now we were sharing them, combining our shared flavors with our saliva.

Andrew finally eased his mouth away, his face glistening, lips wet and swollen from devouring me. I was still trembling, still gasping for air when he began to move up my body, slow and deliberate, dragging his chest across my skin as though he wanted every inch of him to touch every inch of me.

He kissed his way up my stomach, lingering around my belly button, then higher, until his mouth closed around one of my nipples. The sudden hot suction made me cry out, my back arching again as his big hand cupped my breast, squeezing firmly while his tongue flicked across the hardened peak. I tangled my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, shamelessly begging for more.

Then his other hand slid between my thighs, finding me slick and swollen. I gasped as his thick fingers pushed into me, stretching me open. They curled inside, pressing against the spot that made my whole body jerk. He began to move them rhythmically, deliberately, the way only someone confident and experienced could.

“Oh, fuck, Andrew… oh God…” My voice cracked, half-whimper, half-moan, as his mouth sucked harder on my tit, his teeth grazing my nipple just enough to make me cry out again.

He pumped his fingers deeper, curling, pressing, stroking against that sensitive place inside me, while his thumb brushed over my clit in lazy circles. The pleasure built quickly—too quickly. My thighs trembled, my hips rocking helplessly against his hand.

“Yes, yes—fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” I shouted, clutching at his broad shoulders as my body arched beneath him.

He growled against my breast, the vibration running straight through me, and then I shattered for the second time. My pussy clamped down hard on his fingers, spasming around them as my body convulsed. I screamed his name, my whole body bucking against him, my nails digging into his back as wave after wave of orgasm tore through me.

He didn’t stop until I was completely undone, until I collapsed back into the sheets, a sweaty, trembling mess. Only then did he slowly withdraw his fingers and bring them to his mouth, sucking them clean with a low moan of approval.

“You taste so fucking good, Michelle,” he said, grinning down at me, his face glowing with pride.

I pulled him into another deep kiss, tasting myself on his lips, moaning softly against his mouth. When I finally pulled back, my voice came out low and shaky, almost like a confession I hadn’t meant to say aloud.

“Andrew… I haven’t stopped thinking about it. About sucking your cock.” My cheeks flushed as I admitted it, my breath quickening against his. “Ever since that night… I just keep replaying it in my head. How heavy it felt on my tongue, how hot… the way you moaned when I swallowed you. I can’t get it out of my mind.”

His eyes darkened instantly, his cock twitching against my thigh, and I bit my lip before whispering, “I want it again. I need it again.”





Craving More

Andrew didn’t hesitate. With a strength that made me shiver, he shifted my body where he wanted it—my back sinking into the mattress, my legs bent high and spread wide, leaving me laid open for him. The air between us felt charged, thick with the scent of sex and the sound of our ragged breathing. My pussy was still slick and glistening from his tongue, my body betraying just how ready I was for him even as my mind buzzed with nerves.

He moved between my thighs, his broad shoulders filling the space, and I watched as his hand wrapped around his cock. Even though I’d felt it before, seeing it again like this—so close, so impossibly hard, the thick black shaft throbbing in his grip—made my stomach tighten and my heart skip. The head was flushed dark, swollen to its full size, and a bead of precum had already formed and was threatening to drip.

I couldn’t take my eyes off it. My breath hitched as he stroked himself once, slowly, and then angled it toward me. God, it looked huge—obscene even. A part of me thrilled at the thought of having that monster inside me, while another part of me whispered a nervous question I couldn’t silence: could I really take it? Would his girth split me apart? And if I managed to take him, would I ever be able to handle the sheer length?

Despite the nerves, the hunger inside me was stronger. My pussy clenched and pulsed, begging for him, and I realized that the only thing I wanted in that moment was to feel the stretch of his cock filling me to the hilt.

The swollen head of Andrew’s cock pressed against my pussy, the heat of him shocking against my already trembling body. I sucked in a breath as he nudged at my opening, his size alone making me feel small, fragile, like he might split me apart just by trying. The very first touch sent a surge through me, my thighs clenching instinctively, my nails biting into the sheets as though I needed to hold onto something to keep myself grounded.

He didn’t rush. Instead, he dragged the head of his cock slowly up and down my slit, coating himself in my slickness, smearing his precum into my juices until I was dripping everywhere. The deliberate teasing was maddening, each pass brushing my clit, then rolling down over my entrance, leaving me gasping and lifting my hips to try and take him in. But he stayed in control, stroking his length against me like he was preparing me, claiming me inch by inch without even entering.

My heart thundered in my chest. This was it—the moment I had dreamed about, dreaded, craved, imagined in guilty flashes since that first night with him. My husband’s cock had always been good to me—thick, satisfying, more than enough. But this… this was different. This was the moment I had been building toward ever since I dropped to my knees and tasted Andrew for the first time.

When he finally steadied himself at my entrance, lining up properly, I couldn’t breathe. I could feel the sheer width of him pressing against me, my body tensing as if it knew what was coming. The blunt crown of his cock pushed forward, slow but relentless, and the first stretch was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was almost too much—my pussy straining, lips spreading wide around the thick, unyielding head. My mouth fell open in a soundless cry, then the sound broke free—half gasp, half moan—as inch by inch, he began to enter me.

The pressure was exquisite. Not painful, not in the way I had feared, but a deep, breathtaking fullness that sent sparks racing up my spine. Every nerve in my body seemed to ignite at once. My legs trembled, toes curling, and my hands shot up to clutch his shoulders, needing him to anchor me as my body struggled to comprehend how huge he was.

“Oh God,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “Andrew… you’re… so big…”

He paused, just the thick head lodged inside me, watching my face with that look—part concern, part hunger, silently asking if I could take him, if I wanted this. My answer came without hesitation: I tilted my hips up, inviting him deeper, my lips forming the desperate words, “Don’t stop… please, don’t stop…”

He groaned low in his throat, the sound vibrating through me, and then he pushed again. The wide ridge of his cock slid past my tight entrance, stretching me open in ways I had never imagined possible. My back arched hard off the bed, my cry sharp and helpless, but it was drowned out by the sheer rush of sensation flooding me.

He went deeper, slow but steady, the thickness of him filling me more and more until I could hardly tell where I ended and he began. My body clung to him, pulsing around his cock as if it didn’t want to let go. Every inch he claimed felt like a brand, burning itself into me, making it impossible to imagine ever being satisfied with anything smaller again.

By the time he buried half his length inside me, I was already lost—sweat beading on my forehead, my chest heaving, my thighs shaking violently against his sides. And still, he wasn’t done. Andrew leaned forward, his lips brushing mine, his breath ragged against my mouth as he murmured, “You feel so fucking good, Michelle… so tight around me…”

His words, the heat of his voice, sent another rush through me, and I found myself nodding frantically, desperate for him to go further. I wanted all of it, every inch of that massive black cock inside me, no matter how impossible it felt.

He pushed again, slowly but firmly, and I cried out loud, my voice echoing in the room, my nails clawing at his back as my pussy stretched to take him. I could feel the thick veins along his shaft pulsing inside me, the weight of him pressing deeper, deeper still, until I thought my body would break apart from the intensity.

When he finally bottomed out, his hips flush against mine, his cock fully buried inside me, I gasped like I had just surfaced from drowning. My entire body was quivering, sweat running down my chest, my cunt stretched to the absolute limit and clenching around him helplessly.

I had never felt so full, so completely claimed. It wasn’t just penetration—it was possession. His size, his power, the sheer difference of him compared to everything I had known before—it left me overwhelmed, undone, yet hungrier than I had ever been in my life.

“Oh my God,” I sobbed, wrapping my arms tight around his neck. “Andrew… you’re… inside me… all of you… holy fuck…”

And in that moment, there was no guilt, no hesitation, no thought of anything else—only the staggering, intoxicating reality of being stretched wide and utterly consumed by Andrew’s enormous cock.

Andrew was buried inside me, every inch of him stretching me, filling me, pressing so deep I could feel his balls heavy against my ass with each slight movement. I still couldn’t believe it—when I first saw that cock, thick and impossibly long, I’d thought there was no way my body could take it. But here he was, fully inside me, and here I was, clinging to him, shuddering at the sheer fullness of it.

He braced himself above me, his strong arms locked on either side of my head, the muscles in his chest and shoulders flexing as he held his weight. His dark body hovered over mine, and for a moment I just looked up at him in awe, my fingers reaching to trace the sweat beading on his skin, the solidity of him, the heat radiating from him. I felt impaled, claimed, and yet more alive than I’d ever felt.

When he lowered his mouth to mine, I kissed him desperately, tasting the hunger in his breath. His hips began to move, just slightly at first, his cock sliding in slow, shallow strokes that sent jolts of sensation through my pussy. It was as though he was testing me—measuring what I could take, watching my face to see if I flinched or pulled away. But all I did was moan into his kiss, my legs wrapping tighter around him, urging him on.

The friction was indescribable. Each gentle withdrawal left me aching, empty, and every push back in made me gasp at the stretch, the way his thickness rubbed against every inch of me inside. My nails dug into his back as I clung to him, wanting more, needing more.

When he felt my body relaxing around him, welcoming him, Andrew began to lengthen his strokes. His cock slid almost all the way out before plunging back in, the sheer size of him making me cry out as he bottomed out over and over again. My head tilted back against the pillow, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in raw moans as he built a steady rhythm.

“Fuck, Michelle,” he groaned into my neck, his breath hot against my skin. “You feel so damn good.”

The sound of his voice only made me hotter, my pussy clenching around him as if to keep him inside. The pace quickened, each thrust a little harder, a little deeper, his hips rolling with a power that left me pinned beneath him. I could feel the bed shaking with every drive of his cock, the wet slap of his body against mine echoing in the room, my own cries mingling with his groans.

The tension inside me was winding tighter and tighter, a glowing heat deep in my belly spreading outward with every thrust. My clit brushed with each stroke, the friction building, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I could hardly think anymore—there was only the overwhelming fullness of him, the pounding rhythm, the sweat on his skin dripping onto my chest as his massive body worked above me.

I knew I was getting close. My hips bucked up against him now, matching his thrusts, chasing the orgasm that was building fast, so fast I was almost afraid of how hard it would hit me. I grabbed the back of his head, pulling him down for another kiss, moaning into his mouth as I felt myself teetering on the brink, every muscle in my body tightening in anticipation of release.

Andrew’s strength and stamina were almost inhuman. He drove into me again and again, unrelenting, his huge cock splitting me wide open with every thrust. My whole body rocked beneath him, sweat pouring down my skin, my tits bouncing with the force of his rhythm. His dark muscles flexed above me, glistening with sweat, his face set in focus as though his only purpose was to keep fucking me until I broke apart completely.

Time blurred. It felt like he’d been inside me forever, hammering me, stretching me, filling me. Somewhere in the back of my mind, a thought broke through the haze of pleasure, shocking me with its sharpness: if it were my husband, he would have cum by now. He wouldn’t last anywhere near this long. The realization stabbed me—hot, guilty, humiliating—but instead of pulling me out of the moment, it made me arch up and moan even louder. For the first time in my life, I felt disappointment in him. Disappointment even though he wasn’t here, disappointment that he couldn’t do this to me, that he couldn’t fuck me like Andrew was fucking me now.

Andrew shifted his hips slightly, and suddenly the thick head of his cock brushed that perfect spot inside me. My body screamed in response, a helpless cry tearing from my throat. “Oh yes! Right there! Fuck, Andrew, right there!” I clawed at his back, my nails raking over his slick skin as my hips thrust up to meet his, desperate for more.

He knew he’d found it. His pace quickened, the pounding deep and relentless, every stroke sending shockwaves through me. “Fuck me harder! Yes! Don’t stop!” I yelled, my voice breaking, my body thrashing under him. The slap of his hips against mine echoed in the room, the sound of wet skin and my own cries building into a frenzy.

Then it hit me—sudden, violent, unstoppable. My back arched off the bed, my head thrown back as a scream ripped from me. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, my pussy clenching violently around his cock as he kept pounding me through it. My body convulsed beneath him, my thighs trembling, my breath caught in broken gasps as the orgasm tore through every nerve.

“Oh my God! Oh my fucking God! Yes, Andrew! Yes!” I screamed, barely aware of anything but the sheer overwhelming intensity ripping me apart. My nails dug into his shoulders, my legs locked tight around his waist, holding him inside me as though I could fuse us together. He slowed only when I was utterly spent, my body still twitching and shaking, aftershocks leaving me breathless and trembling beneath him.

And even then, even as I lay there wrecked from the hardest orgasm of my life, Andrew wasn’t done with me yet.

Andrew slipped out of me with a wet, sudden slide, and before I could even register the loss, my body reacted in the most shocking way—I let out a huge, unexpected queef that echoed in the room. I froze, mortified, my cheeks instantly burning with embarrassment. I had never in my life experienced that before. The sheer size of him, the way he’d stretched me wide and fucked me so hard, had turned my pussy into something completely unfamiliar, something I couldn’t control.

But Andrew didn’t laugh, didn’t even pause. If anything, the sound made him grin as he grabbed me with those strong hands and flipped me onto all fours like I weighed nothing. That gaping, empty feeling inside me—the one that hit the second his cock left my pussy—was unbearable, like I was missing a piece of myself. I needed him back inside me, desperately.

He moved behind me, his presence filling the air, and I felt the heavy heat of his cock brush against my ass as he lined himself up. There was no gentle hesitation this time, no teasing, no testing. He knew I could take it now. He slammed forward in one powerful stroke, driving his enormous black cock into me from behind, all the way to the hilt. My body jolted forward with the force of it, my hands clawing at the sheets as I cried out, half in shock, half in pure bliss.

The void was gone. I was filled again—completely, overwhelmingly filled. My pussy clenched around him, gripping him greedily, welcoming him back with wet, messy sounds that made it clear just how much I wanted this. Andrew’s hands locked around my hips, holding me firm as he started to fuck me from behind, his thrusts already deep and hard, like he was picking up exactly where he’d left off.

Andrew was fucking me like a man possessed, his huge cock driving into me with long, relentless thrusts that shook my entire body. The sound of his hips slamming against my ass filled the room—wet, brutal, rhythmic—and with every stroke, I felt myself being pulled tighter toward the brink. His grip on my hips was punishing now, fingers digging deep into my flesh as he yanked me back onto him in perfect time with each thrust forward, making his cock slam into me harder, deeper, stretching me in ways I’d never dreamed possible.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending alive with the heat and friction of his cock drilling into my soaked pussy. The shockwaves spread through me with each pounding stroke, until I was trembling, my arms barely able to hold me upright. I was moaning uncontrollably, my cries breaking apart into desperate, incoherent pleas.

“Holy fuck, Michelle,” Andrew groaned, his voice ragged, his breath shallow and broken. His rhythm only intensified, each thrust more violent than the last, like he was determined to split me open, to claim every part of me. My head dropped forward, my hair sticking to my sweat-slick skin, and still he hammered me, relentless.

I felt it then—his body tensing, his breathing turning into wild, guttural grunts. His thrusts grew erratic, more forceful, every last ounce of his strength slamming into me until, with one final, devastating plunge, he buried himself as deep inside me as his enormous cock could possibly go. His roar filled the room as I felt it—hot, thick spurts of his cum erupting deep inside me, flooding me, searing heat shooting into my core.

The sensation of him cumming so deep, so forcefully, overwhelmed me completely. My pussy clenched hard around him, milking him for every drop as the thought hit me—his cum was inside me, filling me in a way I had never experienced before. The sheer reality of it sent me crashing over the edge.

I exploded into an orgasm so intense it felt like my whole body had shattered. My back arched violently, my nails clawed into the sheets, and a scream tore from my throat as wave after wave of ecstasy ripped through me. My pussy throbbed and convulsed around his thick cock, dragging every ounce of pleasure out of me, stretching the orgasm until it felt endless.

Andrew held on, his hands still locked tight on my hips as he groaned through the last pulses of his release, his cock twitching inside me. I could feel every spurt, every throb, every drop of cum shooting into me as my own climax raged on, our bodies tangled in a frenzy of sweat, cum, and heat.

Finally, our strength gave out. Andrew collapsed forward, his heavy, powerful body pressing into my back as his cock stayed buried inside me, still twitching, still leaking warmth into me. I didn’t want him to move. I didn’t want to lose the feeling of being completely filled by him. My body was trembling, my pussy still spasming in aftershocks, holding him inside me as if it could keep him there forever.

We stayed like that for what felt like an eternity—panting, slick with sweat, our bodies fused together. When he finally slid out, I gasped at the sudden emptiness, at the wet, messy rush that followed. He gathered me into his arms and rolled us onto the bed, and we lay tangled together, kissing with a slow, exhausted hunger, my body still glowing with the aftermath of the most powerful orgasm of my life.

Andrew kissed me softly one last time before pulling back, brushing a damp curl of hair from my face. “Michelle,” he murmured, voice low and warm, “that was… thank you. I needed that more than you know.” His dark eyes lingered on mine, a mixture of satisfaction and reluctant restraint, before he finally slipped out of bed.

I watched his broad back as he dressed, every muscle flexing as if nothing had been drained from him at all, even though he’d left me wrecked and trembling. When he finished, he leaned down, kissed me again with surprising tenderness, then whispered, “Get some rest. I’ll see you tomorrow, training.” And then he was gone, the door clicking quietly shut behind him.

I lay there for a while, sprawled naked in the sheets, my body humming with aftershocks, my mind still tangled in the memory of him inside me. Just when I was sure I’d drift off, my phone buzzed.

Beth: heading down for a smoke, fuck I need one after that. wanna keep me company

I blinked. A smoke? Beth? I slipped on my panties, tugged a dress over my still-tingling body, and padded downstairs.

She was easy to spot—leaning against the side of the building, flame from a borrowed lighter briefly illuminating her freckled face, her copper hair pulled back messily, a cigarette glowing between her fingers. The sight was surreal.

“I thought you only vaped,” I teased, stepping closer.

Beth smirked, took a drag, exhaled a slow stream of smoke into the night. “I quit ten years ago. Only smoke now after a good fuck.” Her grin widened. “Guess tonight qualifies.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head, but before I could reply, she tilted her head and studied me, eyes sparkling. “So… come on. Spill. How was it?”

I tried to brush it off with a shrug, but Beth wasn’t having it. She nudged me with her hip, then leaned in close, her voice low and conspiratorial. “Details, Michelle. Don’t you dare hold out on me. I wanna know everything—what he said, what he did, how it felt when that monster cock first went in…”

Heat bloomed in my cheeks as she pressed me, question after question, teasing every moment out of me. Against my better judgment, I found myself telling her—the way he’d surprised me by going down on me, how his size had terrified me until I realized I could take all of him, how relentless he’d been once he started fucking me in earnest. Beth listened intently, sucking her cigarette, her little hums of amusement or surprise coaxing me to keep going.

Finally, I exhaled shakily, words spilling before I could stop them. “He… he made me cum harder than I’ve ever cum before. Ever.” My voice was barely a whisper.

Beth’s eyes lit up with wicked delight. “Knew it,” she purred, flicking her cigarette away and crushing it beneath her heel.

We headed back inside, the quiet buzz of the hotel lobby a strange contrast to what we’d just confessed. At the lift, I hesitated. “I’m going to bed,” I said softly, still feeling raw, shaky.

Beth leaned in, lips close to my ear, and whispered the filthiest thing I’d ever heard her say: “Suit yourself. I’ve still got one hole to go.”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity, my knees almost buckling as she sauntered away, leaving me stunned, aroused all over again, and wondering just how far Beth planned to take things tomorrow.

The next morning came too quickly. My body still ached in all the right ways, and as I walked into the training room I braced myself for it to feel awkward. To my surprise, it wasn’t. Andrew was there, professional, composed, like nothing had happened. He caught my eye once, gave the faintest of smiles, and then focused on the agenda.

Beth, however, told another story. She walked in just a touch gingerly, shifting her weight like she was trying to disguise it but not quite succeeding. When we slipped out for coffee during the break, I couldn’t help myself.

“You’re walking a little funny,” I murmured with a smirk.

Beth shot me a look over the rim of her cup, then grinned wickedly. “Yeah, so… something as thick as a Coke can is quite challenging up the bum!”

I almost choked on my coffee, laughing out loud as she winked and sipped like she’d just commented on the weather.

The rest of the day passed smoothly, surprisingly normal considering everything that had happened. No tension, no slips, just the usual chatter and notes and slides. By the time we wrapped up, it felt like everyone had silently agreed to leave things where they were.

At the airport later, sitting by the window as the plane taxied, I felt the exhaustion set in—physical, emotional, all of it. My body still hummed with memory, but life was already moving forward. As the plane lifted off, I looked down at the city shrinking beneath me, knowing that for all the normalcy that had resumed, nothing inside me would ever be quite the same again.


Epilogue

It had been three weeks since that unforgettable night, and life had settled back into its ordinary rhythm. Work, dinners at home, the comfortable routines of marriage—all of it had resumed as though nothing had ever happened. Andrew was hundreds of miles away, back in his own life, his own world. Yet every time I closed my eyes, I could still feel him. The weight of his body pressing me down, the stretch of his cock filling me, the sound of his voice urging me on.

I tried to make sense of it, lying awake at night or staring out the window at work. How did it happen so easily, so seamlessly? One moment it was fantasy—flirtation, stolen glances, harmless teasing—and then suddenly it was real. Real lips, real skin, real infidelity. Had Andrew coaxed me step by step, leading me where he wanted me? Maybe. But the truth was more complicated. He hadn’t made me feel anything I didn’t already want. He had simply given me permission to listen to the voice in my head that had been whispering for years, and to stop pretending it wasn’t there.

And God, it hadn’t hurt that he was so devastatingly handsome, so commanding, so well-endowed. A beautiful Black man with a cock that still haunted my dreams.

We’d exchanged a few messages since—always careful, always deleted afterward. He was respectful, even tender in his own way. He knew I loved my husband and didn’t want to leave him. But he also knew something had been woken in me, something that couldn’t simply be put back to sleep. I didn’t yet know how I was supposed to live with that, only that I had to. Andrew never pushed. He seemed to understand that what we shared was both physical and more than physical—rooted in lust, yes, but laced with a strange intimacy that neither of us expected.

And yet, when I boiled it all down, I knew the truth: it was his cock that had undone me. His sheer size, his stamina, the way my body had betrayed me under his power. That was what kept looping in my head when I least expected it. That was what I knew I could never forget.

Even now, back home, I found myself lying in bed beside my husband, my body aching for something I shouldn’t. I rolled over, reached down, and stroked his cock until he stirred awake. He moaned softly as I slipped under the covers, took him into my mouth, and started to suck. I wanted him to feel desired, wanted him to know I still belonged to him—but at the same time, I couldn’t stop the images flooding me. Andrew’s thick shaft stretching me open. The taste of his precum. The way he’d made me scream.

I sucked harder, letting the memory of Andrew’s size fill my mind as I worked my husband’s cock deeper into my throat. I felt him twitch, ready to cum, and in that moment I realized with a pang of guilt that I was using my husband to relive Andrew. Even worse, I was enjoying it.

When he finally groaned and spilled into my mouth, I swallowed it down and kissed his stomach, pretending it was enough. Pretending it satisfied me. But as I lay back down and curled into his side, I knew it wasn’t true.

Because the truth was simple. I had crossed a line, and there was no way back. Andrew had shown me something I could never unfeel. Something I would always crave.

And as if fate wanted to remind me, the last message I’d sent him still echoed in my head: that my company had already booked my next visit to his city.

I didn’t know what would happen then. But I knew this: if Andrew wanted me again, I wouldn’t say no.
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Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.

Watching His Wife Go Black: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience

I couldn’t believe the sudden rush of emotions that hit me as Jenny knelt in front of him. I knew this was the point of no return. If she unzipped his pants, there’d be no going back.

I paused for a second—this had been my biggest fantasy for years. I’d lost count of how many times I’d imagined my pretty little wife on her knees in front of a well-hung Black man. But suddenly, it wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was real. It was happening.

Jealousy hit me hard for a moment, sharp and unexpected, as she unzipped his pants and pulled out a thick Black cock that made my own look embarrassingly average.

But then something else took over. As Jenny leaned in, her mouth just inches from his shaft, I realized how hard I was. I couldn’t make sense of the storm of emotions—jealousy, anxiety, arousal—blurring together in the most intense way I’d ever felt.

Nothing could have prepared me for seeing it. But this was my fantasy, not hers. At least, that’s what I thought—until I saw just how eagerly she wrapped her lips around his big, black cock.

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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