

Crossing the
Line - Part 2
A Husband Discovers His Wife’s Sordid Past and Encourages a Taboo Affair (An Interracial Hotwife Romance)

By: F. Rey Noel


Copyright © 2026 F. Rey Noel

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This book is a work of pure fiction. All references to people, places, and events in this story are made up. This is a story for fantasy and entertainment purposes only. Any resemblance to people, places, and events in real life are purely coincidental. All sexual acts in this story are consensual and intended to be enjoyed by adults, 18+, for entertainment purposes.

Any models used on the cover of this book do not share any of the views contained in this story, nor do they represent any of the people, places, events, or storylines contained within. Any resemblance is, again, purely coincidental.


TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Light Her Fire: An Interracial Hotwife Romance

The Journal - An Interracial Hotwife Romance

Taken By The Unexpected House Guest: A Hotwife Romance Novella

Other Works by F. Rey Noel


Chapter 1

To say the dynamic of our relationship has shifted in the aftermath of what happened last night would be an understatement. The next morning I wake to a strange creature sleeping next to me. One who looks exactly like my wife and yet completely different at the same time.

I study her sleeping posture while I try my best not to freak out.

Her face is so peaceful in sleep, none of the calculated seduction or wild abandon from last night visible in her features. She looks like my Rachel again—the woman I married, the woman I thought I knew completely. But now I understand there are depths to her I never imagined, currents running strong beneath the surface of our marriage that I never detected until they swept me away.

I slip out of bed quietly, my body aching in strange ways. My cock feels tender, overused. My heart feels... I don’t even know. Stretched, maybe. Like it’s been pulled into a shape it wasn’t designed for but somehow still functions.

The morning light filters through our bedroom curtains as I pad downstairs to make coffee. Every step through our house feels different now, like I’m walking through a familiar place that’s been subtly altered. The couch where we watch movies together. The kitchen table where we eat breakfast. The sliding glass door leading to the pool where it all began.

I pause at the window, coffee pot in hand, and look out at our backyard. Everything looks normal—the pool still blue and inviting, the lounge chairs arranged neatly on the deck. Yet I know nothing will ever be the same again.

My eyes drift inevitably to Trey’s house. His yard is still, quiet in the early morning light. Is he awake yet? Is he thinking about what happened? About my wife? About me watching?

The coffee maker gurgles and sputters behind me, drawing me back to the task at hand. I pour myself a cup, the rich aroma filling my nostrils as I try to ground myself in this mundane morning ritual. But even this feels different—more intense somehow, my senses heightened in the aftermath of last night’s revelations.

I hear footsteps on the stairs and turn to see Rachel entering the kitchen. She’s wearing my t-shirt and nothing else, her hair tousled from sleep, looking impossibly beautiful in the soft morning light. There’s a new confidence in her walk, a subtle sway of her hips that wasn’t there before—or maybe I just never noticed it until now.

“Morning,” she says, her voice still husky from sleep—and from screaming Trey’s name last night.

“Morning,” I reply, offering her a cup of coffee. Our fingers brush as she takes it, and even this simple touch sends electricity through me. “Sleep well?”

She smiles over the rim of her mug, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing glint. “Better than I have in years.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, though I try not to show it. I lean against the counter, watching her as she moves around our kitchen with that new, languid grace.

“So,” I finally say, unable to bear the tension anymore. “Are we going to talk about it?”

Rachel takes another sip of her coffee, regarding me thoughtfully. “What’s there to talk about?”

“What’s there to—“ I sputter, nearly choking on my coffee. “Rachel, we invited our neighbor over and and I watched you have sex with him. In our bed. That’s not exactly a typical Saturday night for us.”

She leans against the kitchen island, studying me with those new eyes—the ones that seem to see straight through me now. “And? We both enjoyed it. I know you did, Ryan. I saw your face.”

My cheeks burn hot at the memory. The way I watched them together. The way I came harder than I ever have in my life. The shame and excitement twisting together inside me like snakes.

“That’s not the point,” I manage, setting my mug down before I drop it. “The point is what happens now. Do we just go back to normal? Pretend it never happened? Wave at him when we’re checking the mail?”

Rachel laughs, the sound rich and genuine. “Normal? Baby, there’s no going back to whatever you think was normal.” She sets her coffee aside and steps closer to me, her bare legs brushing against mine. “And I don’t want to.”

I swallow hard, caught between desire and fear. “So what do you want?”

“I told you last night,” she says, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “I want to explore this. With you. I want you to see me—the real me.”

“The real you,” I repeat, my voice hoarse. “The one who—“

“The one who loves black cock,” she finishes for me, her eyes never leaving mine. “The one who spent her college years on her knees in frat houses. The one who gets wet just thinking about being stretched and filled by men like Trey.”

I grip the counter behind me, needing the support. Her bluntness is jarring, exhilarating, terrifying.

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

Rachel steps closer, pressing her body against mine. I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of my t-shirt she’s wearing.

“I think you know the answer to that question, Ryan. But you know what the truth is? You’re asking that question to the wrong person here.”

“What are you saying?” I stare at her, confused. “What do you mean I’m asking the wrong person?”

Rachel cups my face in her hands, her eyes searching mine with an intensity that makes my heart race.

“I’m saying you need to ask yourself who you really are, Ryan. The man who got harder than he’s ever been watching his wife with another man. The man who fucked me after Trey came inside me. The man who’s fighting this inner battle right now even as his cock is getting hard against my thigh.”

She’s right. I’m already stiffening against her, my body responding to her words even as my mind struggles to process them. The cognitive dissonance is dizzying.

“I don’t know who that man is,” I admit, my voice cracking. “I never thought I could be that person.”

“But you are,” she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. “And there’s nothing wrong with that. Nothing wrong with either of us.”

Her hand slides down between us, fingers wrapping around my hardening cock through my boxers. I gasp at her touch, my hips involuntarily pushing forward.

“Tell me you didn’t love watching me last night,” she challenges, giving me a gentle squeeze. “Tell me you didn’t get off on seeing me stretched around his cock, hearing me scream his name.”

I can’t lie. Not anymore. Not with her hand on me, her eyes boring into mine, stripping away all my pretenses.

“Ryan,” she whispers, “let me teach you…”

“Teach me what?” I whisper back.

Rachel’s eyes darken as she leans in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “How to embrace this part of yourself. How to stop fighting what turns you on. How to be the man who gets off on watching his wife worship black cock.”

My breath catches in my throat. The words are so raw, so explicit, yet they send electricity straight to my groin. Rachel feels it, her hand still wrapped around me through my boxers, and she smiles—a predatory, knowing smile that makes my knees weak.

“I don’t know if I can,” I admit, my voice barely audible.

“You already have,” she counters, squeezing me gently. “You just need to stop feeling guilty about it. Stop questioning it.” Her free hand traces patterns on my chest. “Do you still love me?”

“Of course,” I answer without hesitation. “More than anything.”

“And did watching me with Trey change that?”

I think about it, really think about it. The image of her beneath him, taking his massive cock, screaming in pleasure—it should have destroyed me, should have filled me with rage and jealousy. Instead...

“No,” I admit. “If anything, it made me want you more.”

Rachel’s smile widens. “That’s how it works, Ryan. That’s the secret no one tells you. When you share something so intimate, so taboo... it doesn’t break you apart. It binds you tighter.”

Her words resonate through me with frightening clarity. I think of how I felt last night—the jealousy and arousal twisting together into something new and intoxicating, the way my heart raced watching her with him, the earth-shattering orgasm that followed.

“So what now?” I ask, my voice steadier than I expected. “What happens next?”

“Your training begins,” she says with a mischievous grin, hands on her hips. She beckons me with one finger. “Come, follow me upstairs.”


Chapter 2

I do as I’m told and follow after her. I follow her up the stairs, my eyes fixed on her bare legs beneath my t-shirt, the slight curve of her ass visible with each step. My heart hammers against my ribs as I wonder what she means by “training.” The word itself sends a jolt of electricity through me—equal parts fear and anticipation.

In our bedroom, Rachel turns to face me. The morning light streams through the curtains, catching the gold in her hair, illuminating her in a way that makes her look almost otherworldly. She pulls my t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, standing naked before me with a confidence I’ve never seen in her before.

“First lesson,” she says, her voice soft but commanding. “Honesty. Complete and total honesty between us about what turns us on. No judgment, no shame.”

I nod, my mouth suddenly dry. “Okay.”

“So tell me,” she continues, moving closer until I can feel the heat radiating from her skin. “What was your favorite part about last night? The part that made you hardest?”

My mind races through the images—Rachel on her knees before Trey, her lips stretched around his massive cock; Rachel on all fours, taking him from behind; the sight of his cum leaking from her when he pulled out.

“When...” I start, then hesitate, the words sticking in my throat.

“Say it,” she encourages. “No holding back.”

I take a deep breath. “When you were on all fours and he was behind you. The way your face looked—I’ve never seen you like that before. The pleasure was so intense it almost looked like pain. And when he said he was going to... to breed you...” I trail off, my cock straining painfully against my boxers just at the memory.

Rachel’s eyes darken with desire. “And did you like that idea? Another man breeding your wife?”

The question hangs between us, loaded with implications. I swallow hard.

“Yes,” I admit, the word barely audible. “God help me, I did.”

Rachel smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips that makes my heart race. “That’s good, Ryan. That’s honest.” She steps closer, pressing her naked body against mine. “Second lesson: acceptance. Accept what turns you on without shame.”

Her hand slides down my chest, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers to wrap around my throbbing cock.

“Say it,” she whispers. “Say what you are.”

I hesitate, the word sticking in my throat like a stone.

“Say it,” she repeats, more firmly this time, her grip tightening around my shaft.

“I’m a... cuck,” I finally manage, the admission sending a strange mix of shame and exhilaration through me.

“Yes,” she breathes, rewarding me with a slow stroke. “My cuck. My loving husband,” she purrs, her lips brushing against mine. “And there’s nothing wrong with that. Nothing wrong with getting turned on by seeing me pleasured in ways you can’t give me.”

Her words should sting, should hurt my pride, but instead they send a fresh wave of arousal through me. I groan as she continues to stroke me, her touch expert and knowing.

“Third lesson,” she whispers, guiding me backward until my knees hit the edge of our bed. She pushes me down gently, then climbs on top of me, straddling my hips. “Power dynamics. Understanding that this isn’t about you being less of a man…”

“It’s not?”

She giggles.

“Sorry, just kidding. I mean, that’s kind of exactly what it’s about, isn’t it? Thats part of what turns you on.”

She grinds against my hardness, her wet heat scorching even through the thin fabric of my boxers. I grip her hips, trying to guide her, but she catches my wrists and pins them above my head.

“No,” she says firmly. “Not yet. I’m in control now. That’s part of this too.” She leans down, her breasts brushing against my chest, her lips hovering just above mine. “And you love it, don’t you? Surrendering control to me?”

“Yes,” I admit, the word tearing from my throat like a confession. “God, yes.”

Rachel smiles against my lips. “Good boy,” she whispers, and those two simple words send electricity straight to my cock.

“Good boy,” she whispers, and those two simple words send electricity straight to my cock.

I shiver beneath her, overwhelmed by how much power she holds over me now. She releases my wrists but gives me a look that tells me to keep them where they are. I obey without question, my breath coming in quick, shallow pants as she slides her body down mine.

“Fourth lesson,” she continues, her voice silky and dangerous as she tugs at my boxers. I lift my hips automatically to help her remove them. “Preparation and anticipation.”

My cock springs free, achingly hard against my stomach. Rachel eyes it with an almost clinical detachment that somehow makes me even harder.

“What do you mean?” I ask, my voice embarrassingly hoarse.

She trails her fingertips along my inner thigh, deliberately avoiding where I need her touch most. “I mean that Trey isn’t going to be the only man I fuck while you watch. And we need to be ready.”

My heart stutters in my chest. “You’ve already... decided this?”

“We both decided it last night,” she says, finally wrapping her hand around my shaft. “When you came inside me after watching him fill me up.” She strokes me slowly, methodically. “Your cock made the decision for you.”

I can’t argue with her logic. The evidence of my arousal is quite literally in her hand.

“So what’s the preparation part?” I manage to ask.

Rachel’s smile turns wicked.

“You need to get me ready for my bulls, warm my pussy up…”

I swallow hard at her words. My brain feels like it’s short-circuiting, struggling to keep up with this new Rachel—this sexual goddess who seems to have emerged overnight from the woman I thought I knew.

“What do you mean?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I mean,” she says, sliding down my body until her face hovers just above my cock, “that you’re going to need to learn how to prepare me properly. How to get me ready to take big black cocks.” Her breath washes over my sensitive skin as she speaks. “How to make sure I’m wet and open and hungry.”

I groan, unable to form words as she licks a slow, deliberate stripe up my shaft.

“Because let’s be honest, Ryan,” she continues, her eyes locked on mine. “You can’t stretch me the way they can. You can’t fill me the way they can. But you can make sure I’m ready for them.”

Her words should crush me, should wound my ego beyond repair. Instead, my cock throbs painfully, leaking pre-cum onto my stomach. What is happening to me?

“Does that turn you on?” she asks, though she already knows the answer. “The thought of getting your wife’s pussy ready for other men to use?”

“Yes,” I admit, the word escaping like a prayer.

“Good boy,” she says again, rewarding me with another long lick, then she stops and flicks my cock with her thumb and index finger. She stands up. “Now, show me how you’d get me ready for a bull…”

I stare at her in disbelief, my mind racing to catch up with what’s happening. She wants me to show her how I’d prepare her? For a bull? The term feels foreign in my thoughts but simultaneously arousing in a way I can’t explain.

“I... I don’t know how,” I stammer, feeling suddenly inadequate. “This is all new to me.”

Rachel’s expression softens slightly, though the dominant gleam remains in her eyes. “Then I’ll teach you,” she says, climbing onto the bed and positioning herself against our headboard. She spreads her legs wide, giving me a perfect view of her pussy—still slightly swollen from last night’s activities.

“Come here,” she beckons, her voice gentle but commanding.

I move between her legs, my hands trembling slightly as I place them on her inner thighs. The intimacy of this moment feels different somehow—charged with new meaning, new purpose.

“First,” she instructs, “you need to worship it.” Her fingers trail through her folds, spreading herself open for me. “Kiss it like you’re grateful it’s being shared with others. Because you are grateful, aren’t you?”

The question hangs in the air between us. Am I grateful? The confusion must show on my face because Rachel continues.

“You’re grateful because watching me take other men makes you harder than you’ve ever been. Because seeing me fulfilled in ways you can’t fulfill me yourself brings you pleasure too.”

I nod slowly, the truth of her words sinking in. There’s something deeply arousing about watching Rachel with another man—seeing her completely fulfilled, witnessing her pleasure in its rawest form. And yes, I am grateful for that experience, as twisted as it might sound.

“Yes,” I whisper, “I am grateful.”

“Good,” she purrs. “Now show me.”

I lower my head between her thighs, inhaling her scent—different now, marked somehow by what happened last night. I press my lips against her pussy in a reverent kiss, then another, worshipping her the way she asked. My tongue slides through her folds, tasting the lingering evidence of our combined release from last night.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Worship my pussy. Get it nice and wet for the next cock that’s going to stretch it.”

Her words send electricity straight to my groin. I devour her with newfound hunger, my tongue exploring every inch of her, circling her clit, dipping inside her. I’m no longer just pleasuring my wife—I’m preparing her for another man. The thought should destroy me, but instead, it drives me to please her more thoroughly than I ever have before.

“Now your fingers,” she gasps, her hips rolling against my face. “Stretch me.”

I slide two fingers inside her, feeling her heat envelop them. She’s already wet, already ready, but I understand this isn’t just about physical preparation—it’s psychological too. It’s about my new role in our transformed relationship.

“More,” Rachel demands, her voice husky with desire. “Stretch me wider.”

I add a third finger, feeling her walls stretch around me. She’s still tender from last night, slightly swollen, but she moans with pleasure as I work my fingers in and out of her.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her head falling back against the headboard. “Can you feel how different I am now? After Trey stretched me out?”

I can. The realization sends a jolt of arousal through me so intense it’s almost painful. Her pussy feels different—looser, more open, marked by another man’s use. The thought makes me harder than I’ve ever been.

“You’re going to keep me warmed up like this all the time now,” she tells me, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. “Keep me ready for whenever a bull wants to use me.”

“Yes,” I agree, mesmerized by the way her body responds to my touch, by this new dynamic between us. “Whatever you want.”

“Good boy,” she praises again, and those two simple words make my cock throb. “Now, spread them. Stretch me wide.”

I scissor my fingers inside her, opening her up as she’s instructed. Rachel moans, her back arching into me.

“Now,” she whispers breathlessly. “For some rules…”

“Rules?” I echo, my fingers still inside her, feeling her warmth pulse around them.

Rachel’s eyes are serious now, even as her hips continue to rock against my hand. “Yes. If we’re going to do this—really do this—we need boundaries.”

I nod, suddenly grateful for this moment of clarity in the midst of our sexual haze.

But then my mood turns sour.

“You don’t get to fuck me whenever you want anymore…”

The statement hits me like a bucket of ice water, snapping me out of my aroused state.

“What?” I stutter, my fingers stilling inside her.

Rachel’s eyes are steady, unwavering. “You heard me. If we’re doing this, your access to my body changes. You don’t get to just have me whenever you want anymore.”

I feel something cold and heavy settle in my stomach. “But... you’re my wife.”

“Yes,” she says, her voice softening slightly. “And I love you more than anything. But this lifestyle has rules, Ryan. Structure. It’s what makes it work.”

She gently removes my hand from between her legs and sits up, pulling me close so we’re face to face. The dominant seductress from moments ago is replaced by someone more familiar—my Rachel, but with a new confidence, a new purpose.

“Look,” she explains, “I’m not saying we won’t have sex. We will. But it’ll be different now. Special occasions. When I decide. The rest of the time...” she trails off, looking at me meaningfully.

“The rest of the time what?” I ask, though I think I already know the answer.

“The rest of the time, you’ll please me in other ways. Like you just were. With your mouth, your hands. And you’ll watch me with others.”

My chest tightens. “So I’m just... what? Your servant now?”

Rachel shakes her head and smiles. “No, silly. You’re my cuck. Remember? Just like you wanted.”

“Oh, and you know how I let you fuck me right after Trey was done with me? Consider that a special occasion…”

“What you mean I can’t even -”

“No of course, you still can…you just have to earn it first.”

“Earn it?” I manage to ask, struggling to process this new reality. “What do you mean?”

Rachel cups my face in her hands, her eyes softening slightly though the resolve remains. “I mean that our dynamic has changed now. You can’t just take anymore. You have to show me you deserve it.”

My head spins with confusion and arousal. “How do I do that?”

“By being a good cuck,” she says simply. “By accepting your place. By showing me how much you love watching me with other men. By preparing me properly, like we just practiced.” Her thumb traces my lower lip. “By cleaning me up after they’re done with me.”

The implication sends a jolt through my system—equal parts shock and unexpected arousal. “You mean...”

“That’s right, Ryan…the ultimate act of submission. Tasting it.”

The thought freezes me in place. Tasting another man’s... release? From my wife? The image both repulses and arouses me in a way I can’t reconcile.

“I don’t know if I can do that,” I whisper, my voice cracking.

Rachel strokes my cheek, her touch gentle but her eyes unyielding.

“Oh baby, don’t worry. When the time comes, you’ll do it. Trust me, you cucks always do.”

Gulp. My mind flashes to Rachel in college, to her past. Before she met me. You cucks always do.

Just how many cucks had she had?

“Are you sure about that?” I whisper through frightened lips.

She looks at me like it’s the dumbest question in the world.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me. The way you watched last night. This is who you are now.” Her fingers trail down my chest. “My loving husband. My devoted cuck.”

Then he grabs the back of my head and pushes me firmly into her wet mound.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers, “I’m so close.”

I dive back between her legs, losing myself in her scent and taste. My tongue works frantically, desperate to please her, to prove my devotion in this new reality we’ve entered. Her thighs tighten around my head as I suck her clit between my lips, feeling it swell against my tongue.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, her fingers digging into my scalp. “Good boy... such a good boy for me.”

Those words shouldn’t affect me the way they do, but each time she says them, my cock throbs painfully. I’m achingly hard despite not being touched, despite knowing I won’t find release unless she grants it. The realization should terrify me, but instead, it drives me deeper into submission.

I slide my fingers back inside her, curving them to hit the spot that makes her tremble. Her wetness coats my chin, my cheeks, marking me with her scent. I can taste the faint remnants of last night—of me, of Trey—and the knowledge that I’m lapping at the evidence of her infidelity makes me dizzy with conflicted arousal.

“Oh god, Ryan, yes!” she cries out, her back arching off the bed. “Right there, don’t stop!”

I redouble my efforts, sucking harder, moving my fingers faster. Her thighs begin to shake, her breathing turns to sharp, desperate pants. I feel her walls tightening around my fingers, pulsing with juices.

She comes loud and hard, dripping even more tangy juices onto my tongue and down my throat.

When she finishes she looks at me in a daze.

“Mmm, now stroke it for me, you were such a good boy I’ll let you finish on my tits…”

She gets on her knees in front of me and squeezes her breasts together, offering them out to me, a fleshy, unfertile landing pad for my seed.

I wrap my hand around my shaft, already leaking with pre-cum. The sight of Rachel on her knees before me, presenting her breasts like an offering, makes my heart race. Her eyes hold mine captive as I stroke myself, her lips curved in that new knowing smile I’m still getting used to.

“That’s it,” she encourages, her voice husky from her recent orgasm. “Show me how much you enjoyed serving me.”

My hand moves faster, the friction almost painful without lubrication, but I don’t care. The memories of last night flash through my mind—Rachel taking Trey’s massive cock, her face contorted in ecstasy, sounds escaping her I’d never heard before. My balls tighten as I feel my climax approaching.

“Where do you want it?” I gasp, my voice strained.

“Right here,” Rachel says, pushing her breasts together even tighter, creating a perfect valley between them. “Cover them.”

I aim carefully, stroking furiously now, my breath coming in ragged pants. When the release finally hits me, it’s more intense than I expect. Thick ropes of cum shoot across her chest, painting her pale skin with white streaks. Some lands on her neck, some on her breasts, exactly where I was aiming.

She laughs and moans with excitement at the sight of it.

“Oh my god, Ry that’s so hot…look at how excited you were…mmmm.”

“Mmm, look at you,” Rachel coos, dragging her fingers through my cum on her chest. “Such a good boy.”

I watch, mesmerized, as she brings her cum-coated fingers to her mouth and slowly sucks them clean. The sight sends another jolt of electricity through my spent cock.

“Thank you,” I manage to say, though I’m not entirely sure what I’m thanking her for—letting me finish? The new rules? This strange and sudden transformation of our marriage?

Rachel’s eyes soften as she reaches for tissues from our nightstand. “You’re welcome, baby. You did so well today.” She cleans herself off, then tosses the tissues aside. “Come here.”

I move closer, and she pulls me into her arms. We lie together, her body warm against mine, her heartbeat steady under my ear. For a moment, it feels like before—just us, together, intimate.

“Are you okay?” she asks, stroking my hair. “With all of this? Be honest.”

I take a deep breath, trying to sort through the hurricane of emotions inside me. “I’m... confused,” I admit. “Part of me is terrified by how much this turns me on. Part of me is worried about what happens next. But...”

“But?” she prompts when I fall silent.

“But I’ve never been more aroused in my life than watching you with Trey. And I’ve never felt closer to you than I do right now.” The admission surprises me as much as it seems to please her.

Rachel’s smile is radiant as she kisses my forehead. “That’s how it’s supposed to feel. That’s what people don’t understand about this lifestyle. It’s not about replacing you—it’s about enhancing what we already have.”

I nod against her chest, still trying to process everything. “So what happens now? With Trey, I mean.”

“I’ll take care of that,” she says matter of factly.

“And the rules?” I ask, my voice smaller than I’d like.

“Those start now,” she says firmly. “You please me when I want. You watch when I want. You earn the right to be inside me.” Her hand slides down to cup my softening cock. “This belongs to me now. I decide when it gets attention.”

I shiver at her touch, at her words. Part of me wants to protest—to assert some kind of traditional husbandly rights—but a stronger, newer part of me thrills at the surrender.

“Okay,” I whisper, sealing my fate.

“Good boy,” she says again, and those two words send a peculiar shiver down my spine.


Chapter 3

I’ve never felt this out of control before. And it’s happening so fast. But for some reason I can’t find the eject button, won’t stomp on the breaks, won’t call a timeout…choose your metaphor. Despite every intellectual bone in my body screaming:

WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?! STOP THIS MADNESS RIGHT NOW…

I can’t. I just fucking can’t.

My mind replays yesterday’s events in excruciating detail—the “training,” the new rules, the shift in power between us. It feels like I’ve stepped through a doorway I didn’t even know existed and now can’t find my way back.

I sit up, rubbing sleep from my eyes. My phone buzzes on the nightstand. A text from work—something urgent about a client presentation. Normal life continuing as if everything hasn’t just been turned upside down.

The shower stops. A moment later, Rachel emerges wrapped in a towel, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders. She looks radiant, glowing with a confidence I’ve never seen before.

“Morning,” she says, dropping her towel without ceremony and reaching for her lotion. Her naked body still takes my breath away, even more so now that it’s been... shared.

“Morning,” I manage. “You’re up early.”

She smiles as she smoothes lotion over her legs. “Lots to do today. I thought I might stop by and ask Trey on a date…”

Gulp.

“A date?” I repeat, the word sticking in my throat like a fishbone.

Rachel doesn’t even look at me as she continues applying lotion, her movements slow and deliberate. “Mmm-hmm. Don’t worry, babe. You’re invited too, of course. I know you’re not ready for me to go out on my own…yet.”

“Yet?”

The word hangs in the air between us, heavy with implication. My mouth goes dry as I watch Rachel continue her morning routine like she hasn’t just detonated a bomb in our bedroom.

“What do you mean ‘yet’?” I finally manage to ask.

She turns to face me, completely comfortable in her nakedness. There’s something different about the way she carries herself now—like she’s fully inhabiting her body for the first time.

“I mean that eventually, as we explore this lifestyle more deeply, there might be times when I go out without you.” She says it so matter-of-factly, like she’s discussing what to have for dinner rather than fundamentally altering our marriage. “But we’re not there yet. Baby steps.”

I sit up straighter, sheets pooling around my waist. “Rachel, this is all moving so fast. Yesterday we were just a normal couple, and now you’re talking about dating other men without me?”

She laughs softly, the sound somehow both comforting and terrifying. “Normal? Ryan, we stopped being ‘normal’ the moment you got hard watching me flirt with Trey.” She approaches the bed, her hips swaying hypnotically. “And if I recall correctly, you came harder than you ever have in your life watching him fuck me.”

My face burns with shame, but my cock stirs beneath the sheets, betraying me as it always seems to do now.

“But a date?” I persist. “What exactly…we can’t be seen in public like…what if we run into someone we know?”

Rachel laughs.

“I don’t think we’ll have to worry about that with the place I have in mind…”

Her cryptic smile makes my stomach flip. “What place do you have in mind?”

“A little establishment outside the city. Very discreet, very private.” She moves to her closet, rifling through her clothes with purpose. “A place where people who... share our interests can socialize without judgment.”

I sit up straighter. “You mean like a sex club?”

“More of a social club with benefits,” she corrects me, pulling out a tight black dress I’ve never seen before. “People meet, have drinks, talk. Sometimes more happens, sometimes it doesn’t.”

“How do you even know about this place?” I ask, watching as she holds the dress against her naked body.

“I told you I had a life before you, Ryan.” She tosses me a look over her shoulder that’s both challenging and playful. “Did you think college was the only time I explored?”

The implication hits me like a freight train. I always assumed that after her wild college phase, she’d settled down, become the Rachel I married. The thought that there might have been more—other experiences, other men—between then and me makes my head spin.

“So you’ve been to this place before?”

“Not exactly…”

“Well then how do you know about it…”

Rachel shrugged and looked over her shoulder in the mirror.

“There’s certain online forums, communities if you will where one can acquire such information,” she says.

“Oh is that so?”

“Yes,” she says and glances at her laptop. “Which reminds me. There’s something I want to show you.”

She starts to walk over and open the laptop.

“Show me.”

“Yep. Film study, you might say.”

She types something into the browser and a website pops up.

It’s porn. Interracial porn.

God help me. My pulse thrums as my breath quickens. My cock is almost instantaneously a steel rod in my pants as I watch.

My hand moves instinctively toward my cock, but Rachel swats it away.
“No touching. Not yet. Just watch.”

She clicks through thumbnail after thumbnail—scenes of pale wives impaled on black shafts, wedding rings glinting as fingers grip dark skin, faces contorted in that same agony-ecstasy I saw on her last night. Each clip is a mirror held up to our life, and I can’t look away.

“Isn’t it so hot? Like crazy hot?” she asked, studying my reaction.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Good boy,” she says and leaves me alone with the porn while she finishes getting ready.

I stare at the screen, both repulsed and mesmerized by the scenes playing out before me. Each video shows the same basic scenario with different actors—white wives taking black lovers while their husbands watch, encourage, or participate in some way. The women’s faces show the same expression Rachel wore last night—that mixture of pain and ecstasy that I couldn’t look away from.

I don’t know how much time passes but when Rachel returns, she’s fully dressed in that tight black dress I’ve never seen before. It hugs every curve of her body, the hemline stopping just below the curve of her ass. She’s paired it with strappy heels that make her legs look miles long.

“How do I look?” she asks, twirling for me.

“Beautiful,” I say honestly. “But isn’t that a bit... much for daytime?”

“Daytime? Honey, look outside. It’s almost dark. You’ve been up here all afternoon.”

My stomach does a backflip.

I blink in disbelief. “What? That’s impossible.”

But a glance at the window confirms it—the sky outside has turned dusky purple. I’ve been in some kind of trance, watching video after video, completely losing track of time. My cock is painfully hard in my pants, and I realize I haven’t eaten all day, haven’t moved from this spot.

“Jesus,” I mutter, rubbing my eyes. “I didn’t realize...”

Rachel smiles knowingly as she applies a final coat of deep red lipstick. “That’s how it starts, baby. The obsession.” She snaps the laptop closed. “Now go get dressed. Something nice but casual. We’re meeting Trey in an hour.”

“An hour?! What, where? When did this happen? You talked to him already?”

She smiles and takes a deep breath.

“Relax babe, we’re not going to the establishment I mentioned early. I realized that might a little…rushed. We’re just going dancing at a bar 30 minutes away. And don’t worry, no one will see us there.”

Her words don’t reassure me. My heart pounds as I watch her apply another layer of that deep red lipstick—the kind she never wears for me.

“Dancing? With Trey? Tonight?” I stammer, finally finding my voice. “How did this happen so fast?”

Rachel caps her lipstick and turns to face me, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arched. “I texted him this morning. He was... very enthusiastic about seeing us again.” The way she emphasizes “very” makes my stomach clench. “Now hurry up and get ready. Wear those dark jeans I like and your navy button-down.”

I stand on shaky legs, feeling like I’m moving through molasses. “Did you tell him what we’re doing? Does he know I’m coming too?”

“Of course he knows you’re coming,” she says, rolling her eyes. “This isn’t some secret affair, Ryan. It’s our new lifestyle.” She steps closer, running her hands up my chest. “You’re an essential part of this. My husband. My cuck.”

That word again. It sends a jolt through me every time she says it, equal parts shame and arousal.

“That word again. It sends a jolt through me every time she says it, equal parts shame and arousal.

“But what if I’m not ready?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Rachel cups my face in her hands, her expression softening slightly. “You are ready. Your body tells me so, even when your mind has doubts.” Her thumb traces my lower lip. “Trust me, Ryan. I won’t let you fall.”

But I’m already falling, aren’t I? Falling into something dark and intoxicating that I don’t fully understand.

I shower quickly, my mind racing as water cascades over my skin. By the time I’m dressed in the outfit Rachel specified, she’s waiting by the door, car keys in hand, looking like sin personified in that tight black dress.

“You look beautiful,” I tell her honestly.

“Thank you, baby.” She smiles, kissing me lightly so as not to smear her lipstick. “You clean up pretty nice yourself.”


Chapter 4

My hands grip the steering wheel extra tight. I can see the whites of my knuckles as I weave in and out of traffic, going a little faster than I should.

My mind flashes to Trey and my wife and our new lifestyle.

Trey is supposed to meet us at said bar, Winston’s Saloon. Apparently he had some other errands to run or some such thing and was going to be out that way anyway.

Trey. Fucking Trey.

“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath.

Rachel is scrolling on her phone and looks up.

“Holy shit Ryan, slow down. You’re driving like a lunatic.”

I scoff.

Suddenly it feels like I might actually and totally crack up and lose my mind. Suddenly it feels like I’m on the edge of something, madness? Maybe. But suddenly there’s a pressure in my skull. Suddenly it feels as though I may just simple split in two and spill my guts or spontaneously combust into a ball of flame and ash.

Suddenly…

Enough. Enough. I can stop this. Who says I’m not in control?

I put my blinker on and begin to exit the freeway.

“Where are you going? The bar’s not for another five exits.”

I stomp down on the gas and exit.

“Ryan, what the fuck?”

I start to hyper-ventilate.

I’m gasping for air, my vision tunneling as I pull the car to the side of the road, tires crunching on gravel. Everything is moving too fast, spiraling out of control.

“Ryan!” Rachel’s voice sounds distant, like she’s calling to me from underwater. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

I can’t answer. Can’t form words. My chest is so tight it feels like someone’s sitting on it. All I can do is grip the steering wheel and try to remember how to breathe.

“In... out... in... out...” I whisper to myself, trying to regain control.

Rachel’s hand lands on my shoulder, her touch gentler now. “Hey. Look at me.”

I turn to her, my vision blurry. Her face comes into focus slowly—concerned but also annoyed. The red lipstick she never wears for me is slightly smudged at one corner.

“I can’t do this,” I finally manage to say. “This is insane, Rachel. All of it. Two days ago we were just... us. Normal. And now we’re driving to meet our neighbor so you can... so he can...”

I can’t even finish the sentence.

Rachel’s face softens.

“Ryan,” she says, putting a hand on my shoulder, “okay. It’s okay. I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

Her apology catches me by surprise. For a moment, all I can do is stare at her, watching the annoyance fade from her expression, replaced by something gentler.

“I pushed too hard,” she says, squeezing my shoulder. “This is all so new for you.”

I nod, still struggling to regulate my breathing. “It’s just... it’s so much, Rachel. Everything is happening so fast. I don’t even recognize our life anymore.”

She turns in her seat to face me fully, her dress riding up her thighs as she shifts. Even in my panicked state, I notice.

“Listen to me,” she says, taking my face in her hands. “We can slow down. We don’t have to meet Trey tonight. We can go home, open a bottle of wine, talk about all this. Or not talk about it or…whatever you want.”

Relief floods through me. “Really?”

“Really.” She smiles, running her thumb across my cheek. “I got carried away. I’ve been waiting so long to explore this side of myself again that when I saw you were interested... I just went full speed ahead.”

I lean back in my seat, feeling my heartbeat gradually returning to normal. Relief washes over me.

I exhale.

“I would love to go home and not talk about this…”

She puts her hand on mine and squeezes.

“Then let’s do that,” I say.

…

Rachel is driving us home after insisting I’m too shaken up to drive and my relief doesn’t last too long. Before I know it, it’s turning to disappointment. Then anger at myself.

You pussy.

How pathetic did I look to her now? I was practically crying. Begging her to stop. What a whimp.

I stare out the window, watching streetlights blur past, feeling simultaneously relieved and oddly disappointed. Part of me—the rational, sane part—knows we’ve made the right decision to pump the brakes. But another part, a darker part I’m still getting to know, whispers that I’ve failed some kind of test.

When we arrive home, Rachel kicks off her heels in the entryway and heads straight for the kitchen. I follow, watching as she uncorks a bottle of red wine and pours two generous glasses.

“Here,” she says, handing me one. “You look like you need this.”

I accept the glass gratefully, taking a long swallow. The wine is rich and full-bodied, warming me from the inside out.

“I’m sorry,” I say finally, breaking the silence.

Rachel looks at me over the rim of her glass. “For what?”

“For freaking out. For ruining your plans.”

She shakes her head. “You didn’t ruin anything. I told you, I pushed too hard, too fast.” She takes a sip of wine, “forget all about it.”

But as the night goes on, I find myself staring at Rachel’s red lips, at the dress she wore for Trey, not for me. The wine loosens something in my chest—not quite courage, but something adjacent to it. A recklessness, maybe.

“You looked so beautiful tonight,” I say, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “In that dress.”

Rachel smiles, a hint of surprise in her eyes. “Thank you. It’s new.”

“I know.” I take another sip of wine. “You bought it for him, didn’t you?”

She doesn’t deny it. “I wanted to look good.”

“You did. You do.” My cock stirs as I remember how she looked twirling in front of me earlier. “I’m sorry I ruined it.”

Rachel studies me for a long moment, her head tilted slightly to one side. “Did you really want to stop? Or were you just scared?”

The question cuts through me like a knife. I stare into my wine glass, watching the dark liquid swirl. “Both, I think.”

She moves closer, her thigh pressing against mine on the couch. “What scared you most?”

“The loss of control,” I admit. “The speed of it all. Like I’m being swept away in a current I can’t fight.”

Rachel nods slowly, processing my words. She runs her finger along the rim of her wine glass, the gesture hypnotic in its deliberateness.

“And what scares you about losing control?” she asks softly.

I take a deep breath, searching for words to explain the storm inside me. “What if I lose myself completely? What if I become someone I don’t recognize? What if...” I hesitate, the real fear finally surfacing. “What if I lose you?”

Her expression softens, and she sets down her wine glass to take my hand. “Ryan, you’re not losing me. If anything, this brings us closer together.”

“How?” I ask, genuinely confused. “How does watching you with another man bring us closer?”

“Because it’s something we share. A secret world that belongs just to us.” Her thumb traces circles on my palm. “And because you’re seeing all of me now—the real me—and you’re still here.”

I consider this, feeling the weight of her words. “And what about the real me? The part that gets aroused watching my wife with someone else? What does that say about me?”

Rachel’s smile turns knowing, almost predatory. “It says you’re more complex than you thought. That you contain multitudes.” She leans in closer, her wine-scented breath warm against my face. “And that you’re braver than most men.”

“Brave?” I scoff, taking another gulp of wine. “I had a panic attack on the side of the road.”

“And yet here you are, still talking about it with me.”

“I feel so pathetic…” I mutter. Covering my face with my hands.

Rachel reaches up and pulls my hands away.

“Hey, look at me…” she says.

I look into Rachel’s eyes, seeing something I’ve never noticed before—a depth of understanding that makes me wonder how well I really knew her all this time.

“You’re not pathetic,” she says firmly, cupping my face. “You’re just discovering something about yourself that most men would run from. That takes courage.”

Her words soothe something raw and exposed inside me. I lean into her touch, craving the comfort of her familiar skin against mine, even as everything else about our relationship transforms.

“I did want it,” I admit finally. “I wanted to see you with him again. I just... panicked.”

Rachel’s eyes darken, her pupils dilating as she processes my confession. “I know you did, baby. I could see it in your eyes when I was getting ready.”

She stands up and pulls me to my feet.

“But, let’s do this…let’s forget about it all for tonight. Let’s go upstairs, put on sweatpants, order a pizza and kill this bottle of wine on the couch. Sleep on it. Digest it. We can worry about the rest later…”

My heart melts.

“Okay,” I say, and I mean it.

It’s almost like the Rachel I know and love has come back, just for a moment. The kind, considerate woman I married, not this new sexual goddess who’s emerged so suddenly. I feel a wave of gratitude wash over me as we climb the stairs together, her hand in mine.

Upstairs, Rachel changes out of that sinful dress and into one of my old college t-shirts and a pair of sweatpants. I change too, grateful to be back in comfortable clothes, back in familiar territory. When the pizza arrives, we eat it on the couch, watching a mindless action movie neither of us really pays attention to. The wine bottle empties steadily between us.

“This is nice,” I say, meaning it. For the first time in days, I feel like I can breathe again.

Rachel smiles, her face soft in the television’s glow. “It is.”

But even as we sit here in domestic tranquility, I can’t help but notice the way her eyes occasionally glaze over, like she’s thinking about something—or someone—else. I wonder if she’s disappointed, if she’s regretting her decision to slow things down.

“Oh shit,” she says suddenly. “I never texted Trey to tell him we were bailing…fuck.”

She fumbles for her phone. She bites her thumbnail as she unlocks her phone. She has several messages from a number I don’t recognize.

I watch her face as she reads the messages, my stomach tightening. Her expression shifts from concern to something else—a small smile tugs at the corner of her mouth.

“What is it?” I ask, trying to sound casual while anxiety crawls up my throat.

“He’s been waiting at the bar for over an hour,” she says, her voice soft with what sounds almost like guilt. “He’s asking if we’re still coming.”

I take another sip of wine, liquid courage burning down my throat. “What are you going to tell him?”

Rachel hesitates, her fingers hovering over the phone screen. “I should probably apologize, explain that something came up.”

“Yeah,” I agree, relief washing through me. “That’s probably best.”

She starts typing, her fingers moving quickly across the screen. I try to read the message upside down but can only catch fragments: “so sorry... husband not feeling well... another time...”

I feel simultaneously ashamed and relieved. Ashamed that I’m the reason she’s canceling, relieved that we’re not rushing headlong into something I’m not ready for. Yet as I watch her send the message, a peculiar disappointment settles in my chest.

Eventually Trey responds: No big deal. All good.

“That’s it?” I say, he’s not mad.

Rachel shrugs.

“Apparently not,” she says.

“Are you disappointed?” I ask before I can stop myself.

Rachel takes another sip of wine, considering her answer. “A little,” she admits. “But it’s okay. This is more important.” She gestures between us. “Making sure we’re on the same page.”

I nod, grateful for her understanding, even as another part of me wonders what might have happened if we’d gone through with it. Would I have had another panic attack? Or would I have discovered something else about myself—something darker and more thrilling?

As the credits roll on the movie, I find myself studying Rachel’s profile in the soft light. She seems content, but there’s something in the way she holds herself—a new awareness of her body, a subtle tension—that tells me she hasn’t forgotten what almost happened tonight.

“What are you thinking about?” I ask, the wine making me bolder than I might otherwise be.

Rachel turns to me, her eyes reflecting the television’s glow. “Do you really want to know?”

I nod, not trusting my voice.

“I was thinking about how you looked in the car,” she admits. “How scared you were. And how much that turned me on.”

“What?” I blink at her, confused. “My panic attack turned you on?”

She shakes her head, shifting to face me more fully. “Not the panic itself. The vulnerability. Seeing you so raw, so exposed.” Her hand finds my thigh, resting there with casual possession. “It reminded me that you’re giving me something precious. Your control. Your pride.”

My breath catches as her fingers inch higher. “I didn’t think of it that way.”

“Most men wouldn’t,” she says, her smile enigmatic. “Most men think vulnerability is weakness,” she continues, her fingers drawing lazy circles on my thigh. “But there’s immense power in surrender. In letting go.”

I swallow hard, feeling her touch ignite something in me despite my earlier panic. “I never thought of it that way.”

“That’s because you’re still fighting it,” Rachel says, leaning closer. Her breath smells like wine and possibility. “Even now, part of you is resisting what we both know you want.”

She’s right. Even as I sit here, relieved we didn’t go through with tonight’s plans, another part of me—the part that watched those videos for hours, the part that hardened instantly at the sight of her in that dress—whispers that I’m a coward.

“I’m trying,” I say, my voice barely audible.

“I know you are, baby. It’s ok…”

I start to lean in for a kiss, but she stops me.

“Ryan,” she whispers, feigning offense. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“What am I doing?” I stammer, confused by her rebuff.

Rachel’s eyes gleam with mischief in the dim light. “Trying to kiss me without permission.”

“Permission?” My voice cracks on the word. “Since when do I need permission to kiss my wife?”

She shifts slightly away from me, creating a small but deliberate space between us. “Since we established new rules, remember?” Her tone is gentle but firm, like she’s explaining something simple to a child.

The air feels suddenly thick between us. Just when I thought we were back on familiar ground, she’s pulled the rug out from under me again.

“But I thought tonight we were just being...normal,” I say, hating how petulant I sound.

“Normal? Normal doesn’t exist anymore, Ryan.” She traces the rim of her empty wine glass. “We can slow down, but we can’t go backward. Not really.”

My chest tightens as her words sink in. She’s right. Whatever threshold we crossed with Trey, we can’t uncross it. The memory of her beneath him, taking him so completely, is permanently etched in my brain.

“Oh Ryan, you silly…silly…”

The next words come out in slow motion. Like a train wreck and I can’t stop it or look away.

What was I thinking? That we could just forget it all happened? What a fool.

“You silly little cucky boy…” she says patting me on the head.

The phrase hits me like a physical blow. A stupid, silly, cucky boy. I reel back, the wine suddenly sour in my stomach.

“What did you just call me?” I whisper, though I heard her perfectly well.

Rachel’s smile shifts, becoming something I don’t recognize—predatory, knowing, almost cruel. She runs her fingertips lightly along my jawline.

“You heard me,” she says, her voice lower now, hypnotic. “That’s what you are now. What you’ve always been, deep down. My silly little cucky boy who gets hard watching his wife with real men.”

I want to protest, to push her hand away, to assert some kind of authority. But my body betrays me as it always seems to do now—my cock stiffening in my sweatpants at her words, at her touch, at the degradation that should repulse me but somehow doesn’t.

“I thought we were taking a break,” I manage, my voice embarrassingly weak.

“From actions, yes. Not from who we are now.” Rachel’s hand slides down my chest, resting over my heart. “I can feel how fast your heart is beating. You’rearoused just hearing me talk this way to you.”

She’s right. Despite my earlier panic, despite my relief at not going through the with our plans tonight, my cock is rock hard beneath my sweatpants. I hate myself for it, even as I lean into her touch when her hand slides lower.

“Rachel...” I whisper, unsure if I’m pleading for her to stop or continue.

“Shh,” she soothes, her fingers now tracing the outline of my erection through the fabric. “It’s okay to want this. It’s okay to be who you really are.”

Who I really am. The phrase echoes in my mind as her hand slips beneath my waistband. Her cool fingers wrap around my shaft, and I gasp at the contact.

“Look at how hard you are,” she murmurs. “Just from me calling you my cucky boy. From remembering how I looked in that dress for another man.”

I close my eyes, shame and arousal warring within me. “Please...”

“Please what?” she asks, her strokes slow and deliberate. “Please stop? Please continue? What do you want, Ryan?”

I don’t know. God help me, I don’t know what I want anymore.

“Both,” I whisper, the admission tearing from my throat like a confession.

Rachel smiles that new smile—the one that’s all power and secrets. Her hand continues its lazy strokes, each one sending electricity up my spine.

“That’s what I thought,” she purrs. “My husband wants to be humiliated and pleased at the same time.” Her grip tightens slightly, making me gasp. “Isn’t that right?”

I nod, unable to form words as she continues to stroke me. The shame and arousal mix together in my bloodstream like some dangerous new drug.

“Say it,” she commands, her voice gentle but firm. “Say what you are.”

“I’m your... cucky boy,” I manage, the words burning my tongue even as my cock pulses in her hand.

“Good,” she praises. She pulls out her phone, unlocks it and initiates a phone call. She puts it on speaker so I can hear it ring.

My heart thuds in my chest.

“Hello?” Trey’s deep voice fills the room.

I freeze, my breath caught in my throat. Rachel’s hand continues stroking me as she holds the phone closer to both of us.

“Hey there,” she purrs into the speaker. “I wanted to apologize properly for standing you up tonight.”

I try to pull away, but Rachel’s grip on my cock tightens, keeping me in place. Her eyes lock with mine, daring me to make a sound.

“No worries,” Trey says. “Everything okay?”

“It is now,” Rachel replies, her voice dripping with suggestion. “Ryan was feeling a little... overwhelmed earlier. But he’s doing much better now.”

My face burns with humiliation. She’s telling him about my panic attack while jerking me off. I should be furious, should grab the phone and end this call. Instead, I’m harder than I’ve been all night.

“Is that right?” Trey chuckles, and the sound of his voice—that deep, confident rumble—sends an unexpected jolt through me. “Glad to hear it.”

“We were just talking and wondering, well if it’s not too late and you’re around if you’d maybe wanna come over?”

She squeezes my cock harder.

There’s a long pause.

“Just so happens I just got home. Give me like 30 minutes to freshen up. I’ll swing over…” and he hangs up.

My heart slams against my ribcage as Rachel ends the call. She did it. She actually fucking did it. Called Trey to come over while I’m sitting here with my cock in her hand, paralyzed by a toxic mix of humiliation and arousal that has me harder than steel.

“You... you just...” I can barely form words.

Rachel looks at me with that new smile—the one that belongs to this stranger who’s replaced my wife. “I did. And look how hard it made you.” She gives my cock another firm stroke as if to prove her point.

“We can’t,” I whisper, but it sounds hollow even to my own ears.

“Can’t we?” She leans in close, her lips brushing my ear. “Thirty minutes, Ryan. That’s how long you have to decide who you really are.”

She releases me and stands up, smoothing down her sweatpants. “I’m going to shower and change. You should too. Unless...” she pauses, looking down at me with an arched eyebrow, “you wanna pussy out again.”

The challenge in her eyes hits me like a slap. Pussy out again.

I stare at her retreating form as she saunters up the stairs, my cock still straining against my sweatpants, my mind a tornado of conflicting emotions. Thirty minutes. Thirty fucking minutes to decide if I’m going to embrace this new reality or fight against it.

I sit frozen on the couch, listening to the shower turn on upstairs. My hand drifts unconsciously to my cock, stroking it through the fabric as I try to process what just happened. One moment we were having pizza and wine, pretending everything was normal, and the next she’s inviting Trey over while jerking me off.

“Jesus Christ,” I mutter, running my free hand through my hair.

I should call him back. Cancel. Tell him there’s been a misunderstanding. I should put a stop to this madness before it consumes me completely.

But I don’t reach for my phone. Instead, I find myself standing, my legs carrying me upstairs as if they belong to someone else.

“Good boy,” Rachel whispers.


Chapter 5

After her shower Rachel lays on the bed and leans back on her elbows and spreads her legs wide.

“What are you doing?” I ask. “He’s going to be here in like fifteen minutes.”

She looks at me like I’ve just asked the dumbest question of all time.

“Naughty boy, you’ve already forgotten your training?”

My brain short-circuits at her words. Of course—my training. How could I forget? She wants me to prepare her for Trey. My cock throbs painfully as I move toward the bed on unsteady legs.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, kneeling before her spread legs. “I’ll get you ready.”

Rachel’s smile is triumphant as she watches me settle between her thighs. “That’s better. Show me how good you can be.”

I lower my face to her pussy, already glistening with arousal. The scent of her—clean from the shower but unmistakably aroused—fills my nostrils as I trace my tongue along her folds. She sighs, a hand coming down to tangle in my hair.

“That’s it,” she encourages. “Get me nice and wet for him.”

I work diligently, my tongue circling her clit before dipping inside her. Each moan she makes sends electricity straight to my cock. I’m preparing my wife for another man—getting her ready to take his massive cock while I watch. The thought should destroy me, but instead, I find myself doubling my efforts, desperate to please her,desperate to make her ready. My tongue works feverishly, tracing patterns I know drive her wild, dipping inside her entrance then back to her swollen clit.

“Use your fingers too,” Rachel commands, her voice husky with desire. “Stretch me.”

I obey without hesitation, sliding two fingers into her wet heat while my tongue continues its ministrations. She’s so slick already, her body responding eagerly to my touch. I add a third finger, feeling her walls stretch around me.

“Good boy,” she moans, grinding against my face. “That’s it... get me ready for him.”

The doorbell rings, and my heart nearly stops.

“Perfect timing,” Rachel purrs, pushing me away gently. She stands and smooths down her dress—a different one from earlier, but equally provocative. This one is a deep burgundy that hugs every curve of her body. “Go answer the door, baby. Your training begins for real tonight.”

I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, her taste still on my tongue as I stumble to my feet. My reflection in the mirror catches me off guard—flushed cheeks, wild eyes, hair mussed from my wife’s fingers in it. I look like a man undone.

The doorbell rings again, more insistent this time.

“Go,” Rachel urges, her voice thick with anticipation. “Don’t keep my bull waiting.”

. . .

I descend the stairs on trembling legs, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I worry it might crack them. When I reach the door, I pause, taking one last deep breath—one final moment of the man I was before opening it to the man I’m becoming.

I pull the door open to find Trey standing there, looking even more imposing than I remember. He’s dressed casually in dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that emphasizes the breadth of his shoulders, the thickness of his arms. His smile is knowing, almost predatory as his eyes find mine.

Before I can say hello, Trey shakes his head.

“Hell of a thing to stand a guy up like that,” he says. And it’s clear from his voice he blames me. Not Rachel. This is all my fault and he’s looking like he’s ready to teach me a lesson, to make me pay for it.

But not physically. Not by beating me up but by taking my wife in front of me. Again.

“I’m sorry,” I manage to say, my voice embarrassingly weak. “It was my fault. I just... I got nervous.”

Trey studies me for a long moment, his dark eyes unreadable. Then he steps past me into our foyer without waiting for an invitation, his body brushing against mine as he passes. The casual way he claims space in my home sends a jolt through me—equal parts anxiety and unwanted arousal.

“Where’s Rachel?” he asks, glancing around.

“Upstairs,” I reply, closing the door behind him.

Without waiting for an invitation, Trey pushes past me. It’s aggressive, almost like he’s shoving me out of the way.

I watch helplessly as Trey strides through my home like he owns it, heading straight for the stairs. His confidence is overwhelming, his presence filling every corner of the space that used to be just mine and Rachel’s. I follow behind him, feeling like a guest in my own house.

“Second door on the right,” I say weakly, pointing toward our bedroom even though he already knows where it is.

Trey doesn’t acknowledge me as he takes the stairs two at a time. I trail after him, my heart in my throat, my cock traitorously hard in my pants. When he reaches our bedroom door, he doesn’t knock—just pushes it open and walks in.

I hear Rachel’s delighted gasp before I even enter the room. “Well hello there,” she purrs, and I can tell from her voice alone that she’s already switched into that other mode—the Rachel who exists for men like Trey.


Chapter 6

The sight that greets me nearly stops my heart. It’s been all of fifteen seconds and as I round the corner I see Rachel is posed on our bed, she’s kneeling as Trey stands off to the left, his cock is already out and she’s caressing it gently with one hand. Both of them are staring daggers at me when I enter.

The look on their faces makes me feel like an intruder in my own bedroom. My mouth goes dry as I watch Rachel’s delicate fingers wrapped around Trey’s massive cock, already half-hard and growing by the second. The contrast between her pale skin and his darkness is hypnotic, impossible to look away from.

Rachel bites her lips and laughs.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Close the door, cucky,” she says… “unless you wanna pussy out again…”

The taunt stings, but my feet are already moving, shutting the door behind me with a soft click. I’m trapped in my own bedroom, a spectator to whatever’s about to unfold. My cheeks burn with humiliation as I hover awkwardly near the door, unsure what to do with myself.

“That’s better,” Rachel says, her attention already shifting back to Trey. “Sorry about earlier. Like I said, Ryan got a little... overwhelmed.”

Trey chuckles, the sound rich and confident. “I can see that.” His eyes flick to the obvious bulge in my pants. “Seems like he’s over it now though.”

They both laugh, sharing a joke at my expense, and something twists in my chest—shame and arousal knotted together so tightly I can’t separate them anymore. I watch, transfixed, as Rachel’s hand continues to stroke Trey’s growing cock, her movements slow and deliberate.

“Where do you want me to sit?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Rachel points to the armchair in the corner of our bedroom—the one I sometimes read in before bed. “Right there. Where you can see everything.” She turns her attention back to Trey. “He’s been properly trained now. Knows his place.”

I move to the chair like a man in a trance, my legs barely supporting me. The leather creaks as I sink into it, my eyes never leaving the tableau before me—my wife, kneeling on our bed, stroking another man’s cock with practiced ease.

“Trained, huh?” Trey says, his voice dropping lower as Rachel’s hand works him to full hardness. “What exactly does that mean?”

Rachel’s smile turns wicked as she glances my way. “It means he knows his role now. Don’t you, Ryan?”

I nod, unable to form words as I watch her lean forward to plant a kiss on the swollen head of Trey’s cock. My own throbs painfully in response, straining against my pants.

“And what role is that?” Trey asks, his fingers tangling in Rachel’s hair as she continues to kiss and lick the length of him.

“He gets me ready for you, then watches while you fuck me properly…then…well, we’ll get to the rest later…”

She pulls Trey in for a hot, wet, and nasty kiss. She keeps one eye open and on me while she does it.

I watch helplessly as my wife’s tongue tangles with Trey’s, their kiss deep and passionate. My stomach clenches with a mixture of jealousy and arousal so intense I can barely breathe. Rachel’s eyes remain fixed on me throughout their kiss, making sure I don’t miss a moment of her betrayal—no, not betrayal. This is something else now. Something I’ve agreed to, something I’m complicit in.

When they finally break apart, Rachel’s lips are swollen, her cheeks flushed with desire. She looks more beautiful than I’ve ever seen her, transformed by lust into someone I barely recognize.

“Right before you got here he was just eating my pussy to get me ready for you,” she tells Trey, her voice husky with need.

Trey’s eyes find mine, a smirk playing on his lips. “Is that right? Were you warming her up for me?”

I nod, unable to speak, my tongue stuck to the roof of my mouth.

“Use your words,” Rachel commands from the bed.

“Yes,” I manage to croak out. “I was... preparing her for you.”

“Appreciate that,” Trey says, the condescension in his tone unmistakable. “Good to know you’re useful for something.”

The casual dismissal sends a jolt through me—equal parts shame and unwanted arousal. I shift uncomfortably in my chair as Rachel slides off the bed and stands before Trey. Her hands trail up his muscular chest, her eyes never leaving his face.

“He’s learning,” she says, her voice soft and seductive. “Aren’t you, baby?”

I nod again, finding my voice. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” Rachel prompts, turning to look at me over her shoulder.

I swallow hard. “Yes... I’m learning.”

“Learning what?” Trey asks, his hands now on Rachel’s hips, pulling her against him. The bulge of his cock presses against her stomach, making her gasp.

“Learning my place,” I whisper, the words burning my throat even as my cock throbs in my pants.

They both laugh, the sound twisting something deep inside me. Rachel reaches behind her and unzips her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of fabric. She’s wearing nothing but a pair of lacy black panties, her breasts bare and perfect. I’ve seen her naked thousands of times, but watching her reveal herself to another man makes her body seem different somehow—more forbidden, more erotic.

“Damn,” he growls, bending to take one pink nipple into his mouth.

The sound Rachel makes—a high, needy whimper—sends electricity straight to my groin. I’ve never heard her make that sound before, not once in all our years together. My hand moves unconsciously to my cock, rubbing it through my pants as I watch Trey devour my wife’s breasts.

“Look at him,” Rachel says breathlessly, nodding in my direction. “Already touching himself.”

Trey glances at me, amusement dancing in his dark eyes. “Can’t blame him. You’re fucking gorgeous, Rachel.”

She preens under his compliment, arching her back to push her breasts further into his hands. “Why don’t you get more comfortable?” she suggests, her fingers moving to finally and fully remove his open shirt from his torso.

He helps her, revealing a torso so sculpted it looks carved from obsidian. My mouth goes dry as I watch Rachel’s hands explore his chest, her pale fingers tracing the ridges of his abs with obvious appreciation.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she whispers, and the naked admiration in her voice makes something twist in my gut.

Trey smirks, clearly used to this reaction. “Your turn,” he says, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her legs. Rachel steps out of them gracefully, now completely naked while Trey still has his jeans on.

The power imbalance is obvious—and intentional. I shift in my seat, my cock painfully hard as I watch Rachel drop to her knees before him, her hands working at his belt with eager fingers.

“Eager, aren’t you?” Trey chuckles, his hand tangling in her hair.

“You have no idea,” Rachel replies, looking up at him with undisguised hunger. “Every since I gave in and went back to this life…I’m just…I feel so out of control with lust for…”

She pauses and looks me directly in the eye.

“...for black cock,” she finishes, her eyes still locked on mine.

My entire body goes cold, then hot, as her words hang in the air. The casual way she says it—like she’s discussing a preference for chocolate over vanilla—makes my head spin. This isn’t just about Trey. This is about a whole category of men that aren’t me.

I watch, paralyzed, as Rachel turns her attention back to Trey.

“Let’s get these off of you,” she says with a casual ease. She helps Trey shed his boxers and jeans.

I stand frozen as Rachel helps Trey shed the last of his clothing, revealing his massive cock in all its glory. It’s even more impressive than I remember from our pool encounter—thick, veined, and impossibly long. My own cock twitches in my pants as I watch my wife’s eyes widen with appreciation.

“Fuck,” she breathes, wrapping both hands around his shaft. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

Then she looks at me again with what I can only describe as a rage burning in her eyes. It’s fleeting, but I see it. It’s there and then it’s gone.

“Can’t believe you almost stopped me from getting this today,” she says. Then she spits on the head of Trey’s cock and starts jerking it.

Her words cut through me like a knife. The look of contempt on Rachel’s face as she dismisses my earlier panic makes my stomach clench. I watch, transfixed, as she worships Trey’s cock with her hands, her saliva glistening on his dark shaft.

“I’m sorry,” I whisper, though I’m not sure either of them hears me or cares.

Rachel’s focus has completely shifted to Trey now. She strokes him with both hands, her technique expert and practiced. Then she leans forward and takes the swollen head into her mouth, moaning as she does so.

“Fuck,” Trey groans, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head. “That’s it, baby. Show your husband how much you love this dick.”

My cock throbs painfully as I watch my wife take more of him into her mouth. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, her eyes watering slightly as she struggles to accommodate his girth. She’s completely focused on pleasing him, more enthusiastic than I’ve ever seen her.

“Look at me,” Trey commands, not to Rachel but to me.

I raise my eyes to meet his, feeling like a deer caught in headlights. Trey holds my gaze, his expression a mixture of dominance and amusement while Rachel continues working his cock with her mouth.

“You like what you see?” he asks, his voice deep and commanding.

I can’t lie. Not anymore. Not with my cock throbbing painfully in my pants as I watch my wife service another man.

“Yes,” I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Louder,” he demands, his hand still tangled in Rachel’s hair. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes,” I repeat, louder this time. “I like watching.”

Rachel pulls off him with a wet pop, looking back at me with glazed eyes and swollen lips. “Tell him what you are,” she commands, her voice husky from taking him so deep.

“I’m a cuck,” I say, the words burning my throat even as they send a jolt of electricity straight to my groin.

“That’s right,” Rachel says, stroking his cock. “And what does a cuck do?”

I watch my wife’s lips stretch around his massive shaft, her eyes watering slightly as she takes him deeper than I thought possible. My heart pounds so hard I can feel it in my temples.

“He watches,” I whisper, transfixed by the obscene sight before me. “He watches while real men fuck his wife.”

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs, pulling off Trey’s cock momentarily. Her lips are swollen, glistening with saliva. “You’re learning so fast. Now take your cock out.”

I hesitate, my hands frozen at my waistband. The command hangs in the air between us, Rachel’s eyes challenging me to comply.

“Did you hear me?” she asks, her voice taking on that new edge that makes my spine tingle. “Take. It. Out.”

With trembling fingers, I unzip my pants and pull my painfully hard cock free. It springs up, embarrassingly rigid despite—or perhaps because of—my humiliation. I feel exposed, vulnerable, my arousal on display for both of them to see.

“Look how hard he is,” Trey comments, his tone amused and dismissive. “Little man’s enjoying the show.”

Rachel giggles, the sound girlish and foreign coming from her swollen lips. “He always gets like this watching me with black cock. Don’t you, baby?”

I nod, unable to deny the evidence literally in my hand.

“Stroke it,” Rachel commands, her eyes locked on mine. “But don’t you dare cum until I say so.”

I wrap my fingers around my shaft, the first touch sending electricity up my spine. I begin to stroke slowly, my eyes never leaving the obscene tableau before me—my wife on her knees before another man, worshipping his cock with a devotion I’ve never seen from her before.

“That’s it,” Rachel encourages, momentarily abandoning Trey’s cock to watch me. “Show us how much you love being a cuck.”

My face burns with shame even as my cock throbs in my hand. I stroke myself mechanically, feeling like I’m performing for their amusement—which, I realize with a jolt, is exactly what I’m doing.

Rachel turns her attention back to Trey, taking him into her mouth once more. The wet, slurping sounds fill our bedroom as she works him deeper, her technique expert and enthusiastic in a way it never is with me. I watch, hypnotized, as her lips stretch around his girth, as her throat bulges slightly when she takes him particularly deep.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” Trey groans, his fingers tangling in her hair.

She pops off his cock with an audible gasp and strokes it hard, smiling.

“Let me show you what else I’m good at,” she says. “I wanna ride you.”


Chapter 7

Trey lays back on the bed as Rachel mounts and straddles him facing me while she does it. His giant cock pokes up past her belly button. She reaches down and grabs it, pressing it to her tummy, showing me just how big it is and how far it will reach inside her.

“Fuck, baby. Look at that,” she says to me, “isn’t that so hot?”

My heart pounds in my throat as I watch Rachel display the obscene size comparison. It’s like a visual slap across the face—Trey’s cock reaching nearly to her navel while she holds it against her belly. The sight makes my knees weak even as I continue stroking myself.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “It’s... it’s huge.”

“And it’s about to stretch me so good,” Rachel purrs, lifting herself up and positioning Trey’s massive head at her entrance. She looks directly into my eyes as she begins to sink down, her lips parting in a silent gasp as the swollen head pushes inside her.

“Oh my god,” she moans, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily before snapping back open to make sure I’m watching. “So... fucking... big...”

I can’t tear my eyes away as she takes him inch by agonizing inch, her body trembling with the effort of accommodating his size. Her pussy lips stretch obscenely around his girth, the visual so explicit and raw that my hand moves faster on my own cock despite myself.

“Slow down,” Rachel commands, noticing my quickened pace. “I told you not to cum until I say so.”

I grip the base of my cock hard, fighting back the tide of my approaching orgasm. The sight before me is almost too much to bear—my wife impaling herself on Trey’s massive cock, her face contorted in that mixture of pain and pleasure I’m becoming addicted to watching.

“Sorry,” I mumble, embarrassed at how close I already am.

“That’s better,” she says, then turns her attention back to Trey. “Now, where were we?”

She continues her descent, taking more of him with each careful movement. I watch, mesmerized, as she accommodates what seems impossible. Her breathing comes in short, sharp gasps, her thighs trembling with effort.

“Fuck,” she hisses when she’s finally seated fully on him. “I’m so full... can you see, Ryan? Can you see how he’s stretching me?”

I nod dumbly, my eyes fixed on where they’re joined. Her pussy is stretched taut around his base, her pale skin contrasting starkly with his darkness. The sight is obscene.

I’m transfixed by the sight of her completely filled, stretched beyond what I thought possible. The way her labia grip his shaft, the way her body trembles as she adjusts to his size—it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever witnessed. I can’t look away, even as something in my chest twists painfully.

“Look at your face,” Rachel moans, beginning to rock gently on Trey’s cock. “You love seeing me stretched like this, don’t you?”

I nod, unable to form words as I continue stroking myself slowly. My eyes are glued to where they’re joined, to the way her body accommodates him with obvious difficulty.

“Use your words,” Trey commands from beneath her, his large hands gripping her hips. “Tell your wife how much you love watching her take this big black cock.”

“I love it,” I whisper, the admission tearing from my throat. “I love watching you take him.”

Rachel rewards me with a smile that’s equal parts affection and condescension. “Good boy,” she purrs, then begins to move more purposefully, lifting herself up until just the head remains inside her before sliding back down.

The moan that escapes Rachel’s lips as she begins to ride him in earnest is unlike anything I’ve ever heard from her before—raw, primal, almost animalistic. Her head falls back, her spine arching as she works herself on his massive shaft.

“Oh god, oh god,” she chants, her pace increasing. “So fucking deep... so fucking full...I fucking love BBC…”

I stroke myself slowly, fighting the urge to speed up as I watch my wife being taken so completely by another man. The visual is overwhelming—her bouncing breasts, her flushed chest, the way her pussy stretches around Trey’s girth each time she rises and falls. The wet sounds of their coupling fill our bedroom, punctuated by Rachel’s increasingly desperate moans.

“You like that?” Trey asks, his hands guiding her hips, controlling her rhythm. “You like this big black cock stretching your little white pussy?”

“Yes,” Rachel gasps, her voice breaking. “God, yes. So much better than... than...”

She looks directly at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure but still aware enough to make sure I hear what she says next.

“So much better than my husband’s,” she finishes, her eyes locked with mine as she delivers the final blow.

I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. My hand stills on my cock, but it betrays me by throbbing at her cruel words. The humiliation burns through me like acid, yet somehow transforms into molten arousal in my veins.

“That’s right, baby,” Trey encourages her, his fingers digging into her hips as he begins thrusting up to meet her downward movements. “Tell him the truth. How does it compare?”

Rachel’s eyes never leave mine as she bounces on Trey’s massive shaft. “It’s not even... oh god... not even close,” she pants, her words punctuated by the impact of their bodies meeting. “So much bigger... so much deeper... stretching me in places... places he’s never reached.”

I should be devastated. I should be angry. I should storm out of the room and end this madness. Instead, I’m stroking myself again, my cock harder than it’s ever been as I watch my wife being thoroughly fucked by another man while she tells me exactly how inadequate I am.

“Tell him what you are, tell him what you love,” Trey says, giving her ass a firm, open palm slap that makes her yelp and speed up her thrusts.

“I’m a BBC slut,” Rachel cries out, her body quivering as she rides him faster. “I love big black cock. I’ve always loved it, always needed it.”

Each word is a dagger to my heart even as my hand moves more frantically on my shaft. I can’t reconcile the woman bouncing on Trey’s cock with the Rachel I thought I knew—my wife, my partner, the woman I’ve built a life with.

“That’s right, keep talking baby. I love this shit, get nasty for me, gonna make me nut talking like that…” Trey says, encouraging her.

Rachel’s voice drops to a filthy whisper, her hips never slowing. “I’m a married white whore for black dick,” she hisses, each syllable slicing me open. “I let strangers stretch me while my little cuck husband watches and jerks his pathetic cock.”

Trey groans like an animal, slamming up into her so hard the headboard cracks against the wall. “Say his name,” he grunts. “Let the bitch-boy hear who owns this pussy.”

“Trey,” she screams, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Trey’s bull-cock owns me. Ryan only gets leftovers.” She spasms, inner muscles rippling around him as the first orgasm hits. “Cumming on your superior dick… fuck, not his… NEVER his again!”

“Fuck, I’m so close, gonna make me explode,” Trey says, “nastier baby, let it out tell us how you really feel…”

I’m light-headed watching this obscene display, my wife transforming before my eyes into someone I barely recognize. Her words grow increasingly filthy as she bounces on Trey’s massive cock, her body glistening with sweat, hair wild around her flushed face.

“I’ve been lying to you for years,” Rachel gasps, looking directly at me while grinding down on Trey. “Faking... every... fucking... orgasm. Only black cock makes me cum for real.”

My hand freezes on my shaft. Is that true? Has she been pretending all this time? The thought sends a confusing mixture of humiliation and arousal through me that makes my cock throb painfully in my grip.

“Look at his face,” Trey laughs, his powerful hips still driving upward. “You’re breaking his little heart.”

Rachel’s eyes are wild, unfocused as another orgasm approaches. “Don’t care... worth it... need this...”

Trey suddenly flips their positions with athletic grace, never withdrawing from her. Now he’s on top, Rachel’s legs spread wide as he looms over her. The shift gives me an even more explicit view of his thickness stretching the entrance to her pussy. The visual is brutally explicit—her pale skin stretching around his darkness, her wetness coating his shaft with each powerful thrust.

“Look at your wife,” Trey commands me, his voice deep and dominant. “Look how well she takes me. This what she was made for.”

I can’t look away. Rachel’s face is transformed by pleasure, her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream as Trey pounds into her. He’s relentless, each thrust making her entire body shake, her breasts bouncing with the force of his movements.

“You gonna nut soon?” Rachel gasps up at him, her voice broken and desperate. “Gonna fill me up?”

“That’s right,” Trey growls, his pace becoming more frantic. “Gonna breed this married pussy. Right in front of your pathetic husband.”

My cock jerks violently in my hand at his words. The thought of him cumming inside her—marking her in the most primal way—sends me dangerously close to the edge. I grip myself tightly at the base, desperate to obey Rachel’s earlier command not to cum until she allows it.

“Do it,” Rachel begs, her nails raking down Trey’s muscular back. “Fill me up. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

I watch, transfixed, as Trey’s rhythm becomes erratic. His powerful body tenses, muscles rippling under his dark skin as he drives into my wife with animalistic force. Rachel wraps her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on with filthy encouragement.

“Yes, yes, breed me,” she moans, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Look at him, Ryan. Watch another man cum inside your wife.”

I can’t look away. My hand moves unconsciously on my cock, matching Trey’s frantic pace as he approaches his climax. The sight before me is so forbidden, so taboo, yet I’ve never been more aroused in my life.

“Fuck!” Trey roars, his hips slamming forward one final time. I can see his cock pulsing as he empties himself deep inside Rachel, his fingers digging into her pale flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

Rachel’s entire body convulses beneath him, her back arching off the bed as another orgasm rips through her. Her screams fill our bedroom—raw, primal sounds I’ve never heard from her before. I’m mesmerized by the sight, my hand moving frantically on my own cock as I watch Trey empty himself inside my wife.

“Oh god,” Rachel gasps, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “So much... I can feel it... so deep...”

Trey collapses on top of her, his massive body dwarfing hers. They lie there panting, connected in the most intimate way possible while I sit in the corner, painfully hard but still obediently following Rachel’s command not to cum.

“Fuck,” Trey mutters, slowly pulling out of her. “That was intense.”

I watch, transfixed, as his still-impressive cock slides free of my wife’s body. The sight that follows makes my breath catch—Rachel’s once-tight pussy now gapes slightly, Trey’s cum immediately beginning to leak from her in thick white rivulets.

“Look at that,” Rachel says, her voice dreamy and satisfied. She props herself up on her elbows and spreads her legs wider, giving me an unobstructed view of her well-used pussy. “Come here, Ryan.”

My heart pounds as I rise from the chair on unsteady legs, my cock still painfully hard in my hand. I approach the bed like a man walking to the gallows, equal parts dread and desperate arousal guiding my steps.

“Closer,” she commands, her voice taking on that new authoritative tone that makes my spine tingle. “I want you to see what Trey did to me.”

I move to the edge of the bed, standing between her spread legs. The view is obscene—her once-tight pink pussy now swollen and gaping slightly, Trey’s thick white cum pooling inside her and beginning to leak out onto our sheets.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Rachel whispers, reaching down to spread herself open even more with her fingers. More of Trey’s seed spills out, running down toward her ass.

I nod dumbly, unable to form words as I stare at my wife’s freshly fucked pussy.

“What do you think?” Rachel asks, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Do you like what you see?”

I can’t tear my eyes away from the obscene display before me. My cock throbs painfully in my hand as I stare at the evidence of what just happened—another man’s seed marking my wife in the most primal way possible.

“Yes,” I whisper, the word escaping like a confession.

Rachel’s smile turns predatory. “Good. Now it’s time for you to take the next step in your journey.” She beckons me closer with one finger. “Do you remember your lessons?”

“I remember,” I whisper, my heart thundering in my chest.

Rachel shifts on the bed, spreading her legs wider. “Then you know what to do. Clean me up.”

The meaning of her words hits me like a physical blow. She wants me to... to taste another man’s release from inside her. My stomach twists with a nauseating mixture of revulsion and arousal.

“I... I don’t know if I can,” I stammer, even as my cock betrays me by throbbing harder.

“You can,” Rachel says, her voice gentle but firm. “And you will. This is what being a cuck is all about, Ryan. The ultimate submission.”

Trey chuckles from where he’s lounging against our headboard, watching this unfold with obvious amusement. “That’s my cue, ya’ll have fun.” He quickly gathers up his things, gets changed and leaves.

I feel dizzy, light-headed as I stare at Rachel’s well-used pussy. The white rivulets of Trey’s cum continue to leak from her, staining our sheets. This is a line I never thought I’d cross, never imagined I could cross.

“Do it,” Rachel commands, her voice harder now, brooking no argument. “Show me what a good cuck you are.”

I sink to my knees between her spread legs, my face inches from her well-used pussy. The scent is overwhelming—musky, unfamiliar, a mixture of Rachel and Trey that makes my head spin. I can see the thick white cum still pooling inside her, threatening to spill out with each small movement.

My stomach clenches with anxiety, but my cock throbs painfully in my hand. This is it—the final threshold. Once I cross this line, there’s no going back to who I was before.

“I’m waiting,” Rachel says, her voice softening slightly. “It’s okay, baby. This is what you were meant for.”

I close my eyes and lean forward, my tongue tentatively touching her swollen labia. The taste hits me immediately—salty, bitter, nothing like Rachel’s usual flavor. I recoil instinctively, fighting the urge to gag. But at the same time, the humiliation and depravity is making me harder and harder.

“Don’t stop,” Rachel warns, her hand coming down to grip my hair. “Keep going.”

With her fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me. She begins to get even filthier with her talk and encouragement. What she said while she was fucking Trey is nothing in comparison to the lewd filth spilling from her mouth right now.

“That’s right, baby,” Rachel purrs, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Taste him on me. Taste what a real man left inside your wife.”

My tongue trembles as I force myself to continue, lapping tentatively at her swollen folds. The bitter, salty taste floods my mouth as Trey’s cum coats my tongue. I fight the urge to pull away, to spit it out, to run from this final humiliation.

“Look at me while you do it,” Rachel demands, yanking my hair painfully. “I want to see your eyes when you swallow another man’s cum from my pussy.”

I raise my gaze to meet hers, and what I see there takes my breath away. There’s triumph, yes, but also something else—a fierce, predatory love that makes my heart race. She’s never looked at me with such intensity before.

“Good boy,” she praises as I continue licking. “That’s it. Clean every drop.”

The praise sends an electric current straight to my painfully hard cock. I’m still stroking myself as I lap at her, each swallow of Trey’s seed marking me, changing me irrevocably. My stomach churns even as my cock throbs in my hand, the conflicting sensations of revulsion and arousal battling within me.

“Deeper,” Rachel commands, using her grip on my hair to push my face harder against her. “Get your tongue inside me. Get every drop.”

I obey, pushing my tongue into her stretched opening, feeling the thick fluid coat my throat as I swallow convulsively. The taste is overwhelming, but something is happening to me—the humiliation, the degradation is transforming into a dark, twisted pleasure I never knew I could feel.

“Tell me how it tastes,” Rachel demands, her thighs trembling around my head. “Tell me what you’re tasting right now.”

I pull back just enough to speak, my lips and chin glistening with their combined fluids. “Another man’s cum,” I whisper, my voice cracking with shame and arousal. “I’m tasting Trey’s cum from inside you.”

“And do you like it?” she asks, her eyes boring into mine. “Does it make you hard, cleaning up after a real man used your wife?”

I can’t lie. Not anymore. Not with the evidence literally in my hand, my cock harder than it’s ever been as I kneel between my wife’s legs, tasting another man’s seed.

“Yes,” I admit, the word torn from my throat like a confession. “God help me, I do like it.”

Rachel’s smile is triumphant as she tightens her grip on my hair, pushing my face back against her used pussy. “Then keep going. Show me what a good cuck you are.”

I dive back in, my tongue working more eagerly now as I accept my new reality. The taste that initially repulsed me now feels like a badge of honor—proof of my submission, my devotion to Rachel’s pleasure. I lap hungrily at her folds, chasing every drop of Trey’s cum, swallowing it down like communion.

“Look at you,” Rachel moans, grinding against my face. “So eager now. You were made for this, weren’t you?”

I nod against her, unable to form words as I continue my depraved feast. My cock throbs painfully in my hand, pre-cum leaking onto my fingers as I stroke myself with increasing urgency. The taste that once revolted me now fuels my arousal, each swallow of Trey’s essence pushing me closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, her hips rolling against my face. “You’re doing so well, baby. Such a good cuck for me.”

Those words—“good cuck”—send electricity straight to my groin. I’m light-headed from the depravity of what I’m doing, from the twisted pleasure I’m finding in this ultimate submission. My tongue works frantically, seeking out every drop of the evidence of her infidelity.

“Are you close?” Rachel asks, her voice husky with renewed arousal. “Are you about to cum from cleaning another man’s seed from your wife’s pussy?”

I nod desperately against her, unable to form words with my mouth still pressed against her most intimate place. My hand moves in a blur on my shaft, every nerve ending in my body screaming for release.

“Ask permission,” she commands, yanking my hair to pull me back slightly. “Beg me to let you cum.”

“Please,” I gasp, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “Please let me cum.”

Rachel’s fingers tighten in my hair as she studies my face—lips and chin glistening with another man’s seed, eyes wild with desperation. I’ve never felt so utterly debased, so completely owned, and yet my cock has never been harder.

“Tell me what you are first,” she demands, her voice gentle but firm. “Say it one more time, so we’re both clear about what’s happening here.”

My breath comes in ragged gasps as I fight to hold back my orgasm. My hand trembles around my shaft, hovering on the precipice of release.

“I’m your cuck,” I whisper, the words no longer burning my throat like they did hours ago. “I clean up after real men fuck you. I... I eat their cum from your pussy.”

Rachel’s smile is radiant, triumphant. “Yes, you do. And you love it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I admit, shocking myself with how true it feels. “I love it.”

“Then cum for me,” she commands, pulling my face back to her well-used pussy.

I explode the moment my face touches her again, my entire body convulsing in the most powerful orgasm of my life. I cry out against Rachel’s pussy, the sound muffled as I continue to lap at her while wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me. My cum shoots across the sheets in thick ropes, more intense than I’ve ever experienced, my hand still frantically working my shaft as I ride out the aftershocks.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, grinding against my face. “Look at how much you came just from tasting another man inside me.”

I can’t speak, can’t think, can barely breathe as I collapse against her thigh, utterly spent. My mind is a white-hot blank, every neuron fried from the intensity of what just happened. The taste of Trey lingers on my tongue, a constant reminder of the line I’ve just crossed.


Chapter 8

Rachel’s fingers stroke gently through my hair, her touch oddly tender after the brutality of what just transpired. “You did so well,” she whispers, her voice soft and loving now. “I’m so proud of you.”

Those words shouldn’t affect me the way they do, shouldn’t make my chest swell with pride. But they do. I feel simultaneously destroyed and reborn, humiliated and elevated. Rachel continues to stroke my hair, her touch unexpectedly tender after the brutality of what just happened.

“Come here,” she whispers, shifting on the bed and patting the space beside her.

I crawl up on shaky limbs, collapsing next to her. My body feels weightless, my mind floating somewhere outside itself. Rachel pulls me close, cradling my head against her breast like I’m something precious.

“How do you feel?” she asks, her voice soft and intimate now, nothing like the commanding tone she used moments ago.

“I don’t know,” I answer truthfully. “Empty. Full. Everything at once.”

She chuckles softly, her fingers tracing patterns on my back. “That’s normal. The first time is always intense.”

The first time. The implication that there will be more hangs between us, unaddressed but undeniable. I should be terrified by the prospect, should be planning my escape from this new reality. Instead, I find myself curling closer to her, craving her approval, her touch, her guidance through this strange new world we’ve entered together.

“You’re mine now,” Rachel whispers against my hair, her words both a promise and a threat. “Completely and totally mine.”

“Yes,” I agree, because what else can I say? What else can I be after what just happened? “I’m yours.”

She tilts my chin up, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her eyes are soft now, almost tender, though I can still see something darker lurking beneath the surface.

“This is just the beginning,” she tells me, her thumb tracing my lower lip. “There’s so much more to explore, so much more for you to learn about yourself. About us.”

I shudder at the implication, equal parts terrified and aroused by whatever she has planned next. My world has been turned upside down in the span of just a few days. The man I was last week wouldn’t recognize me now—kneeling between my wife’s legs, eagerly lapping another man’s seed from inside her.

“Are you afraid?” Rachel asks, studying my face.

“Yes,” I admit, seeing no point in lying. “But also...this doesn’t seem sustainable…I can’t — we can’t…”

“Shhh,” Rachel says. There’s a wild, detached look in her eyes. She’s there, but it’s like a whole different person is in her body now. Suddenly the panic and fear return and it feels like I’m back in the car again, ready to split in two.

“Ryan,” Rachel’s voice sounds distant as the room starts to spin around me. Her face blurs before my eyes, and I can feel cold sweat breaking out across my forehead. “Ryan, breathe.”

I gasp for air, my lungs burning as if I’ve been underwater too long. The taste in my mouth—Trey’s essence mixed with Rachel’s—suddenly becomes overwhelming. My stomach heaves.

“I need to—“ I stumble off the bed and make it to the bathroom, I feel faint and grab onto the sink to steady my balance. The reality of what I’ve just done crashes over me in waves, each one threatening to drown me

I feel Rachel’s cool hand on the back of my neck. “It’s okay,” she soothes. “First time is always intense. The shame spiral hits hard.”

I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, unable to look at her. “What have we done?” I whisper, my voice raw. “What have I become?”

Rachel stands beside me, her eyes almost glowing with a devious shine in the dim light of the bathroom mirror.

She smiles. It’s wicked and sexy and domineering but there’s a lingering sweetness somewhere behind it all.

“What you’ve always been sweetie…” she whispers, caressing my cheek.

“What you’ve always been meant to be,” she continues, her fingers trailing down my neck. “It’s okay to be afraid. All good cucks are at first.”

I stare at my reflection in the mirror, hardly recognizing myself. My lips are swollen, my chin still glistening with the evidence of what I’ve just done. Who is this man looking back at me?

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I whisper, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears.

Rachel presses her naked body against my back, her arms encircling my waist. In the mirror, we look like strangers—her eyes alight with something primal and hungry, mine wide with shock and confusion.

“You already have done it,” she reminds me, her voice soft but firm. “And you loved it. Your body doesn’t lie, Ryan.”

She’s right. Despite my panic, despite my moral revulsion, I came harder than I ever have in my life while tasting another man’s essence from inside my wife. What does that say about me?

“This isn’t normal,” I argue weakly, though I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince anymore.

Rachel laughs, then reaches down and grabs hold of my deflating cock.

Rachel’s touch jolts me back to awareness. Her grip is firm, possessive, as if she’s claiming territory.

“Normal?” she whispers, her breath hot against my ear. “Normal is overrated. Normal is what kept you from experiencing this level of pleasure for years.”

My body responds to her touch despite my mental turmoil, blood rushing south again as she strokes me with practiced fingers. I hate how easily she can manipulate my responses now, how my flesh betrays my mind’s objections.

“Look at us,” she commands, forcing my gaze back to the mirror.

What I see terrifies me. Rachel’s eyes hold a feral gleam I’ve never noticed before, her naked body pressed against mine, marking me with her scent—with Trey’s scent. My own expression is haunted, confused, yet undeniably aroused. We look like strangers.

“This is who we are now,” she declares, her hand never stopping its rhythmic movement. “This is who we’ve always been, underneath all the pretending.”

“I don’t...” I start, but the words die in my throat as she twists her wrist in that way she knows drives me crazy.

“Why are you so fucking hard already then, Ryan?”

Her question cuts through me like a knife. I have no answer, at least not one I can admit out loud. My cock betrays me, stiffening in her hand despite the turmoil raging in my mind.

“I don’t know,” I whisper, unable to meet my own eyes in the mirror.

“Yes, you do,” Rachel purrs, her grip tightening. “Your body knows what it wants, even when your mind is still catching up.”

She turns me around to face her, my back now pressed against the cold bathroom counter. Her eyes search mine, looking for something—acceptance, surrender, submission.

“This is happening too fast,” I manage to say. “Two days ago, we were just a normal couple.”

Rachel laughs, the sound both musical and slightly cruel. “Normal? Is that what you thought we were?” She shakes her head.

She thinks.

“I guess I thought so too, but I’m not confused anymore. These last few days have shown me I was living a lie. Repressing my true self. I wasn’t really me…”

The words hang in the air between us, heavy with implication. I stare at my wife, this stranger with familiar features, and feel the ground shifting beneath my feet.

“And what about me?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Isn’t it obvious, Ryan? Don’t you see. It was fate that brought us together, we just needed time to grow…but clearly, the universe brought you to me so I could help you…”

“Help me what?” I ask, my voice sounding small and distant in the bathroom.

Rachel cups my face in her hands, her eyes almost hypnotic as they hold mine. “Help you become who you really are. Help you stop pretending.” Her thumb traces my lower lip, still sticky with the remnants of Trey’s essence. “You’ve been living half a life, Ryan. Denying your true nature.”

“And so I have I,” she whispers. “I’ve been depriving myself of pleasure and power for too long…”

I want to argue, to tell her she’s wrong, that this isn’t me—but the evidence is literally in her hand, my cock hardening again despite everything that’s just happened, despite my mental turmoil.

“I’m scared,” I admit, the words barely audible.

“Of course you are,” she says, her voice softening slightly. “Transformation is always scary. Becoming your true self means letting go of who you thought you were.”

Her words resonate through me with terrifying clarity. Is she right? Is this what I’ve always been, buried beneath layers of societal expectations and conventional morality?

I stare at her, this woman who was my wife but now seems like something more—a guide, a mistress, a keeper of dark truths I’ve been hiding even from myself. The bathroom light casts strange shadows across her face, making her look almost otherworldly.

“What happens now?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper.

Rachel’s smile is enigmatic, a Mona Lisa curve that promises both pleasure and pain. “Now we continue your education. Now we explore just how deep this rabbit hole goes.” Her fingers trail down my chest, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “And you learn to stop fighting what you want.”

My cock throbs in her hand, responding to her words despite my mental turmoil. I hate my body’s betrayal, yet I can’t deny the evidence. Something about this—about being reduced, humiliated, made to submit—awakens a hunger in me I never knew existed.

“I need time,” I plead, grasping at the last threads of my former self.

Rachel scoffs.

“Well, you know what I need, Ryan?”

The question hangs between us like a guillotine blade. I swallow hard, unable to look away from her predatory gaze.

“What?” I manage to whisper.

She pumps my cock hard with each syllable.

“Big.”

Pump.

“Black.”

Pump.

"Cock.”

Pump.

Her words and actions stir something primal in me, something beyond my conscious control. I should be disgusted, horrified, running from this bathroom and this new reality. Instead, I’m growing harder in her hand with each deliberate stroke, each filthy word.

“I need it,” Rachel continues, her voice dropping to a hypnotic whisper. “And deep down, you need to watch me take it. That’s our truth now.”

My legs feel weak beneath me. I grip the bathroom counter to steady myself as she continues stroking me, her rhythm maddeningly perfect.

“It’s too much,” I gasp, even as my hips betray me by pushing into her touch. “We can’t just... change everything overnight.”

“We already have,” Rachel says, her free hand coming up to grip my chin, forcing me to look directly into her eyes. “There’s no going back to who we were before. That couple doesn’t exist anymore.”

The finality in her voice sends a chill through me. She’s right. Whatever we were—whatever I was—has been irrevocably altered. The man who watched his wife take another man’s cock, who eagerly lapped another man’s seed from between her legs.

Then one word pops into my head.

Divorce.

The word reverberates through my mind like a gunshot, momentarily clearing the fog of arousal and confusion. Could I really walk away from this? Should I?

But even as the thought forms, Rachel’s hand continues its expert manipulation of my body, drawing me back into the web of pleasure and shame she’s weaving around me. My cock throbs in her grip, betraying my mental resistance.

“I can see you thinking too much again,” she murmurs, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock. “Always in that busy little head of yours.”

I close my eyes, trying to center myself, to find some solid ground in this shifting landscape. “This isn’t what I signed up for when we got married,” I whisper.

Rachel tightens her grip around my cock and sends me over the edge finally and fully as I’m having these thoughts. I’m erupting before I can even finish my thought, the second orgasm of the night hitting me with unexpected force as Rachel’s hand works me mercilessly. My knees buckle as I spill over her fingers, hot and thick, my body betraying every rational thought I’ve just had.

“There,” she whispers as I pant and shudder, “much better when you stop overthinking things.”

I slump against the counter, spent and confused. My mind is a battlefield of conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, fear, exhilaration. Rachel brings her cum-covered fingers to my lips, her eyes challenging me to taste myself.

“Open,” she commands softly.

Like a man possessed, I part my lips and allow her to slide her fingers into my mouth. The taste of my own essence mingles with the lingering flavor of Trey, creating a cocktail of submission that makes my head swim. I suck her fingers clean, unable to meet my own eyes in the mirror.

“Good boy,” she praises, withdrawing her fingers slowly. “Now let’s get some sleep. You have a lot to process, and I have big plans for us tomorrow.”

She leads me back to our bedroom, her hand firmly clasped around mine. I follow meekly, my legs still wobbly from two intense orgasms. The bedroom smells of sex and sweat, the sheets rumpled and stained with the evidence of what happened here tonight.

I pull on some shorts and an old t-shirt and stare at our messy marital bed.

A new word pops into my head.

Run.

And that’s exactly what I do.

To be continued in Part III…


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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