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“You can watch if you want.”

The words hung in the humid air, a challenge and an invitation all at once. Kevin stood frozen in the doorway of their hotel suite, his hand still gripping the knob, the image before him branding itself onto his mind. Jeannie, his Jeannie, was on her hands and knees on the rumpled bed. And behind her, driving into her with a powerful, rhythmic force, was Malik.

Kevin’s stomach had clenched into a cold, hard knot of horror when he’d first thrown open the door, alarmed by the sounds of screaming. But they weren’t screams of fear. They were screams of pleasure, raw and uninhibited, and they were coming from his wife.

His eyes darted from Malik’s massively muscular back, glistening with sweat under the low light, down to where their bodies joined. The sight was obscene, mesmerizing. Malik’s cock, thick and dark, pistoned in and out of her, stretching her in a way Kevin knew he never could. Jeannie’s head was thrown back, her face a mask of ecstatic abandon as she met every thrust.

“Jeannie… what… how could you?” he finally stammered, the words tasting like ash.

She turned her head, her eyes glazed with pleasure but sharp with clarity. “Don’t be ridiculous, Kevin. You saw him. You know you can’t give me this.” Her voice was breathy but laced with a cruelty he’d never heard before. “He’s a real man.”

The knot in his gut didn’t dissolve; it transformed. The shock and anger didn’t vanish, but they were suddenly, terrifyingly, joined by a hot, insistent pulse of arousal. It was a betrayal so profound it short-circuited his logic, leaving only base, primal feeling. He couldn’t look away.

Malik didn’t even pause. He gripped Jeannie’s hips tighter, his large hands almost spanning her waist, and drove into her with a deep, grunting thrust that made her cry out. “You like that, yeah? You like taking all of me?” His voice was a low rumble, a vibration Kevin felt in his own bones.

“Yes! Yes, Malik! Don’t stop!” Jeannie begged, pushing back against him.

Kevin’s mind flashed back to just a few hours ago. The beachside bar, the reggae music, the rum punches. Malik behind the bar, all easy smiles and rippling muscles in his tank top. The way he’d looked at Jeannie, his eyes lingering just a second too long. The way he’d leaned over, his biceps flexing, to hand her a fresh drink, his fingers brushing hers. Kevin had felt a hot coil of jealousy, whispering to Jeannie that the guy was being inappropriate.

She’d just laughed. “Oh, stop it, Kevin. He’s just being friendly. He’s probably like that with all the tourists.” But Kevin had seen the flush on her cheeks, the way she’d tucked her hair behind her ear. And later, as they walked back to their room, the image had forced its way into his head: Malik’s powerful body moving over hers, her slender legs wrapped around his waist. The thought had shamed him, horrified him. And yet, his traitorous cock had stirred in his swim trunks.

He had gone for a walk on the beach to clear his head, to drown the image in the sound of the waves. But now the image was real, and it was infinitely more potent. He watched, mesmerized, as Malik’s powerful body worked over his wife. He saw the intense concentration on the man’s face, the sheer physicality of his pleasure. He saw the way Jeannie’s body yielded to him, welcomed him, celebrated him in a way it never had for Kevin.

Malik suddenly pulled out, flipping Jeannie onto her back with an effortless strength that made Kevin feel feeble. He spread her legs wide, settling between them, and plunged back into her soaked depths. Jeannie’s back arched off the bed, a choked scream tearing from her throat. Malik fucked her with a relentless, deep pace, each thrust making the bedframe knock against the wall. He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard as he continued to piston into her.

Kevin’s hand was unconsciously pressed against the front of his own shorts, where he was now fully, painfully hard. He was humiliated, enraged, and more turned on than he had ever been in his life.

“I’m gonna cum,” Jeannie moaned, her eyes squeezed shut. “Don’t stop, Malik, please, I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum for me,” Malik growled, his pace becoming frantic, brutal, perfect. “Cum on this cock.”

With a final, guttural cry, Jeannie shattered. Her body convulsed, her nails digging into Malik’s shoulders. The sight of her absolute, unrestrained orgasm was the most beautiful and devastating thing Kevin had ever witnessed. Malik followed with a deep, satisfied groan, his entire body tensing as he buried himself to the hilt inside her, pulsing, filling her.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Malik slowly pulled out, and Kevin stared, transfixed, at the evidence of their union glistening on Jeannie and dripping onto the sheets. Malik stood up, his spent cock still impressive, and casually dressed. He smiled at Jeannie, then turned to Kevin.

“Thank you for sharing your beautiful wife,” he said, his voice calm and genial, as if he’d just served him another drink. He clapped a heavy hand on Kevin’s stunned shoulder. “Hope we can do it again.” Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

The room was silent. Kevin could only stare at his wife, who was sprawled on the bed, looking more satisfied and peaceful than he’d ever seen her.

She smiled at him, a slow, languid, wicked smile. “Come here.”

He took a hesitant step forward, his arousal warring with his shame.

“Clean me up,” she murmured, spreading her legs wider, offering herself to him. “I want you to taste him. I want you to taste what a real man feels like.”

He stared at the glistening, used apex of her thighs. The musk of sex and sweat and Malik filled his nostrils. He was disgusted. He was enthralled. He dropped to his knees by the bed, his heart hammering against his ribs.

He leaned forward, his tongue tentative at first, then more insistent. The taste was salty, musky, profoundly foreign and deeply erotic. He could taste her pleasure, and layered within it, the undeniable, potent essence of another man. He licked and sucked, cleaning her, devouring the proof of his own inadequacy and finding it to be the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known.

When he finally pulled back, breathing heavily, Jeannie looked down at him, her expression one of possessive power.

“That was incredible,” she breathed. “And there’s a pool boy I’ve been eyeing. I think I’ll invite him up tomorrow.” She ran her fingers through his hair, not a caress, but a command. “And next time, you can do more than just watch.”

2 - HUMILIATED BY HIS HIGH SCHOOL BULLY
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The bass from the DJ’s speakers thumped through the floor, a vibration that rattled Charles’s bones and felt a lot like the anxiety tightening his chest. He tugged at the stiff collar of his dress shirt, his eyes scanning the crowded hotel ballroom. It was a sea of familiar-unfamiliar faces, all grown-up versions of the kids who had made his high school years a special kind of hell.

Melinda, radiant in a little black dress that hugged her curves, squeezed his hand. “See? This isn’t so bad. You look handsome.”

He forced a smile, but it felt brittle. He felt brittle. Ten years, a good job, a beautiful wife—none of it seemed to matter here. He was still the scrawny, white kid from the honors class.

Then he saw him. Reggie. He hadn’t just grown up; he’d expanded. His muscles filled out his designer suit, his smile was a flash of white confidence, set against his obsidian skin. His dark hair was styled in neat cornrows, and a designer watch sparkled on his wrist. He gazed around the room like he owned it. And of course, his eyes landed on them.

“Well, I’ll be damned. Charlie? That you, man?” Reggie’s voice was a deep, smooth baritone that hadn’t lost its taunting edge. He clapped a heavy hand on Charles’s shoulder, a gesture that was anything but friendly. “Still skin and bones, I see. Some things never change.”

Charles flinched. “Reggie. Hey.”

“And who is this?” Reggie’s attention, full and intense, shifted to Melinda. His eyes drank her in, a slow, deliberate appraisal that left Charles feeling invisible. “Charlie, you didn’t tell me you were holding onto a masterpiece.”

Melinda, to Charles’s horror, blushed and giggled. “I’m Melinda. His wife.”

“Wife? Lucky man.” Reggie took her hand, not for a shake, but to hold. “A woman like you deserves to be shown a good time. Charlie here… well, he was always more of a library guy. Weren’t you, Charlie?”

The old, hot shame flooded Charles’s veins. He opened his mouth, a weak protest forming on his lips, but nothing came out. He just stood there, paralyzed, as Reggie effortlessly charmed his wife, his laughter booming over the music.

“I… I need some air,” Charles mumbled, pulling away and stumbling toward the nearest exit.

The cool night air did nothing to quell the fire in his gut. It was a fire of self-loathing, of fury at his own pathetic passivity. Why couldn’t he ever say anything? Why did he just let it happen? He paced for what felt like an hour, rehearsing speeches he knew he’d never deliver.

Steeling himself, he marched back inside, determined to reclaim his wife and his dignity. The determination lasted exactly as long as it took to find them. There, in the middle of the dance floor, was Melinda. Her back was pressed against Reggie’s broad chest, his large hands resting low on her hips as they moved to a slow, grinding rhythm. Her head was tilted back, laughing at something he whispered in her ear.

Charles pushed through the crowd. “Melinda. We’re leaving.”

She looked over her shoulder, her eyes glazed with an excitement he hadn’t seen in years. “Not yet, Charles. We’re having fun. Lighten up.”

Reggie just smirked, pulling her tighter against him. The dismissal was absolute, final. Humiliation, cold and sharp, lanced through him. He turned and fled, the sounds of the party and his wife’s laughter chasing him out into the night.

Hours later, he sat in the dark of their living room, a numb emptiness where his anger had been. The click of the front door lock made him jump. It opened, and Melinda stepped in, her dress looking more disheveled than when he’d left. And then he followed her in. Reggie.

Charles shot to his feet. “What the hell is he doing here?”

Melinda’s gaze was steady, devoid of any remorse. “Charles,” she said, her voice cold and clear. “It’s time you understood. You don’t satisfy me. You never have. I want a real man.”

The words were a physical blow. Charles stared, his mind refusing to process the scene. Reggie stood behind her, a king in his castle, his expression one of pure, smug triumph.

Charles should have done something. Anything. Thrown a punch, yelled, demanded he leave. But his feet were rooted to the floor. His fists, clenched at his sides, lacked any strength. He just watched, frozen, as Melinda took Reggie’s hand and led him toward their bedroom.

The door didn’t quite shut. The sounds began a moment later. The low murmur of voices, a deep, throaty laugh from Reggie, and then a soft, breathy moan from Melinda that Charles had never been able to elicit. Then, the words, clear and devastating through the dim hall: “Oh god, Reggie… your cock is so big.”

Something snapped. A red haze of fury and something else, something dark and shameful, propelled him forward. He shoved the bedroom door open.

The scene was more visceral than his worst nightmare. Melinda was on her knees at the edge of the bed, her lips stretched around the thick, dark length of Reggie’s erection. Her eyes, heavy-lidded with pleasure, flicked up to Charles. She pulled off with a wet, soft pop.

“You can watch if you want to,” she breathed, her voice husky, before taking him deep into her mouth again, a deep moan vibrating through her.

Charles couldn’t move. He was a statue of humiliation and a terrifying, unwelcome arousal.

Reggie groaned, tangling a hand in Melinda’s hair. “Yeah, that’s it, baby. Such a good fucking mouth.” He looked right at Charles, a cruel smile playing on his lips as Melinda worshipped him.

With a powerful movement, Reggie pulled her up and onto the bed, positioning her on all fours. He knelt behind her, his powerful frame dominating her. One hand gripped her hip, the other came down sharply on her ass. A loud, stinging crack that made Charles flinch.

“You like that, don’t you?” Reggie growled.

“Yes! Harder,” Melinda begged, pushing back against him.

And then he was inside her. Charles saw it all. The way her body jolted with the force of his first thrust. The way her back arched, a cry tearing from her throat. Reggie set a brutal, punishing rhythm, each powerful drive of his hips slapping against her flesh, the bedframe pounding a frantic rhythm against the wall. Melinda’s cries escalated, becoming sharp, ragged screams of pure ecstasy. “Reggie! Reggie! YES! I’m cumming! Don’t stop!” Her body convulsed violently as she climaxed, her scream echoing in the room.

Reggie followed with a guttural roar, his own release pumping into her. He stayed there for a long moment, buried deep, before pulling out. He took his time getting dressed, looking in the mirror as he adjusted his collar. He grabbed his watch from the nightstand, clasping it around his massive wrist.

Before he walked out the door, he turned to Charles, completely unabashed. “Thanks for sharing, man,” he said, not a trace of gratitude in his voice, only contempt. “Some things never change. You always were a weak little loser.”

The anger was there, a white-hot coal in Charles’s gut, but it was smothered by the wet, heavy scent of their sex and the undeniable, shocking heat coiling in his own groin.

Melinda rolled onto her back, her legs falling open in a lewd, exhausted invitation. Her skin was sheened with sweat, and between her thighs, glistening in the lamplight, was the evidence of Reggie’s possession.

She looked directly at Charles, her eyes dark with a new, commanding power. “Eat me,” she commanded, her voice raw. “It’s your only chance to finally satisfy me. Lick his cum out of me.”

He hesitated, his world tilting on its axis. The humiliation was absolute. But beneath it, the dark arousal pulsed, demanding. He took a shaky step toward the bed, then another, lowering himself to his knees. The musky, intimate scent was overwhelming. He closed his eyes and leaned in, his tongue making its first, tentative stroke.

The taste was foreign, saline and masculine, a flavor that was not his. He flinched but didn’t stop. Melinda’s hand fisted in his hair, pulling him closer, grinding herself against his face. “Suck it all out,” she moaned. “Every last drop.”

When he finally pulled back, breathless and coated in their shared sin, she grabbed his face. She kissed him deeply, passionately, forcing him to taste the combined essence of his own shame and Reggie’s dominance.

She broke the kiss, her voice a low, threatening promise. “Reggie is coming back tomorrow. You’re going to be here. And you’re going to start showing him the respect he deserves.”
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The humid southern air clung to Brittany’s skin as she loaded the last grocery bag into the trunk. Her eyes, as they always did, flicked to the bumper sticker plastered proudly on the car’s rear—the Confederate flag. A familiar knot of frustration tightened in her stomach.

“I still wish you’d take that thing off, Ricky,” she said, her voice tight. “It’s a symbol of hate. It makes me look bad.”

Ricky slammed the trunk shut, a smirk playing on his lips. “It’s heritage, not hate, Britt. If people get their feelings hurt over a damn sticker, that’s their problem. They need to get over it.”

His arrogance was a shield she’d never been able to penetrate. But it was about to be shattered.

“You sure about that?” a deep, resonant voice cut through the parking lot haze.

They both turned. The man was tall, with shoulders that strained against his simple black t-shirt, his muscles defined and powerful. His gaze was fixed on Ricky, intense and unwavering. Brittany felt a sudden, inexplicable jolt straight to her core.

“That your car?” the man asked, his voice calm but laced with steel.

Ricky puffed out his chest, but Brittany saw the subtle shift—the way his shoulders slumped just a fraction, the slight tremor in his voice. “Yeah. What’s it to you?”

“That sticker,” the man said, taking a slow, deliberate step closer. “It’s offensive. You gonna take it off?”

Ricky laughed, a nervous, brittle sound. “I don’t think so. It’s a free country.”

The man moved with a startling quickness, closing the distance between them until he was mere inches from Ricky’s face. Brittany could smell a faint, clean scent of sandalwood and sheer male confidence. God.

“It’s a free country,” the man echoed, his voice dropping to a low, dangerous rumble. “Which means I’m free to key your car from front to back if you don’t remove that racist shit. Right now.”

The bravado drained from Ricky’s face, leaving him pale and clammy. He stammered, looked at Brittany for help she wouldn’t give, and finally fumbled for his keys. With trembling fingers, he scraped the sticker off, the adhesive leaving a gummy, guilty smear on the paint.

The man nodded, a satisfied glint in his eye. Then his focus shifted. He turned to Brittany, and his entire demeanor changed. The threat evaporated, replaced by a smoldering, appraising heat.

“And you,” he said, his voice softening into something intimate, just for her. “You have to put up with that?”

Brittany’s heart hammered against her ribs. Yes. That was all she could think. Yes.

He gave her a slow, devastating smile before turning back to a cowed Ricky. “You should learn from your woman. She knows better.”

He walked away, and Brittany felt the loss of his presence like a physical chill. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. She had never, ever been more turned on in her life.

—

The next day, the memory was a constant, throbbing loop in her mind. Ricky was at work, the house was silent, but she could still feel the stranger’s gaze. She drove back to the same grocery store, a foolish hope burning in her chest.

And then she saw him. He was standing in the produce section, examining a mango, his dark skin shimmering beneath the fluorescent lights.

Her feet moved on their own. She approached, her pulse a wild drumbeat in her ears. “Hi.”

He looked up, and recognition flashed in his dark eyes, followed by clear, open appreciation. “Well, hello.”

“I… I wanted to apologize. For my husband. For the sticker.” The words tumbled out. “It’s embarrassing.”

“No need for you to apologize,” he said, placing the mango back in the bin. His eyes never left hers. “I’m Jamaal.”

“Brittany.”

“Brittany,” he repeated, her name a melody on his tongue. “You look like you’ve got a lot of… pent-up frustration.”

The directness should have shocked her. It didn’t. It ignited her. God, yes.

“Maybe I do,” she heard herself say.

“Maybe you’d like to do something about it.” It wasn’t a question.

Twenty minutes later, she was unlocking her front door, her hand trembling not from nerves, but from a raw, consuming need. The second the door clicked shut, he backed her against it, his body a solid wall of heat.

His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was an explosion. His tongue plunged past her lips, tasting her, demanding a response she gave without hesitation. Her hands clawed at his back, feeling the incredible power coiled beneath his shirt.

She broke the kiss, breathless. “Bedroom. Upstairs. Now.”

In the room she shared with her husband, a switch flipped. Jamaal’s hands were everywhere, tearing at her blouse, buttons scattering across the floor. His mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, searing her skin. He stripped her bare in seconds, his gaze hot and approving as it raked over her naked body. Then he stripped himself.

Her breath hitched. Oh my God. He was magnificent. And he was big. Thick and long and utterly intimidating. A shiver of pure, unadulterated desire wracked her body.

She dropped to her knees before him, her earlier confidence morphing into worship. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head, tasting his clean, masculine scent. Her hands cupped the heavy weight of his balls as she took him deeper, gagging slightly before finding a rhythm. His groans of pleasure were her fuel, her own arousal soaking the carpet beneath her knees.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her up and laying her back on the bed. He positioned himself over her, but she pushed at his chest.

“No. I want to be on top.”

A grin spread across his face. “Whatever you want.”

She straddled him, guiding him to her entrance. She sank down slowly, a low, guttural moan escaping her lips as he stretched her, filled her completely in a way Ricky never could. This. This was what she’d been missing.

She rode him with a frantic, desperate energy, her hips grinding against his, her head thrown back. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, slamming her down onto him with a force that stole her breath. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his voice thick with lust.

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, and with one powerful thrust, he was buried inside her again, deeper this time. He fucked her with a relentless, punishing pace that had her seeing stars. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, hitting a spot that made her cry out.

Then, the door burst open.

Ricky stood there, his face a mask of shock and fury, his work bag dropping from his hand. “What the fuck?!”

Jamaal didn’t even stop, his rhythm never faltering, his grip on her hips tightening. Brittany, lost in a sea of sensation, looked over her shoulder at her husband.

“You…” she panted, her voice strained with each of Jamaal’s thrusts, “…you owe him an apology. For the… for the bumper sticker.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” Ricky screamed.

Jamaal finally stilled, buried deep inside her. “You heard her,” he said, his voice calm, even. “Apologize.”

Ricky hesitated, his eyes darting from Jamaal’s powerful form to Brittany’s wanton expression. Defeated, he looked at the floor. “I’m… I’m sorry.”

Brittany smiled. “Good. Now you can watch.”

Jamaal began moving again, his pace even more intense, more possessive now with an audience. Brittany’s moans escalated, her body tightening, coiling, ready to snap.

“Oh, God… Jamaal! Jamaal!” she screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, a tidal wave of pleasure so intense it blurred her vision.

Feeling her clench around him, Jamaal let out a final, deep groan, pulsing inside her with his own release. He stayed there for a long moment before slowly pulling out.

He dressed with a swift, efficient grace while Ricky stood frozen in the doorway. Jamaal clapped a stunned Ricky on the shoulder as he passed.

“Thanks for sharing,” he said, and then he was gone.

Silence descended, thick and heavy. Brittany rolled onto her back, languid and sated, Jamaal’s cum already beginning to trickle down her thigh. She looked at her husband, her expression cold.

“Clean me up.”

Ricky stared, horrified. “What? No, Brittany, I—”

“You have a small cock,” she stated, her voice flat. “You don’t satisfy me. This is your chance to start making it up to me. Now. Lick. It. Clean.”

He hesitated, his face a war of humiliation and desperation. Finally, he shuffled forward, dropping to his knees by the bed. He lowered his head between her legs, his tongue tentatively flicking out.

She moaned, a sound of pure dominance, as his mouth worked. “He’s coming back tomorrow,” she breathed, arching her back. “And you’re going to join in. Understood?”
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The humid, salt-tinged air of the Lido Deck did little to cool the simmering tension between Jim and Carol. They sat in silence, two islands in a sea of vibrant vacationers. Jim’s gaze kept drifting from his forgotten paperback to his wife, and then, inevitably, to where her eyes were locked: a group of muscular Black men laughing by the pool, their bodies glistening under the sun, a symphony of coiled strength and effortless confidence.

A knot of familiar, acidic jealousy tightened in his gut. He watched Carol’s lips part slightly, the way her sunglasses dipped to get a better view. He should have felt angry, emasculated. But a strange, foreign current flowed beneath the jealousy, a dark and thrilling curiosity. What would it be like? The thought was a whisper, then a shout in his mind. What would it be like to see her with one of them? To really see her come undone?

That night, in the close quarters of their cabin, the unspoken tension finally shattered. “You couldn’t take your eyes off them today,” Jim said, his voice tighter than he intended.

Carol sighed, putting down her hairbrush. “Don’t start, Jim. We’re supposed to be fixing things, not looking for new things to fight about.”

“I’m not fighting. I just noticed. You were practically undressing them with your eyes.”

“God, you’re so insecure!” she snapped, whirling around. “Can’t I appreciate a nice physique without you having a meltdown?”

“It was more than appreciation, Carol,” he pressed, the curious thrill pushing him forward. “It was hunger.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy and true. Carol’s defiant posture slumped for a second, then stiffened. “Maybe it was. Maybe I’m tired of being unsatisfied. Maybe I’m tired of… of this.” Her gesture took in the room, their marriage, him.

The admission should have felt like a knife wound. Instead, it felt like a key turning in a lock. Jim’s heart hammered against his ribs. “So go on, then,” he heard himself say, the words coming from some deep, unexplored part of him. “Find one. Have sex with him.”

Carol stared at him, her anger dissolving into pure, unadulterated shock. “You’re insane.”

“Am I?” He took a step closer. “You want one of those men? Go get one. But I have one condition.” He took a breath, the next words feeling both blasphemous and inevitable. “I want to watch.”

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the distant hum of the ship’s engines. Carol searched his face for a joke, for malice, finding only a terrifying sincerity. A slow, dangerous smile spread across her face, a look he hadn’t seen in years. “Okay, Jim,” she said, her voice a low, thrilling promise. “Okay.”

The next afternoon, a sharp knock echoed through the cabin. Jim’s mouth went dry. Carol, wearing a daringly short silk robe, opened the door. There he was. Dwayne. Even larger, more imposing up close, his white tank top strained against a chest that seemed carved from ebony. He smiled, a flash of white teeth, his eyes taking in Carol, then scanning the room to land on Jim, who stood frozen by the window.

“Well, hello,” Dwayne’s voice was a deep, smooth rumble. He stepped inside, his presence making the spacious cabin feel intimately small. He looked directly at Jim. “So you’re the husband. The watchful husband.”

Jim could only nod, a hot flush spreading across his cheeks and down his neck.

Dwayne chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “Don’t worry, man. I’ll take good care of your lady. You just enjoy the show.” His confidence wasn’t aggressive; it was a simple, factual statement that made Jim’s knees feel weak.

He turned his attention to Carol, his demeanor shifting to intense, focused reverence. “Now, for you.” With a single, deft motion, he untied the belt of her robe. It slid from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her gloriously naked. A sharp, hungry gasp escaped Jim’s lips. Carol stood there, not with shame, but with a pride he’d never witnessed, her skin pebbling under Dwayne’s gaze.

“Beautiful,” Dwayne murmured, his large hands gently guiding her back onto the bed.

He followed her down, kneeling on the floor, his broad shoulders parting her thighs. He didn’t just kiss her; he worshipped her. Jim watched, mesmerized and aching, as Dwayne’s tongue traced a slow, agonizingly deliberate path up her inner thigh. Carol’s back arched off the bed, a moan ripping from her throat that was entirely new. His touch had never elicited that.

Dwayne buried his face in her, his hands gripping her hips, holding her firmly in place as he devoured her. The sounds were obscenely wet, rhythmic, and desperate. Carol’s fingers tangled in his short-cropped hair, her hips moving in time with his tongue, her cries growing louder, more frantic. “Oh god… yes… right there…”

Jim was paralyzed, a voyeur to his wife’s true awakening, each lick and suck a lesson in his own inadequacy.

With a final, shuddering cry, Carol climaxed against his mouth, her body seizing up before collapsing back onto the sheets, breathless. Dwayne rose, a satisfied gleam in his eye. He peeled off his tank top, revealing a sculpted torso, then shucked his shorts and briefs. And there it was. Jim’s breath hitched. Thick, long, and magnificently hard, it stood proud against his stomach, a stark testament to everything Jim wasn’t.

Carol pushed herself up on her elbows, her eyes wide with lustful awe. “Jim,” she breathed, her voice hoarse, her eyes never leaving Dwayne’s cock. “Look at it. This is what a real man looks like.” The comparison was a direct, vicious punch, and it sent a shocking bolt of arousal straight through Jim.

Eagerly, almost desperately, Carol slid off the bed and onto her knees before Dwayne. She took him into her mouth, and Jim saw her struggle to accommodate his girth. Her lips stretched taut, her cheeks hollowed. She worked him with a fervor she’d never shown Jim, moaning around him as if his taste was the most exquisite thing she’d ever known.

After a few minutes, Dwayne gently pulled her up. “You ready for this dick?” he growled, laying her back on the bed. He positioned himself over her, notching the broad head of his cock at her entrance. He paused, looking right at Jim. “Watch this, man.”

Jim could only nod, his throat too tight for words.

With one powerful, smooth thrust, he filled her. Carol’s eyes flew open, a sharp, guttural “Oh!” bursting from her. She gasped for air, her nails digging into Dwayne’s powerful back as he began to move. Each thrust was a deep, claiming piston, sliding her body up the mattress. Jim was transfixed by the sight of that dark, powerful body moving over his wife’s, by the way she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, meeting each stroke with a desperate roll of her hips.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Please, Dwayne, harder!”

He obliged, his pace becoming a relentless, driving rhythm. The slapping of skin against skin filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to Jim’s surreal fantasy made real. He watched her hands roam over Dwayne’s glistening back, her face a mask of ecstatic agony. This was no quiet, polite coupling; this was raw, animalistic fucking.

Dwayne flipped her over onto her hands and knees with an easy strength that made Jim dizzy. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, and plunged into her from behind. The new angle drew a scream from Carol. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me with that big black cock!” The words, so crude and so fervent, shattered something in Jim. He fumbled with his own pants, finally freeing his own aching erection, stroking himself in time with Dwayne’s powerful thrusts.

He could see everything now—the deep, penetrating stretch, the way her body yielded to his, the sheer animal power of their coupling. Carol was mindless, lost in a sea of sensation, chanting his name like a prayer. “Dwayne… Dwayne… Dwayne!” Her chant rose to a fever pitch, becoming one long, wordless scream as her body convulsed around him, shuddering through a powerful, crashing orgasm.

The sight of her climax tipped Dwayne over the edge. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he filled her. He held himself there, pulsing inside her, both of them trembling and slick with sweat in the aftermath.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Slowly, Dwayne pulled out and dressed with the same easy grace. He walked over to a stunned, disheveled Jim and clapped a firm hand on his shoulder. “Thanks for the invitation, man. You’ve got a hell of a wife there.” He gave a wink. “Hope I can get a repeat performance before the cruise is over.”

5 - HOME FROM WORK EARLY

MF / Cuckold / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Humiliation / Voyeurism / Blowjob / PIV Sex

“What the hell are you doing, Mitch?”

The voice, sharp and devoid of any shame, sliced through the thick, rhythmic sounds coming from the other side of the door. It was Catie’s voice, but warped, laced with a condescension he’d never heard before. Mitch froze, his ear still pressed to the cool wood, his own ragged breath catching in his throat. The door swung inward, revealing his wife, naked and glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, her skin flushed a deep, triumphant pink. Behind her, on the rumpled marital bed, a mountain of dark, gleaming muscle moved. Buck.

You’re so much bigger than Mitch. The words, which he’d just heard her gasp between shuddering moans, echoed in his skull, hot and corrosive. He’d come home early, a knot of dread and furious curiosity tightening in his gut ever since he’d seen those text messages on her iPad two days ago. The words were burned into his memory. ‘I can’t stop thinking about that monster cock of yours, Buck.’ ‘Mitch’s little dick doesn’t even come close.’ Seeing Buck’s obnoxiously large truck in the driveway had made that knot pull taut. Hearing them from the foyer had sent a jolt through him so violent he thought he might be sick.

But he wasn’t sick. He was hard. Rock hard, straining against the fabric of his chinos, a traitorous, humiliating erection that pulsed in time with the wet, slapping sounds from the bedroom.

Catie’s eyes dropped down, and a slow, cruel smile spread across her lips. “Oh my God. Are you… are you getting off on this?” she asked, her voice a mixture of disbelief and pure, undiluted mockery.

Mitch couldn’t speak. He could only stand there, exposed, a pathetic statue of a husband.

From the bed, Buck let out a low, rumbling chuckle. He didn’t even bother to cover himself. He just lay back against the pillows, a king on his stolen throne, his own enormous, glistening erection resting against his stomach. It was everything Catie’s texts had promised and more. Thick, dark, and impossibly long, it made Mitch feel microscopic. A profound, awe-inspiring shame flooded him, and yet his own cock didn’t soften. It throbbed, demanding attention.

Catie tilted her head, a predator toying with its prey. “Well? Do you want to come in? Do you want to watch?”

His feet moved before his mind could form a protest. He took two shaky steps into the room. The air was thick, hot, and smelled of sex—musky, sweet, and utterly foreign. It was the smell of Buck.

“Damn, man,” Buck said, his voice a deep bass that vibrated in Mitch’s chest. “You really are a cuck, ain’t you? Get a good look. This is what she really needs.”

Catie crawled back onto the bed with a feral grace Mitch had never seen. She didn’t look at him again. Her entire world had narrowed to the man on the bed. She lowered her head between Buck’s powerful thighs, and her lips, the same lips that kissed Mitch goodbye every morning, parted.

Mitch watched, mesmerized and utterly shattered, as his wife took Buck’s cock into her mouth. It was a struggle. She had to use her hand to guide the massive head past her lips, and she could only take a fraction of its length. A low, guttural groan escaped Buck as her tongue worked over his shaft. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her eyes closed in rapturous concentration. A string of saliva dripped from her chin onto his heavy balls, and the obscene, wet sounds of her eager work filled the silent room.

Buck’s hand tangled in her hair, not gently, guiding her pace. “Yeah, just like that, baby. Take that dick.” He looked directly at Mitch, a challenge in his dark eyes. “You see how a real man gets treated?”

After a minute, Buck pulled her off him with a soft pop. “Turn over,” he commanded. “I want that ass in the air. Let him see.”

Catie obeyed instantly, presenting herself on her hands and knees, her back arched perfectly. Buck knelt behind her, his muscular frame dominating the space. He rubbed the broad head of his cock against her wetness, making her whimper. “Please, Buck,” she begged. “Please.”

With one powerful, fluid thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Catie’s back arched violently, and a scream was torn from her lungs. Not of pain, but of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. She’s never made a sound like that for me, Mitch thought, the realization a fresh wound. Mitch’s hand moved to his own fly, fumbling, his fingers trembling as he freed his aching erection. He couldn’t stop himself. As Buck began to piston into his wife, each deep, driving stroke making the bed frame slam against the wall, Mitch matched the rhythm with his own fist.

He watched Buck’s muscular ass clench and release, driving that impossible thickness deep into the woman he loved. He saw the stretch of her body, taking what he knew he could never give. Catie’s pleas and moans became a continuous, mindless mantra. “Yes! Oh God, Buck! Fuck me! Fuck me! You’re so deep!”

The coiling heat in Mitch’s gut tightened. He was close, spurred on by the visual of his wife’s complete and total surrender. Buck’s pace became frantic, animalistic. With a roar that seemed to shake the room, he drove into her one last, final time, his body locking up as he emptied himself deep inside her.

Buck held himself there for a long moment, before pulling out. Thick, pearlescent cum dripped from her well-used pussy onto the sheets beneath them. He gave her a hard smack on the ass, making her jump, then leaned down and kissed her shoulder. “I’ll see you soon, Catie.”

He dressed with a casual indifference, gave Mitch a nod that was somehow more insulting than any sneer, and left. The front door clicked shut.

The silence he left behind was deafening. Catie slowly rolled onto her side, catching her breath, not bothering to cover herself. The evidence of Buck’s possession was all over her.

Mitch tucked himself back into his pants, his heart hammering against his ribs. He met her gaze. Her expression was unreadable. “Catie,” he began, his voice raw. “We need to talk.”

She raised an eyebrow, waiting.

He took a shaky breath, the words feeling insane even as they left his mouth. “I… I still want to be married to you.” He swallowed hard. “And I don’t mind. If you… if you keep seeing him.”
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The browser history glowed on the screen, a stark confession in a list of URLs. Mark’s stomach clenched. BigBlackCocks.com, Addicted2BBC.com, HungForWhiteWives.com. He felt the blood drain from his face, a cold dread replacing it. This wasn't random; it was a pattern, a hunger.

For days, it ate at him. The image of Anita, his Anita, with her soft curves and gentle laughter, yearning for something so… so other than him, was a splinter in his mind. But a strange thing happened. The horror began to curdle, to ferment into something dark and intoxicating. He’d find himself hard, his own modest length straining against his jeans as he pictured it: Anita, spread and willing, taking a man who was his physical opposite.

The night he finally broke, he was pacing the living room floor, a caged animal. The click of the lock, the sigh of the door, and there she was, dropping her bag, looking tired but beautiful.

“Long day,” Anita breathed, kicking off her heels.

He couldn’t wait. The words tumbled out, a frantic, breathless torrent. “I saw it. Your history. The… the porn.”

She froze, her face paling. “Mark… oh my god. I can explain. It’s nothing, it doesn’t mean—”

“I’m not mad,” he interrupted, his voice a strained whisper. He moved closer, his heart hammering against his ribs. “Anita… I can’t stop thinking about it. I want… I want to watch. I want to watch you with one. A Black man. I want to see you take a big, black cock.”

The silence that followed was deafening. Her eyes, wide with shock, searched his, looking for the joke, the anger, the trap. She found only a desperate, raw hunger that mirrored the one she’d secretly harbored. A blush crept up her neck. “Mark… are you serious?”

“Never been more serious in my life.”

A few days later, the doorbell rang. Mark’s hand trembled as he opened it.

Antonio stood on their welcome mat, a vision of sculpted power. Dark, smooth skin stretched over formidable shoulders and a broad chest. Intricate dreadlocks fell past his shoulders. He smiled, a confident, easy flash of white teeth. “Mark? Anita? I’m Antonio.”

He moved past Mark with an easy grace, his presence immediately dominating the hallway. He took Anita’s hand, not shaking it, but simply holding it for a moment. “A pleasure.”

They barely made it to the bedroom. The air was thick, charged with a nervous, electric energy. Mark sat stiffly in a wingback chair in the corner, a spectator in his own life. Antonio stood before Anita, cupping her cheek.

“You are every bit as beautiful as your pictures,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble.

Then he looked at Mark, a glint in his eye. “You ready for the show, man?”

Antonio unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, and Mark’s breath hitched. It was immense, thick and long and dark, a stark contrast to his own body. Anita’s eyes widened, a soft gasp escaping her lips, a mix of fear and pure want.

She dropped to her knees.

Mark watched, mesmerized, as his wife, the love of his life, took another man’s cock into her mouth. Her lips stretched obscenely around the girth, her eyes watering as she struggled to take even half of him. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room. Antonio placed a large hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding, a low groan of approval vibrating in his chest. “That’s it, girl. Such a pretty mouth.”

With a sudden, animalistic growl, Antonio pulled her up. His hands gripped the fabric of her blouse and tore it open, buttons pinging against the wall. He made quick work of her bra and skirt, until she stood naked and trembling before him. He laid her back on the bed, spreading her thighs, and buried his face between them.

Anita’s back arched off the mattress, a sharp, guttural cry tearing from her throat. “Oh god! Oh, Antonio!” Mark watched the man’s head move, his tongue working her with a skilled, relentless intensity. He could see everything—the flicking, the sucking, the way Anita’s hands fisted the sheets, her hips grinding against his mouth. Mark’s own hand was in his pants, stroking his own small, pathetic erection, his eyes glued to the scene.

Antonio rose up, glistening with her wetness. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked over at Mark, a smirk playing on his lips. “You watchin’ this, man? Watch how she takes me.”

With one powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside her. Anita screamed, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Her eyes rolled back. Mark stroked faster, his own pleasure a distant, secondary thing.

Antonio fucked her with a primal, driving rhythm, the slap of skin against skin echoing in the room. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, taking her from behind, each thrust making her entire body jolt. He spanked her ass, the sharp crack followed by a reddening handprint on her pale skin.

“You see this?” Antonio grunted, never breaking his pace. “You see how her pussy grips me? You see how she loves it? This is what she needs. You could never give her this.”

The words should have shattered Mark. Instead, they fueled him, the ultimate humiliation merging with his deepest, darkest arousal. He was nothing. He was a spectator. And it was the hottest thing he had ever experienced.

Anita was incoherent, babbling, pleading, her body hurtling toward its peak. “Don’t stop! Please! I’m gonna— I’m gonna—!”

Her orgasm hit her like a seizure, a raw, screaming collapse into the mattress. The clenching of her around him was all Antonio needed. He pulled out with a guttural shout, his own release erupting in thick, white stripes across her back and ass.

Mark came then, a weak, silent dribble into his own hand, his eyes wide with awe.

The room fell silent, save for the heavy breathing of three people. Antonio softened, slipping from her. He smiled, genuine and easy, as he grabbed his clothes. “Thank you both for a wonderful evening.” He looked directly at Mark, the taunt gone, replaced by a knowing glint. “Anytime.”

The door closed behind him. The smell of sex and sweat hung heavy in the air. Anita lay collapsed on the bed, covered in the evidence of another man. Mark stumbled over to her, falling to his knees beside the bed. They looked at each other, their eyes blazing with a fire that had never burned brighter.

“Again,” Mark whispered, his voice hoarse. “We have to do that again.”
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The key turned in the lock, and Mindy’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. He’s here. Jared stood by the door, his expression a mix of anxious excitement she’d come to recognize over the last few weeks of discussing his… their… new fantasy.

Derek stepped inside, and the hallway seemed to shrink. He was taller than she’d imagined, his shoulders broad beneath a simple black t-shirt that stretched taut over a clearly defined chest. His smile was confident, disarming. “Jared. Mindy,” he said, his voice a low, warm rumble. He wasn’t just a concept anymore; he was a man, solid and real and standing in her foyer.

“Drink?” Jared asked, his voice a little too high.

“I’m good, thanks. Let’s not waste time,” Derek replied, his eyes locking with Mindy’s. They held a question, an assessment that made her skin prickle with heat. He’s looking at me. Really looking.

They moved to the bedroom, a silent procession. Jared took his designated seat in the armchair in the corner, a spectator in his own home. The air was thick, charged with a tension that was equal parts nerves and raw anticipation. Derek turned to face her, his presence dominating the space.

“You’re even more beautiful than your husband said,” he murmured, closing the distance between them. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. The touch was electric, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. This is really happening.

He didn’t wait for more conversation. His hands went to the button of his jeans, and with a deliberate slowness, he pushed them down, along with his briefs. Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. Jared had talked, he’d hinted, but nothing could have prepared her for the reality of him. He was thick, and long, and already fully erect, a testament of dark, veined steel against his muscular thighs. A low groan came from the corner chair. Jared was already palming himself through his pants.

Derek stepped closer, his cock inches from her face. The musky, clean scent of him filled her senses. “Your husband wants a show. Let’s give him one.”

Her hesitation evaporated, replaced by a surge of pure desire. She dropped to her knees on the plush rug, the act feeling both submissive and powerfully erotic. She took him in her hand, marveling at the weight and heat of him. Leaning forward, she opened her mouth and took the broad head inside.

A guttural sound rumbled deep in Derek’s chest. “Yeah, just like that.”

She swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting his pre-cum, a salty hint of what was to come. She worked her mouth down his length, further than she’d ever taken Jared, feeling the stretch of her jaw, the slight gag that she controlled with a deep breath. Her world narrowed to this: the feeling of him filling her mouth, the sound of Jared’s sharp, ragged breathing from the corner, and the low, approving sounds coming from the man above her.

Derek let her work for a few minutes before gently pulling back. “My turn.” In a fluid motion, he pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a sculpted torso, every muscle etched and defined. Then he focused on her. He didn’t undress her; he unmade her. With a few sharp tugs, her blouse tore open, buttons pinging onto the floor. His strength was exhilarating, a little dangerous. Her lace bra was next, snapped apart with a casual flick of his fingers. His dark hands, rough and possessive, palmed her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core.

He pushed her back onto the bed and descended on her, his mouth capturing one nipple, then the other, sucking and nibbling with an expertise that made her arch her back and cry out. The scratch of his stubble against her sensitive skin was a perfect, rough counterpoint to the wet heat of his mouth. He kissed a searing trail down her stomach, hooked his fingers into the waistband of her skirt and panties, and peeled them off in one motion.

He spread her legs, his gaze intense as he took her in. “So fucking pretty.” Then his mouth was on her, his tongue lashing her clit with relentless, pinpoint accuracy. She screamed, her hands tangling in his short-cropped hair as he devoured her, his fingers plunging into her wetness, curling and pressing spots inside her that made her see stars. He’s claiming me. The thought was primal, shocking, and it sent another wave of heat crashing through her.

He didn’t let her come. Just as she was teetering on the edge, he rose above her, positioning himself at her entrance. He looked over his shoulder at Jared. “You watching this?”

Jared’s answer was a choked, “Fuck yes,” his hand moving frantically in his lap.

Derek’s eyes locked back on Mindy’s. He pushed inside her.

It was a slow, inexorable, breathtaking invasion. So full. Oh god, I’m so full. She was stretched around him, every inch of his incredible length burying itself deep within her. He began to move, setting a punishing, deep rhythm from the very first thrust. Each stroke was a masterclass in friction and angle, hitting her G-spot with unerring precision. Her moans became a continuous, broken stream of sound, punctuated by the wet, slapping noise of their bodies meeting.

He flipped her over onto her hands and knees with effortless strength. The new position drove him even deeper. One of his large hands gripped her hip, the other came down on her ass with a sharp, stinging slap that made her jolt and cry out, the pleasure-pain mingling into something unbearably intense. She felt his thumb, slick with her own wetness, circle her other hole, pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

“You ever take it here?” he growled in her ear.

She shook her head, gasping. “N-no.”

“You will tonight.” The pressure increased, then the tip of his finger slid inside, a shocking, stretching intrusion that made her clench around his cock. He worked a finger into her ass, the dual sensation overwhelming, making her whimper and push back against him, wanting more, wanting everything.

He removed his finger and she felt the broad head of his cock, slick with her juices, press against that forbidden entrance. “Relax for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own need.

He pushed. The burn was intense, a sharp, stretching fullness that made her gasp, but it quickly morphed into a deep, thrilling pressure. He started to move, a slow, deliberate fucking that soon built into a furious, powerful rhythm. He was pounding her ass, and she was meeting him thrust for thrust, consumed by a raw, animalistic hunger.

He was talking, his words meant for Jared but branding themselves onto her soul. “You see how she takes it? See how her tight little ass grips my cock? She was made for this.”

It was the humiliation, the sheer debauchery of it all, that sent her flying over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, seismic event that clenched her entire body. Her ass muscles milked his length, and with a roar, he followed her, his own release pulsing hot and deep inside her. The feeling of him throbbing within her, filling her, was the most intimate, possession she had ever known.

A final, strangled cry came from the corner as Jared found his own messy release.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Derek slowly pulled out of her, and she collapsed onto the bed, boneless and utterly spent. She heard the rustle of clothing, the low murmur of Jared’s voice— “…never been more turned on…”—and the sound of cash changing hands.

The bedroom door clicked shut. Mindy lay there, the scent of sex and sweat heavy in the air, the tingling, well-used ache between her legs a permanent testament to what had just happened. Her mind was a blissful blank, but one thought, clear and sharp, eventually pierced the haze.

She couldn’t wait to do it again.
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The scent of Joe’s cheap cologne still clung to the couch, a ghost of his lies that made Kara’s stomach turn. She stared at the text message on her phone, the one she’d found last night. A photo of him, shirtless and grinning, with some blonde bimbo tucked under his arm. The rage that had been a cold, hard stone in her gut all morning suddenly flashed white-hot. He was cheating. The stories he’d told about his “asshole boss” Cordell making him work late were just lies to cover his guilt.

Her fingers trembled only slightly as she scrolled through her contacts, finding the number she’d secretly saved months ago, just in case. She took a deep breath, the plan crystallizing with perfect, brutal clarity. Revenge needed to be a two-pronged attack.

Cordell arrived exactly on time. He filled her doorway, not just with his impressive height and the broad shoulders stretching his tailored suit, but with a palpable aura of command. My God, Kara thought, understanding instantly why Joe felt so threatened. This was a man who took up space, who owned it.

“Mrs. Evans,” he said, his voice a deep, resonant baritone. “You said it was urgent.”

“Kara, please. And it is. Come in.” She led him to the living room, acutely aware of his presence behind her. She offered him a drink, which he declined, his dark eyes watching her with cautious curiosity.

She didn’t waste time. She handed him the manila folder she’d put together, her heart hammering against her ribs not from fear, but from anticipation. “My husband has been embezzling from your company. For about eighteen months now. The transaction records, the dummy accounts, the wire transfers—it’s all in there.”

Cordell’s expression remained neutral, but a muscle feathered in his jaw as he scanned the documents. The quiet in the room grew thick and heavy. Finally, he looked up, his gaze sharp. “This is… very detailed. Why are you giving this to me?”

This was the moment. Kara met his eyes, letting every bit of her hurt and anger show. “Because he’s a cheating bastard. I kicked him out last night. And I thought you deserved to know what kind of snake you have in your grass.”

A flicker of understanding, then something darker, more appreciative, passed over his features. “I see. I’ll have him fired first thing Monday.”

“Monday seems so far away,” Kara murmured. She took a step closer, closing the distance between them. The air crackled. She could smell his subtle, spicy aftershave. “He’s always been so… intimidated by you. I think I know why now.”

Cordell didn’t move away. His eyes dropped to her lips. “Is that so?”

“Mm-hmm.” She reached out, placing a hand on his chest. The solid muscle beneath the fine cotton was like stone. So different from Joe’s softness. “All he ever does is complain. But I think he’s just jealous.”

She leaned in, her lips a breath from his. It wasn’t a question, it was an invitation.

He accepted it.

His mouth crashed down on hers, not with hesitation, but with a raw, claiming hunger that stole her breath. His hands came up to cup her face, his thumbs stroking her jawline as his tongue plunged into her mouth. It was a kiss that spoke of power and possession, and Kara melted into it, a moan catching in her throat.

She fumbled with his belt, her fingers clumsy with need, finally freeing the button and zipper of his trousers. She pushed the material down, her eyes widening as his cock sprang free. It was magnificent, thick and long and proudly erect, a deep, beautiful ebony against his skin. No wonder Joe felt inadequate.

She dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, not breaking eye contact as she took him into her mouth.

A guttural groan ripped from Cordell’s throat. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. She worshiped him with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the broad head before taking him deeper, reveling in the salty taste of him, the way his hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust. She loved the power she felt, reducing this formidable man to a shuddering mess with just her lips and tongue.

But he wasn’t a man to be passive for long. With a growl, he pulled her up, his hands tearing at her clothes. Buttons flew from her blouse. His mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, then closing hot and wet over one lace-covered nipple. She cried out, her back arching, as he sucked hard, the sensation shooting straight to her core.

He stripped her bare with an efficiency that left her gasping, then laid her back on the rug, pushing her legs apart. He knelt between them, his eyes dark with desire. “So fucking beautiful,” he muttered, before lowering his head.

His tongue on her clit was an electric shock. Kara’s head fell back, a broken cry escaping her lips. He ate her pussy with a single-minded intensity, licking and sucking, driving her higher and higher with every stroke. His fingers joined his tongue, sliding inside her, curling and stroking that perfect spot until she was bucking against his face, her fingers clawing at the carpet, chanting his name like a prayer.

Just as her orgasm began to crest, he lifted her effortlessly and carried her to the bedroom, tossing her onto the center of the mattress. He stood at the foot of the bed, stripping off his own clothes, giving her a full view of his powerful, sculpted body. He was a god, and she was his willing altar.

He covered her body with his, the weight of him exquisite. He kissed her again, deeply, and she could taste herself on his lips. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. “You sure?” he rasped, a final, gentlemanly concession to decency.

“Yes. Please.”

He thrust forward, filling her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. She gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace from the start, each powerful drive hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his back as she met him thrust for thrust.

The bed rocked with their frantic rhythm. Skin slapped against skin, their moans and grunts filling the room. Kara was lost in a haze of pure sensation, of being utterly filled and claimed by the very man her husband feared most. The psychological thrill was as potent as the physical pleasure.

“Cordell!” she screamed as her climax tore through her, a raw, convulsing wave of pleasure that seemed to go on forever.

He followed her over the edge with a roar, his own release pumping into her as he shuddered above her.

They were both still breathing heavily, tangled in the sweaty sheets, when the faint sound of the front door opening downstairs cut through the silence.

Kara’s eyes flew open. Joe. He must have come back for his things.

A wicked, triumphant smile spread across her face. She sat up, not bothering to cover herself. “Joe?” she called out, her voice syrupy sweet. “We’re up here.”

Footsteps on the stairs. Hesitant. Then the bedroom door swung open.

Joe stood frozen in the doorway, his face a perfect mask of shock, horror, and dawning comprehension. His eyes darted from Kara’s naked, glistening body to the powerful, equally naked man beside her.

Cordell rose from the bed with a predator’s grace, standing to his full height. He didn’t try to cover himself. He was magnificent, and he knew it.

“Joe,” Cordell said, his voice cold and flat, all business now. “You’re fired.”

“I—what? Cordell, I can explain—” Joe stammered, his face pale.

“The embezzlement? I have all the evidence. You’ll be lucky if you only get fired.” Cordell took a step forward, and Joe flinched. “I could have you arrested. I should have you arrested.”

“Please, no, don’t call the police,” Joe begged, his voice cracking. “I’ll do anything.”

Cordell’s smile was icy. “Anything?” He glanced back at Kara, who gave a slight, eager nod. He looked back at Joe. “Get on your knees.”

Joe’s eyes widened in terror. “What?”

“You heard me. Get on your fucking knees. Unless you’d prefer to explain your financial creativity to a room full of inmates.” Cordell’s voice dropped to a menacing whisper. “There are a lot of big Black men in there, Joe. Men much bigger than me. They’d have so much fun with a weak, pretty boy like you.”

A sob escaped Joe’s throat. He looked from Cordell’s stern face to Kara’s gleeful one, and the fight drained out of him. Slowly, humiliatingly, he sank to his knees on the hardwood floor.

Cordell stood before him. “You know what to do.”

Tears streamed down Joe’s face as he leaned forward, his body trembling. Kara watched, a fierce, dark joy thrumming through her veins as her husband opened his mouth.

From the bed, she couldn’t see everything, but she saw enough. She saw Cordell’s hand tighten in Joe’s hair. She saw the way Joe’s shoulders shook with silent sobs. She heard the wet, choked sounds.

“That’s it,” Kara taunted, her voice dripping with venom. “Be a good cuckold.”

Cordell let out a grunt as he orgasmed, painting Joe’s face with his seed. “You like that, Joe?” he asked. “Now, get out of here and don’t come back. Before I change my mind about calling the cops.”

Joe quickly wiped his face off. He scrambled to his feet, hurrying out of the room without a word. The front door slamming shut echoed through the house like a gunshot.

Cordell turned back to Kara, the anger in his eyes gone, replaced by a smoldering heat. He walked back to the bed, his eyes locked on hers.

Kara reached for Cordell, pulling him down beside her. “Thank you,” she whispered, tracing the line of his jaw. “I’m filing for divorce. I hope we can keep seeing each other.”
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The stack of undergraduate essays on her desk felt like a monument to her own mediocrity. Felicity’s gaze drifted from the dry academic prose to the window, where the last of the afternoon sun gilded the campus lawn. Her mind, however, was far from grading. It was replaying, for the hundredth time that day, the low, confident laughter of Jordan and Jaheem from her morning lecture. Their conversation, meant for each other but perfectly audible to her, had been a detailed, boastful catalog of their weekend conquests. The words—she couldn’t get enough, I had to tap out, she screamed so loud—had coiled in her gut, a hot, restless snake of want.

Her own bed with Jack was a silent, polite country. His predictable, fumbling touches and his modest, insufficient cock were a world away from the raw, athletic energy these young men exuded. She’d lie beside her snoring husband, eyes wide open, and imagine what it would be like to be the subject of those lurid, thrilling stories.

A knock at her office door shattered the silence. She jumped, her pen skittering across a student’s thesis statement. “Come in.”

The door opened, and the very subjects of her fantasy filled the frame. Jordan, with his easy smile and shoulders that strained his cotton t-shirt. Jaheem, taller, more intense, his gaze already sweeping the small, book-lined room as if assessing its potential.

“Professor Hayes?” Jordan said, his voice a smooth baritone that did things to her spine. “You got a minute?”

“Of course,” she said, hoping her voice didn’t betray the sudden, frantic pounding of her heart. She smoothed her skirt. “What can I do for you?”

It was Jaheem who spoke, direct and to the point. “It’s about the final paper. We need an extension.”

“An extension?” Felicity leaned back in her chair, attempting a facade of professional authority. “The deadline is quite clear on the syllabus.”

Jordan ran a hand over his close-cropped hair. “I know, Professor. It’s my fault. I’ve just been… distracted.” A slow, knowing grin spread across his face. “Trying to keep up with too many women.”

The comment, so brazen, was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. Heat flooded her cheeks. She crossed her legs, the pressure a feeble attempt to quell the sudden throbbing between them. “I see. And your social life is more important than your grade?”

“Not more important,” Jaheem said, his dark eyes locking onto hers. He took a step closer, until the edge of her desk separated them. The air crackled. “Just more demanding. These women… they have needs. A man has to fulfill his responsibilities.”

The double meaning hung in the air, thick and undeniable. Felicity’s breath hitched. She was falling into it, willingly, eagerly. “And what about your responsibilities to this class?” she managed, her voice barely a whisper.

Jordan moved to her other side, flanking her. She was surrounded by them, by their scent of clean sweat and ambition. “Maybe we can work something out,” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate register that was wholly inappropriate. “A… mutually beneficial arrangement.”

Jaheem’s hand came to rest on the desk, his long fingers inches from her own. “We’ve seen the way you look at us, Professor. We know you’re not getting what you need at home.” His words were not an accusation; they were an offer. A glorious, terrifying offer.

Every rule, every shred of professional decorum, screamed at her to stop. But the ache between her legs screamed louder. It was a primal, desperate sound. She looked from one handsome face to the other, at the promise of raw, uncomplicated pleasure in their eyes.

“What did you have in mind?” The words left her lips, soft and yielding.

Jordan’s grin was triumphant. “Let us take care of you. Right here, right now. And you take care of our grades.”

It was insane. It was career-ending. It was all she wanted. Felicity gave a single, sharp nod. “The door. Lock it.”

The click of the deadbolt was the loudest sound she’d ever heard. Jaheem was on her in an instant, pulling her from her chair. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with the gentle patience of her husband, but with a hungry, claiming force that made her knees weak. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she tasted his confidence. Meanwhile, Jordan’s hands were at the waistband of his jeans, undoing the button and fly. The sound of his zipper was a siren’s call.

He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one motion, and his cock sprang free. Felicity gasped against Jaheem’s mouth. It was magnificent. Long, thick, and already fully erect, it curved upwards, glistening at the tip. It was everything her husband wasn’t. It was everything she’d dreamed of.

Jaheem broke the kiss, nudging her downward. “You first, Professor. See what you’ve been missing.”

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, the coarse office carpet rough against her skin. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took the head of his cock into her mouth. It was warm and velvety, and she swirled her tongue around the crown, eliciting a deep groan from above her.

“Fuck yeah,” Jordan hissed, stroking his own impressive length as he watched. “Just like that.”

She took more of him, her jaw stretching to accommodate his girth. She bobbed her head, her hands gripping his powerful thighs for support. The sounds she made were greedy, desperate. She was a woman starved, and he was a feast.

After a minute, a hand on her shoulder pulled her back. Jaheem guided her towards Jordan. “Switch.”

Felicity turned, her eyes wide with want, and took Jordan into her mouth. He was just as big, maybe thicker. He tangled his hands in her hair, not guiding her, but holding on for dear life as she sucked him with a fervor she didn’t know she possessed. She moved between them, a dizzying, intoxicating rhythm of taking first one, then the other, until her lips were swollen and her chin was slick with saliva.

“Enough,” Jaheem growled, his patience gone. He hauled her to her feet and spun her around, bending her over the cold, cluttered surface of her desk. Papers fluttered to the floor. He yanked her skirt up and her panties down in one brutal, efficient motion. The cool air hit her wetness, and she shuddered.

She heard the tear of a foil packet—a brief, shocking moment of responsibility in the chaos—then the blunt, insistent pressure of him at her entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t need to. She pushed back against him, a silent, begging plea.

With one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her. Felicity cried out, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the wood grain. He was so deep, so impossibly full. He fit her in a way she didn’t know was possible, stretching her, filling a void she’d carried for years. He set a relentless, pounding pace, each drive sending shockwaves of pleasure through her core. She could hear the lewd, wet sounds of their joining, could see Jordan stroking himself faster, his eyes glued to where their bodies met.

Jaheem’s rhythm became frantic, his breaths coming in ragged grunts. He drove into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening against hers. A guttural groan ripped from his throat as he came, his heat flooding into her in pulsing waves. He collapsed over her, his weight a comfort, for a few seconds before pulling out.

Before she could even process the emptiness, Jordan was there. He turned her onto her back on the desk, her bare legs wrapping around his waist instinctively. He plunged into her, his own rhythm fierce and demanding. He fucked her with a raw, athletic intensity that had her climax building almost instantly. She clawed at his back, her head thrashing from side to side as the coil of pleasure tightened, snapped, and shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming wave of pure ecstasy that left her trembling.

Seeing her come undone pushed Jordan over the edge. He pulled out of her with a sharp gasp, his hot release striping across her stomach and chest in thick, urgent pulses.

Silence descended, broken only by their heavy breathing. Felicity lay sprawled across her desk, a used, satisfied mess. She looked at the two young men, now adjusting their clothes, and then down at the evidence of their transaction on her skin. Her husband’s timid, disappointing face flashed in her mind. There was no comparison. There was no going back.

A slow smile touched her lips as she looked at Jordan, then Jaheem. “So… about those papers…”
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“Open the door, Jenny! I know you’re in there!”

Kyle’s fist hammered against the cheap, hollow-core wood, the sound echoing in the seedy motel corridor. The rage was a hot, coiling snake in his gut, but beneath it, something else pulsed—a dark, shameful electricity he refused to name. His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs.

From inside, the rhythmic thumping and breathy moans ceased. A beat of silence, then a woman’s exasperated sigh he knew all too well. “Goddammit.”

The lock rattled, and the door swung inward.

There she was. His wife. Naked. Her skin was flushed, a fine sheen of sweat making it glow in the dim lamplight. Her blonde hair was disheveled. She didn’t look guilty. She looked annoyed.

“Kyle. For Christ’s sake,” she said, her voice a mix of irritation and something else… amusement?

He shoved past her into the room, the smell of sex and cheap air freshener hitting him like a physical blow. And there, sitting on the edge of the rumpled bed, completely at ease, was a man. A Black man, built like a damn linebacker, muscles coiled over a powerful frame. He was just as naked, and the sight of him, of his sheer size, made Kyle’s breath catch. He was… impressive. And the man’s cock, thick and heavy and so much bigger than his own, rested proudly against his thigh, still glistening from his wife’s attention. The comparison was devastating.

“Who the hell is this?” Kyle demanded, his voice cracking, his own anger feeling small and pathetic in the face of such calm, physical dominance.

Jenny rolled her eyes, closing the door with a soft click. “Kyle, this is Clayton. Clayton, my husband, Kyle.”

Clayton offered a slow, arrogant smile. “Little late for a wellness check, ain’t it, man?”

“You’re cheating on me,” Kyle spat, the words tasting like ash.

Jenny laughed, a short, sharp sound. “Cheating implies I’m getting something I’m not supposed to. You don’t satisfy me, Kyle. You haven’t in years. He does.” She gestured to Clayton, her eyes full of a lust Kyle had never seen directed at him.

The humiliation was a white-hot brand. He should leave. He should fight. But his feet were rooted to the stained carpet. That strange electricity was surging, overriding the anger, rooting him to the spot. His eyes were glued to Clayton, to the absolute confidence he exuded.

When Kyle didn’t move, Jenny shrugged. “Fine. You can watch. Maybe you’ll learn something.”

Before he could process the command, Jenny sank to her knees in front of Clayton. She didn’t look at Kyle. Her entire world narrowed to the man on the bed. She took Clayton’s full length into her mouth with a practiced ease that made Kyle’s stomach clench, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth.

A low, guttural groan rumbled from Clayton’s chest. His eyes never left Kyle’s. “See that?” Clayton taunted, his voice a deep vibration. “She loves it. Can’t get enough. You ever make her gag like that? Make her need it like this?”

Kyle couldn’t speak. He could only watch, hypnotized, as his wife worshipped another man. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room. Jenny’s muffled moans of pleasure. The sight of her head bobbing, her hand working the base of his shaft. It was the most degrading thing he had ever witnessed. It was the hottest.

His hand moved on its own, unzipping his pants, freeing his own aching, neglected erection. He began to stroke himself, his movements frantic and shameful.

Clayton grinned, a predator’s flash of white teeth. “That’s it, man. Jerk that little dick. Watch a real man take care of your woman.”

With a final, deep suck, Jenny pulled off with a wet pop, gasping for air. Clayton stood up, his height and power dominating the small room. He grabbed Jenny by the hips and flipped her onto the bed onto her back as if she weighed nothing. She spread her legs for him instantly, a wanton invitation.

He drove into her in one smooth, powerful thrust. Jenny’s back arched off the mattress, a sharp cry tearing from her throat—a cry of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that Kyle had never been able to elicit.

“Oh god, Clayton! Yes!” she screamed, her nails digging into his muscular back.

Kyle’s hand moved faster on his own cock, his breath coming in ragged pants. He was a spectator to his own life, to his wife’s pleasure, and the humiliation was now fused completely with a raging, undeniable arousal. This was what she needed. This raw, animalistic power.

Clayton fucked her with a relentless, deep rhythm, the bed slamming against the wall with every thrust. He was claiming her, owning her, and she was loving every second of it. “You see how deep I can get?” Clayton grunted, his eyes locking with Kyle’s. “You feel that, Jenny? You feel me in your guts?”

“Yes! Don’t stop!” she begged, her words dissolving into incoherent moans.

Then, with a final, brutal thrust, Clayton flipped her over onto her hands and knees. The new position was even more visceral, more degrading for Kyle to watch. He could see everything. Every inch of Clayton’s massive cock disappearing into his wife. Jenny’s screams grew louder, more desperate.

“I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna—Clayton!”

Her body seized, a violent, trembling orgasm wracking through her. The sight of it, the raw sound of her pleasure, pushed Kyle to the very edge.

With a roar, Clayton plunged into her one last time, grinding deep as he found his own release inside her. The sheer animalistic power of his climax was unmistakable.

It was the final trigger. Kyle’s own orgasm was a weak, sputtering thing, a pathetic dribble compared to the earthquake he had just witnessed. He came onto the gross motel carpet, his body trembling with shame and the most intense pleasure of his life.

Silence descended, broken only by their heavy breathing.

Clayton pulled out of Jenny, who collapsed onto the bed, spent and smiling. They both stood, began to dress with a casual intimacy that felt like a second violation. Kyle stood there, pants around his ankles, exposed and empty.

Jenny smoothed her dress and looked at him, her expression now one of cool indifference. “We’re going to get something to eat. I’ll see you at home.”

She walked out with Clayton, not looking back. The door closed, leaving Kyle alone in the scent of their sex. His mind reeled, trying to process the wreckage. The anger was gone, completely burned away by a shocking, terrifying truth.

He was a cuckold. And he had never, ever been more turned on.
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“Go ahead, baby. Show him what he’s missing.”

Devonte’s voice was a low, rumbling command that vibrated through Caroline’s entire body. Her hand trembled slightly, not from nervousness, but from the sheer, electric intensity of the moment. She angled the phone, the cool screen a stark contrast to the heat flooding her cheeks. The camera captured her reflection: lips stretched wide around the thick, dark shaft of his cock, her eyes glazed with a mixture of defiance and pure, unadulterated lust. She pressed the button. The soft click-whirr of the digital shutter was the only sound besides her own ragged breathing around him.

—

It had started just an hour earlier, in the dim, thrumming heart of a blues bar. The air had been thick with the scent of bourbon and perfume, a world away from the sterile, beige existence of her suburban life with Doug. She’d perched on a stool, nursing a gin and tonic she didn’t really want, feeling like a ghost in her own skin. Then he’d approached. Not with a cheesy pick-up line, but with a calm, confident energy that seemed to part the crowd around him.

“You look like you could use something stronger,” he’d said, his voice a melody that slid right under her skin. Devonte. He was all coiled strength and smooth, dark skin, his white t-shirt stretched taut over a chest that promised power.

He bought her a whiskey, neat. The burn down her throat had given her the courage to speak, to unspool the pathetic story of her marriage. The late nights at the “office,” the cryptic text messages, the scent of another woman’s perfume on a shirt she’d just laundered. “My husband,” she’d spat the word out, “is fucking his assistant.”

Devonte had listened, his dark eyes never leaving hers, and when she was done, he’d simply nodded. “A man who doesn’t know what he has doesn’t deserve to keep it.”

—

His apartment was a testament to minimalist masculinity. Concrete floors, a large leather sofa, and the overpowering, musky scent of him. The door had barely clicked shut before he had her pinned against it, his mouth crashing down on hers. This wasn’t the timid, scheduled kissing she’d endured with Doug for years. This was consumption. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasted her, claimed her. Her hands came up, gripping the incredible hardness of his biceps, the muscle flexing under her palms.

He led her to the bedroom without a word, his large hand enveloping hers. And then he’d undressed. The reveal was deliberate, slow. He pushed his jeans and boxers down his hips in one fluid motion, and Caroline’s breath had hitched. Oh, God. Doug was… adequate. Devonte was a god. His cock was thick, long, and magnificently erect, a deep ebony against the taut skin of his stomach. It was a weapon of mass destruction, and she wanted it to ruin her.

That’s when the idea, bright and venomous, had struck. “Let me take a picture.”

Now, back in the moment, with the photo saved to her phone, she surrendered to the reality of him. She took him back into her mouth, deeper this time, her jaw aching with the effort. She breathed through her nose, the scent of his skin and pre-cum dizzying. You see this, Doug? she thought, the words a vicious mantra in her head. This is what you drove me to. She relaxed her throat, willed her body to accept him, and took him all the way to the root. The groan that ripped from Devonte’s chest was the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard.

He didn’t let her finish. With a gentle firmness, he pulled her up by her hair, his eyes blazing. “My turn,” he growled. His hands, impossibly strong, grabbed the neckline of her silk blouse and pulled. Buttons flew like shrapnel, pinging against the lamp. He made quick work of her bra, her skirt, her panties, until she stood naked and shivering before him, not from cold, but from raw anticipation.

He laid her back on the cool duvet, his large frame hovering over her. Then he disappeared between her legs. His mouth on her was a revelation. Where Doug’s efforts had been hesitant and clinical, Devonte’s were knowing. He didn’t just lick; he explored, he worshipped. His tongue traced every fold, circled her clit with a pressure that made her back arch off the bed, before diving deep inside her. He held her hips down as she bucked against his mouth, her moans escalating into broken, pleading cries. “Right there… oh, please, don’t stop…” The orgasm that tore through her was violent and absolute, a tidal wave of pleasure that left her gasping and boneless.

But he wasn’t done. As she lay trembling, he flipped her onto her hands and knees. The solid weight of him settled behind her. One hand gripped her hip, the other guided the broad head of his cock to her soaked entrance. He pressed forward, and Caroline cried out at the exquisite stretch, the feeling of being filled beyond what she thought possible. This is it, she thought, a delirious smile on her face. This is the revenge.

He started to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly turned frantic. Each thrust was a jolt of pure sensation, hitting a place deep inside her that made her see stars. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room. She reached back, grabbing his powerful thigh, urging him on, begging for more. She fumbled for her phone on the nightstand, arm shaking, and managed to twist around, capturing the carnal image of him driving into her from behind, his face a mask of intense concentration and pleasure. Click.

The sight of the photo, the feeling of him pistoning into her, the filthy, perfect sound of it all, sent her careening over the edge again. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in violent, rhythmic pulses, her guttural cry muffled by the bedsheets. Her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust that pinned her to the mattress, he buried himself inside her and roared her name, his own release pumping into her in hot, endless waves.

They collapsed together, a slick, tangled heap of spent limbs. The air was heavy with the scent of sex and sweat. Before the haze of orgasm could fully clear, Caroline’s mind snapped back to its purpose. She found her phone, selected the two most damning, most explicit photos, and attached them to a text for Doug.

The message was simple: Now we’re even.

She hit send.

The response was instantaneous. Her phone lit up, vibrating violently in her hand. DOUG. She hit the red ignore button with a satisfying stab of her finger, a laugh bubbling up from her chest. It was a harsh, free sound.

She turned her head on the pillow to look at Devonte, a real smile gracing her lips for the first time in months. “I think I’m going to need your number.”
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The browser history glowed on the screen, a stark confession in the dim light of the home office. Interracial Cuckolding. BBC for Hotwives. Husband Cleanup. Lila’s stomach twisted, a cold knot of confusion and disbelief tightening deep within her. The final tab, Bisexual Cuckold Encounters, made her breath catch. This wasn’t just about her. This was about him, too.

The click of the front door unlocking sent a jolt through her. She slammed the laptop shut, her heart hammering against her ribs as she hurried to the living room, arranging herself on the couch just as Max walked in, his tie loose, his expression tired and closed-off.

“Hi, honey,” he mumbled, dropping his briefcase.

“Max,” she said, her voice tighter than she intended. “We need to talk.”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Can it wait, Lila? I’m beat.”

“No. It can’t.” She took a breath. “I used your laptop today. I saw… I saw what you’ve been looking at.”

All the color drained from his face. “That’s a violation of my privacy, Lila.”

“Is it? Or did you leave it for me to find?” she countered, her voice gaining strength. “All of it, Max. The videos. The… the other sites. Do you… do you want to watch me with someone else? A Black man? Is that it?”

He looked away, his jaw clenched. The silence stretched, thin and brittle. Finally, his shoulders slumped in defeat. “Yes,” he whispered, the word barely audible. Then, stronger, “Yes. God, Lila, the thought of it… of watching a powerful man take you, of seeing you enjoy something… more…” He finally met her gaze, his eyes pleading. “And the other… sometimes I imagine… being part of it. With him.”

The confession hung between them, shocking and electrifying. Lila’s mind raced. Their own bed had become a place of quiet, predictable routine, Max’s attentions brief and his focus elsewhere. A deep, neglected ache in her core throbbed in response to his words. Something more.

“Our sex life is boring, Max,” she said, the truth freeing her. “You haven’t satisfied me in a long time.” She looked at him, a new, daring idea forming. “Maybe… maybe this is what we need.”

A week later, the doorbell rang. Max’s hand was trembling as he opened it. Darius stood there, a mountain of muscle and confidence poured into dark jeans and a tight t-shirt. His skin was the color of rich espresso, and his dreadlocks were pulled back from a handsome, strong-featured face. His smile was easy, his gaze immediately finding Lila, appraising her with a heat that made her knees weak.

“You must be Lila,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “Max.”

They moved to the bedroom, the air thick with a tense, anticipatory silence. Darius didn’t speak. He simply looked at Max, then at Lila, a silent question in his eyes. Max gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

With a slow, deliberate movement, Darius unfastened his jeans. They slid down his powerful thighs, and he freed himself. Lila heard Max’s sharp intake of breath. Darius was… immense. Thick, long, and proudly erect, his dark skin flushed and velvety. A primal urge, fierce and undeniable, surged through Lila.

She dropped to her knees without a second thought, her small hands encircling the base of his shaft. She could barely touch her fingers together. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace the broad head, tasting the clean, musky scent of him. A low groan escaped Darius’s lips.

“That’s it, babygirl. Show me how hungry that pretty mouth is.”

She opened wider, taking him in as far as she could, her lips stretching around his girth. She bobbed her head, one hand working what she couldn’t fit, lost in the sensation of his weight on her tongue, the sound of his approval.

Then, Darius looked over her head at Max, who stood frozen, his eyes wide. “Your wife has a talented mouth. Don’t you think you should help her?”

Max’s face was a mask of conflicted desire. After a heartbeat of hesitation, he moved. He sank to his knees beside Lila, his movements hesitant. He leaned in, his own smaller, paler cock straining against his slacks, and tentatively licked the side of Darius’s shaft.

“Go on,” Darius commanded, his voice soft but firm.

Max opened his mouth and took the head of Darius’s cock beside Lila’s lips. They worked together, a synchronized rhythm of licking, sucking, and stroking. Lila watched her husband, really watched him, and saw not humiliation, but a profound, deep-seated arousal. He was lost in it, enthralled.

“Enough,” Darius growled, pulling back.

He guided Lila to the bed, onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He didn’t ask; he simply took, driving into her with one smooth, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

Lila cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pure pleasure. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. Each subsequent thrust was a masterclass in calculated friction, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. SMACK! His open palm connected with her ass cheek, a stinging, delicious pain that made her clench around him. SMACK! The other side. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room.

Max watched, his hand frantically stroking his own cock, his breaths coming in ragged pants.

Darius pulled out abruptly, flipping Lila onto her back. “Watch her ride me,” he said to Max.

Lila climbed atop Darius, sinking down onto him with a moan of pure ecstasy. She rolled her hips, controlling the rhythm now, riding him with a abandon she hadn’t felt in years. She looked down at his dark body beneath hers, then over at Max, watching them, and the combination sent her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and consuming, her inner muscles clenching around Darius’s cock as she screamed his name.

That was all it took. With a guttural groan, Darius’s own release followed, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing. Then, Darius gently moved Lila off him. He stood, his body glistening with sweat, and walked over to where Max still knelt, looking dazed. Darius’s cock, still slick with a mixture of their fluids, glistened.

“Clean it,” Darius said, his tone leaving no room for debate.

Max didn’t hesitate. He leaned forward and took Darius into his mouth, sucking him clean with a startling eagerness, his tongue lapping at every inch. When he was done, Darius gave a low chuckle. He tapped his soft, wet cock against Max’s cheek once, then twice—a gentle, demeaning slap. “Good cuck.”

He dressed with an easy grace, gave them both a nod. “Thank you for the invitation. It was a pleasure.” And then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

Lila lay on the bed, her body humming, her mind reeling. She could still feel the phantom stretch of him inside her, the sting on her ass. She looked at Max, who was wiping his mouth, a look of stunned awe on his face.

“I…” Lila began, but words failed her.

Max crawled onto the bed, his eyes bright with a fire she hadn’t seen in years. “I want to do that again.”
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The notification popped up on Hannah’s screen, a tiny, digital fissure in the bedrock of her predictable Tuesday. Unknown Sender. Her thumb hovered, a tremor of illicit curiosity coursing through her. She tapped it.

A profile. Rasheed. And a photograph that made the air in her lungs feel thin. He was stunning. Deep, umber skin, a confident smile that crinkled the corners of his dark eyes, and a lean, powerful build evident even through a simple t-shirt. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the quiet hum of the suburban afternoon.

His message was direct, devoid of the timid pleasantries she was used to. Damn. You are one of the finest women I’ve ever seen on here. That smile is lethal.

A flush of heat bloomed across her chest. You can’t, she told herself. You’re married. This is Blake’s home. But another voice, one she’d muffled for years, whispered back. But look at him. And you’ve always wondered…

Her fingers, moving with a will of their own, typed a reply. That’s a bold opener. But thank you.

The conversation exploded from there, a wildfire of text. He was charming, witty, and unapologetically sexual. He spoke of what he saw in her photos—the curve of her hip, the inviting fullness of her lips—with the reverence of an art critic. He spoke of what he wanted to do, the places he wanted to taste, the way he wanted to hear her moan. Each message was a spark, landing on the dry tinder of her long-repressed fantasy.

Blake is at the office all day tomorrow, she found herself typing, the words a gateway to a new reality. From 9 to 5.

Rasheed’s response was immediate. I’ll be there at 10. Send the address.

The next morning, she cleaned what was already clean, her nerves a live wire. When the doorbell chimed, it sounded like a fire alarm. She opened the door, and there he was. Larger than life. He smelled of sandalwood and crisp air. He didn’t say a word, just let his eyes travel the length of her body, a slow, approving appraisal that made her knees feel weak.

“Hannah,” he said, his voice a low rumble. It wasn’t a question.

He stepped inside, and the door clicked shut, the sound final. The space between them vanished in an instant. His hands were on her face, his lips finding hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. His tongue delved into her mouth, and she met his hunger with her own, a dam of desire breaking open. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, feeling the hard muscle beneath his jacket.

She broke the kiss, breathless, and took his hand. This is wrong, the guilt whispered. But I need it, her entire body screamed back. She led him to her marital bedroom, the site of so many routine, quiet couplings, and braced herself for its desecration.

He didn’t disappoint. With a fierce, predatory grace, he tore at her clothes. Buttons on her blouse scattered like falling stars. His mouth was on her neck, her collarbone, the lace-covered swell of her breasts. He peeled her out of her pants, his fingertips leaving trails of fire on her skin. When she stood naked before him, he laid her back on the comforter and knelt between her legs.

He didn’t ask. He just devoured.

His mouth on her was a revelation. Blake was… adequate. Rasheed was an artist. His tongue was a masterful instrument, licking, sucking, circling her clit with a pressure that was both relentless and perfect. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to find a spot deep within that made her back arch off the bed, a broken cry tearing from her throat. Oh god. Oh god, right there. He held her there, on that exquisite edge, until the world dissolved into a white-hot supernova of pleasure. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and shuddering, her thighs clamping around his head as she sobbed his name.

Before she could even catch her breath, he was standing, stripping off his own clothes. And then she saw it. Her eyes went wide. It’s just a fantasy, until it’s real, she thought, her mouth going dry. He was thick, long, and magnificently hard. The sight of him, fully erect, sent a fresh jolt of desperate need through her spent body.

She crawled to the edge of the bed and took him into her mouth. She wanted to taste herself on him. She swirled her tongue around the broad head, savoring his low groan. She took him deeper, her hands gripping his powerful thighs, relearning how to breathe around his girth. His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips making shallow, steady thrusts.

“Fuck, that mouth,” he growled.

The creak of the front door opening downstairs was like a bucket of ice water.

Hannah froze, her body locking in terror. Blake. Rasheed stilled, his eyes flicking toward the bedroom door. Footsteps pounded up the stairs. The door swung open.

Her husband stood there, his face unreadable. Hannah scrambled back, pulling the sheet over herself, shame and fear a cold sweat on her skin. “Blake! I—I can explain—”

He held up a hand, his eyes dark, but not with anger. They were glazed with an intensity she’d never seen before. He looked from her flushed, guilty face to Rasheed’s magnificent, unapologetic nakedness.

“Hannah,” Blake said, his voice surprisingly calm, almost a whisper. “You could have just told me you wanted this.” A slow smile spread across his face. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her mind couldn’t process it. She looked at Rasheed, who merely raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on his lips. Blake didn’t seem surprised. He didn’t seem to mind at all.

“You’re… not mad?” she breathed.

“Mad?” Blake chuckled, his eyes devouring the scene. “Baby, I’m rock hard. I want to watch.”

A new, terrifying, electrifying current shot through her. Rasheed’s hand settled on her hip, pulling her from her stupor. “You heard the man,” Rasheed murmured, his voice thick with intention. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

The command, issued in front of her husband, shattered the last of her resistance. She turned over, presenting herself to Rasheed, acutely aware of Blake’s eyes on her. Rasheed positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He didn’t tease. He pressed the blunt, wide head of his cock against her soaked entrance and pushed.

She cried out as he filled her, a visceral, stretching fullness that was almost too much. He’s so big. But her body yielded, accepting him, welcoming the delicious invasion. He began to move, each thrust a masterclass in rhythm and power. He pounded into her, the slap of skin on skin echoing in the room, punctuated by her ragged moans. She could feel Blake watching, could hear his sharp intake of breath, and the humiliation twisted into the most potent arousal she had ever known. She came again, her inner muscles clenching around him in intense, rhythmic pulses, milking his cock.

With a guttural groan, Rasheed drove into her one last time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself deep inside her. They collapsed together on the bed, spent and breathing heavily.

Rasheed pulled out slowly, and turned to look at Blake, who hadn’t moved from the doorway. “Your wife is incredible,” Rasheed said, his tone leaving no room for argument. He gestured with his chin. “Now clean me up.”

Blake didn’t hesitate. He crossed the room and knelt on the floor beside the bed. He took Rasheed’s softening, glistening cock into his mouth, sucking him clean with a fervor that made Hannah’s head spin.

Rasheed dressed with the same effortless grace he’d arrived with. He leaned down, kissed Hannah deeply, and then nodded to Blake. “I’d like to see her again. Thanks for sharing.”

The front door closed behind him, leaving a silence that was louder than any noise. Hannah lay there, exposed, used, and more alive than she’d ever felt. Blake crawled onto the bed beside her, his eyes blazing with a newfound hunger.

“I love watching you get fucked by other men,” he breathed, his fingers tracing the outline of her hip. “But from now on, no secrets. I want to watch. And next time… I want to join in.”
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The accusation hung in the air, stale and familiar. Nick’s voice was a low, grating whine that seemed to vibrate through the cheap drywall of their apartment.

“You’re going to see him, aren’t you? Don’t lie to me, Clara.”

Clara didn’t even turn from the mirror as she applied a final coat of lipstick, a bold red she never wore for him. She just rolled her eyes, the motion a well-practiced dismissal of his insecurity. “There is no him, Nick. It’s drinks with Jess. Try to remember what having friends is like.”

She walked out, the slam of the door a more satisfying punctuation to their argument than any words could ever be.

—

The bar was a welcome cacophony of laughter and clinking glasses. With an icy margarita in hand, Clara felt the tight coil of resentment in her chest begin to loosen. Jess, a whirlwind of blonde hair and wicked smiles, was already on her second drink. “He was at it again, wasn’t he?” she asked, not needing clarification.

“The usual litany of my imagined infidelity,” Clara sighed, but the buzz of tequila was making it hard to cling to her irritation.

“Well, maybe it’s time to make his nightmares come true,” Jess whispered, her eyes glittering as she nodded toward the end of the bar. “Because that guy over there is a dream.”

Clara followed her gaze. Leaning against the polished wood was a man who looked like he’d been sculpted from dark earth and polished stone. His skin was the color of rich espresso, and a tight black t-shirt strained over a chest and arms thick with defined muscle. His smile, when he caught her staring, was a flash of white in the dim light.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is a bad idea. Nick’s paranoid voice echoed in her head, which only made the rebellious impulse stronger. He’s already accused you of it. Why not earn the suspicion?

The man, Andre, was suddenly there, his voice a deep, melodic rumble that she felt in her bones. “You look like you could use a drink that actually has some whiskey in it.”

An hour later, Clara was on the dance floor, pressed against him. The music was a throbbing pulse, but it was nothing compared to the hard, insistent pressure she felt against her stomach. My god. The sheer, daunting size of his erection, even through his jeans, sent a jolt of pure, undiluted heat straight to her core. It was a promise, a threat, an undeniable truth. Nick had never, ever made her feel this primal ache of want with just a dance.

Andre’s lips were near her ear, his breath hot. “Let’s get out of here.”

Clara’s hesitation melted. She was tired of boring, tired of small, tired of being accused of a sin she’d never had the pleasure of committing. “Okay,” she breathed.

—

The motel room door hadn’t even clicked shut before his hands were on her, spinning her around and crushing his mouth to hers. It wasn’t a kiss; it was a claiming. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of whiskey and mint, and Clara moaned, her fingers tangling in the tight curls of his hair.

Her phone buzzed insistently in her clutch, over and over again. Nick. She ignored it, the vibration a pathetic counter-rhythm to the pounding of her own blood.

Andre broke the kiss, his dark eyes burning with hunger. He unbuttoned his jeans, and Clara’s breath hitched. When he freed himself, she actually gasped. He was thick, and long, and magnificently hard, veined and proud. So much bigger than Nick. The comparison was absurd, laughable. It was like comparing a creek to a river.

She dropped to her knees without a word, the coarse motel carpet scratching her skin. She took him into her mouth, and he groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure. She could barely fit him, her jaw stretching wide as she worked her tongue along his length, savoring his salt and musk. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just feeling.

“Fuck, that mouth,” he growled.

He pulled her up, tearing at her clothes with a frantic urgency she found wildly exciting. Buttons pinged against the wall. Her dress pooled at her feet. He kissed his way down her body—her neck, the swell of her breasts, the sensitive skin of her stomach—until he was on his knees before her. He hooked his thumbs in the waistband of her lace panties and pulled them down, his hot breath washing over her.

Then his tongue was on her, and Clara cried out, her hands slapping against the cheap floral wallpaper for support. He was an artist, a master of his craft. His tongue circled her clit with agonizing slowness before flicking it rapidly. He plunged two thick fingers inside her, crooking them to find a spot that made her see stars. He devoured her, and she came apart, her orgasm ripping through her with a force that left her trembling and weak. Nick had never, not once, done that.

Her phone buzzed again on the nightstand, the screen illuminating with Nick’s name. A final, pathetic plea.

Andre stood, his magnificent body hovering over hers. “You gonna get that?”

A wicked, liberating clarity washed over her. She crawled onto the bed, getting on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. She looked over her shoulder as he positioned himself behind her. “Yeah,” she panted. “I am.”

She answered the phone, placing it on speaker on the pillow beside her head. Nick’s frantic voice flooded the room. “Clara! Where the hell are you? I’ve been—”

“Shut up, Nick,” she said, her voice steady, even as Andre’s hands gripped her hips. “I’m busy.”

She heard his sharp intake of breath. “Busy? With who? What are you doing?”

Andre chose that moment to push into her. Clara gasped as he filled her, stretching her in a way she didn’t know was possible. He was so deep, every thrust a stunning invasion.

“I’m getting fucked,” Clara moaned, the words dripping from her lips. “By a real man. A Black man with a huge cock.”

Nick’s end of the line was silent, save for a strangled choking sound.

“And he’s so much better than you,” she continued, each word punctuated by Andre’s powerful thrusts. “You have a small cock, Nick. You’ve never made me cum. Not once. But he already has.”

She reached back and hung up the phone, cutting off whatever sputtered response was coming. The room was filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, her own ragged moans, and his primal grunts. She felt another orgasm building, a tidal wave of pure sensation. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length, and she screamed as she came, her vision blurring. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, pouring himself into her with a roar.

They collapsed together, a sweaty, panting heap on the scratchy comforter. Later, as they dressed in the quiet hum of the motel AC, Andre looked at her. “I want to see you again.”

“Good,” Clara said, a genuine smile touching her lips for the first time in months. “So do I.”

When he dropped her back at the bar parking lot, Jess was waiting, her eyes wide with anticipation. “Well? Spill everything!”

Clara took a deep breath of the cool night air, feeling truly free. “I’m divorcing Nick, Jess.”

Jess squealed. “Because of the guy? He was that good?”

“No,” Clara said, her voice firm. “Because I’m tired of the jealousy. And the small dick.”
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The break room smelled of stale coffee and microwave popcorn, but all Amanda could taste was the metallic tang of betrayal. She stared at the text on her phone, the words blurring as hot tears welled in her eyes. A selfie of Chad, shirtless and grinning, with a blonde woman’s head resting on his chest. The caption was just a winking emoji.

“Hey, you okay?”

Zayne’s voice, deep and warm, cut through her spiraling thoughts. He slid into the chair opposite her, his deep brown complexion catching the harsh fluorescent light, his brow furrowed with concern. He was her favorite coworker, always making her laugh with his quick wit, his dark eyes always holding a spark of interest she’d never allowed herself to acknowledge.

She slid the phone across the table. “My husband.”

Zayne picked it up, his expression hardening as he understood. A low whistle escaped his lips. “Damn, Amanda. I’m sorry.”

The dam broke. The words tumbled out, laced with a venom she didn’t know she possessed. “He’s racist. He hates anyone who’s not like him. I’ve put up with it for so long. And now, he’s cheating on me.” She looked directly at Zayne, a reckless, furious idea crystallizing in her mind. “I want to get even. I want to ruin him.”

A slow, understanding smile spread across Zayne’s face. He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “And what did you have in mind?”

“I want you,” she whispered, the admission sending a shocking jolt through her system. “He would hate you more than anyone.”

Zayne’s smile turned predatory, thrilling. “Well then,” he said, his eyes roaming over her. “It would be my genuine pleasure to help a lady in need.”

—

His apartment was minutes from the store, a neat studio that smelled faintly of sandalwood. The door had barely clicked shut before he had her pinned against it, his body a solid, warm wall against hers. God, he was so much bigger than Chad. Not just taller, but broader, the muscles of his chest and arms defined even through his work shirt.

“No more talking,” he murmured, his voice a rough caress against her ear before his lips found hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was an inferno. His mouth was demanding, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her deeply. She moaned into him, her hands fisting in the soft cotton of his shirt, all thought of revenge momentarily drowned out by the sheer, breathtaking sensation. Her body, neglected and angry, came alive under his touch.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Bedroom. Now.”

He didn’t lead her; he swept her up, carrying her the few feet to the rumpled bed. He laid her down and followed, his weight a delicious pressure. His hands were everywhere, urgent and skilled, tearing at her clothes. He tugged her T-shirt over her head, tossing it on the floor. The clasp of her bra gave way with a sharp twist of his fingers. He stripped her, not with reverence, but with a raw, frantic hunger that made her pulse hammer in her wrists, her throat, between her legs.

Cool air hit her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his mouth on her breast. He sucked a nipple deep, his tongue working it into a hardened, aching peak while his hand cupped her other breast, squeezing possessively. She cried out, arching her back, offering herself to him completely.

He kissed a blazing trail down her stomach, his hands pushing her thighs apart. She was exposed, utterly vulnerable, and more turned on than she could ever remember being. He paused, looking down at her, his dark eyes burning with intent. “I’ve thought about this,” he growled. “About how you’d taste.”

Then his mouth was on her.

Amanda’s world dissolved into a universe of sensation. His tongue was a miracle of precision and pressure, licking a slow, torturous path through her slick folds before circling her throbbing clit. Oh god. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his tight curls, holding him to her. He ate her with a single-minded intensity, his tongue plunging inside her before returning to flick and suck that perfect, desperate spot. He groaned against her, the vibrations shooting straight to her core.

“Zayne… please…” she begged, her hips bucking against his face.

He gave her one last, long, flat lick before rising above her, stripping off his own clothes. Her breath hitched. His body was a masterpiece of sculpted muscle, from his powerful shoulders down to the hard planes of his abdomen. And then… his cock, thick and long and proudly erect, was indeed so much bigger than Chad’s. A dark, beautiful threat that made her mouth water and her inner muscles clench with anticipation.

He saw her looking and gave a low, husky laugh. “I can’t wait to be in that mouth.”

He knelt over her face. She didn’t hesitate. Wrapping one hand around his hard length, she guided him into her mouth. She could only take the first few inches, the velvety head hitting the back of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper, savoring his musky, masculine taste. Revenge is a dish best served deep-throated, she thought wildly.

She pulled back, gasping for air. “My phone. On the nightstand.”

He grabbed it, understanding instantly. She held it up, angling the camera as she took him into her mouth again. Click. The flash illuminated the scene: her lips stretched around his dark shaft, her eyes looking up at him. The perfect fucking message.

He pulled her up, flipping her over onto her hands and knees. The position was animalistic, degrading in the most exhilarating way. She felt the broad, wet head of his cock nudge against her entrance. He gripped her hips.

“You ready for this dick?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Yes. God, yes.”

He didn’t ease in. He drove into her with one powerful, relentless thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in a way she’d never felt before. A guttural scream was torn from her throat—a sound of shock, of pain, of overwhelming pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back into her.

He set a punishing, perfect rhythm, each deep stroke hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She grabbed her phone, taking another picture. Click. Zayne kept going. The slap of his skin against hers, the creak of the bedsprings, their ragged breaths—it was a symphony of revenge. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

“Cum for me, Amanda,” he commanded. “Let me feel it.”

It was too much. The coil of pleasure in her abdomen snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her, a violent, blinding wave that made her cry out, her entire body shuddering as her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his pounding length. The intensity of it stole her breath, her vision whiting out at the edges.

He followed her over, his own release a hoarse shout as he buried himself to the hilt, his hips stuttering against her ass as he emptied himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the damp sheets, a tangle of spent limbs. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their slowing breaths. Then, Amanda reached for her phone again. She found the photo of her on her knees, his cock buried deep within her from behind. Her face was a mask of ecstasy. She attached it to a text to Chad.

Thought you should see what a real man feels like.

She didn’t wait for a reply before sending the one of her on her back, his cock in her mouth. She hit send and dropped the phone on the mattress, a profound, weary satisfaction settling over her.

Seconds later, the phone buzzed violently. Then again. And again. She picked it up. The screen was flooded with notifications. You fucking whore. I’ll kill you. I’ll kill that n—

She deleted the thread without reading the rest, a small, cold smile on her lips. She turned to Zayne, tracing the lines of muscle on his chest. “I’m divorcing him.”

He grinned, pulling her closer. “Good.” His cock was still hard against her thigh. “So… you free tomorrow night?”
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“No, Martin. I’m staying.”

Sarah’s voice was a low, firm command that brooked no argument. She didn’t even look at her husband as she spoke, her eyes locked instead on the two men who flanked her on the worn velvet couch. The air in the small apartment was thick with the smell of cheap incense and something else, something primal and musky.

Martin shrunk deeper into the ugly floral armchair, his hands gripping the frayed arms. He wanted to look away, but he couldn't. His heart wasn't just pounding; it was a frantic, trapped bird beating against his ribs. This can’t be happening. This is a bad neighborhood. We shouldn’t be here. His own panicked thoughts from twenty minutes ago echoed uselessly in his head.

—

It had started with a sputter and a choke from their sensible sedan, a final, dying groan that left them stranded on a dimly lit street under a flickering halogen lamp. Martin’s palms had gone slick with sweat on the steering wheel. This is it, he’d thought, this is where we get carjacked. When Kameron and Tyrell had emerged from the shadows, two mountains of sculpted muscle, Martin’s fear had curdled into pure terror. He’d stammered a refusal for help, his voice cracking like a teenager’s.

But Sarah. Sarah. She’d just rolled down her window, a curious, almost bored expression on her face. She’d accepted their help with a calm “Thank you, that’s so kind.” She’d gotten out of the car, the dome light illuminating her blonde hair like a halo, completely unfazed by their towering presence, their low, rumbling voices as they peered under the hood.

The tow truck delay. Their offer to wait in their apartment. Martin’s weak, ignored protests. It had all led here, to this moment, where the world had flipped upside down.

—

Kameron’s large, dark hand was splayed on Sarah’s thigh, his fingers stroking lazy circles on the bare skin above her knee. Tyrell was leaning in close, whispering something that made Sarah’s lips curve into a slow, wicked smile. Martin finally found his voice, a thin, reedy thing.

“Sarah, we’re leaving. Now.”

She turned her head, and the look she gave him was one of pure, undiluted contempt. It punched the air from his lungs. “You can leave,” she said, her voice dripping with a disdain he’d never heard before. “I’m waiting for the truck. And I want to be with real men.”

The words were a physical blow. Martin flinched. Kameron chuckled, a deep, vibrating sound, and Tyrell’s smile widened. Real men. The phrase echoed, taunting him.

Then, they moved. It wasn’t aggressive; it was inevitable. Kameron turned Sarah’s face towards his and kissed her, a deep, consuming kiss that was all tongue and possession. Martin gasped. Sarah didn’t push him away. Her hand came up, tangling in the short curls at the nape of Kameron’s neck, pulling him closer.

Tyrell’s hands went to the buttons of her blouse. They were deft, practiced. He parted the fabric, revealing her lace bra. He didn’t tear it; he simply lowered his head and mouthed one nipple through the lace, his tongue painting a wet, dark circle. Sarah’s back arched off the couch with a sharp, hungry gasp.

“Oh, god…” she moaned, the sound swallowed by Kameron’s mouth.

Martin was frozen, a statue of humiliation and a shocking, shameful spike of arousal. He watched, hypnotized, as they undressed his wife. Her blouse fell open. Her skirt was pushed up her thighs. Her bra was unclasped and pulled away, her breasts springing free, full and pale in the dim light. Tyrell immediately captured one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, while his thumb rolled and pinched the other. Sarah cried out, a raw, needy sound.

Kameron’s hands slid up her inner thighs, pushing her legs apart. He hooked his fingers in the sides of her panties and slowly, so slowly, peeled them down her legs. She was completely bare to them, to him. Martin could see the slick gleam between her legs.

“So pretty,” Kameron murmured, his voice thick. He didn’t ask. He just lowered his head between her thighs.

The first lick made Sarah scream. Her eyes flew open, wide and unfocused, then squeezed shut again as a shudder wracked her entire body. Kameron ate her pussy with a single-minded intensity, his broad shoulders holding her legs apart. His tongue was a flat, wet pressure against her clit, then a pointed, relentless flicker. He dove deep, tasting her, and Sarah’s hips came off the couch, grinding against his face.

“Yes… right there… don’t stop,” she begged, her voice a broken chant.

Tyrell alternated between her breasts, sucking and biting gently, his own hands roaming over her stomach, her hips. The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of Kameron’s feasting and Sarah’s escalating moans. Martin’s own cock was a hard, aching lump in his trousers, a traitor to his fear.

Sarah’s climax hit her suddenly. Her body went rigid, a bowstring pulled taut, and she let out a guttural, screaming cry that seemed to go on forever, her fingers clawing at the couch cushions. Kameron didn’t let up, gentling his tongue, drawing the orgasm out until she was a writhing, whimpering mess beneath him.

Only then did he pull back, his lips and chin glistening. He and Tyrell exchanged a look, and in unison, they unbuckled their belts. The denim of their jeans strained. When their cocks sprang free, Martin felt a fresh wave of dizzying inadequacy. They were massive, thick and long and intimidating, making his own seem puny, childish.

Sarah’s eyes darkened with raw lust. Without a word, she slid off the couch and onto her knees between them. She took Kameron first, her lips stretching into a perfect ‘O’ as she struggled to take the head of his cock into her mouth. She gagged immediately, a choked, wet sound that sent another jolt through Martin. But she didn’t pull away. She pushed forward, taking more, her hand working the base. Saliva slicked her chin.

She serviced him with a desperate hunger, bobbing her head, before turning to Tyrell and taking his length with the same fervent need. She switched back and forth, a woman possessed, lost in the sheer physicality of them, the salty taste of their skin, the feel of their heavy balls in her hands. The men groaned, urging her on, guiding her head with a firmness that made Martin’s stomach clench.

“Enough,” Kameron finally grunted, his voice rough. “I need to be inside that pretty pussy.”

He pulled Sarah up, turned her onto her hands and knees on the couch, right in front of Martin’s chair. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock. Martin saw the thick, broad head press against her slick, swollen entrance. He saw the resistance, the way her body had to stretch to accommodate him.

With one powerful thrust, Kameron buried himself to the hilt.

Sarah’s scream was one of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. “Fuck! Yes! So deep!”

He fucked her with a brutal, piston-like rhythm, each thrust driving her forward, making her cry out. The couch screeched against the floor with their movement. Martin watched, mesmerized by the sight of this huge man claiming his wife, by the way her body jolted with every impact, by the look of utter rapture on her face. He was so focused he didn’t notice Tyrell standing beside his chair, stroking his own cock, watching the show.

Kameron’s pace became frantic, erratic. He drove into her one last time, groaning as his orgasm ripped through him. Martin saw his wife’s body clench, saw the way Kameron’s hips stuttered as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out, glistening and spent, and Tyrell was there instantly, taking his place. He entered her in one smooth, deep stroke, and Sarah moaned, still liquid and loose from her first fucking. Tyrell’s rhythm was different, slower, deeper, each thrust a deliberate claiming. He leaned over her back, pinning her, whispering things into her ear that made her whimper. He pounded into her, his own climax building until he, too, shuddered and came, groaning as he pumped his release deep into her, mixing with his friend’s.

For a moment, the only sounds were their heavy breathing and the wet, hot drip of cum from Sarah’s well-used pussy onto the couch cushion.

Tyrell pulled out and turned, his gaze landing on Martin, who was still frozen in his chair, his own pants stained with a damp spot of pre-cum.

“Your turn,” Tyrell said, his voice flat, commanding. “Clean her up.”

Martin stared, his mind screaming in protest. But his body was moving. He slid from the chair onto his knees on the floor in front of the couch. Sarah was still on all fours, her head hanging down, her body trembling with aftershocks. The mixed scent of their sweat and sex was overwhelming.

He hesitated, his face inches from her glistening, leaking sex.

“Do it,” Sarah whispered, her voice hoarse. She didn’t look at him.

He leaned forward, his eyes closed, and tentatively extended his tongue. The taste was foreign, salty and bitter and musky, the taste of the two men who had just fucked his wife. He licked, a slow, careful stroke. Then another. A strange, dark thrill shot through him, and he dove in deeper, sucking and licking, cleaning their combined release from her folds, from inside her. He was hard again, achingly so, lost in the deviant act.

When he was done, Sarah slowly got up. She didn’t thank him. She simply found her clothes and began to dress with a calm, practiced ease, as if she did this every day. Her phone buzzed on the coffee table. She picked it up.

“The tow truck’s here,” she said, her voice flat, buttoning her blouse. She looked at Kameron and Tyrell, a new, knowing smile playing on her lips. “I’ll be back to see you.”

17 - HIS WIFE’S BLACK BOYFRIEND
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The night was thick with humidity, the city’s air clinging to Nate’s skin like an unwanted second layer. He adjusted the collar of his expensive shirt, his knuckles white as he gripped the steering wheel.

Tegan hadn’t come home again. Not that he expected her to. Not anymore. Her excuses—late work meetings, drinks with friends, errands that stretched into the early hours—had become laughable. Transparent. And tonight, he was done being the fool.

His wife’s sleek black car was parked haphazardly in front of a crumbling apartment complex in a part of town Nate had never even driven through, let alone stepped foot in. The building was a shadow of its former self, graffiti scrawled across the bricks, a single flickering bulb illuminating the entrance. The sound of bass-heavy rap music thumped through the walls, and the faint aroma of marijuana wafted through the air. Nate’s stomach churned as he parked his own car a few spaces away, his heart pounding in his chest.

He didn’t know what he was expecting to find, but it wasn’t this. Not Tegan, his perfect, polished Tegan, stepping out of her car in a tight red dress that hugged her slim figure like a second skin. Her long blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and even in the dim light, her blue eyes sparkled. She looked like she belonged on a runway, not here, in this grimy, forgotten corner of the city. Without hesitation, she strode into the building, her heels clicking against the cracked pavement.

Nate’s hands trembled as he got out of his car, his polished shoes crunching against broken glass. He followed her inside, the hallway dimly lit and reeking of sweat and smoke. Two large Black men leaned against the wall, their eyes narrowing as they watched him pass. One of them smirked, muttering something Nate couldn’t quite catch, but the tone was enough to make his skin crawl. He kept his head down, his heart racing as he spotted Tegan disappearing into an apartment at the end of the hall.

The sound hit him before he even reached the door. Moans. Her moans. High-pitched, breathless, and unmistakable. Nate froze, his stomach twisting into knots. He pressed his ear to the door, the wood vibrating from the force of the music blaring inside. But beneath the bass, he could hear it—the rhythmic slapping of skin, the deep, guttural grunts of a man, and Tegan’s voice, gasping and pleading in a way she’d never done with him.

“Oh, Marcus, yes! Fuck me harder!” she cried, her voice dripping with need.

Nate’s vision blurred with rage. He clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms as he pounded on the door. Again and again, his knuckles slamming against the wood until they ached. “Tegan!” he shouted, his voice cracking. “Open the fucking door!”

For a moment, there was silence. Then, the music stopped, and the door swung open. Tegan stood there, completely naked, her hair tousled and her face flushed. She looked exasperated, not even remotely surprised to see him. “What do you want, Nate?” she snapped, crossing her arms over her chest.

Nate shoved past her, his eyes scanning the room. The apartment was small and messy, a single mattress on the floor surrounded by empty beer cans and scattered clothes. And there, standing in the corner, was Marcus. He was tall and broad, his dark skin glistening with sweat. His muscular frame was on full display, and his cock—Jesus Christ—was still hard, thick and imposing, hanging heavy between his legs.

“Who the fuck are you?” Nate demanded, his voice shaking with fury.

Marcus smirked, leaning casually against the wall. “Name’s Marcus,” he said, his deep voice dripping with confidence. “Your wife’s been keeping me company.”

Nate turned to Tegan, his chest heaving. “Is this true? Are you fucking him?”

Tegan rolled her eyes, letting out a bitter laugh. “What does it look like, Nate? You think I’d be here if he wasn’t satisfying me?” She stepped closer to Marcus, running a hand down his chest. “He’s everything you’re not. He’s strong. He’s hung. And he actually knows how to make me scream.”

Nate’s mouth went dry, his anger warring with something else—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Marcus’s cock, his mind racing with images of Tegan taking every inch of it. His pants felt tighter, his own arousal betraying him.

“You’re pathetic, Nate,” Tegan said, her voice cold. “You’re only good for one thing, and that’s your money. That’s why I married you. And that’s all you’ll ever be good for.”

Marcus chuckled, wrapping an arm around Tegan’s waist. “You hear that, man? You’re just a paycheck to her. But me? I’m the one she really wants.”

Nate’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the heat pooling in his groin. He watched as Marcus pulled Tegan back onto the mattress, his hands roaming over her body. She moaned, arching into his touch as he positioned himself behind her. Nate’s breath hitched as Marcus thrust into her, Tegan crying out in pleasure.

“You like watching, don’t you, Nate?” Tegan teased, her voice breathless. “You like seeing your wife get fucked by a real man?”

Nate’s hand moved to his zipper before he could stop himself, his cock springing free. He stroked himself, his eyes glued to the sight of Marcus pounding into Tegan, her ass jiggling with each thrust. He’d never seen her look so alive, so satisfied.

“If you want to keep watching,” Tegan said, her voice sharp, “you’re going to have to pay. Hand over your wallet.”

Nate hesitated, his hand stilling on his cock. “What?”

“You heard me,” Tegan snapped. “Marcus deserves it. He’s the one putting in the work, not you. And he’s going to need the money—for dates, for condoms, for motel rooms.”

Nate’s heart pounded as he fumbled for his wallet, his fingers trembling as he pulled out a wad of cash. Five hundred dollars. Marcus’s eyes lit up as Nate handed it over, the younger man grinning like he’d just won the lottery.

“Good boy,” Tegan said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Now, sit back and enjoy the show.”

Marcus didn’t waste any time, his thrusts growing harder, faster. Tegan’s moans filled the room, her nails digging into the mattress as she came undone. Nate stroked himself furiously, his breath coming in short gasps as he watched his wife get fucked like she’d never been fucked before.

When Marcus finally pulled out, his cum shot across Tegan’s tits, thick and glistening. She turned to Nate, a wicked smile on her lips. “Clean it up,” she ordered. “Every last drop.”

Nate hesitated for only a moment before dropping to his knees, his tongue darting out to lick the cum from her skin. It was salty, bitter, and exhilarating. He’d never been so turned on in his life. As he lapped at her, his hand worked his cock, his orgasm building until it finally erupted, his pathetic load spilling onto the floor.

Tegan and Marcus burst out laughing, their voices cruel and mocking. “Pathetic,” Tegan sneered. “Now get out. You’re not welcome here.”

Nate stumbled to his feet, his head spinning as he zipped his pants and staggered toward the door. But as he stepped out into the hallway, a strange realization washed over him. He’d never been more aroused. He liked this. He liked it too much.

18 - THE FAST FOOD MANAGER’S FURY
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The smell of greasy fries and cheap disinfectant clung to Doug’s uniform as he dropped onto the couch next to her. “So I put Manuel on fryer duty again,” he’d said, snatching the remote control. “And then I had him scrub the grease traps. The look on his face. Priceless.”

Jade stiffened, her knuckles whitening around her book. “Why? Because he’s Black?”

Doug had snorted. “Don’t start that liberal crap, Jade. He’s lazy. Needs to learn a little work ethic. I’m doing him a favor.” He’d leaned forward, a cruel smile on his lips. “I’m gonna make it so miserable for him, he’ll quit. Save me the paperwork.”

A cold knot of disgust tightened in Jade’s stomach. She’d heard this vile monologue a hundred times, each rendition making her feel smaller, more complicit in her silent endurance. She thought of the man he described—Manuel. She’d seen him once, a month ago, a quiet, imposing figure moving with a graceful efficiency that seemed completely out of place in the chaotic kitchen. Doug’s words painted a caricature, but her memory held onto the brief glimpse of dark, intelligent eyes and the corded strength in his arms.

—

The next day, under the pretense of bringing Doug his forgotten wallet, Jade found herself pushing through the glass doors of the restaurant. The air was thick with the sizzle of burgers and shouted orders. And there he was.

Manuel was restocking napkin dispensers, his back to her. His dark skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights, his uniform shirt stretched taut across a muscular back that tapered to a lean waist. As he turned, she saw his face—high cheekbones, a strong jaw dusted with stubble, and dreadlocks pulled back from his face. But it was his eyes that held her. They were warm, patient, and when they landed on her, they held a quiet curiosity, not the leering appraisal she sometimes got.

“Can I help you, ma’am?” he asked, his voice a low, resonant hum that vibrated right through her.

“I’m… I’m here for Doug,” she managed, her own voice sounding thin and reedy.

“He’s in the office. I can let him know you’re here.”

As he moved to get the manager, a reckless courage seized her. With a furtive glance toward the closed office door, she scribbled her number on a napkin. As he returned, she stepped forward, her fingers brushing against his as she pressed the paper into his palm.

“Call me,” she whispered, the words a bold, terrifying admission. His eyes widened slightly, then softened with an understanding smile that promised everything.

The following afternoon, the doorbell chimed. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She opened the door, and there he stood, out of his work clothes. He wore a simple black t-shirt that did nothing to hide the powerful build underneath and dark jeans that hugged his strong thighs. He looked even better than she remembered, all solidified grace and smoldering confidence.

“Hey,” he said, that voice already unraveling her.

“Hey. Come in.”

The door clicked shut behind him, and the space between them evaporated. There were no more words. His hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks before his mouth crashed down onto hers. It wasn’t a gentle first kiss; it was a claiming. A hungry, desperate meeting of lips and tongue that tasted of mint and pure, undiluted desire. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer as he backed her against the wall, his body a hard, welcome weight against hers.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her neck. “Which way?”

Wordlessly, she took his hand and led him to the bedroom she shared with her husband. The second they crossed the threshold, the last thread of restraint snapped. His hands were everywhere, pulling her shirt over her head, unsnapping her bra. His mouth found a breast, his tongue laving her nipple before drawing it deep, sucking with a firm, perfect pressure that made her cry out. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core, making her legs tremble.

He sank to his knees, his hands sliding her leggings and panties down her hips in one swift, fluid motion. He kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. Then his mouth was on her, and the world dissolved.

Oh god. His tongue was an artist, a master of its craft. He licked a slow, torturous path through her wetness before focusing on her clit, circling it, flicking it, then drawing it into the heat of his mouth. Jade’s head fell back, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as her fingers tangled in his dreadlocks. He held her hips steady, devouring her with a single-minded intensity that Doug had never, ever possessed. The pressure built, a coiling, screaming tightness low in her belly, and then it shattered. Her climax ripped through her, wave after wave of convulsing pleasure that left her gasping and weak against the doorframe.

He rose, his eyes dark with lust, and stripped off his clothes. And then she saw it. Her breath hitched. My god. His cock was thick, long, and beautifully erect, a stunning contrast to his dark skin. It was everything Doug’s was not—powerful, imposing, a promise of absolute fulfillment. Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees before him, taking his length into her hands, worshipping it. She licked the broad head, tasting the salt of him, before taking him as deep as she could into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

He groaned above her, a deep, ragged sound of pleasure. “Shit, Jade…”

After a few perfect minutes, he gently pulled her up and onto the bed. He positioned himself between her legs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his. She answered by lifting her hips, taking him in.

He filled her completely, a stretching, breathtaking fullness that made her see stars. This. This was what she’d been missing. What she’d been starving for. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more primal, more urgent. Each thrust was a jolt of raw ecstasy, his hips pistoning against hers, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. She clawed at his back, meeting him thrust for thrust, lost in the sensation of being so utterly claimed.

“Ride me,” he growled, rolling onto his back.

She didn’t need to be asked twice. Straddling him, she sank down onto his magnificent cock, a moan of pure satisfaction escaping her lips as she took him all the way. She set a fierce pace, riding him with a freedom and hunger she’d forgotten she possessed. Her breasts bounced with each movement, and he reached up, pinching her nipples, sending fresh bolts of pleasure through her. She was close again, so close, the tension coiling impossibly tight.

The front door slammed open downstairs.

“Jade? You home? I forgot the deposit bag!” Doug’s voice echoed through the house.

Their rhythm faltered for only a second. Their eyes locked. A wild, shared defiance flashed between them. Heavy footsteps pounded up the stairs. The bedroom door flew open.

Doug stood there, his face a mask of shock that rapidly curdled into purple, sputtering rage. “MANUEL? WHAT THE FUCK? GET THE HELL AWAY FROM MY WIFE! YOU’RE FIRED! YOU’RE FUCKING FIRED!”

Manuel didn’t even stop moving beneath her. He just let out a low, dark laugh, his hands settling on Jade’s hips, encouraging her to continue. “That’s fine,” he said, his voice dripping with contempt. “The benefits here are… much better.”

Jade looked right at her husband, at his pathetic, furious expression. All the resentment, the disgust, the years of silent loathing boiled over. “He satisfies me, Doug,” she said, her voice shockingly steady as she continued to move, taking Manuel deeper. “Something you could never do. You’re tiny. In every way that matters.”

Doug’s jaw dropped. Humiliation washed over his features, stark and complete. He looked from his wife, riding another man with abandon in their marital bed, to the employee he despised, who was laughing at him. With a strangled sound of impotent fury, he turned and stormed out, his footsteps crashing back down the stairs. The front door slammed shut, rattling the whole house.

Jade and Manuel didn’t stop. Their laughter mixed, a sound of liberation and shared power. She leaned down, kissing him deeply as she ground herself against him, feeling his own climax approaching. “I’m divorcing him,” she breathed against his lips. “I want to keep seeing you. Like this.”

His hands gripped her ass, driving himself up into her as his release finally surged, hot and deep inside her. “Jade,” he groaned, his body shuddering. “That sounds like a fantastic idea.”

19 - A HUSBAND SPICES THINGS UP
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The silence in the master bedroom was a heavy, familiar blanket. Hailey folded Shawn’s shirt, the cotton soft and worn, and placed it in his drawer. It was their routine, a comfortable, passionless rhythm that had replaced the frantic, clothes-tearing urgency of their early years. She was just closing the drawer when his voice cut through the quiet, tentative and strange.

“I’ve been thinking,” Shawn began, leaning against the doorframe. “About us. About… spicing things up.”

Hailey offered a soft, weary smile. “Did you buy another lace teddy from that website? Honey, the last one ripped when I—”

“No. It’s… bigger than that.” He walked in, his gaze intense, serious. “I want to share you.”

The words hung in the air, nonsensical. Share her? Like she was a dessert. She blinked, waiting for the punchline. None came. “What are you talking about?”

“I want to watch you with someone else.” He said it plainly, as if suggesting they order a pizza. “A Black man, specifically.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. A flash of dark skin against white sheets. A stranger’s hands. Her husband’s eyes watching. The images, illicit and shocking, sent a jolt straight to her core, a traitorous heat blooming between her legs. She shook her head, a nervous laugh escaping her. “You’re insane. That’s… no. Absolutely not.”

But he was persistent, his voice dropping to a low, coaxing murmur as he painted a picture with his words. He spoke of her beauty, his desire to see her utterly desired, completely taken. He wore down her defenses not with argument, but with vivid, tantalizing promises. An hour later, her resolve was a puddle at her feet, and she heard herself whisper, “Okay.”

—

Shawn told her to wear the little black dress, the one that clung to every curve and ended high on her thigh. At the dimly lit bar, she felt like a live wire, every nerve ending exposed. She sipped her gin and tonic, the ice clinking a nervous rhythm against the glass. Shawn’s hand was on her knee, his thumb making slow, absent circles.

“There,” he breathed into her ear, his voice tight with excitement. “By the pool table. Don’t look yet.”

When she finally dared to glance, her breath caught. He was magnificent. Tall and built with solid, defined muscle that strained against his dark Henley. His skin was the color of rich espresso, and his hair was a cascade of thick dreadlocks pulled back from a handsome, strong-featured face. He was laughing with a friend, a deep, warm sound that she felt in her chest.

“Go on,” Shawn urged, giving her a gentle push. “Go talk to him.”

Her legs felt like water, but she stood, smoothing her dress. Each click of her heels on the sticky floor echoed her pounding heart. She reached the pool table as his friend walked away.

“Hi,” she said, the word coming out as a shaky exhale.

He turned, and his eyes, dark and intelligent, swept over her. A slow, easy smile spread across his face. “Well, hello there.”

“I’m Hailey.”

“Isaiah.” His gaze flickered over her shoulder, and she knew he’d seen Shawn watching intently from their booth. “That your husband?”

The directness startled her. “Yes. He, um… he’s the reason I’m over here.” She took a steadying breath, deciding to just say it, to voice this insane reality. “He wants to watch me. With you.”

Isaiah didn’t flinch. He just nodded slowly, his eyes gleaming with intrigue. “Is that right?” He leaned in closer, his scent of sandalwood and clean musk enveloping her. “And what do you want, Hailey?”

The question, so simple, undid her. I want to feel something other than routine. I want to see that look in my husband’s eyes. I want to know what your hands feel like. “I want to know if you’re interested.”

His smile returned, wider this time. “Oh, I’m interested.”

—

The car ride home was a blur of tense silence and charged glances in the rearview mirror. Shawn drove, his knuckles white on the wheel, while Isaiah sat in the passenger seat, cool and collected. Hailey sat in the back, her skin humming.

In their bedroom, under the familiar glow of their own lamp, the surreality peaked. Isaiah turned to her, his presence making the room feel smaller. “May I?” he asked, his fingers hovering near the strap of her dress.

She nodded, her throat too dry to speak.

His touch was deliberate, practiced. He peeled the dress from her shoulders, letting it whisper down her body to pool on the floor. His thumbs hooked into the sides of her black lace panties and drew them down her legs. She stood before them both, completely bare, her skin pebbling in the cool air. Shawn sat in the armchair in the corner, his eyes dark pools of hunger, his hand already working over the bulge in his jeans.

Then Isaiah undressed. He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a sculpted chest and defined abs. He unbuckled his jeans, pushed them and his boxers down in one fluid motion, and stepped out of them.

Hailey’s mouth went dry. Oh god.

His cock was thick, and long, and utterly magnificent, a deep, dark velvet against his skin. It stood proud and heavy between his legs, and the sheer size of it made her own husband’s seem… forgettable. A primal thrill, mixed with a spike of fear, shot through her.

He saw her look and gave a low chuckle. “Don’t worry. We’ll go slow.” He guided her to her knees on the soft rug at the foot of the bed. “Now, open that pretty mouth for me.”

The first touch of the broad, spongy head against her lips sent a shockwave through her system. She tentatively licked the tip, tasting a clean, salty pre-cum. Emboldened by Shawn’s sharp intake of breath from the corner, she opened wider, taking him in. She could only manage a few inches at first, her lips stretched taut. She used her hand to caress the impressive length she couldn’t accommodate, working her tongue along the prominent vein underneath.

Isaiah’s low groans were her reward. “That’s it, baby. Just like that.” He gently weaved his fingers into her hair, not forcing, just guiding. The sounds were obscene and erotic: her soft gags, his ragged breathing, the slick, wet sounds of her mouth working his cock, and the rhythmic rustle of Shawn frantically jerking himself off.

When her jaw ached, Isaiah gently pulled back. “Now, let me taste you,” he murmured, laying her back on the rug. He positioned himself between her legs, his broad shoulders blocking out the light. He didn’t enter her immediately. Instead, he kissed his way up her inner thighs, nipping and licking, making her squirm. Then his tongue found her core, lapping at her with slow, exquisite pressure until she was bucking against his mouth, a whimpering mess.

Only when she was dripping and begging did he rise up on his knees. He grabbed his massive cock, stroking it once as he positioned himself at her entrance. He looked over at Shawn. “You watching this?”

Shawn could only nod, his hand a blur in his lap.

Isaiah’s eyes locked with Hailey’s. He pushed, and the stretch was immense, breathtaking, a feeling of being utterly filled she had never known was possible. A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat as he sank inch by incredible inch into her depths, until he was fully sheathed, their bodies flush.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, the composure finally cracking in his voice.

He started to move, a slow, deep rhythm that built an inferno in her belly. Each withdrawal was an agony of loss, each thrust a shock of ecstatic fullness. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his movements with her own. The world narrowed to this: the slap of skin on skin, the musky scent of their sweat, the sight of his powerful body moving over hers, and the raw, approving gaze of her husband.

She was close, teetering on a precipice she’d never approached before. “Harder,” she pleaded, her voice ragged. “Please.”

Isaiah obliged, his thrusts becoming powerful, piston-like drives that hammered into her very core. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, and the new angle was even more intense. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and drove into her from behind. The pleasure was blinding, overwhelming. She screamed as her orgasm detonated, her inner muscles clenching and fluttering around his invading hardness in uncontrollable waves.

Feeling her climax, Isaiah let out a guttural roar. He plunged into her one last, deep time, grinding his hips against her as he pulsed, flooding her with his warm release. He held himself there for a long moment, both of them panting and trembling.

As he gently pulled out and collapsed beside her, Shawn was there immediately, on his knees between her splayed legs. He didn’t hesitate. He buried his face in her soaked, sensitive flesh, lapping eagerly at the mix of her arousal and Isaiah’s seed. The sensation was almost too much, a hypersensitive overload that made her cry out again. He kissed his way up her body, his lips tasting of them both, and crushed his mouth to hers in a deep, claiming kiss, sharing the taste of the night’s transgressions.

Isaiah dressed with a quiet, satisfied smile. “You two are something else,” he said, his voice warm. “Thank you for the invitation.”

The front door clicked shut behind him, leaving a cavernous silence in its wake. Hailey lay boneless on the rug, Shawn curled beside her, tracing patterns on her stomach. Her body hummed, a well-played instrument. She had never, ever felt so completely and thoroughly satisfied.

Shawn nuzzled her neck, his voice thick with awe and desire. “That was… god, Hailey. You were incredible. I can’t wait to do it again.”
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The air in the bistro was thick with the scent of garlic and resentment. Across the small table, Alex scowled at his plate, his fork clinking aggressively against the china. Jessie focused on the stem of her wineglass, tracing its curve with her finger, anything to avoid meeting his eyes.

“This is ridiculous,” Alex muttered, not for the first time. “How hard is it to cook a medium-rare steak? It’s fucking gray.”

The waiter, Marcel, approached their table with a calm efficiency that Jessie found mesmerizing. He was tall, with broad shoulders that strained against the crisp white fabric of his shirt. His dark skin seemed to absorb the warm lighting of the room, and when he asked if everything was alright, his voice was a deep, soothing baritone.

Alex didn’t even look up. “No, it’s not alright. This is overcooked garbage. Do you even know what medium-rare looks like? Or did the kitchen just send out the first thing they pulled off the grill?”

Jessie’s cheeks burned. “Alex, please. It’s fine.”

“It’s not fine, Jessie,” he snapped, finally turning his glare toward Marcel. “I expect competence. Is that too much to ask?”

Marcel remained impeccably professional, his expression neutral. “My apologies, sir. I’ll have the kitchen prepare another immediately.”

“You’re damn right you will,” Alex said, his voice dripping with condescension.

As Marcel turned to leave, Jessie’s embarrassment crest into something hotter, something angrier. “I’m so sorry,” she blurted out, her voice shaky. “Alex, just stop it. It’s not his fault.”

Alex’s head swiveled toward her, his eyes narrowing into slits. The restaurant seemed to hush around them. “What did you say to me?” he asked, his voice dangerously low. Then it rose, a thunderclap in the quiet room. “Are you defending him? Is that it? I see the way you’ve been looking at him all night. You think I’m blind? You’re practically drooling over the fucking help.”

Tears welled in Jessie’s eyes, hot and humiliating. The other diners were definitely staring now. She pushed her chair back, the legs screeching against the floor. “I can’t do this,” she whispered, before grabbing her purse and fleeing out into the cool evening air.

She stood on the sidewalk, wiping angrily at her tears, her body trembling with a potent mix of shame and rage. The sound of the restaurant door opening made her flinch. She expected Alex’s angry footsteps.

Instead, a gentle voice said, “Hey.”

She turned. It was Marcel, his apron gone, a leather jacket now covering his uniform. “I just… wanted to thank you. For saying something in there. You didn’t have to do that.”

Jessie just shook her head, fresh tears falling. “I’m so embarrassed.”

“You have nothing to be embarrassed about,” he said, his voice firm yet kind. “You don’t deserve to be treated like that. No one does.” At that moment, a car roared past them—Alex’s car—speeding away without a second glance. He’d left her. Marcel watched the taillights disappear. “My shift is over. Let me give you a ride home.”

“I don’t want to go home,” she said, the realization a sudden, terrifying truth. “I can’t go back to him. Not tonight.”

Marcel studied her face for a long moment, his dark eyes searching hers. “Then come to my place. It’s just a few blocks away. You can… figure out your next move.”

She looked at him—at the genuine concern in his eyes, at the strength in his frame, at the stark contrast to the weak, cruel man she’d married. Yes. The word was a heartbeat, a revelation. “Okay.”

His apartment was warm and smelled faintly of sandalwood. The door had barely clicked shut behind them before he was turning her to face him, one hand cupping her jaw, his thumb brushing away a stray tear. “Are you sure about this?” he murmured, his voice a low rumble.

In answer, she rose onto her toes and crushed her lips to his. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was desperate, hungry, a years-long ache finally finding its release. He met her fervor with his own, his arms wrapping around her, pulling her tight against the solid wall of his chest. His tongue slid against hers, tasting of mint and promise.

He led her to the bedroom, never breaking their kiss. His hands, so large and capable, went to the buttons of her blouse. He worked them slowly, his knuckles brushing against the swell of her breasts, each touch eliciting a sharp, desperate gasp from her lips. The fabric parted and he pushed it from her shoulders, his mouth following the path down her neck, to her collarbone. He unhooked her bra with a practiced ease she’d never experienced, and his hot mouth closed over one taut nipple.

Oh god. Her head fell back. Alex’s attentions were always rushed, clumsy. This was different. Marcel worshipped her with his mouth, his tongue circling, sucking, nibbling until her knees threatened to buckle. He laid her back on the bed, peeling away her skirt, her stockings, her panties until she was completely bare before him.

He stood and undressed, and Jessie’s breath caught in her throat. His body was pure sculpture, every muscle defined. And then she saw it. His cock, already fully erect, was thick and long and beautiful, its dark skin a stark contrast to the sheets. It was so much more than Alex, a fact that sent a thrilling, wicked shock through her system.

She moved without thinking, sliding off the bed and onto her knees before him. She took him in her hand, feeling the incredible weight and heat of him, and looked up to meet his gaze before taking the broad head into her mouth. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pleasure, and his hand gently cradled the back of her head. She swirled her tongue, exploring his length, savoring the saltiness of him. She took him deeper, her own arousal spiking as she felt him hit the back of her throat. She relaxed, letting him glide even further, a deepthroat that had him cursing softly above her.

“Let me taste you,” he growled, lifting her effortlessly and laying her back on the bed.

He knelt between her legs, pushing them apart. His mouth descended on her, and Jessie cried out. His tongue was a miracle of precision, lapping at her core, circling her clit with a pressure that was perfect, blissful. He slid two fingers inside her, crooking them to find a spot that made her back arch off the mattress. He’s ruining me for anyone else, she thought wildly, her hips moving against his face.

The ringing of her phone sliced through the room, Alex’s smug face flashing on the screen. A cold anger replaced the pleasure for a split second. She answered, holding Marcel’s lust-darkened gaze.

“You ready to come home and apologize?” Alex’s voice was a sneer.

Marcel’s tongue flicked over her clit, and a moan escaped her lips. “I’m a little busy right now, Alex.”

“Doing what? Crying?”

“No,” she panted, her voice thick with need. “Marcel is eating my pussy. And he’s so much better at it than you.”

The line erupted into incoherent, sputtering rage. She ended the call and tossed the phone aside, a liberating laugh bubbling out of her. Marcel smiled up at her, a predatory, delicious smile. “Now, where were we?”

He moved up her body, his weight settling over her. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. “Look at me,” he commanded. She did. And he pushed inside.

It was a stretch, a glorious, filling invasion that stole the air from her lungs. He was so deep, touching places inside her she didn’t know existed. He began to move, a slow, deliberate rhythm that quickly built into something more primal. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on the end of her marriage. Her moans filled the room, mingling with the slick sound of their joining. He fucked her with a powerful, commanding intensity, holding her hips tight, driving into her over and over.

“Ride me,” he grunted, rolling onto his back.

Jessie straddled him, sinking down onto his incredible length with a cry of pure ecstasy. She moved, finding a rhythm that chased her own pleasure, looking down at the magnificent man beneath her. She could feel her climax coiling, tight and urgent. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his own thrusts meeting hers. She saw the tension in his jaw, felt the tremble in his thighs.

“Come with me,” he breathed.

It was all the permission she needed. Her orgasm exploded through her, a seismic wave of sensation that clenched around him, milking his own release. She felt him pulsate deep inside her, his roar of completion the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweaty mess of limbs. As their breathing slowed, she lay her head on his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The silence was comfortable, safe.

“I’m going to divorce him,” she said, the words feeling utterly right. “And I’d really like to keep seeing you. If you want.”

His arms tightened around her. He kissed the top of her head. “I’d like that very much.”

21 - A CHEATING WIFE CONFESSES

FM / Femdom / Cuckold / Cheating / Small Penis Humiliation / Verbal Humiliation / Interracial / BBC / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Clean Up

Rick sat in the dimly lit living room, the glow of his wife’s phone screen casting shadows across his face. His heart pounded in his chest, a mix of anger, betrayal, and something else he couldn’t quite place.

Elaine had left her phone on the coffee table before rushing out earlier that evening, claiming she had a late meeting. But Rick knew better. He’d known for weeks now. The late nights, the secrecy, the way she’d started dressing differently—it all pointed to one thing. Elaine was cheating.

He hadn’t meant to snoop. He’d just picked up the phone to move it out of the way when a notification lit up the screen. A text from someone named “Marcus.” “Can’t wait to see you tonight, baby. You sure you can handle me again?”

Rick’s stomach turned, but he couldn’t stop himself from unlocking the phone. Elaine’s password was still their anniversary date, and that hurt almost as much as what he found inside.

The photos were the first thing that caught his eye. So many of them. Elaine in hotel rooms, in cars, in what looked like private apartments. And in every one, she was with a man—no, men. All of them Black, all of them towering over her, their bodies muscular and their cocks… Rick’s breath hitched as he zoomed in on one particular photo. Elaine on her knees, her lips wrapped around a shaft so thick it made Rick’s own dick look like a toothpick in comparison.

He shouldn’t have kept looking. He knew that. But he couldn’t stop himself. The images were seared into his mind, and with each one, he felt a strange mix of humiliation and arousal. He hated it. Hated how his hands trembled as he scrolled through the photos, hated how he couldn’t stop comparing himself to these men. He hated how, deep down, a part of him was fascinated by the thought of Elaine taking all that… all that Black dick.

The text messages were even worse. Explicit descriptions of what they’d done to her, what she’d done to them. Elaine’s words were so graphic, so uninhibited, that Rick felt like he was reading something out of a pornographic novel.

But the worst part was the message he found buried in the thread. “I’m going to leave him,” Elaine had written to Marcus. “He can’t satisfy me. He’s too small, too weak. I need a real man.”

Rick’s fists clenched around the phone, his knuckles white. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to confront Elaine the moment she walked through the door. But he didn’t. He sat there, waiting, the hours dragging by as his mind raced with thoughts of what to say, what to do.

It was well past midnight when Elaine finally came home. Rick heard the key turn in the lock, the soft click of the door as it swung open. He stayed seated, his eyes fixed on the floor as she stepped inside. She looked… disheveled. Her makeup was smeared, her hair a tangled mess. And her clothes—her dress was ripped at the shoulder, the fabric clinging to her body in a way that left little to the imagination.

“Rick?” she said, her voice hesitant as she took in the sight of him sitting there in the dark. “What are you doing up?”

He didn’t answer right away. He just stared at her, his jaw clenched so tight it hurt. Finally, he held up her phone, the screen still lit with the damning messages. “I know,” he said, his voice low and trembling. “I know everything.”

Elaine’s eyes widened for a moment, but then she laughed. Not a nervous laugh, not a guilty one. A full, throaty laugh that echoed through the room like a slap in the face. “Of course you know,” she said, shaking her head as she walked further into the room. “I wasn’t exactly hiding it, Rick. You’re not stupid. Blind, maybe, but not stupid.”

Rick’s heart pounded in his chest, his hands gripping the edge of the couch to keep them from shaking. “Why?” he demanded, his voice rising. “Why would you do this? Why would you—why would you betray me like this?”

Elaine’s laughter faded, replaced by a cold, almost mocking smile. “Betray you?” she repeated, tilting her head as she looked down at him. “Rick, you betrayed yourself the moment you thought you could satisfy me with that pathetic little thing between your legs.”

Rick flinched, his cheeks burning with humiliation. But even as the words cut deeper than any knife, he couldn’t deny the way his body reacted. His cock stirred in his pants, betraying him just as much as Elaine had.

“You think I didn’t know?” Elaine continued, her voice dripping with disdain as she stepped closer. “You think I didn’t notice how you’d finish in, what, two minutes? Three, if I was lucky? You’re not a man, Rick. You’re a boy. And I deserve a real man. A man who knows how to fuck me the way I need to be fucked.”

Rick’s mouth went dry, his mind racing as he tried to process what she was saying. But Elaine didn’t give him a chance to respond. She reached down, her fingers curling under the hem of her dress, and with one swift motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.

Rick’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the sight of her. She was completely naked, her body glowing in the dim light of the room. And then he saw it—the cum. It dripped down her inner thighs, thick and white, a stark contrast against her smooth skin.

“I was with two of them tonight,” Elaine said, her voice low and sultry as she spread her legs slightly, giving Rick a full view of her messy, used pussy. “Marcus and his friend, Tyrone. They both fucked me. Hard. And when they were done, they came inside me. Filled me up with their seed. You want to see?”

Rick couldn’t speak. He couldn’t breathe. He could only stare, his cock straining against his pants as Elaine stepped closer, her hips swaying with every step.

“Sit back,” she commanded, her voice firm as she gestured to the couch. “And don’t you dare close your eyes.”

Rick obeyed without thinking, his body moving on its own as he sank back into the cushions. Elaine followed, her movements deliberate as she straddled him, her crotch right in his face. She was so close now, so close that he could smell the sex on her, the musky scent of sweat and cum mingling with her perfume.

“Now,” she said, her voice a low purr as she reached down and spread her pussy lips with her fingers. “Lick.”

Rick hesitated, his mind screaming at him to refuse, to push her away, to do anything but what she was asking. But his body had other ideas. His tongue darted out, trembling as it made contact with her slick, swollen flesh. The taste was overwhelming—salty, tangy, and unmistakably not hers. He gagged slightly, but Elaine’s hand on the back of his head stopped him from pulling away.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal as she ground her pussy against his face. “Suck it all out, Rick. Every last drop. Show me you’re good for something.”

Rick’s humiliation burned white-hot, but so did his arousal. He lapped at her eagerly, his tongue probing deep as he tried to clean her up, to taste every bit of what she’d given to those other men. And as he did, he felt something shift inside him. Something dark and forbidden.

Elaine’s moans filled the room, her hips rocking against his face as she reached her climax. Rick didn’t stop. He couldn’t. He was lost in the moment, lost in the taste and the smell and the sheer wrongness of it all.

When she finally pulled away, Rick was trembling, his lips slick with her juices and the remnants of her lovers’ cum. Elaine looked down at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

“Well,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “At least you’re good at that.”

Rick swallowed hard, his mind reeling as he tried to find the words to respond. But Elaine didn’t give him the chance. She stood up, grabbing her dress off the floor as she turned to leave.

Rick reached out, his hand closing around her wrist. “Elaine,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Do you… do you still want a divorce?”

Elaine paused, looking down at him with an unreadable expression. Then she smiled—a soft, almost tender smile that sent a shiver down Rick’s spine.

“No,” she said, her voice gentle as she leaned down to press a kiss to his forehead. “I think I’ll keep you around. You’re not much of a husband, but you make a damn good cuckold.”

And with that, she walked away, leaving Rick alone on the couch, his mind racing and his body still trembling with the aftershocks of what had just happened.

22 - FROM FANTASY TO REALITY
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The bass vibrated through the soles of Joy’s shoes, a steady, primal rhythm that seemed to sync with the sudden, frantic beating of her heart. She was trying to focus on her friend’s story, but her attention was pulled across the crowded nightclub, snagged on a man who had just walked in.

He moved through the press of bodies like a shark through calm water, his dark skin absorbing the strobe lights, making him a solid, powerful silhouette. As he drew closer, details emerged: the intricate patterns of his tight dreadlocks, the defined curve of his biceps stretching the fabric of his black t-shirt, a jawline that looked like it could cut glass. His eyes, dark and intense, scanned the room and then, decisively, locked onto hers.

A jolt, hot and electric, shot straight down her spine, settling into a low, insistent thrum between her legs. She quickly looked away, taking a frantic sip of her cocktail, the ice cubes clinking against her teeth. He’s not even looking at you. Calm down. But when she dared another glance, he was closer, a faint, confident smile playing on his lips as he navigated directly toward her.

Her friend nudged her, whispering something she didn’t catch. The music, the chatter, it all faded into a dull roar as he stopped before her.

“I’m Zayne,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that she felt more than heard.

“Joy,” she replied, her own name sounding thin and breathy.

He didn’t offer a handshake. He just stood there, his presence an undeniable force, his gaze tracing the line of her neck, the swell of her breasts under her silk top. “That’s a good name for you. You’re a joy to look at.”

His directness was a shock to her system, cutting through the polite, predictable world she inhabited with Tommy. Tommy, who was probably watching a game right now, his hand patting her knee absentmindedly. The thought of her fiancé sent a pang of guilt through her, but it was instantly vaporized by the sheer, magnetic heat radiating from Zayne. Black cock. The words, her own secret obsession, screamed in her mind. This man was the living, breathing embodiment of the BBC dildo she’d been fucking herself with for weeks.

Zayne leaned in, his lips close to her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “You want to get out of this noise?”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement he knew the answer to. Her hesitation was a flimsy curtain, and he’d already seen right through it. She nodded, a quick, jerky motion, her mind screaming one thing and her body screaming another, louder, more primal thing. She muttered a quick excuse to her bewildered friend and let Zayne’s large hand find the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd.

The car ride was a blur of streetlights and tense silence, thick with unspoken need. His apartment was minimalist, modern, and smelled faintly of sandalwood. He didn’t offer her a drink. He didn’t make small talk. As soon as the door clicked shut, he turned to her, his eyes blazing with a hunger that made her knees weak.

His hands were on her, then. Not gentle, not hesitant. Needy. He gripped the collar of her top and with a sharp rip, buttons scattered across the polished concrete floor. A gasp caught in her throat, not of protest, but of pure, unadulterated arousal. Her bra followed, and his mouth was on her breast, his tongue swirling around her nipple, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak until she cried out, her fingers tangling in his dreadlocks.

He walked her backwards, never breaking contact, until her legs hit the edge of a large bed. He laid her down, his eyes devouring her naked form. He yanked her skirt and panties down her thighs in one swift motion, leaving her completely bare and exposed to his relentless gaze.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his voice thick. “So fucking perfect.”

Then he was on his knees at the foot of the bed, his strong hands spreading her thighs apart. He didn’t ask. He just… took. His mouth descended on her, his tongue a flat, demanding pressure against her clit. Joy’s head slammed back against the pillows, a raw, guttural moan tearing from her throat. Oh god. Oh god, yes. His technique was nothing like Tommy’s polite, almost clinical ministrations. This was… ownership. He licked and sucked, circling her clit before driving his tongue deep inside her, fucking her with it, making her hips buck wildly off the mattress. He held her down, his grip firm, as she came apart for the first time, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, leaving her trembling and gasping.

As she lay there, boneless and soaked, Zayne rose to his full height. He kept his eyes locked on hers as he unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss. He pushed his pants and briefs down his hips.

And there it was.

Her breath hitched. The toy, the one she’d used to bring herself to shuddering, guilty climaxes, had been a cheap imitation. A pale, plastic ghost of the reality now standing before her. Zayne’s cock was massive, thick and long and beautifully, intimidatingly real. The dark skin was stretched taut, veins prominent, the head already glistening. It was everything she’d fantasized about and so much more. A real, living, breathing black cock. For her.

“I need to feel that,” she heard herself whisper, the words dripping with a desperation she didn’t recognize.

She slid off the bed, dropping to her own knees before him. Wrapping one hand around the base, she was shocked anew by the heat of him, the sheer, solid weight. She opened her mouth and took him in, her lips stretching painfully wide to accommodate his girth. She could only manage the first few inches before she gagged, tears springing to her eyes. The salty, musky taste of him filled her senses. He didn’t thrust. He just watched, a low groan rumbling in his chest as she worked her mouth and tongue over what she could take, her own arousal dripping down her inner thighs.

“Enough,” he growled, pulling her up by her arms.

He turned her around, bending her over the edge of the bed. He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his cock. The broad head pressed against her dripping entrance, and with one powerful, unrelenting thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Joy screamed. It was a sound of pure, primal ecstasy. He filled her completely, stretching her in ways she didn’t know were possible, touching places deep inside her that had never been touched. There was no gentle buildup. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust a masterclass in claiming what was his. The slap of his skin against hers, his guttural grunts, her own ragged cries—it was a symphony of raw fuck. Her mind went blank, erased by the overwhelming sensation of being so utterly, completely full.

He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her sweat-slicked back, his mouth on her neck. “You take this dick so good, girl,” he rasped in her ear, his pace never faltering. The words, so crude, so animalistic, sent another violent shudder through her. She felt another orgasm building, coiling tight and hot in her core, amplified by the sheer force of his possession.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled out entirely. The sudden, aching emptiness was a shock. She whimpered in protest, but before she could form a word, she heard the snap of a cap. A cool, slick sensation trickled between her ass cheeks. Her eyes flew open. No. That wasn’t part of the fantasy. That was…

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

His slick finger circled her other hole, pressing insistently. A thousand protests died in her throat, suffocated by a wave of illicit, dizzying curiosity. With Tommy, it was missionary, lights off. With this man, anything felt possible. Necessary.

He pressed the head of his cock against her tight ring of muscle. The pressure was immense, unbearable for a second, and then with a slow, relentless push, he was inside. The sensation was blinding, a sharp, stretching pain that instantly melted into a deep, shocking fullness that dwarfed what she’d felt before. He began to move, short, careful strokes at first, then longer, deeper ones. He fucked her ass with the same powerful intensity, each movement sparking a confusing, incredible mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure. She was completely at his mercy, her body yielding to his, every nerve ending on fire.

She felt his rhythm begin to stutter, his grip on her hips turning vice-like. With a deep, guttural groan that seemed to come from the very center of the earth, he pulled out of her. A hot, wet rush splashed across the small of her back and her ass, stripe after stripe of his release. The feeling was degrading. Animalistic. And it made her come again, a silent, internal convulsion that clenched around nothing, milking a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

She collapsed onto the bed, spent, trembling, her body humming with the aftershocks. The scent of sex, sweat, and him filled the air. Guilty, shameful thoughts began to pierce the euphoric haze. Tommy. My wedding. They were distant, inconsequential things compared to the memory of that cock inside her.

Zayne handed her a towel, his own breathing still ragged. As she wiped his seed from her skin, he picked up his phone.

“What’s your number?” he asked, his tone already casual, as if they’d just shared a coffee, not the most raw, transformative experience of her life.

She recited it, her voice hoarse.

He tapped his screen. “There. Now you have mine.” A faint smirk touched his lips. “For next time.”
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Paul’s heart thudded in his chest as he crouched behind the rusted dumpster, his breath shallow and erratic. The motel parking lot was dimly lit, the flickering neon sign casting a sickly glow over the cracked asphalt.

He’d followed Tina here, his suspicions gnawing at him like a rat in the dark. She’d been distant lately, colder than usual. And then there were the condom wrappers in the garbage can—extra-large, mocking his own modest size. He hadn’t touched her in months, and now, here she was, stepping out of her car, her hips swaying in that way she knew drove him crazy.

She didn’t look back. She walked straight to room 112, her heels clicking against the pavement. Paul’s stomach churned as a man stepped out of the shadows—a towering figure, his muscles rippling beneath a tight white tank top. His skin was dark, almost glistening in the yellow light, and Paul felt a strange mix of fear and something else he couldn’t quite name. The man grinned as he opened the door for Tina, his hand resting on the small of her back as they disappeared inside.

Paul stood frozen, his legs trembling. He wanted to storm in, to scream, to demand answers, but his feet wouldn’t move. He crept closer to the door, his ear pressed against the thin wood. The sound hit him like a punch to the gut—Tina’s moans, low and throaty, filled the air. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You’re so big. You’re tearing me apart.”

Paul’s face burned with humiliation, but his body betrayed him. His cock twitched in his pants, hardening despite the knot of shame twisting in his chest. He could hear the man’s deep voice, a low rumble that sent shivers down Paul’s spine. “You like that, don’t you, baby? You love this Black dick.”

The bed creaked, the sound rhythmic and obscene. Paul’s hands clenched into fists, his nails digging into his palms. He couldn’t look away from the door, couldn’t stop listening. Tina’s moans grew louder, more desperate. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder! Destroy me!”

Paul’s heart raced, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. He hated himself for the way his body reacted, for the heat building in his groin. He hated her for doing this to him, for making him feel so small, so inadequate. But most of all, he hated the man inside that room, the man who was giving Tina everything Paul never could.

After what felt like an eternity, the noises subsided. Paul heard the man’s deep laugh, followed by the rustle of clothes. He scrambled back behind the dumpster just as the door opened. The man stepped out, his shirt slung over his shoulder, his muscles gleaming with sweat. He walked past Paul without a glance, his car peeling out of the parking lot with a roar.

Paul stood there, his mind racing. He didn’t know what to do, what to say. He wanted to confront her, to demand an explanation, but he was afraid of what she might tell him. He knocked on the door, his hand trembling. Tina opened it, her face flushing with shock when she saw him.

“Paul? What the hell are you doing here?” she demanded, her voice sharp.

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I… I know what you’re doing, Tina. I found the condom wrappers. I know you’ve been cheating.”

For a moment, she looked stunned. Then her expression hardened, her lips curling into a smirk. “So what if I am?” she said, crossing her arms over her chest. “You really think I’d stay faithful to you? To that pathetic little dick of yours?”

Paul flinched, her words cutting deeper than any knife. “But… but we’re married,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, bitter sound. “Marriage doesn’t mean shit when your husband can’t even make you cum,” she spat. “You’re useless, Paul. I needed a real man, someone who knows how to fuck me the way I deserve.”

He felt like he’d been punched in the gut, his chest tightening with a mix of anger and humiliation. But even as he stood there, shame burning in his cheeks, he couldn’t ignore the heat pooling in his groin. “Who… who is he?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Tina’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with malicious satisfaction. “His name’s Marcus,” she said, her tone dripping with pride. “He’s everything you’re not—strong, confident, hung. His cock is massive, Paul. He fucks me in ways you could never even dream of.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his mind flooded with images of Tina beneath Marcus, moaning and writhing in pleasure. His cock throbbed in his pants, a traitorous heat spreading through his body. “Is that… is that why you’ve been so cold?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

She shrugged, her expression indifferent. “I’m not gonna pretend anymore, Paul. I deserve to be satisfied, and Marcus gives me that. He fucks me in all three holes, makes me scream his name. He’s a real man.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his body betrayed him. He could feel his erection straining against his zipper, a sick mix of humiliation and arousal coursing through him.

Tina noticed, her eyes narrowing with cruel amusement. “Oh my God,” she sneered, stepping closer. “Are you actually getting hard? Are you turned on by this?”

He looked away, his face burning with shame. “I… I don’t know,” he mumbled.

She laughed, the sound mocking and vicious. “Unzip your pants,” she ordered, her voice cold and demanding.

Paul hesitated, his hands trembling. “Tina, I don’t…”

“Do it,” she snapped, her eyes blazing with authority.

He obeyed, his fingers fumbling with his zipper. His cock sprang free, small and pathetic compared to the images of Marcus that haunted his mind.

Tina burst out laughing, her laughter echoing through the room. “Oh my God, it’s so tiny!” she mocked, her voice dripping with derision. “No wonder I couldn’t feel anything when you fucked me.”

Paul’s humiliation burned like a fire in his chest, but he couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock, his hand moving slowly, almost hesitantly. Tina watched him, her expression filled with cruel amusement.

“You’re pathetic,” she sneered, stepping closer. “You’re getting off on the thought of me getting fucked by another man. You’re a cuckold, Paul.”

He wanted to argue, to deny it, but he couldn’t. His hand moved faster, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Tina’s laughter filled the room, her voice cutting deeper than any knife. “You’ll never be enough for me, Paul. You’ll never be a man.”

She stepped back, stripping off her clothes with deliberate slowness. Her body was still glistening with sweat, her pussy glistening with the sticky remnants of Marcus’s cum. She spread her legs, her eyes locking with Paul’s. “Come here,” she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

He hesitated, his cock twitching in his hand. “Tina, I…”

“Now,” she snapped.

He obeyed, crawling onto the bed like a dog. The scent of sex filled his nostrils, a heady mix of sweat and cum. Tina grabbed his head, forcing his face between her legs. “Eat it,” she commanded, her voice sharp and demanding.

Paul hesitated for a moment, then lowered his mouth to her pussy. The taste was bitter, salty, a mix of her arousal and Marcus’s seed. He swallowed it down, his tongue lapping at her folds with desperate urgency.

Tina moaned, her hand tightening in his hair. “Good boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with cruel satisfaction.

She came with a sharp cry, her body trembling beneath his mouth. Paul pulled back, his face glistening with her wetness.

She looked down at him, her eyes filled with cold amusement. “You’re pathetic,” she said, her voice filled with derision. “But you’re useful. From now on, you’re my cleanup boy. You’ll eat me out after Marcus fucks me. That’s all you’re good for.”

Paul’s heart ached, but his cock throbbed with arousal. He’d never felt so humiliated, so small, but he couldn’t deny the twisted pleasure coursing through his body.

Tina reached down, her hand grabbing his cock with a cruel grip. “Go ahead,” she sneered, her voice filled with mockery. “Finish yourself off. You’ve earned it.”

Paul’s breath hitched, his hand moving frantically over his cock. He came with a strangled gasp, his release spilling onto the filthy motel sheets.

Tina laughed, the sound cold and cruel. “Good boy,” she purred, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Now, go home. I’ll call you when I need you to clean me up again.”

Paul stumbled out of the room, his mind spinning with confusion and lust. He felt… smaller than he ever had before, but he couldn’t deny the strange thrill that had taken root in his chest.

He’d never been so humiliated, so degraded, but as he drove off into the night, he couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s pussy, the taste of Marcus’s cum on his tongue, the sound of her moans as she begged for more.

24 - HER BEST FRIEND’S SUGGESTION

MF / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Kissing / Blowjob / Masturbation / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The condensation on her mojito glass felt cool against Carmen’s fingertips. Across the small table, her best friend Diane leaned in, her voice a conspiratorial whisper that cut through the low hum of the upscale wine bar.

“You have to promise not to judge me,” Diane said, her eyes sparkling with a secret.

“When have I ever?” Carmen replied, taking a sip. She already knew this was about more than a new handbag.

Diane took a deep breath. “It’s Gabriel. We’ve been… seeing each other.”

Carmen’s eyebrows shot up. “Gabriel? As in, not your husband, Mark?”

“Yes, that Gabriel.” Diane’s smile was both guilty and utterly thrilled. “Carmen, he’s… unbelievable. And I’m not just talking about his personality.” She lowered her voice even further. “Black guys… they’re just built different. The rumors are all true. He’s the best lover I’ve ever had. By a mile.”

A hot, unexpected flush spread through Carmen’s chest. She tried to appear nonchalant. “Diane, that’s… wow. And incredibly risky.”

“I know,” Diane breathed, her excitement palpable. “But so worth it. And listen… Gabriel has a friend. Drake. He’s… he’s seen a picture of you. He’s very interested.”

Carmen’s heart hammered against her ribs. No. Absolutely not. The thought was immediate, a reflex born of a decade of marriage. But it was followed by another, quieter, more insistent thought. A thought of her husband’s predictable, routine lovemaking. A thought of the sheer, thrilling wrongness of it all. What if the rumors are true?

“I don’t know…” Carmen hedged, but the protest was weak, even to her own ears.

“Just meet him,” Diane pressed. “One drink. A seedy little bar downtown. No expectations. What’s the harm in one drink?”

The harm, Carmen knew, was cataclysmic. It was the kind of harm that shattered lives. And yet, an hour later, she was smoothing her dress in the dim, neon-lit interior of The Rusty Nail, her pulse racing.

They were already there. Gabriel was handsome, with a confident smile. But it was Drake who captured her attention completely. He was taller, his presence more intense. He wore a dark shirt that stretched across broad shoulders, and his eyes, when they met hers, held a direct, appraising heat that made her breath catch. His smile was a slow, promising curve.

The conversation was a blur of low laughter and charged glances. Drake’s knee brushed against hers under the small table, and she didn’t move away. The contact sent a jolt straight through her. His voice was a deep rumble that vibrated in her core. Every word felt like a preamble.

When Diane stood, grabbing Gabriel’s hand with a meaningful look, Carmen’s fate was sealed. “We’re gonna head out. You two good?”

Drake’s eyes never left Carmen’s. “We’re perfect.” He stood, offering his hand. His palm was warm, his grip firm. “My place isn’t far.”

It wasn’t a place. It was a motel room, the kind rented by the hour. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a space that smelled of stale cigarettes and cheap cleaner. The silence was thick, heavy with intention.

Without a word, Drake reached for her, his hands cupping her face. His kiss wasn’t gentle; it was a claiming. A hot, demanding exploration that stole the breath from her lungs. She kissed him back with a desperation that shocked her, her hands gripping his arms, feeling the solid muscle beneath his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes burning into hers. Then he took a step back and began to undress. It wasn’t a strip; it was a revelation. His shirt came off, revealing a torso carved from ebony stone, every muscle defined. His hands went to his belt, then his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers.

And there it was.

Carmen’s mouth went dry. Diane hadn’t been exaggerating. He was huge, thick and long and already fully erect, a daunting, beautiful sight that made her knees feel weak. A primal part of her brain whispered run, but a louder, more insistent part throbbed with pure, undiluted want.

She dropped to her knees on the rough carpet, the act feeling both submissive and powerfully assertive. She took him in her hand first, her fingers not meeting around his girth. She heard his sharp intake of breath. Leaning forward, she flicked her tongue over the broad head, tasting a clean, salty prelude.

Then she took him into her mouth. She could only manage a few inches before she felt him hit the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but he didn’t pull away.

His hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Easy,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Just relax that pretty mouth for me.”

She tried, breathing through her nose, letting her jaw go slack. He began to move, a slow, shallow rhythm that allowed her to adjust. The feeling of him stretching her lips, filling her mouth, the faint gagging sensation mixed with the intoxicating musk of him—it was overwhelming. She was lost in the act, a thing of pure sensation.

With a groan, he pulled her up. “My turn.” His hands were impatient, tearing at her clothes, buttons popping, fabric ripping. In moments, she was naked, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze raked over her body, hot and possessive. “Get on the bed. I want to see you play with that sweet pussy.”

The command should have shamed her. It only excited her more. She lay back on the cheap floral spread, spreading her legs. Her fingers, trembling slightly, found her wetness. She was soaked. She circled her clit, moaning as she slid two fingers inside herself, showing him what he did to her.

“Fuck,” he growled, stroking his own magnificent length as he watched her. “You’re a vision.”

He moved then, a predator finally descending on his prey. He pushed her legs apart further, burying his face between them. His tongue was a flat, demanding pressure on her clit, then a pointed, flickering devil. He licked and sucked her with an expertise that had her crying out, her hips bucking off the bed. The coil of pleasure tightened, unbearably intense, but he stopped just before she tipped over.

“On your hands and knees. Now.” The command brooked no argument.

She scrambled to obey, presenting herself to him. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly consumed by lust. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The broad head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her.

She screamed. It was a sound of being split open, of being filled beyond capacity. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each thrust driving a gasp from her lungs. The slap of his skin against hers echoed in the small room.

One of his hands slid from her hip, down the curve of her ass. A thumb, slick with her own moisture, circled her other hole. The intrusion was shocking, a bright spark of pain. She tensed.

“Relax,” he commanded again, his voice a low growl against her ear as he leaned over her. His thumb pressed, insistently, and then it was inside, a second, smaller invasion that made her feel impossibly full.

He withdrew his thumb. She felt the blunt, immense head of his cock replace it, pressing against that tight, forbidden ring. “Drake, no, I can’t—” she gasped.

“You can,” he murmured, his voice leaving no room for doubt. “And you will.” He pushed.

A sharp, burning pain made her yelp, her nails digging into the cheap bedspread. But he didn’t stop. He pushed steadily, inexorably, until he was sheathed fully inside her ass. The pain began to recede, replaced by a deep, stretching fullness, a sense of being completely and utterly possessed. He began to move again, a slower, more deliberate rhythm that rubbed against every secret, sensitive place inside her.

The pleasure built again, higher and more intense than before, a wave of pure, mindless ecstasy. She was sobbing now, with pleasure, with the shock of it, with the sheer taboo of what was happening. Her orgasm crashed over her, a convulsing, pulsing wave that clenched around his invading length.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar, he drove into her one last time, his body shuddering against hers. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling her, a final, claiming act. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged gasps.

After a long moment, he rolled off, pulling her with him so she was curled against his chest. The room smelled of sex and sweat. Carmen’s mind, finally quieting, began to process what had just happened. The guilt hovered at the edges of her consciousness, a cold, sharp thing. But it was smothered by the warm, satiated heaviness in her limbs, by the memory of the most intense pleasure she had ever known.

She traced a finger over the hard muscle of his chest. “I…” she started, then hesitated.

He looked down at her, a knowing glint in his eye. “When can I see you again?”

The guilt spiked, but it was a distant second to the throbbing, hungry ache he’d left behind. A smile touched her lips, slow and secret. “Tomorrow?”

25 - A VISIT TO THE LATE NIGHT LOUNGE

MMF / Interracial / BBC / Cheating / Group Sex / Threesome / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Double Penetration / Anal

The ice in her glass had long since melted, watering down the disappointment. Brittany swirled the pale liquid, the clink of the cubes echoing the hollow feeling in her chest. Another Tuesday night. Another night of Charlie already snoring softly in his recliner, the glow of the golf tournament playing over his slack features. Her laptop, hidden under a couch cushion, still pulsed with the memory of what she’d been watching: a symphony of dark, powerful bodies moving as one, a chorus of deep, guttural moans. A world away from her beige existence.

The need wasn’t just a thought anymore; it was a physical ache, a throbbing emptiness between her legs that her own fingers could never hope to fill. It drove her out of the house, into her car, and across town to a part of the city she’d never dared to visit. The bar was called The Late Night Lounge, and the bass from the music vibrated through the soles of her shoes before she even pushed the heavy door open.

Inside, the air was thick with the smell of sweat, cheap beer, and something else—something primal. She felt every pair of eyes on her the moment she stepped inside, a lone, pale flower in a garden of night. She was utterly, completely out of place. Her sensible blouse and jeans were a stark contrast to the confident, casual style of the patrons. She slid onto a stool at the end of the bar, her heart hammering against her ribs, ordering a drink she didn’t really want just to have something to do with her hands.

That’s when they approached.

Not one, but two. They moved with a fluid, athletic grace that made the crowded room seem to part for them. Muscles coiled beneath tight-fitting t-shirts, and dark, intricate dreads framed faces that were all sharp angles and confident smirks.

“Looks like you’re drinking alone,” the first one said, his voice a low rumble that she felt deep in her belly. He introduced himself as Craig.

“And that’s a shame,” the other, Daz, added, his smile revealing perfectly white teeth. His eyes, dark and knowing, traveled over her body, and instead of feeling violated, Brittany felt a jolt of pure, undiluted heat. This was it. This was what she came for.

They bought her a fresh drink, something strong and sweet. She laughed at their jokes, her fingers brushing against Craig’s massive forearm as she reached for her glass. She leaned into Daz’s space, catching his scent—sandalwood and musk. The guilt was a faint, distant whisper, easily drowned out by the roaring need that was consuming her. Charlie’s face flickered in her mind, pale and blurry, and she actively pushed it away.

“You wanna get out of here?” Craig asked, his question not really a question at all, but an inevitability.

She simply nodded, her throat too dry to speak.

Their apartment was a short drive away, sparse but clean. The reality of what she was about to do crashed down on her the moment the door clicked shut. I’m a married woman. I’m cheating. The thought was a ice-cold splash, but it was immediately burned away by the heat of Daz’s hand on the small of her back, guiding her toward a bedroom.

Craig closed the bedroom door, the finality of the sound making her shiver. The two men stood before her, their intent clear and thrilling. Without a word, they both unzipped their jeans. Her breath hitched. They weren’t just large; they were magnificent. Thick, long, and proudly erect, their dark skin a stunning contrast against their white briefs. This was the image from her screen, but now it was real, the musky, masculine scent of them filling her head.

This is what I’ve been dreaming of.

All hesitation vanished. She dropped to her knees between them, her hands trembling as she reached out. She wrapped her fingers around Craig’s shaft first, feeling the incredible heat and the steel-like strength beneath the velvety skin. She leaned forward, tentatively at first, swirling her tongue around the broad head. A low groan from above encouraged her. She took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching as she worked him deeper, her other hand finding its way to Daz, stroking him in time with her bobbing head.

She pulled off Craig with a wet pop, turning her hunger toward Daz. He was even thicker. She opened her mouth wide, letting him push himself past her lips. She gagged instantly, tears springing to her eyes, but the feeling of his dominance, of being completely overwhelmed, sent a fresh flood of warmth to her core. She relaxed her throat, letting him set a slow, deep rhythm.

“My turn,” Craig rasped, his hands going to her clothes.

They made quick work of her blouse, her bra, her jeans. Soon she was naked, on her back on the bed, exposed to their hungry gazes. Craig lowered his mouth to one of her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipple before he drew it deep into the heat of his mouth, sucking hard. A sharp, delicious pain-pleasure made her cry out.

At the same time, Daz settled between her legs, his strong hands spreading her thighs apart. He didn’t tease. He buried his face in her wetness, his tongue a flat, demanding pressure against her clit before delving deep inside her. The dual assault was overwhelming. Craig’s mouth on her breast, Daz’s tongue and lips devouring her—she was being consumed, and she loved it. Her hips bucked against Daz’s face as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, her cries muffled by the comforter.

But they weren’t nearly done. Daz moved up her body, his weight settling on top of her. He positioned himself at her entrance, and she felt the immense, blunt pressure of him. This is what I needed. He pushed inside her with one slow, inexorable thrust.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her head thrashing back and forth.

He filled her so completely, stretching her in a way she’d never known was possible. He began to move, a hard, punishing rhythm that stole the air from her lungs. Each thrust was a claiming. Each deep plunge made her forget her own name.

Then Craig was there, his hands on her hips, turning her onto all fours. She mounted him, sinking down onto his rigid length with a gasp, now filled in an entirely new way. She rode him, finding a frantic rhythm, the slap of their skin echoing in the room.

She felt Daz behind her, his fingers slick with her own wetness, tracing tight, agonizing circles around her other hole. The pressure built again, an impossible tension. She felt the blunt head of him press against that forbidden entrance.

She braced herself. “Yes,” she hissed, the word torn from her.

With a groan, Daz pushed, and the world exploded into a thousand white-hot fragments. The feeling of being utterly filled, stretched beyond her limits, taken by two powerful men at once, shattered her. Her body convulsed around them, a raw, screaming orgasm tearing through her that seemed to last forever. The intense, overwhelming sensations pushed her over another edge, her inner walls clamping down on Craig as he groaned and emptied himself deep inside her with a guttural shout. The hot, pulsing release triggered Daz’s own climax; she felt the hot jets filling her other channel, the final, possessive claim.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths. They slowly pulled away from her, and she collapsed onto the mattress, boneless and completely spent.

Daz traced a finger along her spine. “So? You enjoy yourself, sweet thing?”

Brittany opened her eyes, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. “Yes.”

Craig chuckled, a rich, deep sound. “Good. We’ll be seeing you again, then.”

As she gathered her clothes, her fingers brushed against her phone. Three missed calls from Charlie. The guilt tried to surface again, but it was a weak, distant thing, utterly smothered by the profound, aching fullness that lingered between her legs and the memory of their power.

She typed out a quick text to the new number in her phone. Can’t wait to do it again.
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