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Chapter 1

I’m daydreaming about Rachel in the new two-piece I just bought her. More specifically: I’m picturing her in it, on her knees next to the pool with my cock in her wet mouth.

I hear a low, rhythmic growl from outside our window. It’s faint but getting louder as it approaches.

A lawnmower.

At this hour? On a Sunday? Some fucking people.

It snaps me out of my stupor and I remember what I’m doing: scraping last night’s hardened dinner off some plates I was too lazy to take care of last night.

“Son of a bitch,” I mutter under my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Rachel asks from over my shoulder, nearly scaring me out of my skin.

“Jesus, where’d you come from?” I ask, sounding a little meaner than I want to. “Nothing, I just…can’t believe someone is mowing their lawn at this hour on a freaking Sunday.”

I don’t see it, but I can hear it: Rachel rolling her eyes. She’s knows it’s a pet peeve of mine but at this point in our relationship, she’s way past caring.

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

“Oh, lighten up, Ryan,” she teases playfully.

Then I watch as she stands on her tippy toes to look out the window.

“Ohhh,” she whispers under her breath as her eyes go wide.

“What?” I ask, my mood immediately turning to a combination between panicked and suspicious.

It’s just one word: Oh.

But it draws on like a lazy yawn on a hot summer afternoon. And it’s packed with something…something that sends a chill down my spine when I join her by the window and look outside.

I stand behind her, feeling the quiet buzz of anticipation crawl under my skin. Rachel’s hands rest lightly around her mug as the steam curls from its wide mouth. Her eyes are locked on something outside. I follow them out across our yard and into the next. And I see him.

Our new neighbor.

Our new black neighbor who is built like an adonis on steroids.

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

Sweat glistening off his dark skin, rolling down his chiseled chest and the muscles of his back, each drop seeming to trace the lines of his physique. He’s got that athletic build. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, toned arms.

I’m still trying to figure out if I’m imagining this or if I really hear her breath catch in her throat. She’s not just looking; she’s devouring the sight. Her pupils are wide, lips parted.

I don’t think she even notices the way her chest rises and falls just a little faster now. I don’t think she notices anything. Her reaction is totally and completely involuntary. She simply cannot help herself.

For a brief second, I think I should be mad. But I’m surprised to find I’m not mad. I’m not even jealous.

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

I lean in a little closer to Rachel, my arms brushing against her. My body is still pressed against the doorframe, but the air between us is different now. She doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t even blink.

I glance down at her, noticing the way her lips are parted, the slight sheen of her skin from the light sweat of the morning, and how her breath catches just a little bit as she watches him mow the grass. His movements are steady, rhythmic, like it’s all just second nature to him.

Rachel shifts her weight, one hip jutted out, crossing her arms loosely over her chest. And that’s when I see it. The way she tilts her head, the way her lips curl slightly. There’s a quiet longing in her eyes now. A spark. She’s not just admiring the guy’s work ethic.

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

Her fingers flex on her mug. She doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. It’s so subtle and yet so very telling.

Then, he stops for a moment, wipes the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, and just stands there in the middle of the lawn.

Rachel sighs.

I glance down at her again. I don’t ask what that sigh means. She’s already a thousand miles away from me in her thoughts.

I try to make sense of what I’m feeling because it isn’t jealousy or anger, like I said. None of the traditional emotions you might expect a man to feel in a scenario like this.

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

Well, then why is my crotch beginning to ache and bulge?

I’m not sure what’s happening but there’s something thrilling about seeing her stare so openly at another man with such obvious lust and desire, and right in front of me too.

My cock twitches slightly in my jeans. I try to ignore it. But I can’t. It’s there and there’s nowhere to hide.

"Must be the new neighbor," I mumble, finally breaking the silence while trying to keep my voice steady.

I turn to face her. The moment feels heavier now, weighted with all the things unsaid.

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

She still doesn’t realize what’s going on so she doesn’t even think to hide it. Her pupils are dilated, her breath shallow and ragged. She’s turned the fuck on and it has nothing to do with me.

But for some reason, that just makes the whole thing even hotter.

Before I know it, my daydream from before creeps back into my skull.

Only this time, Rachel isn’t on her knees by the pool for me.

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

Just as my erection is reaching full mast, Rachel finally breaks her gaze away from the shirtless god next door and glances up at me.

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

The obvious, unmistakable bulge straining against the front of my jeans.

Her lips part slightly in surprise, and for the first time this morning, she seems pulled back into the moment. Her gaze flickers between my face and my crotch, searching for something she can’t quite name.

I clear my throat, shift awkwardly, try to turn away as if I’m adjusting my stance, as if it’s not what it obviously is.

“Ryan?” Her eyes are wide with confusion and perhaps mild horror.

“Sorry, I—” I begin to stammer but I can’t find the right words. I don’t even know how to finish that sentence. I’m sorry I’ve got a raging hard-on from watching you watch our new neighbor and wishing he were…what? Railing you right in front of me? She sets her coffee down, smirking the tiniest bit.

“Sorry?” she asks, drawing the word out like an accusation.

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

She moves in closer, her breath hot on my cheek.

“Why are you hard? Are you…hard for…” her voice trails off as she looks back over her shoulder at our new neighbor.

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

“No, no, no,” I being to stammer. “It’s not like that. I’m not — you think? What, no! It’s just that…”

She folds her arms and studies me as I stammer like a drunken mess in front of her.

“It’s just what?” she asks.

I freeze. I can’t think. I can’t speak. Suddenly it’s as if all my motors skills but my control over my legs have evaporated.

And before I know it, I’m walking — nearly running — away from Rachel and looking for a place to hide.


Chapter 2

I manage to evade Rachel for the rest of the morning. But she finally corners me in the bedroom, her eyes glinting with a mischievous determination. I pretend I’m organizing the closet, but she knows exactly what I’m doing: avoiding her questions, avoiding the truth I’m not ready to admit. The truth that left my stomach flipping and my cock throbbing.

I feel her presence behind me, the sweet scent of her hair mingling with the humid air, and I know I can’t dodge it any longer.

“So…” she says, dragging out the word with a kind of playful menace, “are you going to tell me what that was all about?”

I turn to face her, my heart drumming a nervous cadence in my chest. I don’t know what to say, how to explain it, how to even begin to make it sound rational. The clever retorts I’ve been rehearsing in my head all morning evaporate.

Rachel quirks an eyebrow, looking at me with a mixture of curiosity and disbelief as I stand there, each interminable second drawing out my silence.

“Ryan?” she nudges.

I open my mouth and close it again, a pathetic imitation of a fish on dry land.

“Forget it,” I finally mutter, hoping she might take the bait.

“It was nothing. I just…”

But she doesn’t.

“Nothing?” she interrupts, incredulous. “That was a whole lot of nothing.”

I fumble with the hangers in my hands, wishing they’d transform into some kind of oversized shield.

“Oh, come on,” she says, stepping closer. She gives me a look, her eyes shifting from teasing to kind and back again. “You know you can tell me anything, right?”

I exhale loudly, feeling both trapped and strangely exhilarated. She’s not going to let it go.

“Fine,” I say, tossing the hangers aside and collapsing onto the bed. “But it’s not what you think…”

“Okay,” she prompts, sitting beside me, “then what is it?”

I hesitate, trying to find a crack in her persistence. But all that’s there is her unwavering gaze, the way it penetrates like she’s seeing right through me.

“I guess,” I start slowly, “I guess it was sort of…exciting.”

I watch her reaction carefully, ready for her to recoil. Instead, her lips twitch into a small, knowing smile.

“Exciting?” she repeats, drawing the word out.

“Like,” I continue, feeling the words tumble out with an awkward momentum, “like seeing you look at him like that. I don’t know. It kind of turned me on.”

She looks at me for a moment, and I can’t tell if she’s amused or shocked or something else entirely. The silence stretches, heavy and taut. My heart is on a tightrope, waiting to fall.

Then she lets out a soft laugh, not mocking but almost in shock.

“Looking at who? Wait…our neighbor? Me? What do you mean? I was just watching him mow the lawn, you’re the one who…”

She stops short of accusing me of being the one who was turned on by our shirtless neighbor. But as I watch her confused face, it hits me. She really has no clue. It was truly all involuntary.

“Oh come on,” I say, rolling my eyes, not quite believing what my eyes were telling me.

“You weren’t even aware? Did you see the way you were…” I trail off.

She pulls away slightly, looking incredulous and amused.

“Ryan,” she says, drawing out the last syllable, almost like a taunt. “How did you think I was looking at him?”

Her eyes dart down to my crotch, and I feel a resurgence in my pants.

“Like you wanted to fuck him right there in the yard, that’s how,” I blurt, the words out before I can stop them.

She laughs right in my face.

“I was not!” she protests.

“Yeah, you were,” I say, my own voice bordering on a whine. “And that’s why I got…you know.” I trail off, trying to rein in what’s happening in my jeans.

She stares at me, a mix of disbelief and delight sparking in her eyes.

“You can protest it all you want, but I know what I saw. You were turned on by him.”

A heavy silence settles over us.

“Ryan, I think your imagination is getting the best of you,” she says finally. But there’s something in her voice now. Even she doesn’t believe her own words, like the realization that I’m completely right is hitting her just now and all at once.

“Really?” I say, “tell me then. Tell me you don’t find him attractive at all. Tell me you wouldn’t go for a guy like that if you were single or if…”

I stop, mid-sentence, testing the waters. I see her hesitate. I see the truth flicker in her eyes. Her silence is deafening.

“Alright fine, sure…whatever. Yes, he’s hot. And what, me saying that…turns you on or something?”

Her voice is still full of disbelief, but there’s a charged quality to it now, a hint of complicity that wasn’t there before. She seems both curious and bewildered, like she’s just stumbled onto some great secret about me, about us. I can’t quite hold her gaze, the tension between us tightening with each breath.

She glances once more at my crotch.

“Guess so,” she whispers. “Wow.”

I look down and once again, I am full-fucking-mast. Hard as a steel rod in a Siberian snowstorm.

I gulp.

“That’s so…kinky,” she says finally. But I can’t tell if it’s a good or bad assessment.

I swallow hard, my throat dry, my heart a relentless drum against my ribs. I’ve just laid it all out there, every raw and confusing piece of the truth, and now I can’t read her at all. I can’t tell if I’ve crossed some line or if she’s just as intrigued by all of this as I am.

“Is that good or bad?” I ask finally.

She doesn’t answer right away.

“I don’t know…it’s just unexpected I guess. I’m not really sure what to think…” her voice trails off.

“Talk to me,” I say, my voice pleading a little more than I want it to.

“I don’t know, I mean I guess it’s kind of hot that you’re not like jealous or whatever but Ryan, we’re married. We’re supposed to be faithful to one another…this is like the complete opposite of that, isn’t it?”

“Well, I’m not saying we’d actually go through with it…it was just kind of hot to think about you wanting another man. Besides, haven’t you ever, you know fantasized about…being with…”

I stop short, not wanting to say the quiet part out loud.

“Another man?” she offers.

But I hesitate, yes that. But also…

“Well, yeah but…specifically…” I stop again, still not able to bring myself to say it out loud. But me and Rachel, we’re practically the same person in so many ways. There’s a reason we’re so happily married. Our minds are practically one. We can finish each other’s sentences without even thinking. And that’s exactly what Rachel does. She finished my sentence for me. She says the quiet pat out loud. The part I’m afraid to say, but somehow she already know. And she whispers it…

“Being with a black man…” she says it with a breathless flourish that says more than the words themselves ever could.

Her eyes are shut tight now, breath ragged and heavy as I watch her on the bed next to me.

I gulp.

“Fuck, yes,” I say.

And for what seems like an eternity, neither of us says a word. The silence builds and builds until I can’t take it any more. I have to know. I have to ask. Suddenly, I have no problem speaking.

“Well, have you?” I ask, my heart suddenly racing with the possibility.

What comes out of her mouth next shatters my world and changes our lives for good.


Chapter 3

She’s quiet for a long time before she opens her mouth to speak and she starts with a question.

“Ryan, are you sure you want to go down this road?”

I gulp and shrug.

“We’re already on our way, aren’t we?” I ask.

Rachel sighs.

“Yeah, I guess we are…okay…well…before we met, back in college…”

She pauses.

“Go on,” I say.

She looks away from me, almost embarrassed.

“What is it?” I ask. “You can tell me.”

She turns back to me and I realize she isn’t embarrassed at all. It’s something else entirely, almost like it’s someone else entirely.

“Ry, back in college I was a slut,” she says.

“Okay? So what, big deal. It was college,” I say. “We didn’t even know each other then. Who cares?”

She takes another deep breath.

“No, you don’t understand…I had a reputation of sorts…”

“What kind of reputation?” I ask, my heart racing as blood floods my shaft in anticipation.

“For being a…BBC slut…” she whispers it, her eyes far off, traveling down some memory lane I don’t have access to.

“BBC?” I ask dumbly.

She brings her eyes up to meet mine.

“Big. Black. Cock.”

She says the words one at a time. Whether she means it or not, her voice is low and sultry as I watch her chest heave with her hot breath.

“Before I met you, I was exclusively with black guys…actually…you’re the first white guy I’ve ever seriously dated without...”

I gulp as she trails off. She doesn’t finish the thought. But something tells me I’ll find out in due time.

“So yeah, I’ve done a little more than fantasized about it. I’ve lived it.”

She folds her arms and smirks at me, studying my reaction.

I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. But not in a bad way. In a way that makes me dizzy with surprise and lust and disbelief. In a way that makes me feel more alive than I’ve felt since I was a teenager.

How did I not know? How did this never come up.

“Fuck,” I say, the word tumbling out of my lips like a prayer.

Rachel laughs, a low, throaty rumble, and leans back on her elbows.

“Yeah, fuck is exactly right,” she says.

I watch her there on the bed, her hair spilling like liquid gold over her shoulders, her breath coming fast and shallow, and I know she’s thinking about all of it. All the cocks that filled her deep and hard and how I was stupid enough to think I was the one she married because I’m the best she’s ever had.

“So what changed?” I ask, unable to help myself, needing to hear it. “Why me?”

She shrugs, like she doesn’t really have a good answer.

And it crushes me.

“I don’t know, I wanted something…safer, more mature…I guess?”

“Safer?” I ask, my voice half-cocked between hurt and disbelief.

She can see the hurt in my eyes and she reaches out her hand and puts it on mine.

“Ryan, no - I didn’t mean it like that. I just…it’s hard to explain, you know? I fell in love with you. That’s what changed. Everything else was pure lust. This - us - it’s deeper than that.”

I don’t know if she’s making things up on the spot or telling the truth, but I don’t care. It works. It makes me feel better.

Of course. Of course she loves me. We’ve been married seven years, built this incredible life together.

Who cares about her past as a, what did she say…BBC slut?

Gulp.

Apparently my cock cares very much as it lurches and strains against my pants. The sensation of soft cotton along my tip and shaft are almost enough to make me bust right then and there.

My mind flashes back to our new neighbor and Rachel’s hungry eyes.

The desire. The obsession.

She could pretend all she wanted.

Her lust for black men had apparently never left. She’d just been able to suppress for a time.

But now?

I’m not sure what comes over me, but before I know it, I’m on top of her, jamming my tongue down her throat.

Rachel gasps and arches into me, hot and heavy. I’m overwhelmed with the scent of her, the feel of her skin against mine, and the sound of her ragged breathing in my ear. It’s all raw nerve endings now, the tension that’s been spiraling between us finally snapping loose.

I fumble with the hem of her shirt, desperate to touch her, to feel her naked and wanting under me.

But before I can pull it over her head, she pushes me off and rolls out from under me with a sly grin.

“Wait,” she says, breathless and teasing, “not so fast, hot shot.”

I’m panting, crazed, unsure what’s happening.

She stands there, a wicked glint in her eyes, and pulls her shirt off in one smooth motion. She tosses it aside, revealing the swell of her breasts barely contained by a black lace bra. My cock twitches.

She unhitches her bra and lets it slip off her shoulders, and I can’t help but stare. I’m captivated; she’s pure sex standing there half-naked, looking at me with a kind of smug satisfaction that drives me out of my mind. I reach for her, but she takes a step back, giggling.

“Uh-uh,” she taunts, waggling a finger at me. “You’re going to have to work for it.” And before I know what’s happening, she’s on top of me, crawling up my body so that her legs are straddling my face. She pulls her panties to the side and looks down at me with a mischievous grin.

“Lick it,” she whispers.

Her voice is heavy and trembling. I look up for a second, not quite believing what’s happening, not quite believing how gorgeous she is in this moment, how completely wanton and feral.

Then she’s pressing down and grinding her slickness on my mouth, and I’m tasting her, full and consuming, lapping at her like a man starved. Her scent, her flesh—everything is overwhelming, building to a frenzy in my head. She moans and grips my hair.

Then she reaches back behind her without turning around or taking her eyes off me and frees my cock. I feel her warm hand wrap around the based of my pulsing shaft and she begins stroking me with one hand as she rides my face to orgasm.

Rachel’s eyes are shut tight, her breaths coming in short, ragged bursts, and I can’t tell if she’s thinking about me or our neighbor or all those dicks from her past and I don’t even fucking care. I’m so turned on I can’t even stand it.

It almost hurts.

She lets out a breathy gasp and I feel her thighs tense around my face. She’s grinding and writhing and I can taste her juices. She’s getting wetter and wetter as she flexes her fingers around my shaft and oh fuck, I’m about to explode.

I do everything I can to keep it inside. But what she says next sends me crashing over the edge.

“Dirty boy,” she whispers, head tilting up toward the ceiling in ecstasy. “You like the idea of me being a dirty little slut? Huh? Maybe you’d like to see me with a a big, black cock in my mouth? What do you think? Does that sound…”

I moan beneath her, he juices gushing down my throat as I explode all over her hand and onto the bedsheets.

A hot, sticky mess of white hot seed pours forth from me like a spewing sex volcano.

She stays on top of me, straddling me like a prize, and I’m heaving, spent and dazed. Her breath mingles with mine, hot and electric, and I’m lost in the sound of her ragged gasps, the feel of her slick skin against my face. I think I might die from how fucking turned on I am.

But before I have time to come back to earth, she slides off me, graceful and feline, and reaches for her shirt, pulling it quickly over her head. I watch, still half-stunned, as she stands there, looking down at the mess we’ve made. Her eyes are wide, incredulous, and still burning with that infernal spark.

“Oh my god,” she says, a mix of shock and wonder in her voice, “Ryan that was so much fucking cum…”

I can’t speak. I’m panting and raw and completely spent.

But before there’s any time to talk or make sense of what just happened, I sense her slipping away. Her own orgasm is subsiding and she’s looking around scared, wondering what just happened. Like she’s just woken up from some deep sleep and has no idea where she is or what she’s been doing.

“Rachel?” I ask. “Are you okay?”

She frowns and hops off of me.

“Yeah, fine. I’m fine. I just need to go to the bathroom.”

And with that she leaves me there in a pool of her and my own juices atop our marital bed.

“Rachel?” I call out to her, hoping for some kind of reassurance.

But the sound of the bathroom door clicking shut is all I get in response.

I collapse against the sheets, still damp with our frenzy, and stare up at the ceiling. My mind is a disordered mess of lust and confusion and exhilaration.

What the hell just happened?


Chapter 4

Rachel spends the rest of the day awkwardly avoiding me. Suddenly, she remembers she has all these errands to run and things to clean…even though the house is immaculate.

I split my time evenly between feeling guilty and worried and turned the fuck on, fantasizing about Rachel’s dirty past.

By the time evening rolls around, I’m thinking she’ll just avoid me altogether, but she comes back home with a large pizza and a bottle of wine.

“Hey,” she greets me with a sheepish grin.

“Hey,” I say back, feeling the tension in the air but also a slight easing. “What’s that you’ve got there?”

“Thought we could use a break from cooking tonight. Hope pizza’s okay?”

“Pizza’s always okay,” I tell her.

We settle in the living room and I open the wine. Rachel’s quiet, and I don’t know if I should bring up what’s hanging over us or if I should just let it be. I feel like I’m walking a tightrope and any wrong move will send me plummeting down. But I can’t stand the silence, the uncertainty.

“Look,” I start, “about earlier…”

“Ryan,” Rachel cuts me off, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to just walk out on you like that. I just…it was a lot, you know?”

“Yeah,” I say, more relieved than I thought I’d be. “I know.”

I watch her pour herself a glass of wine, the pale liquid catching the fading light. Her hand is steady, but I can sense the undercurrent of tension, the way it ripples beneath her calm exterior. We’re on the edge of something, standing at the precipice, and I don’t know what’s at the bottom. I don’t know if we’ll survive the fall or if we’ll be ruined by it.

“It’s just unexpected,” she continues, taking a sip, “I never thought you’d be into something like this.”

“I didn’t either,” I admit, reaching for my own glass. “But I don’t know Rachel, it’s kind of exciting, right?”

She looks at me, her eyes softening, a flicker of that earlier spark reigniting.

“You have no idea…” she says, looking off wistfully. There’s something in her voice, like she wants to say more but can’t bring herself to do it.

“What do you mean by that?” I ask, gently probing.

“Well, you know how I said you’re the first white guy I’ve ever seriously dated?”

I nod.

“That wasn’t exactly true…” she continues. “Well, I mean it’s true but not really…”

She let’s out a heavy sigh.

“Rachel,” I say, “whatever it is, just…say it. Come on. Out with it. It’s me…”

I place my hand on hers.

She finally locks eyes with me.

“I had a boyfriend in college but it was like…we didn’t you know, fuck or anything. I cheated on him…and he…he liked it.”

“I don’t understand,” I say after a long pause.

Rachel takes a deep breath.

“He was my cuck…” she says finally. “Have you ever heard that term? Cuckold?”

I shake my head.

“I don’t think so,” I say.

“Well, he was my boyfriend like I said, but he liked me to cheat on him…with black guys. Black guys with huge dicks. Sometimes he’d watch, other times I’d just go out and do it and come back and tell him all about it.”

I gulp as I feel blood rushing to my cock.

“It was like his kink or whatever…”

“And you?”

“Well, it wasn’t at first…but then…”

“Then, what?”

“Then, I got into it. I’m not going to lie. It was hot,” she says, her voice growing quieter with each word.

I stare at her, my mind reeling. The hangover from earlier still fresh, the revelation of a past so closely mirroring what I felt this morning that it almost seems too wild to be real. She’s looking at me, searching my face for judgment or rejection or maybe even hope. I don’t know what to say. I don’t know how to process any of it.

I shake my head.

“So then…I don’t understand. Wasn’t it hot for you then? Earlier today, you know when we…”

My voice trails off.

Rachel sighs.

“Well, that was the problem. It was hot. Maybe a little too hot…” she says, repeating the words like a half-confession. “It brought back memories and…I guess I just got scared it might be more than just a fantasy for you.”

I watch her face as she talks.

“Ryan, this stuff…it’s hot but…it’s dark. It’s…more powerful than any drug you can imagine…”

My head is spinning.

“Rachel, it’s no big deal. It’s fine, I just thought it was hot. That’s all. We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. Forget I said anything.”

“Are you sure?” Rachel asks, her voice laden with both relief and disappointment. “We can just pretend it never happened?”

I nod. “If that’s what you want.”

“I don’t know…” she says, looking off again. “I just…I don’t want to mess things up. We’re married…very happily married. Bringing something like this in…even as a fantasy…”

I watch her, the hesitation, the longing. She’s torn, and I feel it too. I want to tell her that it’s okay, that I want to go down this road, that I want to see where it leads us. But I don’t know if I can say those things without losing her. Without losing us.

“Seriously, forget it. Forget the whole thing,” I insist. “We never even have to talk about it again.”

And I mean it. But inside, I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was a little disappointed.

“Well, if you’re sure, then fine,” she says finally. “Let’s just forget about it. Just a weird day, right?”

She sounds like she’s trying to convince herself more than me.

“Right,” I say. But in my heart, I know it’s more than just a weird day. I know she feels it too.

I can see in her eyes a look that mirrors my own: she’s relieved and disappointed.

And I can feel my cock throbbing at the same time.

I don’t know exactly what I want, I only know that I’ve never wanted her more than I do now, knowing that she’s such a filthy slut.

Knowing that the girl I thought I married is actually some kind of nymphomaniac slut.

Knowing that she used to spread her legs and that pretty little mouth for any black guy with a huge cock. And at her boyfriends behest.

He watched her.

That thought sends a strong jolt of electricity through my entire being.

But I’m also scared.

Scared of what might happen if I decide to go down this road.

Scared of ruining our marriage.

Scared of it being too much for her. Or for me.

So, for the time being I do my best to resolve to drop the whole thing.

But soon, it’s almost impossible to do that.

Because our new neighbor isn’t going anywhere.

He’s just getting settled in.

And the summer heat is only getting hotter.


Chapter 5

The days seem to drag on, each one a repeat of the last. I feel like we’re speaking in code, afraid to say what’s really on our minds. Every time I think I’ve caught a glimpse of the old Rachel, the one with that lustful spark in her eyes, she pulls back like the realization of what it all means is too much for her.

We’re tiptoeing around each other, pretending like we’re moving on, but I can sense the tension simmering beneath the surface. It’s a game of chicken, neither of us willing to be the first to flinch, the first to admit that we want more. More risk, more danger, more depravity.

It’s a Friday afternoon, and I’m working from home when I hear it again. The low rumble of a lawnmower from next door.

I catch Rachel peeking through the blinds in the bedroom, thinking I don’t see her.

“What’re you looking at?” I say, trying to keep my voice casual as I pass by the door. I’m half-expecting her to turn away, to pretend she wasn’t looking, but she surprises me.

She doesn’t even flinch, just stands there, back to me, staring out the window. I watch for a moment before walking over to her.

Her hand is resting on her chest, eyes in a trance.

“Oh nothing, I —” she can’t finish the thought. She just stares at him, almost like I’m not even there.

“Rachel —” I say, trying to keep my tone light, but there’s an edge there I can’t quite blunt.

She cuts me off without turning around.

“He’s mowing again.”

“I gathered,” I say, stepping up behind her.

I don’t touch her. Just stand close enough to feel the heat coming off her skin. Close enough to smell the lavender from her shampoo and the faint trace of morning sweat. Her shoulder twitches slightly, like she notices it too.

We both stare through the slats of the blinds at the same thing: Trey. Shirtless. Mowing in clean, even rows across his lawn like some human metronome, all rippling muscle and effortless power. The same as the other day. Only now?

It feels different.

More dangerous.

More intimate.

Rachel’s breath fogs the glass. Her arms are folded loosely under her chest, but I can see the faint rise and fall of her breathing. Can feel the tension rippling under her skin. Her fingers twitch.

She shifts her weight. And I swear—swear—I see her thighs press together for just a second. A subtle clench. Almost nothing.

Almost.

“I mean, seriously,” I say, desperate to break the silence, “does this guy mow every single day?”

Rachel shrugs. “Maybe he just likes keeping things…tight.”

The word hangs in the air.

She finally turns to look at me, and there’s something new in her face. Not guilt. Not innocence either. Something… unspoken.

Something she knows I saw.

Something we both felt.

I clear my throat. “Coffee?”

She blinks once, twice. Then nods. “Yeah. Sure.”

We move to the kitchen. But we don’t talk. She pours the coffee. I butter a piece of toast I don’t even want. We stand in the kitchen, not looking at each other, both pretending we didn’t just share a moment in front of that window.

But we did.

And it’s not going away.

Later that evening, when Rachel’s in the shower, I find myself drifting toward the bedroom window again. I’m not proud of it. I don’t know what I expect to see. Maybe just his porch light. Maybe nothing. Maybe Rachel’s face reflected in the glass again, eyes wide and hungry.

She never talks about it again.

But I know she’s thinking about it.

Because so am I.

And for the first time since all this started, I start to wonder if something inside us already shifted. If some part of me—the part that saw the look in her eyes, the part that got hard watching it—has been quietly rewired.

I don’t know what that means yet.

But I do know this:

I want more.

And I think deep down, she does too.

I just need to unlock it.


Chapter 6

It’s Friday morning when our doorbell rings and my heart leaps into my throat. Who the hell rings the doorbell these days?

I see on our smart camera it’s out neighbor, Ted.

Phew.

I answer it.

“Howdy, Ryan!”

“Hi there, Ted. How’s it going?”

“Terrific, just terrific. Wanted to remind you about the neighborhood picnic and volleyball tonight at our house…we uh, we didn’t get an RSVP from ya, so just wanted to see if you and the missus we’re planning to stop by and whatcha might be bringing for the potluck.”

Fuck.

The monthly volleyball and potluck.

“I’m sorry, Ted. Totally forgot. Just been a little…uh distracted over here. Yeah, of course we’ll be there. Wouldn’t miss it.”

He smiles.

“Great to hear it, Ryan. We’ll see ya around six!” He gives a wave and ambles off the porch and over toward the new neighbors house.

Gulp.

The new neighbors house.

Will he be there…?

For the rest of the day, my mind races with all the possibilities.


Chapter 7

We arrive at Ted and Mary’s house at 6 o’clock sharp with Rachel’s “famous” pasta salad in a cut glass bowl, chilled just right, and ready to serve. Ted and Mary’s spread is legendary—rows of burgers, hot dogs, ribs, and a half-dozen salads. The entire neighborhood is here…or so it seems at first glance.

The volleyball net is set up, the boundaries are lined with white chalk in the grass and the weather is just right.

Ted’s backyard is a study in controlled chaos. Kids shriek and chase each other around the swing set, the old-timers cluster near the grill with sweating cans of beer, and the women gather around the potluck tables, which groan under the weight of casseroles, pies, and crock pots. The air is thick with the scent of barbecue, citronella, and freshly mown grass.

Rachel squeezes my hand as we weave through the crowd, but I can tell her mind is somewhere else. Because so is mine. We’ve both got that skittish energy coursing through us. Our eyes dart from group to group, scanning the crowd with a subtle urgency. She hangs close to me, her body radiating nervous heat.

We deposit the pasta salad on the table and make the obligatory rounds. Ted’s wife Mary smothers us both in hugs and insists we try her “award-winning” deviled eggs, which taste exactly like the ones she made last month. And every month before that. I high-five a couple of the guys from my weekend basketball group, pretending like everything is normal, like my wife isn’t stalking the party perimeter with the glassy-eyed focus of a heat-seeking missile.

But after a few minutes, we relax. We settle in. Our new neighbor is nowhere to be found. He’s not there. I feel a mix of relief and disappointment. But before I have time to contemplate what it might mean, I feel Ted’s big, sweaty palm grab the back of the net.

“Ready for the big game, Ry? We’re captains this week! You vs. me. You’re going down!”

I sheepishly pull his hand off my neck, trying not to appear too rude in the process.

“Yeah, sure am Ted,” I say.

We pick teams and start the first game. As usual, Ted and I are the most competitive people on the court, and the first few plays are all elbows, spikes, and shit-talking. I’m not really paying attention to the sidelines until I hear a sudden burst of laughter from the back deck.

I glance over—and that’s when I see him.

Trey. The new neighbor.

He’s standing at the edge of the deck, a solo cup in one hand, his other hand resting casually on the railing. He’s wearing a tight black t-shirt and a pair of athletic shorts that hug his thighs, his body loose and relaxed. He’s talking to a couple of the other neighborhood wives, flashing them that perfect smile, but his eyes keep drifting to the volleyball game.

I instantly feel Rachel stiffen next to me on the court. I turn to her, and she’s got this look—half terror, half absolute rapture. Her eyes are locked on him, her lips parted, her breath coming shallow and fast. I know before she even says a word that the game is lost to her; Trey is the only thing she cares about now.

Ted notices too, and he grins at me. "Focus, Ry! Eyes on the ball, not the audience."

But I can’t help but notice the way Rachel keeps glancing over to the deck, like she’s looking at a bomb about to go off. When Trey finally walks down the steps and ambles toward the game, she doesn’t even try to play it cool. Her head turns. Her eyes go wide. The heat radiating off her is enough to melt the fucking net.

He comes to watch for a minute, hands in pockets, that easy, predatory smile never leaving his lips. A few of the women call out greetings. He waves, scanning the court, and his gaze lands right on Rachel. I watch her square her shoulders, then suck in her stomach like she’s on a magazine cover shoot. She bites her lip and locks her eyes back to the game, but it’s too late. Everyone saw it. I saw it.

Ted spikes the ball and starts crowing. I barely register the point. Rachel is right up on the net, and there’s this electricity in the air, the kind that makes your skin crawl in a good way. I can’t think straight. I serve, Rachel sets it—badly—and it goes wide.

“Sorry,” she says, but she’s not even looking at me. She’s looking past me.

Suddenly Trey strides onto the court, like he owns it, and says “Mind if I join in?” He says it with this easy, disarming laugh, like he already knows the answer. Ted, never missing an excuse to show off, puffs up.

“Hell yeah, get in here! We could use some fresh talent.” In that moment, the entire energy of the court shifts. Trey jogs over, his black t-shirt painted onto his frame, and looks at me with a quick, acknowledging nod—like he’s already sizing me up, seeing right through me.

Then he turns to Rachel, and the smile he gives her is different: slower, deliberate. He holds eye contact for a second longer than any normal person would, until she looks away, biting her lip.

“Rachel, meet our new neighbor, Trey,” Ted calls out. Rachel laughs nervously, brushing her hair behind her ear.

“Hi, Trey. Welcome to the team.” He grins at her. “Looks like we’re gonna win this one.” My wife giggles, actually giggles, and I feel something low and sour twist in my gut. But it’s not jealousy, not exactly. It’s something meaner and more desperate. I want to see how far she’ll go. The game starts up and the first time the ball comes over the net, Rachel’s outstretched arms brush against Trey’s, and I swear I can see the shiver pass through her.

She misses her block but he’s right there behind her, steadying her with a firm hand on the small of her back. She turns, startled, and then gives him this look—half apology, half challenge.

“Nice hustle,” he says, voice low, and for a second her pupils blow so wide I think her eyes might swallow the rest of her face.

The rest of the game is a blur. Every time Rachel touches the ball, Trey is there: laughing, bantering, brushing against her in ways that are almost accidental but absolutely not.

When his arm comes down beside her to spike, she flinches, but instead of moving away, she leans in, pressing herself close to his side.

She’s never played better—or looked more alive. I watch it all happen, helpless and weirdly aroused, every cell in my body vibrating.

The guys on my team start making jokes about “chemistry” and “dream teams.” At some point Trey’s shirt comes off, and Rachel’s hands actually tremble on the next serve.

I can’t even pretend to play defense anymore; I’m too busy watching my wife like a movie in slow motion. The game ends and the night dissolves into a hazy, boozy blur.

. . .

I can barely get the front door shut before Rachel has her shirt off, letting it drop to the hallway tile with a heavy wet slap, the collar ringed with sweat and the scent of barbecue smoke and her own heat. She doesn’t say a word. Just looks at me, wild and unblinking, and then grabs a fistful of my shirt and hauls me up the stairs. The fabric chokes at my collarbone, buttons popping as she yanks me through the bedroom door. We collide with the bed, her knees buckling, and she pulls me on top of her so hard my teeth clack together.

She’s not gentle. Not in the way she tears at my shorts, my underwear. Not in the way she shoves her sweat-dampened hair out of her face and then rakes her nails down my back, a silent warning: don’t you dare hold back. Her eyes are dark and glassy, pupils wide as coin slots, and her breathing comes in shallow, needy gasps. She pins me with a look and I know, instantly, that every second of the past two hours she’s been soaking in her own slick, thinking about Trey. About his hands, the way he stood behind her, the way his voice slipped under her skin and made her bite her lip.

She writhes under me, grinding her hips into my cock so hard it feels like she’s trying to bruise me. Her skin is hot, slick with sweat, her breath pouring into my ear as if she wants to drown me in it. She claws my back again and then pulls my face down into the hollow of her neck.

“You liked watching me, didn’t you?” she whispers, her voice raw and animal, nothing like the Rachel I thought I married. “You liked it. You liked watching me with him. I saw you.”

Her words drive straight to my balls. I can barely breathe.

“Yeah,” I gasp, “fuck, yeah.”

She laughs, a wicked sound, and bites my ear so hard I nearly come right then. “You wanna see me fuck him? Huh? You wanna see me get split open by that goddamn monster cock?” Her hand snakes down, wrapping around my shaft, squeezing me like she means to milk every drop out.

I try to answer but she’s got me by the balls, literally, and I can’t get the air. She rolls me onto my back, straddling me, her pussy slick and dripping down the insides of her thighs. She lines me up, then sinks down onto my cock in a single, wet, furious stroke that leaves her shuddering, hands braced on my chest, her head thrown back as she howls.

“Fuck,” she whispers into the dark night. “I wish you were…”

But she stops and opens her eyes looking down at me with a wry smile.

“What?” I ask.

She bites her bottom lip.

“I want to say such filthy things to you right now but…”

“But what?” I ask breathlessly.

“I don’t know if you could handle what’s on my mind right now…”

“Tell me,” I beg.

She leans down, her tits grazing my chest, and grins at me with a wildness I’ve never seen. “You want to hear it? You want to hear me say it, Ry?” Her voice is a drunken slur, thick with lust and salt and something feral. “You want to hear how bad I wanted that black cock all night?”

I can only nod, mouth dry, pulse pounding in my skull. Her sweaty hair falls over her eyes, but she pushes it aside and grinds her hips on my cock, every thrust wet and scorching.

“I couldn’t even watch the ball, Ryan. I was watching him.” She spits the words out, like she’s punishing me for making her say them but can’t help herself. “That’s all I was thinking about. Him grabbing me like he owned me, like I was just some little white fucktoy for him to use.”

I nearly come right there, the image so raw it short-circuits my brain. She sees it, feels me twitch inside her, and digs her nails into my shoulders.

“Yeah? You like that?” she sneers. “You like knowing your wife’s a little black cock whore?” She says it with relish, like she’s rolling the forbidden phrase around her tongue before spitting it out.

She keeps riding me, her movements wild and unselfconscious, so lost in her own fantasy she doesn’t even see the way my eyes are rolling back in my skull. Maybe she does. Maybe that’s the whole fucking point.

“God, Ry, you should have seen his hands,” she moans, voice thick and sticky with booze and arousal, “they’re so huge. Like, he could have just picked me up and bent me over that volleyball net and fucked me in front of everyone. I would have let him, too. You know I would have. I would have begged for it.”

She punctuates her words by slamming herself all the way down on my dick, grinding so hard I can feel her clit grinding against the base. She shudders, clamping around me. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Watching me get taken by some big black bull right in front of the whole neighborhood? I’d be on my knees, Ry, I’d open my fucking mouth for him and let him use me. Just like I used to in college. Fuck, I loved fucking for an audience…there’s nothing hotter.”

Her words are gasoline. I grab her hips and thrust up, matching her rhythm, making her bounce on my cock until she’s gasping and clawing at my chest.

“What do you mean?” I growl.

She smiles, a dark, knowing curve. "You want to know how filthy I used to be?" Her hips move in slow, deliberate circles, wringing every twitch from my cock. "You really want to know what a fucking slut your wife was before you locked me down?" She leans in, her breath hot in my ear. "You sure you can handle it?"

"Try me," I manage, my voice hoarse.

Rachel's eyes go out of focus, chasing memory. Her hand finds mine and presses it against her throat, holding me there with just enough force to make her pulse thrum under my fingers. "It wasn't just college, Ry. It was Greek Week. Sororities, frats, all the parties. You know the kind of shit that goes down, right?"

I nod, but she laughs at the feeble gesture. "No, you don't. You don't know a goddamn thing." She bites her lip, hard enough to leave a mark. Her rhythm slows, teasing me. "We used to go to the parties at the Omega house. The black frat. They called us snow bunnies, white pussy for the taking whenever they wanted it. And oh, did they want it." She leans back, arching her spine, letting my cock slip almost out.

I can feel her pussy clench down on me, greedy and insistent, as she lets the memories unfurl. Her eyes are heavy-lidded, pupils wide and dark as bruises, and every roll of her hips is slower, more deliberate, as if she’s savoring the taste of her own confession.

“You want to know how it started?” she says, voice thick with lust and a little bit of shame. “Freshman year, everyone was talking about it. The Omegas—they only let white girls into their parties if you were, like, ready to put out. And not just normal put out. Like, you had to be a total fucking whore.” She laughs, a hot puff of air across my face. “That’s what they wanted. Snow bunnies. Little white sluts.”

My cock throbs so hard inside her that I almost lose it then and there, but I grit my teeth and hold on. She knows she’s got me hooked now—she leans forward, hands pinning my shoulders, and keeps talking, a little faster, a little filthier with every sentence.

“Oh Ry, fuck…there’s so many stories I don’t even know where to begin…”

“Tell me about your first time?”

“My first BBC experience?” she bites her lips and looks to the ceiling, searching her memory…

(Rachel)

I close my eyes and I’m back there—Omega’s basement, the air vibrating with bass, lights strobing in seizure-flashes of violet and pink. My heart is a rabbit, thumping out warning signals in my chest, my skin alive with nerves and expectation. The night is sticky with August, the party already a humid jungle by the time I arrive with my best friend Paige and two other sisters, all of us in matching white tube tops that glowed blue under the blacklights and barely covered anything. We’d been drinking cheap vodka out of water bottles since sundown, giddy and scared, and the closer we got to the Omega house the more my thighs prickled with sweat and something like terror.

The first thing that hits me is the sound—music louder than pain, the kind of trap that shakes the marrow in my bones and gets my pussy throbbing in a way that I can’t control.

The second thing is the wall of men. Black, beautiful, towering. They line the stairs, the halls, the kitchen. They all turn to watch us as we enter, their eyes hungry and unashamed, teeth shining when they smile. I know exactly what they're thinking, and my whole body goes electric.

We’re fresh meat, all four of us. Paige, freckled and always a step ahead of the rumor mill; Kenzie, legs a thousand miles long.

It’s not a party so much as a hunt. The girls are all corralled together in the living room, clumped near the bar, giggling way too loud, eyes darting around like prey in a new habitat. The guys, they don’t bother hiding what they want. Every time one walks by, he looks us over, head to toe, not even pretending. It’s a different physics than the Sigma parties, where the boys hover around, trying to impress you with beer pong or bad guitar. Here, the Omegas are content to let us come to them, watching with a palpable hunger that makes my scalp tingle.

Paige is the first to get picked off. A guy named Marcus, footballer’s build, smile like a shark. He just walks up and puts his hand on the small of her back, says something in her ear, and she’s gone. Kenzie follows in the next ten minutes, whisked up the stairs by a guy she’s never met. I catch a glimpse of her giggling, lips already red and swollen, her little white skirt bunched up in his fist as he practically carries her upstairs, his hands already everywhere.

I'm buzzing with a cocktail of fear and adrenaline, watching it all happen, feeling my skin tighten with each passing minute. I can't stop staring at the way these men move—confident, predatory, like they know exactly what they want and exactly how to get it. One catches me looking and holds my gaze, his eyes dark and amused, until I have to look away, my face burning, my pulse hammering in my throat.

That's when DeAndre finds me.

He's taller than anyone has a right to be, shoulders that fill doorways, skin so dark it gleams like oil under the party lights. He doesn't say anything at first, just appears at my side with two drinks, sliding one into my hand like it belongs there. His fingers brush mine, and I feel it like a current straight to my core.

"You lost, little girl?" His voice is deep, amused, a vibration I can feel in my chest.

I shake my head, trying to look braver than I feel. "No. I'm right where I want to be."

His laugh is low, private, just for me.

His smile changes then, turns predatory and knowing. I feel exposed, like he can see through my clothes, through my skin, right into the wet heat pooling between my thighs.

"Come with me," he says, and it's not a question. His hand wraps around my wrist, fingers meeting easily, a gentle but insistent pressure. I follow him through the crowd, bodies parting like water, his broad back my only focus as he leads me up the stairs.

The music fades to a dull throb. Second floor. Third door on the left. His room smells like expensive cologne and clean laundry. He locks the door behind us.

"You ever been with a black man before?" he asks, and I shake my head, unable to find my voice. He smiles. "Didn't think so. You got that look."

"What look?" I finally manage, my voice barely a whisper.

"Hungry. Curious. A little scared." He steps closer, and I can feel the heat radiating off him. "Don't worry. I'll be gentle. At first."

My heart is pounding so hard I'm sure he can hear it. I've been with guys before—high school boyfriends, frat parties at other houses—but nothing prepares me for what happens next.

He doesn't rush. That's what kills me. DeAndre takes his time, circling me like I'm prey, his eyes never leaving mine as he peels off his shirt. His chest is sculpted perfection, each muscle defined under smooth dark skin. My mouth goes dry.

"Take off your top," he commands, voice low and steady.

I hesitate, just for a second, and his eyebrow arches. "You can leave if you want. Door's right there." But we both know I'm not going anywhere.

My fingers tremble as I pull the white tube top over my head. The cool air hits my bare breasts, and I fight the urge to cover myself. His eyes darken as he takes me in, a small smile playing at his lips.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, stepping closer. "Now the rest."

I'm shaking as I shimmy out of my skirt, my panties. Standing completely naked before him while he's still half-dressed makes me feel utterly vulnerable. Completely at his mercy. I love it.

I've never felt so small, so exposed, so utterly consumed by another person's gaze. DeAndre's eyes rake over me like physical touch, making my skin prickle with goosebumps despite the heat. I watch, mesmerized, as he unbuckles his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft hiss that makes my thighs clench involuntarily.

"Come here," he says, and my feet move before my brain can catch up.

His hands are massive against my skin, callused palms cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples. I gasp at the contrast—his darkness against my paleness, his strength against my softness.

"On your knees," he commands, and I sink down, my body obeying without hesitation.

The carpet is rough against my bare knees as I look up at him, waiting. He unzips his jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers, and I swear my heart stops. His huge, black cock springs free—thick, veined, impossibly large—and I can't help the small whimper that escapes my lips.

"That's right," he says, voice a growl against my ear. "Open that pretty little mouth for me."

My lips part obediently, and he guides his massive cock to my mouth. The head is smooth, hot, pulsing with his heartbeat as it slides against my tongue. I can barely fit my lips around him, jaw already aching with the stretch.

"That's it," he murmurs, one hand tangling in my hair, the other tracing my jawline with surprising gentleness. "Take it deeper."

I try. God, I try. Tears spring to my eyes as I struggle to accommodate his size, the taste of him—salt, musk, man—flooding my senses. His grip on my hair tightens, guiding me forward until I'm gagging, drool sliding down my chin. The humiliation of it, the raw animal degradation, sends a shock of pleasure straight to my core.

"Look at me," he commands.

I raise my eyes, meeting his gaze as he fills my mouth. The look on his face—pure dominance, pure possession—makes me moan around him.

"Good girl," he says, and something inside me breaks open at the praise. "Now stand up.”

He pulls me to my feet, his hands effortlessly lifting me as though I weigh nothing. The room spins as he tosses me onto the bed, my back hitting the mattress with a soft thud. My legs fall open instinctively, and he stands there for a moment, just drinking me in, his cock jutting out impossibly large and intimidating.

"Please," I whisper, not even sure what I'm begging for.

He laughs, low and knowing. "Oh, you'll be saying that a lot tonight, snow bunny."

When he crawls over me, his body blocks out everything else—the ceiling, the light, the world outside this room. His weight settles between my thighs, and I feel the hot, blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance. I'm soaking wet, have been since the moment he took my hand downstairs, but I still gasp at the stretch as he begins to push inside.

"Fuck," he growls, his voice strained. "So fucking tight."

The pain is immediate—sharp, burning—but mixed with a pleasure so intense I can barely breathe. He's too big, stretching me beyond what I thought possible, and before I know it…

Back to present day - Ryan’s POV

I can’t take it anymore. The story is just getting good, but it’s just to hot for me to handle. The thought of Rachel, so uninhibited, so raw, so primal, so slutty…

"Fuck," I gasp, chest heaving, still buried deep inside her. "Rachel..."

She's still on top of me, eyes unfocused, cheeks flushed with a deep crimson that spreads down her neck and across her chest. I can tell she isn't quite finished with her fantasy. Her hips continue to grind slowly against me, chasing her own release.

And finally she catches it as the last of me seeps out inside her grinding cunt. Her eyes are still somewhere else, half shut, half focused, thinking about her first BBC experience.

I should feel jealous. I should feel angry. But I don’t. I’m not sure how I feel and I don’t have time to process it. Rachel suddenly dismounts and heads straight for the bathroom without a word or even looking at me.

I lie there, spent and sticky, staring at the ceiling as my breathing slowly returns to normal.

After a few minutes, I push myself up from the bed. My legs feel wobbly, still weak from what just happened. I pad across the carpet and stand outside the bathroom door. There's no sound from within—no water running, no movement. Just silence.

"Rachel?" I call softly, tapping my knuckles against the wood. "You okay?"

A beat passes. Two.

"I'm fine," she answers, her voice small and distant. "Just... need a minute."

I poke my head in and watch her as she stares at her reflection.

I’m not sure if she sees me or not but I study her eyes.

In the mirror's reflection, I can see her face change—a flicker of something dark passes over her eyes, then fades. Her fingers grip the edge of the sink, knuckles white. She doesn't look ashamed exactly. More... surprised. Like she's just discovered something about herself she'd forgotten was there.

"I'll be out in a minute," she says without turning around, her voice steadier now.

I nod and retreat, closing the door behind me. Back in our bedroom, I collapse onto the rumpled sheets. The smell of sex and sweat hangs heavy in the air. I stare at the ceiling fan making lazy circles above me, trying to process everything that just happened.

The volleyball game plays on repeat in my mind—Rachel's eyes following Trey's every move, the way she leaned into his touch, how her whole body seemed to vibrate when he was near. And then her story... Christ, her story. The raw confession of her college days, spilled between us like something precious and dangerous.

I close my eyes and let the images wash over me. Rachel on her knees in some frat house. Rachel's lips stretched around a thick, black cock. Rachel's pale skin against dark hands…

I drift off to sleep before Rachel even returns and I don’t wake up again until the next morning when a the dull, distant thrum of a lawn mower engine stirs me from a deep sleep. My cock is rock hard and ready to go again, ready to push Rachel further. To finish her story from the night before.

But I roll over, and the bed is empty and cold to the touch.


Chapter 8

I squint into the early morning light, groggy and disoriented. The clock reads 8:37 AM, and Rachel’s side of the bed is empty, the sheets cold. I sit up, rubbing sleep from my eyes, trying to piece together the night before. The volleyball game. Trey. Rachel’s confession. My cock stirs at the memory.

The lawn mower hums outside, pulling me from bed to the window. I push aside the curtain, expecting to see our neighbor Ted on his usual weekend routine. Instead, I freeze at what I see.

It’s Trey, shirtless again, pushing his mower in neat lines across his lawn. But that’s not what stops my heart. It’s Rachel. My Rachel, standing at the edge of our property in tiny running shorts and a sports bra, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, holding two glasses of what looks like lemonade.

“What the fuck?” I whisper to myself.

I watch as she waves to get his attention. Trey looks up, grins, and kills the engine. He wipes sweat from his brow with his forearm as he walks toward her. Even from here, I can see the way his muscles ripple with each step, how his shorts hang low on his hips.

Rachel hands him a glass, and he takes it, their fingers brushing. She doesn’t pull away. Instead, she laughs at something he says, her head tilting back.

I almost convince myself I’m still asleep. That I’m dreaming. But when I stub my toe on my way over to the window a wave of pain jolts my body and relieves me of that silly notion. This is cold, hard reality.

I stand frozen at the window, my morning wood still throbbing against my boxers as I watch the scene unfold. Rachel leans in closer to Trey, touching his arm as she says something I can’t hear. Her fingers linger on his dark skin, tracing a small circle before pulling away.

“Holy shit,” I whisper to myself.

I can’t take my eyes off them. Rachel is practically glowing, animated in a way I haven’t seen in years. She’s twirling a strand of hair around her finger like a fucking teenager, her body language screaming availability. The sports bra she’s wearing is the tiny one that barely contains her tits when she runs, and those shorts—Christ, those shorts are practically painted on.

Trey takes a long drink of the lemonade, his throat working as he swallows. When he finishes, he says something that makes Rachel throw her head back and laugh, her hand coming to rest on his sweaty chest for just a second too long.

My cock twitches hard against my boxers. I should be upset. I should be storming out there. But instead, I’m standing here with a raging hard-on, watching my wife flirt shamelessly with our neighbor.

I press my palm against the glass, feeling the cool surface against my skin, my heart thundering in my chest. I’m not sure what’s more surprising - the fact that Rachel is out there actively flirting with Trey, or the fact that I’m standing here watching it happen with a throbbing erection instead of marching outside to stop it.

My mind races back to last night’s confession, the raw honesty in her voice as she told me about her college days. The way her body responded to the memory. The way my body responded to her response.

Trey leans in closer to Rachel, saying something that makes her giggle again. His hand comes to rest on her bare shoulder, casual but possessive. She doesn’t pull away. If anything, she leans into his touch.

“Fuck,” I mutter, my hand unconsciously dropping to my cock. I squeeze myself through my boxers, unable to tear my eyes from the scene.

Rachel takes Trey’s empty glass, her fingers deliberately brushing against his. She says something else, gesturing toward our house. My stomach drops. Is she inviting him over? Now? While I’m standing here like some perverted voyeur?

I back away from the window, suddenly panicked. What am I supposed to do? Hide? Confront them? Pretend I just woke up? My mind spins with possibilities as I hear the front door open downstairs.

“Ryan?” Rachel’s voice calls up. “You awake yet?”

I clear my throat.

“Uhh, yeah - yeah be down in a second.”

I quickly tuck my boner away, splash some water on my face and rush downstairs. I’m relieved when I turn the corner and it’s just Rachel in the kitchen. Or am I disappointed.

I reach the bottom of the stairs and see Rachel filling a glass with orange juice at the counter, her skin flushed and dewy from being outside.

“Hey,” I say, trying to sound casual while my heart hammers against my ribs. “You’re up early.”

She turns to face me, and there’s something different about her—a vitality, an energy that wasn’t there before. Her eyes are bright, her movements fluid and confident.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she says, taking a sip from her glass. “Thought I’d get a run in before it gets too hot.”

I nod, watching her carefully. “I saw you talking to Trey outside.”

The words hang between us. I wait for her to look guilty, to make excuses, but she doesn’t. Instead, her lips curve into a small smile.

“Yeah, he was mowing. I thought he might be thirsty.” She shrugs, like it’s nothing. Like she didn’t just spend fifteen minutes flirting with our neighbor while I watched from the window with a raging hard-on.

She shrugs and bites her lip.

“I was hoping you might be watching,” she says, trying to look cute and innocent but accomplishing the exact opposite in the process.

“Rachel…” I whisper hoarsely.

She steps closer to me, her eyes never leaving mine. The scent of her sweat mixed with something else—something primal—fills my nostrils.

“What?” she asks, her voice innocent but her eyes anything but. “I was just being neighborly.”

I can’t help the groan that escapes my lips. “That’s not what it looked like from up there.”

“Oh?” She arches an eyebrow. “And what did it look like, Ryan?”

My mouth goes dry. “It looked like you were flirting with him.”

She takes another step toward me, closing the distance between us. “And if I was?” Her hand reaches out, fingers trailing down my chest, stopping at the waistband of my boxers where my erection is straining against the fabric. “Seems like you didn’t mind too much.”

I grab her wrist, not to stop her but to steady myself. “What are you doing, Rachel?”

“I’m not doing anything,” she says, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Yet.”

Her fingers slip beneath my waistband, wrapping around my shaft. I hiss through my teeth at her touch.

“Last night,” she continues, stroking me slowly, “when I told you about college...I saw something in your eyes, Ryan. Something you’ve been hiding from me. From yourself.”

I can barely think straight with her hand working me like this, her grip tight and confident as she strokes me. Her eyes are locked on mine, challenging me, daring me to stop her. But I don’t want to stop her. I want more.

“What exactly did you see?” I manage to ask, my voice strained.

Rachel leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “Your inner cuck…” she whispers.

Her words hit me like a physical blow, hot and electric. The breath catches in my throat as I process what she’s just said.

“My what?” I whisper, but my body betrays me. My cock pulses in her hand, hard as granite.

Rachel’s eyes gleam with newfound power. “You heard me.” Her grip tightens, thumb circling the sensitive head. “Your inner cuck. The part of you that gets hard thinking about your wife with another man.”

I want to deny it, but I can’t. Not with her hand wrapped around the evidence, not after last night, not after watching her from the window just minutes ago.

“Fuck,” I groan, my hips jerking involuntarily into her touch.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” she says, staring deeply into my eyes.

“Rachel, I thought you said this was dangerous…that it was dark,” I stammer but it’s no use.

She smiles wickedly.

“I did…but, that’s what makes it so…hot.”

“But last night, you were scared,” I manage to say, but my words are weak against the feeling of her hand working me to full hardness.

“I was,” Rachel admits, her eyes never leaving mine. “But then I woke up this morning and saw him out there again. All that glistening dark skin in the sunlight... and I started thinking about everything we talked about. About how wet I got telling you those stories.” Her grip tightens. “About how hard you got hearing them.”

My breath catches. “So, what, you just decided to go out there and—“

“Test the waters?” She finishes my sentence with a smile that’s equal parts innocent and predatory. “Maybe. I wanted to see how it felt. Being close to him again. And I wanted to see if you’d be watching.”

I swallow hard, unable to form words as she continues to stroke me. Her admission sends fire through my veins—the calculated nature of it, the way she’s playing both of us.

“And?” I finally ask.

“And it felt good,” she whispers, leaning in so close I can feel her hot breath on my neck. “Standing there with him looking at me like he wanted to devour me whole. Knowing you were up here, probably watching us.” Her hand moves faster now. “Were you touching yourself while you watched, Ryan? Were you stroking this hard cock while your wife flirted with another man? With a black man?”

“Fuck, Rachel,” I groaned.

“Is that what you want, Ryan? To watch him fuck me? To see what I was like in college?” Her voice is honey and sin, dripping into my ear as her hand works me closer and closer to the edge. “To see me on my knees for a big black cock again?”

I’m panting now, barely able to stay upright as she pushes me against the counter. The kitchen is filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the slick movement of her hand on my cock. The tension between us is almost unbearable, thick enough to cut with a knife.

“Tell me,” she demands, her voice commanding in a way I’ve never heard before. “Tell me what you want.”

“Yes,” I finally admit, the word ripping from my throat like a confession. “Yes, I want to see it.”

Rachel’s smile is triumphant, almost feral. She drops to her knees in front of me, yanking my boxers down in one swift motion. My cock springs free, harder than I can ever remember it being. She looks up at me, her eyes dark with lust, and takes me into her mouth without breaking eye contact.

The wet heat of her mouth engulfs me, and I nearly collapse. My hands find her hair, tangling in the messy ponytail as she works me with practiced skill. But even as she sucks me, I know she’s thinking about him. About Trey. About his cock, so different from mine.

And God help me, so am I.

“Did you invite him over?” I manage to ask between gasps.

She pulls back, my cock slipping from her lips with an obscene pop. “Not yet,” she says, stroking me slowly. “But I could.”

The thought sends a jolt of electricity straight to my balls. “When?” I ask, my voice embarrassingly eager.

Rachel’s eyes gleam with mischief.

“Whenever you want,” she says, “just say the word.”

Then she opens her mouth, unhinges her jaw really, and swallows me whole.


Chapter 9

We are now in uncharted waters. The only question left to answer is this: will we turn around for the safety and certainty of home while we can still see the shoreline or is it full sail ahead, damn the torpedos?

I contemplate this thought over and over again as I stand in the kitchen doorway, watching Rachel as she wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. My legs are still trembling, my mind a tornado of conflicting emotions. She looks up at me, her eyes shining with something new – power, maybe, or the thrill of discovery. Whatever it is, it scares me as much as it turns me on.

“So?” she asks, rising to her feet with a fluidity that reminds me of a predator. “What’s it going to be, Ryan?”

I swallow hard. My throat feels like sandpaper. “I don’t know.”

But that’s a lie. I do know. I’ve known since I first saw her watching Trey through our kitchen window, since I felt that first unexpected surge of arousal. I just don’t want to admit it out loud.

Rachel steps closer, her body still flushed from her run, from kneeling before me, from the thoughts I know are running through her head. She smells of sweat and sex and something primal that makes my spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

“Yes, you do,” she whispers, running her finger down my chest. “You’re just afraid to say it.”

“And you’re not afraid?” I counter, catching her wrist. “Yesterday you were worried this would ruin us.”

She bites her lip, and for a moment I see a flash of vulnerability beneath her newfound confidence. “I’m terrified,” she admits. “But I’m also more excited than I’ve been in years.” Her eyes meet mine, dark and serious. “Aren’t you?”

I can’t deny it. The thought of what we’re contemplating—of Rachel with Trey, of me watching them—has awakened something in me I never knew existed. It’s like discovering a hidden room in a house I thought I knew every inch of.

“Yeah,” I finally admit. “I am.”

Rachel’s smile is slow and satisfied. She leans in and kisses me, soft and tender, a stark contrast to the filthy thoughts we’re both entertaining.

“So what now?” I ask when she pulls away.

She shrugs, a casual gesture that belies the weight of what we’re discussing. “Now we decide if this is just fantasy or if we want to make it real.”

The question hangs between us, heavy with possibility. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart.

“And if we make it real? What then?”

Rachel’s eyes glint with mischief. “I’ll handle that part. I have plenty of experience, everyone use to say I was built for…”

Her voice trails off like she doesn’t dare want to finish the thought.

“Everyone used to say you were built for what?” I prod.

“For…BBC.”

My stomach flips at the thought.

“For... BBC,” she says again, and the words hang in the air between us like a confession, a promise, a threat.

“Jesus,” I whisper, feeling my spent cock twitch again. My mind is flooded with images of Rachel in college, on her knees, surrounded by black men, their hands in her hair, on her skin, their cocks stretching her in ways I never could.

“I used to hear them talk about me,” she continues, her voice taking on that dreamy quality again, like she’s slipping back into memories. “They’d say I was made for it. Perfect little white girl with a body built to take black cock.”

I’m speechless, watching her eyes glaze over with remembrance. It’s like she’s transported back there, to a time before me, before us.

“How many?” I manage to ask, my voice cracking. “How many did you...?”

Rachel’s lips curve into a secretive smile. “You really want to know?”

I nod, not trusting my voice.

“I lost count,” she admits, and I feel my knees go weak. “Sometimes it was just one. Sometimes two or three. Once, during Greek Week my sophomore year...” she trails off, watching my face carefully.

“Tell me,” I beg.

“Seven,” she whispers. “Seven guys. One after another. Sometimes two at once.”

My cock is fully hard again, straining against my boxers. The mental image is too much—Rachel, my wife, being taken by seven black men. My mouth goes dry just thinking about it.

“Seven,” I repeat, the word barely audible.

Rachel nods, her eyes never leaving mine. “They passed me around like a party favor. Used every hole. Left me so sore I could barely walk the next day.” She steps closer, her hand finding my hardening cock through my boxers. “Is that what you want to hear, Ryan? How they stretched me? How they filled me? How I begged for more?”

I can barely breathe. My heart is hammering so hard I think it might burst through my chest. The jealousy I should be feeling is there, but it’s twisted, perverted into something else—something that makes my cock throb against her palm.

“Yes,” I admit, the word a broken whisper.

Rachel’s smile is triumphant. “I thought so.” She squeezes me once, then steps back. “So, what do you think? Should we invite Trey over for dinner tonight?”

The question hits me like a bucket of ice water. This is real. This is happening. We’re actually considering this.

“Tonight?” I stammer. “Isn’t that a bit... soon?”

She laughs, the sound light and carefree. “Why wait? I saw how he was looking at me yesterday. How he looked at me just now.” She runs her hands down her body, over her sports bra and tight shorts. “He wants me, Ryan. The only question left is…what do you want…but I think we both know the answer to that one, don’t we, cucky?”

I freeze at the word “cucky.” It’s like the wind has been knocked out of me—but not in a bad way. More like I’m dangling from a cliff’s edge, terrified but exhilarated. The word stings and thrills me simultaneously.

“I—“ My voice catches. I clear my throat and try again. “I want to see it. I want to see you with him.”

Rachel’s eyes light up with a predatory gleam. She steps closer, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

“Say it properly,” she whispers. “Tell me exactly what you want to see.”

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry as sand. “I want to see you with Trey. I want to see you take his...” I trail off, the words sticking in my throat.

“His what?” Rachel prods, her voice silky and dangerous. “Say it, Ryan. Say the words.”

“His big black cock,” I finally manage, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I want to watch him fuck you.”

Rachel’s smile is almost feral now. She stands on her tiptoes and kisses me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth. I can taste myself on her lips, and it only makes me harder.

“Good boy,” she purrs when she pulls away. “Now go shower. I’ll handle everything else.”

I stand there, dazed, as she saunters away, hips swaying with newfound confidence. My lord. What on earth is going on? But I push the panic away.

Full sail ahead. Damn the torpedos.


Chapter 10

I spend the day in a fog, going through the motions of normalcy while my mind races with what’s to come. Rachel disappears for a while, and when I text to ask where she is, she simply replies: “Getting ready.”

By late afternoon, I’m a bundle of nerves, pacing our living room, straightening magazines that don’t need straightening, checking my watch every few minutes. When Rachel finally appears from upstairs, I nearly drop the glass I’m holding.

She’s wearing it. The new two-piece I just bought her. The one from my fantasy which now seems so prude and innocent compared to what we’re plotting now. And compared to what she looks like now…

She’s a vision in that dark blue bikini, her curves on full display, skin already glistening with what I realize is tanning oil. My fantasy made flesh. The way the fabric cups her breasts, the way the bottoms ride low on her hips—it’s everything I’d imagined and more. Her hair falls in loose waves around her shoulders, and she’s done her makeup heavier than usual, smoky eyes and glossed lips that make her look like sin incarnate.

“What do you think?” she asks, turning slowly to give me the full view. The back of the bottoms is even smaller than the front, barely covering her perfect ass.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, unable to form a more coherent thought. “You look...”

“Fuckable?” she suggests, her lips curving into a wicked smile.

I nod dumbly. My cock is already straining against my jeans just looking at her.

“Good,” she says, running her hands down her sides. “That’s the idea.”

She steps closer, and I can smell her perfume now—something new, something I don’t recognize. It’s heady and exotic, making my head spin.

“Now what?” I ask.

She looks at the clock, then looks at me.

The sound of a lawn mower engine starting pierces the silence between us. She arches an eyebrow and smirks with her hands on her hips.

“I’m heading out to the pool to tan, why don’t you be a good boy and make us a pitcher of margaritas and then come join me?”

The word “margaritas” hangs in the air like an invitation to something more than just drinks. I watch as Rachel turns away from me, her hips swaying with deliberate slowness as she heads toward the sliding glass door that leads to our backyard. My mouth goes dry at the sight of her nearly naked body, glistening with oil, ready to put on a show.

“Coming right up,” I manage to say, my voice rough with desire.

In the kitchen, my hands shake as I pull out the blender, tequila, and lime juice. I’m mixing drinks like it’s just another Saturday afternoon, like my wife isn’t about to seduce our neighbor while I watch. The cognitive dissonance is dizzying.

Through the kitchen window, I have a perfect view of Rachel arranging herself on one of our lounge chairs. She’s facing Trey’s yard, her body positioned for maximum visibility. She stretches like a cat in the sun, arching her back slightly, making sure her tits push against the thin fabric of her bikini top.

I nearly spill the tequila as I watch her uncap a bottle of tanning oil and begin to slowly—obscenely slowly—rub it into her already glistening skin. Her hands glide over her stomach, up to the undersides of her breasts, down her thighs. It’s a performance, and I know exactly who it’s for.

. . .

If Trey has noticed her, he’s doing a good job of pretending otherwise. He’s still hard at work, traipsing up and down his lawn, working up a sweat, when I arrive outside in my bathing suit, pitcher of margaritas in hand.

“Mmm, finally,” Rachel says, sitting up. “What took you so long? You weren’t rubbing one out were you dirty boy?” she whispers, teasing me.

I shake my head no.

“Good. Because you don’t get to cum until I say you can,” she says as she accepts the drink. She winks at me and smiles but there’s an edge in her voice all the same.

“What exactly is the plan here, I mean you can’t exactly seduce him with me sitting right next to you?”

Rachel arches an eyebrow.

“Oh? Is that so?”

She leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “Watch me,” she whispers. “Watch how easily I can get him to come over here.”

She stands up, the fabric of her bikini riding high up her crack. Her left breast is almost popping out, exposing the faintest hint of pink nipple flesh at the edge.

“Hey! Yoohoo! Trey - hey over here!” she begins waving and smiling in Trey’s direction.

“What are you doing?” I whisper franticaly.

She turns back to me and shrugs like it’s the most obvious thing in the world.

“Inviting him over for a drink, duh.”

I watch as Trey’s head snaps up at the sound of Rachel’s voice. Even from this distance, I can see his eyes widen as he takes in the sight of my wife in that tiny blue bikini. The lawnmower sputters to a stop, and for a moment, he just stands there, drinking her in. My heart hammers against my ribs as he wipes sweat from his brow with the back of his hand and begins walking toward us.

“Are you insane?” I hiss at Rachel, but she just flashes me a wicked smile.

“Relax,” she whispers back. “Just follow my lead.”

Trey approaches our fence line, his chest gleaming with sweat, muscles rippling with each step. He’s wearing basketball shorts that hang low on his hips and nothing else. The contrast between his dark skin and Rachel’s pale body is striking even from this distance.

“Hey there, neighbor,” he calls, his voice deep and smooth. “What’s up?”

Rachel leans against the fence, her breasts practically spilling out of her top. “We were just having some margaritas and thought you might like to join us. You look like you could use a break.”

I stand frozen, watching this unfold like I’m outside my own body. This is happening. It’s actually happening.

“That sounds real nice,” Trey says, his eyes never leaving Rachel. He glances at me briefly, and I force myself to nod in agreement.

Trey hops our fence with an easy grace that makes me painfully aware of how different our bodies are. He’s all lean muscle and fluid movement, like some kind of predator who’s just wandered into our yard. His eyes meet mine briefly—a silent acknowledgment—before shifting back to Rachel.

“Thanks for the invite,” he says, his voice deep and smooth. “Was getting pretty hot out there.”

Rachel hands him a glass, her fingers deliberately brushing against his. “I noticed,” she says with a coy smile. “You’re always working on that yard. Must be exhausting.”

I watch as his eyes travel down my wife’s body, lingering on her curves, taking in the way the oil makes her skin glisten in the afternoon sun. He doesn’t even try to hide it. Why would he? We invited him here.

“Worth it to stay in shape,” he replies, taking a long sip of his margarita. His throat works as he swallows, and I find myself staring at the movement, at the way his skin gleams with sweat.

“Have a seat,” Rachel says, gesturing to the lounge chair next to hers.

He settles onto it, his body taking up the entire surface, legs spread wide in that confident way men who know their worth tend to sit. Rachel reclines on her chair, angling her body toward him, away from me.


Chapter 11

For the next, I don’t know how long exactly, it’s like I cease to exist. I sit in my chair like a ghost, a phantom in my own backyard. Rachel and Trey talk and laugh as if I’m not even there. She leans in close when he speaks, touches his arm when she laughs, and runs her fingers through her hair in that way she only does when she’s deeply attracted to someone.

I watch as Trey’s confidence grows with each passing minute. His posture becomes more relaxed, more dominant. He stretches out on the lounge chair, his muscular legs spreading wider, taking up more space. When he laughs, his entire body moves with it—powerful, uninhibited.

Rachel is hanging on his every word. I’ve never seen her like this, so openly flirtatious, so blatantly seductive. She’s practically purring, her body language screaming availability. At one point, she “accidentally” spills some of her margarita on her chest and makes a show of wiping it away, drawing his attention to her breasts.

“Oops,” she giggles, dabbing at the liquid with her fingertips. “I’m such a mess today.”

Trey’s eyes darken as he watches her. “I wouldn’t say that,” he says, his voice dropping an octave. “You look pretty perfect from where I’m sitting.”

The sexual tension between them is so thick I could cut it with a knife. I shift uncomfortably in my seat, my cock painfully hard against my swim trunks.

I watch them, mesmerized by their dynamic. Rachel tosses her hair back, exposing her neck in a way that seems both calculated and instinctive. My throat tightens as Trey leans forward, closing the distance between them.

“So what do you do when you’re not working on that lawn of yours?” Rachel asks, her voice honey-sweet.

Trey smiles, all perfect white teeth against his dark skin. “I’m in pharmaceutical sales. Lot of travel, lot of hotels. Nice to be home for a change.”

“That sounds... intense,” Rachel purrs, and I swear her nipples harden beneath the thin fabric of her bikini top.

I clear my throat, desperate to remind them of my presence, but neither turns my way. I might as well be invisible. The pitcher of margaritas is almost empty now, and the sun has shifted, casting long shadows across our backyard. How long have we been sitting here? An hour? Two?

“You know,” Trey says suddenly, his eyes flicking briefly to me before returning to Rachel, “I’ve been wondering about you two since I moved in.”

Rachel tilts her head, curiosity painted across her features. “Oh? What about us?”

He takes another sip of his drink, deliberately drawing out the moment. “Just curious what your... situation is. You seem... different from the other couples around here.”

“You mean not old and lame?” Rachel teases.

Trey stifles a chuckle.

“Well, I didn’t wanna be that mean about it but, since you said it. Yeah. Different from the rest of the demographics.”

“Oh you have no idea, we’re tons of fun, aren’t we babe?”

Finally, some acknowledgement.

An awkward pause hangs in the air.

“We have our moments,” I manage to say finally, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears.

Trey downs the rest of his drink.

“Well, this was lovely. Thanks so much for the drink - I better get back to it.”

Rachels face falls for a moment, then picks back up like she’s had an idea.

“Ok, well hey, don’t be a stranger. When you’re finished come back over for another round and maybe a swim to cool off. We’ll be here all evening…”

Trey looks right at Rachel and studies her up and down, trying to size her up. Then he looks to me and back at her and he smirks. It’s a knowing smile.

“Alright, yeah. Sounds good. We’ll see how it goes, but yeah. A swim could be nice.”

“Could be,” Rachel repeats flirtatiously.

. . .

By the time Trey is finished, we’re done our second pitcher of margaritas and feeling toasty.

The sky’s turning that perfect deep blue, stars just starting to poke through, and the pool lights have clicked on automatically, casting an ethereal glow across the water’s surface. Rachel’s lounging at the edge of the pool now, her legs dangling in the water, kicking lazily. I can’t take my eyes off her—the way her skin catches the blue light, how her hair falls across her bare shoulders.

“Think he’s coming back?” I ask, trying to sound casual.

Rachel turns to me with that new smile—the one that’s all confidence and secrets. “Oh, he’s coming back,” she says. “Did you see the way he was looking at me?”

My cock stirs again at her words. I’ve been in a constant state of arousal all afternoon, watching them together, seeing how easily she slipped into this role. The alcohol has loosened something in both of us, made everything feel dreamlike and inevitable.

“I saw,” I admit. “Hard to miss.”

She laughs, the sound light and dangerous. “Are you still sure about this? Last chance to back out.”

I take a deep breath, my heart hammering against my ribs. “I’m sure.”

As if on cue, we hear the gate to our backyard open. Trey strides in, freshly showered from the looks of it, wearing board shorts and a tank top that does nothing to hide his physique. My mouth goes dry at the sight of him, all power and grace, a walking fantasy for my wife and now, somehow, for me too.

“You sexy black man…” I hear Rachel whisper under her breath as she licks her lip and cock twitches, lurches, and fills with blood.


Chapter 12

“Hope I’m not interrupting,” he says, though his tone suggests he wouldn’t care if he was.

Rachel sits up straighter, her chest pushing forward. “Not at all. We were hoping you’d come back.” The way she emphasizes “hoping” makes my cock twitch painfully against my swim trunks.

Trey’s eyes drift from Rachel to me, then back to her, like he’s trying to figure out exactly what’s happening here. There’s a hint of calculation in his gaze, of careful assessment.

“Water looks good,” he says, setting his towel down on one of the lounge chairs.

Rachel stands, her movements deliberate and slow. “It’s perfect,” she purrs. “Come feel.”

I watch, transfixed, as she holds out her hand to him. He takes it without hesitation, his large dark fingers wrapping around her delicate wrist. The contrast of their skin tones sends a jolt of electricity through me.

They stand at the pool’s edge, Rachel’s back to his front, so close they’re almost touching. She dips her toe in the water, exaggerating the movement.

“See? Perfect temperature.”

Trey leans in and tests the water.

“I do see that,” he says and removes his tank top.

The muscles of his back ripple as the fabric slides up and over his head. My breath catches in my throat. He’s even more impressive up close—every inch of him sculpted to perfection, his dark skin gleaming under the pool lights. I’m frozen in place, unable to look away as he tosses his tank top aside with casual confidence.

Rachel’s eyes are locked on him, her lips slightly parted, her breath coming quicker now. I see her shoulders rise and fall with each inhale, each exhale. She reaches back and adjusts her bikini top, ostensibly fixing it, but I know what she’s really doing—drawing his attention to her breasts.

It works.

Trey’s gaze drops, lingering on the swell of her cleavage, on the way the fabric strains against her curves. There’s no pretense anymore, no plausible deniability. This is happening.

“Last one in’s a rotten egg,” Rachel suddenly calls out, her voice playful but charged with something deeper. Before either of us can react, she dives into the pool with a graceful arc, barely making a splash as she enters the water.

When she surfaces, her hair is slicked back, water droplets cascading down her face, her neck, between her breasts. Her bikini top clings to her even more now, the fabric nearly transparent where it’s wet.

“You coming?” she asks, and though she’s looking at Trey.

Trey looks back at me.

“Oh, don’t worry about Ryan - he’s not much of a swimmer,” she says, then quickly and tauntingly adds, “he just likes to watch.”

I’m not sure I can breathe properly as the words leave Rachel’s mouth. “He just likes to watch.” Four simple words that expose everything—my desires, my shame, my arousal—laid bare for both of them to see.

Trey’s eyes find mine, and I see something shift in them. Understanding. Amusement. Power. A slow smile spreads across his face as he puts it all together—the invitation, Rachel’s behavior, my silence. In that moment, I know he gets it. He knows exactly what this is.

“Is that right?” he asks, his deep voice carrying across the pool. He’s not asking Rachel. He’s asking me directly.

My throat constricts. I should feel humiliated. I should want to run inside, to end this before it goes any further. But I don’t. Instead, I give him a small, almost imperceptible nod.

That’s all it takes.

Trey chuckles, low and confident, before diving into the pool with athletic grace. He surfaces near Rachel, water streaming down his muscular frame, drops clinging to his skin like they’re afraid to let go. The blue pool lights cast shadows across the planes of his chest, highlighting every ridge, every curve of muscle.

I remain rooted to my chair, my cock painfully hard as I watch them circle each other in the water. There’s something primal about it, like two predators sizing each other up. Except Rachel isn’t prey—she’s a willing participant, her eyes alive with anticipation, her body language an open invitation. She swims toward him with deliberate slowness, each movement calculated to emphasize the curves of her body beneath the water.

I watch, mesmerized, as they meet in the center of the pool. The water ripples around them, catching the blue light, creating an otherworldly glow. Rachel tosses her wet hair back, exposing the long line of her neck. She’s never looked more beautiful, more desirable than she does in this moment—and she knows it.

“So,” Trey says, his voice carrying easily across the water, “you just moved in recently or…?”

It’s such a mundane question, so at odds with the electric tension between them, that I almost laugh. But Rachel plays along, floating closer to him.

“About two years ago,” she replies, her voice light and teasing.

Her hand brushes against his arm, seemingly accidental but absolutely not. I see his muscles tense at her touch, see the flash of desire in his eyes.

“Is that right?” he asks, moving imperceptibly closer.

“Mmhmm,” Rachel hums, her lips curving into a smile. “I’ve been watching you, you know. Working in your yard.” She pauses, letting the admission hang between them. “It’s been... distracting.”

Trey’s laugh is deep and knowing. “I noticed.”

“Did you?” Rachel asks, feigning innocence while her hand trails up his arm underwater. I can see the ripples from where I’m sitting, can almost feel the electricity crackling between them.

“Hard not to,” Trey responds, his voice dropping lower. “Especially when you’re out there in that little outfit of yours, pretending not to look.”

Rachel laughs, the sound both musical and hungry. “I wasn’t pretending very hard.”

My heart is hammering against my ribcage. I’m not even sure they remember I’m here anymore, which somehow makes this even hotter. I shift in my chair, adjusting my painfully hard cock, unable to look away from them.

“So what’s the deal here?” Trey asks, his eyes flicking briefly to me before returning to Rachel. “Because I’m getting some... interesting signals.”

Rachel moves closer to him, close enough that I can see her breasts brush against his chest beneath the water’s surface. “What kind of signals?” she asks, her voice dripping with false innocence.

“The kind that make me think your husband over there isn’t just sitting out because he doesn’t like to swim.” Trey’s voice is confident, assured. He knows exactly what’s happening here.

Rachel smiles that new smile—the one I’ve never seen before today, the one that belongs to the woman she was before me, the college girl who took on seven men in one night.

“Ryan likes to watch,” she says simply, “well, he thinks he does. This is uhh, his first time…”

I feel my throat go dry as Rachel’s words hang in the air. My first time. The way she says it makes me sound like some kind of virgin sacrifice being offered up to a more powerful being. And in a way, maybe I am.

Trey’s eyes find mine across the pool, sizing me up with a mixture of amusement and something like pity. The pool lights cast shadows across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw, the confident curve of his smile.

“Is that right?” he asks, his deep voice carrying easily across the water. He’s addressing me directly now, forcing me into this moment I both crave and fear.

I try to speak but my voice fails me. All I can manage is a nod, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I’m sure they can both hear it.

Rachel laughs softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. She’s floating closer to Trey now, her pale skin luminous against the dark water, against his darker skin. Her hand trails up his arm, no longer pretending it’s accidental.

“Ryan’s always had... specific tastes,” she says, her eyes never leaving Trey’s face. “He just didn’t know how specific until recently.”

I shift uncomfortably in my chair, my erection painfully hard against the fabric of my swim trunks. I should feel humiliated. I should want to stop this. But I don’t. I can’t.

“And what about you?” Trey asks, turning toward Rachel.

“Oh, I’ve always had specific tastes too. I just found out a long, long time ago.”

“And what taste would that be exactly?” Trey asks, rubbing his hands lightly together as he slowly wades toward where Rachel is standing.

Rachel smiles slyly, her eyes gleaming in the pool light. “Black men,” she says simply. “The bigger, the better.”

I watch as Trey’s eyes darken, his posture shifting subtly. There’s a new tension in his shoulders, a predatory stillness that makes my heart race. He moves closer to Rachel, water rippling around his powerful frame.

“That so?” he asks, his voice dropping to a rumble that carries across the water. “And your husband’s okay with that?”

“Like I said, he thinks he is but…” Rachel’s voice trails off as she gives me a mischievous look.

I feel my heart hammering in my chest. My whole body is hot, my skin tingling with anticipation and fear. I’m not even sure what she means by that, but the way she says it—like she knows something about me that I don’t even know myself—makes my cock throb painfully against my swim trunks.

Trey’s eyes shift to me, studying me with open curiosity now.

“Well, why don’t we help him find out?” he says, then grips Rachel’s hips beneath the water and pulls her close to him.

Rachel looks at me once and winks, then turns back to Trey.

“Okay,” she whispers then stands on her tippy toes and pulls him by the neck down toward her mouth for a wet and passionate kiss with lots of tongue.

I stand there frozen, unable to move, unable to breathe as my wife and our neighbor lock lips in our pool. My heart pounds so violently I can feel it in my throat, my ears, even in my fingertips gripping the edge of the chair. The sound of their kiss—wet, hungry, desperate—carries across the water like some primal music.

Rachel’s arms wind around Trey’s neck as he lifts her slightly, her legs wrapping around his waist beneath the water. The kiss deepens, and I hear her moan—a sound I know intimately, but somehow different now. Hungrier. More desperate.

“Fuck,” I whisper, the word escaping my lips before I can stop it.

They break apart at the sound, both turning to look at me. Rachel’s lips are swollen, her eyes glazed with lust. Trey’s expression is triumphant, almost smug, as he holds my wife against him.

“You still good over there?” Trey calls out, his voice deep and confident. It’s not really a question—it’s a challenge.

I nod, unable to form words. My cock is so hard it hurts, straining against my swim trunks like it’s trying to escape.

Rachel’s eyes lock with mine across the pool. There’s something new in them now—a wildness, a hunger I’ve never seen before. She’s transforming right before my eyes into someone I both recognize and don’t.

“I think he’s doing just fine, aren’t you babe?”

I swallow hard, my mouth bone dry despite the humidity hanging in the evening air. The weight of what’s happening crashes over me like a wave. My wife is in our pool, wrapped around another man, kissing him with an intensity I haven’t seen in years—and I’m just sitting here, watching, harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

They kiss for a little longer and then Rachel breaks it off, resting her hands gently on Trey’s massive ebony pecs. She runs her hands up and down his body, going slow over his washboard abs.

“Damn,” she whispers, full of awe. “Mmm, you’re so fucking hot,” she says, her voice breathy and full of lust. I watch as she runs her hands along his chest, exploring every ridge and valley of his sculpted torso.

My breath comes in shallow pants as I watch them together. The contrast between her pale skin and his darkness is mesmerizing, almost hypnotic. I can’t look away even if I wanted to.

“I have an idea,” she says finally. “Why don’t you go sit on the edge of the pool over there by Ryan?”

She motions for Trey to move. He obeys and effortlessly pushes up out of the pool and sits on the ledge near me.

Rachel swims over, a mischevious glint in her eye. She stops before him and stays in the water between his legs, rubbing the wet cloth of his trunks around his crotch. She gasps.

Her eyes widen as she feels the outline beneath the wet fabric. Even from where I’m sitting, I can see the massive bulge straining against his shorts. My mouth goes dry.

“Oh my god,” Rachel whispers, looking up at him with a mix of awe and hunger. Her fingers trace the length through the fabric, measuring, exploring. “You’re... huge.”

My cock twitches painfully as I watch my wife openly admire another man’s size. I can’t tear my eyes away from her hands as they work their way up and down his length through the soaked material.

“You like what you feel?” Trey asks, his voice deep and confident.

Rachel bites her lip and nods, not even trying to hide her excitement. “I want to see it,” she says, her voice breathy with desire. “Please?”

Trey glances over at me, a smirk playing on his lips. “Your husband okay with that?”

Rachel doesn’t even look in my direction. “He’s fine with it,” she assures him, her fingers already playing with the waistband of his shorts. “Aren’t you, Ryan?”

I try to respond, but all that comes out is a strangled sound of agreement. My heart is pounding so hard I can feel it in my temples. This is really happening. My wife is about to see another man’s cock. Is about to touch it. Maybe more.

“See?” Rachel purrs. “He’s loving this.”

With agonizing slowness, Rachel pulls down the waistband of Trey’s shorts. I’m frozen in place, my heart hammering so hard I think it might burst from my chest. The pool lights cast everything in an ethereal blue glow as inch by inch, she reveals him.

When his cock finally springs free, Rachel gasps audibly. So do I.

“Holy shit,” she whispers, her eyes wide with wonder.

It’s enormous—thick, dark, veined, and impossibly long. Even semi-hard, it hangs heavy and impressive between his muscular thighs. I’ve seen porn before, but nothing compares to seeing this in real life, in my own backyard, with my wife staring at it like she’s discovered buried treasure.

“You like what you see?” Trey asks, his voice deep and confident.

Rachel nods, unable to tear her eyes away. “It’s... perfect,” she breathes, reaching out tentatively. Her pale fingers wrap around his shaft, not even coming close to circling it completely. The contrast between her fair skin and his darkness is mesmerizing, almost hypnotic.

My cock strains painfully against my swim trunks as I watch my wife stroke another man’s dick. She looks completely entranced, her movements growing more confident with each stroke. Trey hardens fully under her attention, his cock swelling to what must be nine or ten inches—at least twice my size.

“I’ve missed this so much,” Rachel moans. “I didn’t even realize how much until now.”

I can’t look away. My wife’s fingers wrapped around that massive black cock, her eyes filled with wonder—it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. My own cock throbs painfully, straining against my swim trunks like it might tear through the fabric.

Rachel begins to stroke him with more purpose now, her hand gliding up and down his impressive length. She’s completely focused on him, like I’ve ceased to exist. Trey leans back on his palms, his muscular chest gleaming wet in the pool lights, a smug smile playing on his lips as he enjoys my wife’s attention.

“You want to taste it, don’t you?” he asks her, his voice deep and commanding.

Rachel nods eagerly, licking her lips. “God, yes.”

My breath catches in my throat as I watch her lean forward, her lips parting. Her tongue darts out first, tentatively licking the swollen head of his cock. Trey groans, a sound of pure masculine pleasure that sends a shiver down my spine.

“That’s it,” he encourages her. “Show your husband what you can do.”

Rachel’s eyes flick to me briefly—checking my reaction—before returning to the task at hand. The look in her eyes is almost feral, hungry in a way I’ve never seen before. She opens her mouth wider then stops, watching my reaction.”

“What do you think, babe? Should I suck this BBC or what?”

My heart slams into my ribcage as Rachel asks the question so directly. The word “BBC” hangs in the air between us, charged and explicit. I can barely form words, but I manage to nod frantically.

“Say it,” Trey commands, not to Rachel but to me. His voice carries an authority I can’t ignore. “Tell your wife what you want her to do.”

I swallow hard, my throat desert-dry despite the humidity. “Yes,” I croak, then clear my throat. “Yes, babe. I want to watch you... suck his cock.”

The words feel foreign on my tongue, yet strangely liberating. Rachel’s eyes light up with wicked delight. She turns back to Trey’s massive erection, hovering just inches from her face.

“You heard him,” she purrs, and without another moment’s hesitation, she takes Trey into her mouth.

I nearly come in my shorts at the sight. Rachel’s lips stretch obscenely around his girth, her cheeks hollowing as she struggles to accommodate him. Trey groans, his head falling back, hands finding purchase in Rachel’s wet hair.

“Fuck,” he hisses. “Your wife’s got a talented mouth, man.”

I can only watch, mesmerized, as Rachel works him deeper. She’s taking more of him than I thought possible, more than she’s ever taken of me. Her eyes water slightly, but there’s determination in them—and something else...pride. Pride at taking him so deep, at showing off her skills. Her hand works the base of his shaft, stroking what she can’t fit in her mouth, while her other hand cups and massages his heavy balls.

“That’s right,” Trey encourages her, his fingers tightening in her hair. “Show him how a real man deserves to be treated.”

I can’t tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me. My wife, on her knees in our pool, servicing our neighbor’s massive cock with an enthusiasm I’ve never witnessed before. Her head bobs rhythmically, taking him deeper with each pass, moaning around his thickness like she’s savoring the most delicious treat.

The sounds—Jesus Christ, the sounds. The wet slurping, the little gasps when she comes up for air, Trey’s deep groans of pleasure. It’s like a symphony of debauchery playing just for me, and my cock is painfully hard in response, straining against my swim trunks like it might tear through the fabric.

Rachel pulls back, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the head of Trey’s cock. She looks up at him with absolute worship in her eyes.

“Let’s take this inside, I need this fucking thing inside me right now,” she hisses.

Rachel’s words hit me like a sledgehammer. I’m frozen in my chair, watching as she climbs out of the pool, water cascading down her perfect body, bikini clinging to her curves. Her nipples are hard points against the thin fabric, and there’s a hunger in her eyes I’ve never seen before.

“What do you say?” she asks Trey, extending her hand to him. “Want to come inside and fuck me while my husband watches?”

The casual way she says it—like she’s asking if he wants another drink—makes my cock throb painfully. I can barely breathe as Trey stands up, his massive erection jutting out proudly before him. He doesn’t bother adjusting his shorts, just lets his cock hang free as he takes Rachel’s hand.

“Lead the way,” he says, his deep voice reverberating through the night air.

They both turn to me, waiting. I realize they expect me to follow. My legs feel like jelly as I stand, my swim trunks tented obscenely. I can’t hide my arousal, can’t hide what this is doing to me.

“Coming?” Rachel asks me, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

I nod dumbly and follow them into our house, watching as Rachel’s perfect ass sways with each step, Trey’s hand resting possessively on the small of her back.


Chapter 13

The cold, air-conditioned climate hits me like a frigid freight train, a stark contrast to the summer night’s hot and heavy air. Rachel shivers as she pulls Trey by the hand into the kitchen. She grabs a towel and begins to dry both of them off.

I lean against the wall, watching as Rachel tenderly dries Trey’s chest, her fingers lingering on each sculpted muscle. My heart hammers wildly in my chest as I observe her worshipping his body with the towel, her movements slow and deliberate. She’s not even trying to hide her fascination with him anymore.

“You want something to drink?” Rachel asks him, her voice husky and thick with desire.

“I’m good,” Trey replies, his eyes never leaving her face. “Got everything I need right here.”

The way he looks at her—like she’s prey and he’s starving—makes my cock twitch painfully. I clear my throat, trying to remind them of my presence, but they barely acknowledge me.

Rachel drops the towel and presses herself against him, her hands exploring the hard planes of his chest. “Bedroom’s this way,” she whispers, taking his hand and leading him toward the stairs.

I follow behind them like a shadow, my feet moving automatically. Part of me wants to stop this, to call it all off before we cross a line we can’t uncross. But a stronger, darker part of me needs to see what happens next.

In our bedroom—our marital bedroom—Rachel turns to face Trey. Without hesitation, she reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spill free, nipples hard and pink against her pale skin.

“Fuck, girl,” Trey growls.

I stand in the doorway of my own bedroom, watching as Trey’s large hands reach out to cup my wife’s breasts. My breath catches in my throat as his dark fingers contrast against her pale skin. Rachel moans, arching into his touch as he thumbs her nipples roughly.

“You like these white titties?” Rachel asks, her voice almost unrecognizable—husky, wanton, completely uninhibited.

“Damn right I do,” Trey responds, lowering his head to take one pink nipple into his mouth.

I can’t move. Can’t speak. Can only watch as another man sucks my wife’s breasts right in front of me. Rachel’s eyes flutter closed, her head falling back as Trey lavishes attention on her chest, alternating between gentle sucking and playful bites that make her gasp.

When her eyes open again, they find mine across the room. There’s something wild in them, something primal and unleashed. She doesn’t look away as Trey continues to feast on her breasts. Instead, she holds my gaze, making sure I see everything.

“Take those off,” she commands Trey, tugging at his wet swim shorts.

He complies immediately, stepping out of them with athletic grace. His massive cock bounces free, still fully erect, intimidating in its size and girth. Rachel drops to her knees in front of him without hesitation, like it’s a magnet is pulling her down, like she’s returning to her natural state. Her pale hands wrap around his thick base, her eyes wide with a mixture of awe and hunger. I feel like I’m floating outside my body as I watch my wife worship another man’s cock in our bedroom.

“God,” she moans, her voice thick with lust. “I can barely fit my hand around it.”

I lean against the doorframe for support, my legs suddenly weak. Rachel glances up at me again, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she leans forward and takes Trey’s massive head into her mouth. The sight of her stretched lips around his girth, the obscene contrast of her pale skin against his darkness, makes my cock throb painfully against my wet swim trunks.

“That’s it, baby,” Trey groans, his large hand cupping the back of her head. “Show your husband how much you love this big black cock.”

Rachel moans around him, the vibrations making Trey hiss with pleasure. Her head starts to bob faster, taking him deeper with each pass. Saliva drips from the corners of her mouth as she struggles to accommodate his size. It’s messy, sloppy, desperate—nothing like the controlled, almost polite blowjobs she gives me. This is raw, animal need.

I can’t help myself anymore. My hand slips inside my trunks, wrapping around my own aching cock as I watch my wife service another man. The sight is so obscene, so forbidden, yet I can’t look away. My fingers grip my shaft, pumping slowly as Rachel takes Trey deeper into her mouth.

“Look at your man,” Trey says to Rachel, his voice thick with dominance. “Can’t even control himself watching you suck a real cock.”

Rachel pulls back, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening head. She turns to look at me, her eyes glazed with lust but also something else—a kind of power I’ve never seen in her before.

“Why don’t you come closer, babe?” she purrs. “Get a better view.”

My feet move of their own accord, drawing me into our bedroom—into this surreal scenario I never thought would actually happen. I stand awkwardly at the foot of our bed, still gripping myself through my trunks, watching as Rachel returns to worshipping Trey’s enormous cock.

“That’s it,” Trey encourages her, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Take it deeper.”

Rachel moans, a sound of pure pleasure that vibrates through me. Her hands work what she can’t fit in her mouth, twisting and stroking with practiced skill. Where did she learn to do this? How many cocks like this has she serviced before me?

The thought keeps circling in my head. All those years before she met me, Rachel serviced these kinds of massive cocks. My own throbs painfully as I watch her technique, the way she uses both hands and her mouth in perfect harmony. It’s mesmerizing—the way her cheeks hollow, the little moans she makes, the hunger in her eyes.

“Fuck, girl,” Trey groans, his hips starting to thrust slightly. “You weren’t lying. You know exactly what to do with BBC.”

Rachel pulls off him with a wet pop, gasping for air. Her lips are swollen, her chin slick with saliva. She looks up at him with pure adoration.

“I told you,” she pants. “This isn’t my first rodeo.”

She turns to look at me, and I see something new in her eyes—a mix of challenge and excitement. “What do you think, babe? Am I doing a good job?”

I nod dumbly, unable to form words. My cock is so hard it hurts, straining against my wet swim trunks.

“Take those off,” Rachel commands me, her voice firm. “I want you to stroke yourself while you watch.”

I obey without thinking, sliding my trunks down and letting my cock spring free. It looks almost pitiful compared to the monster Rachel’s been servicing, but I’m too turned on to care.

Trey laughs, a deep, rumbling sound that makes my cheeks burn with shame and arousal. His eyes drift between my exposed cock and Rachel’s swollen lips, amusement dancing in his dark gaze.

“Damn, no wonder you’re so eager to watch,” he says, his voice dripping with condescension. “Poor little white boy can’t compete with this.”

Rachel giggles—actually giggles—and the sound cuts through me like a knife. She’s never laughed at me like that before, never made me feel so small. Yet my cock only gets harder, throbbing painfully as I wrap my fingers around it.

“Don’t be mean,” Rachel says, but there’s no real defense in her tone. She’s still on her knees, still looking up at Trey like he’s a god descended from Mount Olympus. “Size isn’t everything.”

“Sure it isn’t,” Trey replies with a knowing smirk. “That’s what all you white girls say until you get a taste of this.”

He flexes his hips, making his massive cock bob in front of Rachel’s face. She licks her lips unconsciously, her eyes never leaving it. I stroke myself slowly, hypnotized by the tableau before me.

“I want you inside me,” Rachel whispers, rising to her feet. She hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and slides them down her legs with agonizing slowness. My breath catches at the sight of her perfect body fully revealed. Her neatly trimmed pussy glistens with moisture, evidence of how turned on she is by all of this.

Rachel crawls onto our bed—the bed where we’ve made love countless times—and positions herself on all fours. She looks back over her shoulder, first at Trey, then at me.

“Come fuck me,” she says to him, her voice dripping with need. “Show my husband what a real man can do with this pussy.”

I’m frozen in place, my hand still wrapped around my cock, as Trey moves behind her. His massive hands grip her hips, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale ass. He positions himself at her entrance, the swollen head of his cock pressing against her pussy lips.

“You ready for this, little bunny?” he asks, his deep voice rumbling through our bedroom.

“God, yes,” Rachel moans, pushing back against him. “Please, I need it.”

I watch, transfixed, as Trey begins to push inside my wife. Rachel’s face contorts with a mixture of pain and ecstasy as she’s stretched wider than I’ve ever seen her. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream, her knuckles white as she grips the bedsheets.

“Fuck,” Trey grunts, inching forward. “So fucking tight.”

Rachel’s eyes find mine as Trey continues to push into her. There’s something wild in them, something primal and unrestrained. I can’t move, can’t speak, can’t even breathe as I watch him stretch her open inch by inch. Her pussy lips grip his thickness, yielding reluctantly to his size. I’ve never seen Rachel look like this—consumed, desperate, transformed by pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

“Oh my god,” she gasps, her voice breaking. “So fucking big...”

Trey grins, his hands tightening on her hips. “That’s right, baby. Take this black cock.”

I stroke myself faster, unable to tear my eyes away from where they’re joined. The contrast is mesmerizing—his darkness disappearing into her paleness. Rachel’s body trembles as he pushes deeper, stretching her in ways I never could.

“Holy shit,” she moans, her face pressed into the mattress. “I forgot how good this feels.”

Something twists in my chest at her words—a complicated knot of jealousy, arousal, and shame. I forgot how good this feels. The admission that she’s been missing this, craving this, all these years we’ve been together. Yet my cock only grows harder, leaking pre-cum onto my fingers as I watch another man claim my wife.

Trey begins to move, slowly at first, drawing back until just the head remains inside her before pushing forward again. Each thrust pulls a desperate moan from Rachel’s lips, sounds I’ve never heard her make before.

“Look at your husband,” Trey commands her, nodding in my direction. “Look at him watching you take this dick.”

Rachel turns her head toward me, her eyes glazed over, lips parted as she pants with each thrust. She looks almost drugged, lost in pleasure I’ve never been able to give her.

“You see him?” Trey continues, his voice deep and commanding. “Jerking his little dick while I stretch this pussy out?”

Rachel nods, unable to form words as Trey increases his pace. Her breasts sway with each powerful thrust, her body rocking forward then back as he pounds into her.

“Tell him,” Trey demands, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. “Tell him how it feels.”

“Oh god,” Rachel moans, her eyes locked with mine. “It’s... it’s so fucking big, Ryan. So deep. I can feel him in my stomach.”

I stroke myself faster, my breath coming in short gasps. The sight before me is obscene, forbidden, and the most arousing thing I’ve ever witnessed. My wife being taken by another man—being owned by him—right in front of me.

“You like watching your wife get fucked by a real man?” Trey asks me directly, never slowing his relentless pace.

I can only nod, words failing me completely.

“Say it,” he commands. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes,” I manage to croak out, my voice thick with shame and desire. “I like watching you fuck my wife.”

The words hang in the air, irrevocable and damning. Something shifts in the atmosphere as I say them—like I’ve crossed a final threshold, surrendered the last piece of myself. Trey’s smile widens, victorious and predatory.

“That’s right, cuck,” he says, the word landing like a brand on my skin. “Watch a real man take care of your woman.”

He increases his pace, his massive hands gripping Rachel’s hips hard enough to leave marks. The wet slap of flesh against flesh fills our bedroom—our marital bedroom—punctuated by Rachel’s increasingly desperate moans. She’s not even trying to be quiet, her cries echoing off the walls as Trey pounds into her.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK!” she screams, her back arching, hands clawing at the sheets. “I’m gonna cum! Don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

I stroke myself frantically, matching Trey’s rhythm, my eyes glued to where his thick black cock disappears into my wife’s pale body again and again. Rachel’s pussy grips him each time he pulls back, her juices coating his length, making it glisten in the dim bedroom light.

“That’s it, baby,” Trey growls, his muscles tensing with effort. “Cum all over this black cock. Show your husband what a slut you can be.”

Rachel’s entire body convulses as she comes, her screams muffled by the pillow she’s buried her face in. I’ve never seen her like this—completely undone, surrendered to pleasure so intense it looks almost like pain. My hand moves frantically on my cock as I watch her climax around Trey’s massive shaft.

“Oh my god,” she sobs when she can finally speak again. “Oh my god, oh my god...”

Trey doesn’t slow down. If anything, her orgasm seems to fuel him, drive him to pound her harder. His hands grip her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so I can see everything—see how her pussy stretches around his thickness, see how her juices coat him with each thrust.

“You like that view?” he asks me, his voice deep and mocking. “See how she takes it? See how wet she is for me?”

I nod, unable to speak, my hand a blur on my cock. I’m close, so close, watching this man—this stranger—fuck my wife better than I ever could.

Rachel turns her head to look at me, her face flushed with pleasure, hair wild around her shoulders. “Ryan,” she moans, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “It’s so good. I can’t... I’ve never...” Her words dissolve into another moan as Trey hits some spot deep inside her that I’ve apparently never reached.

I’m hypnotized by the sight of my wife completely surrendering to another man. The contrast of his dark hands gripping her pale hips, the way her body yields to his every thrust – it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever witnessed. My hand works my cock furiously as I watch, unable to look away even if I wanted to.

“You ready to see me fill your wife up?” Trey asks, his eyes locking with mine. There’s dominance there, but also something else – an invitation to share in this moment, this corruption of everything I thought was sacred.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word escaping before I can stop it.

Rachel’s eyes widen. “Inside me? Oh god, yes. Please. Fill me up,” she begs, pushing back against him, taking him impossibly deeper.

Trey’s rhythm becomes erratic, his powerful body tensing as he approaches his climax. “Here it comes. Gonna breed this married pussy.”

I should be horrified. I should stop this. But instead, I’m stroking faster, my own orgasm building as I watch another man prepare to cum inside my wife.

“Fuck!” Trey roars, his hips slamming forward one final time as he buries himself to the hilt inside Rachel. I can actually see his cock pulsing as he empties himself into my wife, his fingers digging into her pale flesh, marking her. Rachel’s entire body shudders as she feels him filling her, her moans turning into desperate whimpers.

“Oh god, I can feel it,” she gasps, her eyes rolling back. “So much... so warm...”

I’m holding on for dear life, remembering Rachel’s rule that I can’t cum until she says so, but I’m not sure how much longer I can hold it in.

Trey stays buried inside her for what feels like an eternity, grinding his hips against her ass, making sure every drop of his seed is deposited deep within her. When he finally pulls out, I gasp at the sight. His cock is still massive even as it begins to soften, glistening with their combined fluids. But what truly captures my attention is Rachel’s pussy—red, swollen, and leaking his cum in thick white rivulets down her inner thighs.

“Jesus,” I whisper, unable to look away from the obscene sight.

Rachel collapses onto the bed, her chest heaving, her body occasionally twitching with aftershocks. I stare at the lewd scene in front of me—my wife, used and filled by another man, his seed marking her in the most primal way possible.

“Come here,” Rachel says to me, her voice hoarse from screaming. “You’ve been so good, watching like that.”

I approach the bed on unsteady legs, my cock still painfully hard, throbbing with each step. When I reach her, she rolls onto her back, spreading her legs to reveal her well-used pussy, Trey’s cum still leaking from her.

“Mmm, what do you want to do?” she asks… “I used to make my old boyfriends clean me up after, but I don’t think you’re ready for that yet…”

Gulp. Clean her up?

Did she mean…? The lewd thoughts twisted me up inside in ways I never imagined possible.

“You want to watch me use it like this? All messy and full of his cum?” Rachel asks, her fingers drifting down to spread her swollen lips apart.

The sight nearly makes me collapse. Her once-tight pink pussy is now gaping slightly, reddened and puffy from the pounding she just received. Trey’s white cum pools inside her, threatening to spill out with each small movement.

“I—I don’t know what I want,” I stammer truthfully, my cock painfully hard in my hand.

Trey laughs from somewhere behind me. “Your husband’s confused, Rachel. Doesn’t know if he wants to fuck you after me or just keep jerking that little dick while looking at my work.”

Rachel’s eyes lock with mine, challenging me. “What’s it going to be, baby? You want to feel how loose and wet he made me?”

My heart hammers against my ribs. I’ve never seen her like this—so wanton, so filthy, so completely uninhibited. Part of me is terrified, another part exhilarated beyond words.

“Come here,” she whispers, crooking her finger at me.

I approach the bed like I’m in a trance. When I reach the edge, Rachel sits up and pulls me down for a kiss. Her lips are swollen, her breath coming in small pants. She tastes different—like Trey, I realize with a jolt.

“Fuck me,” she commands against lips. “Feel what his big, black cock just did to your wife’s pussy.”

My legs shake as I position myself between her spread thighs. Trey stands to the side, watching with an amused smirk as I line myself up with Rachel’s gaping entrance. When I push inside, I almost come instantly. She’s so wet, so hot, so stretched open that I barely feel any friction. The sensation is completely foreign—like fucking a warm, slick tunnel instead of the tight grip I’m used to.

“Oh god,” I groan, feeling Trey’s cum coating my cock as I slide in and out of my wife.

“Feel that?” Rachel whispers, her eyes locked on mine. “Feel how he stretched me? How he filled me?”

I nod frantically, unable to form words. The depravity of what I’m doing—fucking my wife’s freshly used pussy, feeling another man’s cum inside her—pushes me to the edge faster than I’ve ever experienced.

“You can come now,” Rachel permits, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper. “Come inside me. Give me another load, baby…”

That’s all it takes. I explode with a strangled cry, my entire body convulsing as I add my seed to Trey’s, mixing them together deep inside my wife. The orgasm is so intense I see stars, my vision blurring at the edges as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me.

When I finally collapse beside Rachel, panting and spent, I feel like I’m floating outside my body. The room spins slightly as I try to process what just happened—what we just did. My heart hammers against my ribs, each beat a reminder of the line we’ve just crossed.

Trey stands at the foot of our bed, his magnificent body still glistening with sweat, looking down at us with a satisfied smirk. Rachel’s breathing beside me is still ragged, her body occasionally twitching with aftershocks. The scent of sex—raw, primal, and mixed with something foreign—fills our bedroom.

“Well,” Trey says, breaking the heavy silence, “that was a nice welcome to the neighborhood.” He reaches down and collects his swim trunks from the floor, making no effort to hide his still impressive cock as it sways with his movements.

I watch him, unable to form coherent thoughts. What do you say to the man who just fucked your wife better than you ever could? Who just filled her with his seed while you watched like some pathetic voyeur?

Rachel stirs beside me, rolling onto her side to face Trey. “That was incredible,” she purrs, her voice still husky from screaming. She makes no move to cover herself, lying there with our combined cum leaking from between her thighs.

“Sure glad I moved in next to ya’ll. Damn, we’re gonna have some fun, aren’t we?” Trey says casually, stepping into his swim trunks.

And then it all hits me at once.

What the fuck did we just do?!


Chapter 14

My mind races with fear and regret. Our neighbor. We just did that with our fucking neighbor.

Not some random guy we’ll never see again, but the guy who lives next door. The guy we could reasonably see every single day for the rest of the time we spent in this house.

We have to move. Holy shit. Pack your things babe, we have to move to the other side of the country and change out names and go into hiding and…

“You ok, babe?” I feel Rachel’s cool touch on my shoulder. We’re lying naked in bed. it’s just us. Trey has apparently left. I suppose I have a foggy recollection of saying goodbye. I look around wildly.

“Just a little overwhelmed,” I manage to say, my voice sounding distant even to my own ears.

Rachel shifts beside me, propping herself up on one elbow. In the fading light, I can see her face—flushed, satisfied, but with a hint of concern in her eyes.

“Second thoughts?” she asks quietly.

I take a deep breath, trying to organize the hurricane of emotions swirling inside me. “I just... that’s our neighbor, Rachel. Not some anonymous guy we’ll never see again. He lives right next door.”

She bites her lip, considering this. “I know.”

“You know?” I sit up abruptly, my heart pounding. “We’re going to see him every day, at barbecues, getting the mail, mowing the lawn—Jesus, Rachel, what were we thinking?”

Her fingers trail lightly down my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “We were thinking it was hot,” she says simply. “And it was. Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy it.”

I can’t deny it. The memory of watching her with Trey is already seared into my brain—the contrast of their skin, the way she took him so completely, the sounds she made. My cock twitches despite my anxiety.

“That’s not the point,” I say, rubbing my temples. “The point is—“

“The point is,” Rachel interrupts, “we’re adults. We did something we both wanted to do.”

“Well, that’s the first and last time…I mean we can’t…”

Rachel folds her arms.

“What do you mean? Last time? If you think I’m going to stop after that…”

Her eyes are dark, almost as if she’s in a trance but she’s staring daggers at me. My breath catches in my throat.

“If you think I’m going to stop after that...” Rachel’s eyes narrow, her voice taking on a steely quality I’ve rarely heard before. “You’re out of your mind.”

I stare at her, momentarily speechless. This isn’t the Rachel I thought I knew - or maybe it is, just a version she’s kept hidden from me until now.

“Rachel, think about this rationally. He’s our neighbor. We see him all the time. This isn’t some fantasy scenario where we can just walk away if things get weird.”

She laughs, but there’s no humor in it. “Rationally? You want to talk about rational decisions after what just happened?” She gestures to the rumpled sheets, still damp with our combined fluids. “After you watched me fuck him? After you came inside me while I was full of his cum?”

My face burns hot with shame and arousal. She’s right - we’re well past the point of rational decision-making.

“I saw your face,” she continues, her voice softening slightly. “I know what this did to you. What it’s still doing to you.” Her hand slides down my chest, fingers trailing lower. “Don’t pretend you didn’t love every second of it.”

“That’s not the point,” I insist, though my body betrays me as her fingertips graze my cock, which is already hardening again despite everything. “The point is-“

“The point is,” she cuts me off again, “I warned you. I told you how powerful this stuff was…”

She’s right. She warned me. I remember her telling me that first night about how this was more powerful than any drug, how once we started we might not be able to stop. And now I can see the truth in her eyes—a hunger awakened that won’t easily be put back to sleep.

“This isn’t just some kink for me,” she whispers, her hand still stroking me. “This is who I am. Who I’ve always been. I just... buried it when I met you.”

My mind flashes to all those college stories, the ones that made my cock throb and my chest ache simultaneously. “For me? You buried it for me?”

She nods, her eyes softening slightly. “I thought that’s what I was supposed to do. Be normal. Settle down. But now...” She licks her lips, and I can see her pupils dilate. “Now that I’ve had a taste again, I don’t think I can go back.”

I swallow hard, my throat dry as sandpaper. “So what are you saying? You want to keep fucking Trey?”

“Not just Trey,” she says, and my stomach drops. “I want to explore this. With you. I want you to see what I can be, what I really am when I’m not holding back.” Her hand tightens around my shaft, which betrays me by growing even harder. “And I think you want to see it too.”

She’s not wrong. Despite all my fears, all my anxieties, I can’t deny the dark thrill that courses through me at her words. The image of Rachel—my Rachel—with another man has awakened something primal in me, something I never knew existed until now.

“I’m scared,” I admit finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “Not just of the neighbor situation, but of... this. What it means. What it says about me that I liked it so much.”

Rachel’s expression softens. She cups my face in her hands, her touch gentle despite the filthy things we’ve just done. “I know,” she whispers. “I was scared too, the first time. But once you embrace it...” Her eyes glaze over slightly, lost in memory. “It’s freedom, Ryan. A kind of freedom most people never experience.”

I lean into her touch, my heart racing. “What if it changes us? Changes how we feel about each other?”

“It will,” she says simply, and my breath catches. “But not in the way you think. This isn’t about replacing you. It’s about adding something to what we already have.” Her fingers trace patterns on my chest. “When I was with my ex, watching me with other men made him worship me more. He said it was like being married to a goddess he got to share with the world.”

The comparison sends a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. “And is that what you want? To be worshipped?”

A slow smile spread across her lips as an almost demonic glint sparkled in her eyes. Then she began to whisper in the darkness.

“Yes, Ryan…I want you to worship me…but more than that…I want you to watch me worship. Worship BBC…”

The word “BBC” hangs in the air between us, charged with meaning. My cock throbs painfully at the sound of it on her lips, so casual yet so forbidden. I can’t look away from her eyes—dark pools of desire that seem to see right through me, past all my pretenses of being the strong, confident husband.

“Is that what you really want?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

She nods, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “I’ve spent years trying to be the perfect wife, Ryan. The good girl. But that’s not who I am. Not really.” Her hand slides lower, wrapping around my hardening cock. “And I think deep down, it’s not who you want me to be either.”

I can’t deny it. The image of her on her knees before Trey, of her taking him so completely while I watched—it awoke something in me I never knew existed. Something dark and primal that I can’t seem to stuff back down now that it’s been unleashed.

“What happens now?” I ask, my breath catching as she strokes me slowly.

“Now?” Rachel smiles, and it’s the smile of a predator who knows her prey is already caught. “Now we see how deep this rabbit hole goes.” She leans in, her lips brushing against my ear. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

To be continued in Part II


Light Her Fire: An Interracial Hotwife Romance

(BONUS PREVIEW - BUY NOW)

Chapter 1: The Confession

I always knew Ethan had a secret.
Not a big one, mind you. He’s not exactly the type to hide a mistress or a gambling problem. No, Ethan’s the kind of man who’s got spreadsheets for his spreadsheets, who double-checks the locks at night and pays the credit card bill two days early just for the thrill of it.

But today, as I am “cleaning” his home office—translation: looking for something to amuse me before the wine kicks in—I find a little black USB drive tucked under his desk calendar. Nothing scandalous, right? Except my husband is the kind of man who labels everything. This one is just...blank.

Of course, I plug it in. And of course, I’m not prepared for what I find.

Porn.

LOL.

How pathetic. Ethan’s porn stash.

Only…something makes me stop. Something I can’t explain right away.

I have no idea why, but I click into one of the folders and I feel my mouth gape wide open. I almost knock over my wine glass as my pulse quickens and thrums in my chest.

The folder isn’t even named—just a string of numbers and letters, like he can outsmart my curiosity with obfuscation. Nice try, Ethan. Inside: more folders, some just “A,” “B,” “Z,” and one labeled “Fire.” That one brings me up short. I am staring at the word, the tiny flame icon someone must have added, and suddenly I am warm. Actually, I am sweating. I run my finger along the trackpad and click the fire.

There are videos. Dozens. And not the bored, rusty kind of porn you see when you’re killing time on your phone. The women are all…my god. They’re all a little like me: red hair, pale skin, a certain unspoken defiance in the way their mouths curl at the men on the screen. But it’s not the women that glue me.

It’s the men.

All of them Black, and not just in a “diverse casting” way. Towering, carved, handsome. Fucking hung. The first clip I hover on: a woman with wild green eyes and freckles kneeling in front of two of them, her hands trembling not from fear but anticipation.

My thighs are pressed tight under the desk and my skin feels prickly, too alive, as the woman gasps and then opens her mouth to suck one, then the other. Alternating, sharing, ravenous. I watch, transfixed, as she melts into them, as their hands cradle and guide her. Gentle and greedy at once.

I should stop, but I don’t. I should think, What does this mean about Ethan? About me…us?

But mostly I’m thinking, Why am I this wet right now?

Apparently, I don’t care to answer. At least not right now. I still have a few hours before Ethan gets home and I feel my hand creep down between my legs as my eyes widen and stay fixed on the erotic scene before me.

The reckless little demon in my head cackles as I slide a finger into my panties. I don’t take my eyes off the screen, but I let my mind wander a little. I wonder how long this folder has been here, how many times Ethan has crept to his office late at night and watched red-haired women be pleased by two...no, sometimes three, sometimes a veritable wall of perfectly chocolate skin and rippling muscle. Watching these men split these women open like they were nothing, and the women… most resembling some version of me…begging for more.

My own fingers are slick and moving now, slow circles and little jabs.I’m suddenly irrationally angry at Ethan for hiding this from me, for not inviting me into this dark, sticky corner of his brain.

For years he’s played the safe, beige husband. The one who prefers missionary and dim lighting and, god help us, pillow talk about 401(k)s, but here he is, hoarding a hunger for something raw and enormous. For something other than me. Or maybe for something only I could ever give him, if I only knew how to read the signals.

My orgasm is sudden and violent and I bite the inside of my cheek so hard I taste copper. I slap the laptop shut, cast the USB drive onto the desk, and sit there with my thighs quivering and a wet patch seeping cool and tacky beneath the cotton of my panties.

The hum of shame mixed with satisfaction lingers in the air. I am still catching my breath when I hear the garage door begin its slow, grinding ascent.

Ethan, home early.

Shit.

I scramble to my feet, adrenaline coursing through my veins, and wipe my hands on my jeans as if I have just eaten something messy, as if the proof of my little sin is smeared between the cracks of my knuckles.

And it is.

I almost laugh—almost—because what else is there to do? I stare at the drive spun halfway off the desk and contemplate sliding it back under the calendar, pretending none of this ever happened, but the notion is so craven it repulses me.

I won’t be that girl. Not anymore.

Instead, I close the now-dormant laptop, and sweep up the USB, palming it like a lucky coin.

Ethan’s footsteps pad up the hall; the well-rehearsed routine, the brushing of his shoes on the slate tile, the slight impatient shuffle right before he opens the door. It’s all so Ethan, so guileless and suburban, I almost want to scream.

He appears, briefcase dangling from two fingers, glasses halfway down his nose. He’s already talking as he shoulders through, voice bright and oblivious: “Hey, Savannah, you won’t believe what the new guy—oh.”

He stops. Looks at me, unblinking, zeros in with those tired blue eyes.

I wonder, in that millisecond, if I have moaned so loudly he heard it from the driveway, or if he’s just startled by the fact that I’m in his sacred space.

Maybe it’s the wine glass, still with a red thumbprint on the rim.

Maybe I’m just flushed, post-orgasmic and transparently alive for the first time in weeks.

Or maybe, just maybe, he can read it all. Every last detail of what just happened — because it’s written all over my face.


Chapter 2: Curiosity Burns

Before I know it, it’s time for bed and I still haven’t confronted him. I’m totally going to, I just want to make sure the timing is right. And I have a plan. A devious little plan I hatched over dinner and a few more glasses of wine.

I’m going to fuck Ethan tonight.

I know how that sounds. He’s my husband, right? Who cares? We do it all the time. Well, that’s not true. Maybe once a month. Or less at this point.

No, tonight is different.

I’m going to fuck him and his mind.

When the moment is right, well…you’ll see.

I watch him get ready to go to sleep with a curious and devious indifference.

I can’t see them, but I’m sure there’s a devilish sparkle in my eyes right now.

I shimmy out of my jeans and throw one of his old university t-shirts over my shoulders, letting it hang long enough to brush the bare skin at the tops of my thighs. He’s always loved that shirt on me, which says something, since it’s faded and has a mysterious rust-colored stain above the C in “Cornhuskers.”

I sidle up behind him, wrap my arms around his waist. He almost chokes on toothpaste, but his eyes catch mine in the mirror, and I see the flicker of panic, then the careful modulation of his features into confusion, then mild pleasure. I drag my fingers under his shirt, up the faint ladder of his ribs.

I reach down into his waistband and grab a handful of his cock.

“Come to bed,” I whisper in his ear before moving my hand quickly off his cock and grabbing him by the hand.

He still tastes a little like toothpaste when I kiss him, but I bite his lower lip and slide my palm up his chest until I feel his heart pattering. It’s like a small, caged thing that’s trying so hard to keep secrets.

I don’t give him time to process, just pull him by the belt loops into the bedroom and push him onto the bed.

He lies there awkwardly for a second, like he’s been invited to a party but isn’t sure if he’s allowed to dance. I yank off my t-shirt, pop my bra with the back-of-the-neck ninja trick, drop both on the floor. His eyes go wide.

I straddle him, pinning his arms down at the wrists, and let myself settle heavy on his hips. His cock, already halfway hard, presses against my bare heat. I grind down, slow at first, then enough to make him arch his back and try to roll me underneath, but I tighten my thighs and whisper, “No. Stay.”

He’s breathing through his nose, still so eager to please, but confused at the lack of roadmap. This isn’t how we usually do things. It’s not how our little dance number usually goes.

I lean down close enough to taste the stubble on his chin.

"How bad do you want me right now?" I ask, voice barely above a growl. It comes out a little more dangerous than intended.

"Jesus, Savannah," he breathes, and his cock jerks against me. “Like, so bad.”

For all his control-freak tendencies, it's the rare moments I break script that make him wild.

I rock against him, sliding my cunt the length of his cock, then pull away, sitting up so he can see every inch of me. For once I want him to know what it feels like to be halfway starved.

"Take your shirt off," I say, and it comes out clipped, almost like an order. He hesitates, looking up at me with an odd, speculative glint in his eyes, but he peels off the t-shirt and tosses it aside. His torso is pale, scattered freckles and the faintest outline of abs. He looks good for thirty-two and the knowledge nearly makes me smile.

I rake my hands over his chest, down the treasure trail, and then sit back and just watch his cock. It’s fully hard now, straining against thin gray boxer briefs.

I want to tell him to fuck me. I want to demand it. I want to split myself open and let all the pent-up something pour out but I don’t say anything. I make him wait.

Instead, I drag my nails lightly up the V beneath his navel, teasing the waistband lower with each pass without ever committing to the reveal. I want him leaking for it, desperate. I want him needy in a way that makes me the only thing holding the universe together.

It’s a sick little thrill, watching my husband squirm. This man who never once in twelve years of marriage has shown a crack in his armor. Except now, he’s helpless and twitching beneath me, and I can do whatever I want.

I slip my hand beneath the fabric and grip his cock fully, feeling it pulse hot and curious in my palm. His breath hitches. He bites his lip and tries to keep his hips from bucking, but I see the tension ripple through his abdomen.

“Savannah,” he says, all gravel and nerves. There’s so much packed into the syllables. There’s lust, need, and that little streak of bewilderment he can’t seem to shake. Maybe also a bit of fear.

And it drives me absolutely wild to see him like this.

I put my finger to my lips and shake my head. “Shhhh,” I say. “Don’t ruin it.”

He nods, biting down harder.

“You know,” I say, and my voice is liquid velvet, “I found something interesting today.”

I begin to squeeze and pump and jerk his cock while I talk.

"Do you want to know what it was?" I croon, milking his cock so slow it aches. "Or should I keep you guessing a little longer?"

He tries for bravado, just like he always does, but the way he’s shivering tells me I've got him strung up like a marionette.

"Depends," he manages with a tight smile, and the syllables are rigid, strained. "Is it work-related?"

I give him a look. He's trying to be funny, to drag us both back into safe harbor. It's a valiant effort, but we’re already in open water.

"It’s about you," I say. My hand stills, just gripping him, hard, enough to make his breath shudder out. "Or maybe us."

I lean forward again, hair falling over my shoulders, tickling his chest. I press my lips to his ear so close he's probably counting the brush of every word: "I found your porn stash."

He freezes.

I almost laugh, but it isn’t funny at all; it's exhilarating. All those years of vanilla missionary, all those times we faked surprise at what the other wanted in bed. The way he freezes now, like prey, makes me want to bite him.

Hard.

I keep going, relentless, my thumb rolling over the slick head of his cock, as I purr low, "Do you want to guess what I watched, Ethan?”

He swallows so hard I hear it. His eyes won’t meet mine. But his hips twitch upward, seeking friction, and his fists clench the comforter.

I resist the urge to gloat. I’m not here to shame him, exactly; I’m here to see how far down the staircase he’ll follow me. I never knew I wanted to play this game until I realized how much he wanted it, too.

“You like watching girls that look like me, getting wrecked by men nothing like you.” I whisper it into his mouth just as I straddle him harder, slicking myself along the hard line of his cock.

I hear him gulp and almost whimper at my words.

“What?” he whispers, “No, it’s not what you think —”

I grind down harder on him, not letting up for a second.

“Oh, Ethan,” I say, making a mock pouty face and biting my lip. “It’s not? Then what is it then? Why don’t you explain it to me?”

His face is hot and shiny with shame, but his cock is throbbing in my hand, eager and more alive than I’ve seen it in months. I curl my fingers around the base and stroke him slow, daring him to contradict me.

He’s tongue-tied, which isn’t like him. Normally he masks discomfort with a snort of laughter, a reroute into a safer topic. But now I can almost see the conflict buzzing beneath his skin, some enzyme breaking down the outer Ethan to make room for whatever pulsing animal is thrashing inside. I let him writhe under the weight of it, heart pounding so loud I can feel it in my own chest, too.

“That’s what gets you off, isn’t it?” I whisper, soft enough to make him lean in, desperate not to miss a syllable. “Watching married, white women get destroyed by big, black cocks?”

The word lands heavy, obscene, and the way his eyelashes flutter is all the answer I need.

He doesn’t say yes. He doesn’t need to. I can feel the confession in the twitch of his cock against my knuckles, in the ragged stumble of his next breath.

“Savannah,” he pants, and I hear the plea inside it, the barely-voiced prayer for permission or forgiveness, or maybe punishment.

My pussy is blazing hot and wet and my thighs are sticky already, every nerve lit up and hungry. I can’t stop thinking about the girls in those videos. How they submitted, how they begged, how they were ruined for hours after, bodies limp and entwined in a tangle of damp sheets, how the look on their faces was always equal parts shame and rapture. How there was something monstrous and pure in the surrender of it.

I spit on my hand and stroke Ethan harder. He lets out a low, broken sound I’m not sure I’ve ever heard from him, and it reminds me of the animal inside my own chest. I slide down him, my hair hiding my face so he can’t read my intent, and pull his cock free. Lick a wet stripe up the head, swirl it in my mouth, and watch his eyes go bleak and wild at the same time.

I lick, and suck, almost sloppy, not the careful, gentle wifely head I usually give but something hungry and mean. I want to see him break. I want him to admit it, to shatter the beige lie of our sex life, maybe even of our whole marriage.

Finally, I pull my mouth off and look him directly in the eyes, still gripping his cock hard.

“Do you ever think about me?” I ask, grinding again, spreading myself slick around him but stopping just before the head can catch. I want to see the fight behind his eyes. “Do you want me to do what those girls do?” I can barely believe the words are mine, but the honesty tastes almost as good as the wine.

For a moment he’s silent, blinking up at me, bleeding nervousness and raw wanting. Then, a small, choked admission: “Yeah. I always think about you. Always you.”

My heart skips, fluttering against my ribs. I hop on top of him and straddle him.

I slide down the length of his cock until the tip is nudging at my entrance. I hold there, pinning his hips down. I want to hear him say it. To tell me, explicitly and directly, what he wants.

“Tell me,” I command, but my voice comes out raw, almost desperate. I want him to fucking own it. I don’t want a man who hides. I want a man who tells the truth, even if it kills him inside.

He hesitates. His face is a storm—shame, arousal, a little terror. Finally, he rasps out, “Yes. I want it. I want you to be like them.”

Like them. It knocks the air out of me, but not in a way I hate.

I rock my hips again, letting the head of his cock slide barely inside, feeling how he twitches, seesaws between control and surrender. “Say it,” I whisper.

He grabs my wrist—tight, but not enough to hurt. Just enough that I can feel his pulse thumping through. “I want to see you,” he says, voice tight as a garrote. “Like that. With a real man. I want to watch you get ruined, Savannah. For real.”

“Get ruined by what?” I growl. I want specifics. I want to hear him say it. Need to hear him say it.

He pauses and gulps and I can see the indecision.

So I do it for him. I feel my lips curl into a wicked smile.

“You want to see me get ruined by a big, black cock?”

Hearing the words on my own lips sends a twisted thrill down my spine. My entire body breaks out in gooseflesh.

Just saying those words, big, black cock, turns me on unlike anything ever has before.

I bite my lip and smile again as a wicked thought occurs to me.

He doesn’t just want to see me with one…he wants…

“Maybe two big, black cocks? Isn’t that right, Ethan? Isn’t that what really turns you on?”

He gulps and nods.

“Yes. Fuck yes…”

His whisper is almost a hiss and I feel like I could cum right then and there.

There it is. The secret. Out and alive and feral between us.

I let him in, a slow, deliberate slide down his cock, then grip his face in both hands.

“That’s what you want?” I drive him deeper with those words, squeezing my thighs against his ribs so tight I feel his heartbeat stutter.

His eyes flash panic, but there’s no going back now. This is a full confession, both of us wild and open.

“Yes,” he says again, louder, shame cracked open and pouring out.

“God, Ethan,” I whisper and ride him in slow, deep strokes, like I already have a third audience in the room.

Every movement is wanton, every thrust a dare. I fuck him the way I saw the women in his videos fuck: proud, needy, unashamed. He’s losing it beneath me.

His hands scramble up my back, his mouth finds my nipple and fastens on, tongue frantic.

I’m shaking. Literally vibrating on top of him, thighs burning, holding back the violence of what I want to unleash because once I go, there’s no stuffing this thing back in a box. He’s sucking my nipple so hard the skin aches, and I arch into him, clawing at the back of his neck. I want the pain. Need it, even, to drown the blunt force of what’s happening between us.

I ride him until my ass is smacking his thighs, until he can barely keep hold of my hips. He tries to hold back, like he always does, tries to let me go first. I disobey the script and slap his cheek. Just a quick sting, the kind that says, Pay attention. His eyes reel, then focus hard on mine.

“Don’t hold back,” I say, and it’s a fucking order. “Come for me, Ethan. Fill me up.”

He does it, nearly sobbing, his cock throbbing inside me, pulsing white-hot.

I grind down and rub my clit against his pubic bone and I’m right there too. We’re both shuddering, clawing at each other, not making love but taking it, all teeth and sweat and ugly, beautiful desperation.

He collapses, panting, eyes wide and unseeing, and I collapse too, breathing in sharp tides, sweat pooling in the space between us as if we’ve just battled, not loved.

We lie there, bodies knotted, the pitiful aftershocks wracking us both. I can feel his cum leaking out, sliding slick down my thighs, and for a moment I just bask in the filthy satisfaction of what we’ve done.

He’s trembling when he wraps his arms around me. Not from cold, but the kind of tremor that happens after the release of something enormous, something coiled and mean that’s been hiding for years. I burrow in, press my face to his chest and lick the taste of salt and regret from his skin.

After, in the calm, we lie side by side, shoulder to hip, staring at the nothing on the ceiling, and breathing ragged little echoes of our former selves.

Neither of us says a word and before I know it, we’re asleep.

All night long, I dream of my pussy getting wrecked by big, black cocks while Ethan watches and cheers me on.

When I wake up the next morning, I’m soaking wet. My pussy throbs and aches.

I realize there’s no going back. We’ve awoken a hunger that simply must be satisfied.
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The Journal - An Interracial Hotwife Romance
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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…

END OF SAMPLE
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Taken By The Unexpected House Guest: A Hotwife Romance Novella (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW
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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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