

Collision Course! Married White Couple's Accidental Interracial Awakening

Sally P


Copyright © 2024 Sally P

All rights reserved

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older and engage in consensual sexual activities. The story is entirely fictional and intended for adult audiences, featuring themes of interracial relationships, cheating, and other taboo topics.

Please note that the content is meant to cater to readers interested in these particular genres and fantasies and is written for entertainment purposes only. All actions depicted in this story occur between consenting adults, and no coercion, force, or dubious means are implied in any way.

The story explores mature, explicit themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Reader discretion is advised, and respect for the creative freedom and artistic expression employed in this narrative is encouraged.

DISCLAIMER: Contains heavy themes of infidelity, cheating and taboo interracial eroticism between a black man and a white woman! It also contains several instances of obscene, lewd, sexist, misogynist, homophobic language that is used solely in the context of erotic roleplay. Please do not read if these themes offend you!


Cover generated by Sally P



Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1:

Chapter 2:

Chapter 3:

Chapter 4:

Chapter 5:

Chapter 6:

Chapter 7:

Chapter 8:

Chapter 9:

Chapter 10:

Chapter 11:

Chapter 12:

Epilogue:

Afterword

Books By This Author:


Chapter 1:

The glow of city lights flashed against the windshield as Todd gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, his knuckles pale against the leather. Beside him, Emma sat cross-legged, the slit of her satin dress exposing her smooth, tan legs. She leaned back, her arms folded across her chest, a smirk playing on her lips.

“You really made an ass out of yourself tonight, you know that?” Todd muttered, breaking the tense silence.

Emma turned to him, one eyebrow arched. “I made an ass out of myself? That’s rich, coming from the guy sulking in the corner while I was actually talking to people.”

“Oh, is that what you call it? Talking?” Todd shot back, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “Pretty sure you were showing off more than you were saying anything. You could’ve at least tried to keep your tits in your dress.”

Emma’s smirk widened, her chin tilting up in defiance. “Jealous much? Maybe if you paid attention to me, I wouldn’t have to show off for other people. But no, you’d rather sit there nursing your whiskey and staring at your phone all night.”

“I wasn’t staring at my phone. I was watching you throw yourself at every guy who looked your way. Jesus, Emma, you were practically bending over the table to give Greg a better look!”

Emma laughed, a sharp, unapologetic sound that made Todd’s grip tighten further. “Oh, come on. Greg is harmless. Besides, if you’re so threatened by him, maybe you should ask yourself why. It’s not my fault if other men find me attractive, Todd.”

“Other men find you attractive because you make them look. It’s pathetic,” Todd snapped, his voice rising. “You’ve got a husband, Emma. You could try acting like it.”

“Oh, please.” Emma rolled her eyes, turning her gaze out the window. “Maybe if you acted like a husband, I’d feel like one.”

Todd clenched his jaw, the muscles in his face tightening as his frustration boiled over. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You know exactly what it means,” Emma said, her tone laced with disdain. “When was the last time you actually made me feel wanted? Or even noticed me, for that matter?”

Todd’s mouth opened to retort, but the words stuck in his throat. Instead, he exhaled sharply through his nose, his foot pressing harder on the gas as they sped through the sparsely lit streets.

“I notice you plenty, Emma. You just don’t care unless other people are looking too,” he finally said, his voice lower but no less tense.

Emma’s smirk returned, softer this time, almost teasing. “Maybe I like being noticed, Todd. Maybe I like knowing I can still turn heads.”

“Yeah, well, you’re not turning mine,” Todd muttered under his breath.

Emma’s laughter was cold, cutting through the tense silence like a blade. “No, you’re too busy being a bitter, boring asshole to notice anything, aren’t you?”

The car lapsed into silence after that, the hum of the tires on the pavement filling the void as both of them stewed in their frustration. Emma shifted in her seat, the silky fabric of her dress catching the faint glow of passing streetlights. She didn’t care if Todd was mad. If anything, she liked it when he got riled up—it reminded her that, despite his lackluster demeanor, there was still some fire in him.

Her phone buzzed in her lap, and she unlocked it, scrolling aimlessly through her messages. Todd’s voice broke through again, sharp and accusatory.

“Who are you texting now? Greg?”

Emma smirked but didn’t look up. “Jealousy’s not a good look on you, babe.”

“I’m not jealous. I’m sick of you treating our marriage like a joke.”

Emma finally turned to him, her smirk fading into something colder. “Our marriage is a joke, Todd. At least I’m the only one who’s honest about it.”

Todd’s jaw tightened, but before he could reply, the sudden glow of brake lights ahead caught his attention. He slammed on the brakes, the tires screeching as the car lurched forward.

The impact came a split second later, a jarring crunch of metal on metal as their car collided with the one in front of them. Emma’s phone flew from her hands, landing somewhere near the dashboard as her body was jerked forward against the seatbelt.

“Shit!” Todd hissed, his hands gripping the wheel tightly as the car came to a stop.

“What the hell, Todd?” Emma snapped, her voice sharp and shrill. “Are you trying to kill us?”

“It wasn’t my fault! He stopped out of nowhere!” Todd shot back, fumbling with his seatbelt.

Through the windshield, they both watched as the driver—a tall, muscular man with dark skin and a commanding presence—stepped out of his car. He glanced back at his vehicle, then turned his gaze toward them. Even from a distance, there was an undeniable air of authority in the way he carried himself, his expression unreadable as he began walking toward their car.

“Well, what are you doing?” Emma demanded as Todd reached for the door handle.

“I’m going to check on him!”

“Are you insane?” Emma hissed, grabbing his arm to stop him. Her voice dropped to a harsh whisper. “What if he’s dangerous?”

Todd frowned, looking at her as though she’d lost her mind. “Dangerous? Emma, it’s a car accident. I have to see if he’s okay!”

“He’s black, Todd!” Emma whispered urgently, her voice low but panicked.

"Emma!" Todd pulled his arm away, his brow furrowed. "That doesn't matter!"

"It does matter. Just... stay here. Please?" she pleaded, her voice laced with a desperation that made Todd pause. “You don’t know what kind of person he is!”

The man stopped just a few feet from their car, his gaze piercing through the windshield. Todd swallowed hard, his nerves fraying as he glanced at Emma, who sat stone-faced beside him. He froze, his hand still on the door handle. Emma’s grip remained firm on his arm, her nails digging into his skin. The man raised a hand, motioning for them to roll down the window.

“Okay,” Todd whispered, his voice trembling. “What now?”

Emma exhaled sharply, releasing his arm and leaning back in her seat. “Now we hope he’s not in the mood to kill us.”

*


Chapter 2:

“Goddamn! What the fuck y’all doin’ runnin’ into my ride like that?” His voice boomed through the chilly night air, each word laced with raw anger. In the driver’s seat, Todd winced and gripped the wheel tighter. He could see the reflection of their smashed front bumper in a nearby puddle, the headlights distorting as they flickered over cracked pavement.

Emma sat beside him, lips pressed tight, chest still heaving from the heated argument they’d been having just moments before the collision. They were both a little drunk from the wedding reception—no, let’s be honest, more than a little. The wine had flowed freely, and the tension between them had only grown sharper as the night wore on. Now this.

Todd reached for the door handle to step out, but Emma slapped his hand away. “Don’t,” she hissed. “Stop that, just stay inside.” She shot him a warning glare, as if he were a child about to wander into traffic.

He gave her a baffled look. “I have to talk to him, Emma,” he said through clenched teeth. “We hit his car!”

Before Emma could reply, the man reached the passenger side window, his imposing frame nearly blocking out the streetlamp behind him. He leaned down, peering in. His dark eyes gleamed with barely contained rage, his broad shoulders stretching the fabric of his hoodie. He looked at Todd first, then at Emma, his lip curling in disgust.

“Man, what the fuck?” he repeated, voice rough and low. “Y’all drunk or somethin’? You hit my fuckin’ car!”

Todd swallowed hard, nodding. “I’m sorry,” he said, raising his hands slightly in a placating gesture. “We—uh—we were distracted, and—”

“Sorry?” The man snorted. “That’s it? Sorry don’t fix my damn bumper.”

Emma shifted in her seat, crossing one leg over the other. Todd could feel her tension, and he also felt the warmth of her body as she leaned closer. The man noticed too, his gaze drifting down Emma’s neckline, lingering where the top of her dress dipped low. Todd saw the flash of interest in his eyes and felt a strange twist in his gut—anger and something else he couldn’t quite name.

“Look, we don’t want trouble,” Todd said quickly, his voice trembling despite his best efforts. “We can pay for the damages or something. There’s no need to call the police.”

The man’s eyebrows shot up. “Pay for it, huh?” he said, crossing his arms over his chest. “Y’all think I’m just some broke-ass dude you can toss money at and walk away?”

Todd licked his lips nervously. The man’s voice carried a street-heavy accent, rough and unapologetic. He sounded angry, and who could blame him? But Todd wasn’t just worried about the man’s temper—he was worried about the cops. If they showed up and smelled alcohol, this night could get a whole lot worse.

“We’re—we’re just trying to make this easier on everyone,” Todd managed, forcing a weak smile. “No need for cops or insurance, right?”

The man scoffed, shaking his head. “Man, fuck y’all’s apologies. I oughta call the police right now. You think I’m playin’?”

At the mention of the police, Emma leaned forward, resting her elbow on the window frame. The top of her dress gaped slightly, giving the man an even better view of her cleavage. “Let’s not be hasty,” she said, her voice suddenly smoother, warmer, as though she’d flipped a switch inside herself. “We’re all adults here, aren’t we?”

"Emma, be quiet-."

The man’s gaze flicked to her face, then back down to her neckline. He narrowed his eyes, skeptical. “Aw, so now you wanna talk, huh?” he said, voice dripping with sarcasm. “What you think you gon’ do for me, lady?”

Emma offered a small, coy smile. “I just think we can handle this like reasonable people,” she said, her tone sweet but with an edge of calculation. “First, can I get your name?”

He tilted his head, frowning. “Whatchu want my name for?”

Emma shrugged a bare shoulder, drawing his eyes to the smooth sweep of her collarbone. “Because I’d like to know who I’m talking to, that’s all. You look like an upstanding young man.”

Todd shot her a warning look. “Emma, I can handle—”

“Shut up, Todd,” she snapped, not even turning to face him. Her eyes were locked on the man outside, who watched this exchange with growing amusement.

“Name’s Dante,” he said finally, as if testing the waters by giving this small piece of himself away. “Now what?”

Emma’s lips curved into a feline smile. “Dante,” she purred, as if tasting the name on her tongue. “That’s a nice name. Listen, Dante, maybe we can work something out. Something that’ll make you forget all about calling the cops.”

Dante crossed his arms, glancing between her and Todd. “And what you think that is?”

Emma slowly reached one hand out of the window. The move was brazen, deliberate. Her fingertips grazed the front of Dante’s pants, feeling the hardness of his thigh and the subtle shape behind the zipper. Dante stiffened—not just physically, Todd noticed with dread, but in surprise.

“I’m sure there’s a lot I could do to convince you otherwise,” Emma said softly, her voice dropping into a near whisper, the kind of tone that men lean in closer to hear. “You look tense, Dante. Stressed. Maybe I can help you relax.”

Todd’s mouth went dry. “Emma,” he managed, voice cracking. “What the hell are you—”

She ignored him, pressing her palm more firmly against Dante’s crotch. Dante let out a low, rumbling chuckle, shifting his stance so that the outline of his cock pressed more clearly into her hand.

“Damn,” he muttered, looking down at her cleavage, at the dress that barely contained her. “You serious right now?”

Emma didn’t reply with words. Instead, she gently squeezed, feeling him grow harder beneath the fabric. Todd could hardly breathe. This was insane. They were in the middle of a deserted city street, having just crashed into a stranger’s car, and now Emma was… was what? Seducing him? Bribing him with her body?

His heart pounded. He should stop this. He should say something. But he couldn’t look away. Part of him—the part he’d never admit to having—was waiting to see if this would work; if Emma could convince him to just let it go.

Emma leaned further out, her breasts practically spilling from her dress, and lowered her voice to a sultry hush. “I’m sure a strong, handsome man like you wouldn’t say no to a little help, would you, Dante?”

Dante licked his lips, his gaze fixed on her hand working his growing bulge. “You better not be fuckin’ with me,” he said, his voice rough. “I don’t got time for games.”

“No games,” Emma promised, stroking him slowly, deliberately. Her touch was light but confident, as if she’d done this a thousand times before. “Just let me help you forget this whole thing, okay?”

Todd sat frozen, sweat gathering at his temples. He felt like he was watching a scene from someone else’s life. His wife, who had just been flirting openly at a wedding with other men, was now offering herself to a thug they’d just rear-ended. He wanted to protest, but words failed him. He wanted to close his eyes, but he couldn’t. The alternative to not letting this happen seemed to be a lot more problematic than the option Emma was offering; they were both drunk and it was Todd who had hit the other car, clearly speeding. This was the only way out.

“Shit,” Dante muttered, one hand reaching in to grasp the top of the window frame. He leaned closer, letting Emma’s hand work him through his pants for a moment before tugging down the zipper. The sound was loud in the quiet night. “You gonna make me forget, huh?”

"Yeah," Emma nodded, her eyes locked on Dante’s, her cheeks flushed. “I’ll make sure you remember me for all the right reasons, Dante,” she said, voice steady despite the surreal circumstances.

Todd swallowed, his heart pounding out a frantic rhythm. He couldn’t deny the heat in Emma’s eyes, the hunger in Dante’s gaze, the buzzing tension that made the air thick as syrup. He knew, in that moment, that nothing would ever be the same after this.

Outside, a car passed by, its headlights sweeping across them. A passenger might have glanced their way, glimpsing the strange tableau—a woman leaning from a car window, her hand in a man’s lap, her husband watching helplessly from the driver’s seat. The world kept turning, oblivious to their private descent into depravity.

Emma pressed her palm more firmly, and Dante groaned, low and approving. Todd closed his eyes and shivered. This was just the beginning, and into the unknown they went.

*


Chapter 3:

Dante leaned closer to the car window, his hands gripping the edge of the frame as Emma’s fingers moved deftly over him. The cold night air didn’t seem to faze him, nor did the streetlamp’s harsh glow as it illuminated his cock, now hanging thick and heavy through his unzipped pants. The sight of it made Emma’s breath hitch, her cheeks flushed pink from a mixture of alcohol and something darker, more primal.

“Damn,” Emma murmured, her fingers tracing a light path over the length of him. Her voice was soft, almost reverent, but there was a wicked edge to it as she turned to glance at Todd. “Honey, you seeing this?”

“Emma,” Todd hissed, his voice low and panicked. He reached out, grabbing her wrist in a feeble attempt to stop her. “This is insane. Let’s just—”

Emma slapped his hand away without even looking at him, her focus entirely on the man standing outside. “Don’t be such a buzzkill, Todd,” she said, her words slightly slurred but full of defiance. “I’m just trying to fix your little mistake. Isn’t that what I’m good at?”

Dante chuckled, his deep voice rolling through the air like thunder. “Man, your girl’s somethin’ else,” he said, his grin widening as he watched Emma’s hand continue its teasing strokes. “You sure you don’t mind her touchin’ another man’s dick like this?”

Todd opened his mouth to respond, but nothing came out. His face burned with humiliation, and his hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. He couldn’t look at Dante’s cock—couldn’t let himself acknowledge what was happening just inches from his face.

“Mind?” Emma said, her voice dripping with mockery as she tilted her head toward her husband. “Oh, he doesn’t mind. Do you, Todd? You’ve always been so… understanding.”

Dante barked out a laugh, his hand brushing against Emma’s cheek as he adjusted his stance, leaning in closer. “Shit, girl, you somethin’ special. Ain’t no way this dude knows what to do with you.”

Emma’s lips curled into a smile, and she traced her thumb over the tip of Dante’s cock, eliciting a low groan from him. “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell him,” she said, her voice sultry. “But you know men. So stubborn.”

Todd’s stomach churned. His voice cracked when he finally spoke. “Emma, stop. Please.”

“Stop what, Todd?” she asked innocently, her hand pausing just long enough to make Dante grunt in frustration. “I’m just trying to smooth things over. You don’t want him to call the cops, do you?”

“Man, cops ain’t even on my mind right now,” Dante interjected, his voice thick with arousal. “All I’m thinkin’ about is how good your wife’s hand feels on my dick.”

Emma giggled, the sound light and girlish, completely at odds with the rawness of her actions. She shifted her position, leaning further out of the car so she could get a better grip on him. Her breasts pressed against the doorframe, nearly spilling out of her dress, and Dante’s eyes roamed over her hungrily. Like a beast staring down its next meal.

Todd could hardly breathe. His chest tightened, and a bead of sweat trickled down his forehead. He knew he should look away, but he couldn't. Emma's hand slid over the other man's shaft, and Todd felt a strange ache in his groin.

"Damn, girl," Dante grunted, his hips rocking into her touch. "You know how to use those pretty little hands, huh? You're sexy as fuck."

“Mm, you’re not bad yourself,” Emma said, her voice dropping to a whisper. She ran her fingers down his shaft, marveling at its weight and girth. “God, Todd, can you believe this? He’s huge.”

Todd’s mouth went dry, and his voice faltered as he stammered, “Emma—”

“Oh, come on,” she said, cutting him off. “You can admit it. Look at him.” She tilted her head up to meet Dante’s gaze, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything quite like this. It’s so… impressive.”

"Not even your husband?" Dante smirked, nodding toward Todd.

"Nah," she said without hesitation, a hint of disappointment in her voice. "Not even close," she giggles while turning to shoot a pointed look at Todd. "But he tries."

"Shit, man, you gonna just sit there and take that shit?" Dante says, laughing.

Todd feels his cheeks flush with heat.

"I mean, he has no choice," Emma smirks, shrugging a bare shoulder. "Shouldn't have rear-ended his car, huh, honey?" she raises an eyebrow sarcastically. "Now, look what you've made me do! Rubbing my hands all over this big black dick-."

Dante grinned, his chest puffing out slightly as he basked in her praise. “You ever had black dick before, baby?” he asked, his hand brushing against her hair.

Emma let out a soft laugh, her hand moving more boldly now, her strokes firm and deliberate. “Maybe I have,” she admitted, her voice playful.

Todd’s stomach twisted at her revelation. He wanted to say something—anything—to stop this, but his throat felt tight, and his mind was a chaotic mess of anger, shame, and a strange, unwelcome arousal.

“Damn, girl, you got me bricked up,” Dante murmured, his head tilting back slightly as Emma’s hand worked him expertly. His gaze shifted to Todd, and his grin turned sharp, almost predatory. “You got anything to say, man?"

Todd’s face burned, and he shook his head violently. “No! This is—this is insane!”

“Insane?” Emma repeated, her tone light and teasing. “Oh, honey, you’ve always been such a prude. I’m just trying to make sure we don’t get into trouble. Don’t you want me to fix this?”

Dante laughed again, his deep voice vibrating through the air. “Man, your girl’s wild. Bet she does crazy shit all the time for you, huh?"

Emma raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Oh, trust me,” she said, her voice low and sultry, “I don't do it for him," she shoots another pointed look at her husband. "Honestly, I'm only doing this for you, Dante," she admits, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

Todd clenched his fists, his nails digging into his palms. He felt like he was suffocating, trapped in the driver’s seat as his wife flirted shamelessly with this stranger. And yet, no matter how much he wanted to stop it, he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scene unfolding before him.

Emma’s hand moved faster now, her grip firm and confident as Dante let out another groan, his hips subtly thrusting into her palm. She glanced at Todd, her eyes sparkling with something wild and untamed.

“See, honey?” she said, her voice almost sing-song. “This isn’t so bad, is it?”

When Todd refuses to reply, Emma lets out a small sigh. "Well, I guess I have to take it a step further then," she says, licking her lips, a glint of anticipation flashing in her eyes. Before Todd can react, Emma leans out the window with her mouth open wide, wrapping her wet lips around the swollen head of Dante's massive black cock.

*


Chapter 4:

Emma leaned closer, her lips suckling on the tender flesh as her breath ghosted over Dante’s exposed cock. Her tongue flicked out, tracing a deliberate path along his length, tasting the salt of his skin and the rawness of the moment. She hummed softly, the vibration sending a jolt through Dante that made him groan, low and guttural.

“Damn, Emma,” Dante muttered, his hand coming up to cradle the back of her head. His fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place as her lips wrapped around him. “You got a mouth made for this. Fuck, yeah.”

Todd sat frozen in the driver’s seat, his mouth dry as he watched his wife’s head bob slowly up and down. The sound of her slurping, the wet, obscene noises filling the car, was overwhelming. His heart raced, and he could feel himself growing hard despite the burning shame curling in his stomach.

"Mmmmm," Emma pulled back briefly, her lips shiny and swollen as she turned to glance at her husband. Her hand continued stroking Dante, slow and steady, as she tilted her head with a coy smile. “Honey,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Would you like a taste?”

Todd’s jaw clenched, his breath hitching. “Emma—what the hell are you asking me?”

“What?” she asked innocently, her lips quirking into a playful smirk. “I thought you might be curious. I mean, look at him.” Her eyes flicked back to Dante, her hand tightening around his shaft. “He’s so big. So… different.”

Dante chuckled, his grip on her hair tightening slightly. “Shit, girl, you wild,” he said, his grin stretching wide. “You really think your man can handle this?”

Emma laughed softly, her tongue darting out to tease the tip of Dante’s cock. “I’m not so sure,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “But I think he’d like to try, wouldn’t you, Todd?”

Todd’s face burned, his hands gripping the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out.

Now, his arousal was undeniable, pressing uncomfortably against the fabric of his pants, but the humiliation was just as potent, searing through him like a brand.

What a evening it had been for him; watching his wife flirt with strangers, dancing too closely, showing off her body to anyone who'd dare look her way. She'd gotten herself into trouble, and now here she was, offering him up like a lamb to the slaughter.

The worst part was that he was considering it.

"C'mon, man," Dante urged, his eyes flashing with wicked amusement. "Don't be shy."

"N-no-."

“See? He’s curious,” Emma said, her tone light and teasing as she turned her attention back to Dante. “But I think I’ll keep you all to myself for now. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Hell nah,” Dante groaned, his hips twitching slightly as Emma took him back into her mouth. “You doin’ too good a job to share, baby.”

Emma hummed again, the vibration making Dante curse under his breath. Her head bobbed in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her hand stroking the base of his cock in time with her movements. The slick, wet sounds filled the car, mingling with Dante’s low moans and Todd’s labored breathing. At fifty four years old, Emma had never before given a blowjob in front of her husband to another man, and had certainly never offered one up willingly to a complete stranger like Dante; as horribly wrong as it was, the entire scenario seemed to thrill her. Emma suckled and stroked, her cheeks hollowing out and her tongue swirling around the velvety soft head of Dante's black cock, his impressive length reaching into the depths of her mouth. Todd watched his wife stick her neck out, her chin and lips coated in saliva and pre-cum. Smearing her lipstick, she next took the fullness of Dante's balls between her lips and sucked. Dante let out a rough, primal growl, his fingers tugging at her blonde hair, urging her on.

Emma pulled back again, her lips shiny and swollen as she caught her breath. “You’re huge, you know that?” she said, her voice laced with amusement as she stroked Dante with both hands. "You taste so fucking good, Dante-. A bit salty though!"

“Yeah? And you love it, don’t you?” Dante shot back, his grin widening.

Emma bit her lip, her cheeks flushing as she nodded. “Maybe I do,” she admitted, her voice soft but thick with desire.

Dante chuckled, low and dirty, his fingers flexing against the back of her head. “Bet you been dreamin’ about this, huh? Havin’ a real man take care of you like this?”

Emma’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked up at him. “You have no idea,” she said, her tone teasing but honest.

Todd’s hands trembled on the steering wheel, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Emma, from the way she looked at Dante like he was the only man in the world.

“Man, your husband’s pathetic,” Dante said, his voice dripping with disdain as he glanced at Todd. “He just gonna sit there and watch while you work me over?”

Emma smiled, her hand squeezing Dante’s cock as she leaned in to whisper, “That’s exactly what he’s going to do. Unless he wants to give it a go himself,” she giggles, a youthful, carefree sound that sounds out of place considering her age or the depravity of the situation.

“Goddamn,” Dante muttered, his voice a low growl. “Your wife’s got a filthy fuckin’ mouth, man," he groans as Emma's mouth returned to him, her lips now sliding effortlessly over the slimy spit covered half of his manhood. Todd flinched. He glanced out the window, desperate for something to distract him from the scene unfolding just inches away, but the reflection of Emma’s movements in the glass only made things worse.

Emma pulled back again, her lips glossy and parted as she caught her breath. Her hand never stopped moving, stroking Dante with deliberate care as she turned to Todd. “He’s so much bigger than you,” she said matter-of-factly, her tone devoid of shame. “It's like I can only take the tip and he's-hitting the back of my throat-.”

Dante barked out a laugh, his grin wide and predatory. “You hear that?” he said, his eyes locking on Todd. “Your girl knows what a real man feels like.”

"Yeah, I sure as hell know now," Emma lets out a mocking cackle, turning back to Dante. "A real man, unlike him-," her tone is taunting, and it makes Todd's chest burn with anger and jealousy. “It’s true, sweetie,” she said, her voice soft but teasing. “You’re just so… small by comparison. It's not even a contest."

Todd’s throat tightened, as the carnal act continued. Why was he putting up with this? At the wedding, when Emma was bending over pretending to laugh her ass off with the men she'd danced with, just to show off her cleavage, he'd considered stepping in; he'd considered taking her home, but that would only portray him as the jealous husband, and he didn't want that. A weak man who displays an impotent temper, unable to control his own wife. That would be the signal she was looking for, the excuse to humiliate him even more, and he was not going to let that happen. Emma did all of it on purpose just to get a rise out of her husband. And Todd knew it.

Just like now, in this situation.

He squeezed his eyes shut, willing himself to block out the words. But the sounds, the moans, the wet, slick noises, were inescapable.

Dante’s breath hitched, his hips jerking as Emma took him deep again. “Fuck,” he groaned, his voice rough and strained. “You ‘bout to make me blow, baby.”

Emma stilled, her lips pulling back as she released him with a wet pop. “Oh, no you don’t,” she said, her tone sharp but playful. Her hand moved to his thigh, squeezing lightly. “Not yet, young man."

Dante blinked, his chest heaving. “What do you mean?” he muttered, his voice tinged with frustration. She didn’t answer, her focus entirely on Dante as she adjusted her hair and flashed him a sly smile. "What-I thought we had a deal-Oh shit."

Emma pushed open the car door and stepped out, her heels clicking against the pavement as she smoothed her dress. “Now,” she said, her voice steady despite the thrill racing through her veins. “I just think it’s time we get a little more... comfortable."

*


Chapter 5:

Todd’s breath caught as Emma led Dante around the car. The night air felt thick and heavy, pressing against him like a suffocating weight. He tried to process what he was seeing, but nothing in his years of married life could prepare him for the sight of his wife, giggling and getting fondled by another man as she put no resistance whatsoever. Maybe he should have let Dante call the cops, he thought to himself because at this point, that was the lesser of two evils.

Emma had her dress hitched up high, and was now leaning into the car with her body trembling. Through the open window, her hands braced on the doorframe, Emma’s face contorted, her lips parting with a gasp. Behind her, Dante knelt on the pavement, his large hands gripping her hips as his head moved with precision. Todd’s view was partially obscured, but the wet, obscene sounds were impossible to miss.

Emma’s voice broke through the heavy silence, low and breathy. “You’re staring, Todd,” she said, her head tilting slightly toward him. Her tone was teasing, but her words carried the same edge she wielded so well.

Todd’s mouth opened, but no words came out. He felt paralyzed, his body stiff, but there was no denying the heat pooling between his legs.

Emma arched her back, gasping softly as Dante’s hands slid up her sides, steadying her. “Oh, God,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. Then, turning her attention back to Todd, she smirked. “What’s the matter, baby? Cat got your tongue?”

Todd shook his head, his voice cracking. “Emma… this… what the hell are you doing?”

“What does it look like?” she asked sweetly, her hand brushing against his thigh. The touch sent an electric jolt through him, and Emma noticed. Her eyes lit up, her smirk widening. “Oh my God,” she whispered, leaning closer. “You’re hard.”

“No,” Todd muttered weakly, his hands twitching as though unsure whether to cover himself or push her away.

“Oh, don’t lie to me,” Emma cooed, her fingers pressing against his arousal through the fabric of his pants. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? Watching your wife get eaten out by a real man while you just sit there.”

Todd’s face burned, and he tried to turn away, but Emma’s hand slid higher, stroking him through the fabric. “Tell me the truth, Todd,” she said, her voice taking on a sharper edge. “Does this turn you on? Seeing me like this? Knowing you can’t do what he’s doing?”

Todd’s throat tightened, his breath hitching. “Emma… please,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Please what?” she asked, her fingers working him with maddening precision. “Please stop? Or please keep going?”

Behind her, Dante chuckled, his voice low and gravelly. “Damn, girl,” he said, pausing briefly to wipe his mouth. “Your man’s pathetic. Look at him, all hard and squirming while I’m makin’ you feel like this.”

Emma let out a breathy laugh, her hips grinding back against Dante’s face. “You’re not wrong,” she said, her tone light and playful. “But he can’t help it. Isn’t that right, Todd?”

Todd couldn’t speak. His head swam with conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, anger, and something darker, more thrilling, that he couldn’t fully name.

“Answer me,” Emma said, her voice dropping into a command as her hand pressed more firmly against him. “Do you like it, Todd? Do you like seeing me like this?”

Todd’s head tilted forward, his voice barely audible as he whispered, “Yes.”

The confession had caved in his chest. The overall taboo thrill of it was something else, something completely new.

Emma’s eyes gleamed with triumph, and she leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “I knew it,” she murmured. “You’ve always liked it, haven’t you? Every time I flirt with another man, every time I let them look at me—you fantasize about it, don’t you?”

Todd’s eyes squeezed shut, but Emma didn’t let up. Her hand moved faster, her words cutting through him like a blade. “Tell me the truth, Todd. You’ve thought about it before, haven’t you? Me, with another man. A real man. Like Greg.”

Todd’s head jerked up, his eyes wide. “Greg?”

Emma laughed, the sound low and sultry. “Oh, don’t act so surprised,” she said. “You’ve thought about it, haven’t you? Me and Greg-."

The big, strong cop who looked at Emma like he knew he could take her away from you me time he wanted? Todd thought to himself. His breath hitched, his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t deny it. The thought had crossed his mind more times than he cared to admit, haunting him in the quiet moments when Emma’s flirtations lingered just a little too long.

"You'd love that, wouldn't you?" she whispered, her hand tightening around his dick. "For me and him to be together-."

Todd's mind was now flooded with images of Emma in Greg's arms, his black hands groping her pale, freckled skin. Greg was his best friend from high school, they'd always gotten along, and the man was built. A lot more than he was, and Emma loved that, too. The both of them were in their late fifties but Greg was fit, toned, and had an imposing physique, whereas Todd was feeble and had always been the weaker of the two.

"And he'd love it too, you know," Emma added, her lips curving into a knowing smile, as her eyebrows arched in pleasure. "Oh, fuck," her head rolled back and her eyelids fluttered, her hips pushing against Dante's mouth. She bit her lip like a woman possessed, and then, glancing at her husband, she spoke. "Wouldn't he, Todd?"

Todd couldn't respond. Whatever words he might have spoken were stuck in his throat.

Emma's free hand reached up, tangling in Dante's hair, pulling him closer, her breathing becoming more ragged. She was losing herself in the moment, her entire body trembling.

"Yeah, Greg would love to have a piece of me," Emma purred, her fingers sliding down to unbuckle his belt.. "I know just as you do-the way he looks at me like I was some sort of-meat-."

"Who's Greg?" Dante asks in a mouthful.

"His hot best friend," Emma giggles. "He's-big, handsome, strong-he's black too so I bet he has a big dick just like you, honey," she coos to her young lover, glancing over her shoulder. "Oh, fuck-keep going, just like that-! You know how to work your tongue, huh, sweetie?"

"Mmm," Dante replied, his tongue swirling and lapping her clit with expertise.

Todd swallowed, his throat dry and constricted. He tried to fight against the intrusive thoughts of Greg, but the image was already embedded in his brain. How many times had he imagined walking in on Emma getting fucked by Greg as he returned home from work?

Emma was panting, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. "Fuck, yeah," she moaned, her hips rolling against Dante's face. "Lick my wet fucking pussy, you sexy motherfucker-!"

How many times have I got hard to the idea of watching her being dominated and ravaged by a man like Greg? Todd thought.

"You have thought about it, haven’t you?” Emma pressed, her voice taking on a mocking edge. “Go on, admit it, sweetheart."

“Yes,” Todd choked out, his voice thick with humiliation.

Emma laughed, a breathless, victorious sound. "Tell me how much you’ve thought about it.”

"I can't-"

"Say it," she commanded, her fingers fumbling with her husband's pants. Todd’s arousal surged, even as his shame deepened. Emma’s mouth found him, her lips warm and soft as she took him in. Her hands moved with practiced ease, one stroking him while the other reached back to tangle in Dante’s hair. The contrast was unbearable. His own breaths came in short, shallow bursts as Emma worked him over, her moans vibrating against his length.

"Fuck," Todd curses as Emma's fist rapidly pumps the modest length of his cock. "Hon-not so fast-Or I'll-."

"Or you'll what, Todd?" she asked innocently, her head moving slowly and deliberately. "You'll cum?"

"Emma-," he began, but she cut him off.

“You’re so pathetic,” she whispered between strokes, her voice thick with mockery. "Can't even last longer than a minute. Greg probably can-."

Her words cut deep, but Todd couldn’t stop himself. His hips jerked involuntarily, and he let out a strangled moan as his release hit him hard and fast, spilling into Emma’s waiting mouth. Her warm lips wrapped around him, sucking and licking him clean until his body went slack, the rush of orgasm fading into a dull ache.

She pulled back, swallowing him with a satisfied smirk. “See what I mean?” she said, her voice light and teasing as she wiped the corner of her mouth.

*


Chapter 6:

Emma’s breath hitched, her back arching against the car as waves of pleasure rippled through her. Dante’s grip on her hips was firm, his hands large and commanding as his tongue worked relentlessly between her thighs. Her moans echoed into the night, shameless and loud, each sound a crescendo building toward her breaking point.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her nails clawing at the car door for support. “Right there. Yes. Oh my God, don’t stop—don’t you dare fucking stop!”

Dante didn’t respond with words, his tongue flicking and circling, exploring her with practiced ease. The wet sounds of his mouth on her, mixed with her ragged breathing, filled the otherwise silent street.

Emma’s legs trembled, her body taut with tension as she teetered on the edge. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parted in a silent scream as the heat inside her built to a fever pitch. “I’m so close,” she whimpered, her voice breaking.

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her cries spilling into the night as her entire body convulsed. Her knees buckled, and she leaned heavily against the car, her chest heaving as the pleasure wracked her frame. Gushing out of her pink cunt was her juices, and Dante lapped it all up with his tongue, his fingers digging into her plump ass. He smacks the bareness of her inner thighs, bruising her as she lets out another cry into the night as he buries his face once more in her. Having him breathe and bury his nose between her crotch while tongue fucking her was driving her completely insane to a point where Emma simply couldn't balance herself on her feet anymore. Clinging on to the cold and smooth roof of the car, the fifty five year old woman could do nothing but take it, feeling her young black stud's tongue ravishing her cunt, and she was loving it. Even her husband hadn't ever licked her out with so much passion and skill, she realized and her moans grew louder and more desperate. Todd was sitting inside watching her with an incredulous look on her face, she noticed and her grin widened. That only made the last ebbs of her orgasm more intense, her toes curling and her pussy spasming in his mouth as she was brought to a second peak that lasted a lot shorter but was still satisfying, her voice breaking as her voice began to grow hoarse.

“Oh my fucking God,” she panted, her hands gripping the edge of the door as sweat trickled down the under side of her slender arms. “That was—fuck, that was insane," Emma muttered breathlessly, running a hand through her disheveled hair. The night air was cool against her heated skin, but the sensation did little to ground her.

Dante stood up, licking his lips with a satisfied smirk. His chest rose and fell with each deep breath, his hands still resting on her hips as she tried to steady herself. Dante's grip was firm and unyielding, not letting go of her even for a second, and she gasped when she felt the hot, blunt tip of his cock teasing her slick entrance.

“Wait—oh my God,” she breathed, her head snapping up as her body reacted instinctively, her back arching to give him better access. "What are you-," the realization of what was about to happen sent a shiver down her spine, equal parts shock and anticipation. The upper corner of her lips curled in a hideously triumphant grin. "Oh, fuck, baby, you can't do that," her arm reaches back to push against his muscled up chest, as if to put up an image of modesty even though they were past that point, but the resistance was futile. "You can't do that-not in front of my husband," she giggles. "Are you seriously going to fuck my white pussy while he's right there inside the car-?" Emma's taunting voice was cut off when the head of Dante's cock slid into her wet folds, her words turning into a breathless moan. "Oh, shitttttt, Todd," she called out to her husband who was now looking at them in astonishment, his jaw slack. "Oh, fuck, Todd, sweetheart, he's so fucking biggggg."

Todd's limp and lifeless cock throbbed. A violent twitch and nothing more as it remained in its state of worthlessness, despite Emma's attempts at reviving him. She was doing this on purpose. That's always been her agenda.

Greg. Todd had always noticed Emma acting all airy and giddy whenever Greg was around. And he had also noticed how Greg would feast on her with just his eyes; how he'd look at her and make her feel like a piece of meat. She'd flirt back with him too when Greg would come over for dinner or lunch, and it would leave him wondering, thinking to himself if Emma really meant it when she acted that way. Or was she doing it just to get a reaction out of him; to make him jealous and-.

The thought of Greg fucking his wife in his presence was now an idea he could no longer dismiss, and the probability that it could have happened without his knowledge was more than likely, he realized. Emma was quick to touch and tease and taunt, especially tonight doing it to this extent. To a man that they'd never met before, a complete stranger, a man that she had suspected to be dangerous.

“You ready for this, baby?” Dante murmured, his voice low and rough. He didn’t wait for an answer. His hips pressed forward slowly, the thick head of his cock stretching her as he began to slide inside.

Yes, Dante had been dangerous, and yes, the young, dark skinned man was a threat, but it was a threat that Emma seemed more than willing to embrace. Like right now, her tits danced and swayed in full view of the world. Dante's fingers had slid under her bra, pushing it up, allowing her heavy breasts to spill free before he'd even sat down to eat her pussy out.

Emma’s breath hitched, her hands clutching at the car for support as her walls stretched to accommodate him. It had been so long—too long—since she had felt anything like this. Todd’s dick barely counted as anything at all, a sad little joke that left her unsatisfied time and time again. But this?

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Fuck my pussy, please, baby."

Todd was overcome with emotion; lust, regret, anger, shame, jealousy, and something more that burned hotter and darker than anything he'd ever felt before. Seeing his wife's tits on full display, her nipples pink and pebbled against the cool night air, swaying around just outside the driver's window made him realize how sexy and gorgeous his wife still was. That his jealousy of her and his friend was now justified, and his mind was flooded with images of Emma and Greg fucking once more.

Right now, Todd thought, it wasn't Greg that he should be angry with. It was this bastard who was balls deep inside his wife and was now pounding her with the power of a freight train, causing her to smack the roof of the car with the palm of her hand. Dante's hips crashed into her slowly, one fast and powerful stroke after the other, causing Emma to bite her lower lip as she let out a high pitched whimper. It hurt her; he could tell how pained the noises were, but the pleasure was greater. For Emma and for Dante.

The contrast in their skin tones was an erotic sight. A white woman like her, his wife of almost thirty years, was getting railed by a young, black, muscular stud who had no care for the presence of the old and shriveled man sitting in the front seat.

"Fuck," Todd cursed as he stared at the scene unfolding before him. "Emma-."

Dante groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he sank deeper into her womanhood. “Fuck, you're tight as hell," he said, his tone teasing but full of confidence.

Emma could barely speak, her body overwhelmed by the sensation of being filled so completely. Her mind raced, a flood of thoughts she couldn’t contain. This is what it’s supposed to feel like. This is what I’ve been missing. I feel stuffed; my cunt is aching. I didn't even know it was supposed to feel this good, she thought.

"Yes, I'm so fucking tight and wet for you, baby," she replied, the words came tumbling out before she could stop them, a desperate, breathless plea. "So fucking wet for your big black fucking cock."

It was true. She was watering like a fucking fountain down there, her juices already dripping and coating his shaft as he fucked her. Raining down all over his groin like a waterfall, her body reacting to the sensation of being taken in a way she'd never experienced. This was what sex was supposed to be like; with a real man, Emma could now say.

She bit her lip, her head falling forward as Dante began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first. Each stroke sent a jolt of pleasure through her, igniting nerves she had forgotten she had.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice growing louder with each thrust. “Yes. Yes, fuck. You’re so deep in me. I can feel you in my guts-."

The pained humiliating noises coming out of his wife's mouth had no effect on him anymore, as the sight of her being stretched wide, even though he couldn't see it, was enough for him. Todd had had enough. He'd contemplated just starting the engine and driving away, leaving the two love birds to their own devices.

Yet something kept him rooted to the spot, his ears straining to catch every sound, his eyes drinking in the sight of her pale skin, flushed and glistening with sweat. Emma's face above the car was contorted in a grimace of pain and pleasure, her body rocking back and forth with the force of his thrusts. Thud, thud, thud, her hands beat a tattoo against the car roof as he fucked her. Behind her, Dante’s pace quickened, his hips slapping against her ass as he pounded into her. The car rocked slightly from the force of his movements, and Emma’s moans turned into cries, unrestrained and shameless. The raw, animalistic sounds of their coupling filled the air, drowning out the distant hum of the city. In the darkness, their shadows merged and blended, their bodies moving together in an endless, primal rhythm. It was a miracle that nobody, not a soul, was awake and looking out of their distant windows to see what the commotion was about, nobody else had stopped by to ask what was happening, something that Todd was grateful for.

Was it the alcohol that made Emma behave this way, he wondered? Did he have a drink or two too many for letting this happen?

One thing was for sure, Todd makes his mind up, this marriage would never be the same again. Probably even over-, he thought to himself.

If not today, then tomorrow, or the day after, either Emma or Todd would wake up to an empty bed. Or worse, they would announce to the other that they wanted a divorce, and their marriage was well and truly over.

"I've been fucking Greg," her voice echoed inside his head. "I'm pregnant with his child-."

This realization should have upset him more than it did, and Todd wasn't entirely sure why it didn't. In fact, the prospect of his wife having an affair and getting pregnant with his best friend seemed to only turn him on more while it shouldn't have.

*


Chapter 7:

Emma's face reappears at the driver's side window, and Todd looks up at her in disbelief. A wicked smile spread across her face, even as Dante drove into her with relentless force. “You watching, baby?” she said breathlessly, her voice laced with mockery. “You seeing what a real man can do?"

Todd’s throat tightened, his face burning with humiliation. He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out.

“Come on, Todd,” Emma continued, her tone dripping with condescension. “You’ve got the perfect view. Tell me how it feels to watch me like this. To see me finally get what I deserve," she reaches for his hand and when he tries to yank his wrist back, her nails dug into his flesh, her grip too tight to fight against.

Emma pulled his hand, pressing it against her breasts, forcing him to touch her and cup her breast in his palm. Dante's own dark hand reaches from the back to join in and squeeze her other breast, and Emma lets out a moan, her head falling back. Together, the husband and the black newcomer groped her, squeezing and tugging and pinching her nipples while she cried out and grinded her hips back against Dante's crotch. "Oh, fuck," she sings in a moan, and Todd's heart ached. His fingers were working on their own, twisting and pinching her nipple until her breath caught and her hand clenched around his. "Oh, yeah. Squeeze me, Todd. Show me you still love me," she coaxed.

Todd was unable to look her in the eyes, her expression of sheer bliss and pleasure being too much to handle. He glanced down, staring at the way her pale thighs shook with each powerful thrust from Dante, her bare ass cheeks shaking with the impact of his groin. His powerful black thighs smacked into her, his hips rocking her forward, her ass and her hips jiggling, the fat in her thighs and legs wobbling and rippling with the movement, her body bouncing and dancing in front of his eyes.

"You love daddy's big, black cock, don't you?" Dante spanks her, his hand slapping against the soft and plump flesh of her butt cheek. "You fucking slut-."

"Yessssss," Emma laughed breathlessly, her head falling back as another wave of pleasure surged through her. “Oh, God, yes,” she moaned. “Wreck me, daddy," she moans. "Pound me faster. Fucking ruin me.”

Hearing his wife calling another man, a far younger man, "daddy" had his mind racing. This was horribly wrong, but his wife seemed to have lost all control. Stop it, Emma. This is as far as we can go. This has gone too far already, he wanted to say, but he couldn't bring himself to interrupt. Not when her cries grew louder, her words turning into incoherent, desperate moans as Dante's thrusts picked up speed, his hips pistoning into her at a dizzying pace.

"God, I’ve never felt anything like this. Not even my piece of shit husband, he doesn't fuck me like you do, baby," Emma continued, her words spilling out in a rush. Her confessions seemed natural and not coerced like this had been an act all along, and Todd had fallen for her little show. "He's got a tiny little fucking white dick that barely does the job."

"Shit," Dante laughs, his pace not slowing. “That’s ‘cause your husband ain’t shit,” he said, his tone mocking.

"Yeah," Emma continues. "Look at him. What kind of a man just sits there," her eyes lock onto Todd, her gaze burning with intensity. "And watches his wife get railed by another man, huh, Todd?"

He says nothing, unable to form a coherent response.

"Answer me," Emma spits out, her hand reaching out and grabbing his limp cock once again, tugging and twisting on it the same way Dante had done to her tits. "Say something, for God's sake-."

Todd's body was paralyzed, the sensations overwhelming him. "I-."

"Look, can't even get hard for me," Emma complains. This had been the perfect opportunity, the perfect chance to get even with him, spilling out all the grievances that she had. "How can you expect me to call your pathetic, little-fucking clit a dick, huh, honey-?"

Her words were cut off by a sudden and sharp gasp, her whole body going tense, her grip on him tightening as she let out a shuddering breath. "Oh, shit, I'm so close-."

"Your bitch ass husband ain't no man," Dante affirms her. "Ain't shit."

Emma didn’t argue. “You’re right,” she cried, her voice breaking. “He’s nothing. He’s not even a man compared to you. Or anybody," she moans, her eyes rolling into the back of her skull. He hated how much this turned him on, hated the way his body betrayed him with every filthy word Emma spoke.

Her fingers now have a vice like grip around his balls, the nails digging painfully into his sensitive flesh.

"Look at how tiny your balls are," she whispers looking at his face, her breath nasty and rancid. It smelled of alcohol, man-musk, and disgusting sex. "It's like they're so useless-. You're such a pathetic, little bitch, Todd," Emma taunts, her nails digging into the side of his thighs now. "Always jealous, always picking fights with me because other men give more attention than you ever do-."

Outside, another car passed by slowly, the third of the night, its headlights briefly illuminating the scene. Neither Dante nor Emma seem to care as much as Todd did as it slows down just enough for the passengers to get a better look, and their voices and laughter ring through the air, but none of the three of them, all young white women, seem to care. Todd spots the one in the back taking their phones out and snapping away as their car speeds past, the camera's flash blinking rapidly before they disappear into the distance.

"Did you see that?" Emma's voice was quiet but excited. "Baby, do you think they took pictures-?"

"Emma, you're hurting me-."

"I bet they fucking did," she laughs. "God, Todd. Wonder what if our family finds out-what if everyone knows-."

The weight of her own words did not seem to hit her at first, the implications too much for her to process in her hazy state. Todd wanted her to snap out of it, whatever she was in. "Emma, you need to stop-," he begins, and a sharp, stinging pain hits his crotch. "Fuck."

Emma ignored him, her cries growing louder with every thrust. “Harder,” she begged, her voice echoing into the night. “Please, harder. Fuck me like you mean it. I'm gonna cum all over your fucking dick-."

Dante obliged, his movements becoming almost brutal in their intensity. Emma screamed, her body trembling as she clung to the car for dear life. “Yes! Yes, oh my fucking God, yes!”

“Emma,” he hissed, his voice panicked. “Stop, you're being too loud-."

"SHUT UP, you fucking asshole!" Emma screams. "You don't fucking tell me what do," she smacks his pink, flaccid penis along with his balls. "You can't even fuck me right-."

Her palms rain down on his dick and balls, and Todd squeals out loud in pain, his voice coming out like a girl's. The high pitched yelp of a defeated man who simply could not argue about being a useless husband anymore.

"Oh, fuck, you're leaking-you fucking pathetic bitch," Emma's slurred speech and her taunting, humiliating insults only further add to his shame, her hands not ceasing their assault, but rather intensifying. The stirring between Todd's legs was beginning to grow more prominent. He couldn't believe his erection was actually responding to the physical abuse, his body betraying him once more, and his face burns with the humiliation.

"I'm gonna cum," Emma admits in a loud and shrill cry, and Todd could feel her fingers wrap around on his dick, his erection twitching in response. "Let me fucking cum all over your dick, daddy Dante!"

*


Chapter 8:

Emma felt Dante’s hands gripping her hips with a possessiveness that thrilled her to her core. Every thrust sent waves of heat radiating through her body, stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt in years. The fullness was overwhelming, consuming. Each movement of his hips reaffirmed what she already knew deep down: this was what she’d been missing.

Her mind, spinning with a cocktail of lust and adrenaline, flickered to Todd. She couldn’t see him clearly in her peripheral vision, but she didn’t need to. She knew he was watching. Knew he was taking it all in—the sounds, the sights, the humiliating truth of what she’d been craving.

Was it wrong? The thought barely registered. No. This isn’t wrong. What did they say at the wedding earlier? You only live once? Besides, this wasn’t her fault. If Todd hadn’t rear-ended Dante’s car, she wouldn’t be here now, her legs trembling and her body singing with pleasure.

She bit her lip, a fresh wave of heat surging through her as another thought intruded: When was the last time Todd even made me feel half of this? She couldn’t remember. A vague memory of a clumsy, two-minute encounter flashed through her mind. Todd apologizing. Todd promising it wouldn’t happen again.

But it did happen again. And again. And again. Emma almost laughed at the absurdity of it. She’d been patient—so patient—but patience had its limits. She deserved this. She needed this. How many years of marriage had gone by like that? Failed promises, failed attempts at intimacy.

Her mind flickered to Greg, Todd’s best friend. The big, burly cop with an easy smile and sharp eyes that always lingered a second too long on her legs when she wore skirts. Greg, who had casually placed a hand on her lower back once, his touch firm and electrifying, during a barbecue Todd had hosted. She’d laughed it off, but later, she’d touched herself to the thought of him taking her in the kitchen while Todd obliviously manned the grill outside.

He would’ve been enough to satisfy me. The idea made her stomach flip with excitement, mingling with the raw pleasure Dante was giving her now. If only Greg had made a move. If only she’d had the courage to flirt harder, to press closer, to lean into his touch instead of brushing it off with nervous laughter.

Emma moaned loudly as Dante shifted slightly, hitting a spot inside her that made her toes curl. Her head fell forward, her hair spilling across her face. This wasn’t a dream or a fantasy—this was real. This was happening. And she wasn’t going to regret it.

On the other side of the car, Todd sat frozen. His breaths were shallow, his heart hammering painfully in his chest. Every moan, every gasp, every slick, obscene sound cut through him like a blade.

Emma’s cries grew louder, more desperate, and Todd felt his stomach twist. What the hell am I doing? He wanted to look away, to block out the sounds, but he couldn’t. His eyes remained fixed on the scene in front of him, his wife’s bare back illuminated by the streetlight as Dante took her in a way he never could.

He wanted to scream. To shout at Dante. To grab Emma and pull her away. But the words caught in his throat, drowned by the overwhelming shame of his own arousal. His cock pressed painfully against the fabric of his pants, and he hated himself for it.

The truth was undeniable, no matter how much he wanted to ignore it: Emma had been dissatisfied for years. Their sex life had dwindled into a series of half-hearted attempts that always ended the same way—with Todd apologizing and Emma rolling onto her side, silent. He knew it wasn’t enough for her. Knew she needed more.

His mind kept flashing back to Greg but why did he matter now? Greg had never crossed a line. But Dante? Dante had obliterated the line. And Emma? She was crossing it with wild abandon.

Her voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“God, you feel so good,” she moaned, her tone raw and unrestrained. “So big. So… perfect. Gonna make me cum-.”

Todd’s stomach churned, but his swollen balls and cock twitched traitorously at her words. He wanted to block it out, to pretend he wasn’t here, but he couldn’t escape the truth of it. Emma was loving this. Every second. Every thrust.

She’s never sounded like this with me, he thought bitterly. The realization hit him like a punch to the gut, leaving him breathless.

Emma tilted her head back, her body writhing with pleasure as Dante continued to pound into her. Her thoughts were scattered, a chaotic mix of satisfaction, power, and guilt that she quickly dismissed. This wasn’t wrong. Todd needed this just as much as she did.

She smirked, glancing over her shoulder at her husband. “Are you just gonna sit there and watch me cum, baby?” she asked breathlessly.

Todd didn’t respond, his face pale and his eyes wide.

Emma laughed softly, shaking her head. “You’ll thank me for this someday,” she murmured, turning her attention back to Dante.

Her fingers gripped the car door tightly as her pleasure built to an unbearable peak. She moaned loudly one last time before inching forward and wrapping her swollen lips around her husband's throbbing, hard pink little cock.

The warmth of his wife's mouth seemed to awaken something within him, and his cock instantly stiffened, the sensation causing Todd's hips to buck upward involuntarily as he grabs on to Emma's head.

Both Todd and Emma share a thought about how easy it was for her to take the whole of him inside her mouth and yet could only barely get halfway down Dante's fat black cock.

*


Chapter 9:

So easy, she thought, her lips curling into a sneer. So small. So pathetic.

Her tongue darted out, teasing the tip as Todd let out a shaky breath, his legs stiffening beneath her touch. She opened her mouth, taking him in effortlessly, her lips sliding down until her nose almost brushed his stomach. He barely reached the back of her throat—something she couldn’t say for Dante.

God, this is nothing like him, she thought, her mind flashing back to the sheer struggle it had been to take Dante’s cock. The ache in her jaw, the fullness that had made her eyes water and her body tremble—it was nothing like this. This was easy. Too easy.

Her hand gripped the base of Todd’s shaft, her fingers barely needing to wrap around it as she began to move her head. The wet, hollow sounds of her sucking filled the car, mingling with the lewd slap of Dante’s hips against her ass.

Her body felt like it was on fire, the heat radiating from her core spreading outward in waves. Sweat dripped down her sides, dampening the curve of her breasts and pooling at the small of her back. The smell of sex—sharp, musky, intoxicating—clung to her skin, mingling with the faint tang of her perfume and the reek of Todd’s nervous sweat.

“Oh shit,” she gasped, pulling back for a moment to catch her breath. She glanced over her shoulder at Dante, her eyes half-lidded and dazed with lust. “I'm cumming-gonna cum, gonna fucking cum, I'm fucking close-don't stop, daddy," she begins to beg, and Todd had no choice but to listen, her warm, wet mouth engulfing him once more.

The words felt filthy, wrong, but that only made them more thrilling. She had never called anyone that before—never even thought about it—but with Dante, it felt natural even though he was decades younger. He was everything Todd wasn’t: strong, commanding, virile. He deserved to be worshiped.

She's so beautiful, Todd thought, his mind swimming with conflicting emotions. The sight of her bobbing up and down on his dick was almost enough to distract him from the scene unfolding before him. In a way, Todd felt so guilty that he had denied his wife of 'this' for so long, her lips wrapped around his dick, the wet, sloppy sounds she made, her eyes staring into his with such intensity. He let out a strangled moan, his hands gripping the edges of the seat as he tried to hold back. “Emma,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “I—I can’t—”

“Of course you can’t,” Emma muttered, pulling back just enough to speak. “You’ve never lasted long, have you? Not like him.”

Her words were cruel, but the sight of Todd squirming beneath her only fueled her. She spit on his cock, her hand moving faster as she took him back into her mouth. His body jerked beneath her, his breaths coming in short, shallow gasps. And then it happened. Todd’s hips bucked, and Emma felt the familiar, instant, pitiful spurts against her tongue. She pulled back, letting him spill the rest of his release onto her lips and chin.

Behind her, Dante grunted, his hands sliding up her back to grab her shoulders. He pulled her upright, forcing her arms behind her as he thrust into her harder, deeper than before. Todd’s face burned at the sight of Dante taking control like that, using his wife like a toy, and something about it sent a thrill down his spine.

Dante leaned in close, his breath hot on Emma's neck. "I'm gonna fucking fill you up," he hissed, his voice thick with desire. "You want it, don't you, you sexy white bitch?"

Something about the racial slur struck her hard, sending a bolt of pleasure through her body.

"I—yes," she panted, her hips rocking back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck, yes, daddy," she breathes.

"Gonna fucking pump you full," Dante continued, his voice low and rough. "Gonna breed this white ass so fucking good-."

Her thighs trembled, her pussy tightening around him. God, it felt good, she thought. The raw power of him, the sheer, unfettered masculinity—it was intoxicating.

It was clearly something that she wasn't used to. The tightness in her stomach, deep inside the depths of her womb, was unmistakable, and she knew what was coming next. And it was going to happen out of nowhere after such a long, drawn out tension.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I-I'm gonna-I'm fucking-I'M CUMMING!!!!!"

Todd could feel her body tense, her back arching as a shudder passed through her. She cried out, her mouth opening wide as her muscles spasmed and contracted around his slimy, shriveled up dick once more.

Todd had never seen anything like it. Her walls clenched around Dante, her entire body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure wracked her frame. The wet, slick sound of their fucking grew louder as her release gushed around him, dripping down her thighs and onto the pavement. Dante didn’t slow, his hands holding her steady as he continued to pound into her. “You like that, don’t you?” he muttered, his voice rough. “You like being fucked like this.”

“Yes,” Emma gasped, her voice breaking. “Yes! Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. I'm fucking CUMMING!”

Her orgasm didn't seem like it would stop. Dante pulled her arms tighter, forcing her back to arch as he spanked her hard. The sharp sting sent a fresh wave of heat through her, her cries turning into breathless laughter.

“Good girl,” Dante murmured, his voice low and commanding. “Take it all.”

Emma’s head fell forward, her cheek pressing against the cool metal of the car door as her body convulsed. The first orgasm hit her like a freight train, slamming through her with a force that left her trembling, her voice caught somewhere between a scream and a sob.

Her core clenched tightly, gripping Dante like a vice as her thighs quivered uncontrollably. The wet heat of her release dripped down her legs, the sensation both humiliating and exhilarating. Every nerve ending in her body felt like it was on fire, a sharp, electric heat that burned away every coherent thought in her mind.

“Oh my fucking God,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible as her fingers clawed at the car’s frame. “Todd, fuck, hon, I can’t—oh, fuck—I can’t take this," she cries and rubs her face all over his crotch, his little dick pressed against her face. "Don't stop. Don't fucking stop, I-fuck, Todd, help me," she pleads, her body trembling, her knees buckling.

Her armpits were damp, the faint tang of her own scent mingling with the overwhelming musk of sex that clung to her skin.

Just as she thought she might collapse, a second wave began to build. It started low, a deep, aching heat that radiated from her core, spreading outward with each of Dante’s relentless thrusts. She gasped, her eyes fluttering open as her body tensed again, her toes curling against the pavement. “No,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “No, I can’t—I can’t—”

But she could. Her body had other plans.

The second orgasm crashed over her, less sudden but no less intense. It was slower, rolling through her like a tidal wave, each surge building on the last until she felt like she might explode. Her thighs clamped shut, her walls gripping Dante even tighter as she let out a strangled scream.

“Oh my God!” she cried, her voice echoing into the night. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Todd!! TODDDD!"

Her chest heaved, her nipples brushing against the door frame with each shuddering breath. Her vision blurred, spots dancing in her eyes as she struggled to stay upright. She was shaking now, her whole body trembling as her knees threatened to give out.

The pressure inside her was unbearable, a constant, unrelenting ache that refused to subside. She could feel every inch of Dante moving inside her, filling her completely, his thrusts sending fresh jolts of pleasure to every corner of her body.

Her hands slipped slightly, her grip on the car faltering as her hips bucked against him. She couldn’t control herself anymore—couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t stop.

Her mind spun, her thoughts a chaotic mess of lust and euphoria. She thought of how long it had been since she’d felt anything like this—years, decades even. Todd’s half-hearted attempts didn’t even come close.

And yet here she was, her body alive and electric, her every nerve ending screaming with pleasure. She didn’t care about anything else—not Todd, not the risk of being caught, not the consequences. All she cared about was this moment, this feeling, this man.

“More,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Oh, God, give me more.”

*


Chapter 10:

Dante obliged, his pace quickening as he pounded into her with a force that made her head snap back. Her cries grew louder, her voice hoarse from the sheer effort of screaming her pleasure into the night.

Her third orgasm hit her like a bolt of lightning, sharp and sudden and all-consuming. Her body convulsed violently, her knees finally buckling as she collapsed against the car. Her arms gave out, leaving her slumped against the door as her hips jerked uncontrollably.

"Cumming," Emma managed to say weakly. "Fucking cumming," she cries as tears begin to stream down her face, her already ruined mascara streaking down her cheeks. "God, fuck, cumming, oh God, so fucking good."

The relentless pressure inside her refused to subside, building again as Dante’s hands gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back onto him with each thrust. She cried out, her voice breaking as the pleasure became too much. “I can’t,” she sobbed, tears streaming down her face as her body trembled violently. “I can’t—I’m gonna—I’m gonna—”

The fourth orgasm was almost painful in its intensity, her body convulsing so hard that she thought she might break. She screamed, her voice raw and guttural, as the pleasure wracked her frame, leaving her a quivering, sobbing mess. Her mind was blank now, her thoughts reduced to incoherent fragments of sensation and emotion. She felt everything and nothing all at once, her body completely consumed by the overwhelming waves of ecstasy that refused to let her go.

“Daddy,” she whispered hoarsely, the word spilling from her lips without thought. “Oh, God, daddy.”

Her walls fluttered weakly around Dante as he slowed his movements, his hands steadying her trembling body. She collapsed forward, her cheek pressing against the car door as her legs gave out completely.

The world spun around her, her vision blurring as she let out a shuddering breath. Her body was spent, every muscle aching, her skin damp and sticky with sweat. She felt ruined, utterly and completely destroyed—and she loved every second of it.

For the first time in years, she felt alive. And that was when Dante groans, "Shit, I'm about to bust."

She barely had time to register his words before she felt his cock pulse inside her, the sudden warmth making her gasp. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting as a soft moan escaped her.

Emma’s head lolled forward, her vision swimming, her body trembling and weak from the relentless waves of pleasure that had already wracked her. The words barely registered, but her body responded before her mind could catch up. “Do it,” she gasped, her voice slurred with complete exhaustion. “Cum inside me, daddy. Fill me up.”

Her plea was desperate, guttural, a raw expression of submission and desire. But instead of the molten heat she craved, Dante suddenly pulled out, leaving her gasping at the emptiness that followed. "Nah, I ain't takin' no risks."

She collapsed onto her knees, her body limp and trembling, her head hanging low as she tried to catch her breath. The cool pavement pressed against her skin, grounding her slightly as she struggled to process what was happening. She felt lightheaded, euphoric, her entire body humming with the lingering effects of her own release.

“Get your ass over here,” Dante barked, his tone sharp and commanding.

Emma barely had time to register the shift before she felt his presence above her, his hand tangling in her hair to tilt her head back. Through her haze, she caught the blurred outline of his cock, still slick and throbbing, aimed directly at her.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned softly, her voice almost inaudible. "Cum on my face."

“Yeah, you want a taste of me too?” Dante said suddenly, his tone mocking but firm. “Shit. I'm about to-."

Emma barely registered the movement beside her until she felt Todd’s presence at her side. He hesitated, his breath shallow and uneven, his eyes darting between Dante’s cock and his wife’s cum-smeared face.

“Do it,” Dante ordered, his voice low and commanding. “Both of you."

Emma’s lips curled into a weak, dazed smile as she turned her head slightly, her face inches from Todd’s. “Come on, baby,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Be a good sport."

Todd’s throat tightened, his stomach churning with a mix of shame and arousal as he leaned forward. His lips hovered over Dante’s cock for a moment, trembling with hesitation, before he finally closed the gap. His tongue flicked out, tentative and unsure, brushing against the slick, throbbing length.

Emma joined him, her tongue moving alongside his, the two of them working together to clean Dante’s cock with slow, deliberate movements. The salty tang of his release coated her lips, mixing with the sweat and heat of the night.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Dante muttered, his voice strained. “Good little bitches."

Todd flinched slightly at the words, but he didn’t stop. His movements grew bolder, his lips brushing against Emma’s as their tongues worked in unison. Husband and wife, sharing the alpha male's manhood, worshipping him together, sucking and licking and cleaning every trace of the filth that coated his shaft. Todd's nostrils flared as he inhaled deeply, the strong scent of sex making his cock twitch despite his guilt. He could smell the familiar scent of his wife's release, mixed with the tang of her sweat, the musky scent of Dante's arousal, and a lot more; what had gotten into him that he had got out of the car just so he could be humiliated in front of his wife like this?

"Yeah, baby," Emma grabs the back of his head and presses his mouth down harder on the cock. "Suck that big black cock," she hisses, and then licks at the base, her tongue swirling around the pulsing shaft. "Taste him good. You like it, don't you?" she asks, her eyes locking onto his.

He could see the fire there, the heat of her desire, the way her pupils were blown wide with lust. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and he found himself unable to resist her. He nodded weakly, his tongue darting out to lick at the base again, his lips brushing against hers as they shared the task of cleaning Dante.

Emma smirked, her eyes narrowing as she pressed a kiss to Todd's lips. "I knew it," a small smirk played across her swollen, cum-smeared mouth. "You liked seeing him take me, now you wanna have a taste, don't you?"

The words were meant for Todd, but her eyes remained focused on Dante's, her voice low and seductive as she continued. "He fucked me so good I came like a freight train, and now I want to watch you suck him dry. Are you going to let him cum in your mouth, honey?"

Todd doesn't know how to respond, and his cock stiffens even more as he struggles with his feelings.

*


Chapter 11:

He had never thought he would find himself in this position, but the reality was that the sight of his wife with another man had been something he could not look away from. He couldn't help it, but the truth was that the sight of her being taken by Dante had left him completely powerless to stop it, and now that it was over, the only thing that remained was the shame of having not being able to do anything, and yet the excitement was unmistakable. Dante chuckled softly, his eyes locked onto hers, the amusement clear. Because now the situation had even gone a tier further.

Todd couldn't look at him, the humiliation burning through his body as he felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment.

"Oh, who am I kidding! Let him? I don't think young Dante here needs you to let him, Todd. Whatever he wants, he'll take," she says, her voice thick with arousal. "Just like he took my pussy."

Dante chuckled, his hand tightening in her hair as he guided her back towards his cock.

"Damn right," Dante muttered. Together, Todd and Emma bobbed their heads up and down, their tongues swirling around the shaft as they took turns licking the length, worshipping his black balls, smearing his massive manhood with their saliva.

It was such a sick thing to do, yet Todd couldn't deny the thrill that raced through his body as he knelt in the dirt, his tongue sliding along Dante's cock, tasting the mixture of fluids that coated it. Grazing against his wife's lips, hearing her moan with approval as she sucked and licked the throbbing member.

Dante grunted, his hand gripping the back of their heads, pushing them both down onto his cock, their lips touching each other as they sucked and licked and kissed. The heat in his belly was growing, a tight knot of desire building as he felt the familiar tingle in his balls.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum-."

"Yeah, fuck, cum in our mouths, daddy," Emma's high, breathless voice was filled with excitement. They were acting like a young adventurous couple in their twenties, exploring a taboo experience for the first time, instead of being the conservative older married couple that they were.

Their lips brushed together, their tongues entwined, their movements urgent and desperate as they both sought to please the dominant black man above them who had his eyes closed, groaning out like a wild beast, his hips moving with the rhythm of their movements, fucking their faces. His big black balls heave as Emma's lips parted instinctively, her tongue darting out to catch the first teasing drops of his cum as it splattered against her face. A shudder ran through her, the heat of it igniting something primal deep within her.

Dante’s groan filled the air as he continued to spill himself onto her, each thick spurt marking her cheeks, her lips, her chin. She opened her mouth wider, tilting her head upward, eager to catch more. The taste was heady, musky, overwhelming, and she relished every drop. Todd too caught Dante's thick spurts, the hot, creamy fluid filling his mouth causing him to grimace.

The depraved nature of the act, the sheer perversion of it, nothing could ever compare.

He had never experienced anything like this before. Nor did he think he ever would again. Maybe?

More and more, Dante spilled his seed, painting the faces of the two married adults kneeling before him, their tongues swirling and gulping whatever they could like a couple of depraved animals. They were making loud, slurping sounds as they lapped at all the cum, licking each other's face, their bodies pressed together. Dante's cock slid over their faces, their tongues chasing it, desperate to taste his essence. Todd rubbed his face under Dante's groin, going into a frenzy, the heat emanating from his loins too much for him to handle. Licking and suckling on the underside of the thick, pulsing shaft, then moving on to his sack, taking each ball in his mouth, rolling it around on his tongue. He kissed it before swallowing the grim that stuck to it, the salty taste sending shivers down his spine.

"Oh, fuck, y'all are nasty," Dante groans as the last of his release drips from the tip of his cock onto their faces as the two willingly, eagerly, submissively, take it, the evidence of his pleasure dripping from their lips and noses. Not only was there a sight and smell to behold, but also a feeling and a flavor, and a sense of utter and total degradation. Husband and wife; one was the loser cuckold, the other the unfaithful adulteress.

This wasn't cheating, Emma's conscience reminded her. Nope, not at all.

It isn't cheating if I wanted it, Todd's own inner thoughts told him. You wanted this to happen. You could have stopped it.

All of this was Todd's fault, he's the one who crashed his car, Emma's mind chastised her husband and rid her off any guilt, her tongue swiping the remaining droplets, savoring the sweet and bitter taste.

You've always fantasized about your wife with a superior man, so why are you disappointed? Todd's guilty consciousness mocked him.

When it was over, Dante stepped back, his breathing heavy as he tucked himself away. He looked down at them with a smug grin, shaking his head. “Like I said. Wild as fuck,” he muttered, his tone equal parts amusement and disdain. "Freaks is what you two are."

Todd was panting. Emma caught his gaze, and the expression in her eyes made him gasp. He looked horrible. There was sweat and cum all over his face. Glistening in the light and dripping down his nose and chin; the very image of debauchery. To think, this was the same person who would blow a fuse any time she took the liberty of getting too comfortable with men that weren't him.

"Shit," Dante pulls his pants up and looks around. "That was-something else."

*


Chapter 12:

The night air hung heavy around them, the earlier tension giving way to a strange, surreal quiet. Emma smoothed her dishevelled dress, her fingers brushing over the expensive fabric now rumpled and stained. Her hair was a wild mess, her makeup smeared, but her face was aglow with a satisfaction that couldn’t be masked.

Dante stood a few feet away, his stance relaxed but commanding, a smirk playing on his lips as he adjusted his pants. He looked completely unfazed by the chaos of the evening, his movements smooth and unhurried.

Emma tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Well,” she said, her voice huskier than usual, still tinged with the aftermath of her exertion, “I guess that settles our bill, doesn’t it?”

Dante chuckled, the sound deep and rich, vibrating through the stillness of the street. “Sure as hell does,” he said, his tone teasing. “Y’all ever in town again, you know where to find me.”

Emma’s smirk widened as she crossed her arms, leaning casually against the car. “Oh, I don’t know about that,” she replied, her voice dripping with mock finality. “This was a one-time thing.”

She paused, her gaze flickering toward Todd, who stood stiffly beside the car, his face pale and unreadable. Turning back to Dante, her expression softened just enough to betray a glimmer of amusement. “But hey,” she added, “who knows? If we’re in town again… maybe we’ll crash into you.”

Dante laughed, shaking his head as he stepped back toward his car. “Bet you two would,” he said, his tone laced with amusement.

He turned as if to leave, but Todd’s voice cut through the quiet. “Wait,” he called out, his tone hesitant.

Dante stopped, turning slightly with a raised brow. His expression was a mix of curiosity and mild annoyance. “What’s up?”

Todd hesitated, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his wallet. His hands trembled as he flipped it open, fumbling with the bills inside. After a moment, he extracted several crisp hundreds, holding them out awkwardly. “For the repairs,” he said, his voice quiet. “It’s the least we can do.”

Dante’s laughter erupted again, this time louder and more genuine. He tilted his head back, his grin widening as he looked between Todd and Emma. “Man, you serious?” he asked, his tone incredulous.

Todd nodded, his hand still extended, though his grip on the money faltered slightly.

Dante stepped closer, his smirk softening into something more knowing, almost condescending. “Nah, man,” he said, waving the bills away with a dismissive flick of his hand. “I got somethin’ way better than money tonight. Keep it.”

Emma’s lips twitched into a smirk as she leaned against the car, her eyes fixed on Todd. She could see the way his shoulders slumped slightly, the way his hand dropped to his side, his grip tightening on the bills as he nodded in silent resignation.

Dante turned back toward his car, his movements slow and unhurried. He paused by the driver’s side, glancing over his shoulder one last time. His gaze lingered on Emma, his eyes raking over her figure with a lingering heat. “Until next time then,” he said, his voice carrying a hint of challenge, “if y'all know where to find me.”

Emma’s smile didn’t falter as she raised a hand in a lazy wave. “We’ll keep that in mind,” she said smoothly. “Drive safe, sweetie.”

With a final chuckle, Dante slid into his car, the engine roaring to life as he pulled away.

For a moment, the street fell silent again, save for the distant hum of traffic. Emma pushed off the car, brushing her hands over her dress in an attempt to straighten it. Her fingers lingered on the fabric, tracing the spots where it had bunched and wrinkled during the night’s events.

Todd remained still, his wallet clutched in one hand, his other hand hanging limply at his side. His face was a mask of conflicting emotions, his eyes darting between Emma and the empty street where Dante’s car had disappeared.

Emma sighed softly, stepping closer to him. Her fingers brushed against his arm, her touch light but grounding. “Come on, baby,” she said, her voice gentle but firm. “Let’s go.”

Todd blinked, his gaze snapping to hers. For a moment, he looked as though he might speak, but no words came. Instead, he nodded silently, sliding his wallet back into his pocket as he moved toward the driver’s side of the car.

Emma leaned back in her seat, her eyes drifting shut as she let out a soft, contented sigh. Her body still ached, a dull but satisfying reminder of the night’s events. She could feel the stickiness of her skin, the faint dampness of sweat and other fluids clinging to her, but she didn’t care.

Her mind wandered as the car moved through the darkened streets, the events of the evening replaying in vivid detail. She thought of Dante’s hands on her hips, his deep, commanding voice, the way he had filled her so completely. A lazy smile spread across her lips as she shifted slightly in her seat, her legs brushing against each other.

“You okay?” Todd’s voice broke the silence, his tone cautious.

Emma opened her eyes, blinking a few times to clear her vision. “I’m fine,” she said simply, her voice carrying a note of finality.

Todd didn’t respond, his hands tightening slightly on the wheel as his gaze remained fixed on the road.

"What about you, honey?" Emma asks, a small, mocking smile curving her red, swollen lips.

"Me-me, I'm-good," Todd stammers, his voice trembling.

Emma turned her head, watching him for a moment before reaching out to place a hand on his thigh. “You did good tonight,” she said softly, her tone teasing but not unkind. “I’m proud of you.”

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Todd says, his voice a barely audible whisper.

Emma’s smile widened as she leaned back again, her fingers brushing lightly against his leg. “Now let’s get home,” she murmured, her voice low and satisfied. “I could use a shower… and maybe a round two. If you're up for it,” she giggles.

Todd shakes his head, his chest rising and falling rapidly. "I'm always up for it," Todd speaks with a shaky breath, and his heart pounding harder. "And hey, hon-."

"Yes, sweetie?" Emma nuzzles the crook of his neck. It wasn't strange to the either of them that they were back to being the lovely, affectionate couple, their sexual deviancy and depravity temporarily forgotten. Although they weren't bickering like before when the accident occurred, Todd and Emma realize that perhaps whatever had happened tonight seemingly had changed their marriage forever, and neither seemed to mind. "What is it, Todd?" she asked,

"Did you really mean it-," his voice trailed off, and his mouth felt dry.

"About what?"

"Before today, I mean,” he stammered, his words tumbling out awkwardly. “All those times you said—well, about, you know, us. That I was enough, that you were happy-even though we argued a lot-."

Emma tilted her head, her eyes softening as she looked at him. Her hand slid up his thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Todd,” she said, her voice warm and soothing, “of course I meant it. Every word.”

He glanced at her briefly, his eyes searching hers for any sign of insincerity. “You did?”

“Absolutely,” she said, her tone firm and unwavering. She leaned closer, her fingers tracing small circles on his leg. “Listen to me, sweetheart. You’ve always been enough for me. You’re kind, loving, handsome, and smart. What else could I want? Seriously, you think I was going to leave you for Greg or that asshole earlier-really, honey, is that what you've been thinking?"

Todd blinked. "I don't know-."

"Todd," Emma sighed. "Stop overthinking things. You're the man I married all those years ago, have a family with-there's really nobody else I think could satisfy me the way you do. And I mean it," Emma smirks, a small laugh escaping her.

Todd swallowed hard, his throat tightening as her words washed over him.

“But tonight,” Emma continued, her voice lowering slightly, “was about something different. It wasn’t about replacing you or wanting more-ok, maybe a little bit,” she smirks. “But it was about exploring something together, pushing boundaries. And you know what? It made me love you even more.”

Todd’s breath hitched, his chest tightening with a mix of relief and lingering doubt. "Really?"

"Yes," Emma coos. "Thank you. I don't think I could ever have a better husband. Ever. And I'm proud of you for handling things tonight the way you did."

"Me too, Emma. I-."

"I love you," she kisses his cheek.

Her eyes sparkled with a mix of affection and something deeper, something more calculated. Todd felt his tension ease, his doubts slowly melting away under the weight of her gaze.

“Don’t ever question that I love you,” Emma added, her tone soft but firm. “Because I do. More than anything.”

Todd nodded slowly, his grip on the wheel loosening. “Okay,” he murmured, his voice barely audible. "It's just-tonight was really complicated-."

Emma smiled, leaning back in her seat as she gave his hand one last squeeze. "Complicated?" she asks.

“Yeah,” Todd agreed with a small laugh. “Complicated.”

Emma leaned back in her seat; her fingers still entwined with his. “But maybe that’s what we needed,” she said thoughtfully. “To shake things up. To see each other differently.”

Todd nodded, his mind replaying the events of the night. He thought of Emma’s confidence, her uninhibited passion, her willingness to explore parts of herself she’d kept hidden for so long. And he thought of himself—his own fears, his insecurities, and the strange, unexpected arousal he’d felt watching her let go.

“I think you’re right,” he said finally, his voice quiet but firm. “I think… this might’ve been good for us.”

Emma smiled, her head resting against the seat as she looked at him. “I think so too.”

For a while, they drove in silence, the tension between them replaced by a newfound sense of understanding. The road stretched on, but it no longer felt daunting—it felt like a path forward, one they were navigating together. Until Todd broke the silence once more.

"So," his voice trailing. "Hon-Emma, are you awake?"

"Mhm," Emma's eyes flutter open, a small, sleepy smile playing on her lips. "What?"

"I was thinking," his voice trembles, his thoughts scattered, and his grip on the wheel the most loose it had been all night. "I was wondering-."

Emma’s brows lifted slightly, and she turned her head to look at him. “What?” she repeated.

“Yeah,” Todd said, his grip on the wheel tightening. “Do you think-you could-we could invite Greg over for dinner sometime?”

His voice trailed off, the question hanging in the air.

Emma tilted her head, a sly smile creeping across her lips. “You’re full of surprises tonight,” she said, her tone teasing.

Todd’s face flushed, but he didn’t look away from the road.

Emma chuckled softly, her hand squeezing his once more. “We’ll see, hon,” she said cryptically, her voice carrying a hint of amusement. "We'll see."

The car continued down the highway, the future ahead certain. But there was no denying the sense of change, the shift in their dynamic. The lingering challenge, the underlying excitement, all of it tumbled together into a strange, thrilling cocktail.

Whatever was next, Todd didn't know. Neither did Emily. But the two of them were ready to discover it, and hopefully, enjoy a whole lot more.

*


Epilogue:

The patrol car idled in a dimly lit alley, the faint hum of the engine filling the tight, quiet space. Greg Jones leaned back in the driver’s seat, his massive frame relaxed yet imposing. One hand rested casually on the wheel, the other tangled in the blonde rookie’s hair as she worked her mouth over his cock with enthusiasm that belied her inexperience.

Her breaths came fast and shallow, her lips gliding over his length in practiced rhythm, though she was clearly struggling with his size. Greg let out a low groan, his head tilting back against the headrest as he watched her.

“Keep going,” he said, his tone firm, almost detached. “Let’s see if you can take it all.”

The rookie glanced up at him, her blue eyes wide and glassy, her cheeks flushed. She didn’t dare respond verbally, but her pace quickened, her hands bracing against his thighs as she pushed herself further down. The obscene sounds of her effort filled the car, mixing with the faint buzz of the radio on the dashboard.

Greg chuckled softly, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re gonna choke if you keep going like that,” he said, his tone amused but not unkind.

She paused for a moment, gasping for air, her lips glistening as she pulled back slightly. “It’s—It’s a lot,” she admitted breathlessly, her voice barely audible. "Sir," she adds. "So much bigger than my boyfriend's," she stares at the glistening, throbbing shaft, the thick, black veins pulsing, and her pussy clenches tightly. It was true. Her boyfriend did not even compare to this.

Greg smirked, his dark eyes locking onto hers. “You’ll get there,” he said simply, his voice a low rumble. “Don’t stop now. That's an order.”

Her face burned, but she didn’t hesitate. Her mouth returned to him, her movements slower this time, more deliberate. Greg let out a low groan, his hand guiding her as she worked, her tongue swirling over him with a mix of eagerness and hesitance. The rookie blonde nodded eagerly, her hand tightening around his shaft. "He’s, like, so average. But you—” She glanced up at him through her lashes, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You’re incredible. It's like-I've got both my hands wrapped around-and you're still huge-," her voice trails off.

Greg chuckled, his fingers brushing against her beautiful flushed cheek. “What’s his name, this boyfriend of yours?”

“Ethan,” she replied quickly before giggling. “He’s white.”

Greg snorted, his smirk turning into a full grin. “Yeah, you didn’t need to tell me he was white. I got that when you told me had a little dick.”

"Average-."

A faint buzz interrupted the rhythm, Greg’s phone vibrating on the dashboard. He glanced at it, his brow furrowing slightly before his smirk returned.

“Keep going,” he instructed, his voice steady as he reached for the device. "Gotta take this-."

The rookie didn’t falter, her lips tightening around him as she redoubled her efforts, the vibrations of her soft moans sending jolts of pleasure through him.

Greg glanced at the screen, his grin widening as he saw the name flashing across it. “Todd,” he muttered, chuckling to himself.

Swiping to answer, he brought the phone to his ear, his tone casual. “Todd! Hey, man! How you been! Haven't heard from you since the wedding in-.”

The rookie paused for a brief moment, her eyes darting up to him in alarm. Greg met her gaze with an easy smirk, his hand pressing against the back of her head to keep her in place. “Don’t fucking stop,” he mouthed, his voice silent but commanding.

"Yes, sir," she hesitated, then resumed her movements, her lips sliding over him with renewed determination.

“Yeah, I’ve been good,” Greg continued, his voice unwavering despite the rookie’s increasingly fervent motions. “How ‘bout you? How’s Emma? It's so nice to hear from you, man!”

The rookie’s soft moans filled the car, muffled but unmistakable, as Greg kept the conversation going. His breathing remained steady, his tone smooth and conversational.

“Dinner?” Greg repeated, chuckling softly. “Yeah, yes. Absolutely, man. Sure. Me and Latifa would love to come by. It’s been too long.”

His grip on the rookie’s hair tightened as his body tensed, the heat pooling low in his abdomen. “Ugh-What time?” he asked, his voice hitching slightly as the rookie’s pace quickened.

The rookie whimpered softly, her hands gripping his thighs as her lips moved faster, her tongue swirling around him with desperate enthusiasm. Greg grinned, his teeth flashing in the dim light as he fought to maintain his composure.

“Perfect,” he said, his voice thick. “Tell Emma I said hi. We’ll see you then.”

He ended the call just as the tension in his body reached its peak. “Fuck,” he muttered, his hips bucking slightly as he spilled into the rookie’s eager mouth. "Oh-fuck, you got a fine mouth-."

She moaned softly, her lips tightening around him as she swallowed, her tongue catching every drop. Warm, hot, boiling semen spurted into the young woman's mouth, and her throat gagged with the volume of it all. My God, how can he cum so much? she questions herself, her eyes watering as she gasps for air.

Greg shuddered, his body tense and electrified, the rush of pleasure rippling through him. His balls seemed intent on emptying themselves inside the blonde rookie's throat while she herself eagerly gulped down as much as she could. And finally when he was spent, she leaned back, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen, a satisfied smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. Greg noticed the drooling mess right in the corner of the poor girl's mouth, and he smirked.

"See, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Greg mocks her as she giggles. "You're a swallower huh?" he glances down, amused at the mess he'd made of her. "How'd I taste?"

She answers, a finger wipes the gooey mess off her cheek, her tongue flicking against it. "I've-never swallowed anything like this-it was so thick," she laughs. "Like God-."

"Not bad," Greg's deep voice slows. "I think you and I are going to get along just fine, rookie."

The rookie grinned, her face still burning as she adjusted her uniform, her gaze flicking around awkwardly as if to reassure herself they hadn’t been caught. Greg had taken a shine to her already, thanks to that mouth of hers. She was young, fresh out of the academy, and extremely eager to please.

Not to mention, she clearly didn't mind putting her boyfriend to shame, just to earn his approval; an attitude he approved of. Greg's finger grazed her thighs and the rookie looks up at him, embarrassed. "Sir, I think-you know we should probably get back to work-right?"

"Patrolling?" Greg chuckled, glancing at the screen. He digs his finger into the sides of her thighs, and her eyes flutter shut, a faint gasp escaping her lips.

"Sir, please," she smiles awkwardly. "You're making me wet," the blonde young woman's voice trails off.

"Let me have a taste-," he squeezes her trembling thighs.

"Sir, stop. I don't think we should be doing this-."

"Are you saying no to me?" Greg's hand lingers between the rookie's legs, and her breath hitches.

She shakes her head and gives Greg an embarrassed smile. "No, sir," she said faintly. "I meant I don't think we should be doing this here, out in the open," she giggles. "Someone could see us-."

"You're right," Greg retracts his hand, satisfied, but only after giving the front of her pants a good, hard rub making her jump on the spot. "Drive, Officer Lana. Break's over."

As Greg adjusted himself in the driver’s seat, while the rookie straightened her uniform and took the wheel, his thoughts drifted to Emma. The corners of his mouth curled into a small, knowing smirk. Emma Bennett—now, that was one hell of a woman. A hot piece of ass with curves that made every man in the room do a double take. He’d never understood how someone like her ended up with a soft, uninspired guy like Todd.

Greg had seen it time and time again—at parties, at dinners, even casual backyard barbecues. Emma, always dressed to kill, her confidence shining through every glance and smile. And Todd? Standing behind her like a damn accessory, fumbling over his words or trying too hard to act like the man of the house. It was laughable.

He let out a soft chuckle, his hand grazing over his belt buckle as he thought about the times Emma had shamelessly flirted with him right in front of her husband. She’d squeeze his arm when he cracked a joke, her fingers lingering a little too long on his biceps. Or that time she’d leaned over him at a party, pretending to admire his watch but pressing her chest against his shoulder just enough to make her intentions clear.

Greg’s grin widened as he remembered the night he’d “accidentally” groped her ass. Emma had been leaning over the kitchen counter, pouring drinks for the group, and Greg had brushed past her, his hand briefly but firmly grazing her firm, round backside. She’d gasped softly, glancing back at him with wide eyes, but instead of saying anything, she’d smirked. The memory of her sly smile, the way she’d pressed herself subtly closer to him afterward, made his cock twitch even now; even after just cumming inside the warm mouth of officer Lana.

I should have went for her then, Greg thought as he shifted in his seat. Should have nailed her in their own bedroom while Todd was downstairs.

The problem was was Latifa. His girl couldn’t stand Emma, and it wasn’t hard to see why. Emma didn’t just flirt; she did it with flair, with purpose, and with absolutely no regard for Latifa’s seething glares. She’d find every excuse to touch Greg—running her fingers along his arm, feeling his shoulders, even commenting on how solid he felt. That white bitch got her hands all over you, Greg, she spat. Who does she think she is? Bitch thinks she can take what's mine! I saw you lookin' at her, don't you dare deny it-!

“Wow, Greg,” Emma would purr, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “Do you work out every day? You’re like a real-life action hero.”

Latifa would roll her eyes so hard Greg swore she could’ve pulled a muscle. But Emma didn’t care. She’d flash her dazzling smile and go right back to teasing him, knowing damn well it drove Latifa crazy.

But for all of Emma’s brazenness, Greg had always held back—barely. Not because he wasn’t tempted, but because of Todd. The guy was harmless, practically a puppy, and Greg had always felt a strange sense of loyalty to him. It wasn’t friendship, not really, but something close enough to make Greg keep his hands to himself.

Until now.

As he thought about Emma, Greg’s smirk faded, replaced by a dark, determined expression. That woman was pure fire, and Todd didn’t deserve to keep her all to himself—hell, he didn’t even know how to handle her. The desperation in Emma’s eyes, the unspoken longing in the way she flirted and pressed against him, told Greg everything he needed to know. She wanted more, needed more—someone who could give her what Todd never could.

The rookie shifted beside him, breaking Greg’s train of thought for a moment. He glanced at her, his smirk returning as he watched her fumble with her seat belt. She was fun, sure, but she wasn’t Emma.

Emma, with her killer curves, her wicked smile, and her shameless desire to test boundaries. Greg had resisted for Todd’s sake before, but now? Fuck that. Todd didn’t deserve her, couldn’t handle her, and Greg wasn’t about to let another opportunity slip through his fingers.

The next time he saw Emma, there’d be no holding back. Todd’s friendship be damned—Greg was going to take what he wanted.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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Becky Goes Black!
Read here!
Sophomore student Becca Channing's summer break vacation in Miami goes better than expected when her best friend Mikayla Monroe gets VIP passes for the both of them at a high-end nightclub in town! What was supposed to be a normal night out with her bestie turns out to be the wildest night of her life as innocent Becky falls for the charms of Jerome, an acquaintance of Mikayla at the club. Jerome’s muscled stature, his height, and beautiful dark skin are too much for Becky, and she ends up falling head over heels for him the same night they meet. What follows is a whirlwind story of the sexual awakening of a young woman who just didn’t know what her body or mind were capable of! Will Becca regret cheating on her faithful yet nerdy white boyfriend Tim? How will her life change after sleeping with a black man for the first time? Will she hide her infidelity from her boyfriend and continue to pursue this illicit affair with a powerful black man like Jerome?




Blacked! By the Boxer Who K.O’d My Boyfriend!
Read here!
In the aftermath of a tragic boxing match, Katherine grapples with the loss of her boyfriend, Mark. The ring was meant for glory, not tragedy, but when Mark faced off against the formidable Demarcus, fate dealt a cruel hand—Mark was dead, killed by a fatal blow from Demarcus's fist. Now, left to navigate the void that Mark’s absence has created, Katherine seeks solace. As grief intertwines with desire, she discovers unexpected avenues for healing, drawing her into a world where pain and pleasure collide in ways she never imagined.




Molly Becomes a Hotwife
Read here!
Steve, harboring a fantasy he’s hesitant to unveil, broaches the subject of introducing another man into their intimate world. Intrigued yet unsure, Molly’s curiosity sparks as Steve’s inquiries delve into her past, igniting a conversation that leads them down a path neither had anticipated. They find themselves drawn to Luke—Molly’s black ex-boyfriend from college. Despite initial reluctance, Molly agrees to Steve’s fantasy, and what unfolds is a journey that neither of them could have predicted.




Cheerleader Stacey Betrays White Cuckold Boyfriend to Get Blacked!
Read here!
In the pulsating world of college rivalries, Stacey, the cheer captain, cheers on her beloved team from the sidelines. The underdog football team, led by the charismatic Tyrese, faces overwhelming odds in the state finals. Stacey, convinced her team won’t win, agrees to a date with Tyrese if they do. To her shock, they claim victory! But now, with her insecure white boyfriend Patrick unaware, Stacey must navigate the growing attraction she feels for Tyrese, the man who just led his team to glory.




Blacked! On My Wedding Day by My Black Ex-Boyfriend!
Read here!
In the moments before her wedding, Cassandra stands at a crossroads. About to marry Jason, the epitome of stability, she is haunted by memories of her passionate past with Darius, her black ex-boyfriend. When Darius shows up unannounced, the flames of their old relationship ignite again. Today, she must choose between her safe, predictable future with Jason and the raw, untamed passion she once shared with Darius.




Jessica’s Night Out! Blacked by the Rapper! And His Friend!
Read here!
Jessica is swept up in the energy of the concert, thanks to her best friend, Mackenzie, who surprises her with tickets to see the famous rapper ZeeJay. What starts as a night of dancing and fun soon turns into a night of temptation, as Jessica finds herself grinding on a black stranger who awakens her inner desires. Caught between her stable boyfriend Brandon and the allure of the night, Jessica must decide how far she’s willing to go.




A Black Thug’s White B****
Read here!
I am Molly White. A 49-year-old conservative Christian mother of two, living a boring life in Illinois. I was faithful to my husband, Mark... until I met him. The thug who awakened a carnal pleasure inside me. I don’t regret submitting to him, nor do I regret the dozens of encounters we've had since. My marriage? The sanctity of it all? Thrown away, all thanks to him. And I feel sorry for none of it.




Blacked by Her Bully Ex-Boyfriend!
Read here!
Timmy, a nerdy white guy, is thrilled to be dating Stacy, a stunning blonde from his class. But his excitement quickly fades when Rashad, Stacy's charismatic black ex, reappears. Timmy’s insecurities about Rashad fuel his desire to please Stacy in ways he never imagined. As Stacy rekindles her relationship with Rashad, Timmy is drawn into a cuckold fantasy that pushes the boundaries of his comfort zone and leaves him questioning his place in Stacy’s life.




Her Anniversary BBC Affair! Hotwife Jennifer seduced and BLACKED by a stranger!
Read here!
On what should have been a romantic wedding anniversary getaway in Miami, Jennifer finds herself yearning for more than her husband Tom can offer. In the heat of the night, a chance encounter with a bold and seductive stranger ignites passions she thought were long extinguished. As Tom’s lack of interest leaves her frustrated, Jennifer is swept into a forbidden world of intense desire with Marcus, a man who awakens parts of her she never knew existed. What begins as a simple escape from her mundane marriage spirals into a night of wild, illicit pleasure that pushes all boundaries.




Faithful No More! Desperate Girlfriend Lisa Gets BLACKED in Public!
Read here!
On what should have been a romantic wedding anniversary getaway in Miami, Jennifer finds herself yearning for more than her husband Tom can offer. In the heat of the night, a chance encounter with a bold and seductive stranger ignites passions she thought were long extinguished. As Tom’s lack of interest leaves her frustrated, Jennifer is swept into a forbidden world of intense desire with Marcus, a man who awakens parts of her she never knew existed. What begins as a simple escape from her mundane marriage spirals into a night of wild, illicit pleasure that pushes all boundaries.




My Cuckold Husband's Birthday Surprise! Married Housewife’s Hotwife Weekend!

Read here!
Emily thought her birthday weekend would be quiet with her husband, Bob, away on a business trip. But when she receives a mysterious message from him, instructing her to visit a luxurious villa, she’s greeted by a handsome stranger named Devonte. Confused but intrigued, Emily soon learns that Devonte is her husband’s birthday surprise—a thrilling weekend affair that will push her boundaries and awaken her deepest desires. What starts as a gift quickly spirals into a weekend Emily will never forget, as she embraces her role as a hotwife in a thrilling, taboo affair. Will this be just a one-time birthday fling—or the beginning of something far more sinful? Dive into Emily’s world of temptation, indulgence, and ultimate surrender in this steamy, taboo-filled tale.




My Husband likes to watch! First time cuckold watches wife get Blacked!

Read here!
Melissa and Joshua have been married for years, but the spark that once ignited their passion has dimmed, replaced by the monotony of routine and the slow drift that comes with time. Joshua, a devoted but reserved husband, carries a secret that he’s too ashamed to voice—an obsession with cuckold fantasies, particularly those involving Melissa and other men. More specifically, black men. One day, Melissa stumbles upon his browser history, revealing an array of videos and stories exploring themes of infidelity and interracial encounters. At first, she’s shocked, but curiosity and a simmering desire to shake up their bedroom life drive her to confront Joshua. What begins as a tense conversation morphs into an unspoken agreement, one that opens the door to desires neither of them have fully explored.




Public Prank on White Couple Gone Wrong! Hotwife BLACKED in Broad Daylight!

Read here!
What starts as an ordinary evening out turns into an unforgettable experience for married couple Ethan and Kate. When a tall, confident TikToker named Jamal approaches them in a parking lot, camera rolling and magnum XL condoms in hand, the couple is caught off-guard. The prank is meant to embarrass, but it sparks something deeper between the three of them—a moment that turns a joke into a daring proposition.




A wife’s secret BBC affair? No, A cuckold husband’s Interracial desires gone wrong!

Read here!
Claire and James are in desperate need of a break. After years of routine and the stresses of everyday life, they decide to escape to a secluded beach resort for a few days of relaxation and reconnection. The perfect opportunity to rekindle their romance quickly takes an unexpected, tantalizing turn. What Claire also knows is that James, never content with the boundaries of their marriage, has now been harboring a darker, dangerous fantasy of his for a while-one that has been buried deep in his mind for years since their marriage had taken one new wild turn after another. Sure, the thought of seeing his wife submit to a black man has always aroused James more than he’s been willing to admit but whatever he was asking for now was depraved. Perhaps, James realizes that maybe fulfilling your wildest dreams sometimes comes with a wild price that you may not be always able to pay.




BLACKED! On My Wedding Night! Cheating on my White Cuckold Husband with the Hot Black Alpha Male who Breeds me!

Read here!
Lauren thought her wedding night would mark the start of a blissful marriage. But as her husband, Mark, falls asleep drunk and leaves her yearning for connection, she’s left questioning the man she’s committed her life to. Restless and frustrated, Lauren steps out to clear her mind, but it leads her to an encounter she never expected.


I lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, my body throbbing—not from satisfaction, but from the aching need that still consumed me. Was this what I’d signed up for? Was this my future? A lifetime of rushed, unsatisfying sex and hollow kisses?
I glanced over at Mark, his pale chest rising and falling, his lips slightly parted as he drooled onto the pillow. My jaw clenched, and I fought the urge to shove him awake. No, this wasn’t fair. This was supposed to be my night too.
Beneath the covers, my thighs pressed together, my body begging for something he hadn’t even come close to giving me. I thought about all the times I’d convinced myself it would get better. That we just needed time. That maybe I was expecting too much.


A wrong knock on the wrong door leads to a meeting with a stranger whose sheer presence commands her attention. Towering, dark, confident, and unapologetically masculine, he awakens a part of Lauren she never knew existed. What begins as a chance encounter spirals into a night of forbidden passion and reckless abandon, shattering her perception of fidelity and satisfaction.

Mark had never done this. Not once.
The thought made my chest tighten, a mix of anger and longing twisting in my gut. He’d had the nerve to call it degrading. As if his manhood was so fragile it couldn’t withstand the idea of putting my pleasure first. Fucking asshole. Licking your woman's p.... was one of the most intimate things you could do, yet Mark had the audacity to refuse. I'd wanted to scream how unattractive he was when he denied me the pleasure. How incredibly disappointing it made me feel, especially after the countless hours I'd spent putting up with all his useless bullshit.
But this man—this stranger—was nothing like him. He was relentless, his mouth moving with a skill and hunger that left me breathless. He wasn’t just doing it; he was enjoying it, savouring every reaction he pulled from me. My fingers tightened in his hair, my hips arching as his tongue pressed deeper, finding spots I hadn’t even known existed. My mind spun, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps as the tension in my core coiled tighter and tighter.

Lauren surrenders herself completely to this stranger and what begins as a fleeting mistake spirals into something life-changing. Lauren’s forbidden encounter not only challenges her understanding of fidelity and desire but leaves her with an undeniable consequence—she’s pregnant, and her husband isn’t the father.


I'd be birthing a half black child, a beautiful and gorgeous light skin baby, to a total stranger if I was going to become pregnant from tonight.
The thought of him knocking me up, putting a bastard black child in me even before I even had my own with a husband I'd only married today, sent a strange surge of electricity down to my core.
It made me feel alive. Much more than I'd ever felt during my entire time with Mark.


On her wedding night, Lauren submits to a man who wasn’t her husband, and now she must grapple with the secret she’ll carry forever. Will Lauren find a way to reconcile her actions with the life she thought she wanted, or will this one night define her future forever? Read on to find out more!




White Husband's Cuckold Past! His Wife CHEATS on him with his BLACK Bully!

Read here!
Jake thought he had left his past behind. A meek, submissive man married to the bold and assertive Lindsay, he has spent years burying the humiliating memories of senior high school and college that still haunt him—memories of Marcus, his alpha bully, who dominated him both physically and sexually, leaving a mark on Jake he could never truly erase. But when Marcus reenters his life in the most unexpected of ways, Jake’s carefully constructed world begins to unravel.

Lindsay, Jake’s stunning wife, has grown frustrated with their stagnant sex life and Jake’s inability to fulfill her in the ways she craves. Beneath her confident exterior lies a yearning for something primal and commanding—a desire she never thought she would find, until the fateful day she crosses paths with Marcus, now a hulking, confident security guard. Sparks fly as Lindsay’s curiosity about Marcus turns into a forbidden obsession, and soon, her boundaries—and Jake’s—are shattered.

While Lindsay succumbs to Marcus’s overwhelming dominance, Jake’s own buried past begins to surface. Long before Lindsay, during Jake’s college years, Marcus had scripted humiliations that left him broken and confused. Jake had watched it all unfurl before.....







OEBPS/image_rsrc10S.jpg
’ :
Married White Cgﬂmccidental .
Interracial Awakening!






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1:

		Chapter 2:

		Chapter 3:

		Chapter 4:

		Chapter 5:

		Chapter 6:

		Chapter 7:

		Chapter 8:

		Chapter 9:

		Chapter 10:

		Chapter 11:

		Chapter 12:

		Epilogue:

		Afterword

		Books By This Author:




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89






