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Chapter 1

Everyone who met Kelly said the same thing: “She’s such a cool girl.”

It wasn’t just that she was pretty, though she was — long wavy brown hair, warm hazel eyes, an easy, genuine smile that put everyone at ease.

It was the way she carried herself. Kelly didn’t do drama. She didn’t get jealous over little things. She didn’t need constant reassurance or grand gestures. She was the girl who could roll with whatever life threw at her and still make it fun.

Ethan had known that about her from the very first date six years ago. She’d shown up to a rainy outdoor concert in jeans and an old band hoodie, laughing when the rain soaked them both, dancing anyway, and later shrugging when her favorite band played their worst song of the night. “Eh, still better than sitting at home,” she’d said with a grin. That easy, go-with-the-flow vibe had hooked him hard.

She was still that girl.

Friday night. Date night at home.

Ethan sat on the couch with Kelly tucked comfortably against his side, her head resting on his shoulder, one bare leg draped lazily over his. She was in an oversized hoodie and soft cotton shorts, hair down, no makeup, the way he loved her best. A half-empty bottle of red wine sat on the coffee table beside a bowl of popcorn. Some slick new action-thriller played on the TV. It was the kind of low-key, comfortable evening they both preferred after long weeks.

About twenty minutes in, the same black actor from that show they’d watched last month appeared on screen. Shirtless again. This time the scene was steamier — water running down his sculpted chest and abs as he pulled a woman into a heated kiss under the shower spray.

Ethan felt his stomach tighten the second the actor stepped into frame.A few weeks earlier, during a different show, Kelly had made a casual, offhand comment when the same guy took his shirt off: “Damn…he’s really attractive.” Just that. Nothing more. She hadn’t lingered on it. She hadn’t made it weird. Because that was Kelly — cool, easy, never turning small observations into big moments.

But the remark had lodged itself in Ethan’s brain like a splinter he couldn’t stop touching. That night he’d jerked off thinking about her saying it again — only this time her voice had carried a slightly different tone. A little breathier. A little more curious. A little more interested.

He had picked this particular movie on purpose.

Now he watched Kelly out of the corner of his eye, trying to keep his breathing normal.

She was still cuddled against him, but her attention had clearly shifted. Her eyes stayed on the screen a little longer than usual. When the actor pressed the woman against the tile and the kiss deepened, Kelly let out a small, almost absent-minded hum.

“Wow,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. “They really don’t hold back on these scenes anymore, huh?”

Ethan’s heart picked up speed.

“Yeah,” he replied, aiming for casual. “He’s… in crazy shape.

”Kelly nodded slowly, still watching. “Mmm. No kidding.” She took another sip of her wine, then added lightly, “I mean, the guy clearly lives in the gym.”

She didn’t elaborate. She didn’t need to. That was Kelly — cool girl through and through. She could notice something, comment on it, and then just… move on. No big deal. No overthinking. No drama.

But Ethan was overthinking everything.She noticed him again. She’s really looking this time. What is she thinking right now? Is she imagining what those hands would feel like? Is she comparing him to me? Wondering how different it would feel if someone built like that had her instead?

His cock twitched under the throw blanket. The fantasy hit him fast and hard — Kelly on her knees in front of that actor, looking up with that curious, slightly nervous expression she sometimes got when something new turned her on. Kelly moaning his name while a much bigger, thicker cock stretched her in ways Ethan knew he never could. Kelly coming home afterward still flushed and wet, climbing into bed with him and whispering how different — how much better — it had felt.

He swallowed hard and tried to focus back on the movie.Kelly shifted slightly beside him, her bare thigh pressing more firmly against his. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she seemed a little more relaxed against him now.

The steamy scene ended. Kelly reached for the remote and paused it for a moment, exhaling a small breath.

“These directors know exactly what they’re doing,” she said with a soft, almost teasing laugh. “Kind of unfair, honestly.”

Ethan forced a chuckle. “Yeah… kind of.”

Inside, his pulse was hammering.

“Yeah,” Kelly said, pressing play again. “Anyway, I’m glad we stayed in tonight. This is nice.”

She nestled deeper against him, and Ethan nodded, trying to focus on the movie instead of the pounding in his chest. The scene had changed now, cutting to a car chase through narrow European streets, but his mind lingered on the image of Kelly’s eyes fixed on that actor’s body.

“Want more wine?” he asked, his voice slightly thicker than he intended.

“Mmm, maybe in a bit,” she replied, her attention back on the action sequence.

Ethan shifted slightly, adjusting himself beneath the blanket. The fantasy refused to leave him. It was becoming a familiar one—Kelly with someone else, someone different from him. Someone like that actor. The image both tormented and aroused him in ways he couldn’t fully understand.

“You okay?” Kelly was looking at him, her head tilted slightly. Ethan realized he hadn’t answered her question.

“Yeah, I’m good,” he said, his voice coming out rougher than he intended. “Just thinking.”

“About what?” Her fingers traced lazy circles on his thigh.

The touch sent heat racing through him. He hesitated, caught between the urge to confess the fantasy building in his mind and the fear of how she might react. Cool girl or not, there were limits to what people wanted to hear from their partners.

“Nothing important,” he lied.

Kelly studied his face for a moment, then shrugged. “If you say so.”

The movie continued, but Ethan barely registered the plot. His attention kept drifting to Kelly’s body pressed against his, to the memory of her eyes lingering on that actor’s chest, to the small hum she’d made. His thoughts spiraled deeper, mixing desire and anxiety in equal measure.

“You know what?” Kelly said suddenly, setting down her wineglass. “I am going to have more.” She slid out from under the blanket, her shorts riding up as she stood.

Ethan watched her walk to the kitchen, his mouth dry. The way her legs moved, the curve of her hip as she leaned against the counter to pour more wine—it was the same body he’d known for years, but tonight everything about her seemed charged with new significance. Every glance, every casual comment, every shift of her body against his felt like it was part of some code he was desperate to decipher.

She returned with the bottle and topped off his glass without asking.

“You looked like you could use it,” she said with a small smile.

“Thanks.” He took a long swallow, hoping the warmth of the alcohol would calm his nerves.


Chapter 2

The movie ended, but Ethan barely registered how it wrapped up.

His mind was still stuck on that shower scene. On the way Kelly’s leg had pressed against his. On the soft little hum she made when the actor pinned the woman against the tile.

Kelly stretched beside him on the couch, arms raised overhead, hoodie riding up just enough to show a strip of smooth stomach. She yawned, then smiled at him sleepily.

“That was pretty good. Better than I expected.”

“Yeah,” Ethan said, voice a little too tight. “It was… intense.”She gave him a curious look, one eyebrow raised.

“You okay? You’ve been quiet since that one scene.”

Shit. She noticed.

Ethan forced a laugh and shrugged.

“Just thinking. That actor… he’s everywhere lately.”

Kelly’s lips twitched into a small smile. She reached over and stole the last sip of his wine before setting the glass down.

“He really is. Kind of ridiculous how hot he is.”

She paused, then added lightly, “I mean, the guy is like sculpted by the gods or something.”

There it was again.That casual, effortless tone. The same one she’d used weeks ago. No big deal. Just an observation from the ultimate cool girl.

But to Ethan it felt like gasoline on a fire he couldn’t put out.

He swallowed.

“You… you really think he’s that hot?”

Kelly tilted her head, studying him for a second. Then she shrugged, easy as ever.

“I mean, yeah. Objectively? He’s stupid hot. Those arms, that chest…” She let out a small laugh and nudged his shoulder. “Don’t tell me you’re jealous of a guy on TV, babe.”

Ethan’s cock twitched under the blanket.

He wasn’t jealous.

He was burning.

The images flashed through his mind again — only this time it went further.

Kelly on her knees, looking up at that same actor with that curious, slightly nervous expression she got when something new turned her on. Kelly’s soft moans as a much thicker, darker cock stretched her open.

Kelly coming home flushed and satisfied, climbing into bed with him and whispering how different it felt.

He shifted on the couch, trying to hide how hard he was getting.

Kelly noticed the movement. Her eyes flicked down briefly, then back up to his face. A tiny, playful smirk tugged at her lips.

“You’re being weird tonight,” she said, voice teasing but gentle. “Is this about that scene? Because if you’re worried I’m suddenly going to run off with some actor…” She trailed off, then leaned in and kissed his cheek softly.“I’m right here, Ethan. I’m not going anywhere.”

But as she pulled back, her eyes lingered on his for just a second longer than usual. There was something new in them — a flicker of curiosity. A tiny spark of “what if?”

Or maybe Ethan was imagining it.

Kelly stood up, stretching again, her hoodie riding up enough to show the curve of her ass in those tiny cotton shorts.“I’m gonna grab some water. You want anything?”

“No, I’m good,” he managed.

As she walked toward the kitchen, hips swaying just a little, Ethan stared after her.

His mind was already racing ahead.

What if she wasn’t just being the cool girl tonight?

What if that spark he thought he saw was real?

What if “Cool Girl Kelly” was starting to wonder what it would feel like to let go… just once?

Then as if she was reading his mind…

“I’m horny,” she said simply, turning to look at him. No teasing lilt. Just a straightforward statement.

Ethan’s heart slammed in his chest.

She took his hand and pulled him off the couch, leading him toward the bedroom without another word.The second the bedroom door clicked shut, Kelly was on him.

She pushed him back onto the bed with surprising force, climbing on top and straddling his hips. Her mouth found his in a hungry kiss — deeper and more aggressive than usual. Her hips rolled against him immediately, grinding down hard through their clothes.

Ethan groaned into her mouth. She was already soaked; he could feel the heat through her thin shorts.

Kelly sat up, yanked her hoodie off in one smooth motion, and tossed it aside. Her breasts bounced free — nipples already tight and dark. She didn’t wait. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her tits, squeezing his fingers hard around them as she rocked her hips faster.

“Fuck, I need this,” she breathed, voice low and rough.She was different tonight.

More aggressive. More urgent. Her usual playful softness was gone, replaced by something raw and almost feral. Her eyes were half-lidded, but there was a distant look in them — like part of her mind was somewhere else.

Ethan couldn’t stop the thought: Is she imagining him right now? Those big hands instead of mine? That thick black cock pressing against her instead of me?

The fantasy hit him like a freight train.

Kelly reached down, shoved his shorts and boxers down just enough to free his aching cock, and stroked him hard and fast a few times. Then she rose up, pushed her own shorts and panties to the side, and sank down onto him in one slick, greedy motion.

“Oh fuck…” Ethan gasped.

She felt warmer and wetter than usual. She immediately started riding him hard, hips slamming down with purpose. No slow buildup. No gentle teasing. Just pure, aggressive need.

Her hands planted on his chest for leverage as she bounced on his cock, tits swaying heavily with every thrust. Low, throaty moans spilled from her lips…moans that sounded different. Hungrier.

Ethan gripped her hips, trying to match her rhythm, but she was setting the pace completely. Every time he looked up at her face, that distant, faraway look was still there. Like she was picturing someone else’s body beneath her. Someone much stronger. Someone who could actually handle how rough she wanted it tonight.The thought destroyed him.

“Kelly…” he groaned, already feeling the pressure building way too fast.

She didn’t answer. She just rode him harder, grinding her clit against his pelvis with every downward stroke, chasing her own pleasure with single-minded intensity.

Ethan tried to hold back. He really did. But the combination of her aggression, her wetness, and the poisonous fantasy that she was secretly fucking that actor in her head was too much.

He came hard and sudden and way too soon, hips jerking up as he spilled inside her with a choked groan.

Kelly froze mid-motion.For a split second, something flashed across her face — frustration, almost anger. Her hips gave one last involuntary grind, like her body was still desperately chasing what it needed.

Then it was gone.

She blinked, and the cool girl mask slipped back into place almost instantly.

She let out a soft, slightly disappointed breath and leaned down to kiss his forehead.

“Wow… that was fast,” she murmured, voice gentle again, even if there was the faintest edge underneath.

Ethan’s face burned with shame. “Sorry…I don’t know what happened. You just felt so good tonight.”

Kelly gave him a small smile and carefully lifted herself off him. A trickle of his cum leaked down her thigh as she rolled onto her back beside him.

“It’s okay, babe,” she said lightly, reaching over to stroke his chest. “We all have off nights.”

She kissed his cheek, then stared up at the ceiling for a moment, one hand resting casually on her stomach.

Ethan lay there, heart still pounding, cock softening pathetically between his legs. The shame mixed with a fresh wave of twisted arousal. She was so worked up… and I couldn’t even last.

Kelly turned her head toward him, her expression soft and easy once more.

“Want to try again in a bit?” she asked, voice perfectly casual, like nothing had happened.

But Ethan could still see that tiny flicker of frustration she’d tried to hide. And underneath it, something else.

Something hungrier.

Something that hadn’t been satisfied.

They both fell asleep before they got the chance to have sex again.


Chapter 3

Ethan woke up Saturday morning with Kelly’s bare leg still draped over his thigh. Sunlight filtered through the half-closed blinds, painting soft stripes across her sleeping face. She looked peaceful, like the same easy, relaxed Kelly he’d fallen in love with. Mouth slightly parted, long brown hair fanned across the pillow, one arm tucked under her head. Completely unaware of the storm raging inside him.

He couldn’t stop replaying last night.

The way she’d pushed him onto the bed with surprising force. The hungry, almost desperate way she’d kissed him. How aggressively she’d ridden him — hips slamming down hard, tits bouncing, low throaty moans spilling from her lips like she was chasing something she couldn’t quite reach. The distant look in her hazel eyes, like part of her mind had been somewhere else entirely.

And then the moment he’d come too soon.

That brief flash across of frustration, maybe even a flicker of anger across her face, before the cool girl mask slipped back into place. “It’s okay, babe,” she’d said softly, like it was no big deal.

But it was a big deal.

Because for the first time in their six years together, Ethan was almost certain Kelly had been imagining someone else while she fucked him.

That black actor from the movie. Those sculpted abs. Those big hands pinning the woman against the shower tile. Ethan kept seeing Kelly in that woman’s place — her head tilted back, moaning louder than she ever had with him.

His cock twitched under the sheet at the memory.

He carefully slid out of bed so he wouldn’t wake her and went to the bathroom. The second the door clicked shut, he gripped the counter and stared at himself in the mirror. His face was flushed. He was already half-hard again.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

He tried to shake it off. Took a quick shower. Stroked himself slowly under the hot water, replaying the way Kelly had ground down on him so aggressively, the wet heat of her, the little frustrated sound she’d made when he finished too fast.

He came quickly in the shower, biting his lip to stay quiet, imagining Kelly on her knees in front of that actor instead.

The shame hit him immediately afterward.

By the time he got dressed and walked back into the bedroom, Kelly was awake. She stretched lazily, giving him that warm, genuine smile that always made his chest feel light.

“Morning, babe,” she said, voice still husky from sleep. She reached out and tugged him down for a soft kiss. “You slept like the dead after round one.”

Ethan forced a chuckle. “Yeah… sorry about that.”

Kelly waved it off with an easy shrug, already climbing out of bed in just her panties. “Don’t worry about it. We both had a long week.” She padded toward the bathroom, hips swaying naturally. “I’m gonna shower. Want coffee when I’m done?”

“Sure,” he said, watching her go.The moment the bathroom door closed, the fantasy slammed back into him full force.

He spent the rest of the morning in a fog.

They made breakfast together. Kelly chatted about normal things — work, a funny story from one of her friends, what movie they should watch tonight. She was her usual cool, go-with-the-flow self. Laughing easily. Touching his arm. Stealing bites of his toast.

But every time she bent over to grab something from the fridge, or stretched to reach a high cabinet, Ethan’s mind replaced the scene with darker images. Kelly bent over for someone else. Kelly moaning while a much thicker cock stretched her open. Kelly coming home flushed and satisfied, telling him how much better it felt.

By afternoon he was rock hard again, hiding it under loose shorts, barely able to focus on anything she said.

Kelly noticed he was quiet, but she didn’t push. She just gave him one of those soft, understanding smiles and said, “You seem distracted today. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” he lied. “Just tired.”

She accepted it without question. Because that was Kelly.

Cool. Easy. Never making things weird.

And that only made it worse.

Because the more normal and affectionate she acted, the more Ethan became convinced that something had shifted inside her Friday night — even if she would never admit it.

And the worst part?

He couldn’t stop hoping it had.

…

By Monday evening, Ethan was losing control.

Kelly had gone to the gym after work — one of her usual quick evening sessions. She’d kissed him on the cheek on her way out, smelling like vanilla and fresh laundry, and told him she’d be back in about an hour.

The second the front door clicked shut, Ethan’s resolve crumbled.

He sat on the couch with his laptop, heart already hammering. His hands shook slightly as he typed the actor’s name into the search bar. A few clicks later, he was on a porn site he’d never visited before.The thumbnails hit him like a punch to the gut.

Tall, muscular black men. White women moaning beneath them. Husbands watching from the corner of the room or through a cracked door. Titles like “My Wife’s First BBC,” “She Couldn’t Handle His Size,” and “Cuckold Creampie Challenge.”

Ethan’s cock was rock-hard before he even clicked on the first video.He chose one that looked similar to the shower scene from the movie — a pretty brunette with long wavy hair getting fucked hard in a luxury hotel room. The black actor was huge. Thick, veiny, and long in a way that made Ethan feel physically inadequate. The woman’s moans were loud and shameless as he stretched her open.

Ethan shoved his shorts down and started stroking himself slowly, eyes glued to the screen. Is this what Kelly was imagining?

The thought burned through him. He pictured Kelly in the woman’s place — her hazel eyes rolling back, her mouth open in a silent cry as that thick black cock pushed deep inside her. He imagined her making those same desperate sounds she’d made Friday night, except this time she wouldn’t stop. She’d keep riding, grinding, begging for more.

His hand moved faster.

Video after video. He jumped from one to the next, each one filthier than the last. A wife riding reverse cowgirl while her husband filmed. A woman on her knees choking and gagging happily on a massive BBC while her cuck boyfriend watched from the bed.

Another where the wife came so hard she squirted, screaming that she’d never go back to her husband’s dick.

Ethan was leaking precum all over his fist. He edged himself mercilessly, slowing down every time he got close, drawing it out. His breathing was ragged.“Fuck… Kelly…” he whispered under his breath.

He imagined her coming home from the gym still sweaty, stripping down, and telling him she’d been thinking about this all day. Imagined her pushing him onto the couch and riding him while describing exactly how much bigger and better a real BBC would feel.

The shame was overwhelming, but it only made him harder.

He lost track of time. One video blended into another. His balls ached from how long he’d been edging. He was right on the brink again when he heard the familiar sound of keys in the front door.

Shit.

Ethan panicked. He slammed the laptop shut, but it was too late to pull his shorts up properly. His cock was still out, glistening and throbbing, the browser history full of BBC cuckold videos.

The door opened.

Kelly stepped inside, gym bag over her shoulder, wearing tight black leggings and a cropped tank top that showed a strip of toned stomach. Her skin was flushed from the workout, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail.

She froze for half a second when she saw him on the couch — laptop closed on the coffee table, shorts around his thighs, hand still wrapped around his painfully hard cock.

Her eyebrows rose slightly.

Then that easy, cool-girl smile spread across her face.

“Well…” she said calmly, closing the door behind her and setting her bag down. “Looks like I caught you at a bad time.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson. He tried to yank his shorts up, but his hands were shaking so badly he only made it worse.

Kelly walked over slowly, eyes flicking from his exposed cock to the closed laptop.

She tilted her head, still smiling that soft, unbothered smile.

“Let me see what you’re watching, babe.”

…

Ethan’s heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears. His cock was still rock-hard, leaking, twitching visibly in his lap. He wanted to disappear into the couch.

“Let me see what you’re watching, babe,” Kelly said again, her voice calm and gentle, like she was asking him to pass the remote.

She stepped closer, set her bag on the floor, and reached for the laptop before he could stop her. Ethan’s hand twitched uselessly toward it, but it was too late.

Kelly opened the laptop.

The video was still paused on the screen — a pretty brunette who looked a little like her was on all fours, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure as a massive black cock thrust deep inside her from behind. The title at the top read “Wife’s First BBC – She Can’t Stop Cumming.”

Kelly’s eyes went wide.

She stared at the screen for several long, silent seconds.

“Oh my god, Ethan…” she breathed, her voice soft with genuine surprise.

She didn’t sound angry. She didn’t sound disgusted.

She sounded…stunned. Almost impressed.

Kelly slowly lowered herself onto the couch beside him, still holding the laptop. Her eyes stayed glued to the screen as she hit play for just a few seconds. The woman on the video let out a loud, broken moan as the thick cock stretched her even wider.

“Wow…” Kelly murmured, almost to herself. “This is…really intense.”

She tilted her head slightly, watching the way the woman’s body shook with every thrust. Her cheeks had a faint flush now, and Ethan noticed her thighs press together just a little.She paused the video again and turned to look at him.

Ethan was mortified. His face felt like it was on fire. His cock was still out, throbbing humiliatingly between them.

Kelly’s hazel eyes flicked down to his erection, then back up to his face. That cool, easy smile returned — softer now, but with something new sparkling behind it.

“So this is what’s been making you act so weird the last few days,” she said quietly. Not accusing. Just… observing. Like she was putting together a puzzle.

“I… I didn’t mean for you to see that,” Ethan stammered, his voice barely working.

Kelly let out a small, gentle laugh — the kind she used when something was mildly awkward but not worth making a big deal over.

“Babe, it’s okay,” she said, reaching over and casually resting her hand on his bare thigh, only inches from his leaking cock. “I’m not mad. I’m just… surprised.”

She glanced back at the paused screen, then at him again.“I mean… this is pretty hardcore. That guy is huge.” She raised her eyebrows slightly, a hint of genuine curiosity in her tone. “And the girl looks like she’s losing her mind. Is this…what you’ve been thinking about?”

Ethan couldn’t speak. He could only nod weakly.Kelly studied his face for a long moment, her thumb absently stroking his thigh. Then she looked back at the screen one more time, biting her lower lip just slightly.

“Damn,” she said softly, almost under her breath. “That’s…a lot of dick.”

She closed the laptop and set it on the coffee table, then turned fully toward him. Her expression was still calm, still that trademark cool-girl composure, but her eyes had a new brightness to them.

“So,” she said, voice light but undeniably intrigued, “when you jerk off to this kind of stuff…are you…thinking about me?”

The question hung in the air between them.

Ethan’s cock gave another helpless twitch.

Kelly noticed.

And she smiled.


Chapter 4

Kelly looked at him for one long, charged second, her hazel eyes dark with curiosity and something hotter.

Then she leaned in and kissed him hard, her hand wrapping around his leaking cock and stroking slowly.

“Don’t say anything yet,” she whispered.She stood quickly, stripping off her gym clothes until she was completely naked. Climbing back onto his lap, she lined him up and sank down onto his cock in one smooth, wet motion.

“Mmm… fuck, you’re really worked up,” she breathed as she started riding him, hips rolling deep and steady.

After a few strokes, she leaned forward, lips brushing his ear.“So… that turns you on, huh?” she asked softly, voice laced with genuine curiosity. “Watching girls who look like me take big, black cock?”

She ground down harder, letting out a low moan as she felt him throb inside her.“Is that what you want, Ethan? You want to see me like that?”

Ethan groaned helplessly beneath her.Kelly smiled, clearly enjoying the power rush. She sat up a little straighter, hands on his chest, and started bouncing faster.

“Fuck… that’s so dirty,” she murmured, almost to herself. “But I kinda like it…”

Her eyes stayed locked on his as she rode him with more intensity, her voice turning breathy and teasing.

“God, just thinking about it… me moaning for a huge black dick while you watch… that really gets you this hard?”

She clenched around him deliberately, riding him with slow, forceful grinds.

“Tell me,” she breathed, slowing her movements to a torturous pace. “Is this what you’ve been thinking about since Friday night? Since that movie?”

Ethan couldn’t speak. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he tried to make her move faster. She resisted, staying in complete control.

“I need to hear you say it,” Kelly insisted, lifting herself until just the tip of his cock remained inside her. “Tell me what you want.”

“Yes,” he finally groaned, the word ripping from his throat. “I want to see you with someone like him.”

Kelly’s pupils dilated, her breath catching. She sank back down on him with a low moan that sounded different—hungrier, more genuine than he’d heard in years.

“You want to watch me fuck a big, black cock?” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. She started riding him faster, her body responding to the confession. “That’s what you’ve been imagining? Me taking someone much bigger than you? Someone who could actually satisfy me?”

Ethan nodded desperately, his hips thrusting up to meet hers. The fantasy spilled from his lips before he could stop it.

“I want to see you lose control,” he gasped. “I want to see what you’d look like with someone who could really fuck you properly.”

Kelly’s rhythm faltered for just a second. Something flashed across her face—surprise, excitement, maybe even relief. Then she leaned down, her breasts pressing against his chest, and kissed him deeply.

“You have no idea how hot that is,” she whispered against his lips. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

“I don’t know,” Ethan admitted, his hands sliding down her waist, “a while I guess.”

“And then since the movie,” Ethan continued, his heart pounding against his ribs. “When I saw you watching him, something just... clicked. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Kelly’s eyes darkened. She bit her lower lip, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles that made his breath catch.

“So you picked that movie on purpose,” she said. Not a question. A realization.

Ethan nodded, unable to look away from her face. The flush on her cheeks had deepened, spreading down her neck to her chest. Her nipples were hard, her skin hot where it pressed against his.

“And you’ve been jerking off to videos like that? Imagining me with someone like him?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the confession sending another jolt of arousal through him. “I’ve been thinking about it constantly.”

Kelly’s movements became more urgent, her rhythm faltering slightly as she ground herself against him. Her breath came quicker, catching in her throat.

“I can’t believe you’ve been thinking about this,” she said, her voice low and husky. “And I can’t believe how much it turns me on.”

She leaned back, hands braced on his thighs as she rode him with new intensity. The position showed off her body—breasts bouncing, stomach tightening with each movement, the place where they joined completely visible.

“Would you really want that?” she asked, watching his face carefully. “Me with someone else? Someone bigger?”

“Yes,” Ethan groaned, the word ripping from somewhere deep inside him.

Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her inner walls clenching around him at his confession. When she opened them again, they were darker, almost feverish.

“What if I liked it too much?” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “What if I couldn’t go back to normal after experiencing something like that?”

The question hung between them, charged with dangerous possibility. Ethan’s hips jerked involuntarily at her words, his cock throbbing inside her.

“Oh,” Kelly breathed, eyes widening as she felt his response. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? The idea of me getting ruined for you.”

Her pace quickened, movements growing more desperate. She leaned forward again, her hair falling around them like a curtain, creating an intimate space where only their confessions existed.

Ethan couldn’t hold it anymore.

“Fuck!” he groaned, his hips bucking wildly beneath her as pleasure ripped through him. His fingers dug into her thighs as he came harder than he ever had before, his entire body shaking with the force of his release.

Kelly moaned, grinding down against him, riding out his orgasm. Her expression shifted into something raw and hungry as she felt him pulsing inside her. She didn’t stop moving, chasing her own pleasure with single-minded determination.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, reaching down to touch herself. “I’m so close—“

Her movements grew frantic, desperate. Ethan watched her through half-lidded eyes, still dazed from his own climax. She looked almost feral above him—hair wild, skin flushed, eyes closed tight as her fingers worked quick circles against her clit.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I’m thinking about it—about him—oh fuck—“

Her body went rigid, thighs clamping around Ethan’s hips as she came with a sharp cry. She shuddered violently, her inner walls pulsing around his softening cock, milking the last drops from him as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally collapsed against his chest, they were both breathing hard, skin slick with sweat. For several long moments, neither of them spoke. The confession hung in the air between them, impossible to take back.

Kelly was the first to move. She lifted her head, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, and looked at him with wide, uncertain eyes.

“Did we just...?” she whispered, not finishing the thought.

Ethan nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah.”

She carefully lifted herself off him.

“Fuck, that was…what was that?” she whispered.

“I don’t know,” Ethan whispered back.

“Well, I know one thing…it was fucking hot,” Kelly said with her cool girl smile.

Then she stood up and started to walk away.

“I’m going to go take a shower,” she said, then looked back over her shoulder, “feel free to join me…”


Chapter 5

Ethan stared after Kelly as she disappeared into the bathroom, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. The sound of the shower starting echoed through the apartment, mingling with the pounding of his heart. He sat frozen on the couch, his shorts still tangled around his thighs, trying to process everything.

She hadn’t been disgusted. She hadn’t been angry. She’d been turned on. Really turned on. And she’d admitted it—admitted thinking about it while she came.

The bathroom door remained partially open. An invitation.

Ethan pulled his shorts up with trembling hands and stood on unsteady legs. His body felt wrung out, drained in the best possible way, yet somehow his mind was more alert than ever. Every nerve ending seemed to hum with a strange new energy as he made his way to the bathroom.

Steam had already begun to fill the small space. Kelly’s silhouette was visible through the fogged glass door, water running down her curves. She glanced over her shoulder when she heard him enter, her hazel eyes meeting his through the steam.

“Took you long enough,” she said with a soft smile, pushing the door open slightly. “Get in here.”

Ethan stripped quickly, his movements clumsy with anticipation. He stepped into the shower, the hot water immediately soothing his tense muscles. Kelly stood under the spray, her hair dark and slick against her shoulders, her skin flushed pink from the heat.

They’d showered together countless times before—it was a comfortable routine—but this felt different. The air between them crackled with unspoken questions, with the weight of their confessions still hanging in the steam.

Kelly reached for the soap, her fingers brushing his chest as she did. “So,” she said, her voice casual despite the intensity in her eyes, “that fantasy of yours... it’s been on your mind for a while, huh?”

Ethan swallowed hard, watching droplets cascade down the curve of her breast. The steam made everything feel dreamlike, as if they were suspended in some alternate reality where these conversations were normal.

“Yeah,” he admitted. “But I never thought I’d tell you about it.”

Kelly reached for the shampoo, squeezing a dollop into her palm before working it into her hair. Her movements were unhurried, methodical—the same Kelly she’d always been, except now she knew his darkest fantasy.

“Why not?” she asked, rinsing the suds from her hair. “Did you think I’d freak out?”

Ethan leaned against the shower wall, feeling the cool tile against his back. “I guess I thought you’d be upset. Or think it was weird.” Ethan watched as Kelly tilted her head back to rinse her hair, water streaming down the elegant curve of her throat. “I mean, it’s not exactly normal.”

Kelly opened her eyes, droplets clinging to her lashes as she regarded him with that steady gaze that always made him feel like she could see straight through him.

“Normal is overrated,” she said simply. She reached for the body wash, squeezing some into her palm and beginning to work it over her shoulders in slow, deliberate circles. “Besides, fantasies are just fantasies. Everyone has them.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry as he watched her hands glide over her wet skin. “And what about you?” The question slipped out before he could stop it. “Do you have fantasies you’ve never told me about?”

Something flickered across her face.

Kelly’s eyes darted away for just a moment before meeting his again, a slight hesitation that Ethan had rarely seen from her.

“Maybe…” she said, her voice softer now. She handed him the body wash, their fingers brushing under the warm spray. “But I think you just discovered one of them.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened.

“Maybe what?” Ethan asked.

“Well, maybe yours and mine…overlap a little bit,” she said. Biting her bottom lip.

“You’re serious?” Ethan’s voice cracked slightly. The water suddenly felt too hot against his skin. “You’ve thought about it too?”

Kelly’s cheeks flushed deeper than the shower heat could explain. She looked down at her hands, still covered in soap. “I mean, not exactly the same way you have…I didn’t like picture you being a part of it…or being so into it, but yeah I guess I’ve always had that fantasy of being with a black guy, I mean…what white girl my age hasn’t?”

Ethan stared at her, the water pounding against his back, forgotten. His heart stuttered in his chest as her words echoed in his head.

“You’ve thought about it before?” He could barely get the question out, his voice rough and low.

Kelly shrugged, that easy, casual gesture that was so quintessentially her, but there was something different in her eyes now. A vulnerability he rarely saw.

“I wouldn’t say I’ve obsessed over it or anything,” she said, reaching for the conditioner. “But yeah, I’ve wondered what it would be like. A lot of my friends in college got to you know, experience it, and I heard the stories and just like…whatever, it’s not big deal but yeah, it’s hot. The idea has always turned me on.”

Ethan’s mind raced, trying to process this new information. All this time he’d been hiding these thoughts, feeling guilty, and she’d had similar fantasies of her own? The realization hit him like lightning. All those porn videos he’d been consuming—they weren’t just about his fantasy. They were showing him something Kelly had been curious about all along.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” he asked, water streaming down his face.

Kelly worked the conditioner through her hair, fingers combing through the strands methodically. “I don’t know. It never occurred to me to share something like that with you. It’s not like something I think about often or anything.” She paused, looking at him with those perceptive hazel eyes. “Plus, I didn’t think you’d be so fucking into it.”

She winked at Ethan.

Then she reached for the shower gel, squeezing a generous amount into her palm.

He watched her in awe. How could she be so cool and casual about this, so matter of fact?

She started to lather her arms, then her chest, her touch lingering over her breasts in a way that made Ethan’s mouth go dry. “Besides,” she continued, her voice slightly huskier, “it’s not like I’ve been sitting around pining for it or anything. It’s just a fantasy. Like how sometimes I imagine what it would be like to be a rock star or live in Paris. It’s not real. It’s not like something I have to do.”

But as she said it, her eyes met his, and Ethan saw something flicker there—a flash of heat, of curiosity, of maybe even longing.

“Yeah, right,” Ethan said, nervously.

“But it’s not like I’ve never thought about it either,” Kelly admitted, her voice dropping to almost a whisper beneath the steady drum of water. “Especially since that movie Friday night.”

Ethan felt his heart skip. “The shower scene?”

She nodded, rinsing the conditioner from her hair. “Yeah. I mean, he was... impressive.” Her eyes flicked down Ethan’s body, then back up to his face. “And then when you came so fast that night, I couldn’t help wondering...”

The confession hung between them, heavy with implication. Ethan’s chest tightened as he watched her, water streaming down her perfect body, her expression more vulnerable than he’d ever seen it.

“Wondering what?” he asked, his voice barely audible over the shower.

Kelly reached out, her soapy hand resting on his chest. “What it would feel like,” she finished, her gaze holding his steadily. “To be with someone that different. Someone that...big.”

Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. He could barely hear over the rushing water and the blood pounding in his ears. Kelly was still looking at him, her expression open and curious, waiting for his response.

“So we’ve both been thinking about the same thing,” he managed, his voice rough.

Kelly nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Seems that way.” She moved closer, her wet body pressing against his. “And now we know.”

The water cascaded over them as her lips met his, soft and exploratory. It wasn’t their usual kiss—there was something new in it, something questioning. When she pulled back, droplets clung to her eyelashes, making her hazel eyes seem even brighter.

“You’re getting hard again,” she whispered.

His cock throbbed against her stomach, hard again so quickly that it surprised even him. Kelly’s hand slid down between them, fingers wrapping around his shaft with a gentle squeeze that made him groan.

“I can’t help it,” Ethan groaned.

They fucked again in the shower, this time it was quiet, slow and passionate.


Chapter 6

A few days passed where everything seemed to go back to normal and Ethan began to wonder if it had all been a dream. But then Friday night rolled around again.

Kelly had suggested another movie night at home, her casual tone giving nothing away. She’d picked up Thai food on her way home from work and changed into her usual loungewear—cotton shorts and an oversized t-shirt that slipped off one shoulder. Nothing unusual. Nothing to indicate that anything had shifted between them.

Ethan picked up the remote and began to click through movie thumbnails.

“What are you in the mood for?” he asked absentmindedly.

“Well, actually,” Kelly said, shifting closer to him on the couch. She leaned over and whispered into his ear, “I was thinking of a different genre tonight…I was thinking maybe you could go get your laptop and show me one of your favorite scenes…”

Ethan’s pulse kicked into high gear. He turned to face Kelly, searching her expression for any sign she was joking. Her hazel eyes met his steadily, a slight flush spreading across her cheeks.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice catching.

Kelly’s lips curved into a small, teasing smile. “Why not? It’s hot, let’s have some fun together..”

Ethan’s pulse kicked into high gear. He turned to face Kelly, searching her expression for any sign she was joking. Her hazel eyes met his steadily, a slight flush spreading across her cheeks.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice catching.

Kelly’s lips curved into a small, teasing smile. “Why not? You’ve already seen what I look like when I’m thinking about it.” She shrugged one bare shoulder. “Might as well see the real thing.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. His heart hammered against his ribs as he got up from the couch on slightly unsteady legs and retrieved his laptop from the bedroom. When he returned, Kelly had already set up the coffee table with their Thai food containers and was pouring two glasses of red wine.

She patted the couch cushion beside her. “Come on. Show me what you’ve been watching.”

He sat down, placing the laptop between them. His fingers trembled slightly as he opened it and navigated to his browser history, opening an incognito window. He hesitated for a moment, his fingers hovering over the keyboard.

“What kind of scenes do you want to see?” he asked, his voice lower than usual.

Kelly took a sip of her wine, leaning closer to look at the screen. “Show me what you’ve been watching. The ones that get you the most worked up.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned as he typed in the website address. The homepage loaded with its grid of thumbnails—professional videos mixed with amateur clips, all featuring the same theme: white women with black men, often with their partners watching or filming.

Kelly’s eyes widened slightly as she scanned the page. “Wow,” she breathed, leaning in closer. “There’s a lot of this, huh?”

Ethan nodded, watching her reaction carefully. She didn’t seem disgusted or shocked or judgmental—just curious. She reached for her wine again, taking another long sip.

“Click on one,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before.

Ethan selected a video titled “Wife’s First BBC Experience - Husband Films.” The thumbnail showed a pretty blonde woman looking wide-eyed at an impressively endowed black man while her husband held the camera. As the video began to play, Kelly settled back against the couch cushions, absently reaching for her pad thai.

They watched in silence as the scene unfolded. The couple on screen was attractive and seemed genuine—not professional porn actors. The woman’s nervous excitement and her husband’s encouragement felt real. When the black man undressed and revealed himself, Kelly’s chopsticks paused halfway to her mouth.

“Jesus,” she murmured, eyes fixed on the screen. “That’s... substantial.”

Ethan watched Kelly’s face as she stared at the screen. Her cheeks had flushed a deeper pink, and she’d stopped eating altogether, the container of pad thai forgotten in her lap. On screen, the woman’s eyes had gone wide as she took the man in her hand for the first time.

“Could you imagine, like actually filming your wife doing that?” Kelly asked casually, then she chuckled. “Stupid question, obviously you could.”

Ethan’s laugh came out strained. “Yeah...I guess so.”

The woman on screen was now on her knees, struggling to fit even half of the man into her mouth. Her husband’s voice came from behind the camera, encouraging her, telling her how sexy she looked.

Kelly took another sip of wine, then set her glass down and reached for her food again. She twirled noodles around her chopsticks with the same casual ease she might have while watching a Marvel movie, but Ethan noticed her breathing had quickened slightly.

“So is this what you usually watch?” she asked, nodding toward the screen. “Amateur stuff like this?”

Ethan nodded, feeling oddly exposed. “Yeah, mostly. The professional ones seem too... fake.”

“Mmm,” Kelly hummed in agreement, her eyes still on the screen. “This does feel more real. Like they genuinely enjoy what they’re doing. Hey, do you have any where the wife looks like me?”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. He glanced at Kelly, trying to read her expression, but she was still watching the screen, her eyes following the action with focused attention.

“Maybe a couple,” he said.

“Show me one,” Kelly said eagerly.

Ethan’s heart raced as he clicked through his history, searching for the video he’d watched just a few days ago. His fingers felt clumsy on the trackpad as Kelly leaned closer, her warmth radiating against his side, the faint scent of her shampoo filling his nostrils.

“This one,” he said, his voice coming out hoarse as he clicked on a thumbnail.

The video loaded, showing a brunette with wavy hair similar to Kelly’s. She was sitting on the edge of a bed, looking up nervously but excitedly at a tall, muscular black man standing in front of her. Her husband’s voice came from behind the camera, soft but encouraging.

“Oh wow,” Kelly whispered, setting her food aside completely now. “She’s hot…”

The woman on screen reached forward with trembling fingers, her wedding ring visible as she wrapped her hand around the man’s shaft. She gasped at the size and weight of it, her eyes widening in genuine surprise.

“Oh my god,” she breathed on screen, looking up at him with a mixture of intimidation and desire. “I don’t know if I can...”

Kelly shifted on the couch beside Ethan, her thigh pressing against his. He glanced over and saw her teeth worrying her bottom lip, her eyes fixed on the screen with an intensity that made his pulse race.

“You really think I look like her?” she asked softly, not taking her eyes off the video.

“Yeah,” Ethan managed, his mouth dry. “Same hair. Same expressions.”

On screen, the woman was now attempting to take the man into her mouth, her husband’s encouraging words barely audible over her muffled moans. Kelly leaned forward slightly, her breathing becoming more shallow.

The woman on screen was now on her knees, her lips stretched wide around the man’s impressive dark girth. Her eyes watered slightly as she looked up at him, her husband’s voice from behind the camera growing more excited with each passing second.

Kelly shifted again beside Ethan, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her wine glass was empty now, and her food remained untouched on the coffee table. The flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her oversized t-shirt.

“Do you imagine me doing that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat suddenly parched. “Sometimes.”

On screen, the woman had given up trying to take more than half of the man in her mouth. She pulled back, gasping slightly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his cock.

Kelly’s eyes remained fixed on the screen as the scene progressed. The woman was now on her back, legs spread wide as the man positioned himself between them. The camera zoomed in on her face—a mix of nervousness and desperate anticipation—before panning down to where the head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly breathed, unconsciously leaning forward.

On screen, the woman gasped and arched as the man pushed inside. The camera captured her reaction in intimate detail—the way her eyes widened, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

“God, she looks like she’s in pain but loving every second at the same time,” Kelly whispered, her knuckles white around the arm of the couch.

The woman’s initial discomfort soon transformed into something else entirely. Her eyes rolled back, her breathing quickened, and soon she was moaning louder than she had in the entire video, her body trembling as she took more of him with each thrust.

Kelly’s breathing had grown shallow. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and Ethan noticed she had pressed her thighs together tightly. The flush on her cheeks had deepened to a rosy glow that spread down her neck.

Kelly suddenly reached over and closed the laptop, her fingers trembling slightly as she pushed it away on the coffee table. The abrupt silence felt heavy between them, broken only by their uneven breathing.

“Ethan,” she said, her voice husky as she turned to face him. “Do you... do you actually want this? Or is it just something hot to watch?”

Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs. The question hung in the air, dangerous and thrilling. He searched her face, trying to read what she wanted to hear.

“I think about it all the time,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “Not just as a fantasy. I’ve been imagining what it would actually be like.”

Kelly’s eyes widened slightly, the hazel darkening as her pupils dilated. She bit her lower lip, a gesture that always drove him crazy.

“Godddd...” she groaned, “why is this so fucking hot? Feel my pussy.”

Ethan’s hand trembled as he reached between Kelly’s thighs. The cotton of her shorts was soaked through, her heat radiating against his palm. He pressed his fingers against her, feeling her wetness seep through the thin fabric.

“Jesus,” he whispered, his voice cracking.

Kelly grabbed his wrist, pressing his hand harder against her. “I can’t believe how turned on I am,” she said, her breath coming in short gasps. “Just from watching that... from talking about it...”

She leaned forward suddenly, capturing his mouth in a desperate kiss. Her tongue pushed past his lips as she climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Her hips ground against his erection, the dampness of her shorts creating a delicious friction that made him groan into her mouth.

“Tell me more,” she demanded, breaking the kiss to look into his eyes. Her pupils were blown wide, her lips swollen from kissing him. “What exactly do you picture? When you think about me with someone else?”

Ethan’s hands slid up her thighs to grip her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh through the thin cotton shorts. The pressure in his chest was almost unbearable, like his heart might explode if he didn’t get the words out.

“I think about watching you take someone bigger than me,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Someone who makes you feel things I can’t. I think about the look on your face when you realize how different it feels. How much more intense.”

Kelly moaned softly, grinding down harder against his erection. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in through his t-shirt.

“What else?” she breathed, her eyes locked on his.

“I think about you taunting me while I watch, telling me how much better it is…”

“I think about you fucking me after, still wet from him...” Ethan’s voice cracked as he admitted the darkest part of his fantasy. “Still full of him. And telling me every detail...”

Kelly’s breathing grew more ragged, her hips grinding against him with increasing urgency. She yanked her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, revealing her bare breasts. Her nipples were hard, flushed a deeper pink than usual.

“And what if—“ she began, her voice catching as she rolled her hips against him. “What if I liked it too much? What if I wanted to do it again?”

Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. He gripped her hips tighter, pulling her down against him.

“That’s the hottest part,” he admitted, the confession burning in his throat. “Knowing you might get addicted to it. That you might need it.”

Kelly’s eyes darkened. She tugged her shirt off in one fluid motion, her breasts bouncing free. Her nipples were hard, flushed a deeper pink than usual.

“God, Ethan,” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss him again. Her breath was hot against his lips. “I want to try it.”

The words hit him like an electric shock. His hands froze on her waist.

“Seriously?” he whispered.

“Seriously?” he whispered.

Kelly nodded, her eyes never leaving his face. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, the flush spreading across her collarbone now.

“I want to try it,” she repeated, her voice steadier this time. “Not just talk about it.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was suddenly transforming into something real, something tangible. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his fingertips where they pressed against her waist.

“You mean... actually find someone?” he managed, his voice cracking slightly.

Kelly bit her lower lip, then nodded again. “Yeah. For real.” She shifted in his lap, her hips making small, unconscious circles against his erection. “I mean, if you really want it too. If it’s not just a fantasy.”

Ethan stared up at her, taking in the wild tumble of her wavy brown hair, the dark intensity of her usually calm hazel eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as they rested against his chest. This was Kelly—his cool, go-with-the-flow wife who never made things complicated. And here she was, making this seem as easy and natural as picking a place to go to dinner.

Ethan’s mouth went dry, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. This was really happening. His fantasy—the one that had consumed him for weeks, the one he’d been jerking off to in secret—was suddenly on the verge of becoming reality.

“You’re serious?” he asked again, searching her face for any hint of hesitation.

Kelly nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yeah. I am.” She shifted on his lap, her wet shorts creating a delicious friction against his erection.

“I love you, Ethan,” she whispered, “And I would love to bring your fantasy to life for you…” she bit her bottom lip, “and for me too…”

The words hung between them, charged with possibility. Ethan felt his throat constrict, his heart hammering against his ribs as Kelly’s hazel eyes searched his face, waiting for his response. She was serious—actually serious about making this fantasy real.

“I love you too,” he finally managed, his voice cracking slightly. “And yes—I want this. I want to see you with someone else.”

Kelly’s face broke into a smile that made his chest ache—the same genuine, unrestrained smile that had captured him from their first date. She leaned forward and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his as her hands tangled in his hair.

“Then let’s do it,” she whispered against his lips. “Let’s find someone.”

The reality of what they were discussing crashed over Ethan like a wave. His fantasy was no longer just a fantasy—it was becoming a plan. He’d spent countless hours jerking off to the thought of Kelly with another man, but now that it was becoming real, he felt a rush of anxiety mixed with the arousal.

“How would we even...” he began…

“Shh, shh, shh,” Kelly said, grind on him faster. “Details later, let’s just enjoy how much this is turning us on right now, let me show you how slutty I’m gonna be for you…howI’m gonna ride that big…black…dick right in front of you…how I’m gonna suck it…”

Kelly’s nails dug into his shoulders as she ground against him, her movements growing more frantic with each roll of her hips.

“I want you to see exactly what I’d do,” she panted, her hair falling in waves around her flushed face. “How I’d take every inch of him.”

Ethan gripped her waist, his fingers pressing into her soft skin as he guided her movements. His cock strained painfully against his shorts, the friction of her wet cotton shorts against him almost unbearable.

“Show me,” he groaned, the words catching in his throat.

Kelly’s eyes locked with his as she slipped off his lap and onto her knees between his legs. Her fingers trembled slightly as she tugged at his waistband. Ethan lifted his hips, allowing her to pull his shorts and boxers down in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, already leaking at the tip.

She wrapped her fingers around him, her touch feather-light at first, then firmer. Her eyes never left his face as she lowered her head, lips parting. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped him, and Ethan’s head fell back against the couch. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding her movements but simply anchoring himself in the overwhelming sensation.

Kelly took him deeper, her hazel eyes still fixed on his face, watching his reaction. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head of his cock before taking him deep again.

“Fuck,” Ethan gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. “Just like that.”

She pulled back slightly, her lips still touching the tip of his cock. “I’d suck him just like this,” she whispered, her breath hot against his wet skin. “Right in front of you.” She lowered her head again, taking him deeper than before, her throat relaxing to accommodate him.

Ethan’s entire body tensed as he watched her. The sight of Kelly on her knees, her perfect lips stretched around him, combined with her words sent him hurtling toward the edge faster than he expected. His breathing grew ragged, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Kelly,” he warned, his voice strained. “I’m close—“

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she took him deeper, her hands gripping his thighs as she sucked him with renewed intensity. Her hazel eyes looked up at him, challenging him to last longer.

Ethan’s back arched as he came hard, his fingers tightening in her hair. Kelly swallowed around him, taking every drop, not stopping until he’d finished. Only then did she pull back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Damn,” she said with a breathless laugh. “And that’s just from imagining it. Imagine how hard you’d cum if…”

Ethan slumped back against the couch, his chest heaving with exertion. His legs felt weak, his mind still spinning from the intensity of what had just happened. Kelly crawled up onto the couch beside him, curling against his side.

Ethan turned to look at her, taking in the wild tumble of her hair, the smudge of mascara under her eye, the slight redness around her lips. She looked beautiful and satisfied, and the thought of sharing her with someone else made his heart race with a mixture of anxiety and renewed desire.

“You would really do it? For me?” Ethan asked.

“Hell yeah,” Kelly said, “I mean don’t get me wrong, I’d obviously be getting something out of it too, but of course babe. It would be like I’m your personal porn star or something…I’d love to give that to you…”

Kelly smiled that easy smile, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Why not? It’s just sex. It’s not like we’re talking about falling in love with someone else.” She shrugged one bare shoulder. “Plus, you’ve clearly been thinking about it a lot. I want to see what it does to you to watch me with someone else…some with a…what do the videos call it…a BBC?”

The casual way she talked about it—like she was suggesting they try a new vacation spot instead of opening up their relationship—made Ethan’s head spin. His cock was already hardening again despite his recent orgasm, the fantasy now becoming something tangible between them.

“Fuck, it’s so hot hearing you talk like that,” Ethan said, gripping his hardening cock in his hand and directing Kelly’s attention to it.

She arched an eyebrow, hopped in his lap, and slipped him inside.

Within seconds, she was riding him, whispering dirty things in his ear, and making him cum hard and fast all over again.

. . .

The next morning, Ethan woke up with Kelly’s arm thrown across his chest, her face nestled against his shoulder. Sunlight streamed through the half-open blinds, casting warm stripes across the rumpled sheets. His body felt pleasantly exhausted, muscles relaxed in the aftermath of their marathon session the night before.

But his mind was already racing ahead.

Kelly had been serious. She really wanted to find someone—a black man with a big cock—and let Ethan watch them together. The thought made his stomach flip with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. He’d been jerking off to this fantasy for weeks, but now that it was becoming a reality, he wasn’t sure how to proceed.

Kelly stirred beside him, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled sleepily, leaning up to press a soft kiss to his lips.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice husky with sleep. “Sleep well?”

Ethan nodded, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Yeah. You?”

“Mmm.” She stretched, her back arching slightly. “Like a rock. Guess all that... activity... took it out of me.”

She rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling. For a moment, they lay in comfortable silence, but Ethan could feel the question hanging in the air between them.

“So...” Kelly began, her voice still thick with sleep. “About last night.”

Ethan’s heart jumped into his throat. Was she having second thoughts? Had the light of day changed her mind?

“What about it?” he asked, trying to keep his voice casual despite the sudden dryness in his mouth.

Kelly propped herself up on one elbow, her wavy hair tumbling over her bare shoulder. She looked down at him with those clear hazel eyes, studying his face.

“I meant what I said,” she told him. “About finding someone. About trying it for real. But only if you really want to. We definitely don’t have to, it can just stay a fun fantasy we explore together…”

Relief flooded through him, followed immediately by a fresh wave of arousal. “I was worried you might be having second thoughts,” he admitted.

Kelly nodded, her eyes warm in the morning light. “No second thoughts. I just wanted to make sure you weren’t just caught up in the moment.” She traced her finger along his chest. “This is something you’ve been thinking about for a while, and I’ve been curious about it too, so... why not explore it?”

Ethan’s heart raced at her words. The casual way she approached something so taboo both amazed and aroused him.

“So how would we even find someone?” he asked, his voice lower than he intended.

It was then that they came up with a plan and decided to let fate take its course.


Chapter 7

They both agreed they didn’t like the idea of leaving an online trail. And they didn’t like the idea of planning or orchestrating something that felt like it should be more spontaneous. So they both agreed that they would open themselves up to the possibility and if and when it happened…it would happen.

There were several almosts.

It always started the same way. Night in the city. Book a hotel room. Nice dinner. Cocktails. Drinks. Then out clubbing. Kelly called it, going on the prowl.

Then after a few fits and starts, a night came where everything just fell into place…

They decided on a club in the city that Kelly had heard about from a friend—a place with dim lighting, strong drinks, and a diverse crowd. It wasn’t explicitly a hookup spot, but it had that reputation. The kind of place where anything could happen.

Ethan watched Kelly get ready, mesmerized by the transformation. She traded her usual casual style for something he rarely saw—a tight black dress that hugged every curve, ending mid-thigh. The neckline dipped low, showing off the swell of her breasts. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she’d applied makeup with a heavier hand than usual—smoky eyes, glossy lips.

“What do you think?” she asked, turning in a slow circle.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “You look incredible.”

She smiled, that easy Kelly smile, but there was something different in her eyes tonight—a glint of excitement, of anticipation. She leaned in and kissed him softly.

“Tonight might be the night,” she whispered against his lips.

The club was packed when they arrived, bodies pressed together on the dance floor, music pulsing so loud Ethan could feel it in his chest.

Kelly grabbed Ethan’s hand, pulling him through the crowd toward the bar. The bass throbbed against his ribs as they squeezed between bodies. He kept his eyes on her back, the way the dress clung to the curve of her waist, the sway of her hips as she navigated the packed space.

At the bar, she leaned in close enough that he could smell her perfume—something new and sultry she’d bought for tonight.

“Two tequila shots and two vodka sodas,” she called to the bartender, holding up two fingers.

Ethan slipped his arm around her waist, his palm resting against the warm skin exposed by the cutout in her dress. The contact sent electricity through his fingertips. This was Kelly—his Kelly—but tonight she felt like someone else entirely. Someone bolder, hungrier.

The bartender slid their shots across the bar. Kelly handed one to Ethan, clinking the small glass against his before throwing it back in one smooth motion. She didn’t wince at the burn. Instead, she smiled, her lips glistening in the pulsing lights.

“Dance with me,” she said, grabbing her vodka soda. The music pulsed through Ethan as Kelly led him onto the dance floor, her fingers intertwined with his. She found a spot in the middle of the crowd where the lights flashed blue and purple across her skin. When she turned to face him, she raised her glass in a silent toast before taking a long sip.

Ethan watched her throat move as she swallowed, mesmerized by the way the strobing lights played across her features. She seemed different tonight—bolder, more electric. The Kelly he knew was always confident, but this was something else entirely. This was Kelly on a mission.

She set her drink on a nearby high-top table and moved closer, her body finding the rhythm of the bass-heavy song. Her hips swayed against his, the thin fabric of her dress doing little to dull the heat of her body. She turned, pressing her back to his chest, guiding his hands to her waist.

“Having fun?” she asked, her voice barely audible over the music.

Ethan nodded, his mouth close to her ear. “You look incredible tonight.”

Kelly smiled over her shoulder, her eyes reflecting the pulsing lights. She moved her body against his in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her ass rubbing against him with each movement. Ethan’s hands tightened on her waist, his breath quickening as she pressed harder against him.

The song changed, something with a faster beat, and Kelly turned to face him again. She looped her arms around his neck, her body still moving to the rhythm. Her eyes scanned the crowd around them, taking in the other dancers, the people at the bar, the groups clustered around high-top tables.

That’s when Ethan saw her expression change. Her movements faltered for just a second, her gaze fixing on something—someone—over his shoulder. Curiosity sparked in her eyes, followed by something darker, more primal.

“Don’t look now,” she said, her lips brushing his ear, “but there’s a guy at the bar who hasn’t taken his eyes off me for the last five minutes.”

Ethan’s heart skipped, then began to pound harder. He waited a moment before casually turning as if looking for the bartender.

The man was impossible to miss. Tall—at least six-three—with broad shoulders that stretched the fabric of his dark button-down shirt. His skin was a rich ebony, with close-cropped hair and a neatly trimmed beard. Even from across the room, Ethan could see the definition in his arms, the way the shirt clung to what was clearly a muscular chest. The man held a drink casually in one large hand, his posture relaxed but confident as he leaned against the bar.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. The man looked like he’d stepped straight out of one of the videos they’d watched together.

“What do you think?” Kelly asked, her voice low and teasing in his ear.

Ethan swallowed hard, his pulse racing. “He’s...yeah, I mean…exactly what we talked about.”

Kelly’s lips curved into a smile. She took another sip of her drink, her eyes flicking back to the man at the bar. “Should I go talk to him?”

The question hung between them, charged with possibility. This was it—the moment where fantasy could become reality. Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs as he looked down at Kelly’s face, at the flush spreading across her cheeks, the curious sparkle in her hazel eyes.

“Yes,” he said, his voice rough with desire and nerves.


Chapter 8

Kelly downed the rest of her drink in one smooth gulp and set the empty glass on the high-top table beside them. The beat of the music pulsed through the club as she leaned in close to Ethan’s ear.

“Wait here,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “I’ll go talk to him first. See if he’s interested.”

Ethan nodded, his throat suddenly too tight for words. He watched as Kelly straightened her dress, ran her fingers through her wavy hair, and flashed him a quick, confident smile before turning and making her way through the crowd toward the bar.

The space between them stretched like an elastic band as she moved away from him. Ethan’s heart pounded so hard he could barely hear the music over the rush of blood in his ears. He watched Kelly’s every move, the way her hips swayed in that tight black dress, the confident tilt of her head as she approached the tall stranger.

She slid up to the bar a few feet away from the man, gesturing to the bartender. Ethan couldn’t hear what she ordered, but he saw her glance sideways at the stranger, a casual, fleeting look that nevertheless sent a clear message. The man turned his head, his gaze meeting hers, and a slow, confident smile spread across his face.

Ethan’s stomach tightened into a hard knot. He couldn’t hear their conversation over the thumping bass, but he saw the man lean down to hear Kelly better, his large hand resting on the polished wood of the bar. He watched Kelly laugh at something the man said, the sound swallowed by the music but the genuine, easy expression on her face unmistakable. She gestured with her hand, a small flick of her fingers toward where Ethan stood watching, and the man’s dark eyes followed the motion, landing on him with an appraising, unreadable look. Ethan felt a hot flush creep up his neck. The man’s expression didn’t change—it remained cool, composed—but he gave a single, slow nod in Ethan’s direction before turning his attention back to Kelly.

Kelly nodded, said something else to the man, and then began to make her way back through the press of bodies. Each step she took toward him sent another jolt of adrenaline through Ethan’s system. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with a mixture of excitement and nerves.

“His name is Malik,” she said, her voice breathless as she came to a stop in front “His name is Malik,” she said, her voice breathless as she came to a stop in front of Ethan. “And he’s interested.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened. “What did you tell him?”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “I told him we’re looking for someone to join us tonight. Someone special.” Her fingers trailed up his arm. “I told him my boyfriend has a particular fantasy about watching me with someone like him.”

Heat rushed through Ethan’s body. The reality of what they were doing hit him all at once—this wasn’t just dirty talk in their bedroom anymore. This was happening.

“What did he say?” Ethan’s voice came out hoarse.

“He asked if you were sure.” Kelly’s eyes locked with his, searching for any hesitation. “Are you? We can still walk away.”

Ethan glanced over at Malik. The man was watching them with calm intensity, his large hand wrapped around his drink. When their eyes met, Malik gave him a slight nod—respectful, almost questioning.

“Really? Just like that, you told him just like that and he’s like completely cool with it and all that?” Ethan could hardly believe it.

“I was pretty direct,” Kelly said with a small shrug. “Told him we were looking for a third tonight, specifically someone like him.” She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with excitement. “He said he’s done this before. Couples like us.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “And he’s just... willing? Just like that?”

Kelly laughed, the sound barely audible over the pounding music. “Ethan, look at him. You think this is the first time a white couple has approached him in a club?” She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “He said guys like you are more common than I’d think.”

Heat rushed to Ethan’s face. The idea that he was somehow a “type” had never occurred to him. That there were enough men with his particular fantasy that someone like Malik could recognize it immediately.

“So what happens now?” Ethan asked, his voice strained.

Kelly shrugged.

“Have some drinks, dance, see if we have any chemistry and then…we’ll see where the night takes us…” she shrugged her shoulders.


Chapter 9

The dance floor was crowded. Bodies pressed against each other, moving in sync with the heavy bass that vibrated through the floor. Ethan stood at the edge, watching as Kelly and Malik danced together. His mouth went dry at the sight of them.

Kelly moved with a fluidity he’d never seen before, her body swaying to the rhythm as Malik’s large hands rested on her hips. The colored lights flashed across her face, illuminating her flushed cheeks and parted lips. She was looking up at Malik, laughing at something he said, her head tilted back to meet his eyes.

Ethan took another sip of his drink, the alcohol burning down his throat. His heart hammered against his ribs as he watched Malik’s hands slide lower on Kelly’s waist, pulling her closer. She didn’t resist. Instead, she pressed herself against him, her back to his chest, moving in perfect rhythm with the music.

The fantasy that had consumed Ethan’s thoughts for weeks was unfolding right before his eyes. Kelly’s dress had ridden up slightly, revealing more of her thighs as she danced. Malik towered over her, his muscular body making her look smaller, more delicate than Ethan had ever seen her. His large hands spanned her waist completely, fingertips almost meeting as he guided her movements.

Ethan’s cock hardened painfully in his pants. The vodka in his system had dulled his anxiety but heightened his arousal. Every time Malik’s hand slid lower to cup the curve of Kelly’s ass, or when she threw her head back to rest against his chest, Ethan felt a jolt of electricity race through him.

Kelly caught his eye over Malik’s shoulder and smiled—not the easy, casual smile she usually gave him, but something hungrier, more deliberate. She mouthed “Are you okay?” and Ethan nodded, raising his glass in a small toast.

Malik noticed the exchange and turned his head, meeting Ethan’s gaze with a look that was both challenging and understanding. He nodded slightly, then leaned down to whisper something in Kelly’s ear that made her laugh and press herself even closer to him.

The song changed to something slower, the beat more sensual. Kelly reached up to wrap her arms around Malik’s neck, her fingers playing with the short hair at the base of his neck. Ethan watched as Malik’s hands slid lower, one resting possessively on the small of Kelly’s back while the other cupped her ass, lifting her slightly so she could feel the hardness pressing against her. Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parting as she let out a visible sigh.

Ethan downed the rest of his drink in one burning gulp. His throat felt tight, his chest heavy with a confusing mix of arousal, jealousy, and something else he couldn’t quite name. The club suddenly felt too hot, too crowded. He needed air.

He made his way to the bar, ordering another vodka soda with a shaky hand. The bartender gave him a knowing look as she poured his drink. Ethan wondered how obvious it was—the way he’d been watching his wife dance with another man, the flush on his face that wasn’t just from the alcohol or the heat of the club.

When he turned back, Kelly and Malik were no longer on the dance floor. Panic fluttered in his chest until he spotted them at a small table in the corner of the club. Kelly sat perched on a tall stool, her legs crossed, leaning forward as Malik spoke to her. Her hand rested on his forearm, fingers tracing the veins that ran along his muscular forearm. She threw her head back in laughter at something he said, exposing the long line of her throat in a way that made Ethan’s mouth go dry.

He approached their table, drink in hand. Kelly’s eyes found his immediately, and Ethan saw something wild and urgent there—a look he’d never seen before. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils dilated, and her breathing came faster than normal.

“Hey,” she said, her voice huskier than usual. She reached for Ethan’s free hand and squeezed it. “Malik was just telling me about his place in the city.”

Ethan nodded, trying to keep his expression neutral despite the hammering of his heart. “Yeah? That’s cool.”

Kelly bit her lower lip, a gesture that always drove him crazy. She leaned in closer to him, her lips brushing his ear. “I want him,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “Now. Tonight.”

Heat rushed through Ethan’s body, pooling low in his stomach. He pulled back just enough to look at her face, searching for any hesitation. There was none—only raw unfiltered desire.

Ethan paused for a long time. His pulse pounding in his ears.

“Well?” Kelly whispered, impatiently. “What do you say, are we doing this or what? You game to make your fantasy a reality?”

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat suddenly parched despite the drink in his hand. The moment stretched between them—Kelly’s question hanging in the air, her eyes fixed on his face, waiting. Behind her, Malik watched them both with calm, patient interest, his large hands wrapped around his glass.

“Yes,” Ethan finally said, the word coming out hoarse. “Let’s do it.”

Kelly’s face broke into a wide smile—not her usual easy-going grin, but something more primal, more hungry. She squeezed his hand once more before turning back to Malik.

“We’re in,” she said simply.

Malik nodded, his expression remaining composed even as his eyes darkened with desire.


Chapter 10

The walk back to the hotel was short. The air was cold and brisk, but refreshing. Kelly walked between them, her left arm linked with Malik. Her right arm linked with Ethan.

The walk back to the hotel was short. The air was cold and brisk, but refreshing. Kelly walked between them, her left arm linked with Malik. Her right arm linked with Ethan.

No one spoke. The silence between them was charged with anticipation, broken only by the sound of their footsteps on the pavement and the distant hum of traffic. Ethan’s heart pounded so hard he was sure the others could hear it. His skin felt too tight, too sensitive beneath his clothes. Every brush of Kelly’s hip against his sent electricity racing through him.

Malik walked with easy confidence, his stride long and measured. He’d barely said a word since they left the club, just nodded when Kelly suggested they head back to the hotel. His face remained composed, but Ethan caught the occasional glance—Malik’s dark eyes sliding to Kelly’s face, then to Ethan’s, assessing, calculating.

The hotel lobby was quiet when they entered, just a night clerk dozing behind the front desk. The elevator ride up to their floor felt endless. Kelly stood between them, her back against the mirrored wall, her eyes darting between the two men. Ethan watched her reflection multiply in the mirrors—dozens of Kellys in that tight black dress, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.

When the elevator doors opened, Kelly pulled out the key card, her fingers trembling slightly as she slid it into the lock. The green light blinked, and she pushed the door open, stepping into the darkened hotel room. Ethan followed, his heart hammering against his ribs as Malik ducked his head to enter behind them.

Kelly flicked on a lamp, casting the room in a soft amber glow. The king-sized bed dominated the space, pristine white sheets neatly turned down by housekeeping. Ethan’s throat tightened at the sight of it.

“Anyone want a drink?” Kelly asked, her voice higher than usual as she moved toward the mini-bar. “I could use one.”

“I’m good,” Malik said. His voice was deep, resonant—the first words he’d spoken since they left the club. He stood near the door, shoulders relaxed but stance wide, taking up space in a way Ethan had never been able to.

“Ethan?” Kelly glanced at him, eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” he managed. “Whiskey. Neat.”

Kelly busied herself with the small bottles, the clink of glass against glass as she poured the whiskey. Ethan watched her hands, those familiar hands that had touched him thousands of times over the years, now trembling slightly with anticipation of touching someone new.

“Here,” she said, handing him the small glass. Their fingers brushed, and he felt a jolt of electricity at the contact. Her eyes met his, wide and questioning, giving him one last chance to back out.

Ethan took a long swallow of whiskey, the burn in his throat grounding him in the moment. This was real. This was happening.

Malik moved then, stepping further into the room. The space seemed to shrink around his powerful frame. He unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up his sleeves with deliberate slowness, revealing muscular forearms covered in dark skin.

“So,” he said, his deep voice filling the quiet room. “How do you want to do this?”

The question hung in the air between them. Ethan looked at Kelly, waiting for her to answer. This had been his fantasy, but suddenly he had no idea how to proceed.

Kelly set her glass down on the dresser. “I think...” she began, her voice steadier than Ethan had expected. “I want to start slow.” She stepped toward Malik, her movements fluid and purposeful. “Is that okay with you?”

Malik nodded, his dark eyes never leaving her face. “Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry as Kelly closed the distance between herself and Malik. She looked so small standing before him, her head tilted back to meet his gaze. The contrast between them was stark—her pale skin against his darkness, her slender frame against his powerful build.

“Can I kiss you?” Kelly asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Malik nodded again, his expression calm but his eyes intense. Kelly reached up, placing her palms flat against his chest. Even through his shirt, Ethan could see the definition of his muscles, the breadth of him that made Kelly’s hands look tiny by comparison.

Ethan’s heart hammered in his chest as he watched his wife explore another man’s body. Kelly’s fingers traced the contours of Malik’s chest, moving slowly down to his stomach. She bit her lower lip—that gesture that always drove Ethan crazy. Her hands slid up to Malik’s shoulders, feeling the breadth of them. Ethan watched, transfixed, as she rose on her tiptoes, closing the distance between their faces.

The first kiss was tentative. Kelly’s lips barely brushed against Malik’s, testing, exploring. Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. His wife was kissing another man right in front of him. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was unfolding before his eyes.

Malik’s large hands came to rest on Kelly’s waist, engulfing her. The sight of his dark fingers against the black fabric of her dress, the way they nearly met at her back, sent a jolt of electricity through Ethan’s body. His cock hardened painfully as he watched Kelly lean into the kiss, her body melting against Malik’s.

The kiss deepened. Kelly’s arms wrapped around Malik’s neck as his hands slid lower, cupping her ass and pulling her against him.

Ethan couldn’t look away. Her dress had ridden up, revealing the backs of her thighs, her legs spread wider to accommodate Malik’s stance. His large hands spanned her waist completely, fingers nearly meeting as he held her against him.

“Ethan,” Kelly gasped, breaking the kiss. Her lips were swollen, her eyes dark with desire as she looked at him over Malik’s shoulder. “Are you okay?”

The question snapped him back to reality. He nodded, not trusting his voice. His hand shook slightly as he set his empty glass on the nightstand.

Kelly smiled, that familiar easy smile, her eyes softening even as her chest heaved with each breath. “Come here,” she said, reaching out her hand.

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt unsteady. Kelly took his hand, pulling him closer until he stood beside them both. She turned to face him, still pressed against Malik’s chest, the other man’s hands resting possessively on her hips.

“I want this,” she whispered, her voice low enough that only Ethan could hear. “But I need to know you still do too.”

Ethan nodded, his throat too tight for words. He wanted this—had fantasized about it for so long—but the reality was more intense than he’d imagined. Seeing Kelly in another man’s arms, her lips swollen from his kisses, awakened something primal in him.

“Yes,” he finally managed. “I want this.”

Kelly’s smile widened. She leaned forward and kissed him—a soft, familiar press of lips that somehow felt different now. When she pulled back, she turned in Malik’s arms to face the larger man again.

“I think we should move to the bed,” she said.

The three of them moved toward the bed, Kelly still positioned between the two men, her hands clasping one of each of theirs. Her fingers felt small and delicate in Ethan’s palm—familiar yet suddenly strange, as if he was touching her for the first time. The hotel room seemed to shrink around them, the soft amber lamplight casting long shadows across the walls.

Malik moved with a fluid grace that made Ethan acutely aware of his own awkwardness. The larger man’s confidence was effortless, his posture relaxed as he stood beside the bed. He’d already removed his watch, setting it carefully on the nightstand with a soft click that seemed to echo in the quiet room.

Kelly released their hands and turned to Ethan. Her eyes searched his face, a question lingering in their hazel depths. “You’re sure about this?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ethan nodded, his throat too dry for words. His heart hammered against his ribs so hard he was certain the others could hear it. This was it—the moment his fantasy became reality. The air between them felt charged with electricity.

Kelly smiled, that easy, genuine smile that had first captured him six years ago. She reached up to cup his cheek, her touch warm and steady. “I love you,” she said simply.

“I love you too,” he whispered back, the words catching in his throat.

With a final squeeze of his hand, Kelly turned to face Malik. Something shifted in her expression—the familiar warmth giving way to something hungrier, more primal. She reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion before tossing it aside.

Ethan’s breath caught. Kelly stood between them in nothing but a black lace thong and matching bra, her skin glowing golden in the soft lamplight. He’d seen her body countless times over their years together, but tonight she looked different somehow—more sensual, more alive.

Malik’s gaze traveled slowly down her body, his expression appreciative but controlled. When his large hands reached for her, Kelly stepped willingly into his embrace. The contrast between her pale skin and his dark fingers made Ethan’s cock throb painfully against his zipper.

“You’re beautiful,” Malik said, his deep voice rumbling through the quiet room.

Kelly smiled up at him, that same easy smile Ethan knew so well, but charged now with a new energy. “Thank you,” she said softly, then guided Malik’s hands to the clasp of her bra. With a deft movement that spoke of practice, he unhooked it, allowing the garment to fall away.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. Kelly’s breasts were exposed now, the soft curves he’d touched countless times suddenly on display for another man’s appreciation. Malik’s large hands cupped them, his dark fingers spreading across her pale skin with an ease that made Ethan’s stomach flip.

“Jesus,” Kelly breathed, her head tilting back as Malik’s thumbs circled her nipples. “Your hands...”

Ethan couldn’t look away. The sight of another man touching his wife—touching parts of her that had been his and his alone for so long—sent a confusing rush of heat through his body. His cock strained painfully against his pants as he watched Kelly’s nipples harden under Malik’s touch.

Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parting as she let out a soft moan. When she opened them again, they found Ethan’s across the room. “Come here,” she whispered, reaching for him with one hand while the other remained tangled in Malik’s shirt.

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt unsteady. Kelly caught his hand, pulling him closer until he stood beside them both. She turned to face him, still pressed against Malik‘s chest, the other man’s hands still cupping her breasts. Her eyes, when they met Ethan’s, were dark with desire and something else—a vulnerability he rarely saw.

Kelly’s eyes never left Ethan’s face as she answered. “I want you to kiss me while Ethan watches. Then…I want you to ruin me with that BBC right in front of him.”

Heat flooded through Ethan’s body at her words. The fantasy that had consumed him for weeks was unfolding exactly as he’d imagined—Kelly with another man, her body responding to touch that wasn’t his, her voice husky with desire for someone else.

Malik nodded, his expression remaining composed despite the obvious bulge in his pants. “Your girl’s direct,” he said to Ethan, a hint of amusement in his voice. “I like that.”

Before Ethan could respond, Malik lowered his head and captured Kelly’s lips in a kiss that was nothing like the tentative one they’d shared earlier. This was hungry, demanding—the kind of kiss that made Kelly’s knees.

Ethan’s chest tightened as he watched Kelly’s body respond to Malik’s kiss. Her back arched, pressing her breasts more firmly against the other man’s chest. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders, gripping the fabric of his shirt with desperate intensity. Malik’s hands roamed her body with confident ease, one sliding down to grip her ass through the thin fabric of her thong while the other tangled in her wavy brown hair.

The kiss seemed to go on forever, Kelly’s soft moans filling the room. When they finally broke apart, her lips were swollen, her chest heaving with each breath. She looked up at Malik with an expression Ethan had never seen on her face before—raw, unfiltered desire mixed with something like awe.

“Fuck,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “You’re good at that.”

Malik smiled, a flash of white teeth against his dark skin. “We’re just getting started,” he said, his deep voice making the promise sound both threatening and enticing.

Kelly’s hands moved to Malik’s shirt buttons, her fingers working quickly to undo them. “I want to see you,” she said, her voice breathless with anticipation. As she pushed the fabric aside, Ethan saw her eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

Malik’s chest was sculpted perfection—broad, powerful, with defined muscles that flexed and shifted as he shrugged the shirt from his shoulders. The dark ebony of his skin gleamed in the soft hotel lighting, making the contours of his physique even more dramatic.

“Oh my god,” Kelly whispered, her hands reaching out to touch him. Her pale fingers traced the ridges of his abs, exploring the hard planes of his chest with undisguised fascination. She looked almost reverent, like she was touching something precious and rare. “You’re... wow.”

Ethan swallowed hard. Kelly’s expression was one he’d never seen before—a mixture of awe and raw hunger that made his own cock throb painfully against his zipper. The contrast between Kelly’s pale skin and Malik’s darkness was even more striking now, her hands looking impossibly small and delicate against the expanse of his chest.

Kelly’s hand continued to wander down toward his crotch, stopping and squeezing over the bulge in his pants.

“And I just have to see this,” she said.

Ethan watched, transfixed, as Kelly’s fingers worked Malik’s belt open with surprising dexterity. The leather slid through the loops with a soft hiss, followed by the metallic sound of his zipper being lowered. Malik stood perfectly still, his expression composed but his eyes dark with anticipation as Kelly pushed his pants down his muscular thighs.

The black boxer briefs that followed revealed an unmistakable bulge that made Ethan’s mouth go dry. Kelly’s eyes widened, her lips parting in a small “oh” of surprise. Her hand hovered over the waistband for a moment before looking up at Malik with a question in her eyes.

“Go ahead, baby, don’t be shy now,” Malik said, his deep voice sending a visible shiver through Kelly’s body.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly pulled down, revealing what had been hidden beneath. Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. Malik was massive—thicker and longer than anything he’d ever seen in person, even in the videos he’d watched obsessively. The dark shaft stood proudly, the head already glistening with moisture.

Holy shit,” Kelly whispered, her voice barely audible. She reached out with trembling fingers, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers didn’t even come close to meeting. “I don’t know if I can—“

“You can,” Malik assured her, his voice deep and confident.

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Kelly’s pale hand wrapped around Malik’s thick shaft. The contrast was stark—her delicate fingers against the dark, veined length that seemed impossibly large. His own cock throbbed painfully, still confined in his pants as he watched his wife stroke another man with a mixture of awe and determination on her face.

Kelly looked up at Malik, her bottom lip caught between her teeth in that way that always drove Ethan crazy. “Can I taste you?” she asked, her voice husky with desire.

Malik nodded, one large hand coming to rest gently on the top of her head. Kelly sank to her knees in front of him, her eyes never leaving the impressive cock in front of her face. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the glistening head experimentally.

The moan that escaped her lips sent electricity racing down Ethan’s spine. Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed as she took the head of Malik’s cock between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked tentatively. The sight of her—his Kelly—on her knees before another man, taking him into her mouth with such obvious pleasure, made Ethan’s head swim.

“Fuck,” he whispered, the word barely audible even to himself.

Malik’s expression remained composed, but his breathing had quickened. His large hand rested on Kelly’s head, fingers tangling in her wavy hair as she worked her way down his shaft with increasing confidence. She’d never looked at Ethan like this while giving him head—never with this mixture of awe and pure hunger in her eyes.

“That’s it, baby,” Malik encouraged, his voice deeper than before. “Take more.”

Kelly’s hand wrapped around what she couldn’t fit into her mouth, stroking in rhythm with her bobbing head. The contrast between her pale fingers and Malik’s dark shaft was mesmerizing. Ethan’s hand moved unconsciously to the front of his pants, pressing against his painfully hard cock.

Kelly pulled back suddenly, her lips swollen and glistening. “Jesus,” she gasped, looking up at Malik with wide eyes. “I can’t even fit half of you in my mouth.”

Malik smiled down at her, his hand still tangled in her hair. “You’re doing just fine.”

Kelly turned her head, looking at Ethan with flushed cheeks and glassy eyes. “Ethan,” she breathed, “come here.”

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt like they might give out at any moment. His heart hammered against his ribs as he knelt beside Kelly on the hotel carpet. Up close, Malik looked even more impressive—his cock glistening with Kelly’s saliva, thick veins running along its considerable length.

“Look at it,” Kelly whispered, her voice filled with awe. “Have you ever seen anything like this?”

Ethan shook his head, unable to form words. Kelly’s hand still gripped the base of Malik’s shaft, her fingers not even close to meeting around its girth.

“I want you to watch me,” she said, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s face. “I want you to see everything.”

Without waiting for his response, she turned back to Malik’s cock, her lips parting eagerly to take him into her mouth again. Ethan watched, transfixed, as Kelly worked the impressive length with newfound determination. She moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration causing Malik to tighten his grip in her hair.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his voice a deep rumble that Ethan felt in his own chest. “Take what you can.”

Kelly’s eyes watered as she tried to take more, her jaw stretched wide around Malik’s girth. She pulled back, gasping for breath, a thin strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the glistening head.

“I need you inside me,” she said, her voice rough and desperate in a way Ethan had never heard before. “Please.”

She turned toward Ethan.

“Please baby, can he fuck me now? Please, I fucking need it. I want you to watch me get stretched like a good little whore by his big, black cock. Please, Ethan?”

The words hit Ethan like a physical blow. Kelly was begging him to watch her get fucked by another man. Her eyes were wild, desperate, pupils blown so wide he could barely see the familiar hazel.

“I need it,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please, Ethan.”

He couldn’t deny her. Not when she was looking at him like that, not when his own cock was straining painfully against his zipper at the thought of what was about to happen.

“Yes,” he managed, his voice cracking. “Do it.”

Kelly’s face lit up with a smile that sent heat rushing through his body. She turned back to Malik, her hands gripping his thighs as she looked up at him with undisguised hunger.

“Thank you baby,” she whispered, she grabbed his face forcefully and kissed him hard. “I love you.”

Malik helped her to her feet, his large hands gentle as he guided her toward the bed. Kelly crawled onto the mattress on all fours, looking back over her shoulder with an expression that made Ethan’s cock throb painfully. She hooked her fingers into her thong, sliding it down her thighs before kicking it away.

Kelly’s eyes locked with Ethan’s, her lips curving into a devilish smile that sent heat rushing through his body.

“I’m going to take every inch of this black cock,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “And you’re going to watch me get stretched wider than you’ve ever seen before.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. Her eyes were wild, pupils blown wide with excitement.

“I’ve been thinking about this since that movie,” she continued, looking back at Malik with undisguised hunger. “I’ve been wondering what it would feel like to have something so much bigger than you inside me.”

Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. The fantasy that had consumed him for weeks was unfolding exactly as he’d imagined—Kelly with another man, her body responding to touch that wasn’t his, her voice husky with desire for someone else.

“I can’t wait to give you your fantasy, I can’t wait to be the perfect little black cock slut for you…I hope you enjoy the show…”

As Kelly turned back to Malik and crawled toward him on the bed, Ethan got up, walked over the chair and sat down. He took his painfully hard cock in his hand and got ready to do exactly that.


Chapter 11

Kelly positioned herself on all fours on the bed, her back arched in a way Ethan had never seen before. Her eyes locked with his as Malik moved behind her, his massive form casting a shadow across her pale body. The contrast was striking—her delicate frame against his powerful build, her fair skin against his darkness.

“Watch me, baby,” she whispered to Ethan, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Watch what he’s going to do to me.”

Ethan’s hand moved unconsciously to his cock as Malik positioned himself behind Kelly. The larger man’s hands spanned her waist completely, his fingers nearly meeting as he held her steady. Malik’s impressive length pressed against her entrance, the size difference so apparent that Ethan’s breath caught in his throat.

“Oh my god,” Kelly gasped, her eyes widening as she felt Malik’s tip pressing against her. “It’s so... it’s so much bigger than...”

Her words dissolved into a sharp intake of breath as Malik pushed forward, just the head stretching her entrance. Kelly’s fingers clutched the sheets, her knuckles turning white. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, eyes locked with Ethan’s.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly cried out as Malik pushed forward, her face contorting in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Her knuckles whitened against the sheets, body trembling as she took just the first few inches. “Ethan... oh my god... he’s so big!”

Ethan couldn’t breathe. His hand froze on his cock as he watched his wife’s body stretch to accommodate Malik’s impossible girth. The sight was hypnotic—her pale flesh yielding to the dark intrusion, her entrance struggling to expand.

“That’s just the head, baby,” Malik rumbled, his large hands steadying her hips. “You want more?”

Kelly nodded frantically, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s. “Yes... please... more,” she gasped, reaching one hand toward Ethan. “Come closer, baby. I need you here.”

Ethan rose on unsteady legs and moved to the side of the bed. Kelly’s face was flushed, her pupils dilated, a thin sheen of sweat glistening on her forehead. She grabbed his hand and squeezed it hard.

“Watch me take it,” she whispered, her voice breaking as Malik pushed another inch inside her. “Oh god, Ethan, I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from where they joined. The contrast was mesmerizing—Kelly’s pale flesh stretched taut around Malik’s dark thickness. Her body trembled, accepting him by slow degrees.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his large hands steady on her hips. “You’re doing so well.”

Kelly’s grip on Ethan’s hand tightened to the point of pain. Her breathing came in short, shallow gasps as Malik continued his careful advance. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her eyes glazed with a mixture of discomfort and growing pleasure.

“Kiss me,” she pleaded, looking up at Ethan. “I need you with me for this.”

Ethan leaned down, pressing his lips to hers. The kiss was different than any they’d shared before—desperate, searching, her mouth hot and hungry against his. She moaned into his mouth as Malik pushed deeper, the sound vibrating against Ethan’s lips.

When he pulled back, Kelly’s eyes were unfocused, her lips parted as she struggled to breathe normally. Malik had worked himself halfway in now, and the sight of her stretched around him made Ethan’s cock throb painfully in his hand.

“Oh god,” Kelly moaned, her head dropping forward. “I can’t... it’s so much... I can’t take any more.”

“You can,” Malik assured her, his large hands rubbing soothing circles on her lower back. “Just relax, baby. Your body will adjust.”

Kelly’s breathing came in short, shallow gasps. She looked up at Ethan again, her eyes wide with a mixture of pain and something else—something that looked almost like wonder.

“He’s so deep,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I can feel him in my stomach, Ethan. I’ve never felt so full in my life.”

Ethan stroked her hair back from her forehead, his own breathing ragged as he watched his wife take another man’s cock. The reality of what was happening hit him all at once—this wasn’t just fantasy anymore. Kelly was being stretched and filled in ways he could never manage, her body trembling as she accepted inch after inch of Malik’s massive length. This was real. This was happening.

“More,” Kelly gasped suddenly, her voice taking on a desperate edge. “I want all of it. Please.”

Malik’s hands tightened on her hips, and with one smooth motion, he buried himself to the hilt inside her. Kelly’s entire body went rigid. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, eyes rolling back. For a terrifying moment, Ethan thought she might pass out.

Then she moaned—a sound he’d never heard from her before. Low, animal, primal. Her back arched sharply, pushing her ass back against Malik’s hips.

“Oh my fucking god,” she moaned. “It’s so deep... I can’t... I’ve never...”

Malik began to withdraw slowly, the sight of his black shaft emerging from Kelly’s stretched entrance making Ethan’s breath catch. When only the head remained inside, he pushed forward again, more confident this time. Kelly’s body jerked forward with the force of it, another broken moan tearing from her throat.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his hands steadying Kelly’s hips. “Take your time.”

Kelly’s back arched at an impossible angle, her body quivering around the impossible fullness. She gasped for air like she was drowning, her knuckles white against the sheets. Sweat glistened across her shoulder blades, catching the hotel room’s amber light.

“Ethan,” she moaned, reaching for him with a trembling hand. “Oh my god, baby... I’ve never... it’s so...”

Her words dissolved into incoherent whimpers as Malik began to move, establishing a gentle rhythm. Each stroke pulled a new sound from her throat – sounds Ethan had never heard her make before. Her eyes found his, glazed and unfocused, pupils blown so wide the hazel was nearly invisible.

“Does it feel good?” Ethan asked, his voice barely audible over the blood rushing in his ears.

Kelly nodded frantically, her lips parting as another thrust from Malik pushed her forward on the bed.

“Better than—“ She gasped as Malik’s hands tightened on her waist. “Better than I ever imagined it could be…fuck, I should’ve tried BBC years ago…”

The words struck Ethan like lightning, sending a jolt of electricity straight to his cock. His hand moved faster, gripping himself tighter as he watched his wife’s body shudder with each powerful thrust. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was unfolding before his eyes, more intense, more real than anything his imagination could have conjured.

Kelly’s face was transformed—her usual composed expression replaced by something primal, almost feral. Her lips parted with each thrust, eyes half-lidded but still seeking Ethan’s gaze, making sure he was watching, witnessing her pleasure.

“Look at me,” she gasped between thrusts, her voice breaking. “Watch me take it all, baby.”

Malik’s rhythm increased gradually, his powerful hips driving deeper with each stroke. His large hands gripped Kelly’s waist, fingers digging into her flesh, controlling her movements with an effortless strength that made Ethan’s stomach flip. The contrast between Kelly’s pale skin and Malik’s darkness was hypnotic, drawing Ethan’s eye to where they joined.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Malik groaned, his first real display of emotion since they’d begun. His composure cracked slightly, jaw tightening as he sank deeper into Kelly’s body. “Taking it so well though.”

Kelly’s entire body shuddered at his words. Her face contorted in pleasure as she pushed back against him, meeting each thrust with growing confidence. “Harder,” she begged, her voice barely recognizable. “Please, I need it harder.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster on his cock as he watched Malik comply, the larger man’s powerful hips snapping forward with new force. Each thrust drove Kelly forward on the bed, her breasts swaying beneath her, hair falling in her face as she moaned louder than Ethan had ever heard before.

“Yes! Oh my god, yes!” she cried out, her voice breaking. “Just like that... don’t stop!”

The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room, mixing with Kelly’s increasingly desperate moans. Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from where they joined—the impossibly thick shaft disappearing into his wife’s body again and again, stretching her in ways he never could.

“Look,” Kelly gasped, her voice trembling as Malik pushed deeper. “Look at how much he’s stretching me.”

Ethan’s gaze locked on the place where they joined. The contrast was mesmerizing—Kelly’s pink flesh stretched impossibly wide around Malik’s dark thickness. Every time Malik withdrew, Ethan could see how her body clung to him, desperate to keep him inside.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly moaned, her entire body quivering. “I can feel every inch of him.”

Malik established a steady rhythm now, his massive hands gripping Kelly’s hips with a control that made Ethan’s breath catch. Each powerful thrust jolted Kelly forward, her breasts swaying beneath her, her mouth falling open in silent gasps before each new moan tore from her throat.

“You like that, baby?” Malik rumbled, his deep voice sending a visible shiver down Kelly’s spine.

“Yes,” she whimpered, pushing back against him. “God, yes.”

“What do you like?” Malik growled, gripping her tighter, “tell your husband what you have inside you right now.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster on his cock, matching Malik’s rhythm. His heart hammered against his ribs as he watched his wife’s face transform with each thrust.

“Tell him, baby,” Malik commanded, punctuating his words with another deep thrust that made Kelly’s body jerk forward. “Tell your husband what’s stretching you open right now.”

Kelly’s eyes found Ethan’s, glazed with pleasure but still seeking connection. Her lips trembled as she tried to form words between gasps.

“His... his big, black cock,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “It’s so much... bigger than yours, Ethan. So much thicker. I’ve never... felt anything like this.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster, his breathing ragged as he watched his wife being taken so thoroughly. The sight of her—flushed, trembling, stretched beyond what he thought possible—sent heat coursing through his body.

“Does it feel good?” he asked, his voice barely audible.

“So good baby, you have no idea. Thank you, thank you so much for letting me fuck this sexy black man, fuck I love it so much!!!”

Kelly’s head fell forward, her hair cascading around her face as she trembled on all fours. Her entire body shuddered with each powerful thrust. Sweat glistened on her back, catching the amber light of the hotel room as Malik’s massive hands gripped her hips tighter.

“I can’t—“ she gasped, her words dissolving into a high-pitched moan that Ethan had never heard from her before. “Oh god, I’m going to—“

Her body went rigid, back arching at an impossible angle as the orgasm tore through her. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress as she screamed into the sheets, hips still raised by Malik’s powerful grip. He didn’t slow his pace, driving into her with relentless precision as she convulsed around him.

“That’s it,” Malik rumbled, his composure finally cracking as Kelly’s inner walls clamped down on him. “Cum all over this big, black dick right in front of your husband.”

Kelly’s screams filled the hotel room as she came harder than Ethan had ever seen before. Her entire body shook violently, fingers clawing at the sheets while Malik maintained his relentless pace. The larger man’s composure had finally cracked - his jaw tight, muscles flexing across his back and shoulders with each powerful thrust.

“Fuck,” Malik growled, his hands tightening on Kelly’s hips. “Your wife’s pussy is gripping me so tight.”

Ethan couldn’t look away. His hand moved frantically on his own cock as he watched Kelly’s orgasm seem to go on forever. Her face pressed into the mattress, muffling her cries as her body continued to convulse around Malik’s massive length.

When she finally lifted her head, her makeup was smeared, hair wild around her flushed face. She looked directly at Ethan, eyes glazed but seeking his.

“Come closer, let me suck your cock while he fucks me,” she whispered.

Ethan moved to the head of the bed without hesitation, his pulse thundering in his ears. Kelly’s words had sparked something primal in him—a need to reclaim some part of her even as she surrendered to another man’s pleasure. His legs felt unsteady beneath him as he positioned himself in front of her.

Kelly looked up at him, her face transformed by pleasure. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed deep crimson, her pupils so dilated he could barely see the familiar hazel ring around them. Sweat had plastered strands of her hair to her forehead. She’d never looked more beautiful to him.

“I love you,” she whispered, reaching for his cock with trembling fingers. Her hand wrapped around him, guiding him toward her parted lips.

The first touch of her mouth nearly undid him. She moaned around him as Malik continued his relentless pace, each powerful thrust pushing her forward, taking Ethan deeper into her throat. The vibration of her moans traveled through Ethan’s cock, making his knees weak.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers tangling in her sweat-dampened hair.

Kelly’s eyes locked with Ethan’s as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate his length. The dual sensation of Malik’s powerful thrusts and Ethan’s cock in her mouth seemed to drive her wild, her moans growing more desperate, more primal with each passing second.

Ethan fought to keep his eyes open, to witness every moment of Kelly’s pleasure. Her lips stretched around him, her tongue working against the underside of his shaft with newfound urgency. Each thrust from Malik drove her forward, forcing her to take Ethan deeper than she normally would.

“Fuck, your wife is amazing,” Malik growled, his hands tightening on Kelly’s hips. The larger man’s composure had completely dissolved, replaced by raw, animal hunger. Sweat glistened on his broad chest, muscles flexing with each powerful thrust.

Kelly’s eyes never left Ethan’s face as she worked him with her mouth, her expression a mixture of devotion and wild abandon. Even now—especially now—she was performing for him, making sure he saw every flicker of pleasure that crossed her face.

Malik shifted his angle slightly, and Kelly’s entire body jerked. She pulled off Ethan with a pop, gasping for air as she arched her back. “Oh my god!” she cried out, her body convulsing around Malik’s cock. “Right there! Don’t stop!”

Ethan watched in awe as another orgasm tore through Kelly’s body. Her hands clawed at the sheets, back arching impossibly deep as Malik continued to hit some spot inside her that Ethan had never found. Her face contorted in pleasure, mouth open in a silent scream before another guttural moan ripped from her throat.

“Fuck, I can’t—I can’t take it,” she gasped, her voice breaking. Yet her body told a different story, pushing back against Malik’s powerful thrusts, taking him deeper with each stroke.

Malik’s large hands gripped her waist tighter, holding her in place as he drove into her with increasing intensity. The contrast between his dark fingers and Kelly’s pale skin was hypnotic, drawing Ethan’s gaze to where they joined again and again.

“Tell him,” Malik commanded, his voice a bass rumble that Kelly could feel through her entire body. “Tell your husband what this black cock is doing to you.”

Kelly’s glazed eyes found Ethan’s, her lips swollen and parted as she gasped for breath between thrusts. “His black cock is so good, baby. It’ so—oh god—it’s stretching me so wide, baby. So much bigger than—fuck!—than anything I’ve ever felt.”

Ethan’s hand moved frantically over his cock as he watched his wife’s face contort with pleasure. Her words sent electricity racing down his spine, his own orgasm building with devastating speed.

“I can feel him so deep,” Kelly moaned, her voice breaking as Malik drove into her again. “Places you’ve never—oh fuck!—never reached before.”

Malik’s rhythm intensified, his powerful hips snapping forward with brutal precision. Kelly’s entire body jerked with each thrust, her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples brushing against the hotel sheets. She reached for Ethan’s cock again, her movements clumsy but desperate.

“Let me taste you,” she begged, her eyes locked on his. “Please, I need to feel you in my mouth while he fucks me. God, I love having two dicks to play with…”

“Let me taste you,” she begged, her eyes locked on his. “Please, I need to feel you in my mouth while he fucks me.”

Ethan moved closer, guiding himself to her parted lips. She took him eagerly, moaning around his length as Malik maintained his relentless pace. The vibration of her moans sent shockwaves through Ethan’s body, his legs trembling as he watched her take them both at once.

Kelly’s eyes never left his face, even as tears of pleasure streaked her makeup. She wanted him to see everything—wanted him to witness every moment of her surrender. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as Malik’s thrusts pushed her forward, forcing her to take Ethan deeper with each powerful stroke.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Malik growled, his composure completely shattered now. His powerful hands gripped Kelly’s hips so tightly they would surely leave bruises—a reminder of this night that would linger on her skin for days to come.

Kelly pulled off Ethan’s cock, gasping for air. “Inside me,” she begged, looking back over her shoulder at Malik. “Please, I need to feel you explode inside me.”

“Please,” she gasped again, desperate. “I want you to cum inside me. Fill me up while my husband watches.”

Malik’s rhythm faltered, his powerful body tensing as he drove deeper into her. Kelly’s back arched sharply, her fingers digging into the sheets as she pushed back against him.

“You want it?” Malik growled, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control. “You want me to fill this tight pussy with my cum?”

“Yes!” Kelly cried out, her voice breaking. “Oh god, yes! Please!”

Ethan’s hand moved frantically over his cock, his own orgasm building as he watched the scene unfold before him. The sight of Kelly—his Kelly—begging another man to cum inside her pushed him to the edge.

Malik’s composure finally shattered. His powerful body went rigid, muscles flexing across his chest and arms as he drove himself to the hilt inside Kelly. A deep, primal groan tore from his throat as he came, his large hands gripping her hips with bruising force to keep her in place as he emptied himself inside her.

Kelly’s reaction was immediate and violent. Her entire body convulsed, back arching impossibly as she screamed into the mattress. The sensation of Malik’s hot release flooding her pushed her over the edge into another shattering orgasm. Her inner walls clamped down around him, milking every drop as she trembled beneath his powerful frame.

The sight of Kelly coming undone so completely pushed Ethan past his breaking point.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

Kelly turned back toward him with a smile and quickly opened her mouth wide and leaned forward.

“Cum for me, baby,” Kelly urged, her eyes locked on his as she opened her mouth wide. “Let me taste you while his cum fills me up.”

Ethan’s release hit him like a freight train. His vision blurred at the edges as his cock pulsed, sending thick ropes of cum across Kelly’s waiting tongue and flushed cheeks. Her eyes never left his as she caught what she could, moaning softly as the warm fluid landed on her lips and chin.

Behind her, Malik was still buried deep, his large hands steadying her trembling body as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her. The sight of Kelly—face splashed with Ethan’s release, body still joined with Malik’s—was the most erotic thing Ethan had ever witnessed.

Kelly’s tongue darted out to catch a drop from her lower lip. She swallowed deliberately, making sure Ethan saw the movement of her throat. Then she smiled up at him—that familiar, easy smile that somehow seemed different now, charged with a new energy he’d never seen before.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice raw from screaming. “Thank you for this.”

“Thank you,” Ethan whispered back breathlessly.


Chapter 12

For several long moments, the only sounds in the room were their collective gasping breaths. Malik remained buried inside Kelly, his large hands gentling on her hips, now stroking the skin he’d gripped so tightly moments before. Kelly’s body continued to twitch with aftershocks, small whimpers escaping her lips.

When Malik finally withdrew, Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight. Kelly’s entrance looked red, swollen, stretched beyond what he thought possible. A thick trickle of white cum leaked from her, running down her inner thigh. The contrast of Malik’s darkness against Kelly’s pale skin, the evidence of what had just happened between them, made Ethan’s spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

Kelly collapsed onto the bed, her limbs trembling, breath still coming in ragged gasps. She rolled onto her back, wincing slightly as she moved. Her hair was wild around her flushed face, makeup smeared beneath her eyes, lips swollen from kissing and taking Ethan in her mouth. She looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. She reached for Ethan’s hand, pulling him down beside her on the bed. “That was... I don’t even have words.”

Malik moved to the bathroom without a word, the sound of running water filtering through the partially closed door. Ethan lay beside Kelly, his heart still hammering against his ribs as he took in the sight of her. Her body was marked with evidence of what had just happened—the faint beginnings of bruises on her hips where Malik’s fingers had dug in, the sheen of sweat and fluids on her inner thighs, the cum still leaking from her entrance. Ethan had never seen her look so thoroughly ravaged—or so completely satisfied.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Kelly turned her head to look at him, a slow, dreamy smile spreading across her face. “More than okay,” she murmured. “I’m... I don’t even know how to describe it.” Her hand found his, fingers intertwining. “How are you feeling?”

Ethan searched himself for an answer. His emotions were a tangled mess—arousal, jealousy, satisfaction, awe. But beneath it all was something unexpected: a deep, powerful love for Kelly that seemed somehow stronger than before.

“I’m good,” he said, squeezing her hand. “That was... intense.”

Kelly laughed softly, wincing slightly as she shifted her position. “That’s one word for it.” Her eyes grew serious as she studied his face. “No regrets?”

“None,” Ethan said, surprised to find he meant it. The reality had been even more powerful than the fantasy—not just watching Kelly with another man, but sharing the experience with her, being included in her pleasure even as she surrendered to someone else.

Malik emerged from the bathroom, a damp towel in his hands. He moved with the same easy confidence he’d shown all night, seemingly unfazed by the intensity of what had just happened. He handed the towel to Kelly with a gentle smile.

“For you,” he said, his deep voice softer now. “You did amazing.”

Kelly took the towel with a grateful smile, pressing it between her legs with a small wince. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice still hoarse. She looked up at him through her lashes, a hint of shyness creeping into her expression that Ethan found strangely endearing after everything they’d just done.

Malik began collecting his clothes, moving with unhurried precision as he dressed. There was no awkwardness in his movements, no hesitation—just the same calm assurance he’d displayed all evening. Ethan watched him, trying to process the strange mixture of emotions coursing through him. Gratitude, certainly—the man had given both of them an experience they’d never forget. But also a strange sort of respect, mixed with lingering jealousy and a trace of awe.

“I should head out,” Malik said, buttoning his shirt with practiced ease. He glanced at Kelly, his expression softening slightly. “You two take care of each other.”

Kelly nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. “Thank you,” she said simply.

Malik turned to Ethan, extending his hand. “Good looking out, man. You’ve got an amazing wife. And you got my info, so if you two ever want to get down like this again, you know how to get in touch…”

Ethan stood and shook his hand, struck by the surreal normalcy of the gesture after what they’d just shared. “Thanks,” he managed, his voice steadier than he expected.

With a final nod, Malik headed for the door. The soft click as it closed behind him seemed to mark the end of something—the fantasy made real, now complete.

Ethan turned back to Kelly, who was still lying on the bed, the damp towel pressed between her legs. Her eyes met his, a question in their hazel depths.

“Come here,” she whispered, patting the space beside her. “Let’s just lie here for a minute.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed, his body feeling strangely weightless as he settled beside Kelly. She immediately curled against him, her head finding that familiar spot on his chest. Her skin was still flushed and warm, her breathing not quite returned to normal.

“So,” she said after a moment, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest. “That happened.”

Ethan let out a breathless laugh, his arm tightening around her shoulders. “Yeah. It definitely did.”

Kelly tilted her head to look up at him, her makeup smudged, hair a wild tangle around her face. She’d never looked more beautiful to him.

“Was it what you imagined?” she asked softly. “Was it everything you wanted?”

Ethan took a deep breath, trying to sort through the tangle of emotions coursing through him. The reality had been so much more intense than the fantasy—seeing Kelly completely lost in pleasure, hearing sounds he’d never drawn from her, watching her body respond to Malik in ways it never had with him.

“It was better,” he admitted, his voice rough with honesty. “Seeing you like that... hearing you... it was more intense than anything I could have imagined.”

Kelly’s eyes searched his face, a hint of vulnerability beneath her usual confidence. “Really? You’re not just saying that?”

“No, I mean it.” Ethan stroked her hair, feeling the dampness of sweat still lingering at her temples. “Watching you completely let go like that... knowing I gave that to you...” His throat tightened with emotion. “I’ve never felt closer to you.”

Kelly’s expression softened. She shifted against him, wincing slightly as she moved her hips. “I’m going to be sore for days,” she whispered, a small smile playing at her lips. “He was... god, Ethan, I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

The words sent a complex rush through him—jealousy tangled with arousal, pride mixed with a strange sense of accomplishment. Kelly must have seen something change in his expression because she reached up to cup his face.

“But this,” she said, her thumb tracing his bottom lip, “us... that’s the real thing…that’s what matters…that’s — oh my god, baby…”

Kelly suddenly felt something poking her belly.

Ethan’s cock stiffened rapidly against Kelly’s thigh. Despite having just climaxed minutes earlier, watching his wife’s cum-filled pussy leak another man’s seed onto the hotel sheets had somehow triggered an immediate physical response. His breath caught as Kelly noticed his renewed arousal.

“Again?” Kelly whispered, her voice still hoarse from screaming Malik’s name. She reached down to wrap her fingers around him, giving a gentle squeeze. “I didn’t think you’d be ready so soon.”

“I need to feel what he did to you…I need to…take back what’s mine…” he whispered as he got on top of her and pinned her arms down.

Kelly laughed a sultry giggle and spread her legs for him.

“God, that’s so fucking hot hearing you talk like that…mmm, go ahead baby, feel me. Feel what that big, black cock did to your slutty wife’s pussy…”

Ethan plunged into her, groaning at the shocking difference in sensation. Kelly was impossibly wet, stretched open in a way he’d never felt before. The knowledge that Malik’s cum was still inside her, that he was thrusting into the aftermath of another man’s passion, made his head spin with conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, possessiveness all tangled together into something primal and overwhelming.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hips moving with desperate intensity. “You’re so wet...”

Kelly’s eyes locked with his, her pupils still dilated, lips parted as she panted beneath him. “Does it feel different?” she whispered, her voice rough from screaming Malik’s name. “Can you feel what he did to me?”

The question sent electricity racing down his spine. He could feel exactly what Malik had done—stretched her, filled her, marked her in ways Ethan never could. Her pussy felt looser, wetter, thoroughly used in a way that made his cock throb painfully inside her.

“Yes,” he admitted, the word catching in his throat. “I can feel everything.”

Kelly’s lips curved into a smile that was both tender and wicked. “I’m all yours,” she whispered, arching her back to take him deeper. “But I’ll never be the same.”

The words hit Ethan like lightning. He drove into her harder, his fingers digging into her wrists as he pinned her to the bed. Kelly’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, urging him deeper into her altered body.

“Tell me,” he gasped, his rhythm growing erratic. “Tell me how it felt.”

Kelly’s eyes locked with his, half-lidded and still glazed with the remnants of her previous pleasure. “He stretched me so wide,” she breathed, her voice breaking as Ethan thrust particularly deep. “I felt him everywhere inside me. Places you’ve never—oh!—never reached before.”

Ethan’s pace quickened, his breathing harsh in the quiet hotel room. The wet sounds of their joining were different now—slicker, looser—the evidence of Malik’s presence still between them, connecting them in this new, strange intimacy.

“Did you like it? Did you like being a black cock slut for me?” he asked, the question burning in his throat.

“Yes,” Kelly moaned. “I loved being your black cock slut. I loved every second of it. Loved how he stretched me open, how deep he went...” Her voice faltered as Ethan thrust harder, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before locking with his again. “Loved how you watched me take it.”

Something primal surged through Ethan’s body at her words. He tightened his grip on her wrists, pinning her more firmly to the bed as he drove into her with renewed intensity. The knowledge that he was thrusting into her freshly fucked pussy—still wet and open from Malik’s massive cock—sent waves of conflicting emotions crashing through him.

“You’re mine,” he growled, the words ripping from somewhere deep inside him. “No matter who fucks you, you’re mine.”

Kelly’s eyes widened, pupils blown with arousal as she nodded frantically. “That’s right baby. Always yours,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet each of his thrusts. “Now fill me up, cum deep inside me…take me back!”

Kelly’s words ignited something deep inside Ethan. The combination of her demand and the visual of her spread beneath him, filled with another man’s release yet begging for his, pushed him over the edge. He drove into her with renewed purpose, his hips slamming against hers.

“Yes,” he growled, feeling the pressure building at the base of his spine.

His release hit him like a tidal wave. He groaned as he emptied himself inside her, adding his cum to Malik’s, marking her as his own again. Kelly’s legs tightened around his waist, pulling him deeper as he pulsed inside her.

When the last wave of pleasure subsided, Ethan collapsed onto her, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Kelly’s arms wrapped around him, holding him close as their heartbeats gradually slowed. The hotel room fell silent except for their breathing.

After a long moment, Ethan rolled to the side, pulling Kelly against his chest. She nestled into him, her body fitting perfectly against his as it always had. The familiar weight of her head on his shoulder grounded him after the surreal intensity of the night.

“That was...” he began, but words failed him, “fuck.”

“Yeah,” Kelly said as she curled into his arms and traced lazy circle with her index finger on his chest.

They lay like that for what felt like hours until they drifted off into a deep, peaceful sleep.


Chapter 13

Surprisingly, or perhaps unsurprisingly when you considered their relationship dynamic, things more or less went right back to normal between Kelly and Ethan after their encounter with Malik.

After a few days of not really talking about it, Kelly decided to broach the subject in bed one night while they were reading next to each other.

Kelly reached out and touched his face, her fingers warm against his skin. “You’re not freaking out, are you?”

Ethan kissed her palm. “No. Not at all.”

“Good. Because it was fun, but it was just sex.” She smiled that easy Kelly smile. “It doesn’t change anything between us.”

And somehow, it didn’t. The fantasy had become reality, then settled back into being just a memory – albeit an incredibly hot one they revisited often in bed together.

Two weeks after the hotel night, they were grocery shopping on a Sunday afternoon when Kelly nudged Ethan with her elbow.

“So,” she said casually, examining an avocado, “I was thinking…how would you feel about texting Malik for another…round?”

Ethan nearly dropped the bag of apples he was holding. His heart skipped a beat, then started pounding rapidly against his ribs. Two weeks of trying to process what had happened, of replaying the hotel night in his mind during quiet moments at work, of watching Kelly for any signs that something had fundamentally changed between them—and now she was suggesting they do it again, as casually as if she were asking about dinner plans.

“Another round?” he repeated, his voice coming out higher than he intended. An elderly woman pushing her cart past them gave him a curious glance.

Kelly placed the avocado in their cart, then picked up another one to examine. “Yeah. I mean, if you want to.” She glanced up at him through her lashes, that familiar easy smile playing at her lips. “It was pretty hot.”

Ethan swallowed hard. The fluorescent lights of the grocery store suddenly felt too bright, the mundane Sunday shoppers around them oblivious to the conversation happening in the produce section. He shifted his weight, very aware of the growing tightness in his jeans.

“I thought you said it was just a one-time thing,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady.

“I never said that,” Kelly said, cool as a cucumber. “And neither did you. We said it was just sex. And, well…I wouldn’t mind having that kind of sex again.”

She looked at Ethan with her cool girl smile.

“And don’t try to lie to me Ethan Miller…you want to watch me do it again so bad. I bet you’re getting hard right now just hearing me talk about it.”

Ethan swallowed hard. She was right. God help him, she was right. And he fucking loved her for it.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I know you do, babe,” she said with a wink, then started walking away. She turned and look back over her shoulder after a couple of paces. “And I love you too…now, what are you waiting for? Text Malik.”

With that, she left him in the aisle.

Ethan reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and typed out a text and hit send.

And that was the beginning of their new normal.


Epilogue

Over the next year, they met with Malik four more times, each encounter more intense than the last. Kelly grew more confident, more adventurous, and Ethan discovered depths to his fantasy he hadn’t even realized existed. Sometimes he joined in; sometimes he just watched. Both were equally thrilling.

They never told anyone about their arrangement—it was their secret, their private world that existed alongside their regular life. To their friends and families, they were still just Ethan and Kelly, the easy-going couple who seemed perfectly content with their ordinary lives. And they were content—perhaps more so than before.

On their anniversary, lying in bed after a quiet dinner at home, Kelly traced patterns on Ethan’s chest and smiled up at him.

“You know what I realized?” she asked, her hazel eyes reflecting the soft lamplight. “I think this whole thing actually brought us closer together.”

Ethan nodded, pulling her tighter against him. She was right. The fantasy that had once consumed his thoughts in secret had transformed into something they shared openly—a bond of absolute trust that few couples ever achieved. They had looked into the darkest corners of their desires together and emerged stronger.

Ethan held Kelly tightly, kissing the top of her head as they lay intertwined in their bed. The past year had transformed them both in ways neither could have predicted when he’d first been caught watching that video. What had begun as his secret shame had evolved into their shared adventure—one that had paradoxically strengthened their bond rather than weakened it.

“I never thought it would end up like this,” he murmured against her hair. “When you first caught me that day, I was terrified you’d think I was some kind of pervert.”

Kelly laughed softly, the vibration pleasant against his chest. “And instead you discovered your cool girl wife was just as perverted as you.” She lifted her head to look at him, her hazel eyes warm in the dim light. “No regrets?”

“None,” Ethan said without hesitation. His fingers traced lazy patterns on her bare shoulder. “You gave me something I didn’t even know how to ask for. And somehow, watching you with Malik made me love you even more.”

“That’s because you saw all of me,” Kelly said, her voice thoughtful. “The parts I didn’t even know existed until you gave me permission to explore them. And I saw all of you too.”

She nestled closer against his chest, her warmth seeping into him as familiar as his own heartbeat. The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast gentle shadows across their bedroom—their space, unchanged yet somehow transformed by everything they’d experienced together.

“Yeah,” Ethan whispered, “that’s exactly it…”

THE END
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Chapter 1

You know, a lot guys like to start stories like this one with the same tired cliches. The pull out the old, I’m not really sure when it all started. You know the kind I’m talking about. Well, not me. I’d be lying to you if I said something like that because the truth is, I know exactly when this all started. So, I think that’s where I’ll begin.

It was our last day of vacation. Charleston, South Carolina. Almost a year ago to the day I’m writing this. We had a nice a week, my wife Meredith and I. We’re in our mid-thirties. No kids, at least not yet, and we could pretty much do whatever we wanted. Boozy brunches. Walking tours. Sullivan’s island. I even snuck in a couple rounds of golf. So yeah, like I said it was nice.

But if you’ve ever traveled with Meredith, you know how that last day always goes.

Vacation Meredith and Departure-Day Meredith are two completely different people.

Vacation Meredith is relaxed. Smiling. Drinking rosé before noon and saying things like “Should we just stay another night?” She laughs more. Touches my arm when we’re walking down the street. Lets things slide.

Departure-Day Meredith, on the other hand, is a project manager with a deadline and a personal vendetta against inefficiency.

I was halfway through folding a pair of khaki shorts when I heard it from the bathroom.

“Did you leave the sunscreen in the beach bag or did you pack it already?”

Her voice had that tone. The one that meant the answer was already wrong no matter what I said.

“I think it’s still in the beach bag,” I said.

A pause.

Then the sound of the bathroom drawer sliding open.

Then closing.

Then reopening again.

“You think?” she said, appearing in the doorway with her toothbrush in one hand and that expression on her face. The tight one. The one where her eyebrows pinch together like two people having an argument.

“Well… yeah,” I said. “I mean we only used it at the beach.”

Meredith stared at me for a moment like I’d just suggested we throw the luggage off the balcony and drive home naked.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “But if it leaks in the bag it’s going to get on everything.”

“I’ll double bag it.”

“That’s not really the point.”

I nodded, even though I had no idea what the point actually was.

That was the thing about Meredith. Sometimes the argument wasn’t really about the thing it was about. The sunscreen wasn’t about sunscreen. The packing wasn’t about packing. It was about… something else. Some invisible standard she had in her head that the rest of the world kept failing to meet.

I zipped up my suitcase.

She watched me do it.

“You’re done already?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“You didn’t check the dresser drawers.”

“I did yesterday.”

“But we unpacked the chargers last night.”

Right.

Of course we did.

I opened the suitcase again.

Meredith sighed and disappeared back into the bathroom.

Now, before you start thinking I’m some poor beaten-down husband living in constant fear of his wife, that’s not really fair either. Meredith wasn’t cruel. She wasn’t mean. And she definitely wasn’t crazy.

She was just… intense.

Everything mattered.

Every detail.

Every plan.

And when things didn’t go exactly the way they were supposed to, something inside her tightened up like a knot.

Most of the time I just tried to roll with it.

Marriage, as it turns out, involves a lot of rolling with things.

By the time we finally got the suitcases downstairs to the lobby, Meredith had already apologized twice.

Once in the elevator.

Once again while we were checking out.

“I’m sorry I’m being difficult,” she said quietly while the front desk clerk printed our receipt.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“I just hate travel days.”

“I know.”

She slipped her hand into mine for a second and squeezed it.

And that was Meredith too.

The apology always came.

Which made it harder to ever really stay mad at her.

We stepped away from the desk and moved toward the little breakfast area near the windows. There was a coffee station set up with pastries and fruit, and Meredith said she wanted something small before we hit the road.

While she grabbed a yogurt and started reading the ingredients like it was a pharmaceutical label, I wandered over to pour myself a cup of coffee.

That’s when I heard them.

Two women sitting at a small table by the window.

They weren’t whispering exactly, but they weren’t trying very hard to be quiet either.

And the thing about hotel breakfast areas is that everyone ends up sitting close enough to hear everyone else whether they mean to or not.

One of them laughed softly.

“Oh my God, did you see that woman earlier? The one tearing her husband apart about the luggage?”

The other woman snorted.

“The blonde?”

“Yeah.”

“Total basket case.”

I felt something in my stomach shift a little.

I kept my eyes on the coffee machine.

The first woman lowered her voice just a little.

“You know what that is, right?”

“What?”

“That is a woman who has never been properly satisfied in her life.”

The second woman laughed again.

“You can always tell.”

I stood there with the coffee cup halfway full.

Behind me, Meredith was still standing at the counter comparing two different brands of yogurt like she was deciding between mortgage lenders.

The first woman continued.

“Seriously. One good orgasm and that woman wouldn’t care where the damn suitcase went.”

The other woman said, “Mhm.”

Then she added, almost thoughtfully,

“Some husbands just have no idea what their wives actually need.”

I grabbed my coffee cup and walked away quickly, before they could see my face. I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach.

That’s when it all started.


Chapter 2

The drive home from Charleston to Raleigh was about four hours. About an hour in, Meredith finally exhaled and began to apologize.

“I’m sorry for being such a pain today,” she said, touching my arm. “I don’t know why I get like this.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “Really. I know the last day of vacation can be stressful.”

But it wasn’t okay. Those women’s words kept bouncing around in my head like a pinball.

That is a woman who has never been properly satisfied in her life.

Two hours into the drive, Meredith was fast asleep in the passenger seat. Her head was tilted against the window, blonde hair falling across her cheek. She looked peaceful. Beautiful, even. But the thoughts in my head were anything but peaceful.

A turbulent blend of highlights from the two times we’d had sex that week played in my head on repeat as I tried to remember what she looked like, what she sounded like, what she felt like.

Had I really been so bad in bed that it was affecting her whole personality? I glanced over at Meredith again, studying the soft rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. The late afternoon sun caught the gold highlights in her hair, making her look almost angelic. Hard to believe this was the same woman who’d nearly bitten my head off over sunscreen a few hours ago.

The first time we’d had sex on vacation was our second night there. We’d gone to a nice seafood place, split a bottle of wine. When we got back to the hotel room, she kissed me in the elevator, and things progressed naturally from there. I remembered her sighing as I entered her, the way she wrapped her legs around me. She’d made all the right noises, hadn’t she? There was that moment when she arched her back, clutched at me, and cried out. That was real...wasn’t it?

The second time was our last night. We’d had a fancy dinner, gotten a bit drunk on expensive cocktails, and stumbled back to our room laughing. The sex had been more urgent then—clothes hastily removed, her pushing me back on the bed. I’d been on top again. Same position. Same rhythm. Same...everything.

But had it been good for her? Really good?

One good orgasm and that woman wouldn’t care where the damn suitcase went.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles whitening. The interstate stretched before me, but my mind was elsewhere, dissecting our sex life with surgical precision.

We’d been together for almost ten years now. Married for six. The early days had been different—more experimental, more frequent. But lately, it had become... routine. Predictable.

I couldn’t remember the last time Meredith had truly lost control. The kind of abandon where she wasn’t thinking about what came next or how we looked or sounded. Had I ever really given her that?

That woman’s voice kept replaying in my head: “One good night and she’d be a different person.”

I glanced over at my sleeping wife again. Her lips were slightly parted, her breathing deep and even. How many times had she faked it with me? The thought made my stomach churn. I’d always believed we had a decent sex life. Not earth-shattering, maybe, but comfortable. Satisfying.

But what if it wasn’t? What if all this time, while I’d been contentedly rolling over and falling asleep afterward, she’d been lying there frustrated, unsatisfied, building up the kind of tension that eventually exploded over things like sunscreen and luggage?
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Chapter 1

It’s our third night in the new house and we’re nowhere close to being unpacked. The house is a sea of boxes and containers in various states of unpackedness.

Claire’s out picking up Thai from the little place on Main that she wouldn’t stop talking about during the entire escrow process.

“It’s not just good, it’s great,” she said, slipping her arms around my neck that first night we came to see the house. “Like really great.”

So now she’s off picking up food while I’m ankle-deep in packing paper and cardboard flaps. Boxes everywhere. The living room looks like an abandoned Amazon warehouse.

I don’t mind it. The silence. The weight of the house settling around me. New walls. Old town. But not just any town. Claire's town.

She grew up here. Went to college here. Made memories here.

We’d talked about this move for years, always in abstract, non-committal terms.

But I knew it was something she really wanted.

“Someday, maybe,” she’d say. A wistful kind of longing in her voice.

Unfortunately, the circumstances that brought us here were less than ideal.

Her mom got sick. And we hastily decided it was time.

But before we could even make settlement, she was gone.

It was that quick.

And it was too late to change plans so…just like that, we were moving to Middleton.

Claire calls it fate.

I call it timing.

Same thing, depending on the day.

But something's been just a little different since we moved back. A subtle shift. But that’s to be expected I guess, right?

I’m opening a box labeled OFFICE–MISC.

Not my handwriting, which is probably why I assume it’s Claire’s. But inside I find a confusing and messy mix of a cables, an old, dusty keyboard, and tattered books.

My hand comes to rest on a cracked, leather-bound notebook near the bottom.

Funny, I didn’t even realize I’d begun rummaging.

I pull it out.

It’s heavier than it looks. Worn in a beautiful, careful kind of way. Like it’s been handled and paged through thousands of times. Loved in an obsessive kind of way. The edges are soft. There’s no label. No name.

I flip it open.

It’s an old journal. Every page seemingly filled with a carefully scrawled entry.

Ordinarily, I would never do something like this. Reading a journal that isn’t mine? Not my jam.

But before I know what’s happening, I’m too far gone. I can’t put it down.

The handwriting is tight, elegant. Slanted in a way that makes it feel like it was meant to stay secret. Only to be viewed from a certain angle and in just the right light by just the right person.

And the words?

They’re definitely not mine. Not even close. If there was any doubt left in my mind, it’s gone now.

This isn’t a forgotten journal of mine or some old school notebook.

This belongs to her.

To Claire.

And it is absolutely filthy.

In every kind of way.

It’s erotic and playful.

Flirty.

But it’s also raw.

Visceral.

Explicit.

Kinky.

Dirty.

Sexy.

Before I’m even totally comprehending the words, my pulse is pounding in my ears as my heart rate skyrockets.

I blink. Go back. Reread.

It seems most every entry is written to someone named Julian.

And the more I read, the less I recognize the writer as my wife.

Dear Julian,

I’m still sore from last night…in the best way possible. I cannot believe we did that. Then again, I can’t believe we’ve done any of this. Can you?

I never thought I'd enjoy being taken like that – no date, no foreplay, no build up…just fucking taken – until you showed me just how hot it could be to do exactly that.

You remember that first time in your office? When I came to office hours with a question and after you answered, well…you bent me over the desk and punished me?

Crazy how fast you made me go from a good girl to something else entirely...an insatiable slut :).

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go…

Just as I turn the page, I hear the garage door opening.

Claire's home.

I shut the journal. Heart pounding. I slide it behind a row of books on the lower shelf of the study.

Claire comes in carrying two bags. She kicks the door closed with her foot, and through a wide smile, I see she’s wearing a fresh coat of lipstick.

“Baby!” she calls from the kitchen. “Need some help?”

I’m still in some kind of stupor. Like I’ve just binge-watched a dozen episodes of a show too crazy to process.

“Dan?” she repeats, head poking around the corner. Her eyebrows do this cute little dance that only happens when she's genuinely confused. “Did you hear me?”

“Yeah,” I manage, shaking off the haze. “Just trying to find my way out of these boxes.”

I navigate my way through the mess, head still swirling…not wanting to believe the revelations of my recent discovery.

“I got all your favorites,” she says as I reach her, unloading cartons and containers onto the counter with a flourish. “Panang curry, extra spicy…pad thai…”

She runs through our order but I don’t hear what she’s saying. She gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.

As far as she’s concerned, nothing major between us has changed since she left to pick up takeout and came back.

As far as I’m concerned, everything has.

What to do?

“You’re amazing, thanks” I blurt out, trying to keep my voice steady as I say the first banal thing that comes to mind so as to appear totally calm and normal.

“I know,” she grins, tilting her head to the side. “How’s the unpacking going?”

“Uh, good. Just unpacking some things in the study. Books and whatnot.”

She nods absently as she cracks open cartons and fills plates with fragrant heaps of chicken and noodles.

For a moment, I wonder if I should just get it over with – mention the journal. Get it all out in the open and move on.

But then I picture those words again, Claire’s elegant handwriting such dirty, filthy words across the page. Line after line of wanton filth. All written to some guy named Julian.

And I don’t even know where to start.

“Smells incredible,” I say instead, my stomach churning with something other than hunger.

“Told you! It’s like really great…” She hands me a plate, her eyes sparkling with a playful triumph. “I’ve missed this place.”

We settle into a makeshift dining area on the floor, surrounded by chaos and the scent of lemongrass and chili, and eat on upturned boxes.

Claire tucks her legs beneath her, looking cozy and comfortable.

She’s exactly where she wants to be. We’re exactly where we want to be, or so I thought, and for a little while, I forget all about the journal.

“So,” she says between bites, “uncover anything good while I was gone? Gosh, we have so much stuff…” There’s an innocent curiosity in her voice as she looks around the disheveled house.

My heart stops for a moment and I almost choke.

I fight back coughs and take a large sip of water.

“Huh? What?”

“Jeez, Dan? Are you ok honey?”

“Yeah, yeah fine, just uhh, down the wrong pipe.”

Claire sighs relief.

“Good. No, I was just asking if you uncovered anything good while I was gone. Anything we forgot about or any hidden treasures maybe?”

“Ahh, nope. Not really.” I shovel another forkful of pad thai into my mouth even though I’ve only just recovered my wind. “Nothing too crazy.”

She frowns, slightly disappointed. Then shrugs and goes back to eating.

The silence stretches out like the miles we crossed to get here. I glance toward the study, and suddenly the journal pops back into my head and lodges itself there for good.

I stare at the bookcase, imagining that journal and the books I stashed it beneath. I can almost feel it pulsing. Like it has its own heartbeat, one that syncs up with mine every time I think about those entries.

I realize with mild horror and morbid curiosity that I can’t wait to find time later to steal away and read it again.


Chapter 2

After dinner, Claire heads upstairs and slips into the shower, and I quietly but quickly slip into the study.

Finally.

I lock the door behind me and pull the journal from its hiding place. I clutch it like a stolen treasure.

I sit down and hold it in my lap for a moment. Should I really be doing this?

But the question doesn’t linger for long and it goes unanswered.

My hand trembles as I grip the cover and open to a random entry.

I’m hungry to learn more.

To see what else this artifact from my wife’s past will reveal to me…

Dear Julian,

I had a dream about you last night. It was so real, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up in your bed. You were doing that thing to me – you know the one ;).

It felt like every nerve ending was lit on fire and the only words I could get out were oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

Even in my dreams, you ruin me. But it’s never enough...I always want more.

All I can think about is Friday. Do you have any idea what I’ll wear? Or not wear? We both know how much you like…

I turn the page and thumb through to another entry.

Julian,

I’m lying in bed right now, spent and sore in the most delicious way from the pounding you just gave me. I could barely walk straight on my way home.

I don’t know how to explain it, but the more you wreck me, the more I want it. The more I want you.

All day, I think about being filled, stretched, and ruined by you.

What is it about that big cock of yours? It’s all I can do to keep my panties dry in class.

God, I’m such a mess.

But you love it, don’t you? That’s why you crammed me into that tiny coat closet by the lecture hall.

That’s why you made me feel every inch of you while people came and went down the hall.

You knew they might hear us, well…hear me, if they got too close.

But you wanted them to hear what a dirty whore I was for you, didn’t you? It was so crazy wrong and so stupid hot.

You make me someone else…

A thought occurs to me…the first entry I read just before dinner. I thumb my way backward through the book. Ah, here it is:

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go BLACK, you NEVER GO BACK…
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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?
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