
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          Blacked Raw

        

        
        
          A Hotwife Black Fantasy, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Ember Everly

        

        
          Published by Ember Everly, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLACKED RAW

    

    
      First edition. September 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ember Everly.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232302184

    

    
    
      Written by Ember Everly.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Book 4 - Blacked Raw

Sign up for Ember Everly's Mailing List

Further Reading: Blacked Deep

Also By Ember Everly



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 4 - Blacked Raw



[image: ]


Rachel was bent over the kitchen island, her asscheeks peeking out from beneath the hem of her sundress as she reached for the wineglasses. Matthew stood in the doorway watching her intently. He loved how the fabric clung to her curves, how his wife’s body moved with such casual grace. But this wasn’t the only thing on his mind lately. He had been harboring a secret fantasy — something that made his pulse quicken whenever it crept into his thoughts.

He cleared his voice, and Rachel turned around. Her dark hair fell in soft curls around her face, catching the light as she smiled at him. “Hey again,” she said, folding her arms and leaning against the counter.

Matthew took a deep breath, stepping closer to her. The air between them felt electric. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about, Rach.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow, her playful smile faltering ever so slightly. His hands were trembling, and he knew it showed — but there was no turning back now.

“What is it?” she asked.

Matthew hesitated for a moment before his words finally tumbled out. “The idea of you with another guy... it drives me crazy. I can’t stop thinking about it." He exhaled sharply, like he’d been holding the thought in for years. Which he had.

Rachel blinked. Her lips parted slightly, but no words came. She stepped away from the counter, her eyes searching his face for more context. “Wait, you’re serious? You’ve been fantasizing about me fucking another man?"

“Yes,” he admitted. It sounded even more raw spoken aloud than it did in his head. “I mean, not just any guy... but someone I trust, someone we could control this with.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed as she tried to process what he was saying. The thought of being with another man did make her stomach flutter, but she wasn’t sure if it was excitement or fear rolling inside her. “I don’t know, Matthew. What if things go too far? What if I can’t separate it from our marriage?”

Matthew stepped closer again, cupping her face gently. His fingers warmed against her skin, soothing some of her growing nerves. “Rachel,” he whispered. “You know how much I love you. This isn’t about replacing me—it’s about seeing you experience something that might bring you even more pleasure than I can give you.”

The way he looked at her—like he’d imagined every detail of this scenario already—made her heart thump louder in her chest. She licked her lips, her mind starting to wander despite herself. The idea was undeniably arousing, almost forbidden in its intensity.

“I... I don’t know,” she repeated softly, but there was a new spark in her eyes now—a flicker of curiosity that hadn’t been there before. She shifted her weight, feeling a heat that wasn’t entirely unfamiliar begin to pool in her core.

Matthew sensed the shift in her demeanor immediately. “Just think about it,” he urged. “We don’t have to do anything unless you want to. But... what if it was exactly what we both needed?”

Rachel hesitated before nodding slowly. Her mind was spinning, racing through possibilities she had never dared to consider before. The room felt smaller now, the air heavier with unspoken tension.

“Why don’t we sit down and talk about this a little more?” she suggested, her voice betraying the growing sense of intrigue she’d begun to feel.

Matthew took her hand in his, guiding her toward the living room. As they walked side by side, the press of his fingers against hers was both grounding and thrilling.

“Okay,” he agreed quietly. “Let's talk about it.”

The energy between them was tangible now, a slow simmer building toward something neither of them could quite define. The air felt charged, as if the very molecules were vibrating with the weight of his confession and the questions swirling in her mind. Rachel’s thoughts raced, each one tugging her in a different direction—curiosity, fear, arousal—all tangled together in a knot she couldn’t yet unravel. She glanced at Matthew, his face earnest yet vulnerable, and felt a strange mix of tenderness and desire stir inside her.

Their hands stayed linked as they moved to the sofa, their fingers intertwining with a quiet urgency. The soft fabric beneath her felt grounding as Rachel settled in, though her heart still pounded as though she were on the edge of a precipice. Matthew sat close beside her, his thigh brushing hers, the warmth of him a steady anchor. “I know this is a lot,” he began, his voice low and careful. “But I need you to know that this isn’t about me wanting out. It’s about us exploring something together. Something that could bring us closer.”

Rachel swallowed hard, her throat dry despite the wine they’d shared earlier. “It’s just... I never expected this,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I never thought you’d want something like that. It’s not that I don’t... I mean, it’s not that I’m completely against it. But it’s such a big step. What if it changes us?” Her eyes met his, searching for reassurance. 

Matthew’s gaze didn’t waver. “It might change us,” he conceded. “But change isn’t always bad. It could be... amazing. Can you imagine it? Watching you let go, seeing you enjoy yourself in a way that’s just for you?” His voice dropped, roughening with the intensity of his words. “It wouldn’t take away from what we have. It would just add to it.”

The image he painted sent a shiver down Rachel’s spine. She could almost feel the phantom touch of another man’s hands on her skin, hear the whispered praise that wasn’t Matthew’s. The idea was undeniably intoxicating, even as it made her cheeks flush with heat. She bit her lip, her pulse quickening at the thought of giving in to something so forbidden, so thrilling. “I think... I think I need time to really process this,” she said finally, her voice trembling slightly. 

Matthew nodded, his fingers brushing against her cheek in a gentle caress. “Of course,” he murmured. “Take all the time you need. I just wanted you to know how I feel.” He paused, then added with a small smile, “And I hope you know that no matter what you decide, I’ll always love you.”

Her heart swelled at his words, and for a moment, the uncertainty seemed to melt away. Whatever happened next, they were in this together. That much she was sure of. But one thing was clear—their lives were about to change in ways neither of them had ever anticipated.
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Matthew sat across from Rachel at the kitchen table, the morning sunlight streaming through the window and catching in her dark curls. She stirred her coffee absently, her brow furrowed in thought. He watched her, his stomach tightening with a mix of anticipation and nerves. They hadn’t spoken about it since that night a few days ago, but he could tell it was still on her mind.

“You’ve been quiet,” Matthew said, his voice low and calm. “Still thinking about... what we talked about?”

Rachel glanced up, her hazel eyes meeting his. She set her spoon down, the faint clink of metal against ceramic breaking the silence. “Yeah,” she admitted, her voice soft but steady. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it, actually.”

His chest tightened as he leaned forward, resting his arms on the table. “And? Where’s your head at?”

She hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of her coffee cup. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. “Part of me is... curious. But the other part is scared. What if it changes things between us? What if I don’t like it? What if you don’t like it?”

Matthew reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “Rachel, listen to me,” he said, his voice firm but gentle. “This isn’t about me wanting to push you into something you’re not ready for. It’s about trust. It’s about us exploring something together that could bring us closer. And if you don’t like it, we stop. No questions asked. I love you more than anything, and nothing will ever change that.”

Her lower lip trembled slightly, and she looked down at their joined hands. “I know you do,” she whispered. “And I trust you. I just... I don’t know if I can do it.”

Matthew squeezed her hand gently. “You don’t have to decide right now,” he reminded her. “But if you’re curious, let’s talk about it. What would make you feel safe? What would make you comfortable?”

Rachel paused, her mind racing. She had thought about it—more than she cared to admit—and the idea of being with someone else sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t ignore. But she needed control. She needed to know that she was safe, that this was something she could step into without losing herself—or them.

“I think... I’d need to be in charge,” she said finally, her voice gaining strength. “I’d want to choose who it is. And I’d need to know I could stop it at any time if it didn’t feel right.”

Matthew nodded, a spark of excitement flickering in his eyes. “Of course,” he said immediately. “You’re in control. You call the shots. I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

Rachel took a deep breath, her heart pounding as the reality of what they were discussing began to sink in. “And... if I did this... who would I even...” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as the question hung in the air.

Matthew studied her for a moment, his lips quirking into a small smile. “Who would you want?” he prompted gently.

Her gaze dropped to the table again, her fingers twisting nervously in her lap. “I’ve... I’ve always had this fantasy,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “About a black man. I don’t know why, but it’s always been something I’ve thought about.”

Matthew felt a surge of arousal at her confession, his mind already racing with possibilities. “Okay,” he said, his tone steady despite the heat pooling low in his body. “So if we did this, it would be with someone who fits that fantasy. Someone you’re attracted to. Someone you feel safe with.”

Rachel nodded slowly, her heart pounding in her chest. “But where would we even find someone like that? It’s not like I can just...”

Matthew hesitated for a moment before speaking. “There’s a new swinger club in town,” he said carefully. “I heard about it from a coworker. It’s supposed to be really classy, very discreet. A place where people go to explore... well, things like this.”

Rachel’s eyes widened, her pulse quickening at the thought. “A swinger club?” she repeated, her voice tinged with disbelief and a hint of curiosity. “I don’t know, Matthew. That seems so... wild.”

He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “It doesn’t have to be wild unless you want it to be,” he said. “We could just go and check it out. See how you feel. There’s no pressure, no expectations. If you don’t like it, we leave. But if you do...” He paused, letting the unspoken words hang between them.

Rachel chewed her lip, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. The idea was terrifying and thrilling all at once, and she could feel herself being drawn to it despite her fears. “And you’d be okay with it?” she asked softly. “Watching me... with someone else?”

Matthew’s throat tightened as he nodded. “Yes,” he said firmly. “Because I know it’s not about replacing me. It’s about watching you experience something new, something incredible. And knowing that I get to be the one who brings you home after.”

She felt a flutter low in her belly at his words, her resolve beginning to waver. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. “Let’s try it. Just once.”

Matthew’s heart leapt at her words, a rush of adrenaline coursing through him. He leaned in and kissed her gently, his lips lingering against hers for a moment before pulling back. “Thank you,” he murmured. “For trusting me with this.”

“Matthew—” Her voice broke as she reached for his hand and gave it a tight squeeze—“What if I don’t feel good enough? What if—”

He cut her off gently with another kiss, shushing her with an urgency only allowed by years of intimacy: “There are no ‘what ifs,’ Rachel! You own this fucking night—your body—our love—all of it! You fucking decide what happens next!”

Her breath caught at his sudden intensity—finally understanding what drove him—the raw commitment to bring every fantasy-to-life for both of them—together. She swallowed hard and nodded stiffly as she slowly rose from her seat already unbuttoning her blouse; trembling fingers slowly working against their biggest long-standing fear—whatever came next—from now onward would rip them apart or bind them tighter than ever before but either way—it’d happen tonight.
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The swinger club loomed in front of them, its crimson neon sign flickering like a heartbeat against the night sky. Rachel’s hand was warm in Matthew’s grip, her fingers tightening as they approached the entrance. The bass from inside thrummed through the walls, vibrating in their chests. Matthew turned to her, his eyes dark with anticipation and something deeper—something hungry.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low, almost drowned out by the music.

Rachel nodded, though her throat felt dry. “Let’s do this.”

The bouncer, a burly man with a tattooed neck, nodded them in with a knowing smirk. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sweat, perfume, and something muskier—something that made Rachel’s pulse flutter. The lighting was dim, shadows dancing across the walls as couples and groups mingled, their laughter and whispers blending into the music.

Matthew led her deeper into the club, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. “They said we could have a private tour before the crowd gets here,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “I want you to see every inch of this place before we decide anything.”

Rachel shivered, her body responding to his touch even as her mind raced. “Lead the way,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

They moved through the club, past a bar stocked with glittering bottles and a dance floor where bodies already swayed together. The tour guide—a tall woman with piercing green eyes and a leather corset—grinned at them. “Welcome,” she purred. “Let me show you around.”

She led them down a hallway lined with closed doors, each one marked with a small, discreet plaque. “These are our private rooms,” she explained. “For those who want... a more intimate experience.”

Rachel’s heart pounded as the woman opened one of the doors, revealing a room draped in velvet curtains and lit by soft, golden lamps. A large bed dominated the space, its sheets rumpled and inviting. “This one’s my favorite,” the guide said with a wink. “Perfect for... exploration.”

Matthew’s hand tightened on Rachel’s hip as he leaned down to whisper, “What do you think?”

Rachel swallowed hard, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “It’s... intense.”

The guide chuckled. “That’s the point. Take your time—look around. I’ll be outside if you need anything.”

As the door clicked shut behind her, Matthew turned to Rachel, his eyes burning with need. “You okay?”

Rachel nodded, though her breath came in short, shallow bursts. “Yeah. Just... nervous.”

Matthew cupped her face with both hands, his thumbs brushing her cheeks. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Rachel. I want you to feel good. To feel everything.”

She melted into his touch, her body responding to his words like a moth to flame. “Matthew...”

He kissed her then, his lips claiming hers with a hunger that left her gasping. His hands slid down her body, squeezing her hips before pulling her closer. She could feel his erection pressing against her belly, and it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Tell me what you want,” he growled against her lips. “Tell me what you need.”

Rachel moaned, her hands fisting in his shirt. “I need you.”

Matthew’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Good.”

He spun her around and pushed her gently but firmly onto the bed. She landed on the soft sheets with a gasp, her sundress riding up her thighs. Matthew knelt between her legs, his eyes devouring her as he slowly pulled the dress up, revealing her lace panties.

“Fuck, Rachel,” he breathed, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down, leaving her bare before him. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she watched him strip off his own clothes, his muscular body gleaming in the dim light.

When he knelt back down between her thighs, his hands spread her legs wider. His breath was hot against her sensitive skin as he leaned in and licked a slow, torturous line up her slit. Rachel cried out, her back arching off the bed.

“Matthew!” she gasped.

“Shh,” he murmured, his tongue circling her clit. “Just feel it.”

His mouth was relentless, alternating between soft licks and fierce sucking that had her writhing beneath him. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her toes curl.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Matthew growled against her flesh, the vibrations sending shockwaves through her body. He added a third finger, stretching her deliciously as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. Rachel could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might explode.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered.

“That’s it,” Matthew growled. “Come for me, Rachel.”

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, washing over her in a crashing, all-consuming rush. She cried out, her body shaking as pleasure tore through her.

When the waves subsided, Matthew crawled up her body, his cock pressing against her still-throbbing entrance. He kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“Ready for more?” he asked, his voice filled with promise.

Rachel nodded, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pushed into her with one smooth stroke. They both groaned at the sensation—him filling her completely, and her tight warmth enveloping him.

Matthew began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had Rachel moaning with every thrust. He reached between them to rub her clit in time with his movements, driving her closer and closer to another orgasm.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her nails digging into his back.

He grinned down at her, his pace quickening. “You want it harder?”

“Yes!”

Gripping her hips tightly, Matthew slammed into her with all the strength he had. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room as Rachel screamed in pleasure.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “But tonight... tonight you can be someone else’s too.”

The words sent a fresh wave of arousal through Rachel as she imagined what was to come—what they had both been craving.

“Fuck me harder,” she demanded, her hips meeting his thrust for thrust.

Matthew obeyed, pounding into her with a desperate urgency that had her seeing stars. Her second orgasm crashed over her just as he spilled himself inside her with a guttural groan.

They lay there for a moment, tangled together and breathing heavily. Finally, Matthew pulled out and rolled onto his back beside her.

“So...” he said, turning his head to look at her. “Still nervous?”

Rachel laughed breathlessly. “No.”

He grinned wickedly. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”

***
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Matthew and Rachel stepped back into the main club area, their bodies still humming from the heat of their private encounter. The air was thick with bass-heavy music and the low hum of voices, mingled with occasional laughter and the clink of glasses. Rachel’s sundress clung to her curves, the fabric brushing against her skin in a way that made her hyper-aware of every movement. Matthew’s hand rested on the small of her back, guiding her as they weaved through the crowd. His touch was possessive, grounding, but there was a new edge to it—an anticipation that made her pulse flutter.

She caught a few glances directed her way—lingering stares from men and women alike—and she felt a mix of nerves and something else entirely. Something electric. Matthew noticed it too, his grip tightening slightly as he leaned down to murmur in her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “You’re fucking glowing, Rachel. Everyone here wants you.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away from the faces around them. Instead, she let herself feel the weight of those gazes, the way they lingered on her hips, her legs, her lips. It was intoxicating, this kind of attention, and for the first time, she didn’t shy away from it. She wanted it.

That’s when Stephan approached.

He was tall—taller than Matthew—with skin like polished obsidian and eyes that seemed to see straight through her. He moved with a confidence that was impossible to ignore, his presence commanding the space around him. When he stopped in front of them, Rachel felt a jolt of something primal, something she couldn’t quite name.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, like dark velvet. His gaze flicked to Matthew before settling back on Rachel, and there was no mistaking the intent there.

Matthew didn’t miss a beat. “That depends,” he said casually, though Rachel could feel the tension in his body as he spoke. “What did you have in mind?”

Stephan’s lips curved into a slow smile, and Rachel felt her stomach tighten. “I think your wife is the most beautiful woman in this room,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “And I’d like to fuck her.”

Rachel’s breath caught, and she felt a rush of heat between her legs. She glanced at Matthew, searching his face for any sign of hesitation, but all she saw was hunger. Pure, unbridled hunger.

“What do you think, Rachel?” Matthew asked softly.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes.”

Stephan’s smile widened, and he extended a hand to her. Rachel took it without thinking, his grip firm and warm. Matthew stepped aside, giving them space, but his gaze stayed locked on Rachel, drinking in every detail.

Stephan led her toward a secluded corner of the club, where a large leather couch awaited. He sat down first, pulling Rachel onto his lap so that she straddled him. Her dress rode up her thighs, exposing the curve of her legs and the hint of lace beneath. Stephan’s hands settled on her hips, his touch sending sparks through her body.

“You’re even more stunning up close,” he murmured, his voice a low purr. One hand slid up her side, tracing the curve of her waist before brushing against the underside of her breast. Rachel bit her lip, feeling her nipples harden beneath her dress.

Stephan noticed and smirked. “Let’s get rid of this,” he said, grabbing the hem of her dress and pulling it over her head in one smooth motion. Rachel gasped as the cool air hit her skin, but the heat in Stephan’s eyes made her forget everything else. Her dark curls tumbled over her shoulders as Stephan leaned in, his lips brushing against her neck. His breath was hot against her skin as he whispered, “You taste like fucking heaven.” His hands slid up her back, unhooking her bra with practiced ease and letting it fall away.

Rachel moaned softly as he took one of her breasts in his hand, his thumb circling her nipple before pinching it gently. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her core, and she rocked against him, feeling the hardness of his cock pressing against her through his pants.

Matthew, watching from just a few feet away, couldn’t tear his eyes away. His wife was a vision—her body exposed, her skin glowing under the dim light of the club. He reached down, his palm pressing against the bulge in his pants as he began to stroke himself through the fabric. The sight of Rachel writhing on Stephan’s lap was too much, and he needed some relief, even if it wasn’t enough.

Stephan must have noticed because he smirked, his gaze flicking to Matthew for a moment before returning to Rachel. “Your husband looks like he’s enjoying the show,” he murmured, his voice thick with amusement and desire.

Rachel glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking with Matthew’s. The sight of him touching himself only heightened her arousal, and she moaned softly, her body arching into Stephan’s touch. She could see the hunger in Matthew’s eyes, the way his hand moved with urgency, and it made her feel even more wanted, more desired.

“Fuck, you’re desperate,” Stephan muttered, his voice rough with arousal. He leaned back to look at her, his gaze raking over her naked form before he grabbed her hips and pulled her closer. “You want it bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Rachel breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Please.”

Stephan didn’t need to be told twice. He undid his belt with one hand while holding her steady with the other, and then he was pushing his pants down just enough to free his cock. Rachel’s eyes widened as she took him in—he was huge, thicker and longer than Matthew, and the sight of him made her mouth water.

“You’re not scared, are you?” Stephan asked, his tone teasing but edged with something darker.

Rachel shook her head, her heart pounding in her chest. “No. I want it.”

He grinned wickedly and guided her hips forward until the tip of his cock pressed against her entrance. Rachel gasped as he pushed inside her slowly, inch by torturous inch, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. She threw her head back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely.

“Fuck,” Stephan groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “You’re so fucking wet for me. Such a good girl.”

Rachel whimpered as he began to move, thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure rippling through her body, building steadily until she was teetering on the edge of release. Stephan’s hands roamed over her body—her breasts, her ass, her thighs—claiming every inch of her as his own.

Matthew watched from just a few feet away, his own need evident in the way he gripped himself through his pants. His wife had never looked more beautiful—her skin glistening with sweat, her hair wild and tangled, and her expression one of pure, unbridled satisfaction. The sight of her being so thoroughly claimed by another man was intoxicating, and he couldn’t wait to have her back in his arms.

Stephan must have noticed because he grinned devilishly and slowed his pace just enough to taunt him.

Rachel turned her head to look at Matthew and saw the raw desire in his eyes. It only fueled her own arousal, making her clench around Stephan’s cock involuntarily.

“Fuck,” Stephan hissed, his grip tightening on her hips. “If you keep doing that, I’m not going to last.”

“Good,” Rachel whispered, grinding against him harder.

Stephan’s growl was primal, a sound that reverberated through Rachel’s entire body as he slammed into her with unrelenting force. His thrusts grew erratic, each one deeper and harder than the last, driving her toward the edge with a ferocity that stole her breath. Rachel’s nails dug into his shoulders, her body arching uncontrollably as pleasure surged through her like a wildfire. Her moans turned into desperate cries, her voice breaking as the pressure inside her coiled tighter, ready to snap.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Stephan groaned, his voice ragged as his hands gripped her hips like a vise. He pulled her down onto him with every thrust, his cock stretching her in ways that made her mind go blank. Rachel could feel every inch of him, every ridge and pulse, and it was too much—too good. Her thighs trembled as she clung to him, her body hurtling toward a climax that promised to shatter her.

The first wave hit her hard, rolling through her with such intensity that she cried out, her voice trembling but loud enough to echo in the dimly lit corner. Her walls clenched around him, milking his cock as the pleasure consumed her. But Stephan didn’t stop. He kept pushing, his thrusts relentless, drawing out her orgasm until she was gasping for air, her body shuddering uncontrollably. “Oh my God,” she whimpered, her voice barely coherent as tears of ecstasy welled in her eyes. “I can’t—I can’t take it.”

Stephan’s rhythm faltered as his own release threatened to overtake him. His hips snapped forward erratically, his cock buried deep inside her as he gave in to the inevitable. “Rachel,” he growled, his voice guttural as he came, spilling himself into her with a groan that sounded almost feral. She felt the heat of his cum filling her, the sensation sending another jolt of pleasure through her already overwhelmed body.

For a moment, they were both still, their breaths mingling in the charged air as they clung to each other. Rachel’s legs felt like jelly, and she collapsed against his chest, her head resting on his shoulder as she tried to steady herself. Her heart pounded in her chest, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her in slow, delicious waves. Stephan’s hands moved to her back, stroking her gently as they both came down from the high, the intensity of their connection still lingering in the air.

As Stephan’s breathing slowed, Rachel turned her head slightly to glance at Matthew, her lips curling into a satisfied but hungry smile. “Amazing,” she murmured, her voice still trembling with the echoes of pleasure. “But we’re not done yet.” Her words were soft but laden with promise as she whispered, “Your turn, Matthew.”

Stephan’s hands lingered on Rachel’s hips as she shifted, her body still trembling from the intensity of their encounter. Her dark curls clung to her damp forehead, her chest rising and falling with labored breaths. She turned to Matthew, her eyes heavy with desire, and slowly slid off Stephan’s lap, leaving his cock glistening and spent between his thighs. The air was thick with the musk of sweat and sex, the room’s dim lighting casting shadows that danced across their bodies.

Rachel knelt before Matthew, her fingers already working the button of his pants, her movements deliberate and unhurried. Her lips parted as she pulled his zipper down, the sound sharp in the otherwise quiet room. Matthew exhaled sharply, his cock springing free, hard and desperate for her touch. She didn’t hesitate, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, her grip firm but tender.

“Fuck, Rachel,” Matthew groaned, his voice low and rough with need. His hands tangled in her hair, his fingers tightening as she leaned forward, her breath hot against him. She paused for a moment, her tongue darting out to tease the tip, tasting the precum that had already begun to bead there. The sensation sent a shiver through him, his legs trembling slightly as he fought to stay upright.

Rachel’s lips closed around him, taking him deep into her mouth in one slow, deliberate motion. Her tongue swirled around his shaft as she pulled back, then sank down again, her rhythm steady and unhurried. Matthew’s grip on her hair tightened, his hips pressing forward as he guided her head closer, forcing himself deeper into her throat. She didn’t resist, her throat opening to accommodate him, the tightness sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body.

“That’s it, baby,” Matthew whispered, his voice hoarse. “Take all of me.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked up to meet his, her gaze unwavering even as tears brimmed at the corners from the intensity of the act. Her hands rested on his thighs, her nails digging into his skin as she pushed herself further, swallowing him whole. The wet heat of her mouth was fucking intoxicating, every pull of her lips drawing him closer to the edge. But he held back, determined to savor every second.

Stephan watched from behind, his own arousal reigniting as he stripped off the last of his clothes. His cock stirred again, thick and heavy between his legs, as he took in the sight of Rachel on her knees, completely devoted to Matthew. He moved closer, his hands gliding over Rachel’s back as he stood behind her, the heat of his body pressing against hers.

“You’re fucking incredible,” Stephan murmured, his voice thick with admiration. His hands caressed her shoulders, then drifted lower, tracing the curve of her spine before gripping her hips. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Do you like sucking his cock, Rachel? Does it make you feel good?”

Rachel moaned around Matthew’s shaft, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through him. She pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around him, and nodded, her eyes closing as she lost herself in the sensation. Stephan’s hands slid around to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Matthew’s hips began to move on their own, thrusting gently into her mouth, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. His hands tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm as he fucked her throat with slow, deliberate strokes. The sight of her like this—submissive, utterly focused on his pleasure—was almost too much to bear.

“Fuck, Rachel,” he growled, his voice ragged. “You feel so good. I could stay like this forever.”

Stephan’s hands trailed down her sides, his fingers dipping between her thighs to find her already slick with arousal. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just enough to make her moan around Matthew’s cock. She rocked back against him, her hips moving in time with Matthew’s thrusts, caught between the two men who were overwhelming her senses.

The room was filled with the sound of wet suction and low groans, the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. Rachel’s body was alight with sensation, every touch, every thrust sending her spiraling closer to the edge. Her hands gripped Matthew’s thighs tightly, her nails leaving crescents in his skin as she surrendered to the pleasure.

Matthew could feel his control slipping, the pressure building low in his gut as Rachel’s mouth worked him relentlessly. He pulled back slightly, dragging himself out of her mouth just long enough to catch his breath. His cock was slick with her saliva, glistening in the dim light as he looked down at her.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “My beautiful wife, on your knees for me.”

Rachel’s eyes met his, dark and hungry, as she opened her mouth wider, inviting him back in. With a groan, he pushed forward again, sinking deep into her throat once more. His thrusts became more urgent, less controlled, as he teetered on the brink of release. But he held back, determined not to come yet. This wasn’t about finishing—it was about claiming her, about reminding her who she belonged to.

Stephan’s fingers moved faster inside her, his other hand gripping her hip as he pressed against her from behind. He could feel her trembling, her walls fluttering around his fingers as she edged closer to another climax. “That’s it, Rachel,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Let go. You’re fucking perfect.”

Rachel’s body convulsed as she came again, her moans muffled by Matthew’s cock in her mouth. Her throat tightened around him, the sensation pushing him closer to the edge. Matthew pulled out abruptly, leaving her gasping for air, strands of saliva clinging to her lips as she panted heavily.

Matthew’s hands slid down Rachel’s back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine until they reached the swell of her ass. “On the couch,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding, a thread of hunger woven into every word. Rachel obeyed without hesitation, her legs trembling slightly as she moved, her body still tingling from the intensity of her last orgasm. Stephan stood nearby, watching with a smirk that promised more, his piercing eyes locked on Rachel as she bent over the edge of the couch, her ass raised in the air.

Matthew kneeled behind her, his hands gripping her hips possessively. “You’re going to take me in your ass tonight, Rachel,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And you’re going to fucking love it.”

Rachel moaned softly, her body already responding to the promise in his words. She could feel the anticipation building, a mix of nerves and excitement coiling low in her belly. Her breath faltered as Matthew’s fingers teased her entrance, slick with her own arousal and the remnants of Stephan’s earlier touch. He pressed a single finger inside, testing her readiness, and Rachel gasped, her hips pushing back against him instinctively.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Matthew muttered, his voice rough with desire. He added a second finger, stretching her slowly, carefully, as Stephan stepped in front of her, his cock already hard and waiting. Rachel’s eyes widened as she took him in, her lips parting as he guided his length to her mouth. Without hesitation, she opened wider, taking him deep, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked.

Stephan groaned, his hands tangling in her dark curls as he thrust gently into her mouth. “That’s it, Rachel,” he said, his voice thick with approval. “Take it all.”

Behind her, Matthew removed his fingers, replacing them with the tip of his cock. He pressed forward, the head of his shaft nudging against her tight ring of muscle. Rachel’s moan was muffled by Stephan’s cock as Matthew pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pleasure and pressure that had Rachel rocking her hips back against him, craving more.

Matthew’s hands tightened on her hips as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, allowing her body to adjust. But soon, the pace quickened, his cock pounding into her ass with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, the friction igniting a fire that burned hotter with every movement.

Stephan’s grip on her hair tightened as he fucked her mouth, his cock sliding deep into her throat with every push. Rachel’s eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the sensation, her body caught between the two men, completely and utterly claimed by both. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, hear the lewd sounds of skin slapping against skin, and smell the heady scent of sweat and sex that filled the air.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” Stephan growled, his hips snapping forward as he thrust harder into her mouth. “Taking us both like a fucking pro.”

Matthew’s breath came in ragged gasps as he pounded into her ass, his cock throbbing inside her. “Look at you,” he muttered, his voice strained with need. “My wife, taking my cock in your ass while you suck another man’s dick. You’re fucking amazing.”

Rachel’s moans grew louder as the sensations overwhelmed her, the pleasure building to a crescendo that threatened to consume her entirely. Her body trembled with each thrust, her ass clenching around Matthew’s cock as she neared the edge. Stephan’s hand moved to her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers as he continued to fuck her mouth, his other hand slipping down to rub her clit.

The dual stimulation was too much and not enough all at once. Rachel felt like she was unraveling, her mind drowning in pleasure as Matthew and Stephan worked together to bring her closer to the brink. Her breaths came in short, shallow gasps, her body writhing between them as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy.

“Come for us, Rachel,” Matthew urged, his voice rough with need. “Let me feel you come on my cock.”

Stephan pulled back slightly, giving her a moment to breathe before thrusting deep again. “Yeah, Rachel,” he said, his tone dripping with desire. “Show us how much you fucking love this.”

Rachel’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, crashing over her with an intensity that left her trembling and gasping for air. Her ass clenched tightly around Matthew’s cock as pleasure ripped through her body, her moans muffled by Stephan’s length as he continued to thrust into her mouth. Matthew groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release, spurred on by the way Rachel tightened around him.

Stephan wasn’t far behind. With a low, guttural growl that rumbled from deep within his chest, he pulled out of Rachel’s mouth, her lips swollen and glistening from the relentless pace he’d set. He gripped his cock tightly, stroking himself with a rhythm that matched the urgency building in his body. His eyes never left her face, watching as her cheeks flushed and her lips parted, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck, I’m close,” he muttered, his voice thick with need, the words barely audible over the sound of skin slapping against skin. “You’re so fucking hot like this.”

Matthew’s thrusts grew harder, more deliberate, his cock plunging deep into Rachel’s ass as he chased his own release. The tension in the room was palpable, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and sex. Matthew’s hands tightened on Rachel’s hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he drove into her with a primal intensity. “Take it, Rachel,” he growled, his voice strained and raw. “Take every fucking inch.”

Rachel’s body trembled between them, her ass clenching around Matthew’s cock as Stephan’s hand moved faster on his own length. She could feel the heat of Stephan’s gaze on her, the way he watched her with a hunger that matched Matthew’s. Her own pleasure was still rippling through her, leaving her sensitive and raw, every touch amplified, every sensation heightened. Stephan’s free hand reached out to grip her hair, gently tugging her head back so he could see her face. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice sharp with desire.

Rachel’s eyes met his, dark and glazed with lust. Her lips parted as she panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Stephan’s breath hitched as he took her in, the sight of her completely undone nearly pushing him over the edge. With a final stroke, he let out a harsh cry, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum splashing across Rachel’s face and chest. The sight of her marked, claimed by him even as Matthew continued to fuck her ass, was enough to send a shiver of satisfaction through his body. “Fuck,” he muttered again, his voice hoarse. “You’re perfect.”

Matthew wasn’t far behind. With a final thrust, he buried himself deep inside Rachel, his own release spilling into her as he groaned her name. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he rode out the last waves of his orgasm, his body trembling with the intensity of it. “Rachel,” he murmured, his voice soft now, almost reverent. “My wife.” 

For a moment, the room was silent except for their ragged breathing, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavy in the air. Rachel’s body was limp between them, utterly spent but still trembling with residual pleasure. Stephan stepped back slightly, his eyes still locked on her as he caught his breath. “Fuck,” he said again, the word almost a whisper. “You’re incredible.”

***
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Matthew and Rachel stepped into their quiet home, the soft hum of the air conditioner a stark contrast to the electric energy they had just left at the club. Rachel’s legs still felt like jelly, her body humming with the echoes of Stephan’s hands, Matthew’s cock, and the relentless intensity of their shared encounter. She leaned against the doorframe for a moment, catching her breath, while Matthew slid his arms around her waist from behind, his lips brushing the nape of her neck.

“You okay?” he murmured, his voice low and warm, his breath tickling her skin. His hands slid down her hips, his fingers tracing the curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. Rachel shivered, her body still so sensitive that even his lightest touch sent sparks through her.

“I’m... I don’t know,” Rachel admitted, her voice trembling slightly. She turned in his arms to face him, her dark curls falling into her face as she looked up at him. “That was... insane. Fucking insane.”

Matthew chuckled, his deep laugh vibrating through her as he pulled her closer. “Insanely good?” he asked, his eyes locking onto hers with that familiar intensity that always made her pulse quicken.

Rachel hesitated, then nodded slowly. “Yeah,” she whispered. “But it’s also a lot to process. Like... I let another man fuck me, Matthew. In front of you. And you... you were into it. We were all into it.”

Matthew’s expression softened, his hands moving to cradle her face. “I was more than into it,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Seeing you like that... watching you take him, feeling you clench around me while he came all over you... fuck, Rachel. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed at his words, her body responding instinctively to the raw hunger in his tone. She felt the wetness between her thighs, the memory of Stephan’s cock filling her mouth, Matthew’s hands gripping her hips as he claimed her ass. Her breathing faltered as she reached up to slide her hands under his shirt, her nails dragging lightly across his chest.

“You really liked it?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “Seeing me with someone else? Seeing him... fuck me like that?”

Matthew’s eyes darkened, his hands sliding down to grip her ass firmly. “Liked it?” he growled, pulling her hard against him so she could feel the thick outline of his cock pressing against her stomach. “I’ve never been so turned on in my life. You were fucking perfect, Rachel. The way you moaned for him, the way you took his cock in your mouth while I fucked you... God. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Rachel’s breath hitched as his words sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body betraying her as it heated up all over again. She bit her lip, her fingers curling into his chest as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes.

“Do you... do you want to do it again?” she asked hesitantly, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

Matthew didn’t answer with words. Instead, he bent down and captured her lips in a searing kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hands gripped her ass tightly, lifting her off the ground as he carried her to the couch, their mouths never parting. He laid her down gently, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her curves with possessive urgency.

When he finally pulled back, Rachel was gasping for air, her body on fire. Matthew stared down at her, his eyes blazing with need. “I want to do it again,” he said hoarsely. “But not tonight. Tonight is just us. Just you and me. I want to fuck you, Rachel. I want to remind you who you belong to.”

Rachel’s heart pounded as he yanked her dress up over her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties and tearing them off in one swift motion. She gasped as his hand roughly pushed her legs apart, his fingers sliding through her slick folds with a groan.

“So fucking wet,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust. “You’re still aching for it, aren’t you? Still dripping from what we did back there.”

Rachel whimpered, her hips bucking up against his hand as he teased her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. “Matthew,” she breathed, her voice breaking as pleasure shot through her like lightning. “Please...”

He didn’t make her wait. In one fluid motion, he unzipped his pants and freed his cock, already hard and leaking with anticipation. Rachel’s eyes widened as she watched him stroke himself, the thick length of him making her mouth water.

“Do you want it?” Matthew asked, his voice dangerously low. “Do you want me to fuck you until you scream?”

Rachel nodded frantically, her hands reaching for him. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, fuck me, Matthew. Please.”

With a low growl, Matthew hooked her legs over his shoulders and drove into her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Rachel cried out, her back arching off the couch as he filled her completely, the stretch and friction sending sparks racing through her body.

“Fuck,” Matthew groaned, his hips snapping forward with a brutal rhythm. “You feel so fucking good, Rachel. So tight. So wet.”

Rachel clawed at the cushions beneath her, her moans escalating with each thrust. The heat of him inside her, the way his hands gripped her thighs, the sound of their bodies slapping together—it was overwhelming. She could feel herself spiraling toward the edge already, the intensity of their earlier encounter still lingering in every nerve ending.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking as she rocked her hips against his. “Fuck me harder.”

Matthew obeyed immediately, his thrusts becoming faster, harder, more erratic. The couch creaked beneath them as he pounded into her with a ferocity that left them both breathless. Rachel could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm hovering just out of reach.

Matthew leaned down to capture her lips again, his kiss swallowing her moans as he reached between them to rub her clit in tight circles. “Come for me,” he commanded against her mouth. “Fucking come for me, Rachel.”

The combination of his cock driving into her and his fingers working her clit was too much. Rachel shattered with a strangled cry, her whole body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Matthew didn’t stop, fucking her through her orgasm until she was gasping for air, her body trembling uncontrollably.

When he finally pulled out, Rachel collapsed back onto the couch, utterly spent. But Matthew wasn’t done yet. He flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up, positioning himself behind her. She barely had time to brace herself before he was inside her again, this time taking her from behind with a force that made her cry out.

“Mine,” Matthew growled, his hands gripping her hips so tightly she knew there would be marks later. “You’re mine.”

Rachel could only nod weakly, unable to form words as he fucked her with relentless determination. The angle was deeper this way, every thrust hitting that sweet spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes. She could feel another orgasm building, slower this time but no less intense.

Matthew’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he neared his own release. “Tell me,” he demanded, his voice rough with need. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“Yours,” Rachel gasped, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slamming together. “I’m yours, Matthew. Always yours.”

With a guttural groan, Matthew buried himself deep inside her and came hard, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. Rachel cried out as she came again, the force of it leaving her shaking and weak.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected as they caught their breath. Then Matthew leaned down to press a soft kiss to the small of her back before pulling out gently and collapsing beside her on the couch.

They collapsed together on the couch, limbs tangled, bodies slick with sweat. Matthew pulled Rachel against his chest, his heartbeat gradually slowing beneath her ear. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her spine as she nestled closer, her body still humming from the intensity of what they'd shared.

"I love you," he murmured against her hair, his voice rough with emotion. "More than anything."

Rachel tilted her face up to his, her eyes searching his features in the dim light of their living room. The vulnerability she saw there made her chest tighten. This man who had just claimed her so completely, who had watched her with another man and found it beautiful rather than threatening—he was still her Matthew, still the same person she'd fallen in love with years ago.

"I love you too," she whispered, pressing her lips to the underside of his jaw. "Thank you for... for everything tonight."

Matthew's arms tightened around her, his expression softening as he gazed down at her. "No regrets?"

Rachel considered the question, taking stock of her body—pleasantly sore, utterly satisfied—and her mind, which felt strangely clear despite everything. "No," she said finally, surprised by how much she meant it. "No regrets."

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, their breathing synchronizing as they held each other. Rachel felt herself drifting toward sleep when Matthew spoke again, his voice barely audible.

"Would you want to see him again?"

The question hung in the air between them, loaded with possibility. Rachel thought about Stephan—his confidence, his touch, the way he'd made her feel. She thought about Matthew watching them, his eyes dark with desire rather than jealousy. She thought about how complete she'd felt between them, how liberated.

"Yes," she admitted, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach. "I think I would."

Matthew's smile was slow and knowing as he pressed a kiss to her forehead. "Good," he murmured. "Because I think we're just getting started."
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	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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