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Crossing the
Line
An Interracial Hotwife/Cuckold Romance

By: F. Rey Noel

Part I

Chapter 1

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

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

A lawnmower.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

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

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

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

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

It’s just one word: Oh.

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

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

Our new neighbor.

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

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

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

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

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

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

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

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

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

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

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

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

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

Rachel sighs.

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

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

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

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

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

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

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

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

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

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

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

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

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

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

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

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

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

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

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

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

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

“It’s just what?” she asks.

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

“Ryan?” she nudges.

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

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

“It was nothing. I just…”

But she doesn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulls away slightly, looking incredulous and amused.

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

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

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

She laughs right in my face.

“I was not!” she protests.

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

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

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

A heavy silence settles over us.

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

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

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

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

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

She glances once more at my crotch.

“Guess so,” she whispers. “Wow.”

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

I gulp.

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

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

“Is that good or bad?” I ask finally.

She doesn’t answer right away.

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

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

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

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

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

“Another man?” she offers.

But I hesitate, yes that. But also…

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

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

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

I gulp.

“Fuck, yes,” I say.

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

I gulp and shrug.

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

Rachel sighs.

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

She pauses.

“Go on,” I say.

She looks away from me, almost embarrassed.

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

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

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

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

She takes another deep breath.

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

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

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

“BBC?” I ask dumbly.

She brings her eyes up to meet mine.

“Big. Black. Cock.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And it crushes me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Gulp.

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

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

The desire. The obsession.

She could pretend all she wanted.

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

But now?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lick it,” she whispers.

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

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

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

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

It almost hurts.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Rachel?” I ask. “Are you okay?”

She frowns and hops off of me.

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell just happened?


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pizza’s always okay,” I tell her.

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

“Look,” I start, “about earlier…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod.

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

She let’s out a heavy sigh.

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

I place my hand on hers.

She finally locks eyes with me.

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

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

Rachel takes a deep breath.

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

I shake my head.

“I don’t think so,” I say.

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

I gulp as I feel blood rushing to my cock.

“It was like his kink or whatever…”

“And you?”

“Well, it wasn’t at first…but then…”

“Then, what?”

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

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

I shake my head.

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

My voice trails off.

Rachel sighs.

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

I watch her face as she talks.

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

My head is spinning.

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

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

I nod. “If that’s what you want.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He watched her.

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

But I’m also scared.

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

Scared of ruining our marriage.

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

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

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

Because our new neighbor isn’t going anywhere.

He’s just getting settled in.

And the summer heat is only getting hotter.


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She cuts me off without turning around.

“He’s mowing again.”

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

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

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

It feels different.

More dangerous.

More intimate.

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

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

Almost.

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

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

The word hangs in the air.

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

Something she knows I saw.

Something we both felt.

I clear my throat. “Coffee?”

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

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

But we did.

And it’s not going away.

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

She never talks about it again.

But I know she’s thinking about it.

Because so am I.

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

I don’t know what that means yet.

But I do know this:

I want more.

And I think deep down, she does too.

I just need to unlock it.


Chapter 6

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

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

Phew.

I answer it.

“Howdy, Ryan!”

“Hi there, Ted. How’s it going?”

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

Fuck.

The monthly volleyball and potluck.

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

He smiles.

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

Gulp.

The new neighbors house.

Will he be there…?

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


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, sure am Ted,” I say.

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

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

Trey. The new neighbor.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

. . .

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I gasp, “fuck, yeah.”

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

She rolls me onto my back, straddling me, her pussy slick and dripping down the insides of her thighs. She lines me up, then sinks down onto my cock in a single, wet, furious stroke that leaves her shuddering, hands braced on my chest, her head thrown back as she howls.

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

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

“What?” I ask.

She bites her bottom lip.

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

“But what?” I ask breathlessly.

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

“Tell me,” I beg.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean?” I growl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me about your first time?”

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

(Rachel)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's when DeAndre finds me.

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

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

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

His laugh is low, private, just for me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Look at me," he commands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Back to present day - Ryan’s POV

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A beat passes. Two.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 8

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

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

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

“What the fuck?” I whisper to myself.

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

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

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

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

“Holy shit,” I whisper to myself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I clear my throat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She shrugs and bites her lip.

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

“Rachel…” I whisper hoarsely.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiles wickedly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And?” I finally ask.

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

“Fuck, Rachel,” I groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

And God help me, so am I.

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

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

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

Rachel’s eyes gleam with mischief.

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

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


Chapter 9

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I finally admit. “I am.”

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

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

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

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

“And if we make it real? What then?”

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

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

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

“For…BBC.”

My stomach flips at the thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod, not trusting my voice.

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

“Tell me,” I beg.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Full sail ahead. Damn the torpedos.


Chapter 10

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now what?” I ask.

She looks at the clock, then looks at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

. . .

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

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

I shake my head no.

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

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

Rachel arches an eyebrow.

“Oh? Is that so?”

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

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

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

“What are you doing?” I whisper frantically.

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

“Inviting him over for a drink, duh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 11

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Trey stifles a chuckle.

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

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

Finally, some acknowledgement.

An awkward pause hangs in the air.

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

Trey downs the rest of his drink.

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

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

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

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

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

“Could be,” Rachel repeats flirtatiously.

. . .

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

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

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

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

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

“I saw,” I admit. “Hard to miss.”

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

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

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

“Sexy, can I?” I hear Rachel whisper under her breath as she licks her lip and cock twitches, lurches, and fills with blood.


Chapter 12

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“See? Perfect temperature.”

Trey leans in and tests the water.

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

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

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

It works.

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

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

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

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

Trey looks back at me.

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

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

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

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

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

That’s all it takes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 13

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, girl,” Trey growls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I can only nod, words failing me completely.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Gulp. Clean her up?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then it all hits me at once.

What the fuck did we just do?!


Chapter 14

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Second thoughts?” she asks quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rachel folds her arms.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nods, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “I’ve spent years trying to be the perfect wife, Ryan. The good girl. But that’s not who I am. Not really.” Her hand slides lower, wrapping around my hardening cock. “And I think deep down, it’s not who you want me to be either.”

I can’t deny it. The image of her on her knees before Trey, of her taking him so completely while I watched—it awoke something in me I never knew existed. Something dark and primal that I can’t seem to stuff back down now that it’s been unleashed.

“What happens now?” I ask, my breath catching as she strokes me slowly.

“Now?” Rachel smiles, and it’s the smile of a predator who knows her prey is already caught. “Now we see how deep this rabbit hole goes.” She leans in, her lips brushing against my ear. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”


Part II

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 wimp.

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.


Part III

Chapter 1

My shoes pound the pavement as I sprint through our neighborhood in the middle of the night, wearing nothing but shorts and a t-shirt. I have no destination in mind, no plan—just an overwhelming need to escape what’s happening in that house, to the marriage I thought I had, to the person I thought I was.

The cool night air burns my lungs, but I welcome the pain. It’s clean, honest, uncomplicated. Not like whatever twisted psychological maze Rachel has led me into over the past few days.

I slow to a jog when I reach the park three blocks from our house. My breathing comes in ragged gasps as I collapse onto a bench, the events of the night replaying in my mind like some perverse highlight reel I can’t shut off.

What the hell just happened? What have I become?

The taste in my mouth—Rachel’s essence mixed with Trey’s—makes my stomach lurch again. I spit onto the ground beside the bench, trying to rid myself of the physical evidence of my submission, but it doesn’t help. The memory is burned into me now, impossible to erase.

My phone buzzes in my pocket—I hadn’t even realized I’d grabbed it. I stare at my phone screen, Rachel’s name flashing with each vibration. My thumb hovers over the answer button, trembling. What would I even say to her? How could I explain what I’m feeling when I barely understand it myself?

I let it ring until it stops, then watch as a string of text messages appear:

“Come home cucky. We need to talk.”

“Bad boy running away like that…”

“Come home and continue your lessons…”

A hysterical laugh bubbles up from my throat. Talk? After what just happened? After what I just did? The casual normalcy of her message feels like a slap across my face.

After I don’t answer, she finally softens:

“I know you’re scared. It’s okay. I went too far.”

Is it sincere? I don’t know.

Too far? That’s the understatement of the century. In less than a week, my entire identity has been shattered, reshaped into something I don’t recognize. The worst part is how my body responded—how it’s still responding, even now, as the memory of tonight replays in my mind.

I pocket the phone without responding and stare up at the night sky. The stars look cold and distant, like they’re judging me from afar. What would my friends think if they knew? My family? My colleagues? The shame burns through me like acid in my veins. I’ve gone from respected husband to... what? A cuck. The word that once meant nothing to me now defines me.

I check my phone again. Three missed calls and another text:

“Please, Ryan. Just come home. I’m worried about you.”

This message sounds more like the Rachel I knew—or thought I knew. Which version is real? The loving wife I’ve lived with for years, or this sexual dominatrix who’s emerged so suddenly?

Maybe both. Maybe neither.

I stand up from the bench, my legs still wobbly. Running away solved nothing. I can’t escape what’s happened by putting physical distance between myself and that house. Whatever’s been awakened is inside me now, a parasite I can’t extract.

The walk back is slower than my desperate flight. Each step feels heavier than the last as I approach our home. The lights are still on in our bedroom. Is she waiting up? Planning the next phase of my “training”? The thought sends an unwelcome shiver of arousal through me that I immediately try to suppress.

I pause at our front door, key in hand. I could still leave. Get in the car, drive to a hotel, just disappear into the great vast expanse of the desert southwest or something…

I look over at Trey’s house and almost jump out of my skin. There he is, standing on his front porch. Smoking a big cigar and eyeing me up casually.

He blows a puff of smoke and waves me over.

My blood runs cold at the sight of him. Trey, casually smoking on his porch like nothing happened, like he didn’t just transform my entire life hours ago. I freeze, caught between my front door and his beckoning gesture.

I should ignore him. Should slip inside my house and lock the door against everything that’s happened. But something pulls me toward him—the same dark gravity that kept me rooted to that chair earlier tonight, watching as he took my wife.

“Wasn’t expecting to see you out and about,” Trey says as I approach his porch, his voice low and rich in the night air. The smell of expensive cigar smoke wraps around me.

“I needed some air,” I mutter, stopping at the foot of his steps, unwilling to climb up to his level.

His demeanor is altogether different than our other interactions, he’s calm and pensive. Contemplative. There’s a silent warmth about him that makes him seem older than his age.

“Fresh air is always good,” he says, drawing another pull from his cigar. The ember glows orange in the darkness, illuminating his features in a way that makes him look almost contemplative.

I shift uncomfortably, acutely aware of the absurdity of this moment. Hours ago, this man was inside my wife while I watched. Now we’re having a casual conversation on his front porch like neighbors discussing the weather.

“Look, man,” Trey says after a long moment, “I know this is probably weird for you.”

I laugh, a short, sharp sound that contains no humor. “Weird doesn’t begin to cover it.”

He nods slowly, tapping ash from his cigar. “I’ve seen this before, you know. Couples like you and Rachel.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I ask, bristling despite myself.

“Just that you’re not the first husband to... explore this kind of arrangement.” His voice is neutral, almost clinical. “And the ones who fight it the hardest usually end up diving the deepest.”

His words hit me like a physical blow. Is that what’s happening to me? Am I following some predictable pattern that Trey has seen before.

He puts his arm around me.

“Come on, let’s get you a drink, one of these -” he holds up his cigar, “and we’ll head to the back deck. Talk man to man.”

I hesitate, glancing back at my house where Rachel waits. Part of me knows I should go home, face what’s happening, but something about Trey’s offer feels like a lifeline. A chance to understand what’s happening to me from someone who isn’t actively reshaping my reality.

“Okay,” I agree, my voice barely audible.

I follow Trey through his front door into a home that’s surprisingly tasteful—modern furniture in neutral tones, abstract art on the walls. It’s not what I expected, though I’m not sure what I did expect. Maybe whips and chains hanging from the ceiling? My mind is a mess of stereotypes and confusion.

His back deck is spacious, with comfortable outdoor furniture and subtle landscape lighting illuminating a well-maintained yard. He gestures to a deep armchair as he moves to a small bar setup in the corner.

“Whiskey okay?” he asks, already reaching for an expensive-looking bottle.

“Sure,” I reply, sinking into the chair. My legs feel like they might give out at any moment.

Trey pours two generous glasses and hands me one, then offers me a cigar from a polished wooden box. I shake my head—I’ve never been a smoker.

“Suit yourself,” he says, settling into the chair across from me. The silence stretches between us, strangely comfortable despite everything.

I take a sip of the whiskey. It burns going down, but the warmth that spreads through my chest is welcome. I need something to ground me, to remind me I’m still here, still myself—whoever that is now.

“You’re wondering why this is happening to you,” Trey says finally, breaking the silence. It’s not a question.

I stare into my glass, watching the amber liquid catch the light. “Among other things.”

“And you’re wondering if you’re some kind of freak for getting turned on by it.”

My head snaps up. His directness catches me off guard, but there’s no judgment in his eyes, just calm observation.

“How many...” I start, then clear my throat. “How many couples like us have you been with?”

Trey takes a long pull from his cigar, considering the question. “More than you would believe. This lifestyle isn’t as uncommon as people think.”

I stare at him, trying to reconcile this thoughtful, articulate man with the primal force who dominated my wife hours ago. “And all these... husbands. They were like me?”

“Some,” he says, swirling the whiskey in his glass. “Every situation is different. But the shame spiral you’re experiencing? The confusion? The way your body betrays what your mind thinks it wants? Pretty standard.”

“Listen…” he says, “the key to this, really to life in general, is to limit introspection. Don’t ruminate. Don’t obsess. Don’t think about what it means or what it says about you. Just live your life. Forget about the rest of the BS.”

His words hang in the air between us as I contemplate them. Limit introspection? Don’t think about what it means? That goes against everything I’ve ever done. My entire life has been about analyzing, understanding, making sense of things.

“I can’t just... not think about it,” I say finally, taking another sip of whiskey. The burn feels good, grounding. “This isn’t like trying a new food or changing my workout routine. This is... everything. My marriage. My identity.”

Trey leans back in his chair, studying me with those dark, perceptive eyes. “Your identity was always there, man. You’re just seeing it clearly for the first time.”

I shake my head, frustration building. “That’s what Rachel keeps saying, but I don’t buy it. I wasn’t like this before.”

“Weren’t you?” Trey challenges, tapping ash from his cigar. “Or did you just never have the opportunity to discover this part of yourself?”

The question lands like a punch to my gut. I think about how I felt watching them together—the mixture of jealousy and arousal that seemed to feed each other in some twisted feedback loop.

I stare at Trey, his words making me question everything I thought I knew about myself. The whiskey burns in my throat as I struggle to process what he’s saying.

“Look,” Trey continues, leaning forward in his chair. “Most men spend their whole lives never confronting their true desires. They live in boxes society built for them, never testing the walls.” He takes another pull from his cigar, the ember glowing orange in the darkness. “You’ve seen beyond the wall now. Can’t unsee it.”

“But this isn’t normal,” I protest weakly, even as something inside me knows I’m just going through the motions of resistance.

Trey laughs, a deep, rumbling sound. “Normal is just what most people do. Doesn’t make it right or wrong.” He fixes me with those penetrating eyes. “Question is, what makes you feel alive? What revs you up?”

I look down at my glass, unable to meet his gaze because I already know the answer.

“Rachel…” I whisper. “She makes me feel alive. Always has…she’s been everything to me.”

Trey nods along.

“And does she still do that to you? Has that suddenly changed or stop being true?”

I stare at my glass, contemplating Trey’s question. The whiskey swirls, catching golden highlights from the deck lights.

“No,” I admit finally. “She still... she still makes me feel everything. Maybe even more intensely now.”

“That’s what I thought,” Trey says, nodding slowly. His expression is surprisingly gentle for a man who hours ago was... I can’t even complete the thought without feeling that familiar twist of shame and arousal.

“But what she wants now,” I continue, my voice barely audible, “what she’s becoming... it’s like she’s been possessed by someone else.”

Trey leans forward. “Or maybe she’s finally letting out who she’s always been. Same as you.”

I drain my glass, welcoming the burn. “You make it sound so simple.”

“It is simple,” he says, refilling my glass without asking. “Complicated is what happens when you make something more than it is. You’re just playing a role. This is fun. It’s a game.”

“A game?” I echo, the word tasting bitter on my tongue. “My marriage isn’t a game.”

Trey leans back in his chair, regarding me with an expression that’s almost sympathetic. “Everything’s a game when you break it down. Life, work, relationships—they all have rules, winners, losers. The trick is figuring out which game you’re actually playing.”

I shake my head, feeling the whiskey warming my blood. “That’s a pretty cynical view.”

“Is it?” Trey takes another pull of his cigar, the smoke curling around his face in the dim light. “Or is it honest? Look, man, I’ve been doing this a long time. Seen plenty of guys like you struggle with this same shit.”

“And what happens to them?” I ask, not entirely sure I want to know the answer.

“Some run away, try to pretend it never happened. Some embrace it fully, find a peace they never knew before.” He shrugs. “Some relationships break. Others get stronger than they ever were.”

I stare into my glass, watching the amber liquid catch the light. “And which do you think we’ll be?”

Trey shrugs.

“That’s up to you.”

I let his words sink in, the whiskey warming my insides as the night air cools my skin. The contrast feels like my life right now—hot and cold, pleasure and pain, shame and arousal all mixed together in a cocktail I never ordered but can’t stop drinking.

“Thanks for the drink,” I say as I stand up and get ready to leave.

“Any time,” Trey says with a nod. He doesn’t get up to escort me out, he just sits there and wait for me leave. I walk slowly back out his front door and across his lawn to our house. The light in our bedroom is still on.

“What the fuck do I do now,” I whisper into the darkness. “What the fuck do I do now?”


Chapter 2

The house is quiet when I enter. I don’t hear any sign of Rachel. The house is quiet when I enter. I don’t hear any sign of Rachel.

I stand in the entryway for a long moment, my nerves still jangling from the conversation with Trey, the whiskey buzzing through my system. Part of me hopes she’s asleep, that I can delay whatever comes next until morning when my head is clearer.

I make my way up the stairs, each step feeling like I’m climbing a mountain. The bedroom door is partially open, a sliver of light spilling into the hallway. I pause outside, taking a deep breath before pushing it open.

The room is empty. Rachel is nowhere to be seen. I look in the bathroom.

No Rachel.

I go check the office, the guest rooms, the basement…everywhere.

She’s nowhere to be found.

A nervous knot ties itself up in my chest.

Where is she?

Then I find a note. On the kitchen counter. It’s Rachel’s handwriting.

The note is written in Rachel’s looping script, her handwriting somehow different than I remember—bolder, more confident strokes across the page:

Dear Ryan,

I guess I made a huge mistake thinking you could handle this. But you’re more pathetic than I thought. If you want to keep pussying out on me, fine. I don’t need you. In fact, you were lucky I let you watch…I didn’t have to do that. Don’t wait up. I’ll be back tomorrow, maybe. Or maybe I won’t. Let’s see how you do without me :)

-Rachel

I look at my phone. No missed calls or texts beyond the ones I saw at the park. She didn’t even try to find me after I left.

Where was she? At Trey’s?

My legs give out from under me. I collapse onto one of the kitchen stools, the note trembling in my hand as the words blur before my eyes. She’s with him. Right now. After everything that just happened, after my mental breakdown, she went straight to him.

The whiskey in my system suddenly feels toxic, churning in my stomach. I was just sitting on Trey’s deck, having a philosophical discussion about my marriage while my wife was... where? In his bedroom? Waiting for him to finish his little mentoring session with her pathetic husband?

“Fuck,” I whisper, crumpling the note in my fist. I take the whiskey upstairs to our bedroom and fire off a text.

Where are you?

I get no response. I stand up and head to the window that faces directly toward Trey’s house and I drop my whiskey glass and the brown liquor spills all over our white carpet.

Gulp.

Rachel is staring directly at me from across the way. She’s completely naked. Bent over a piece of furniture while Trey rails her from behind.

The world stops. I stare at her and she stares back. Then she blows me a kiss.

My entire body goes cold. I can’t move, can’t breathe, can’t think. They’ve positioned themselves perfectly in Trey’s window, making sure I have an unobstructed view. Making sure I know exactly what’s happening. The deliberate cruelty of it staggers me.

The whiskey seeps into the carpet at my feet, but I can’t tear my eyes away from the obscene tableau across the way. Rachel’s face contorts with pleasure as Trey pounds into her, her eyes locked with mine across the distance between our houses. That blown kiss was no accident—this is a performance specifically for me.

I stumble backward until my legs hit the bed, collapsing onto it as if my strings have been cut. The room spins around me, the combination of whiskey and shock making me dizzy. What kind of game is this? What kind of woman has my wife become? Or maybe this is who she’s always been, and I’ve just been too blind to see it.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. With trembling fingers, I pick it up to see Rachel is calling me.

I stare at my buzzing phone, Rachel’s name flashing on the screen like a taunt. My fingers tremble as I answer, pressing it to my ear without speaking.

“Are you watching?” Rachel’s voice comes through, breathless and teasing. In the background, I can hear the rhythmic slapping of skin on skin, Trey’s deep grunts punctuating her words.

“Why are you doing this?” I manage to whisper, my voice cracking.

“Because you ran away,” she pants, her words interrupted by a particularly hard thrust that makes her gasp. “Bad boys... get... punished.”

I can’t look away from the window, can’t hang up the phone. I’m paralyzed, trapped in this moment as my wife continues to stare at me across the distance between our homes while another man takes her from behind.

“Rachel…” I whisper weakly.

“Are you hard?” she asks, giggling.

I hate myself for it, but I am. Despite the betrayal, despite the cruelty, despite everything—my cock strains against my shorts as I watch my wife being taken by another man in the house across from mine.

“Yes,” I admit, my voice barely audible.

“Stroke it for me,” Rachel commands through the phone. “Stroke your pathetic little cock while you watch a real man fuck your wife.”

My hand moves to my shorts almost of its own accord. I slip it beneath the waistband, gripping myself as I continue to stare across at their obscene display. I’m disgusted with myself, with Rachel, with this entire situation—yet I can’t stop, can’t look away, can’t hang up the phone.

“Take it out,” Rachel moans, her eyes still locked with mine through the window. “I want to see you stroke it.”

I gulp.

A peculiar thrill goes through me. The thought of exposing myself so cavalierly in the window is something I never thought would thrill me. But suddenly it does.

I hesitate for only a moment before pushing my shorts down and exposing myself to the night. My cock springs free, painfully hard despite—or perhaps because of—the twisted scenario unfolding. I wrap my hand around my shaft, beginning to stroke slowly as I stare across at Rachel.

“Good boy,” she purrs through the phone, her voice hitching as Trey drives into her harder. “See? You... can’t... resist... what you... really... are.”

I’m disgusted with myself, with how easily my body betrays my mind’s objections. Each stroke feels like surrender, like confirmation of everything Rachel’s been saying about me. Yet I can’t stop.

“Does it make you feel powerful?” I ask, surprising myself with the question. “Humiliating me like this?”

Rachel laughs, the sound turning into a moan as Trey grabs her hair and yanks her head back. “It’s not about... power,” she gasps. “It’s about... truth. This is... who we are.”

I watch as Trey’s rhythm increases, his powerful body tensing behind Rachel. She’s still staring at me, her eyes glassy with pleasure but focused on my hand, watching me stroke myself to the sight of my wife’s infidelity. The power dynamic between us has completely shifted, and I’m not sure there’s any way to get it back.

“Faster,” Rachel commands through the phone. “I want to see you really get into it.”

I obey without thinking, my hand moving more rapidly along my shaft as I watch Trey’s powerful body slamming into my wife. The distance between our houses isn’t enough to hide the details—the way her breasts swing with each thrust, the way her mouth falls open in ecstasy, the way Trey’s large hands grip her hips with bruising force.

“What happens after this?” I ask, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “Where do we go from here?”

“Wherever I decide,” Rachel moans, her voice breaking as Trey hits a particularly sensitive spot. “That’s... the point. You’ve... surrendered... control.”

She’s right. Even now, standing in our bedroom window with my cock in my hand, watching my wife fuck another man, I’m following her commands. I’ve become exactly what she said—her cuck, her puppet, dancing to whatever tune she plays.

Then she starts to cum loud and hard over the phone, almost blowing out my ear drum.

The sound of Rachel’s orgasm through my phone is almost deafening. I pull the device away from my ear slightly, still stroking myself as I watch her body convulse across the way. Trey’s pace becomes frantic, his powerful body tensing as he nears his own climax.

“Oh god,” Rachel moans into the phone. “He’s going to cum inside me again. Are you watching, Ryan? Are you watching him breed me?”

I can’t look away. I’m disgusted with myself, with this situation, with how hard I am despite everything—or because of everything. My hand moves faster as I watch Trey throw his head back, his hips slamming forward one final time as he empties himself into my wife.

“Fuck,” I whisper, my own orgasm building despite my mental anguish.

“Cum for me,” Rachel commands through the phone. “Cum while you watch him breed your wife again.”

My body obeys before my mind can object. I explode in my hand, my seed spilling onto our bedroom floor as I stare across at Rachel’s satisfied expression. She’s still looking directly at me, a triumphant smile on her face as my orgasm tears through me like a hurricane, pleasure and shame intertwining until I can’t separate them anymore. Through my haze, I see Rachel whisper something to Trey, who looks directly at me and gives a casual, almost mocking wave.

I stumble backward from the window, collapsing onto our bed. The phone is still connected, Rachel’s heavy breathing filling my ear.

“You’re learning,” she purrs, sounding satisfied. “Such a good boy, following instructions even when you’re upset.”

“Why?” I manage to ask, my voice raw. “Why like this?”

“Because you ran away,” she replies simply. “And I needed to show you that you can run, but you can’t hide from what you are. From what we are now.”

I hear shuffling on the other end, voices murmuring—Rachel and Trey discussing something I can’t quite make out. Then Rachel’s voice returns, clearer now.

“Goodnight baby, sleep tight.”

The line goes dead and the blinds across the way go down obscuring them from my view.

I stare at my phone’s blank screen, then back at the drawn blinds across the way. My reflection in the window catches me by surprise—flushed, disheveled, with cum still on my hand. I don’t recognize the man staring back at me anymore.

The silence in our house feels oppressive now. I clean myself up mechanically, my mind oddly blank after the storm of emotions that just tore through me. What am I supposed to do now? Wait for her to come home? Leave? Fight? Submit?

I crawl into our bed, the sheets still rumpled and stained from earlier activities. The scent of sex lingers—Rachel’s perfume mixed with something muskier, more primal. I should change them, but I don’t have the energy. Instead, I lie there, staring at the ceiling as the room spins slightly from the whiskey. Eventually, I fall into an uneasy sleep as darkness takes me.


Chapter 3

I wake with a jolt, sunlight streaming through the window I forgot to close last night. My head pounds with the remnants of whiskey and shame, mouth dry as desert sand. For one blissful moment, I remember nothing—then it all comes crashing back in vivid detail. Rachel. Trey. The window. The phone call. My own humiliating response.

The house remains eerily silent. I reach for my phone and see it’s already past noon. No messages, no calls. No sign of Rachel.

I drag myself to the shower, standing under scalding water as if it could somehow cleanse me of everything that’s happened. Steam fills the bathroom as I scrub my skin raw, but the memories won’t wash away.

After my shower, I pick my phone and call Rachel.

It goes straight to voicemail.

The pit in my stomach grows ten sizes.

I try Rachel again. Still voicemail. I pace through our house, each room suddenly feeling too large, too empty. The crumpled note from last night sits on the kitchen counter where I left it. I smooth it out, reading her words again, feeling the sting of them anew.

My stomach growls, reminding me I haven’t eaten since yesterday. I make coffee on autopilot, the routine motions offering a brief respite from the chaos in my head. As the machine hums to life, I stare across at Trey’s house through the kitchen window. His blinds are still drawn. No sign of life.

What should I do? I contemplate going over there and knocking on the door. I check my phone again, wondering what would happen if I just showed up at Trey’s door. Would Rachel be embarrassed? Angry? Would she expect it—want it, even? My thoughts race in circles, getting me nowhere.

The coffee finishes brewing. I pour a cup and take a long sip, the bitter liquid burning my throat. It’s grounding, at least. One normal thing in this surreal nightmare my life has become.

I sit at our kitchen island, staring into my mug. I should be making decisions, taking action, doing something—but what? My entire reality has shifted. I try to think back to just a week ago, when Rachel and I were just a normal couple living a normal life. Was she already planning this transformation? Was I always this person she claims I am, just waiting for the right trigger?

I rub my temples, the coffee doing little to clear my pounding head. My phone sits silent on the counter, mocking me with its blankness. Where is she? What is she doing right now? The questions circle like vultures.

A knock at the door makes me nearly spill my coffee. My heart leaps into my throat as I head to the door. But there’s no one there. Just a sad, lonely package on the porch.

I pick up the package with shaking hands. It’s heavier than it looks, with no return address. Just my name scrawled across the top in unfamiliar handwriting. I glance around, half-expecting to see Rachel or Trey watching from somewhere, but the street is empty.

Back inside, I tear open the package. A sleek black box slides out, expensive-looking and ominous. My heart hammers against my ribs as I lift the lid.

Inside, nestled in black velvet, is a small silver key on a chain and a note written on thick cardstock. I pick up the note with trembling fingers and read:

“For your new accessory. Wear it always. -R”

I stare at the cryptic message, turning the key over in my hand. It’s small, delicate—the kind that might open a padlock or a piece of jewelry. But what “accessory” is she referring to?

As if on cue, my phone buzzes with a text. It’s from Rachel:

“Did you get my package?”

I stare at the phone, anxiety pooling in my stomach. The silver key feels heavy in my palm despite its small size.

“Yes,” I text back, my thumb hesitating before I hit send.

Three dots appear immediately. She’s typing. I wait, heart pounding.

“Good.”

Ready for what? I want to ask, but something stops me. The key gleams in the sunlight streaming through our kitchen window. What does it open? What is this “accessory” she mentioned?

After a while, I cave and text.

“Are you coming home? What accessory? What is this?”

After a minute she texts back.

“Maybe, we’ll see. And as for the accessory…package number two should arrive any minute. Let me know when you get it.”

I pace around the kitchen, clutching the mysterious key in my sweaty palm. The weight of it feels disproportionate to its size, like it’s made of something denser than metal—perhaps consequences. My coffee sits forgotten on the counter, growing cold as I stare out the window, watching for whatever “package number two” might be.

Minutes stretch into an hour. I try to distract myself by cleaning up last night’s mess—the whiskey stain on the bedroom carpet, the rumpled sheets that still smell of sex and betrayal. But every few seconds, I find myself glancing toward the front door

Finally, the doorbell rings. I nearly trip over my own feet rushing to answer it, the silver key still clutched in my palm like a talisman. On the porch sits another package, larger than the first, wrapped in plain brown paper.

I bring it inside, setting it on the kitchen counter. My hands shake as I tear away the wrapping. Inside is another black box, larger and heavier than the first. I lift the lid and freeze.

Nestled in black foam is what looks like a metal cage—small, intricate, with a lock that perfectly matches the key in my hand. It takes me a moment to understand what I’m looking at. When recognition finally dawns, my blood runs cold.

It’s a chastity device. A cock cage.

I stagger backward, nearly dropping the box. The implications hit me like a physical blow. This is what she meant by “accessory.” This is what the key opens.

My phone buzzes again: “Did it arrive?”

I stare at the message, unable to form a response. My fingers hover over the keyboard, trembling. “Yes,” I finally type.

“Good. Put it on. Send a pic when you do :)”

My blood is no longer cold, but boiling. She wants to put my cock in a cage and lock it up?

No way.

I stare at the chastity device, my fingers hovering over it without touching. The cold metal gleams in the afternoon light streaming through my kitchen window. This has gone too far.

“No,” I type back, surprising myself with my own defiance.

Three dots appear immediately. Disappear. Appear again. Finally: “Excuse me?”

My heart pounds as I formulate a response. “I said no. This is too much. We need to talk. Face to face.”

The response is immediate: “Put it on, Ryan. Send a picture…Or I don’t come home.”

My thumb hovers over the keyboard as I stare at her ultimatum. The chastity cage sits on my counter like some medieval torture device, the key gleaming beside it.

“Or I don’t come home.”

Is that supposed to be a threat? I should be relieved at the prospect of her staying away, giving me space to think, to breathe, to figure out what the hell has happened to us. Instead, my stomach twists with anxiety.

Where would she go? Back to Trey’s? To someone else’s? The thought makes me nauseous.

I pick up the device and then put it down.

“I can’t,” I type back and hit send.

“Fine,” she says. “Let me know when you change your mind…

“Until then…” she writes, leaving the sentence dangling like a guillotine blade over my head.

I wait for more, but nothing comes. The three dots appear briefly, then vanish. Minutes pass. Ten. Twenty. My phone remains silent, the screen dark and unforgiving.

I pick up the metal cage again, turning it over in my hands. It’s surprisingly heavy, well-crafted, with smooth edges that wouldn’t chafe. Someone put thought into this purchase. My wife put thought into this purchase.

The reality of what’s happening hits me all at once. I collapse onto one of the kitchen stools, my legs suddenly unable to support me. The chastity device and key clatter onto the counter, the sound unnaturally loud in the empty house.

This isn’t my wife. This can’t be Rachel—the woman who cried during our wedding vows, who nursed me through the flu last winter, who laughed until she snorted when I tried to dance at her sister’s wedding. That Rachel wouldn’t do this to me. Wouldn’t humiliate me. Wouldn’t threaten to abandon me unless I locked my own cock in a cage.

Or would she?

“Doesn’t matter, this — this is too much. I’m not doing it,” I mutter under my breath. I toss the accessory in the trash and look for something to take the edge off.

I head to the liquor cabinet and pour myself a stiff drink. I don’t care that it’s barely afternoon. After everything that’s happened, I deserve this. The whiskey burns going down, but it’s a good burn—clean and honest compared to the twisted emotions Rachel has been putting me through.

I slump onto the couch, drink in hand, staring at nothing. Our living room looks the same as it always has—the photos of us on the mantle, the throw pillows Rachel arranged so carefully, the book I was reading last week still sitting on the side table with a bookmark poking out.

How did everything get so twisted so quickly? It’s like I’ve stepped into some alternate reality where my wife has become a stranger and I’m expected to just go along with whatever she demands. The whiskey offers temporary relief, but it can’t erase the image of that metal cage, or the memory of Rachel staring at me from Trey’s window.

My phone buzzes again. I almost don’t want to look, but I can’t help myself.

It’s Rachel: “Trash is a funny place for a $300 gift.”

Fuck, the security cameras. She saw me throw it away.

Then: “Goodbye Ryan. We’re done here.”

My blood runs cold at her words. “We’re done here.” The finality in that message hits me like a physical blow.

I stare at my phone, fingers hovering over the keyboard. What does she even mean by “done”? Done with this sick game? Done with our marriage? The ambiguity feels deliberate, another twist of the knife.

I gulp down the rest of my whiskey and pour another, larger one. The alcohol burns less going down this time, numbing me just enough to think somewhat clearly. I pull the chastity device out of the trash, turning it over in my hands.

“Fuck,” I mutter, placing it on the coffee table and staring at it like it’s a bomb about to detonate.

“We’re done here.” The words echo in my head as I take another burning sip of whiskey. What does that even mean? Is she leaving me? Is this her twisted way of forcing my hand?

I pick up the chastity device again, examining its intricate metal curves. Three hundred dollars. She spent that much on this thing, planning this next step in whatever game we’re playing. The thought makes me dizzy with confusion.

I pour myself another drink. Go searching for my medical stash and roll a joint. It’s been a while, but I need to take the edge off. Need to think.

I take a long drag on the joint and hold the smoke in my lungs, feeling the tension in my body begin to unwind. The whiskey has already blurred the edges of my reality, but I need something more to dull this persistent ache in my chest.

“We’re done here.”

Four simple words that could mean anything from “I’m not playing this game anymore” to “I want a divorce.” The uncertainty is another form of torture.

I exhale, watching the smoke curl toward the ceiling. The metal cage on the coffee table catches the afternoon light, gleaming accusingly at me.

Within a few minutes, I’m high as a kite. And within another few minutes, I’m cruelly reminded of how horny getting high makes me. My mind flashes through a highlight reel of the last few days.

The marijuana and whiskey create a dangerous cocktail in my mind. Memories flood through me—Rachel on her knees before Trey, her face contorted in pleasure, her body taking him so completely. The way she looked at me through his window last night, the power in her eyes as she made me watch, made me participate from afar.

My cock stiffens against my will, the evidence of my arousal mocking my mental objections. I stare down at the metal cage on the coffee table, the key glinting beside it.

“We’re done here.”

What if she means it? Fuck.

Suddenly I’m spiraling and the reality of actually losing her hits me like a tidal wave.

I can’t lose her.

I stumble to the bathroom and splash cold water on my face, trying to clear my head. The combination of weed and whiskey isn’t helping me think straight. But one thought cuts through the haze with perfect clarity: I can’t lose Rachel.

Whatever this new lifestyle is, whatever she’s becoming—or revealing herself to be—I can’t imagine my life without her. The thought of her walking away permanently makes my chest constrict until I can barely breathe.

I stare at my reflection in the mirror. Who is this man? This guy with bloodshot eyes and a haunted expression? Is this who I’ve always been beneath the surface? Or is this who Rachel is turning me into?

I splash more cold water on my face, trying to sober up enough to think clearly. The marijuana was a mistake—it’s only intensifying my confusion, making my thoughts spiral in directions I can’t control.

My phone buzzes from the living room. I nearly trip over my own feet rushing to check it, hope and dread battling in my chest.

It’s not Rachel.

It’s Trey.

“You okay, man? Rachel seemed upset when she left.”

I stare at the text, my stomach dropping. So she was at his place this morning. Of course she was. Where else would she have gone?

“Where did she go?” I type back, my fingers trembling.

Three dots appear, then: “Not sure. Said she needed space. Figured you two had a fight.”

The room spins around me as the implications sink in. This isn’t just another power play or manipulation. She’s actually gone. My head swims with the implications as I stare at Trey’s text.

“How did she seem?” I type back, desperate for any information.

“Determined,” comes his reply after a moment. “Packed a bag. Said something about staying with her sister for a while.”

Her sister lives three hours away. This isn’t just a cooling-off period; she’s putting real distance between us. The reality of the situation crashes down on me through my alcohol and weed haze. I’ve pushed her away—or rather, I’ve refused to follow where she was leading.

I fumble with my phone, suddenly desperate. I call Rachel’s number, but it goes straight to voicemail again.

“Rachel, please,” I slur into the phone, hating how pathetic I sound. “Come home. Let’s talk about this. I’m sorry.”

I hang up, knowing my intoxicated rambling won’t help. The chastity device sits on the coffee table, taunting me. In my altered state, it no longer seems so threatening—just a small metal object with the power to bring Rachel back.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I grab the device from the coffee table. My fingers tremble as I examine it more closely—the metal gleams coldly in the afternoon light. The intricate cage looks impossibly small, but the material is flexible enough to accommodate me.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I mutter to myself, stumbling toward the bathroom.

The process is awkward, humiliating, and made significantly more difficult by my intoxicated state. The instructions are complex, requiring me to be completely flaccid—a challenge given how the marijuana has heightened my arousal.

I finally manage to get the device properly positioned, wincing at the cold metal against my most sensitive skin. It’s a strange, vulnerable feeling—being contained, restricted. I’m still soft enough to fit inside, but I can already tell that any arousal will be immediately uncomfortable. That’s the point, I suppose.

I secure the lock with trembling fingers, the click sounding unnaturally loud in the bathroom. The key dangles from my fingers, suddenly representing something far more significant than just a piece of metal. I’ve just willingly locked away my own sexuality, handed control of it to someone else. To Rachel.

The weight of the key feels suddenly profound in my hand. I slip the chain it’s attached to over my head, letting the key rest against my chest. It feels heavy, a constant reminder of what I’ve just done. Of the power I’ve willingly surrendered.

I take a shaky breath and snap a picture of myself in the mirror, making sure the device is clearly visible. My finger hovers over the send button for several heartbeats before I finally press it, attaching a simple message: “I’m yours.”

Then I wait, my heart pounding in my chest. The minutes stretch into an eternity.

Then finally: Too little, too late :)

Her response hits me like a bucket of ice water, sobering me up instantly. “Too little, too late.” With a smiley face. As if my humiliation amuses her.

I stare at the message until the screen goes dark, then press the button to light it up again. The words haven’t changed. My fingers hover over the keyboard, but what can I possibly say? I’ve just locked myself in a cage for her, and she’s dismissing me with a text emoji.

The bathroom suddenly feels too small, too bright. I stumble back to the living room, the device between my legs a constant reminder of my submission—a submission that has been rejected. I collapse onto the couch, head spinning from the alcohol, marijuana, and crushing sense of humiliation.

What have I done? I’ve just locked my own cock in a cage and sent photographic evidence to my wife, who’s apparently left me. The key hangs heavy around my neck, a symbol of control I’ve surrendered to someone who doesn’t even want it anymore.

“Too little, too late :)”

The words echo in my head as I stare blankly at the ceiling. I should be angry. Should be furious at this manipulation, this cruel game she seems to be playing. Instead, I feel only despair and confusion washing over me. How did we get here? How did I end up alone, drunk and high on my couch, with my cock locked in a metal cage and my wife gone?

I check my phone again, re-reading her message for the hundredth time. “Too little, too late :)” The smiley face feels like a knife twisting in my gut. I try to imagine her typing it—was she smiling? Laughing at me? The thought makes me nauseous and more than a little turned on as my cock strains against the cage. The pain level increasing in a way that heightens my arousal.

My fingers hover over the screen, but what is there to say? I’ve crossed a line I never thought I would, and she’s still rejecting me. The marijuana and whiskey swirl together in my system, making the room tilt slightly as I try to focus.

I try another approach: “Please Rachel. I’m wearing it. I’ll do whatever you want. Just come home.”

My desperation disgusts me even as I hit send. What kind of man am I becoming? The kind who begs his wife to return after she’s humiliated him? After she’s fucked another man and made me watch.

Eventually, she responds.

It’s a start…I guess. But you’ll need to do more than that if you want me to come home…

I stare at Rachel’s message, the words swimming before my eyes as the marijuana and whiskey continue their assault on my senses. “You’ll need to do more than that if you want me to come home...” The implications hang in the air like a guillotine blade.

“What do you want me to do?” I type back, hating myself for the desperation in every letter.

The minutes stretch into an eternity as I wait for her response. I shift uncomfortably on the couch, the cage between my legs making itself known with every movement. The metal feels alien against my skin, a constant reminder of what I’ve done, of the control I’ve surrendered. My phone buzzes again, and I nearly drop it in my haste to read her response.

I’m sure you’ll think of something…maybe Trey can help :)

I stare at her message in disbelief. “Maybe Trey can help.” The suggestion hits me like a slap across the face. My cock strains painfully against the metal cage, the discomfort a perfect mirror to my emotional state.

I throw my phone onto the couch cushion beside me and drop my head into my hands. This isn’t just about sex anymore. This is psychological warfare. Rachel knows exactly what buttons to push, exactly how to manipulate me into... into what? What’s the endgame here?

The marijuana makes my thoughts sluggish, circular. I keep coming back to the same horrible realization: Rachel is gone, and she’s using Trey as a weapon against me. I look down at the key hanging against my chest, feeling its weight like an anchor dragging me down. What am I supposed to do? Go to Trey for help? The thought makes my stomach turn even as my cock strains painfully against its cage.

I grab my phone again, staring at her message. The smiley face seems to mock me. What could Trey possibly help me with? What more could Rachel want from me?

But I’m desperate. So I walk across the lawn to Trey’s and knock on the door.

I stand on Trey’s porch, my heart pounding against my ribs, the metal cage between my legs making itself known with every slight movement. My finger hovers over the doorbell for a long moment before I finally press it, the sound echoing inside like a death knell for whatever remains of my dignity.

The seconds stretch into an eternity as I wait, shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot. What am I doing here? What could Trey possibly say or do to fix this situation? Yet here I am, following Rachel’s cryptic instructions like the obedient puppet I’ve apparently become.


Chapter 4

The door opens, and Trey stands there in sweatpants and a fitted t-shirt that hugs his muscular frame. He looks surprised to see me, his eyebrows rising slightly as he takes in my disheveled appearance.

“Ryan? You okay, man?” He steps aside, gesturing for me to come in.

I step past him, acutely aware of the cage between my legs. Each step is a reminder of what I’ve done, what I’ve become. The marijuana and whiskey still cloud my judgment, but desperation cuts through the haze.

“Ryan, you’re shaking,” Trey says, his brow furrowing with what appears to be genuine concern. He closes the door behind me. “Come sit down before you fall down.”

I follow him into his living room on unsteady legs, the cage shifting uncomfortably with each step. The inside of his house is stylishly minimal—all clean lines and neutral colors that somehow make me feel even more chaotic and disheveled by comparison.

“Rachel sent me,” I say, my voice hoarse. “She said... she said you could help me.”

Trey gestures to the couch. I sink down onto it, the cage between my legs shifting with the movement. I wince involuntarily.

“You want something to drink?” Trey asks. “No offense, but you look like you’ve already had plenty.”

“I’m fine,” I mumble, though I’m anything but. My head swims with confusion, humiliation, and desperation. “Rachel left me.”

Trey sits in an armchair across from me, his expression unreadable. “Yeah, she seemed pretty determined when she took off this morning - after she saw you throw out the umm, gift she bought you, she was livid.”

I shift awkwardly in my seat.

“I took it back out of the trash…” I say, trying to be subtle and not come right out and say it. “But that wasn’t enough. She said I have to do something more, something bigger to show her that I’m serious…”

Trey scratches his chin and smiles.

“And she said I could help?”

I shrug.

“Any ideas?”

Trey takes a deep breath.

“Yeah, I think I know what might do the trick…but…”

My stomach drops. “Just tell me. I’m desperate here.”

“Well…look I’m just gonna be straight up with you and not pull any punches here, it ain’t like it’s a secret, I’ve been up inside your wife and you’ve seen it so…here goes…”

I brace myself.

“Last night, after she hung up on you…we fucked all night long. It was crazy. She was like…just insatiable…”

My stomach clenches as Trey’s words hit me. Each syllable feels like a physical blow. Even though I’ve seen them together, hearing him describe it so casually makes it worse somehow.

“She was getting really dirty and freaky…telling me all the things she misses from her old life…”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage a constant reminder of my submission. “And? What did she say? What do I need to do?”

Trey studies me for a long moment.

“She wants more than just me…”

The words hit me like a freight train. More than just Trey? My knees go weak, and I’m grateful I’m already sitting.

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

Trey leans back in his chair, studying me with those penetrating eyes. “She told me about her past. Before you. Apparently, she used to be quite... adventurous.”

I swallow hard, the cage between my legs suddenly feeling tighter. “Adventurous how?”

“Group situations,” he says matter-of-factly. “Rachel told me she used to run with a certain crowd before you two met. Guys like me... and my friends.”

My mouth goes dry. “What kind of friends?”

Trey leans forward, his elbows on his knees. “The kind that would make what you’ve seen so far look like child’s play. Real deal bulls who know how to lay the pipe.”

I try to swallow, but my throat feels like sandpaper. The cage between my legs seems to tighten at his words.

The words land like a physical blow. Real deal bulls? The crude, raw phrasing makes my head spin even as my cock painfully strains against the metal confines of the cage.

“What exactly are you suggesting?” I ask, my voice cracking.

Trey leans back, his expression almost sympathetic. “I’m saying Rachel wants to go back to that life. The one where she had multiple black men at once. And she wants you to not just accept it, but facilitate it.”

I struggle to breathe as the implications sink in. “She wants me to... what?”

Trey shakes his head, as if I’m being deliberately obtuse. “She wants you to organize it. Set it up. Be the one who brings these men to her. That’s the ultimate submission she’s looking for.”

My mind reels with the implications. Not just watching my wife with Trey, but actively recruiting other men to fuck her? Arranging her pleasure with multiple partners? The thought makes me dizzy with a confusing mixture of revulsion and arousal.

“I... I don’t even know where I would begin,” I stammer.

Trey’s smile is almost sympathetic.

“She told you I can help. And I can, just say the word.”

“I...I don’t know,” I stutter, feeling the weight of the cage between my legs with every slight shift of my body. “What are you suggesting exactly?”

Trey leans back, studying me with those penetrating eyes that seem to see right through me. “I’m suggesting that if you want your wife back, you need to show her you’re all in. Not halfway, not reluctantly—all the way in.”

He pulls out his phone, scrolling through something I can’t see. “I’ve got a friend who happens to be in town tonight. Good dude. Discreet. Exactly the kind of dude she’s looking for…”

I feel my heart rate accelerate as Trey scrolls through his phone. The thought of what he’s suggesting—of me actively participating in arranging for multiple men to be with Rachel—makes my head swim. The marijuana and whiskey in my system aren’t helping my ability to think clearly.

“What’s his name?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Marcus,” Trey says casually. “We grew up together. Done this a bunch. About my size, maybe a little bigger.” He turns his phone to show me a picture of a muscular Black man who looks like he could be a linebacker. He’s standing on a beach somewhere, shirtless, with the kind of physique that makes me instantly self-conscious.

“He’s in town for business,” Trey continues, scrolling to another photo. This one shows Marcus in a tailored suit, looking sharp and intimidating. “Works in corporate security now. Travels a lot.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my situation. “And you think... you think Rachel wants him too?”

“I know she does,” Trey says with a smile.

“But you said group…is two really enough?”

Trey thinks for a minute.

“I think it’s enough to start. Enough to get you back in her good graces.”

I swallow hard, trying to process this escalation. Two men. Rachel wants two men at the same time. The thought makes the cage between my legs feel impossibly tight as my cock strains painfully against the metal.

“When?” I ask, my voice barely audible.

“Tonight, if you want,” Trey says, already typing on his phone. “Marcus is only in town for two days. I can tell him to come by around nine.”

The speed at which this is happening makes my head spin. Or maybe it’s the combination of weed and whiskey still coursing through my system.

“Just say the word.”

I take a deep breath.

“Okay,” I say finally.

Trey stands up and dismisses me.

“I’ll make a call, stand by. I’ll reach out to let you know…”

I watch as Trey walks me to the door, my legs unsteady beneath me. The cage shifts with each step, a constant reminder of my surrender. My head swims with the implications of what I’ve just set in motion—not just watching Rachel with one man, but actively arranging for her to be with multiple men at once.


Chapter 5

Within the next thirty-minutes, the plan is in motion. Trey and Marcus are coming over for a night swim. 8:00 o’clock sharp. Now, I just need to let Rachel know and hope it’s enough.

I text her.

Rachel…

She writes back almost immediately.

What do you want?

I stare at my phone, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. What should I say? That I’ve just arranged for her to have sex with two men tonight? That I’m sitting here with my cock locked in a cage, desperate for her to come home?

“I talked to Trey,” I type finally. “He’s bringing Marcus over tonight. 8pm. For a swim. You should come home…”

I hit send and hold my breath, watching the screen intently. The three dots appear almost immediately, making my heart race.

“Who’s Marcus?”

My stomach drops. Was this the wrong move? I stare at her text, my stomach twisting itself into knots. “Who’s Marcus?” She doesn’t know. Of course she doesn’t know. This was Trey’s suggestion, not something Rachel specifically asked for.

“Trey’s friend,” I type back, my hands trembling. “He said... he said you’d want him too.”

The three dots appear, disappear, then appear again. I hold my breath, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my desperation.

“Trey told you that?”

“Yes,” I reply. “He said you talked about wanting more than just him. Said you missed having multiple BBCs at once.”

I wait, heart pounding, for what feels like an eternity. Finally, the three dots appear again.

“You’re serious? You’ve invited two men over to fuck me?”

I can’t tell if she’s angry, excited, or something else entirely. My fingers tremble as I type back, “Yes. Trey said that’s what you want. What you need.”

The response takes longer this time. I stare at my phone until my eyes burn.

She responds with the purple devil emoji.

Then…

Good cucky. See you at 8:00. Don’t bitch out…

Relief floods through me so powerfully that I have to sit down. She’s coming home. My plan worked—or at least, it’s gotten her attention enough to return. I send a quick text back:

“I won’t. Thank you.”

Her only response is a thumbs-up emoji, but it’s enough. I check the time: 4:30 PM. I have less than four hours to prepare for whatever tonight will bring. The cage between my legs shifts uncomfortably as I stand in the kitchen.

I pour myself another drink, spark another joint, and lose myself in a haze of confused arousal and anxious longing.

Before I know it. It’s 7:55 pm and it’s dark outside.

Then comes a pounding on my door.

It’s Trey and Marcus.

Fuck this is really happening.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I walk to the front door. My heart is racing so fast I can hear the blood pounding in my ears. The metal cage shifts between my legs with every step, a constant reminder of my submission, my desperation to get Rachel back.

When I open the door, I’m struck by how intimidating they look standing there together. Trey is already imposing enough on his own, but Marcus is even bigger—at least 6’4”, with broad shoulders that fill the doorway and biceps straining against his tight t-shirt. His dark skin gleams.

Marcus sniffs the air.

“Smells good in here,” he says with a warm smile. I usher them inside as Trey introduces us. The whole thing feels surprisingly normal. Not all as if they are both there to fuck my wife.

Marcus rubs his hands together.

“Would you guys like a drink?” I suggest.

“Absolutely,” Trey says.

“Wouldn’t mind sparking up a joint either, if you got any more that is…” Marcus says.

And within minutes the three of us are out by the pool, sharing a joint and enjoying some drinks, waiting for Rachel.

The banter is surprisingly playful and friendly.

The conversation flows surprisingly naturally, given the circumstances. Marcus has an easy charm about him, a deep laugh that rumbles like distant thunder. He tells stories about growing up with Trey, their college football days, his travels for work. If I didn’t know why he was here, it would feel like any other night with new friends by the pool.

“So, Ryan,” Marcus says, passing the joint back to me, “Trey tells me you and your wife are exploring some new territory.”

I nearly choke on the smoke, unprepared for how casually he brings it up. “Yeah,” I manage…

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission. The weed is making my head fuzzy again, but there’s something oddly comforting about the casual way these two men are discussing what’s about to happen.

“How many couples have you guys done this with?” I ask, trying to keep it light and casual.

They both shrug.

“Lost count,” Marcus says.

“Comes with the territory,” Trey adds, taking another hit from the joint. “Not everyone’s cut out for it, though. Some guys talk a big game but can’t handle seeing their wife get pleasured like that.”

I take another sip of my drink, trying to appear casual despite the anxiety churning in my stomach. The metal cage shifts uncomfortably as I cross my legs.

“And the women?” I ask, my voice cracking slightly. “Do they usually... enjoy it as much as Rachel seems to?”

Marcus and Trey exchange a knowing look that makes my stomach drop.

“Most women say they’re just curious at first,” Marcus says with a knowing smile that makes something twist inside me. “But once they get a taste...” He trails off, exchanging another look with Trey that seems to contain volumes of shared experiences.

“They usually come back for more,” Trey finishes, taking a long sip of his drink. “Some get addicted to it.”

The word “addicted” hangs in the air between us. Is that what’s happening to Rachel? Has she developed some kind of addiction to this lifestyle? To these men?

“What about Rachel, do you think she’ll get…you know…”

Trey hesitates then decides to say whatever is on his mind anyway.

“My man, I think you already know this but, I’m gonna tell you anyway: that girl was already addicted before she met you. She just buried it deep down. But man, she’s on another level - I don’t know if anyone loves it as much as she does…”

The words hit me like a blow to the chest. Because of course everything he’s saying is true and of course deep down, I’ve already figured it out.

“Guess I better hold on tight,” I mutter under my breath as I finish my drink.

“Yeah,” Marcus says, his deep voice cutting through my thoughts. “Some women are born for this life. They just don’t know it until they get a taste.”

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway makes all three of us turn our heads. My heart leaps into my throat.

“Showtime,” Trey says with a grin, raising his glass in a mock toast.

I stand up too quickly, wincing as the cage shifts between my legs. The marijuana has made everything feel slightly dreamlike and my cock is aching harder than ever.

Then, like a vision, Rachel is there. Standing in the open sliding door, her silhouette illuminated by the kitchen light. She’s leaning up against the frame with one arm, standing seductively. She’s a total knockout. She already in nothing but a tight, revealing black bikini.

“Hey, boys,” she says and all three of us snap out heads to attention.


Chapter 6

Rachel steps out onto the patio, her body glowing in the soft pool lights. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of her. The black bikini leaves little to the imagination, highlighting every curve I’ve memorized over our years together. Yet somehow, she looks different tonight—more confident, more radiant, more powerful.

“Well, isn’t this cozy,” she purrs, her eyes scanning the three of us. When her gaze lands on me, something flickers across her face—amusement? Satisfaction? I can’t quite read it.

Marcus rises from his chair, extending his hand. “You must be Rachel. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

I watch as Rachel’s eyes light up when they land on Marcus. She ignores his outstretched hand and instead moves in for a hug, pressing her nearly naked body against his. “All good things, I hope,” she says, her voice taking on that sultry tone I’ve come to recognize over the past few days.

“The best,” Marcus replies, his large hands coming to rest on her waist as they separate. The casual way he touches her makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

“Mmm, high Trey,” she purrs. She walks right up to him, rests a hand on his pec and kisses him. It’s light at first, but soon turns into something more passionate.

My breath catches in my throat as I watch Rachel’s kiss with Trey deepen, her hand sliding up to cup his face. It’s different seeing it this close—more intimate, more real than watching from across property lines. The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as my cock strains against the metal, sending sharp signals of pain and pleasure through my body.

When they finally break apart, Rachel turns to look at me, her lips slightly swollen from the kiss. “Hi, baby,” she says, her voice honeyed but with an edge underneath. “I see you’ve been busy while I was gone.”

She puts her hands on her hips and takes in the scene.

“I hope you boys don’t mind, but I’d like to have a word with my husband in private before we get started here,” she beckons me with one finger to follow her inside.

I follow Rachel into the kitchen, heart hammering in my chest as the cage shifts uncomfortably between my legs with every step. Her hips sway hypnotically in front of me, the black bikini leaving little to my imagination despite how intimately I know her body.

When we’re alone, she turns to face me, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed beneath her breasts. The pose accentuates her cleavage in a way that makes my mouth go dry.

“So,” she says, her voice low and dangerous, “you actually did it. I wasn’t sure you had it in you.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage a constant reminder of my submission. “I did what you wanted. You said I needed to do more.”

Rachel steps closer, her scent—a mixture of her perfume and something primal—enveloping me. She reaches up and touches the chain around my neck, pulling the key out from under my shirt.

“I think this belongs to me…” she says, she reaches up to grab it, then stops. “Are you really wearing it?”

She bites her bottom lip and looks down at my crotch.

My heart thunders as she looks down at my crotch. I feel exposed, vulnerable, like she can see right through my clothes to the metal cage constraining me.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I put it on like you asked.”

Rachel’s eyes darken with something I can only describe as hunger. She steps closer, her hand pressing against the front of my shorts. I wince as her fingers probe, feeling the outline of the device.

“Show me,” she whispers.

With trembling hands, I lower my shorts. The cage gleams in the kitchen light, my flesh trapped behind the intricate metal lattice. Rachel’s sharp intake of breath is audible as she stares at my confinement.

“You really did it,” she whispers, reaching out to touch the device. Her fingers trace the metal, sending jolts of sensation through me. “How does it feel?”

“Tight,” I admit, my voice strained. “Uncomfortable when I get... excited.”

Rachel’s lips curl into a satisfied smile. “And are you excited now, Ryan?”

“Yes,” I say.

She reached out and grabs my caged cock firmly.

“God, that’s so fucking hot…” she whispers.

The feeling of her fingers wrapped around me—even through the metal cage—sends electricity surging through my body. I bite back a moan as she explores the device, her touch both tender and possessive.

My cock strains painfully against the metal as she continues to touch me, exploring the contours of the cage with curious fingers. Each brush of her skin against the metal sends conflicting signals of pleasure and discomfort shooting through me.

“Rachel,” I whisper, my voice breaking as her fingers continue their exploration. “You’re killing me.”

Her smile widens, something predatory flashing in her eyes. She gives the cage one final squeeze before releasing me, and I nearly collapse from the intensity of the sensation.

“Good,” she says simply. “That’s exactly what this is supposed to do.”

She steps back, her eyes traveling from the cage up to my face. There’s something different about her now—a confidence, a power that seems to radiate from within. This isn’t the Rachel I married, or maybe it is, and I’m only now seeing her true self. The realization is both terrifying and arousing.

Rachel leans in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “I’m going to take this key now,” she whispers, her fingers wrapping around the small silver key hanging from my neck. “And you’re going to sit in that chair by the pool and watch while I enjoy my evening with those two sexy black men. Understood?”

I nod weakly, unable to form words as she pulls the chain over my head, the key to my freedom now dangling from her fingers.

“Good boy,” she says, “let’s go back out to the pool.”

Rachel slides the key into the cleavage of her bikini, patting it once as if to make sure it’s secure. With a wicked smile, she takes my hand and leads me back outside to where Trey and Marcus wait by the pool.

I feel like I’m floating, disconnected from reality as we step back onto the patio. The marijuana, the whiskey, and the overwhelming sensation of the cage between my legs create a surreal haze around everything. The night air feels electric against my skin as Rachel pulls me forward.

“Everything good?” Trey asks, his eyes moving between Rachel and me.

“Mmm, more than good,” Rachel says, voice dripping with sensuality. “Why don’t we take things into the jacuzzi?”

She takes each of them by the hand and starts walking them toward the hot tub.

I follow behind them like a ghost in my own home, the cage between my legs shifting with each step, a constant reminder of my new reality.

“Ryan, why don’t you sit right there?” Rachel points to a deck chair positioned with a perfect view of the hot tub. “Should give you the perfect view.”

I sink into the chair, my body feeling both heavy and weightless at once. The marijuana has heightened my senses—the chlorine smell from the pool, the soft glow of the underwater lights, the soft buzz of the jacuzzi jets starting up. The three of them stand by the hot tub, an erotic tableau illuminated by the blue glow from beneath the water’s surface.

Rachel reaches behind her back and unties her bikini top, letting it fall to the deck with deliberate slowness. Her breasts are perfect in the dim light, her nipples already hard from anticipation or the night air—I can’t tell which. Both men stare appreciatively as she hooks her thumbs into her bikini bottoms and slides them down her legs with the grace of a dancer.

“Last one in is a rotten egg,” she teases and gets into the tub. Trey and Marcus follow eagerly behind.


Chapter 7

I watch as the three of them settle into the hot tub, steam rising around their bodies in the cool night air. Rachel positions herself between Trey and Marcus, their dark skin contrasting against her paleness in the blue underwater lights. She looks like a goddess between them, her head thrown back in laughter at something Marcus says, her wet hair slicked away from her face.

The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as my arousal grows despite my mental turmoil. I shift uncomfortably in my chair, trying to find a position that doesn’t cause pain, but it’s useless. The device is designed to make arousal uncomfortable, and watching my wife between these two muscular black men is definitely arousing me.

Rachel catches me shifting in my seat and smiles knowingly. She whispers something to Trey that makes him chuckle, his hand disappearing beneath the water. Rachel’s eyes widen slightly, her lips parting in a silent gasp that sends electricity straight to my groin.

I watch, transfixed, as Rachel’s expression changes. Her eyes flutter closed momentarily before reopening to lock with mine across the distance. She’s making sure I see everything, making sure I understand exactly what’s happening under the bubbling water. My cage feels impossibly tight now, the metal digging into my flesh as my cock strains helplessly against its confines.

Marcus leans in closer to Rachel, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispers something that makes her giggle. She turns her head toward him, their faces now inches apart.

I decide to settle in and light another joint, a few more puffs will both put me at ease and send me into the craziest, horniest spiral imaginable. And apparently, that’s what I want. It’s helping me think less, ruminate less, and just accept reality as it is in front of me. And it’s liberating. And incredibly hot.

“Hey,” Rachel says, “you better share that with me.” She motions for the joint.

I stand up, a strange surge of obedience rushing through me as I walk toward the hot tub with the joint. Each step sends the metal cage shifting between my legs, a constant reminder of my surrender. The warm night air caresses my skin as I approach, feeling like I’m moving through a dream—or maybe a nightmare of my own creation.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs as I reach the edge of the hot tub. She extends her wet hand, water droplets glistening on her skin in the blue light.

I place the joint between her fingers, trying not to stare at how Marcus’s arm is clearly wrapped around Rachel’s waist beneath the water. She takes a long drag, her eyes closing in pleasure as she holds the smoke in her lungs before slowly exhaling. The smoke curls around her face, making her look otherworldly in the blue glow of the hot tub lights.

“Mmm, that’s good,” she murmurs, taking another hit before passing it to Marcus. Their fingers brush during the exchange, a casual intimacy that makes my cage feel impossibly tight.

“Why don’t you join us,” Rachel suggests, her eyes gleaming with mischief in the blue light. “The water feels amazing.”

I hesitate, acutely aware of the cage locked around me. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Oh?” Rachel raises an eyebrow, passing the joint back to me. “Worried about something?”

Her teasing tone makes my face burn with humiliation. Both men chuckle, obviously understanding the implication. I take a long drag from the joint, desperately hoping the marijuana will dull the edge of my shame.

““I... I don’t have a swimsuit on,” I mutter lamely, knowing how pathetic this sounds even as the words leave my mouth.

Rachel laughs, the sound musical and cruel all at once. “Since when has that stopped anyone? Come on, Ryan. Strip down and join us.”

I hesitate, frozen in place. The thought of removing my clothes—of revealing the cage to Trey and Marcus—makes my stomach twist with humiliation. Yet beneath that shame runs an undercurrent of arousal so powerful it makes me dizzy.

“I don’t think—“ I start, but Rachel cuts me off with a wave of her hand.

“That wasn’t a request,” she says, her voice taking on that commanding edge I’m becoming increasingly familiar with. “Take your clothes off and get in.”

My heart hammers against my ribs as I look between the three of them—Rachel’s expectant smile, Trey’s amused expression, Marcus’s curious gaze. The marijuana makes everything feel slightly unreal, like I’m watching myself from a distance as my trembling fingers reach for the hem of my shirt.

I pull my shirt over my head with trembling hands, feeling exposed as the night air hits my bare chest. My fingers move to my shorts next, hesitating at the waistband as three pairs of eyes watch me intently. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, but the metal cage between my legs is an undeniable reality.

“Don’t be shy,” Rachel encourages, her voice honeyed but with an unmistakable edge. “Show them what a good boy you are.”

I take a deep breath and push my shorts down, stepping out of them awkwardly. The cage gleams in the blue light from the pool, unmistakable and impossible to hide. I hear Marcus let out a low whistle as the device comes into view.

“Damn,” he says, exchanging a glance with Trey. “She really has you locked up tight, huh?”

My face burns with humiliation as I stand there, completely naked except for the metal contraption encasing my most private part. The marijuana in my system makes the moment feel surreal, like I’m floating outside my body. I get ready to step up and into the hot tub and Rachel stops me.

“Actually, eww no. Don’t get in here with us. Just stand there and watch for now.”

I feel my face burn hotter as Rachel’s command lands like a slap. The dismissal somehow feels worse than being forced to join them—being told I’m not even welcome in the water with them.

“Yes,” I manage to say, my voice sounding distant and small to my own ears. “I’ll just... watch.”

“That’s what you’re good at, isn’t it?” Rachel says, her voice sweet as honey but laced with something darker. She slides closer to Marcus, her wet hand trailing up his muscular chest. “Watching your wife have fun with black men, you’re a natural at it.”

I back away awkwardly, the cool night air prickling my naked skin. The metal cage feels heavier between my legs as I retreat to my chair, every step a reminder of my submission. My eyes never leave the tableau in the hot tub—my wife, naked and glorious between two powerful men who seem to worship her with their touch.

Rachel turns her attention back to Marcus, her hand disappearing beneath the bubbling water. His sharp intake of breath tells me exactly what she’s doing, and my cock strains painfully against its metal prison in response.

“Why don’t you boys stand up so I can see what I’m working with and cucky boy over here can get a good view?” Rachel says, staying seated with her glistening tits above the water. The silver key dangling from her wet neck.

Both men rise from the water like ancient gods, their powerful bodies glistening in the blue light of the hot tub. Water cascades down their dark skin, highlighting every defined muscle. The contrast between them is striking—Trey leaner and more cut, Marcus broader with thicker muscle mass. But what makes my breath catch in my throat is what they both reveal as they stand to their full height.

Their cocks are magnificent—thick, heavy, and semi-hard already. Marcus is slightly longer than Trey, but Trey has a girth that makes my cage feel impossibly tighter just looking at it. I can’t help but compare them to my own modest endowment, currently trapped in metal and aching with need.

Rachel makes a show of looking between them, her eyes wide with appreciation. “Mmm, look at what I have to play with tonight,” she purrs, rising from the water to kneel on the edge of the hot tub.

Rachel’s wet body glistens in the blue light as she kneels at the edge of the hot tub, her eyes moving appreciatively between the two impressive specimens standing before her. Her hair is slicked back, water droplets trailing down her neck and between her breasts where the key to my cage dangles tauntingly.

“God, you two are perfect,” she purrs, reaching out to wrap a hand around each of their cocks. The contrast between her pale fingers and their dark flesh makes my breath catch in my throat. She strokes them both slowly, methodically, bringing them to full hardness before her eyes meet mine across the patio. The look she gives me is triumphant, knowing exactly what this display is doing to me as I sit naked and caged in the chair.

“Come here, Ryan,” she commands, never stopping her rhythmic strokes. “I want you closer for this.”

The humid night air clings to my skin as I approach on unsteady legs. I stop a few feet away from them, close enough to see every detail but maintaining enough distance to emphasize my exclusion from their intimacy. Everything feels heightened yet somehow distant, like I’m watching a movie of my own life.

“Closer,” Rachel insists, her eyes never leaving mine as her hands continue working both men to full hardness. “I want you to really see this.”

I take another hesitant step forward until I’m standing at the edge of the hot tub. From this vantage point, I can see everything in excruciating detail—the way Rachel’s fingers can’t fully close around their impressive girths, the veins pulsing beneath their dark skin, the glistening heads emerging from her fists with each upward stroke.

“Look at these beautiful cocks,” Rachel says, her voice husky with desire. “So big, so hard... all for me.”

“What do you think, Ryan?” Rachel asks, looking up at me with mock innocence. “Aren’t they gorgeous?”

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

Rachel’s smile widens at my confession. “I think it’s time for a proper taste test, don’t you?”

Without waiting for my response, she leans forward and takes Marcus into her mouth, her lips stretching wide to accommodate his girth. The wet, slurping sounds as she works him deeper make my knees weak. After several enthusiastic strokes, she pulls back with an audible pop and turns her attention to Trey, giving him the same treatment.

I stand there, transfixed, as my wife alternates between them, her technique expert and hungry. She takes her time with each of them, making eye contact with me frequently to ensure I’m watching every detail of her performance. The sight is mesmerizing—my wife on her knees before these two massive men, switching between them with obvious delight, her hands never stopping their rhythmic strokes on whichever cock isn’t currently in her mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” Trey groans as Rachel takes him particularly deep. “Show your husband how much you love black cock.”

My cage feels impossibly tight now, the metal digging painfully into my flesh as my erection strains against its confines. The marijuana continues to heighten every sensation I feel, making the scene before me almost too vivid to bear. I watch, hypnotized, as Rachel continues her enthusiastic worship, her moans vibrating around their shafts.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” Marcus grunts as Rachel works him with particular skill, her cheeks hollowing with suction. When she pulls back to catch her breath, a string of saliva connects her lips to the tip of his cock. The sight is obscene and beautiful all at once.

“I’ve had a lot of practice,” Rachel says with a wink in my direction. “And I’m about to get a lot more.”

She stands up suddenly, water cascading down her naked body as she steps out of the hot tub. “Let’s move this inside,” she suggests, her voice husky with desire. “I want to feel both of you inside me.

I watch as Rachel leads both men into the house, her naked body glistening with water droplets that catch the blue light from the pool. My legs feel like lead as I follow them. My head is swimming, making everything feel slightly unreal, yet the ache in my groin is painfully present and persistent.

Inside, Rachel doesn’t bother with towels. She leaves wet footprints across our hardwood floors, heading straight for the bedroom—our bedroom. The same one where I first watched her with Trey, where this whole transformation began. I pause in the doorway, watching as she sprawls across our king-sized bed, beckoning both men toward her with a crook of her finger.

“Ryan,” she calls to me, her voice dripping with false sweetness, “be a good boy and grab us some towels. And maybe another round of drinks?”

I nod mechanically and turn away, grateful for the momentary reprieve. In the bathroom, I catch sight of myself in the mirror—naked except for the metal cage between my legs, pupils dilated from the marijuana, hair disheveled. I barely recognize myself. Who is this man I’ve become? This obedient servant, fetching towels while his wife prepares to take two men in their marital bed?

I’m on autopilot now. Just giving in and going with the flow and everything feels incredible.


Chapter 8

When I return with the towels and fresh drinks, they’ve already started without me. Rachel is on her knees between them, alternating between their massive cocks with obvious delight.

The sight of Rachel expertly servicing both men makes my cage feel impossibly tight. She’s kneeling between them on our marital bed, her hair still damp from the hot tub, her skin glistening in the soft bedroom light. The silver key dangles between her breasts, catching the light with every movement—a constant reminder of my imprisonment.

“Just set those down anywhere,” Rachel says without looking at me, her words slightly muffled as she takes Marcus deep into her throat.

I place the towels and drinks on the nightstand, my movements mechanical. The marijuana has me floating, disconnected from reality yet hypersensitive to every detail—the wet sounds of Rachel’s enthusiastic oral attention, the deep groans from both men, the painful constriction of the cage between my legs.

“God, you’re good at that,” Marcus groans, his large hand tangled in Rachel’s hair as she works him deeper.

I stand awkwardly at the edge of the bed, uncertain of my role now. Am I supposed to watch from here? Sit in the corner? Leave altogether? The question is answered when Rachel pulls back from Marcus with a gasp, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his impressive cock.

“Ryan,” she pants, her eyes meeting mine with that new predatory gleam, “come here and let me sit on your face. Get my pussy ready for their big, black cocks.”

My heart nearly stops at her command. I stare at Rachel, barely processing what she’s asking of me. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, yet her words cut through the haze with perfect clarity.

“I... what?” I stammer, even as my body moves toward her of its own accord.

Rachel’s eyes narrow slightly. “You heard me. Lie down on the bed. Now.”

I obey without thinking, positioning myself on my back in the middle of our bed. The mattress dips as Trey and Marcus adjust to make room, their massive bodies now flanking me on either side. The heat from their skin radiates against me, making me acutely aware of my nakedness, my vulnerability, my cage.

Rachel crawls over me, her wet hair hanging down like a curtain around her face as she looks into my eyes. “You’ve been such a good boy,” she whispers, “arranging this for me. You deserve a little reward.”

Before I can respond, she’s turning around, positioning herself above my face. The view is obscenely intimate—her glistening pussy hovering just inches from my mouth, still slightly puffy from her time in the hot tub. I can smell her arousal, that familiar scent now mixed with something new, something primal.

“Make me wet,” she commands, lowering herself onto my face.

I dart my tongue out, tasting her familiar sweetness. She moans above me, grinding down harder as I work my tongue against her folds.

Her taste floods my senses as I lap at her hungrily. Everything is stronger—her scent, her taste, the sounds she makes as she grinds against my face. I’m vaguely aware of Marcus and Trey watching, their massive bodies looming on either side of me, but all I can focus on is pleasuring Rachel, making her ready for what comes next.

“That’s it,” she moans, rocking her hips against my mouth. “Use your tongue, baby. Get me nice and wet for these big cocks.”

I redouble my efforts, my tongue working frantically against her clit, her folds, her entrance. The cage between my legs is a torture device now, my cock straining painfully against the metal as I taste my wife’s arousal. Every flick of my tongue makes her moan, every sound she makes tightens the cage further.

“I think he’s enjoying this too much,” I hear Trey comment from somewhere above me. “Look how hard he’s straining against that cage.”

Rachel laughs, the sound vibrating through her body and against my tongue. “He’s always been good with his mouth. It’s about the only thing he’s good for.”

The casual cruelty of her words should hurt me, should make me angry, but instead, they send another surge of arousal through me. The metal bites into my flesh as my cock tries desperately to harden further, the pain a perfect mirror to the confusion in my mind.

“You’re making her so wet,” Marcus comments, his deep voice rumbling above me. “Look how she’s grinding on his face.”

I feel Rachel’s thighs quiver against my cheeks as she works herself against my tongue. The metal key to my cage dangles just above my forehead, swinging hypnotically with her movements. I’m lost in her taste, her scent, my entire world narrowed to the space between her legs and the pleasure I’m giving her.

“I think she’s ready,” Trey says, his hand coming down to stroke Rachel’s back. “Aren’t you, baby?”

“God, yes,” Rachel moans, lifting herself off my face. I gasp for air, my chin and lips glistening with her wetness. She turns to look down at me, her eyes dark with desire. “Thank you for the warm-up, cucky.”

She shifts her position, moving off me entirely. I lie there, panting, my face wet with her arousal, watching as she positions herself between Trey and Marcus. The sight of her between these two powerful men makes my cage feel impossibly tight, the metal digging painfully into my flesh.

“How do you want us?” Marcus asks, his large hand trailing down Rachel’s spine.

“Both of you,” she purrs, looking over her shoulder at him. “I want to feel you both inside me at once.”

My heart nearly stops at her words. Both of them? At the same time? My anxiety and arousal rise in equal measure as I watch Rachel position herself on her hands and knees.

“Let me ride you,” she tells Trey, who lies back on our bed—our marital bed—with his massive erection pointing toward the ceiling.

My heart nearly stops at her words. Both of them? At the same time? I’ve seen videos of this—double penetration—but never imagined I’d witness my wife taking two men simultaneously. The marijuana heightens my anxiety and arousal in equal measure as I watch Rachel position herself on her hands and knees.

“Let me ride you,” she tells Trey, who lies back on our bed—our marital bed—with his massive erection pointing toward the ceiling. “Marcus can take me from behind.”

I can’t tear my eyes away as Rachel straddles Trey, reaching between her legs to guide his thickness inside her. The moan that escapes her lips as she sinks down on him is unlike anything I’ve ever heard from her before—raw, primal, almost animalistic in its intensity.

“Oh god,” she gasps, her back arching as she takes him fully. “So fucking big.”

Marcus moves behind her, his hands caressing her ass as she rocks slowly on Trey. The sight of my wife impaled on another man’s cock while a second man prepares to enter her makes my cage feel like it’s shrinking, the metal biting into my flesh as my erection strains helplessly against its confines.

“Ready for both of us?” Marcus asks, reaching for a bottle of lube from the nightstand that I don’t remember either of them bringing.

Rachel nods eagerly, looking back over her shoulder at him. “Yes,” she breathes. “Fill me completely.”

Rachel straddles Trey with practiced ease, reaching between her legs to guide his impressive length. I watch, transfixed, as she sinks down onto him with a long, satisfied moan that I’ve never heard from her before. Her head falls back, exposing the elegant line of her throat where the key to my cage dangles tauntingly.

“Oh fuck,” she gasps, her body trembling as she adjusts to his size. “So fucking full.”

My breath comes in short pants as I watch my wife begin to ride Trey, her hips finding a slow, deliberate rhythm. Her breasts bounce with each movement, the silver key swinging hypnotically between them. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—I can only watch as she takes her pleasure.

Marcus positions himself behind Rachel, his large hands caressing her back, her shoulders, her neck. The sight of his dark skin against her paleness creates a contrast that’s almost artistic in its beauty. He leans down to whisper something in her ear that makes her giggle and nod eagerly.

“Pass me that bottle on the nightstand,” Marcus says, gesturing toward me.

I reach for the small bottle of lube with trembling hands, passing it to him without a word. Our fingers brush during the exchange, and I feel an electric current run through me at the contact. Marcus’s eyes meet mine briefly, a knowing look passing between us before he turns his attention back to Rachel.

“You ready for both of us?” Marcus asks, his voice deep and resonant as he squirts a generous amount of lube onto his fingers.

I watch in fascinated horror as he begins to prepare Rachel for what’s coming next. Her eyes roll back in pleasure as he works his thick fingers into her other entrance, stretching her carefully while she continues to ride Trey. The sight is mesmerizing—her body trembling between these two powerful men, her face contorted in an expression of pleasure I’ve never seen before.

“Yes,” she moans, her voice thick with desire. “I want to feel both of you inside me.”

I’m frozen in place at the edge of the bed, my cage painfully tight as I watch Marcus position himself behind my wife. The head of his massive cock presses against her back entrance, and I can see Rachel’s entire body tense in anticipation.

“Relax,” Marcus murmurs, his large hands gripping her hips. “Take a deep breath.”

Rachel obeys, her body visibly relaxing as she exhales. Marcus pushes forward with agonizing slowness, and I watch in awe as my wife’s body accepts him inch by excruciating inch. Her mouth falls open in a silent scream, her eyes wide with the overwhelming sensation.

“Oh my god,” she gasps when he’s fully seated inside her. “I’m so full... so fucking full.”

The three of them remain still for a long moment, Rachel sandwiched between these two powerful men, all of them adjusting to the intense sensation. I can’t tear my eyes away from the obscene tableau before me—my wife, filled completely by two massive cocks, her face a mask of ecstasy I’ve never witnessed before. The cage around my own cock feels like it’s shrinking, cutting into my flesh with every throb of my desperate erection.

“Holy fuck,” Rachel gasps, her voice thin and reedy. “So... so much...”

Slowly, they begin to move. It’s a careful choreography at first, Trey thrusting up as Marcus pulls back, finding a rhythm that has Rachel moaning between them. Her hands clutch at Trey’s chest, her nails leaving crescent marks on his dark skin as she surrenders completely to the sensation.

“That’s it,” Marcus encourages, his large hands gripping Rachel’s hips with bruising force. “Take us both. Show your husband what you need.”

My wife’s eyes find mine across the short distance, and what I see there steals my breath away. There’s no shame, no hesitation—only raw, animal pleasure and something that looks disturbingly like pity. As if she’s sorry I could never give her this, could never make her feel this way.

“Look at me, Ryan,” she commands between gasps as their pace increases. “Watch me take them. Watch what a real fucking looks like.”

I nod helplessly, unable to look away as the two men find their rhythm with my wife. Their powerful bodies move in perfect synchronization, withdrawing and thrusting in alternating patterns that have Rachel crying out between them. The cage between my legs is a torture device now, my cock straining against metal as I witness my wife’s complete surrender.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” Rachel chants, her voice rising in pitch with each powerful thrust. “So deep... so fucking full!”

Her eyes lock with mine again, glazed with pleasure but still somehow focused, making sure I’m watching every moment of her transformation. The key to my cage swings wildly between her bouncing breasts, catching the light with each thrust she receives.

“Tell him,” Marcus grunts, his pace increasing as sweat glistens on his powerful chest. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

Rachel’s lips part, her words coming between gasps as both men continue their relentless assault on her senses. “Nothing... has ever... felt... like this,” she manages, her eyes never leaving mine. “So full... so complete... so right.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, the truth in them undeniable as I watch her body accept both men with increasing enthusiasm. The marijuana makes everything hyper-real, each detail burning into my memory with perfect clarity—the way her back arches, the sounds she makes, the expression of total abandon on her face.

“Faster,” she begs, her hands clawing at Trey’s chest as both men increase their pace. I can’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife being taken so completely, her body stretched and filled beyond anything I could ever provide. The metal cage around my cock feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each throb of my desperate erection.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum,” Rachel cries out, her entire body tensing between them. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t—“

Her words dissolve into a scream of pleasure that I’ve never heard from her before—raw, primal, almost frightening in its intensity. Her body convulses between them, shaking violently as the orgasm tears through her. The sight of my wife coming undone so completely sends another surge of painful arousal through my trapped cock.

“That’s it, baby,” Marcus growls, his powerful hips never slowing. “Give it to us.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Rachel’s orgasm seems to trigger something in both men. Their movements become more urgent, less coordinated, more animalistic. Trey’s hands grip Rachel’s waist with bruising force as he thrusts up into her with renewed vigor.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Trey grunts, his face contorted with pleasure.

“Me too,” Marcus adds, his pace becoming erratic. “Where do you want it, Rachel?”

“Cover my body, my face, my tits, cover me with it…fucking everywhere please…” she says breathlessly.

For a moment I feel relief. She’s not begging to be bred.

I feel a surge of conflicting emotions washing over me. Relief that she isn’t asking them to finish inside her, mixed with the perverse disappointment that has become so familiar these past few days. I can barely distinguish between pleasure and pain, humiliation and arousal.

Both men quickly withdraw from my wife’s body, their massive cocks glistening with her juices as they position themselves around her. Rachel lies back on our bed—our marriage bed—her skin flushed and gleaming with sweat, her chest heaving as she recovers from her intense orgasm. She looks radiant, fulfilled in a way I’ve never seen before.

“Come on, boys,” she purrs, her voice hoarse from screaming. “Mark me. Show my husband who I belong to now.”

I watch, transfixed, as both men stroke themselves furiously above my wife’s willing body. The contrast between their dark hands and massive cocks against Rachel’s pale skin is hypnotic. My own cock throbs painfully against its metal prison, each pulse sending sharp signals of discomfort through my body.

“Oh fuck,” Marcus groans, his massive body tensing as he reaches his climax first. Thick ropes of his seed land across Rachel’s breasts and stomach, some catching on the silver key that still hangs around her neck.

Trey follows seconds later with a deep groan, Rachel moans with delight as he shoots thick, gooey ropes across her face.

Trey follows seconds later with a deep groan, Rachel moans with delight as he shoots thick, gooey ropes across her face. Her eyes close in ecstasy as his cum paints her cheeks, lips, and forehead. She looks absolutely debauched, covered in both men’s seed, the key to my cage now slick with Marcus’s offering.

“Oh my god,” Rachel sighs, running her fingers through the mess on her body. “That was... incredible.”

I stare at my wife, barely recognizing her in this moment of complete abandonment. She’s radiant, glowing with satisfaction, her body decorated with the evidence of her pleasure with these two men. The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight as I take in the scene before me.

Rachel’s eyes open and find mine, a lazy smile spreading across her cum-streaked face. “Get me a towel, baby,” she commands softly.

I move on autopilot, retrieving one of the towels I brought earlier. As I hand it to her, she grabs my wrist, pulling me closer.

“Silly boy,” she purrs, “I was just kidding. I don’t want a towel. I want you. You know what to do…”

My heart stops. “What?”

“You heard me,” she says, her voice sweet but firm. “Use your tongue. Clean me up. The night is just getting started and I need to be nice and clean for round two.”

Gulp.


Chapter 9

I stare at Rachel, her face and body glistening with both men’s seed, her eyes challenging me. The marijuana makes everything seem surreal, dreamlike, yet the cage between my legs is an undeniable reality, painfully tight against my straining flesh.

“Rachel, I—“ My voice falters as she spreads herself slightly, displaying her cum-covered body like an offering.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want to,” she whispers, her fingers trailing through the thick white ropes decorating her skin. She snaps her fingers at me to hurry up and motions me over.

My legs move of their own accord, bringing me closer to the bed. The scent of sex hangs heavy in the air—musky, primal, intoxicating. I kneel beside Rachel, my face inches from her cum-streaked body. Trey and Marcus watch with amused interest, their powerful bodies still glistening with sweat from their exertions.

“That’s it,” Rachel encourages, her hand coming up to cradle the back of my head. “Show our guests what a good boy you are.”

Her fingers tighten in my hair, guiding my face down to her breast where several thick strands of Marcus’s seed glisten in the dim light. I hesitate for just a moment before my tongue darts out, tasting another man’s essence for the second time in my life.

The taste is bitter and salty, strange yet familiar after my experience with Trey. I force myself to swallow, fighting against my instinct to pull away. The cage around my cock feels impossibly tight, my arousal growing despite—or perhaps because of—this ultimate humiliation.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs, her fingers stroking through my hair as I work my tongue across her breast, collecting Marcus’s seed. “You’re learning so well.”

I move methodically across her body, cleaning every drop from her skin. When I reach her face, I hesitate, looking into her eyes for permission.

“Do it,” she whispers, her gaze never leaving mine. “Clean every drop.”

I lean forward, my tongue tracing the contours of her cheek, collecting Trey’s essence. The taste is stronger here, more concentrated. I hear deep chuckles from both men as they watch me perform this ultimate act of submission.

“How bad does your cock hurt right now?” Rachel asks, flipping the key around in her fingers while I clean her, taunting me with it.

“It hurts so much,” I admit, my voice thick with shame and arousal. The metal digs into my flesh with each throb, a constant reminder of my submission. “It’s almost unbearable.”

Rachel smiles, clearly pleased by my suffering. She dangles the key before my eyes, just inches from my cum-covered lips. “Poor baby. Do you want me to let you out?”

Hope surges through me, momentarily overwhelming my humiliation. “Yes, please,” I whisper, hating how pathetic I sound.

She laughs, the sound musical and cruel. “Maybe later... if you’re very, very good.”

Her fingers guide my head lower, directing me to a spot I missed on her collarbone. I dutifully lap at it, swallowing the bitter essence while Marcus and Trey watch with amused expressions.

“Look at him go,” Marcus comments, his deep voice sending involuntary shivers down my spine. “You’ve trained him well.”

“He’s still learning,” Rachel replies, her fingers tightening in my hair. “But he’s a quick study when properly motivated.”

I continue my degrading task, moving methodically across her body. Each swallow makes me feel less like myself, yet the cage between my legs grows impossibly tighter. The marijuana heightens every sensation, making the taste more intense, the humiliation more acute, the arousal more painful.

When I’ve cleaned every visible drop from her skin, Rachel pushes me back slightly, examining my face with a critical eye. I can feel traces of cum still on my lips, my chin, evidence of my submission that both men can clearly see.

“You missed a spot,” she says, pointing to a small pearly drop between her breasts, right next to the key that still hangs tantalizingly from her neck.

I lean forward obediently, my tongue darting out to collect the final remnant of another man’s seed. The taste is familiar now, almost expected. The cage between my legs throbs painfully as I complete this ultimate act of submission.

“Good boy,” Rachel purrs, stroking my hair like I’m a pet who’s performed a clever trick. “I think you’ve earned a little break.”

She sits up, stretching her arms above her head like a satisfied cat. The movement makes her breasts jiggle slightly, the key swinging between them. I can’t tear my eyes away from it—that small piece of metal that represents my freedom, my dignity, my manhood.

“I’m thirsty, aren’t you boys? Why don’t you be a good cucky and gets us another round of drinks. Oh, and roll us another joint too. I want to get nice and relaxed into my body for what I have planned next…”

I nod meekly and rise from the bed on shaky legs. The metal cage shifts painfully between my thighs as I make my way to the kitchen, acutely aware of my naked state and the taste of other men still lingering on my tongue. My mind feels foggy from the marijuana, yet strangely sharp when it comes to processing my humiliation and the corresponding arousal it triggers.

In the kitchen, I prepare their drinks mechanically—whiskey for the men, a vodka soda for Rachel. My fingers tremble as I roll another joint, struggling to focus on the simple task. The image of Rachel covered in both men’s seed, of me cleaning her with my tongue while they watched, keeps replaying in my head like some perverse highlight reel.

“Hurry up down there!” Rachel calls from the bedroom, her voice playful yet commanding.

I return to the bedroom carrying a tray with the drinks and freshly rolled joint. The scene that greets me makes my cage feel impossibly tighter—Rachel nestled between Trey and Marcus, all three lounging comfortably on our marital bed like they belong there. Their bodies glisten with sweat in the dim light, dark skin against Rachel’s paleness creating a striking visual that burns into my memory. Trey and Marcus both have their hands on her torso, caressing her breasts and gripping her by the hip. The sight of their dark hands on her milky skin is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“There he is,” Rachel purrs, reaching for her drink. “Our perfect little servant.”

I hand out the drinks, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. The humiliation burns through me like acid, yet my cock strains painfully against its metal prison, throbbing in time with my racing heart. The contradiction of my physical and emotional responses continues to confuse and horrify me.

“Put the tray down and light that joint for us,” Rachel commands, patting the edge of the bed.

I place the tray on the nightstand and sit gingerly on the edge of the mattress, wincing as the cage shifts. My fingers tremble as I light the joint, taking a small hit before passing it to Rachel. She inhales deeply, holding the smoke in her lungs before exhaling with a contented sigh.

“Much better,” she murmurs, passing the joint to Marcus. “Now we can really relax and enjoy ourselves.”

I watch as the joint makes its way between them, each taking long, leisurely hits. The marijuana smoke fills the room, adding to the dreamlike quality of this nightmare I’m living. Rachel’s hand finds my lower back, her touch electric against my skin.

“You’ve been such a good boy tonight,” she says, her voice honeyed but with an edge I’m beginning to recognize. “Arranging all this for me, wearing your cage so obediently, cleaning me up so thoroughly.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, not knowing what else to say. The words feel foreign on my tongue.

“I think you deserve a little reward, don’t you?” She dangles the key before my eyes, making my heart leap. “Would you like that?”

“Yes, please,” I say, hating the desperation in my voice, the eagerness that betrays how thoroughly I’ve surrendered to this new reality.

Rachel smiles, twirling the key between her fingers. “I bet you think I’m going to unlock you now, don’t you?”

I nod, hope rising in my chest despite everything that’s happened tonight.

Her laugh is musical and cruel. “Not yet, baby. Your reward is getting to watch round two up close and personal.” She leans forward, her lips brushing against my ear. “Maybe after that, if you’re very, very good, I’ll consider letting you out.”

My heart sinks as she pulls away, tucking the key back between her breasts. The marijuana makes my disappointment feel oddly distant, like I’m experiencing it from outside my body. I watch as Rachel takes another long hit from the joint before passing it back to Trey.


Chapter 10

“So boys,” she purrs, stretching like a cat between them. “Ready to give my husband another show?”

Trey and Marcus nod enthusiastically.

“What do you have in mind?”

“I want you both again…but this time…I want you both inside my pussy at the same time…and…”

She pauses for effect.

“...this time, I want you to finish inside me. Both of you. I want my husband to watch you breed me.”

My heart stops. The room spins around me as her words echo in my head. Breeding. The ultimate submission, the final line we haven’t yet crossed. I watch in stunned silence as both men exchange glances, clearly excited by the prospect.

“You sure about that?” Trey asks, his hand stroking her thigh possessively.

Rachel’s eyes find mine, holding my gaze as she answers. “Absolutely certain. I want him to watch me take both your loads deep inside me. I want him to know that his wife has been thoroughly bred by real men.”

The cage between my legs feels impossibly tight now, my arousal betraying my conscious mind once again. I should be horrified, should be protesting, should be doing anything but sitting here with my cock straining painfully against metal as my wife invites two men to ejaculate inside her.

“What do you think about that, Ryan?” Rachel asks, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Ready to watch me take their seed?”

I open my mouth but no words come out. My throat feels dry despite the drink in my hand. The marijuana makes everything seem surreal yet hyper-focused at the same time.

“I want to feel both of you in my pussy at once,” Rachel says, her eyes gleaming with wicked desire. “I want to be stretched beyond anything I’ve ever felt before.”

I sit frozen on the edge of the bed, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, yet the pain of my confinement is sharp and undeniable. I watch as Trey and Marcus exchange excited glances, clearly thrilled by Rachel’s suggestion.

“That’s going to be tight,” Marcus comments, his large hand already stroking himself back to hardness. “But I’m game if you are.”

“I’ve never tried that before,” Rachel admits, her voice husky with anticipation. “But I want to feel it. I want Ryan to see me take both of you at once.”

She turns to me, her eyes locking with mine. The key to my cage dangles between her breasts, catching the light with every breath she takes. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby? Seeing me stretched beyond what you could ever give me?”

I nod weakly, unable to form words as my cock strains painfully against its metal prison. The contradiction between my mental anguish and physical arousal continues to confuse and horrify me.

“Let me get you ready,” Trey says, reaching for the bottle of lube on the nightstand. “You’ll need plenty of this.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Trey squirts a generous amount of lube onto his fingers, then begins working them into Rachel’s already glistening pussy. She moans softly, her head falling back as he stretches her with two thick fingers, then three. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet distant, like I’m watching a movie of my own life unfolding before me.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, spreading her legs wider to give Trey better access. “Get me nice and ready for both of you.”

Marcus moves behind her, his massive hands caressing her shoulders, her back, her ass. The sight of their dark skin against her paleness creates a contrast that’s mesmerizing, beautiful in its own perverse way. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—I can only observe as my wife prepares to take both men simultaneously in a way I never imagined possible.

“Lie back,” Trey instructs Marcus, who positions himself on his back in the middle of our bed. His massive erection stands proudly against his stomach, intimidating in its size. Rachel straddles him eagerly, reaching between her legs to guide him into her waiting heat.

“Oh god,” she gasps as she sinks down onto him, her body trembling with the effort of accommodating his size. “So fucking big.”

I shift uncomfortably, the cage digging painfully into my flesh as my arousal grows despite my mental anguish. Rachel begins to ride Marcus slowly, her body adjusting to his impressive size. Her eyes meet mine across the short distance between us, making sure I’m watching every moment of her pleasure.

“That’s it,” she moans, her head falling back as she establishes a rhythm. “God, you feel amazing inside me.”

Trey positions himself behind her, his hands caressing her back as she continues to ride Marcus. The bottle of lube appears in his hands again, and I watch as he applies more to himself, to Rachel, preparing for what comes next.

“Ready for both of us?” he asks, his voice low and husky.

Rachel nods eagerly, slowing her movements on Marcus but not stopping completely. “Yes,” she breathes. “Fill me completely.”

I can barely breathe as I watch Trey position himself behind my wife, the head of his massive cock pressing against her entrance where Marcus is already buried deep. The sight is obscene, impossible—yet I can’t look away as Trey begins to push forward with agonizing slowness.

“Oh my god,” Rachel gasps, her entire body tensing. “So... much... pressure...”

“Relax,” Trey murmurs, his hands stroking her back soothingly. “Breathe through it.”

I watch in fascinated horror as Rachel takes deep, shuddering breaths, her body working to accommodate both massive men at once. The impossible is happening right before my eyes on our marital bed—Trey pushing forward incrementally while Marcus remains buried deep inside her.

“That’s it,” Trey encourages, his hands gripping her hips. “Just a little more...”

Rachel’s face contorts in an expression that hovers between pain and pleasure, her breath coming in short gasps as her body stretches to accommodate them both. I can’t look away, can’t move, can’t think—the cage between my legs feels like it’s shrinking with each throb of my desperate erection.

“Oh fuck,” she cries out as Trey manages to work the head of his cock inside alongside Marcus’s. “Two big, black cocks in my pussy…” she whispers.

“That’s it white girl,” Trey says, “Get filthy for us. You know how I like that dirty talk…”

“Oh god, yes,” Rachel moans, her face a mask of ecstasy as Trey slowly pushes deeper. “I’m such a filthy white slut I for black cock. I fucking love it!”

“Good little snow bunny,” Marcus growls from beneath her, his hands gripping her waist as he begins to thrust upward. “Taking two black cocks in that tight little pussy.”

“Yes,” Rachel hisses, her eyes finding mine through her pleasure-haze. “Look at me, Ryan. Look at what I need. What you could never give me.”

I can’t look away as Trey manages to work himself fully inside alongside Marcus. The sight should be physically impossible—my wife’s body accommodating two massive men simultaneously. Yet it’s happening right before my eyes, her body stretched beyond anything I thought possible.

“Tell your husband,” Trey says. “Let him know…who you belong to…”

“Fuck,” Rachel gasps, “I belong to BBC. To black cock. This married white pussy is black owned...” Rachel moans, her body shuddering between the two massive men as they begin to find their rhythm.

I watch, transfixed, as my wife surrenders completely to these men, her body impossibly stretched around both of them. The sight of her pale skin against their darkness, the way her face contorts with a pleasure I’ve never seen before—it all makes the cage between my legs feel like it’s shrinking, cutting into my flesh with each throb of my desperate erection.

She looks at me and laughs in my face.

“How does that feel baby? To know you married such a whore, such a fucking slut for black cock? Does that turn you on? Does that get your little, bitty dickie hard? Oh, wait…” she looks down at my cage.

“Look at that pathetic thing,” Rachel continues, her voice dripping with mocking laughter as she gestures toward my caged cock. “God, I can’t believe I ever thought that was enough.”

The humiliation burns through me like wildfire, but my cock only strains harder against its metal prison. The marijuana has me floating in a haze where pleasure and pain, degradation and arousal all blur together into something I can barely comprehend.

“I don’t think he minds,” Marcus comments, his hips never stopping their steady rhythm as he and Trey work in perfect synchronization. “Look how hard he’s straining against that cage.”

Rachel’s eyes lock with mine, her face contorted with pleasure that I’ve never been able to give her. “Do you like watching your wife get stretched beyond anything you could ever provide, cucky? Do you like knowing that after tonight, I’ll never be satisfied by your little dick again?”

I can’t speak, can’t form words as I watch my wife being taken so completely by these two men. The cage between my legs feels like it’s cutting into my flesh, the pain and pleasure indistinguishable now.

“Answer me,” Rachel demands, her voice sharp despite her breathless state. “Tell me how it feels to watch real men fuck your wife.”

“It’s...” I struggle to find words, my mind clouded by marijuana and conflicting emotions. “It’s the most arousing thing I’ve ever seen.”

The admission escapes before I can stop it, the truth I’ve been fighting since this all began finally spoken aloud. The marijuana has stripped away my defenses, leaving only raw honesty in its wake.

Rachel laughs, the sound both musical and cruel. “Of course it is. Look at you, practically drooling while your cock tries to break free of that cage.” She rocks between the two men, her body accepting them both with increasing enthusiasm. “This is who you’ve always been, Ryan. My perfect little cuckold.”

I watch, mesmerized, as both men establish a perfect rhythm with my wife. One pushes in as the other withdraws, their massive bodies working in tandem to deliver pleasure beyond anything I could ever provide. Rachel’s moans grow louder, more desperate, her body trembling between them as they increase their pace.

“Oh god,” she cries out, her back arching impossibly. “I’m going to cum again. Don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!”

Her orgasm hits like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing between the two powerful men. The scream that tears from her throat is primal, animalistic—a sound I’ve never heard from her before. The sight of my wife coming undone so completely makes the cage around my cock feel like it’s shrinking, the metal biting painfully into my flesh.

“That’s it,” Marcus growls from beneath her, his powerful hips never stopping their relentless rhythm. “Cum all over our black cocks bitch.”

I feel something break inside me watching my wife’s orgasm—something fundamental and irreversible. My wife, sandwiched between these two powerful men, her body accepting them both in ways I never imagined possible, her face transformed by pleasure I’ve never been able to give her.

“I’m not done,” Rachel gasps when her convulsions subside, her body still impaled on both massive cocks. “I want more. I want to feel you both cum inside me.”

Rachel’s eyes find mine across the room, holding my gaze as she answers. “ I want my husband to watch as you breed me. I want him to know exactly who owns this pussy now. I want him to watch as two BBCs explode inside me at the same time…”

I can’t look away, can’t speak, can’t even breathe properly as I watch this pivotal moment unfold. The metal cage feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb of my cock.

“Please,” I find myself whispering…

“Please what?” Rachel snaps.

“Please don’t,” I manage to say, but even to my own ears it sounds unconvincing.

Rachel’s smile widens, cruel and knowing. “Please don’t what? Don’t let them breed me? Don’t let them fill me with their seed?” She rocks between the two men, her body accepting them both with increasing enthusiasm. “Look at you. You’re practically begging for it with your eyes.”

She’s right. Despite my words, my body betrays me completely. The cage feels impossibly tight now, cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I think your husband wants to see it,” Trey grunts, his powerful body tensing with each thrust. “Wants to see us flood your pussy with cum.”

“Is that what you want?” Rachel asks me, her voice breathy but demanding. “Tell the truth now.”

The marijuana strips away my last defenses. “Yes,” I whisper, the admission burning my throat on the way out. “I want to see it.”

“Then beg for it,” she commands, never stopping her rhythm between the two men. “Beg these men to breed your wife.”

I sink to my knees beside the bed, the cage shifting painfully between my legs. “Please,” I hear myself say, the words coming from some place deep inside me I never knew existed. “Please breed my wife. Fill her with your cum.”

The words hang in the air for a moment before Trey and Marcus exchange knowing glances, their pace increasing as they drive deeper into Rachel. Their powerful bodies move with renewed purpose, each thrust more determined than the last.

“You heard your husband,” Trey growls, his fingers digging into Rachel’s hips. “He wants us to breed you.”

“Oh god,” Rachel moans, her head falling back as their rhythm intensifies. “Yes, fill me up. I want to feel both of you cum inside me.”

I remain on my knees beside the bed, watching in fascinated horror as both men’s movements become more erratic, more primal. The cage between my legs is a torturous reminder of my submission, cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I’m close,” Marcus grunts from beneath Rachel, his powerful body tensing. “Gonna flood this pussy.”

“Me too,” Trey adds, his pace becoming frantic. “Take it all, snow bunny.”

Rachel’s eyes find mine in this crucial moment, making sure I’m watching as she receives their seed. “Watch them breed me, cucky,” she gasps. “Watch what you begged for.”

I can’t look away as both men reach their climax almost simultaneously. Marcus goes first, his massive body arching upward as he groans deeply, pumping his seed deep inside my wife. Trey follows seconds later, his fingers gripping Rachel’s hips with bruising force as he empties himself alongside him.

I watch in awe as Trey shudders through his release, his powerful body tensing as he empties himself inside Rachel. Her eyes never leave mine, making sure I witness every second of this moment—this point of no return. The cage around my cock feels like it’s cutting into my flesh, the pain almost unbearable yet somehow enhancing the surreal experience.

“Oh god,” Rachel moans, her body trembling between them as they fill her completely. “So much cum... I can feel it... so deep...”

I remain on my knees beside the bed, transfixed by the sight of my wife being thoroughly bred by these two powerful men. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet dreamlike, as if I’m floating outside my body while simultaneously feeling every painful throb of my caged cock.

When both men finally still, Rachel collapses against Marcus’s chest, panting heavily. Her hair is plastered to her forehead with sweat, her skin flushed with exertion and satisfaction. The key to my cage dangles from her neck, gleaming in the dim light, seemingly just inches from my face yet impossibly far away.

“That was...” she breathes, her voice trailing off as she struggles to find words adequate to describe what just happened.

“Fucking amazing,” Marcus finishes for her, his large hand stroking her back possessively.

Trey carefully disentangles himself from Rachel, the sight of him withdrawing causing a fresh wave of humiliation and arousal to wash over me. I watch, transfixed, as a thick rivulet of their combined seed begins to trickle from my wife’s thoroughly used pussy. The evidence of what just happened—of what I begged for—is undeniable now.

“Look at that,” Rachel murmurs, her fingers trailing through the mess between her legs. “So much cum...” Her eyes find mine again, gleaming with satisfaction and something else—ownership, perhaps. The realization hits me that something fundamental has changed tonight, something that can never be undone.

“I think your husband enjoyed the show,” Trey comments, nodding toward my painfully confined erection. Both men chuckle as they look at me kneeling beside the bed, my cage visibly straining against my arousal.

Rachel pushes herself up on her elbows, her body still intertwined with Marcus’s. “Did you enjoy that, Ryan? Watching these two strong black men breed your wife right in front of you?”

I nod, unable to form words as I stare at the evidence of their coupling leaking from her body. The marijuana makes my thoughts swirl, but one clear realization cuts through the haze: I did enjoy it. God help me, I enjoyed every second of it.

“Use your words,” Rachel commands, her voice gentle but firm.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice cracking with emotion. “I enjoyed every second of it.”

Rachel’s smile widens, satisfied with my confession. She shifts slightly, causing more of their combined seed to leak from her thoroughly used body. The sight makes my cage feel impossibly tighter, the metal cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“I think he’s earned his reward,” Trey says, nodding toward my confinement. “Don’t you?”

Rachel considers this, her fingers playing with the key that dangles between her breasts. “Maybe,” she muses, studying my face. “What do you think, Ryan? Have you earned your freedom?”

“Please,” I beg, the single word containing all my desperation. The marijuana makes everything feel heightened yet dreamlike, my arousal a painful counterpoint to my humiliation.

Rachel sits up fully, carefully extracting herself from Marcus’s embrace. Their combined fluids run down her inner thighs as she moves to the edge of the bed. She crooks her finger, beckoning me closer.

“Come here,” she commands softly.

I shuffle forward on my knees, the cage shifting painfully with each movement. When I reach her, she lifts the chain from around her neck, the key swinging hypnotically before my eyes.

“I’m going to unlock you,” she says, her voice low and intimate. “But there’s one condition.”

“Anything,” I breathe, my eyes fixed on the key that represents my freedom, my dignity, what remains of my manhood. The metal between my legs feels like it’s cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

Rachel leans forward, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispers, “You can only cum if you eat their seed from inside me first.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. Even after everything that’s happened tonight—watching my wife take two men at once, begging them to breed her, cleaning their cum from her body—this feels like a final threshold, a point of no return. The marijuana makes my thoughts swirl in confused circles, but my body’s response is immediate and unmistakable: my cock strains painfully against its metal prison.

“Well?” Rachel prompts, dangling the key before my eyes. “What’s it going to be?”

I look past her to where Trey and Marcus recline on our bed, watching this exchange with amused interest. Their powerful bodies gleam with sweat in the dim light, a visual reminder of what just happened between them and my wife. Of what I begged to witness.

“I’ll do it,” I hear myself say, the words escaping before I can fully process their meaning.

Rachel’s smile is triumphant as she slides to the edge of the bed, spreading her legs wide before me. The evidence of their coupling is unmistakable—her inner thighs glistening with their combined fluids.

Trey and Marcus get up, get dressed, and leave us to finish this deviant deed.

I hesitate for a long time over her entrance staring at the white jizz pouring from her slit.


Chapter 11

With shaking breath, I lower my face between Rachel’s legs. The musky scent of their combined essence fills my nostrils—alien yet familiar. My tongue darts out tentatively, making first contact with the thick white fluid pooling at her entrance. The taste is stronger than before—bitter, salty, primal—amplified by the marijuana still coursing through my system.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, her fingers threading through my hair, guiding me closer. “Clean up the mess you begged for.”

I close my eyes and surrender completely, my tongue delving deeper into her thoroughly used pussy. The evidence of their coupling floods my mouth—thick, warm, undeniable. Each swallow marks another threshold crossed, another boundary obliterated. My cock throbs painfully against its metal confines as I work my tongue inside her, collecting every drop of their combined seed.

“Look at me while you do it,” Rachel commands, her voice husky with satisfaction.

I open my eyes, meeting her gaze as my tongue continues its degrading task. What I see in her eyes steals my breath—power, triumph, and something that looks disturbingly like love. This isn’t just about sex anymore; it’s about transformation. My transformation.

“Good boy,” she whispers, her thighs trembling slightly as my tongue works deeper. “Show me how much you love the taste of their cum. Show me how much you love being my cuck.”

I moan against her flesh, the sound surprising even me.

Finally, I fully surrender and accept it all.

The taste of them on my tongue, inside her, becomes something I don’t just endure but savor. The bitter saltiness that should repulse me instead sends electric pulses straight to my confined cock. I lap eagerly at Rachel’s thoroughly used pussy, my tongue seeking out every drop of their combined essence as if it’s the most natural thing in the world.

“That’s it,” Rachel moans, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Get it all. Every last drop they left inside me.”

I work diligently, my face buried between her thighs, her scent and their scent mingling into something new—something that marks the death of our old relationship and the birth of whatever this is becoming. My tongue probes deeper, seeking out the last traces of their seed. The cage between my legs feels like it might break from the pressure of my arousal, the metal cutting into my flesh with each desperate throb.

“Do you like how they taste?” Rachel asks, tilting my chin up so I have to look at her while answering.

“Yes,” I admit, the word falling from my lips before I can stop it. The marijuana has stripped away my last defenses, leaving only raw, humiliating truth. “I like it.”

Her smile is radiant, triumphant. “I knew you would.” She dangles the key before my eyes again. “I think you’ve earned this now.”

My heart pounds as she reaches down, her fingers finding the small lock that has kept me confined. The click as the lock releases is the sweetest sound I’ve ever heard. The cage falls away, and I gasp at the sudden freedom, the release of pressure both painful and exquisite. My cock springs forth, harder than I’ve ever felt it, aching with a need so intense it’s almost unbearable.

“Look at you,” Rachel murmurs, her eyes fixed on my throbbing erection. “So desperate after watching me with them.”

I’m beyond words now, beyond thought. The marijuana, the whiskey, the overwhelming events of the night—everything has stripped me down to pure sensation and need. Rachel leans back on the bed, spreading her legs wider, offering herself to me.

“You can have me now,” she says, her voice gentle yet commanding. “But remember what you’re entering. Remember whose seed is inside me. Remember who owns this pussy and what you’ve become tonight.”

I climb onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. The head of my cock brushes against her entrance, still slick with their combined fluids. I should be disgusted, should be heartbroken, should be anything but this—desperate, aching, eager.

“Say it,” Rachel whispers as I hover at her entrance. “Say what you are.”

“I’m your cuckold,” I whisper back, the words feeling right in my mouth despite everything. “I’m your cuck.”

She smiles up at me, a smile of genuine affection that somehow makes this all the more real. “Yes, you are. And now you can have me.”

I push forward, sliding into her warmth. The sensation is overwhelming after being confined for so long. Her pussy feels different—looser, wetter, still filled with their essence. Yet it’s still Rachel, still my wife, still home. I groan as I bottom out inside her, the feeling almost too intense to bear.

“How does it feel?” she asks, her hands running up my chest. “To feel where they’ve been? To feel what they left inside me?”

“Amazing,” I gasp, unable to lie as I begin to move. Each thrust sends their combined fluids squelching around my cock, a visceral reminder of what I witnessed, what I begged for, what I’ve become. “It feels incredible.”

“This is who we are now,” Rachel whispers, her eyes locked with mine as I continue to thrust into her thoroughly used body. “This is who you are.”

My pace increases, driven by an urgency I can barely control. After the confinement, after watching her with those two powerful men, after tasting their seed—my body is desperate for release. Each thrust feels electric, each sensation amplified by the marijuana still coursing through my system.

“I’m going to cum,” I warn her, my voice breaking as the pressure builds.

Rachel wraps her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Do it,” she commands. “Cum inside me, mix your seed with theirs. Complete the circle.”

The mental image of my cum mingling with Trey’s and Marcus’s inside Rachel pushes me over the edge. I explode with an intensity that makes me cry out, my entire body convulsing as months of pent-up frustration and tonight’s overwhelming experiences culminate in the most powerful orgasm of my life. Wave after wave crashes through me as I empty myself inside her, adding my contribution to the mix already flooding her womb.

“That’s it,” Rachel purrs, her hands stroking my back as I shudder through the aftershocks. “Good boy.”

I collapse on top of her, utterly spent. The marijuana makes everything feel dreamlike, my limbs heavy, my thoughts slow and syrupy. Rachel’s fingers trail through my hair with surprising tenderness given everything that’s happened tonight.

“How do you feel?” she asks after a long moment of silence.

I consider the question carefully. How do I feel? Humiliated. Aroused. Broken. Liberated. The contradictions swirl together until I can’t separate them anymore.

“I don’t know,” I admit finally. “Everything’s changed.”

“Yes,” she agrees, her voice soft but certain. “Everything has.”

We lie there in silence, my softening cock still inside her, surrounded by the evidence of what happened here tonight.


Chapter 12

Eventually, Rachel’s breathing deepens beside me, her body relaxing into sleep. I lie awake, staring at the ceiling, unable to process everything that’s happened. The marijuana is wearing off, leaving me with a clarity that’s almost painful.

I carefully extract myself from the bed, Rachel murmuring softly but not waking. My legs feel unsteady as I make my way to the bathroom, avoiding the mirror above the sink. I’m not ready to see my reflection yet, to face the man I’ve become tonight.

The shower water is scalding hot, but I barely feel it. I stand under the spray, watching as water swirls down the drain, wishing my confusion could wash away as easily. My body feels different somehow—lighter without the cage, yet heavier with the weight of what I’ve done, what I’ve allowed, what I’ve begged for.

When I return to the bedroom, towel wrapped around my waist, Rachel is sitting up in bed. She looks different in the soft light of dawn—not the dominating presence from last night, but simply my wife, albeit one I’m seeing with new eyes.

“Come back to bed,” she says, patting the space beside her. Her voice lacks the commanding edge from earlier, sounding almost vulnerable.

I hesitate before sliding in next to her, maintaining a small distance between our bodies. “What happens now?” I ask, my voice rough from the night’s activities.

Rachel turns to face me, her expression serious.

“Ryan, you know what happens now…there’s no going back. Last night, you committed to me. I am your goddess now. I control you. I own you.”

I realize the key is still dangling from her neck.

“Now, I let you be free all night, but it’s time to put that thing back in it’s cage…”

I feel my heart pounding in my chest as I stare at Rachel, her words hanging in the air between us. The key catches the morning light, glinting against her skin like a reminder of everything that’s transpired.

“Rachel, I—“ My voice falters. What can I possibly say? After everything that’s happened, after what I’ve done, what I’ve allowed, what I’ve begged for... how can I possibly resist now?

She reaches for the cage on the nightstand, turning it over in her hands almost lovingly. “This is who we are now, Ryan. Last night wasn’t just a fantasy or a one-time thing. It was the beginning of our new life together.”

I swallow hard, watching as she approaches me with the device that will once again imprison my manhood. Part of me wants to resist, to take back some semblance of control, but a stronger part—the part that throbbed painfully while watching her with Trey and Marcus, the part that begged them to breed her, the part that eagerly lapped their seed from inside her—knows this is inevitable.

“You looked so pretty in it,” she murmurs, her fingers brushing against my thigh. “So obedient. So... perfect.”

I shiver at her touch, my body responding despite my mental turmoil. “And what about Trey and Marcus?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Will they be back?”

Rachel’s smile widens, her eyes gleaming with a predatory excitement that sends a shiver down my spine. “Oh, they’ll be back. And not just them. There’s a whole world out there waiting for us, Ryan. Men who will appreciate what I have to offer, and what you have to offer.”

My mouth goes dry. “What I have to offer?”

“Your submission. Your devotion.” Her fingers trace along my inner thigh, making my cock stir despite everything. “Your willingness to serve both me and the men who pleasure me.”

I close my eyes, feeling dizzy with the implications. Part of me wants to run, to pretend last night never happened. But the stronger part—the part that watched in fascination as my wife took two men at once, the part that begged them to breed her, the part that eagerly cleaned their seed from inside her—knows there’s no going back.

“I need you to understand something,” Rachel says, her voice gentler now. “This isn’t just about sex for me. This is about who I am, who I’ve always been. I tried to be the wife you thought you wanted, but I was suffocating, denying my true nature.”

“And this is your true nature?” I ask, gesturing vaguely at the room, the rumpled sheets still bearing evidence of last night’s activities.

“Yes,” she says simply, without shame or hesitation. “Just like this is yours.” She lifts the cage again, the metal catching the morning light. “Your true nature is to submit, to serve, to watch. And my true nature is to be worshipped, desired, and fulfilled.”

I swallow hard, unable to argue against what we both know is true. After everything that happened last night, after the way my body responded—how can I deny it?

“It doesn’t mean I don’t love you,” Rachel continues, her voice softening. “In fact, this is me loving you enough to be honest. To give you what you truly need, even if you didn’t know you needed it.”

She moves closer, the key dangling hypnotically between her breasts. Her scent—a mixture of sleep, sex, and something primal—fills my nostrils, making my cock stir despite everything.

“Last night changed everything,” I whisper.

“No,” she corrects me gently. “Last night revealed everything. This was always who we were meant to be.”

I look down at the cage in her hands, feeling a strange mixture of dread and anticipation. The memory of how it felt—the constant reminder of my submission, the way it made every moment of arousal a sweet torture—sends a shiver through me.

“Do you want me to put it back on?” she asks, though we both know it’s not really a question.

I hesitate, then nod slowly. “Yes.”

The word hangs between us, a surrender and an acceptance all at once. Rachel smiles—not the cruel, mocking smile from last night, but something gentler, more intimate. She knows what this means. We both do.

“Lie back,” she instructs softly.

I obey, settling against the pillows. The morning light streams through the windows we forgot to close, illuminating dust motes that dance in the air between us. Rachel kneels beside me, her hands warm and sure as they touch me. I harden immediately under her fingers, my body betraying how deeply this new dynamic has taken root within me.

“So responsive,” she murmurs, stroking me with practiced ease. “Even after everything, you still want me so badly.”

“I’ll always want you,” I whisper, the truth of it hitting me like a physical blow. No matter what she does, who she’s with, what she makes me do—I’m hers completely.

She works efficiently, sliding the cage around me with more skill than yesterday. The cool metal sends shivers across my skin as it encircles me, the weight of it both foreign and familiar. When the lock clicks shut, something inside me clicks into place as well. A sense of rightness, of inevitability.

Rachel slides the key back around her neck, letting it rest between her breasts. “There,” she says, satisfaction evident in her voice. “Back where you belong.”

I reach out, touching the key where it nestles between Rachel’s breasts. The metal is warm from her skin, no longer the cold instrument of my imprisonment but something living, something vital.

“How does it feel?” she asks, her fingers trailing down to trace the outline of the cage now securely fastened around me again.

“Right,” I admit, the word barely audible. “Like it’s where I belong.”

She smiles—not the cruel, mocking smile from last night but something genuine and tender. For the first time since this all began, I feel like I’m seeing the real Rachel—not my idealized version of her, not the dominating goddess of last night, but the woman who’s been hiding parts of herself from me for years.

“We have a lot to talk about,” she says, settling beside me on the bed. “Rules, boundaries, expectations.”

I nod, my mind still reeling with everything that’s happened. “What about... what about the possibility of... you know.” I can’t bring myself to say the word “pregnancy.” The thought of Trey’s or Marcus’s seed taking root inside my wife makes the cage feel suddenly tight again, despite my recent release.

Rachel’s hand finds mine, squeezing gently. “I wasn’t ovulating last night, Ryan. I wouldn’t make a decision like that without discussing it with you first.” She pauses, studying my face. “Though your reaction last night was... interesting. It’s a really hot idea, to do something so reckless and irresponsible…next time, in the heat of the moment…I can’t promise anything is what I’m saying. Whatever happens, happens…”

I swallow hard, my mouth dry at her implication. The thought of Rachel carrying another man’s child should horrify me, but instead, I feel the metal cage tighten as my arousal betrays me yet again.

“Whatever happens, happens,” I echo weakly.

Rachel smiles, trailing her fingers across my chest. “That’s my good boy. Understanding his place in our new arrangement.”

She stretches languidly beside me, her naked body catching the morning light in ways that make my breath catch despite everything. The key gleams between her breasts, a constant reminder of my submission, of the power she holds over me now.

I feel my face flush with shame and arousal. “I wasn’t myself last night. The weed, the alcohol... everything that happened...”

Rachel’s fingers trace patterns on my chest, her touch both comforting and possessive. “You were more yourself last night than you’ve ever been. The substances just lowered your inhibitions. They didn’t create desires that weren’t already there.”

The truth of her words hits me like a physical blow. Deep down, I know she’s right. The cage between my legs feels like a natural extension of myself now, a physical manifestation of what I’ve always been.

“So what happens now?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Is this... is this our life now?”

Rachel sits up, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked body. In the morning light, I can see the faint bruises on her hips where Trey’s and Marcus’s fingers dug into her flesh. The sight makes my cage feel suddenly tighter.

“That depends on you,” she says, her voice gentle but firm. “I know what I want. I know who I am now. The question is whether you’re ready to accept who you are.”

I swallow hard, the weight of her words pressing down on me. “And who am I?”

“My devoted husband,” she says simply. “My support. My witness. My cuckold.”

The word hangs in the air between us, no longer shameful or foreign but simply a statement of fact. I feel something shift inside me. A sense of peace, of acceptance, that I never expected to find in this strange new reality we’ve created.

“Yes,” I say finally, the word slipping from my lips like a confession, like a prayer. “I am your cuckold.”

Rachel’s smile is radiant, illuminating her face with a joy I haven’t seen in years. She leans forward, pressing her lips against mine in a kiss that feels different from any we’ve shared before—tender yet possessive, loving yet commanding.

“My perfect cuckold husband,” she murmurs against my lips. “We’re going to have such an amazing life together.”

As I lie beside her, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of my submission, I realize that she’s right. Whatever comes next—whatever men she brings into our bed, whatever acts I witness or participate in, whatever lines we cross together—it will be amazing because it will be honest. For the first time in our marriage, perhaps for the first time in my life, I’m not pretending to be someone I’m not.

I am Rachel’s husband. I am Rachel’s cuckold. I am exactly where I belong.

She curls against me, her head resting on my chest, the key to my cage nestled between us. Outside, the sun continues to rise on this first day of our new life together. I wrap my arm around her, pulling her closer, feeling her heartbeat against mine.

“I love you,” I whisper into her hair.

“I know,” she. “I love you too,” she says.

“And I love you too,” she says.

I hold her tightly against me, feeling the rise and fall of her chest as she breathes. The key to my cage presses between us—a small metal reminder of my surrender, my acceptance, my transformation…of the line we crossed…together.

THE END


Cool Girl Kelly
An Interracial Hotwife Romance

By: F. Rey Noel


Chapter 1

Everyone who met Kelly said the same thing: “She’s such a cool girl.”

It wasn’t just that she was pretty, though she was — long wavy brown hair, warm hazel eyes, an easy, genuine smile that put everyone at ease.

It was the way she carried herself. Kelly didn’t do drama. She didn’t get jealous over little things. She didn’t need constant reassurance or grand gestures. She was the girl who could roll with whatever life threw at her and still make it fun.

Ethan had known that about her from the very first date six years ago. She’d shown up to a rainy outdoor concert in jeans and an old band hoodie, laughing when the rain soaked them both, dancing anyway, and later shrugging when her favorite band played their worst song of the night. “Eh, still better than sitting at home,” she’d said with a grin. That easy, go-with-the-flow vibe had hooked him hard.

She was still that girl.

Friday night. Date night at home.

Ethan sat on the couch with Kelly tucked comfortably against his side, her head resting on his shoulder, one bare leg draped lazily over his. She was in an oversized hoodie and soft cotton shorts, hair down, no makeup, the way he loved her best. A half-empty bottle of red wine sat on the coffee table beside a bowl of popcorn. Some slick new action-thriller played on the TV. It was the kind of low-key, comfortable evening they both preferred after long weeks.

About twenty minutes in, the same black actor from that show they’d watched last month appeared on screen. Shirtless again. This time the scene was steamier — water running down his sculpted chest and abs as he pulled a woman into a heated kiss under the shower spray.

Ethan felt his stomach tighten the second the actor stepped into frame.A few weeks earlier, during a different show, Kelly had made a casual, offhand comment when the same guy took his shirt off: “Damn…he’s really attractive.” Just that. Nothing more. She hadn’t lingered on it. She hadn’t made it weird. Because that was Kelly — cool, easy, never turning small observations into big moments.

But the remark had lodged itself in Ethan’s brain like a splinter he couldn’t stop touching. That night he’d jerked off thinking about her saying it again — only this time her voice had carried a slightly different tone. A little breathier. A little more curious. A little more interested.

He had picked this particular movie on purpose.

Now he watched Kelly out of the corner of his eye, trying to keep his breathing normal.

She was still cuddled against him, but her attention had clearly shifted. Her eyes stayed on the screen a little longer than usual. When the actor pressed the woman against the tile and the kiss deepened, Kelly let out a small, almost absent-minded hum.

“Wow,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. “They really don’t hold back on these scenes anymore, huh?”

Ethan’s heart picked up speed.

“Yeah,” he replied, aiming for casual. “He’s… in crazy shape.

”Kelly nodded slowly, still watching. “Mmm. No kidding.” She took another sip of her wine, then added lightly, “I mean, the guy clearly lives in the gym.”

She didn’t elaborate. She didn’t need to. That was Kelly — cool girl through and through. She could notice something, comment on it, and then just… move on. No big deal. No overthinking. No drama.

But Ethan was overthinking everything.She noticed him again. She’s really looking this time. What is she thinking right now? Is she imagining what those hands would feel like? Is she comparing him to me? Wondering how different it would feel if someone built like that had her instead?

His cock twitched under the throw blanket. The fantasy hit him fast and hard — Kelly on her knees in front of that actor, looking up with that curious, slightly nervous expression she sometimes got when something new turned her on. Kelly moaning his name while a much bigger, thicker cock stretched her in ways Ethan knew he never could. Kelly coming home afterward still flushed and wet, climbing into bed with him and whispering how different — how much better — it had felt.

He swallowed hard and tried to focus back on the movie.Kelly shifted slightly beside him, her bare thigh pressing more firmly against his. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she seemed a little more relaxed against him now.

The steamy scene ended. Kelly reached for the remote and paused it for a moment, exhaling a small breath.

“These directors know exactly what they’re doing,” she said with a soft, almost teasing laugh. “Kind of unfair, honestly.”

Ethan forced a chuckle. “Yeah… kind of.”

Inside, his pulse was hammering.

“Yeah,” Kelly said, pressing play again. “Anyway, I’m glad we stayed in tonight. This is nice.”

She nestled deeper against him, and Ethan nodded, trying to focus on the movie instead of the pounding in his chest. The scene had changed now, cutting to a car chase through narrow European streets, but his mind lingered on the image of Kelly’s eyes fixed on that actor’s body.

“Want more wine?” he asked, his voice slightly thicker than he intended.

“Mmm, maybe in a bit,” she replied, her attention back on the action sequence.

Ethan shifted slightly, adjusting himself beneath the blanket. The fantasy refused to leave him. It was becoming a familiar one—Kelly with someone else, someone different from him. Someone like that actor. The image both tormented and aroused him in ways he couldn’t fully understand.

“You okay?” Kelly was looking at him, her head tilted slightly. Ethan realized he hadn’t answered her question.

“Yeah, I’m good,” he said, his voice coming out rougher than he intended. “Just thinking.”

“About what?” Her fingers traced lazy circles on his thigh.

The touch sent heat racing through him. He hesitated, caught between the urge to confess the fantasy building in his mind and the fear of how she might react. Cool girl or not, there were limits to what people wanted to hear from their partners.

“Nothing important,” he lied.

Kelly studied his face for a moment, then shrugged. “If you say so.”

The movie continued, but Ethan barely registered the plot. His attention kept drifting to Kelly’s body pressed against his, to the memory of her eyes lingering on that actor’s chest, to the small hum she’d made. His thoughts spiraled deeper, mixing desire and anxiety in equal measure.

“You know what?” Kelly said suddenly, setting down her wineglass. “I am going to have more.” She slid out from under the blanket, her shorts riding up as she stood.

Ethan watched her walk to the kitchen, his mouth dry. The way her legs moved, the curve of her hip as she leaned against the counter to pour more wine—it was the same body he’d known for years, but tonight everything about her seemed charged with new significance. Every glance, every casual comment, every shift of her body against his felt like it was part of some code he was desperate to decipher.

She returned with the bottle and topped off his glass without asking.

“You looked like you could use it,” she said with a small smile.

“Thanks.” He took a long swallow, hoping the warmth of the alcohol would calm his nerves.


Chapter 2

The movie ended, but Ethan barely registered how it wrapped up.

His mind was still stuck on that shower scene. On the way Kelly’s leg had pressed against his. On the soft little hum she made when the actor pinned the woman against the tile.

Kelly stretched beside him on the couch, arms raised overhead, hoodie riding up just enough to show a strip of smooth stomach. She yawned, then smiled at him sleepily.

“That was pretty good. Better than I expected.”

“Yeah,” Ethan said, voice a little too tight. “It was… intense.”She gave him a curious look, one eyebrow raised.

“You okay? You’ve been quiet since that one scene.”

Shit. She noticed.

Ethan forced a laugh and shrugged.

“Just thinking. That actor… he’s everywhere lately.”

Kelly’s lips twitched into a small smile. She reached over and stole the last sip of his wine before setting the glass down.

“He really is. Kind of ridiculous how hot he is.”

She paused, then added lightly, “I mean, the guy is like sculpted by the gods or something.”

There it was again.That casual, effortless tone. The same one she’d used weeks ago. No big deal. Just an observation from the ultimate cool girl.

But to Ethan it felt like gasoline on a fire he couldn’t put out.

He swallowed.

“You… you really think he’s that hot?”

Kelly tilted her head, studying him for a second. Then she shrugged, easy as ever.

“I mean, yeah. Objectively? He’s stupid hot. Those arms, that chest…” She let out a small laugh and nudged his shoulder. “Don’t tell me you’re jealous of a guy on TV, babe.”

Ethan’s cock twitched under the blanket.

He wasn’t jealous.

He was burning.

The images flashed through his mind again — only this time it went further.

Kelly on her knees, looking up at that same actor with that curious, slightly nervous expression she got when something new turned her on. Kelly’s soft moans as a much thicker, darker cock stretched her open.

Kelly coming home flushed and satisfied, climbing into bed with him and whispering how different it felt.

He shifted on the couch, trying to hide how hard he was getting.

Kelly noticed the movement. Her eyes flicked down briefly, then back up to his face. A tiny, playful smirk tugged at her lips.

“You’re being weird tonight,” she said, voice teasing but gentle. “Is this about that scene? Because if you’re worried I’m suddenly going to run off with some actor…” She trailed off, then leaned in and kissed his cheek softly.“I’m right here, Ethan. I’m not going anywhere.”

But as she pulled back, her eyes lingered on his for just a second longer than usual. There was something new in them — a flicker of curiosity. A tiny spark of “what if?”

Or maybe Ethan was imagining it.

Kelly stood up, stretching again, her hoodie riding up enough to show the curve of her ass in those tiny cotton shorts.“I’m gonna grab some water. You want anything?”

“No, I’m good,” he managed.

As she walked toward the kitchen, hips swaying just a little, Ethan stared after her.

His mind was already racing ahead.

What if she wasn’t just being the cool girl tonight?

What if that spark he thought he saw was real?

What if “Cool Girl Kelly” was starting to wonder what it would feel like to let go… just once?

Then as if she was reading his mind…

“I’m horny,” she said simply, turning to look at him. No teasing lilt. Just a straightforward statement.

Ethan’s heart slammed in his chest.

She took his hand and pulled him off the couch, leading him toward the bedroom without another word.The second the bedroom door clicked shut, Kelly was on him.

She pushed him back onto the bed with surprising force, climbing on top and straddling his hips. Her mouth found his in a hungry kiss — deeper and more aggressive than usual. Her hips rolled against him immediately, grinding down hard through their clothes.

Ethan groaned into her mouth. She was already soaked; he could feel the heat through her thin shorts.

Kelly sat up, yanked her hoodie off in one smooth motion, and tossed it aside. Her breasts bounced free — nipples already tight and dark. She didn’t wait. She grabbed his hands and placed them on her tits, squeezing his fingers hard around them as she rocked her hips faster.

“Fuck, I need this,” she breathed, voice low and rough.She was different tonight.

More aggressive. More urgent. Her usual playful softness was gone, replaced by something raw and almost feral. Her eyes were half-lidded, but there was a distant look in them — like part of her mind was somewhere else.

Ethan couldn’t stop the thought: Is she imagining him right now? Those big hands instead of mine? That thick black cock pressing against her instead of me?

The fantasy hit him like a freight train.

Kelly reached down, shoved his shorts and boxers down just enough to free his aching cock, and stroked him hard and fast a few times. Then she rose up, pushed her own shorts and panties to the side, and sank down onto him in one slick, greedy motion.

“Oh fuck…” Ethan gasped.

She felt warmer and wetter than usual. She immediately started riding him hard, hips slamming down with purpose. No slow buildup. No gentle teasing. Just pure, aggressive need.

Her hands planted on his chest for leverage as she bounced on his cock, tits swaying heavily with every thrust. Low, throaty moans spilled from her lips…moans that sounded different. Hungrier.

Ethan gripped her hips, trying to match her rhythm, but she was setting the pace completely. Every time he looked up at her face, that distant, faraway look was still there. Like she was picturing someone else’s body beneath her. Someone much stronger. Someone who could actually handle how rough she wanted it tonight.The thought destroyed him.

“Kelly…” he groaned, already feeling the pressure building way too fast.

She didn’t answer. She just rode him harder, grinding her clit against his pelvis with every downward stroke, chasing her own pleasure with single-minded intensity.

Ethan tried to hold back. He really did. But the combination of her aggression, her wetness, and the poisonous fantasy that she was secretly fucking that actor in her head was too much.

He came hard and sudden and way too soon, hips jerking up as he spilled inside her with a choked groan.

Kelly froze mid-motion.For a split second, something flashed across her face — frustration, almost anger. Her hips gave one last involuntary grind, like her body was still desperately chasing what it needed.

Then it was gone.

She blinked, and the cool girl mask slipped back into place almost instantly.

She let out a soft, slightly disappointed breath and leaned down to kiss his forehead.

“Wow… that was fast,” she murmured, voice gentle again, even if there was the faintest edge underneath.

Ethan’s face burned with shame. “Sorry…I don’t know what happened. You just felt so good tonight.”

Kelly gave him a small smile and carefully lifted herself off him. A trickle of his cum leaked down her thigh as she rolled onto her back beside him.

“It’s okay, babe,” she said lightly, reaching over to stroke his chest. “We all have off nights.”

She kissed his cheek, then stared up at the ceiling for a moment, one hand resting casually on her stomach.

Ethan lay there, heart still pounding, cock softening pathetically between his legs. The shame mixed with a fresh wave of twisted arousal. She was so worked up… and I couldn’t even last.

Kelly turned her head toward him, her expression soft and easy once more.

“Want to try again in a bit?” she asked, voice perfectly casual, like nothing had happened.

But Ethan could still see that tiny flicker of frustration she’d tried to hide. And underneath it, something else.

Something hungrier.

Something that hadn’t been satisfied.

They both fell asleep before they got the chance to have sex again.


Chapter 3

Ethan woke up Saturday morning with Kelly’s bare leg still draped over his thigh. Sunlight filtered through the half-closed blinds, painting soft stripes across her sleeping face. She looked peaceful, like the same easy, relaxed Kelly he’d fallen in love with. Mouth slightly parted, long brown hair fanned across the pillow, one arm tucked under her head. Completely unaware of the storm raging inside him.

He couldn’t stop replaying last night.

The way she’d pushed him onto the bed with surprising force. The hungry, almost desperate way she’d kissed him. How aggressively she’d ridden him — hips slamming down hard, tits bouncing, low throaty moans spilling from her lips like she was chasing something she couldn’t quite reach. The distant look in her hazel eyes, like part of her mind had been somewhere else entirely.

And then the moment he’d come too soon.

That brief flash across of frustration, maybe even a flicker of anger across her face, before the cool girl mask slipped back into place. “It’s okay, babe,” she’d said softly, like it was no big deal.

But it was a big deal.

Because for the first time in their six years together, Ethan was almost certain Kelly had been imagining someone else while she fucked him.

That black actor from the movie. Those sculpted abs. Those big hands pinning the woman against the shower tile. Ethan kept seeing Kelly in that woman’s place — her head tilted back, moaning louder than she ever had with him.

His cock twitched under the sheet at the memory.

He carefully slid out of bed so he wouldn’t wake her and went to the bathroom. The second the door clicked shut, he gripped the counter and stared at himself in the mirror. His face was flushed. He was already half-hard again.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

He tried to shake it off. Took a quick shower. Stroked himself slowly under the hot water, replaying the way Kelly had ground down on him so aggressively, the wet heat of her, the little frustrated sound she’d made when he finished too fast.

He came quickly in the shower, biting his lip to stay quiet, imagining Kelly on her knees in front of that actor instead.

The shame hit him immediately afterward.

By the time he got dressed and walked back into the bedroom, Kelly was awake. She stretched lazily, giving him that warm, genuine smile that always made his chest feel light.

“Morning, babe,” she said, voice still husky from sleep. She reached out and tugged him down for a soft kiss. “You slept like the dead after round one.”

Ethan forced a chuckle. “Yeah… sorry about that.”

Kelly waved it off with an easy shrug, already climbing out of bed in just her panties. “Don’t worry about it. We both had a long week.” She padded toward the bathroom, hips swaying naturally. “I’m gonna shower. Want coffee when I’m done?”

“Sure,” he said, watching her go.The moment the bathroom door closed, the fantasy slammed back into him full force.

He spent the rest of the morning in a fog.

They made breakfast together. Kelly chatted about normal things — work, a funny story from one of her friends, what movie they should watch tonight. She was her usual cool, go-with-the-flow self. Laughing easily. Touching his arm. Stealing bites of his toast.

But every time she bent over to grab something from the fridge, or stretched to reach a high cabinet, Ethan’s mind replaced the scene with darker images. Kelly bent over for someone else. Kelly moaning while a much thicker cock stretched her open. Kelly coming home flushed and satisfied, telling him how much better it felt.

By afternoon he was rock hard again, hiding it under loose shorts, barely able to focus on anything she said.

Kelly noticed he was quiet, but she didn’t push. She just gave him one of those soft, understanding smiles and said, “You seem distracted today. Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” he lied. “Just tired.”

She accepted it without question. Because that was Kelly.

Cool. Easy. Never making things weird.

And that only made it worse.

Because the more normal and affectionate she acted, the more Ethan became convinced that something had shifted inside her Friday night — even if she would never admit it.

And the worst part?

He couldn’t stop hoping it had.

…

By Monday evening, Ethan was losing control.

Kelly had gone to the gym after work — one of her usual quick evening sessions. She’d kissed him on the cheek on her way out, smelling like vanilla and fresh laundry, and told him she’d be back in about an hour.

The second the front door clicked shut, Ethan’s resolve crumbled.

He sat on the couch with his laptop, heart already hammering. His hands shook slightly as he typed the actor’s name into the search bar. A few clicks later, he was on a porn site he’d never visited before.The thumbnails hit him like a punch to the gut.

Tall, muscular black men. White women moaning beneath them. Husbands watching from the corner of the room or through a cracked door. Titles like “My Wife’s First BBC,” “She Couldn’t Handle His Size,” and “Cuckold Creampie Challenge.”

Ethan’s cock was rock-hard before he even clicked on the first video.He chose one that looked similar to the shower scene from the movie — a pretty brunette with long wavy hair getting fucked hard in a luxury hotel room. The black actor was huge. Thick, veiny, and long in a way that made Ethan feel physically inadequate. The woman’s moans were loud and shameless as he stretched her open.

Ethan shoved his shorts down and started stroking himself slowly, eyes glued to the screen. Is this what Kelly was imagining?

The thought burned through him. He pictured Kelly in the woman’s place — her hazel eyes rolling back, her mouth open in a silent cry as that thick black cock pushed deep inside her. He imagined her making those same desperate sounds she’d made Friday night, except this time she wouldn’t stop. She’d keep riding, grinding, begging for more.

His hand moved faster.

Video after video. He jumped from one to the next, each one filthier than the last. A wife riding reverse cowgirl while her husband filmed. A woman on her knees choking and gagging happily on a massive BBC while her cuck boyfriend watched from the bed.

Another where the wife came so hard she squirted, screaming that she’d never go back to her husband’s dick.

Ethan was leaking precum all over his fist. He edged himself mercilessly, slowing down every time he got close, drawing it out. His breathing was ragged.“Fuck… Kelly…” he whispered under his breath.

He imagined her coming home from the gym still sweaty, stripping down, and telling him she’d been thinking about this all day. Imagined her pushing him onto the couch and riding him while describing exactly how much bigger and better a real BBC would feel.

The shame was overwhelming, but it only made him harder.

He lost track of time. One video blended into another. His balls ached from how long he’d been edging. He was right on the brink again when he heard the familiar sound of keys in the front door.

Shit.

Ethan panicked. He slammed the laptop shut, but it was too late to pull his shorts up properly. His cock was still out, glistening and throbbing, the browser history full of BBC cuckold videos.

The door opened.

Kelly stepped inside, gym bag over her shoulder, wearing tight black leggings and a cropped tank top that showed a strip of toned stomach. Her skin was flushed from the workout, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail.

She froze for half a second when she saw him on the couch — laptop closed on the coffee table, shorts around his thighs, hand still wrapped around his painfully hard cock.

Her eyebrows rose slightly.

Then that easy, cool-girl smile spread across her face.

“Well…” she said calmly, closing the door behind her and setting her bag down. “Looks like I caught you at a bad time.”

Ethan’s face burned crimson. He tried to yank his shorts up, but his hands were shaking so badly he only made it worse.

Kelly walked over slowly, eyes flicking from his exposed cock to the closed laptop.

She tilted her head, still smiling that soft, unbothered smile.

“Let me see what you’re watching, babe.”

…

Ethan’s heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears. His cock was still rock-hard, leaking, twitching visibly in his lap. He wanted to disappear into the couch.

“Let me see what you’re watching, babe,” Kelly said again, her voice calm and gentle, like she was asking him to pass the remote.

She stepped closer, set her bag on the floor, and reached for the laptop before he could stop her. Ethan’s hand twitched uselessly toward it, but it was too late.

Kelly opened the laptop.

The video was still paused on the screen — a pretty brunette who looked a little like her was on all fours, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure as a massive black cock thrust deep inside her from behind. The title at the top read “Wife’s First BBC – She Can’t Stop Cumming.”

Kelly’s eyes went wide.

She stared at the screen for several long, silent seconds.

“Oh my god, Ethan…” she breathed, her voice soft with genuine surprise.

She didn’t sound angry. She didn’t sound disgusted.

She sounded…stunned. Almost impressed.

Kelly slowly lowered herself onto the couch beside him, still holding the laptop. Her eyes stayed glued to the screen as she hit play for just a few seconds. The woman on the video let out a loud, broken moan as the thick cock stretched her even wider.

“Wow…” Kelly murmured, almost to herself. “This is…really intense.”

She tilted her head slightly, watching the way the woman’s body shook with every thrust. Her cheeks had a faint flush now, and Ethan noticed her thighs press together just a little.She paused the video again and turned to look at him.

Ethan was mortified. His face felt like it was on fire. His cock was still out, throbbing humiliatingly between them.

Kelly’s hazel eyes flicked down to his erection, then back up to his face. That cool, easy smile returned — softer now, but with something new sparkling behind it.

“So this is what’s been making you act so weird the last few days,” she said quietly. Not accusing. Just… observing. Like she was putting together a puzzle.

“I… I didn’t mean for you to see that,” Ethan stammered, his voice barely working.

Kelly let out a small, gentle laugh — the kind she used when something was mildly awkward but not worth making a big deal over.

“Babe, it’s okay,” she said, reaching over and casually resting her hand on his bare thigh, only inches from his leaking cock. “I’m not mad. I’m just… surprised.”

She glanced back at the paused screen, then at him again.“I mean… this is pretty hardcore. That guy is huge.” She raised her eyebrows slightly, a hint of genuine curiosity in her tone. “And the girl looks like she’s losing her mind. Is this…what you’ve been thinking about?”

Ethan couldn’t speak. He could only nod weakly.Kelly studied his face for a long moment, her thumb absently stroking his thigh. Then she looked back at the screen one more time, biting her lower lip just slightly.

“Damn,” she said softly, almost under her breath. “That’s…a lot of dick.”

She closed the laptop and set it on the coffee table, then turned fully toward him. Her expression was still calm, still that trademark cool-girl composure, but her eyes had a new brightness to them.

“So,” she said, voice light but undeniably intrigued, “when you jerk off to this kind of stuff…are you…thinking about me?”

The question hung in the air between them.

Ethan’s cock gave another helpless twitch.

Kelly noticed.

And she smiled.


Chapter 4

Kelly looked at him for one long, charged second, her hazel eyes dark with curiosity and something hotter.

Then she leaned in and kissed him hard, her hand wrapping around his leaking cock and stroking slowly.

“Don’t say anything yet,” she whispered.She stood quickly, stripping off her gym clothes until she was completely naked. Climbing back onto his lap, she lined him up and sank down onto his cock in one smooth, wet motion.

“Mmm… fuck, you’re really worked up,” she breathed as she started riding him, hips rolling deep and steady.

After a few strokes, she leaned forward, lips brushing his ear.“So… that turns you on, huh?” she asked softly, voice laced with genuine curiosity. “Watching girls who look like me take big, black cock?”

She ground down harder, letting out a low moan as she felt him throb inside her.“Is that what you want, Ethan? You want to see me like that?”

Ethan groaned helplessly beneath her.Kelly smiled, clearly enjoying the power rush. She sat up a little straighter, hands on his chest, and started bouncing faster.

“Fuck… that’s so dirty,” she murmured, almost to herself. “But I kinda like it…”

Her eyes stayed locked on his as she rode him with more intensity, her voice turning breathy and teasing.

“God, just thinking about it… me moaning for a huge black dick while you watch… that really gets you this hard?”

She clenched around him deliberately, riding him with slow, forceful grinds.

“Tell me,” she breathed, slowing her movements to a torturous pace. “Is this what you’ve been thinking about since Friday night? Since that movie?”

Ethan couldn’t speak. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he tried to make her move faster. She resisted, staying in complete control.

“I need to hear you say it,” Kelly insisted, lifting herself until just the tip of his cock remained inside her. “Tell me what you want.”

“Yes,” he finally groaned, the word ripping from his throat. “I want to see you with someone like him.”

Kelly’s pupils dilated, her breath catching. She sank back down on him with a low moan that sounded different—hungrier, more genuine than he’d heard in years.

“You want to watch me fuck a big, black cock?” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. She started riding him faster, her body responding to the confession. “That’s what you’ve been imagining? Me taking someone much bigger than you? Someone who could actually satisfy me?”

Ethan nodded desperately, his hips thrusting up to meet hers. The fantasy spilled from his lips before he could stop it.

“I want to see you lose control,” he gasped. “I want to see what you’d look like with someone who could really fuck you properly.”

Kelly’s rhythm faltered for just a second. Something flashed across her face—surprise, excitement, maybe even relief. Then she leaned down, her breasts pressing against his chest, and kissed him deeply.

“You have no idea how hot that is,” she whispered against his lips. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

“I don’t know,” Ethan admitted, his hands sliding down her waist, “a while I guess.”

“And then since the movie,” Ethan continued, his heart pounding against his ribs. “When I saw you watching him, something just... clicked. I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Kelly’s eyes darkened. She bit her lower lip, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles that made his breath catch.

“So you picked that movie on purpose,” she said. Not a question. A realization.

Ethan nodded, unable to look away from her face. The flush on her cheeks had deepened, spreading down her neck to her chest. Her nipples were hard, her skin hot where it pressed against his.

“And you’ve been jerking off to videos like that? Imagining me with someone like him?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the confession sending another jolt of arousal through him. “I’ve been thinking about it constantly.”

Kelly’s movements became more urgent, her rhythm faltering slightly as she ground herself against him. Her breath came quicker, catching in her throat.

“I can’t believe you’ve been thinking about this,” she said, her voice low and husky. “And I can’t believe how much it turns me on.”

She leaned back, hands braced on his thighs as she rode him with new intensity. The position showed off her body—breasts bouncing, stomach tightening with each movement, the place where they joined completely visible.

“Would you really want that?” she asked, watching his face carefully. “Me with someone else? Someone bigger?”

“Yes,” Ethan groaned, the word ripping from somewhere deep inside him.

Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her inner walls clenching around him at his confession. When she opened them again, they were darker, almost feverish.

“What if I liked it too much?” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “What if I couldn’t go back to normal after experiencing something like that?”

The question hung between them, charged with dangerous possibility. Ethan’s hips jerked involuntarily at her words, his cock throbbing inside her.

“Oh,” Kelly breathed, eyes widening as she felt his response. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? The idea of me getting ruined for you.”

Her pace quickened, movements growing more desperate. She leaned forward again, her hair falling around them like a curtain, creating an intimate space where only their confessions existed.

Ethan couldn’t hold it anymore.

“Fuck!” he groaned, his hips bucking wildly beneath her as pleasure ripped through him. His fingers dug into her thighs as he came harder than he ever had before, his entire body shaking with the force of his release.

Kelly moaned, grinding down against him, riding out his orgasm. Her expression shifted into something raw and hungry as she felt him pulsing inside her. She didn’t stop moving, chasing her own pleasure with single-minded determination.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, reaching down to touch herself. “I’m so close—“

Her movements grew frantic, desperate. Ethan watched her through half-lidded eyes, still dazed from his own climax. She looked almost feral above him—hair wild, skin flushed, eyes closed tight as her fingers worked quick circles against her clit.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I’m thinking about it—about him—oh fuck—“

Her body went rigid, thighs clamping around Ethan’s hips as she came with a sharp cry. She shuddered violently, her inner walls pulsing around his softening cock, milking the last drops from him as she rode out her orgasm.

When she finally collapsed against his chest, they were both breathing hard, skin slick with sweat. For several long moments, neither of them spoke. The confession hung in the air between them, impossible to take back.

Kelly was the first to move. She lifted her head, hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, and looked at him with wide, uncertain eyes.

“Did we just...?” she whispered, not finishing the thought.

Ethan nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah.”

She carefully lifted herself off him.

“Fuck, that was…what was that?” she whispered.

“I don’t know,” Ethan whispered back.

“Well, I know one thing…it was fucking hot,” Kelly said with her cool girl smile.

Then she stood up and started to walk away.

“I’m going to go take a shower,” she said, then looked back over her shoulder, “feel free to join me…”


Chapter 5

Ethan stared after Kelly as she disappeared into the bathroom, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. The sound of the shower starting echoed through the apartment, mingling with the pounding of his heart. He sat frozen on the couch, his shorts still tangled around his thighs, trying to process everything.

She hadn’t been disgusted. She hadn’t been angry. She’d been turned on. Really turned on. And she’d admitted it—admitted thinking about it while she came.

The bathroom door remained partially open. An invitation.

Ethan pulled his shorts up with trembling hands and stood on unsteady legs. His body felt wrung out, drained in the best possible way, yet somehow his mind was more alert than ever. Every nerve ending seemed to hum with a strange new energy as he made his way to the bathroom.

Steam had already begun to fill the small space. Kelly’s silhouette was visible through the fogged glass door, water running down her curves. She glanced over her shoulder when she heard him enter, her hazel eyes meeting his through the steam.

“Took you long enough,” she said with a soft smile, pushing the door open slightly. “Get in here.”

Ethan stripped quickly, his movements clumsy with anticipation. He stepped into the shower, the hot water immediately soothing his tense muscles. Kelly stood under the spray, her hair dark and slick against her shoulders, her skin flushed pink from the heat.

They’d showered together countless times before—it was a comfortable routine—but this felt different. The air between them crackled with unspoken questions, with the weight of their confessions still hanging in the steam.

Kelly reached for the soap, her fingers brushing his chest as she did. “So,” she said, her voice casual despite the intensity in her eyes, “that fantasy of yours... it’s been on your mind for a while, huh?”

Ethan swallowed hard, watching droplets cascade down the curve of her breast. The steam made everything feel dreamlike, as if they were suspended in some alternate reality where these conversations were normal.

“Yeah,” he admitted. “But I never thought I’d tell you about it.”

Kelly reached for the shampoo, squeezing a dollop into her palm before working it into her hair. Her movements were unhurried, methodical—the same Kelly she’d always been, except now she knew his darkest fantasy.

“Why not?” she asked, rinsing the suds from her hair. “Did you think I’d freak out?”

Ethan leaned against the shower wall, feeling the cool tile against his back. “I guess I thought you’d be upset. Or think it was weird.” Ethan watched as Kelly tilted her head back to rinse her hair, water streaming down the elegant curve of her throat. “I mean, it’s not exactly normal.”

Kelly opened her eyes, droplets clinging to her lashes as she regarded him with that steady gaze that always made him feel like she could see straight through him.

“Normal is overrated,” she said simply. She reached for the body wash, squeezing some into her palm and beginning to work it over her shoulders in slow, deliberate circles. “Besides, fantasies are just fantasies. Everyone has them.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry as he watched her hands glide over her wet skin. “And what about you?” The question slipped out before he could stop it. “Do you have fantasies you’ve never told me about?”

Something flickered across her face.

Kelly’s eyes darted away for just a moment before meeting his again, a slight hesitation that Ethan had rarely seen from her.

“Maybe…” she said, her voice softer now. She handed him the body wash, their fingers brushing under the warm spray. “But I think you just discovered one of them.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened.

“Maybe what?” Ethan asked.

“Well, maybe yours and mine…overlap a little bit,” she said. Biting her bottom lip.

“You’re serious?” Ethan’s voice cracked slightly. The water suddenly felt too hot against his skin. “You’ve thought about it too?”

Kelly’s cheeks flushed deeper than the shower heat could explain. She looked down at her hands, still covered in soap. “I mean, not exactly the same way you have…I didn’t like picture you being a part of it…or being so into it, but yeah I guess I’ve always had that fantasy of being with a black guy, I mean…what white girl my age hasn’t?”

Ethan stared at her, the water pounding against his back, forgotten. His heart stuttered in his chest as her words echoed in his head.

“You’ve thought about it before?” He could barely get the question out, his voice rough and low.

Kelly shrugged, that easy, casual gesture that was so quintessentially her, but there was something different in her eyes now. A vulnerability he rarely saw.

“I wouldn’t say I’ve obsessed over it or anything,” she said, reaching for the conditioner. “But yeah, I’ve wondered what it would be like. A lot of my friends in college got to you know, experience it, and I heard the stories and just like…whatever, it’s not big deal but yeah, it’s hot. The idea has always turned me on.”

Ethan’s mind raced, trying to process this new information. All this time he’d been hiding these thoughts, feeling guilty, and she’d had similar fantasies of her own? The realization hit him like lightning. All those porn videos he’d been consuming—they weren’t just about his fantasy. They were showing him something Kelly had been curious about all along.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” he asked, water streaming down his face.

Kelly worked the conditioner through her hair, fingers combing through the strands methodically. “I don’t know. It never occurred to me to share something like that with you. It’s not like something I think about often or anything.” She paused, looking at him with those perceptive hazel eyes. “Plus, I didn’t think you’d be so fucking into it.”

She winked at Ethan.

Then she reached for the shower gel, squeezing a generous amount into her palm.

He watched her in awe. How could she be so cool and casual about this, so matter of fact?

She started to lather her arms, then her chest, her touch lingering over her breasts in a way that made Ethan’s mouth go dry. “Besides,” she continued, her voice slightly huskier, “it’s not like I’ve been sitting around pining for it or anything. It’s just a fantasy. Like how sometimes I imagine what it would be like to be a rock star or live in Paris. It’s not real. It’s not like something I have to do.”

But as she said it, her eyes met his, and Ethan saw something flicker there—a flash of heat, of curiosity, of maybe even longing.

“Yeah, right,” Ethan said, nervously.

“But it’s not like I’ve never thought about it either,” Kelly admitted, her voice dropping to almost a whisper beneath the steady drum of water. “Especially since that movie Friday night.”

Ethan felt his heart skip. “The shower scene?”

She nodded, rinsing the conditioner from her hair. “Yeah. I mean, he was... impressive.” Her eyes flicked down Ethan’s body, then back up to his face. “And then when you came so fast that night, I couldn’t help wondering...”

The confession hung between them, heavy with implication. Ethan’s chest tightened as he watched her, water streaming down her perfect body, her expression more vulnerable than he’d ever seen it.

“Wondering what?” he asked, his voice barely audible over the shower.

Kelly reached out, her soapy hand resting on his chest. “What it would feel like,” she finished, her gaze holding his steadily. “To be with someone that different. Someone that...big.”

Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. He could barely hear over the rushing water and the blood pounding in his ears. Kelly was still looking at him, her expression open and curious, waiting for his response.

“So we’ve both been thinking about the same thing,” he managed, his voice rough.

Kelly nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Seems that way.” She moved closer, her wet body pressing against his. “And now we know.”

The water cascaded over them as her lips met his, soft and exploratory. It wasn’t their usual kiss—there was something new in it, something questioning. When she pulled back, droplets clung to her eyelashes, making her hazel eyes seem even brighter.

“You’re getting hard again,” she whispered.

His cock throbbed against her stomach, hard again so quickly that it surprised even him. Kelly’s hand slid down between them, fingers wrapping around his shaft with a gentle squeeze that made him groan.

“I can’t help it,” Ethan groaned.

They fucked again in the shower, this time it was quiet, slow and passionate.


Chapter 6

A few days passed where everything seemed to go back to normal and Ethan began to wonder if it had all been a dream. But then Friday night rolled around again.

Kelly had suggested another movie night at home, her casual tone giving nothing away. She’d picked up Thai food on her way home from work and changed into her usual loungewear—cotton shorts and an oversized t-shirt that slipped off one shoulder. Nothing unusual. Nothing to indicate that anything had shifted between them.

Ethan picked up the remote and began to click through movie thumbnails.

“What are you in the mood for?” he asked absentmindedly.

“Well, actually,” Kelly said, shifting closer to him on the couch. She leaned over and whispered into his ear, “I was thinking of a different genre tonight…I was thinking maybe you could go get your laptop and show me one of your favorite scenes…”

Ethan’s pulse kicked into high gear. He turned to face Kelly, searching her expression for any sign she was joking. Her hazel eyes met his steadily, a slight flush spreading across her cheeks.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice catching.

Kelly’s lips curved into a small, teasing smile. “Why not? It’s hot, let’s have some fun together..”

Ethan’s pulse kicked into high gear. He turned to face Kelly, searching her expression for any sign she was joking. Her hazel eyes met his steadily, a slight flush spreading across her cheeks.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice catching.

Kelly’s lips curved into a small, teasing smile. “Why not? You’ve already seen what I look like when I’m thinking about it.” She shrugged one bare shoulder. “Might as well see the real thing.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. His heart hammered against his ribs as he got up from the couch on slightly unsteady legs and retrieved his laptop from the bedroom. When he returned, Kelly had already set up the coffee table with their Thai food containers and was pouring two glasses of red wine.

She patted the couch cushion beside her. “Come on. Show me what you’ve been watching.”

He sat down, placing the laptop between them. His fingers trembled slightly as he opened it and navigated to his browser history, opening an incognito window. He hesitated for a moment, his fingers hovering over the keyboard.

“What kind of scenes do you want to see?” he asked, his voice lower than usual.

Kelly took a sip of her wine, leaning closer to look at the screen. “Show me what you’ve been watching. The ones that get you the most worked up.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned as he typed in the website address. The homepage loaded with its grid of thumbnails—professional videos mixed with amateur clips, all featuring the same theme: white women with black men, often with their partners watching or filming.

Kelly’s eyes widened slightly as she scanned the page. “Wow,” she breathed, leaning in closer. “There’s a lot of this, huh?”

Ethan nodded, watching her reaction carefully. She didn’t seem disgusted or shocked or judgmental—just curious. She reached for her wine again, taking another long sip.

“Click on one,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before.

Ethan selected a video titled “Wife’s First BBC Experience - Husband Films.” The thumbnail showed a pretty blonde woman looking wide-eyed at an impressively endowed black man while her husband held the camera. As the video began to play, Kelly settled back against the couch cushions, absently reaching for her pad thai.

They watched in silence as the scene unfolded. The couple on screen was attractive and seemed genuine—not professional porn actors. The woman’s nervous excitement and her husband’s encouragement felt real. When the black man undressed and revealed himself, Kelly’s chopsticks paused halfway to her mouth.

“Jesus,” she murmured, eyes fixed on the screen. “That’s... substantial.”

Ethan watched Kelly’s face as she stared at the screen. Her cheeks had flushed a deeper pink, and she’d stopped eating altogether, the container of pad thai forgotten in her lap. On screen, the woman’s eyes had gone wide as she took the man in her hand for the first time.

“Could you imagine, like actually filming your wife doing that?” Kelly asked casually, then she chuckled. “Stupid question, obviously you could.”

Ethan’s laugh came out strained. “Yeah...I guess so.”

The woman on screen was now on her knees, struggling to fit even half of the man into her mouth. Her husband’s voice came from behind the camera, encouraging her, telling her how sexy she looked.

Kelly took another sip of wine, then set her glass down and reached for her food again. She twirled noodles around her chopsticks with the same casual ease she might have while watching a Marvel movie, but Ethan noticed her breathing had quickened slightly.

“So is this what you usually watch?” she asked, nodding toward the screen. “Amateur stuff like this?”

Ethan nodded, feeling oddly exposed. “Yeah, mostly. The professional ones seem too... fake.”

“Mmm,” Kelly hummed in agreement, her eyes still on the screen. “This does feel more real. Like they genuinely enjoy what they’re doing. Hey, do you have any where the wife looks like me?”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. He glanced at Kelly, trying to read her expression, but she was still watching the screen, her eyes following the action with focused attention.

“Maybe a couple,” he said.

“Show me one,” Kelly said eagerly.

Ethan’s heart raced as he clicked through his history, searching for the video he’d watched just a few days ago. His fingers felt clumsy on the trackpad as Kelly leaned closer, her warmth radiating against his side, the faint scent of her shampoo filling his nostrils.

“This one,” he said, his voice coming out hoarse as he clicked on a thumbnail.

The video loaded, showing a brunette with wavy hair similar to Kelly’s. She was sitting on the edge of a bed, looking up nervously but excitedly at a tall, muscular black man standing in front of her. Her husband’s voice came from behind the camera, soft but encouraging.

“Oh wow,” Kelly whispered, setting her food aside completely now. “She’s hot…”

The woman on screen reached forward with trembling fingers, her wedding ring visible as she wrapped her hand around the man’s shaft. She gasped at the size and weight of it, her eyes widening in genuine surprise.

“Oh my god,” she breathed on screen, looking up at him with a mixture of intimidation and desire. “I don’t know if I can...”

Kelly shifted on the couch beside Ethan, her thigh pressing against his. He glanced over and saw her teeth worrying her bottom lip, her eyes fixed on the screen with an intensity that made his pulse race.

“You really think I look like her?” she asked softly, not taking her eyes off the video.

“Yeah,” Ethan managed, his mouth dry. “Same hair. Same expressions.”

On screen, the woman was now attempting to take the man into her mouth, her husband’s encouraging words barely audible over her muffled moans. Kelly leaned forward slightly, her breathing becoming more shallow.

The woman on screen was now on her knees, her lips stretched wide around the man’s impressive dark girth. Her eyes watered slightly as she looked up at him, her husband’s voice from behind the camera growing more excited with each passing second.

Kelly shifted again beside Ethan, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her wine glass was empty now, and her food remained untouched on the coffee table. The flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her oversized t-shirt.

“Do you imagine me doing that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat suddenly parched. “Sometimes.”

On screen, the woman had given up trying to take more than half of the man in her mouth. She pulled back, gasping slightly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of his cock.

Kelly’s eyes remained fixed on the screen as the scene progressed. The woman was now on her back, legs spread wide as the man positioned himself between them. The camera zoomed in on her face—a mix of nervousness and desperate anticipation—before panning down to where the head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly breathed, unconsciously leaning forward.

On screen, the woman gasped and arched as the man pushed inside. The camera captured her reaction in intimate detail—the way her eyes widened, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

“God, she looks like she’s in pain but loving every second at the same time,” Kelly whispered, her knuckles white around the arm of the couch.

The woman’s initial discomfort soon transformed into something else entirely. Her eyes rolled back, her breathing quickened, and soon she was moaning louder than she had in the entire video, her body trembling as she took more of him with each thrust.

Kelly’s breathing had grown shallow. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and Ethan noticed she had pressed her thighs together tightly. The flush on her cheeks had deepened to a rosy glow that spread down her neck.

Kelly suddenly reached over and closed the laptop, her fingers trembling slightly as she pushed it away on the coffee table. The abrupt silence felt heavy between them, broken only by their uneven breathing.

“Ethan,” she said, her voice husky as she turned to face him. “Do you... do you actually want this? Or is it just something hot to watch?”

Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs. The question hung in the air, dangerous and thrilling. He searched her face, trying to read what she wanted to hear.

“I think about it all the time,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “Not just as a fantasy. I’ve been imagining what it would actually be like.”

Kelly’s eyes widened slightly, the hazel darkening as her pupils dilated. She bit her lower lip, a gesture that always drove him crazy.

“Godddd...” she groaned, “why is this so fucking hot? Feel my pussy.”

Ethan’s hand trembled as he reached between Kelly’s thighs. The cotton of her shorts was soaked through, her heat radiating against his palm. He pressed his fingers against her, feeling her wetness seep through the thin fabric.

“Jesus,” he whispered, his voice cracking.

Kelly grabbed his wrist, pressing his hand harder against her. “I can’t believe how turned on I am,” she said, her breath coming in short gasps. “Just from watching that... from talking about it...”

She leaned forward suddenly, capturing his mouth in a desperate kiss. Her tongue pushed past his lips as she climbed onto his lap, straddling him. Her hips ground against his erection, the dampness of her shorts creating a delicious friction that made him groan into her mouth.

“Tell me more,” she demanded, breaking the kiss to look into his eyes. Her pupils were blown wide, her lips swollen from kissing him. “What exactly do you picture? When you think about me with someone else?”

Ethan’s hands slid up her thighs to grip her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh through the thin cotton shorts. The pressure in his chest was almost unbearable, like his heart might explode if he didn’t get the words out.

“I think about watching you take someone bigger than me,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Someone who makes you feel things I can’t. I think about the look on your face when you realize how different it feels. How much more intense.”

Kelly moaned softly, grinding down harder against his erection. Her hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in through his t-shirt.

“What else?” she breathed, her eyes locked on his.

“I think about you taunting me while I watch, telling me how much better it is…”

“I think about you fucking me after, still wet from him...” Ethan’s voice cracked as he admitted the darkest part of his fantasy. “Still full of him. And telling me every detail...”

Kelly’s breathing grew more ragged, her hips grinding against him with increasing urgency. She yanked her t-shirt over her head in one fluid motion, revealing her bare breasts. Her nipples were hard, flushed a deeper pink than usual.

“And what if—“ she began, her voice catching as she rolled her hips against him. “What if I liked it too much? What if I wanted to do it again?”

Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. He gripped her hips tighter, pulling her down against him.

“That’s the hottest part,” he admitted, the confession burning in his throat. “Knowing you might get addicted to it. That you might need it.”

Kelly’s eyes darkened. She tugged her shirt off in one fluid motion, her breasts bouncing free. Her nipples were hard, flushed a deeper pink than usual.

“God, Ethan,” she whispered, leaning forward to kiss him again. Her breath was hot against his lips. “I want to try it.”

The words hit him like an electric shock. His hands froze on her waist.

“Seriously?” he whispered.

“Seriously?” he whispered.

Kelly nodded, her eyes never leaving his face. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, the flush spreading across her collarbone now.

“I want to try it,” she repeated, her voice steadier this time. “Not just talk about it.”

Ethan’s throat went dry. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was suddenly transforming into something real, something tangible. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his fingertips where they pressed against her waist.

“You mean... actually find someone?” he managed, his voice cracking slightly.

Kelly bit her lower lip, then nodded again. “Yeah. For real.” She shifted in his lap, her hips making small, unconscious circles against his erection. “I mean, if you really want it too. If it’s not just a fantasy.”

Ethan stared up at her, taking in the wild tumble of her wavy brown hair, the dark intensity of her usually calm hazel eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as they rested against his chest. This was Kelly—his cool, go-with-the-flow wife who never made things complicated. And here she was, making this seem as easy and natural as picking a place to go to dinner.

Ethan’s mouth went dry, his heart pounding so hard he could feel it in his throat. This was really happening. His fantasy—the one that had consumed him for weeks, the one he’d been jerking off to in secret—was suddenly on the verge of becoming reality.

“You’re serious?” he asked again, searching her face for any hint of hesitation.

Kelly nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “Yeah. I am.” She shifted on his lap, her wet shorts creating a delicious friction against his erection.

“I love you, Ethan,” she whispered, “And I would love to bring your fantasy to life for you…” she bit her bottom lip, “and for me too…”

The words hung between them, charged with possibility. Ethan felt his throat constrict, his heart hammering against his ribs as Kelly’s hazel eyes searched his face, waiting for his response. She was serious—actually serious about making this fantasy real.

“I love you too,” he finally managed, his voice cracking slightly. “And yes—I want this. I want to see you with someone else.”

Kelly’s face broke into a smile that made his chest ache—the same genuine, unrestrained smile that had captured him from their first date. She leaned forward and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his as her hands tangled in his hair.

“Then let’s do it,” she whispered against his lips. “Let’s find someone.”

The reality of what they were discussing crashed over Ethan like a wave. His fantasy was no longer just a fantasy—it was becoming a plan. He’d spent countless hours jerking off to the thought of Kelly with another man, but now that it was becoming real, he felt a rush of anxiety mixed with the arousal.

“How would we even...” he began…

“Shh, shh, shh,” Kelly said, grind on him faster. “Details later, let’s just enjoy how much this is turning us on right now, let me show you how slutty I’m gonna be for you…howI’m gonna ride that big…black…dick right in front of you…how I’m gonna suck it…”

Kelly’s nails dug into his shoulders as she ground against him, her movements growing more frantic with each roll of her hips.

“I want you to see exactly what I’d do,” she panted, her hair falling in waves around her flushed face. “How I’d take every inch of him.”

Ethan gripped her waist, his fingers pressing into her soft skin as he guided her movements. His cock strained painfully against his shorts, the friction of her wet cotton shorts against him almost unbearable.

“Show me,” he groaned, the words catching in his throat.

Kelly’s eyes locked with his as she slipped off his lap and onto her knees between his legs. Her fingers trembled slightly as she tugged at his waistband. Ethan lifted his hips, allowing her to pull his shorts and boxers down in one swift motion. His cock sprang free, already leaking at the tip.

She wrapped her fingers around him, her touch feather-light at first, then firmer. Her eyes never left his face as she lowered her head, lips parting. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped him, and Ethan’s head fell back against the couch. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding her movements but simply anchoring himself in the overwhelming sensation.

Kelly took him deeper, her hazel eyes still fixed on his face, watching his reaction. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head of his cock before taking him deep again.

“Fuck,” Ethan gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily. “Just like that.”

She pulled back slightly, her lips still touching the tip of his cock. “I’d suck him just like this,” she whispered, her breath hot against his wet skin. “Right in front of you.” She lowered her head again, taking him deeper than before, her throat relaxing to accommodate him.

Ethan’s entire body tensed as he watched her. The sight of Kelly on her knees, her perfect lips stretched around him, combined with her words sent him hurtling toward the edge faster than he expected. His breathing grew ragged, his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Kelly,” he warned, his voice strained. “I’m close—“

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she took him deeper, her hands gripping his thighs as she sucked him with renewed intensity. Her hazel eyes looked up at him, challenging him to last longer.

Ethan’s back arched as he came hard, his fingers tightening in her hair. Kelly swallowed around him, taking every drop, not stopping until he’d finished. Only then did she pull back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her cheeks flushed and eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Damn,” she said with a breathless laugh. “And that’s just from imagining it. Imagine how hard you’d cum if…”

Ethan slumped back against the couch, his chest heaving with exertion. His legs felt weak, his mind still spinning from the intensity of what had just happened. Kelly crawled up onto the couch beside him, curling against his side.

Ethan turned to look at her, taking in the wild tumble of her hair, the smudge of mascara under her eye, the slight redness around her lips. She looked beautiful and satisfied, and the thought of sharing her with someone else made his heart race with a mixture of anxiety and renewed desire.

“You would really do it? For me?” Ethan asked.

“Hell yeah,” Kelly said, “I mean don’t get me wrong, I’d obviously be getting something out of it too, but of course babe. It would be like I’m your personal porn star or something…I’d love to give that to you…”

Kelly smiled that easy smile, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Why not? It’s just sex. It’s not like we’re talking about falling in love with someone else.” She shrugged one bare shoulder. “Plus, you’ve clearly been thinking about it a lot. I want to see what it does to you to watch me with someone else…some with a…what do the videos call it…a BBC?”

The casual way she talked about it—like she was suggesting they try a new vacation spot instead of opening up their relationship—made Ethan’s head spin. His cock was already hardening again despite his recent orgasm, the fantasy now becoming something tangible between them.

“Fuck, it’s so hot hearing you talk like that,” Ethan said, gripping his hardening cock in his hand and directing Kelly’s attention to it.

She arched an eyebrow, hopped in his lap, and slipped him inside.

Within seconds, she was riding him, whispering dirty things in his ear, and making him cum hard and fast all over again.

. . .

The next morning, Ethan woke up with Kelly’s arm thrown across his chest, her face nestled against his shoulder. Sunlight streamed through the half-open blinds, casting warm stripes across the rumpled sheets. His body felt pleasantly exhausted, muscles relaxed in the aftermath of their marathon session the night before.

But his mind was already racing ahead.

Kelly had been serious. She really wanted to find someone—a black man with a big cock—and let Ethan watch them together. The thought made his stomach flip with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. He’d been jerking off to this fantasy for weeks, but now that it was becoming a reality, he wasn’t sure how to proceed.

Kelly stirred beside him, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled sleepily, leaning up to press a soft kiss to his lips.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice husky with sleep. “Sleep well?”

Ethan nodded, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Yeah. You?”

“Mmm.” She stretched, her back arching slightly. “Like a rock. Guess all that... activity... took it out of me.”

She rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling. For a moment, they lay in comfortable silence, but Ethan could feel the question hanging in the air between them.

“So...” Kelly began, her voice still thick with sleep. “About last night.”

Ethan’s heart jumped into his throat. Was she having second thoughts? Had the light of day changed her mind?

“What about it?” he asked, trying to keep his voice casual despite the sudden dryness in his mouth.

Kelly propped herself up on one elbow, her wavy hair tumbling over her bare shoulder. She looked down at him with those clear hazel eyes, studying his face.

“I meant what I said,” she told him. “About finding someone. About trying it for real. But only if you really want to. We definitely don’t have to, it can just stay a fun fantasy we explore together…”

Relief flooded through him, followed immediately by a fresh wave of arousal. “I was worried you might be having second thoughts,” he admitted.

Kelly nodded, her eyes warm in the morning light. “No second thoughts. I just wanted to make sure you weren’t just caught up in the moment.” She traced her finger along his chest. “This is something you’ve been thinking about for a while, and I’ve been curious about it too, so... why not explore it?”

Ethan’s heart raced at her words. The casual way she approached something so taboo both amazed and aroused him.

“So how would we even find someone?” he asked, his voice lower than he intended.

It was then that they came up with a plan and decided to let fate take its course.


Chapter 7

They both agreed they didn’t like the idea of leaving an online trail. And they didn’t like the idea of planning or orchestrating something that felt like it should be more spontaneous. So they both agreed that they would open themselves up to the possibility and if and when it happened…it would happen.

There were several almosts.

It always started the same way. Night in the city. Book a hotel room. Nice dinner. Cocktails. Drinks. Then out clubbing. Kelly called it, going on the prowl.

Then after a few fits and starts, a night came where everything just fell into place…

They decided on a club in the city that Kelly had heard about from a friend—a place with dim lighting, strong drinks, and a diverse crowd. It wasn’t explicitly a hookup spot, but it had that reputation. The kind of place where anything could happen.

Ethan watched Kelly get ready, mesmerized by the transformation. She traded her usual casual style for something he rarely saw—a tight black dress that hugged every curve, ending mid-thigh. The neckline dipped low, showing off the swell of her breasts. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and she’d applied makeup with a heavier hand than usual—smoky eyes, glossy lips.

“What do you think?” she asked, turning in a slow circle.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “You look incredible.”

She smiled, that easy Kelly smile, but there was something different in her eyes tonight—a glint of excitement, of anticipation. She leaned in and kissed him softly.

“Tonight might be the night,” she whispered against his lips.

The club was packed when they arrived, bodies pressed together on the dance floor, music pulsing so loud Ethan could feel it in his chest.

Kelly grabbed Ethan’s hand, pulling him through the crowd toward the bar. The bass throbbed against his ribs as they squeezed between bodies. He kept his eyes on her back, the way the dress clung to the curve of her waist, the sway of her hips as she navigated the packed space.

At the bar, she leaned in close enough that he could smell her perfume—something new and sultry she’d bought for tonight.

“Two tequila shots and two vodka sodas,” she called to the bartender, holding up two fingers.

Ethan slipped his arm around her waist, his palm resting against the warm skin exposed by the cutout in her dress. The contact sent electricity through his fingertips. This was Kelly—his Kelly—but tonight she felt like someone else entirely. Someone bolder, hungrier.

The bartender slid their shots across the bar. Kelly handed one to Ethan, clinking the small glass against his before throwing it back in one smooth motion. She didn’t wince at the burn. Instead, she smiled, her lips glistening in the pulsing lights.

“Dance with me,” she said, grabbing her vodka soda. The music pulsed through Ethan as Kelly led him onto the dance floor, her fingers intertwined with his. She found a spot in the middle of the crowd where the lights flashed blue and purple across her skin. When she turned to face him, she raised her glass in a silent toast before taking a long sip.

Ethan watched her throat move as she swallowed, mesmerized by the way the strobing lights played across her features. She seemed different tonight—bolder, more electric. The Kelly he knew was always confident, but this was something else entirely. This was Kelly on a mission.

She set her drink on a nearby high-top table and moved closer, her body finding the rhythm of the bass-heavy song. Her hips swayed against his, the thin fabric of her dress doing little to dull the heat of her body. She turned, pressing her back to his chest, guiding his hands to her waist.

“Having fun?” she asked, her voice barely audible over the music.

Ethan nodded, his mouth close to her ear. “You look incredible tonight.”

Kelly smiled over her shoulder, her eyes reflecting the pulsing lights. She moved her body against his in a slow, deliberate rhythm, her ass rubbing against him with each movement. Ethan’s hands tightened on her waist, his breath quickening as she pressed harder against him.

The song changed, something with a faster beat, and Kelly turned to face him again. She looped her arms around his neck, her body still moving to the rhythm. Her eyes scanned the crowd around them, taking in the other dancers, the people at the bar, the groups clustered around high-top tables.

That’s when Ethan saw her expression change. Her movements faltered for just a second, her gaze fixing on something—someone—over his shoulder. Curiosity sparked in her eyes, followed by something darker, more primal.

“Don’t look now,” she said, her lips brushing his ear, “but there’s a guy at the bar who hasn’t taken his eyes off me for the last five minutes.”

Ethan’s heart skipped, then began to pound harder. He waited a moment before casually turning as if looking for the bartender.

The man was impossible to miss. Tall—at least six-three—with broad shoulders that stretched the fabric of his dark button-down shirt. His skin was a rich ebony, with close-cropped hair and a neatly trimmed beard. Even from across the room, Ethan could see the definition in his arms, the way the shirt clung to what was clearly a muscular chest. The man held a drink casually in one large hand, his posture relaxed but confident as he leaned against the bar.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. The man looked like he’d stepped straight out of one of the videos they’d watched together.

“What do you think?” Kelly asked, her voice low and teasing in his ear.

Ethan swallowed hard, his pulse racing. “He’s...yeah, I mean…exactly what we talked about.”

Kelly’s lips curved into a smile. She took another sip of her drink, her eyes flicking back to the man at the bar. “Should I go talk to him?”

The question hung between them, charged with possibility. This was it—the moment where fantasy could become reality. Ethan’s heart hammered against his ribs as he looked down at Kelly’s face, at the flush spreading across her cheeks, the curious sparkle in her hazel eyes.

“Yes,” he said, his voice rough with desire and nerves.


Chapter 8

Kelly downed the rest of her drink in one smooth gulp and set the empty glass on the high-top table beside them. The beat of the music pulsed through the club as she leaned in close to Ethan’s ear.

“Wait here,” she said, her breath warm against his skin. “I’ll go talk to him first. See if he’s interested.”

Ethan nodded, his throat suddenly too tight for words. He watched as Kelly straightened her dress, ran her fingers through her wavy hair, and flashed him a quick, confident smile before turning and making her way through the crowd toward the bar.

The space between them stretched like an elastic band as she moved away from him. Ethan’s heart pounded so hard he could barely hear the music over the rush of blood in his ears. He watched Kelly’s every move, the way her hips swayed in that tight black dress, the confident tilt of her head as she approached the tall stranger.

She slid up to the bar a few feet away from the man, gesturing to the bartender. Ethan couldn’t hear what she ordered, but he saw her glance sideways at the stranger, a casual, fleeting look that nevertheless sent a clear message. The man turned his head, his gaze meeting hers, and a slow, confident smile spread across his face.

Ethan’s stomach tightened into a hard knot. He couldn’t hear their conversation over the thumping bass, but he saw the man lean down to hear Kelly better, his large hand resting on the polished wood of the bar. He watched Kelly laugh at something the man said, the sound swallowed by the music but the genuine, easy expression on her face unmistakable. She gestured with her hand, a small flick of her fingers toward where Ethan stood watching, and the man’s dark eyes followed the motion, landing on him with an appraising, unreadable look. Ethan felt a hot flush creep up his neck. The man’s expression didn’t change—it remained cool, composed—but he gave a single, slow nod in Ethan’s direction before turning his attention back to Kelly.

Kelly nodded, said something else to the man, and then began to make her way back through the press of bodies. Each step she took toward him sent another jolt of adrenaline through Ethan’s system. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright with a mixture of excitement and nerves.

“His name is Malik,” she said, her voice breathless as she came to a stop in front “His name is Malik,” she said, her voice breathless as she came to a stop in front of Ethan. “And he’s interested.”

Ethan’s pulse quickened. “What did you tell him?”

Kelly leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. “I told him we’re looking for someone to join us tonight. Someone special.” Her fingers trailed up his arm. “I told him my boyfriend has a particular fantasy about watching me with someone like him.”

Heat rushed through Ethan’s body. The reality of what they were doing hit him all at once—this wasn’t just dirty talk in their bedroom anymore. This was happening.

“What did he say?” Ethan’s voice came out hoarse.

“He asked if you were sure.” Kelly’s eyes locked with his, searching for any hesitation. “Are you? We can still walk away.”

Ethan glanced over at Malik. The man was watching them with calm intensity, his large hand wrapped around his drink. When their eyes met, Malik gave him a slight nod—respectful, almost questioning.

“Really? Just like that, you told him just like that and he’s like completely cool with it and all that?” Ethan could hardly believe it.

“I was pretty direct,” Kelly said with a small shrug. “Told him we were looking for a third tonight, specifically someone like him.” She bit her lip, eyes sparkling with excitement. “He said he’s done this before. Couples like us.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “And he’s just... willing? Just like that?”

Kelly laughed, the sound barely audible over the pounding music. “Ethan, look at him. You think this is the first time a white couple has approached him in a club?” She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “He said guys like you are more common than I’d think.”

Heat rushed to Ethan’s face. The idea that he was somehow a “type” had never occurred to him. That there were enough men with his particular fantasy that someone like Malik could recognize it immediately.

“So what happens now?” Ethan asked, his voice strained.

Kelly shrugged.

“Have some drinks, dance, see if we have any chemistry and then…we’ll see where the night takes us…” she shrugged her shoulders.


Chapter 9

The dance floor was crowded. Bodies pressed against each other, moving in sync with the heavy bass that vibrated through the floor. Ethan stood at the edge, watching as Kelly and Malik danced together. His mouth went dry at the sight of them.

Kelly moved with a fluidity he’d never seen before, her body swaying to the rhythm as Malik’s large hands rested on her hips. The colored lights flashed across her face, illuminating her flushed cheeks and parted lips. She was looking up at Malik, laughing at something he said, her head tilted back to meet his eyes.

Ethan took another sip of his drink, the alcohol burning down his throat. His heart hammered against his ribs as he watched Malik’s hands slide lower on Kelly’s waist, pulling her closer. She didn’t resist. Instead, she pressed herself against him, her back to his chest, moving in perfect rhythm with the music.

The fantasy that had consumed Ethan’s thoughts for weeks was unfolding right before his eyes. Kelly’s dress had ridden up slightly, revealing more of her thighs as she danced. Malik towered over her, his muscular body making her look smaller, more delicate than Ethan had ever seen her. His large hands spanned her waist completely, fingertips almost meeting as he guided her movements.

Ethan’s cock hardened painfully in his pants. The vodka in his system had dulled his anxiety but heightened his arousal. Every time Malik’s hand slid lower to cup the curve of Kelly’s ass, or when she threw her head back to rest against his chest, Ethan felt a jolt of electricity race through him.

Kelly caught his eye over Malik’s shoulder and smiled—not the easy, casual smile she usually gave him, but something hungrier, more deliberate. She mouthed “Are you okay?” and Ethan nodded, raising his glass in a small toast.

Malik noticed the exchange and turned his head, meeting Ethan’s gaze with a look that was both challenging and understanding. He nodded slightly, then leaned down to whisper something in Kelly’s ear that made her laugh and press herself even closer to him.

The song changed to something slower, the beat more sensual. Kelly reached up to wrap her arms around Malik’s neck, her fingers playing with the short hair at the base of his neck. Ethan watched as Malik’s hands slid lower, one resting possessively on the small of Kelly’s back while the other cupped her ass, lifting her slightly so she could feel the hardness pressing against her. Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parting as she let out a visible sigh.

Ethan downed the rest of his drink in one burning gulp. His throat felt tight, his chest heavy with a confusing mix of arousal, jealousy, and something else he couldn’t quite name. The club suddenly felt too hot, too crowded. He needed air.

He made his way to the bar, ordering another vodka soda with a shaky hand. The bartender gave him a knowing look as she poured his drink. Ethan wondered how obvious it was—the way he’d been watching his wife dance with another man, the flush on his face that wasn’t just from the alcohol or the heat of the club.

When he turned back, Kelly and Malik were no longer on the dance floor. Panic fluttered in his chest until he spotted them at a small table in the corner of the club. Kelly sat perched on a tall stool, her legs crossed, leaning forward as Malik spoke to her. Her hand rested on his forearm, fingers tracing the veins that ran along his muscular forearm. She threw her head back in laughter at something he said, exposing the long line of her throat in a way that made Ethan’s mouth go dry.

He approached their table, drink in hand. Kelly’s eyes found his immediately, and Ethan saw something wild and urgent there—a look he’d never seen before. Her cheeks were flushed, her pupils dilated, and her breathing came faster than normal.

“Hey,” she said, her voice huskier than usual. She reached for Ethan’s free hand and squeezed it. “Malik was just telling me about his place in the city.”

Ethan nodded, trying to keep his expression neutral despite the hammering of his heart. “Yeah? That’s cool.”

Kelly bit her lower lip, a gesture that always drove him crazy. She leaned in closer to him, her lips brushing his ear. “I want him,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “Now. Tonight.”

Heat rushed through Ethan’s body, pooling low in his stomach. He pulled back just enough to look at her face, searching for any hesitation. There was none—only raw unfiltered desire.

Ethan paused for a long time. His pulse pounding in his ears.

“Well?” Kelly whispered, impatiently. “What do you say, are we doing this or what? You game to make your fantasy a reality?”

Ethan swallowed hard, his throat suddenly parched despite the drink in his hand. The moment stretched between them—Kelly’s question hanging in the air, her eyes fixed on his face, waiting. Behind her, Malik watched them both with calm, patient interest, his large hands wrapped around his glass.

“Yes,” Ethan finally said, the word coming out hoarse. “Let’s do it.”

Kelly’s face broke into a wide smile—not her usual easy-going grin, but something more primal, more hungry. She squeezed his hand once more before turning back to Malik.

“We’re in,” she said simply.

Malik nodded, his expression remaining composed even as his eyes darkened with desire.


Chapter 10

The walk back to the hotel was short. The air was cold and brisk, but refreshing. Kelly walked between them, her left arm linked with Malik. Her right arm linked with Ethan.

The walk back to the hotel was short. The air was cold and brisk, but refreshing. Kelly walked between them, her left arm linked with Malik. Her right arm linked with Ethan.

No one spoke. The silence between them was charged with anticipation, broken only by the sound of their footsteps on the pavement and the distant hum of traffic. Ethan’s heart pounded so hard he was sure the others could hear it. His skin felt too tight, too sensitive beneath his clothes. Every brush of Kelly’s hip against his sent electricity racing through him.

Malik walked with easy confidence, his stride long and measured. He’d barely said a word since they left the club, just nodded when Kelly suggested they head back to the hotel. His face remained composed, but Ethan caught the occasional glance—Malik’s dark eyes sliding to Kelly’s face, then to Ethan’s, assessing, calculating.

The hotel lobby was quiet when they entered, just a night clerk dozing behind the front desk. The elevator ride up to their floor felt endless. Kelly stood between them, her back against the mirrored wall, her eyes darting between the two men. Ethan watched her reflection multiply in the mirrors—dozens of Kellys in that tight black dress, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.

When the elevator doors opened, Kelly pulled out the key card, her fingers trembling slightly as she slid it into the lock. The green light blinked, and she pushed the door open, stepping into the darkened hotel room. Ethan followed, his heart hammering against his ribs as Malik ducked his head to enter behind them.

Kelly flicked on a lamp, casting the room in a soft amber glow. The king-sized bed dominated the space, pristine white sheets neatly turned down by housekeeping. Ethan’s throat tightened at the sight of it.

“Anyone want a drink?” Kelly asked, her voice higher than usual as she moved toward the mini-bar. “I could use one.”

“I’m good,” Malik said. His voice was deep, resonant—the first words he’d spoken since they left the club. He stood near the door, shoulders relaxed but stance wide, taking up space in a way Ethan had never been able to.

“Ethan?” Kelly glanced at him, eyebrows raised.

“Yeah,” he managed. “Whiskey. Neat.”

Kelly busied herself with the small bottles, the clink of glass against glass as she poured the whiskey. Ethan watched her hands, those familiar hands that had touched him thousands of times over the years, now trembling slightly with anticipation of touching someone new.

“Here,” she said, handing him the small glass. Their fingers brushed, and he felt a jolt of electricity at the contact. Her eyes met his, wide and questioning, giving him one last chance to back out.

Ethan took a long swallow of whiskey, the burn in his throat grounding him in the moment. This was real. This was happening.

Malik moved then, stepping further into the room. The space seemed to shrink around his powerful frame. He unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up his sleeves with deliberate slowness, revealing muscular forearms covered in dark skin.

“So,” he said, his deep voice filling the quiet room. “How do you want to do this?”

The question hung in the air between them. Ethan looked at Kelly, waiting for her to answer. This had been his fantasy, but suddenly he had no idea how to proceed.

Kelly set her glass down on the dresser. “I think...” she began, her voice steadier than Ethan had expected. “I want to start slow.” She stepped toward Malik, her movements fluid and purposeful. “Is that okay with you?”

Malik nodded, his dark eyes never leaving her face. “Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry as Kelly closed the distance between herself and Malik. She looked so small standing before him, her head tilted back to meet his gaze. The contrast between them was stark—her pale skin against his darkness, her slender frame against his powerful build.

“Can I kiss you?” Kelly asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Malik nodded again, his expression calm but his eyes intense. Kelly reached up, placing her palms flat against his chest. Even through his shirt, Ethan could see the definition of his muscles, the breadth of him that made Kelly’s hands look tiny by comparison.

Ethan’s heart hammered in his chest as he watched his wife explore another man’s body. Kelly’s fingers traced the contours of Malik’s chest, moving slowly down to his stomach. She bit her lower lip—that gesture that always drove Ethan crazy. Her hands slid up to Malik’s shoulders, feeling the breadth of them. Ethan watched, transfixed, as she rose on her tiptoes, closing the distance between their faces.

The first kiss was tentative. Kelly’s lips barely brushed against Malik’s, testing, exploring. Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. His wife was kissing another man right in front of him. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was unfolding before his eyes.

Malik’s large hands came to rest on Kelly’s waist, engulfing her. The sight of his dark fingers against the black fabric of her dress, the way they nearly met at her back, sent a jolt of electricity through Ethan’s body. His cock hardened painfully as he watched Kelly lean into the kiss, her body melting against Malik’s.

The kiss deepened. Kelly’s arms wrapped around Malik’s neck as his hands slid lower, cupping her ass and pulling her against him.

Ethan couldn’t look away. Her dress had ridden up, revealing the backs of her thighs, her legs spread wider to accommodate Malik’s stance. His large hands spanned her waist completely, fingers nearly meeting as he held her against him.

“Ethan,” Kelly gasped, breaking the kiss. Her lips were swollen, her eyes dark with desire as she looked at him over Malik’s shoulder. “Are you okay?”

The question snapped him back to reality. He nodded, not trusting his voice. His hand shook slightly as he set his empty glass on the nightstand.

Kelly smiled, that familiar easy smile, her eyes softening even as her chest heaved with each breath. “Come here,” she said, reaching out her hand.

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt unsteady. Kelly took his hand, pulling him closer until he stood beside them both. She turned to face him, still pressed against Malik’s chest, the other man’s hands resting possessively on her hips.

“I want this,” she whispered, her voice low enough that only Ethan could hear. “But I need to know you still do too.”

Ethan nodded, his throat too tight for words. He wanted this—had fantasized about it for so long—but the reality was more intense than he’d imagined. Seeing Kelly in another man’s arms, her lips swollen from his kisses, awakened something primal in him.

“Yes,” he finally managed. “I want this.”

Kelly’s smile widened. She leaned forward and kissed him—a soft, familiar press of lips that somehow felt different now. When she pulled back, she turned in Malik’s arms to face the larger man again.

“I think we should move to the bed,” she said.

The three of them moved toward the bed, Kelly still positioned between the two men, her hands clasping one of each of theirs. Her fingers felt small and delicate in Ethan’s palm—familiar yet suddenly strange, as if he was touching her for the first time. The hotel room seemed to shrink around them, the soft amber lamplight casting long shadows across the walls.

Malik moved with a fluid grace that made Ethan acutely aware of his own awkwardness. The larger man’s confidence was effortless, his posture relaxed as he stood beside the bed. He’d already removed his watch, setting it carefully on the nightstand with a soft click that seemed to echo in the quiet room.

Kelly released their hands and turned to Ethan. Her eyes searched his face, a question lingering in their hazel depths. “You’re sure about this?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ethan nodded, his throat too dry for words. His heart hammered against his ribs so hard he was certain the others could hear it. This was it—the moment his fantasy became reality. The air between them felt charged with electricity.

Kelly smiled, that easy, genuine smile that had first captured him six years ago. She reached up to cup his cheek, her touch warm and steady. “I love you,” she said simply.

“I love you too,” he whispered back, the words catching in his throat.

With a final squeeze of his hand, Kelly turned to face Malik. Something shifted in her expression—the familiar warmth giving way to something hungrier, more primal. She reached for the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head in one fluid motion before tossing it aside.

Ethan’s breath caught. Kelly stood between them in nothing but a black lace thong and matching bra, her skin glowing golden in the soft lamplight. He’d seen her body countless times over their years together, but tonight she looked different somehow—more sensual, more alive.

Malik’s gaze traveled slowly down her body, his expression appreciative but controlled. When his large hands reached for her, Kelly stepped willingly into his embrace. The contrast between her pale skin and his dark fingers made Ethan’s cock throb painfully against his zipper.

“You’re beautiful,” Malik said, his deep voice rumbling through the quiet room.

Kelly smiled up at him, that same easy smile Ethan knew so well, but charged now with a new energy. “Thank you,” she said softly, then guided Malik’s hands to the clasp of her bra. With a deft movement that spoke of practice, he unhooked it, allowing the garment to fall away.

Ethan’s mouth went dry. Kelly’s breasts were exposed now, the soft curves he’d touched countless times suddenly on display for another man’s appreciation. Malik’s large hands cupped them, his dark fingers spreading across her pale skin with an ease that made Ethan’s stomach flip.

“Jesus,” Kelly breathed, her head tilting back as Malik’s thumbs circled her nipples. “Your hands...”

Ethan couldn’t look away. The sight of another man touching his wife—touching parts of her that had been his and his alone for so long—sent a confusing rush of heat through his body. His cock strained painfully against his pants as he watched Kelly’s nipples harden under Malik’s touch.

Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parting as she let out a soft moan. When she opened them again, they found Ethan’s across the room. “Come here,” she whispered, reaching for him with one hand while the other remained tangled in Malik’s shirt.

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt unsteady. Kelly caught his hand, pulling him closer until he stood beside them both. She turned to face him, still pressed against Malik‘s chest, the other man’s hands still cupping her breasts. Her eyes, when they met Ethan’s, were dark with desire and something else—a vulnerability he rarely saw.

Kelly’s eyes never left Ethan’s face as she answered. “I want you to kiss me while Ethan watches. Then…I want you to ruin me with that BBC right in front of him.”

Heat flooded through Ethan’s body at her words. The fantasy that had consumed him for weeks was unfolding exactly as he’d imagined—Kelly with another man, her body responding to touch that wasn’t his, her voice husky with desire for someone else.

Malik nodded, his expression remaining composed despite the obvious bulge in his pants. “Your girl’s direct,” he said to Ethan, a hint of amusement in his voice. “I like that.”

Before Ethan could respond, Malik lowered his head and captured Kelly’s lips in a kiss that was nothing like the tentative one they’d shared earlier. This was hungry, demanding—the kind of kiss that made Kelly’s knees.

Ethan’s chest tightened as he watched Kelly’s body respond to Malik’s kiss. Her back arched, pressing her breasts more firmly against the other man’s chest. Her fingers clutched at his shoulders, gripping the fabric of his shirt with desperate intensity. Malik’s hands roamed her body with confident ease, one sliding down to grip her ass through the thin fabric of her thong while the other tangled in her wavy brown hair.

The kiss seemed to go on forever, Kelly’s soft moans filling the room. When they finally broke apart, her lips were swollen, her chest heaving with each breath. She looked up at Malik with an expression Ethan had never seen on her face before—raw, unfiltered desire mixed with something like awe.

“Fuck,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “You’re good at that.”

Malik smiled, a flash of white teeth against his dark skin. “We’re just getting started,” he said, his deep voice making the promise sound both threatening and enticing.

Kelly’s hands moved to Malik’s shirt buttons, her fingers working quickly to undo them. “I want to see you,” she said, her voice breathless with anticipation. As she pushed the fabric aside, Ethan saw her eyes widen, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

Malik’s chest was sculpted perfection—broad, powerful, with defined muscles that flexed and shifted as he shrugged the shirt from his shoulders. The dark ebony of his skin gleamed in the soft hotel lighting, making the contours of his physique even more dramatic.

“Oh my god,” Kelly whispered, her hands reaching out to touch him. Her pale fingers traced the ridges of his abs, exploring the hard planes of his chest with undisguised fascination. She looked almost reverent, like she was touching something precious and rare. “You’re... wow.”

Ethan swallowed hard. Kelly’s expression was one he’d never seen before—a mixture of awe and raw hunger that made his own cock throb painfully against his zipper. The contrast between Kelly’s pale skin and Malik’s darkness was even more striking now, her hands looking impossibly small and delicate against the expanse of his chest.

Kelly’s hand continued to wander down toward his crotch, stopping and squeezing over the bulge in his pants.

“And I just have to see this,” she said.

Ethan watched, transfixed, as Kelly’s fingers worked Malik’s belt open with surprising dexterity. The leather slid through the loops with a soft hiss, followed by the metallic sound of his zipper being lowered. Malik stood perfectly still, his expression composed but his eyes dark with anticipation as Kelly pushed his pants down his muscular thighs.

The black boxer briefs that followed revealed an unmistakable bulge that made Ethan’s mouth go dry. Kelly’s eyes widened, her lips parting in a small “oh” of surprise. Her hand hovered over the waistband for a moment before looking up at Malik with a question in her eyes.

“Go ahead, baby, don’t be shy now,” Malik said, his deep voice sending a visible shiver through Kelly’s body.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly pulled down, revealing what had been hidden beneath. Ethan’s breath caught in his throat. Malik was massive—thicker and longer than anything he’d ever seen in person, even in the videos he’d watched obsessively. The dark shaft stood proudly, the head already glistening with moisture.

Holy shit,” Kelly whispered, her voice barely audible. She reached out with trembling fingers, wrapping her hand around the base. Her fingers didn’t even come close to meeting. “I don’t know if I can—“

“You can,” Malik assured her, his voice deep and confident.

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Kelly’s pale hand wrapped around Malik’s thick shaft. The contrast was stark—her delicate fingers against the dark, veined length that seemed impossibly large. His own cock throbbed painfully, still confined in his pants as he watched his wife stroke another man with a mixture of awe and determination on her face.

Kelly looked up at Malik, her bottom lip caught between her teeth in that way that always drove Ethan crazy. “Can I taste you?” she asked, her voice husky with desire.

Malik nodded, one large hand coming to rest gently on the top of her head. Kelly sank to her knees in front of him, her eyes never leaving the impressive cock in front of her face. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the glistening head experimentally.

The moan that escaped her lips sent electricity racing down Ethan’s spine. Kelly’s eyes fluttered closed as she took the head of Malik’s cock between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked tentatively. The sight of her—his Kelly—on her knees before another man, taking him into her mouth with such obvious pleasure, made Ethan’s head swim.

“Fuck,” he whispered, the word barely audible even to himself.

Malik’s expression remained composed, but his breathing had quickened. His large hand rested on Kelly’s head, fingers tangling in her wavy hair as she worked her way down his shaft with increasing confidence. She’d never looked at Ethan like this while giving him head—never with this mixture of awe and pure hunger in her eyes.

“That’s it, baby,” Malik encouraged, his voice deeper than before. “Take more.”

Kelly’s hand wrapped around what she couldn’t fit into her mouth, stroking in rhythm with her bobbing head. The contrast between her pale fingers and Malik’s dark shaft was mesmerizing. Ethan’s hand moved unconsciously to the front of his pants, pressing against his painfully hard cock.

Kelly pulled back suddenly, her lips swollen and glistening. “Jesus,” she gasped, looking up at Malik with wide eyes. “I can’t even fit half of you in my mouth.”

Malik smiled down at her, his hand still tangled in her hair. “You’re doing just fine.”

Kelly turned her head, looking at Ethan with flushed cheeks and glassy eyes. “Ethan,” she breathed, “come here.”

Ethan moved toward them on legs that felt like they might give out at any moment. His heart hammered against his ribs as he knelt beside Kelly on the hotel carpet. Up close, Malik looked even more impressive—his cock glistening with Kelly’s saliva, thick veins running along its considerable length.

“Look at it,” Kelly whispered, her voice filled with awe. “Have you ever seen anything like this?”

Ethan shook his head, unable to form words. Kelly’s hand still gripped the base of Malik’s shaft, her fingers not even close to meeting around its girth.

“I want you to watch me,” she said, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s face. “I want you to see everything.”

Without waiting for his response, she turned back to Malik’s cock, her lips parting eagerly to take him into her mouth again. Ethan watched, transfixed, as Kelly worked the impressive length with newfound determination. She moaned around the thick shaft, the vibration causing Malik to tighten his grip in her hair.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his voice a deep rumble that Ethan felt in his own chest. “Take what you can.”

Kelly’s eyes watered as she tried to take more, her jaw stretched wide around Malik’s girth. She pulled back, gasping for breath, a thin strand of saliva connecting her swollen lips to the glistening head.

“I need you inside me,” she said, her voice rough and desperate in a way Ethan had never heard before. “Please.”

She turned toward Ethan.

“Please baby, can he fuck me now? Please, I fucking need it. I want you to watch me get stretched like a good little whore by his big, black cock. Please, Ethan?”

The words hit Ethan like a physical blow. Kelly was begging him to watch her get fucked by another man. Her eyes were wild, desperate, pupils blown so wide he could barely see the familiar hazel.

“I need it,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please, Ethan.”

He couldn’t deny her. Not when she was looking at him like that, not when his own cock was straining painfully against his zipper at the thought of what was about to happen.

“Yes,” he managed, his voice cracking. “Do it.”

Kelly’s face lit up with a smile that sent heat rushing through his body. She turned back to Malik, her hands gripping his thighs as she looked up at him with undisguised hunger.

“Thank you baby,” she whispered, she grabbed his face forcefully and kissed him hard. “I love you.”

Malik helped her to her feet, his large hands gentle as he guided her toward the bed. Kelly crawled onto the mattress on all fours, looking back over her shoulder with an expression that made Ethan’s cock throb painfully. She hooked her fingers into her thong, sliding it down her thighs before kicking it away.

Kelly’s eyes locked with Ethan’s, her lips curving into a devilish smile that sent heat rushing through his body.

“I’m going to take every inch of this black cock,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “And you’re going to watch me get stretched wider than you’ve ever seen before.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. Her eyes were wild, pupils blown wide with excitement.

“I’ve been thinking about this since that movie,” she continued, looking back at Malik with undisguised hunger. “I’ve been wondering what it would feel like to have something so much bigger than you inside me.”

Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. The fantasy that had consumed him for weeks was unfolding exactly as he’d imagined—Kelly with another man, her body responding to touch that wasn’t his, her voice husky with desire for someone else.

“I can’t wait to give you your fantasy, I can’t wait to be the perfect little black cock slut for you…I hope you enjoy the show…”

As Kelly turned back to Malik and crawled toward him on the bed, Ethan got up, walked over the chair and sat down. He took his painfully hard cock in his hand and got ready to do exactly that.


Chapter 11

Kelly positioned herself on all fours on the bed, her back arched in a way Ethan had never seen before. Her eyes locked with his as Malik moved behind her, his massive form casting a shadow across her pale body. The contrast was striking—her delicate frame against his powerful build, her fair skin against his darkness.

“Watch me, baby,” she whispered to Ethan, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Watch what he’s going to do to me.”

Ethan’s hand moved unconsciously to his cock as Malik positioned himself behind Kelly. The larger man’s hands spanned her waist completely, his fingers nearly meeting as he held her steady. Malik’s impressive length pressed against her entrance, the size difference so apparent that Ethan’s breath caught in his throat.

“Oh my god,” Kelly gasped, her eyes widening as she felt Malik’s tip pressing against her. “It’s so... it’s so much bigger than...”

Her words dissolved into a sharp intake of breath as Malik pushed forward, just the head stretching her entrance. Kelly’s fingers clutched the sheets, her knuckles turning white. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, eyes locked with Ethan’s.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly cried out as Malik pushed forward, her face contorting in a mixture of pain and pleasure. Her knuckles whitened against the sheets, body trembling as she took just the first few inches. “Ethan... oh my god... he’s so big!”

Ethan couldn’t breathe. His hand froze on his cock as he watched his wife’s body stretch to accommodate Malik’s impossible girth. The sight was hypnotic—her pale flesh yielding to the dark intrusion, her entrance struggling to expand.

“That’s just the head, baby,” Malik rumbled, his large hands steadying her hips. “You want more?”

Kelly nodded frantically, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s. “Yes... please... more,” she gasped, reaching one hand toward Ethan. “Come closer, baby. I need you here.”

Ethan rose on unsteady legs and moved to the side of the bed. Kelly’s face was flushed, her pupils dilated, a thin sheen of sweat glistening on her forehead. She grabbed his hand and squeezed it hard.

“Watch me take it,” she whispered, her voice breaking as Malik pushed another inch inside her. “Oh god, Ethan, I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from where they joined. The contrast was mesmerizing—Kelly’s pale flesh stretched taut around Malik’s dark thickness. Her body trembled, accepting him by slow degrees.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his large hands steady on her hips. “You’re doing so well.”

Kelly’s grip on Ethan’s hand tightened to the point of pain. Her breathing came in short, shallow gasps as Malik continued his careful advance. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her eyes glazed with a mixture of discomfort and growing pleasure.

“Kiss me,” she pleaded, looking up at Ethan. “I need you with me for this.”

Ethan leaned down, pressing his lips to hers. The kiss was different than any they’d shared before—desperate, searching, her mouth hot and hungry against his. She moaned into his mouth as Malik pushed deeper, the sound vibrating against Ethan’s lips.

When he pulled back, Kelly’s eyes were unfocused, her lips parted as she struggled to breathe normally. Malik had worked himself halfway in now, and the sight of her stretched around him made Ethan’s cock throb painfully in his hand.

“Oh god,” Kelly moaned, her head dropping forward. “I can’t... it’s so much... I can’t take any more.”

“You can,” Malik assured her, his large hands rubbing soothing circles on her lower back. “Just relax, baby. Your body will adjust.”

Kelly’s breathing came in short, shallow gasps. She looked up at Ethan again, her eyes wide with a mixture of pain and something else—something that looked almost like wonder.

“He’s so deep,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I can feel him in my stomach, Ethan. I’ve never felt so full in my life.”

Ethan stroked her hair back from her forehead, his own breathing ragged as he watched his wife take another man’s cock. The reality of what was happening hit him all at once—this wasn’t just fantasy anymore. Kelly was being stretched and filled in ways he could never manage, her body trembling as she accepted inch after inch of Malik’s massive length. This was real. This was happening.

“More,” Kelly gasped suddenly, her voice taking on a desperate edge. “I want all of it. Please.”

Malik’s hands tightened on her hips, and with one smooth motion, he buried himself to the hilt inside her. Kelly’s entire body went rigid. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, eyes rolling back. For a terrifying moment, Ethan thought she might pass out.

Then she moaned—a sound he’d never heard from her before. Low, animal, primal. Her back arched sharply, pushing her ass back against Malik’s hips.

“Oh my fucking god,” she moaned. “It’s so deep... I can’t... I’ve never...”

Malik began to withdraw slowly, the sight of his black shaft emerging from Kelly’s stretched entrance making Ethan’s breath catch. When only the head remained inside, he pushed forward again, more confident this time. Kelly’s body jerked forward with the force of it, another broken moan tearing from her throat.

“That’s it,” Malik encouraged, his hands steadying Kelly’s hips. “Take your time.”

Kelly’s back arched at an impossible angle, her body quivering around the impossible fullness. She gasped for air like she was drowning, her knuckles white against the sheets. Sweat glistened across her shoulder blades, catching the hotel room’s amber light.

“Ethan,” she moaned, reaching for him with a trembling hand. “Oh my god, baby... I’ve never... it’s so...”

Her words dissolved into incoherent whimpers as Malik began to move, establishing a gentle rhythm. Each stroke pulled a new sound from her throat – sounds Ethan had never heard her make before. Her eyes found his, glazed and unfocused, pupils blown so wide the hazel was nearly invisible.

“Does it feel good?” Ethan asked, his voice barely audible over the blood rushing in his ears.

Kelly nodded frantically, her lips parting as another thrust from Malik pushed her forward on the bed.

“Better than—“ She gasped as Malik’s hands tightened on her waist. “Better than I ever imagined it could be…fuck, I should’ve tried BBC years ago…”

The words struck Ethan like lightning, sending a jolt of electricity straight to his cock. His hand moved faster, gripping himself tighter as he watched his wife’s body shudder with each powerful thrust. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for weeks was unfolding before his eyes, more intense, more real than anything his imagination could have conjured.

Kelly’s face was transformed—her usual composed expression replaced by something primal, almost feral. Her lips parted with each thrust, eyes half-lidded but still seeking Ethan’s gaze, making sure he was watching, witnessing her pleasure.

“Look at me,” she gasped between thrusts, her voice breaking. “Watch me take it all, baby.”

Malik’s rhythm increased gradually, his powerful hips driving deeper with each stroke. His large hands gripped Kelly’s waist, fingers digging into her flesh, controlling her movements with an effortless strength that made Ethan’s stomach flip. The contrast between Kelly’s pale skin and Malik’s darkness was hypnotic, drawing Ethan’s eye to where they joined.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Malik groaned, his first real display of emotion since they’d begun. His composure cracked slightly, jaw tightening as he sank deeper into Kelly’s body. “Taking it so well though.”

Kelly’s entire body shuddered at his words. Her face contorted in pleasure as she pushed back against him, meeting each thrust with growing confidence. “Harder,” she begged, her voice barely recognizable. “Please, I need it harder.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster on his cock as he watched Malik comply, the larger man’s powerful hips snapping forward with new force. Each thrust drove Kelly forward on the bed, her breasts swaying beneath her, hair falling in her face as she moaned louder than Ethan had ever heard before.

“Yes! Oh my god, yes!” she cried out, her voice breaking. “Just like that... don’t stop!”

The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room, mixing with Kelly’s increasingly desperate moans. Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from where they joined—the impossibly thick shaft disappearing into his wife’s body again and again, stretching her in ways he never could.

“Look,” Kelly gasped, her voice trembling as Malik pushed deeper. “Look at how much he’s stretching me.”

Ethan’s gaze locked on the place where they joined. The contrast was mesmerizing—Kelly’s pink flesh stretched impossibly wide around Malik’s dark thickness. Every time Malik withdrew, Ethan could see how her body clung to him, desperate to keep him inside.

“Oh fuck,” Kelly moaned, her entire body quivering. “I can feel every inch of him.”

Malik established a steady rhythm now, his massive hands gripping Kelly’s hips with a control that made Ethan’s breath catch. Each powerful thrust jolted Kelly forward, her breasts swaying beneath her, her mouth falling open in silent gasps before each new moan tore from her throat.

“You like that, baby?” Malik rumbled, his deep voice sending a visible shiver down Kelly’s spine.

“Yes,” she whimpered, pushing back against him. “God, yes.”

“What do you like?” Malik growled, gripping her tighter, “tell your husband what you have inside you right now.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster on his cock, matching Malik’s rhythm. His heart hammered against his ribs as he watched his wife’s face transform with each thrust.

“Tell him, baby,” Malik commanded, punctuating his words with another deep thrust that made Kelly’s body jerk forward. “Tell your husband what’s stretching you open right now.”

Kelly’s eyes found Ethan’s, glazed with pleasure but still seeking connection. Her lips trembled as she tried to form words between gasps.

“His... his big, black cock,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “It’s so much... bigger than yours, Ethan. So much thicker. I’ve never... felt anything like this.”

Ethan’s hand moved faster, his breathing ragged as he watched his wife being taken so thoroughly. The sight of her—flushed, trembling, stretched beyond what he thought possible—sent heat coursing through his body.

“Does it feel good?” he asked, his voice barely audible.

“So good baby, you have no idea. Thank you, thank you so much for letting me fuck this sexy black man, fuck I love it so much!!!”

Kelly’s head fell forward, her hair cascading around her face as she trembled on all fours. Her entire body shuddered with each powerful thrust. Sweat glistened on her back, catching the amber light of the hotel room as Malik’s massive hands gripped her hips tighter.

“I can’t—“ she gasped, her words dissolving into a high-pitched moan that Ethan had never heard from her before. “Oh god, I’m going to—“

Her body went rigid, back arching at an impossible angle as the orgasm tore through her. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress as she screamed into the sheets, hips still raised by Malik’s powerful grip. He didn’t slow his pace, driving into her with relentless precision as she convulsed around him.

“That’s it,” Malik rumbled, his composure finally cracking as Kelly’s inner walls clamped down on him. “Cum all over this big, black dick right in front of your husband.”

Kelly’s screams filled the hotel room as she came harder than Ethan had ever seen before. Her entire body shook violently, fingers clawing at the sheets while Malik maintained his relentless pace. The larger man’s composure had finally cracked - his jaw tight, muscles flexing across his back and shoulders with each powerful thrust.

“Fuck,” Malik growled, his hands tightening on Kelly’s hips. “Your wife’s pussy is gripping me so tight.”

Ethan couldn’t look away. His hand moved frantically on his own cock as he watched Kelly’s orgasm seem to go on forever. Her face pressed into the mattress, muffling her cries as her body continued to convulse around Malik’s massive length.

When she finally lifted her head, her makeup was smeared, hair wild around her flushed face. She looked directly at Ethan, eyes glazed but seeking his.

“Come closer, let me suck your cock while he fucks me,” she whispered.

Ethan moved to the head of the bed without hesitation, his pulse thundering in his ears. Kelly’s words had sparked something primal in him—a need to reclaim some part of her even as she surrendered to another man’s pleasure. His legs felt unsteady beneath him as he positioned himself in front of her.

Kelly looked up at him, her face transformed by pleasure. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed deep crimson, her pupils so dilated he could barely see the familiar hazel ring around them. Sweat had plastered strands of her hair to her forehead. She’d never looked more beautiful to him.

“I love you,” she whispered, reaching for his cock with trembling fingers. Her hand wrapped around him, guiding him toward her parted lips.

The first touch of her mouth nearly undid him. She moaned around him as Malik continued his relentless pace, each powerful thrust pushing her forward, taking Ethan deeper into her throat. The vibration of her moans traveled through Ethan’s cock, making his knees weak.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his fingers tangling in her sweat-dampened hair.

Kelly’s eyes locked with Ethan’s as she took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate his length. The dual sensation of Malik’s powerful thrusts and Ethan’s cock in her mouth seemed to drive her wild, her moans growing more desperate, more primal with each passing second.

Ethan fought to keep his eyes open, to witness every moment of Kelly’s pleasure. Her lips stretched around him, her tongue working against the underside of his shaft with newfound urgency. Each thrust from Malik drove her forward, forcing her to take Ethan deeper than she normally would.

“Fuck, your wife is amazing,” Malik growled, his hands tightening on Kelly’s hips. The larger man’s composure had completely dissolved, replaced by raw, animal hunger. Sweat glistened on his broad chest, muscles flexing with each powerful thrust.

Kelly’s eyes never left Ethan’s face as she worked him with her mouth, her expression a mixture of devotion and wild abandon. Even now—especially now—she was performing for him, making sure he saw every flicker of pleasure that crossed her face.

Malik shifted his angle slightly, and Kelly’s entire body jerked. She pulled off Ethan with a pop, gasping for air as she arched her back. “Oh my god!” she cried out, her body convulsing around Malik’s cock. “Right there! Don’t stop!”

Ethan watched in awe as another orgasm tore through Kelly’s body. Her hands clawed at the sheets, back arching impossibly deep as Malik continued to hit some spot inside her that Ethan had never found. Her face contorted in pleasure, mouth open in a silent scream before another guttural moan ripped from her throat.

“Fuck, I can’t—I can’t take it,” she gasped, her voice breaking. Yet her body told a different story, pushing back against Malik’s powerful thrusts, taking him deeper with each stroke.

Malik’s large hands gripped her waist tighter, holding her in place as he drove into her with increasing intensity. The contrast between his dark fingers and Kelly’s pale skin was hypnotic, drawing Ethan’s gaze to where they joined again and again.

“Tell him,” Malik commanded, his voice a bass rumble that Kelly could feel through her entire body. “Tell your husband what this black cock is doing to you.”

Kelly’s glazed eyes found Ethan’s, her lips swollen and parted as she gasped for breath between thrusts. “His black cock is so good, baby. It’ so—oh god—it’s stretching me so wide, baby. So much bigger than—fuck!—than anything I’ve ever felt.”

Ethan’s hand moved frantically over his cock as he watched his wife’s face contort with pleasure. Her words sent electricity racing down his spine, his own orgasm building with devastating speed.

“I can feel him so deep,” Kelly moaned, her voice breaking as Malik drove into her again. “Places you’ve never—oh fuck!—never reached before.”

Malik’s rhythm intensified, his powerful hips snapping forward with brutal precision. Kelly’s entire body jerked with each thrust, her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples brushing against the hotel sheets. She reached for Ethan’s cock again, her movements clumsy but desperate.

“Let me taste you,” she begged, her eyes locked on his. “Please, I need to feel you in my mouth while he fucks me. God, I love having two dicks to play with…”

“Let me taste you,” she begged, her eyes locked on his. “Please, I need to feel you in my mouth while he fucks me.”

Ethan moved closer, guiding himself to her parted lips. She took him eagerly, moaning around his length as Malik maintained his relentless pace. The vibration of her moans sent shockwaves through Ethan’s body, his legs trembling as he watched her take them both at once.

Kelly’s eyes never left his face, even as tears of pleasure streaked her makeup. She wanted him to see everything—wanted him to witness every moment of her surrender. Her hands gripped his thighs for support as Malik’s thrusts pushed her forward, forcing her to take Ethan deeper with each powerful stroke.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Malik growled, his composure completely shattered now. His powerful hands gripped Kelly’s hips so tightly they would surely leave bruises—a reminder of this night that would linger on her skin for days to come.

Kelly pulled off Ethan’s cock, gasping for air. “Inside me,” she begged, looking back over her shoulder at Malik. “Please, I need to feel you explode inside me.”

“Please,” she gasped again, desperate. “I want you to cum inside me. Fill me up while my husband watches.”

Malik’s rhythm faltered, his powerful body tensing as he drove deeper into her. Kelly’s back arched sharply, her fingers digging into the sheets as she pushed back against him.

“You want it?” Malik growled, his voice strained as he fought to maintain control. “You want me to fill this tight pussy with my cum?”

“Yes!” Kelly cried out, her voice breaking. “Oh god, yes! Please!”

Ethan’s hand moved frantically over his cock, his own orgasm building as he watched the scene unfold before him. The sight of Kelly—his Kelly—begging another man to cum inside her pushed him to the edge.

Malik’s composure finally shattered. His powerful body went rigid, muscles flexing across his chest and arms as he drove himself to the hilt inside Kelly. A deep, primal groan tore from his throat as he came, his large hands gripping her hips with bruising force to keep her in place as he emptied himself inside her.

Kelly’s reaction was immediate and violent. Her entire body convulsed, back arching impossibly as she screamed into the mattress. The sensation of Malik’s hot release flooding her pushed her over the edge into another shattering orgasm. Her inner walls clamped down around him, milking every drop as she trembled beneath his powerful frame.

The sight of Kelly coming undone so completely pushed Ethan past his breaking point.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

Kelly turned back toward him with a smile and quickly opened her mouth wide and leaned forward.

“Cum for me, baby,” Kelly urged, her eyes locked on his as she opened her mouth wide. “Let me taste you while his cum fills me up.”

Ethan’s release hit him like a freight train. His vision blurred at the edges as his cock pulsed, sending thick ropes of cum across Kelly’s waiting tongue and flushed cheeks. Her eyes never left his as she caught what she could, moaning softly as the warm fluid landed on her lips and chin.

Behind her, Malik was still buried deep, his large hands steadying her trembling body as the aftershocks of her orgasm rippled through her. The sight of Kelly—face splashed with Ethan’s release, body still joined with Malik’s—was the most erotic thing Ethan had ever witnessed.

Kelly’s tongue darted out to catch a drop from her lower lip. She swallowed deliberately, making sure Ethan saw the movement of her throat. Then she smiled up at him—that familiar, easy smile that somehow seemed different now, charged with a new energy he’d never seen before.

“I love you,” she whispered, her voice raw from screaming. “Thank you for this.”

“Thank you,” Ethan whispered back breathlessly.


Chapter 12

For several long moments, the only sounds in the room were their collective gasping breaths. Malik remained buried inside Kelly, his large hands gentling on her hips, now stroking the skin he’d gripped so tightly moments before. Kelly’s body continued to twitch with aftershocks, small whimpers escaping her lips.

When Malik finally withdrew, Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight. Kelly’s entrance looked red, swollen, stretched beyond what he thought possible. A thick trickle of white cum leaked from her, running down her inner thigh. The contrast of Malik’s darkness against Kelly’s pale skin, the evidence of what had just happened between them, made Ethan’s spent cock twitch with renewed interest.

Kelly collapsed onto the bed, her limbs trembling, breath still coming in ragged gasps. She rolled onto her back, wincing slightly as she moved. Her hair was wild around her flushed face, makeup smeared beneath her eyes, lips swollen from kissing and taking Ethan in her mouth. She looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. She reached for Ethan’s hand, pulling him down beside her on the bed. “That was... I don’t even have words.”

Malik moved to the bathroom without a word, the sound of running water filtering through the partially closed door. Ethan lay beside Kelly, his heart still hammering against his ribs as he took in the sight of her. Her body was marked with evidence of what had just happened—the faint beginnings of bruises on her hips where Malik’s fingers had dug in, the sheen of sweat and fluids on her inner thighs, the cum still leaking from her entrance. Ethan had never seen her look so thoroughly ravaged—or so completely satisfied.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Kelly turned her head to look at him, a slow, dreamy smile spreading across her face. “More than okay,” she murmured. “I’m... I don’t even know how to describe it.” Her hand found his, fingers intertwining. “How are you feeling?”

Ethan searched himself for an answer. His emotions were a tangled mess—arousal, jealousy, satisfaction, awe. But beneath it all was something unexpected: a deep, powerful love for Kelly that seemed somehow stronger than before.

“I’m good,” he said, squeezing her hand. “That was... intense.”

Kelly laughed softly, wincing slightly as she shifted her position. “That’s one word for it.” Her eyes grew serious as she studied his face. “No regrets?”

“None,” Ethan said, surprised to find he meant it. The reality had been even more powerful than the fantasy—not just watching Kelly with another man, but sharing the experience with her, being included in her pleasure even as she surrendered to someone else.

Malik emerged from the bathroom, a damp towel in his hands. He moved with the same easy confidence he’d shown all night, seemingly unfazed by the intensity of what had just happened. He handed the towel to Kelly with a gentle smile.

“For you,” he said, his deep voice softer now. “You did amazing.”

Kelly took the towel with a grateful smile, pressing it between her legs with a small wince. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice still hoarse. She looked up at him through her lashes, a hint of shyness creeping into her expression that Ethan found strangely endearing after everything they’d just done.

Malik began collecting his clothes, moving with unhurried precision as he dressed. There was no awkwardness in his movements, no hesitation—just the same calm assurance he’d displayed all evening. Ethan watched him, trying to process the strange mixture of emotions coursing through him. Gratitude, certainly—the man had given both of them an experience they’d never forget. But also a strange sort of respect, mixed with lingering jealousy and a trace of awe.

“I should head out,” Malik said, buttoning his shirt with practiced ease. He glanced at Kelly, his expression softening slightly. “You two take care of each other.”

Kelly nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. “Thank you,” she said simply.

Malik turned to Ethan, extending his hand. “Good looking out, man. You’ve got an amazing wife. And you got my info, so if you two ever want to get down like this again, you know how to get in touch…”

Ethan stood and shook his hand, struck by the surreal normalcy of the gesture after what they’d just shared. “Thanks,” he managed, his voice steadier than he expected.

With a final nod, Malik headed for the door. The soft click as it closed behind him seemed to mark the end of something—the fantasy made real, now complete.

Ethan turned back to Kelly, who was still lying on the bed, the damp towel pressed between her legs. Her eyes met his, a question in their hazel depths.

“Come here,” she whispered, patting the space beside her. “Let’s just lie here for a minute.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed, his body feeling strangely weightless as he settled beside Kelly. She immediately curled against him, her head finding that familiar spot on his chest. Her skin was still flushed and warm, her breathing not quite returned to normal.

“So,” she said after a moment, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest. “That happened.”

Ethan let out a breathless laugh, his arm tightening around her shoulders. “Yeah. It definitely did.”

Kelly tilted her head to look up at him, her makeup smudged, hair a wild tangle around her face. She’d never looked more beautiful to him.

“Was it what you imagined?” she asked softly. “Was it everything you wanted?”

Ethan took a deep breath, trying to sort through the tangle of emotions coursing through him. The reality had been so much more intense than the fantasy—seeing Kelly completely lost in pleasure, hearing sounds he’d never drawn from her, watching her body respond to Malik in ways it never had with him.

“It was better,” he admitted, his voice rough with honesty. “Seeing you like that... hearing you... it was more intense than anything I could have imagined.”

Kelly’s eyes searched his face, a hint of vulnerability beneath her usual confidence. “Really? You’re not just saying that?”

“No, I mean it.” Ethan stroked her hair, feeling the dampness of sweat still lingering at her temples. “Watching you completely let go like that... knowing I gave that to you...” His throat tightened with emotion. “I’ve never felt closer to you.”

Kelly’s expression softened. She shifted against him, wincing slightly as she moved her hips. “I’m going to be sore for days,” she whispered, a small smile playing at her lips. “He was... god, Ethan, I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

The words sent a complex rush through him—jealousy tangled with arousal, pride mixed with a strange sense of accomplishment. Kelly must have seen something change in his expression because she reached up to cup his face.

“But this,” she said, her thumb tracing his bottom lip, “us... that’s the real thing…that’s what matters…that’s — oh my god, baby…”

Kelly suddenly felt something poking her belly.

Ethan’s cock stiffened rapidly against Kelly’s thigh. Despite having just climaxed minutes earlier, watching his wife’s cum-filled pussy leak another man’s seed onto the hotel sheets had somehow triggered an immediate physical response. His breath caught as Kelly noticed his renewed arousal.

“Again?” Kelly whispered, her voice still hoarse from screaming Malik’s name. She reached down to wrap her fingers around him, giving a gentle squeeze. “I didn’t think you’d be ready so soon.”

“I need to feel what he did to you…I need to…take back what’s mine…” he whispered as he got on top of her and pinned her arms down.

Kelly laughed a sultry giggle and spread her legs for him.

“God, that’s so fucking hot hearing you talk like that…mmm, go ahead baby, feel me. Feel what that big, black cock did to your slutty wife’s pussy…”

Ethan plunged into her, groaning at the shocking difference in sensation. Kelly was impossibly wet, stretched open in a way he’d never felt before. The knowledge that Malik’s cum was still inside her, that he was thrusting into the aftermath of another man’s passion, made his head spin with conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, possessiveness all tangled together into something primal and overwhelming.

“Fuck,” he gasped, his hips moving with desperate intensity. “You’re so wet...”

Kelly’s eyes locked with his, her pupils still dilated, lips parted as she panted beneath him. “Does it feel different?” she whispered, her voice rough from screaming Malik’s name. “Can you feel what he did to me?”

The question sent electricity racing down his spine. He could feel exactly what Malik had done—stretched her, filled her, marked her in ways Ethan never could. Her pussy felt looser, wetter, thoroughly used in a way that made his cock throb painfully inside her.

“Yes,” he admitted, the word catching in his throat. “I can feel everything.”

Kelly’s lips curved into a smile that was both tender and wicked. “I’m all yours,” she whispered, arching her back to take him deeper. “But I’ll never be the same.”

The words hit Ethan like lightning. He drove into her harder, his fingers digging into her wrists as he pinned her to the bed. Kelly’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer, urging him deeper into her altered body.

“Tell me,” he gasped, his rhythm growing erratic. “Tell me how it felt.”

Kelly’s eyes locked with his, half-lidded and still glazed with the remnants of her previous pleasure. “He stretched me so wide,” she breathed, her voice breaking as Ethan thrust particularly deep. “I felt him everywhere inside me. Places you’ve never—oh!—never reached before.”

Ethan’s pace quickened, his breathing harsh in the quiet hotel room. The wet sounds of their joining were different now—slicker, looser—the evidence of Malik’s presence still between them, connecting them in this new, strange intimacy.

“Did you like it? Did you like being a black cock slut for me?” he asked, the question burning in his throat.

“Yes,” Kelly moaned. “I loved being your black cock slut. I loved every second of it. Loved how he stretched me open, how deep he went...” Her voice faltered as Ethan thrust harder, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before locking with his again. “Loved how you watched me take it.”

Something primal surged through Ethan’s body at her words. He tightened his grip on her wrists, pinning her more firmly to the bed as he drove into her with renewed intensity. The knowledge that he was thrusting into her freshly fucked pussy—still wet and open from Malik’s massive cock—sent waves of conflicting emotions crashing through him.

“You’re mine,” he growled, the words ripping from somewhere deep inside him. “No matter who fucks you, you’re mine.”

Kelly’s eyes widened, pupils blown with arousal as she nodded frantically. “That’s right baby. Always yours,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet each of his thrusts. “Now fill me up, cum deep inside me…take me back!”

Kelly’s words ignited something deep inside Ethan. The combination of her demand and the visual of her spread beneath him, filled with another man’s release yet begging for his, pushed him over the edge. He drove into her with renewed purpose, his hips slamming against hers.

“Yes,” he growled, feeling the pressure building at the base of his spine.

His release hit him like a tidal wave. He groaned as he emptied himself inside her, adding his cum to Malik’s, marking her as his own again. Kelly’s legs tightened around his waist, pulling him deeper as he pulsed inside her.

When the last wave of pleasure subsided, Ethan collapsed onto her, his breath coming in ragged gasps. Kelly’s arms wrapped around him, holding him close as their heartbeats gradually slowed. The hotel room fell silent except for their breathing.

After a long moment, Ethan rolled to the side, pulling Kelly against his chest. She nestled into him, her body fitting perfectly against his as it always had. The familiar weight of her head on his shoulder grounded him after the surreal intensity of the night.

“That was...” he began, but words failed him, “fuck.”

“Yeah,” Kelly said as she curled into his arms and traced lazy circle with her index finger on his chest.

They lay like that for what felt like hours until they drifted off into a deep, peaceful sleep.


Chapter 13

Surprisingly, or perhaps unsurprisingly when you considered their relationship dynamic, things more or less went right back to normal between Kelly and Ethan after their encounter with Malik.

After a few days of not really talking about it, Kelly decided to broach the subject in bed one night while they were reading next to each other.

Kelly reached out and touched his face, her fingers warm against his skin. “You’re not freaking out, are you?”

Ethan kissed her palm. “No. Not at all.”

“Good. Because it was fun, but it was just sex.” She smiled that easy Kelly smile. “It doesn’t change anything between us.”

And somehow, it didn’t. The fantasy had become reality, then settled back into being just a memory – albeit an incredibly hot one they revisited often in bed together.

Two weeks after the hotel night, they were grocery shopping on a Sunday afternoon when Kelly nudged Ethan with her elbow.

“So,” she said casually, examining an avocado, “I was thinking…how would you feel about texting Malik for another…round?”

Ethan nearly dropped the bag of apples he was holding. His heart skipped a beat, then started pounding rapidly against his ribs. Two weeks of trying to process what had happened, of replaying the hotel night in his mind during quiet moments at work, of watching Kelly for any signs that something had fundamentally changed between them—and now she was suggesting they do it again, as casually as if she were asking about dinner plans.

“Another round?” he repeated, his voice coming out higher than he intended. An elderly woman pushing her cart past them gave him a curious glance.

Kelly placed the avocado in their cart, then picked up another one to examine. “Yeah. I mean, if you want to.” She glanced up at him through her lashes, that familiar easy smile playing at her lips. “It was pretty hot.”

Ethan swallowed hard. The fluorescent lights of the grocery store suddenly felt too bright, the mundane Sunday shoppers around them oblivious to the conversation happening in the produce section. He shifted his weight, very aware of the growing tightness in his jeans.

“I thought you said it was just a one-time thing,” he said, trying to keep his voice steady.

“I never said that,” Kelly said, cool as a cucumber. “And neither did you. We said it was just sex. And, well…I wouldn’t mind having that kind of sex again.”

She looked at Ethan with her cool girl smile.

“And don’t try to lie to me Ethan Miller…you want to watch me do it again so bad. I bet you’re getting hard right now just hearing me talk about it.”

Ethan swallowed hard. She was right. God help him, she was right. And he fucking loved her for it.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“I know you do, babe,” she said with a wink, then started walking away. She turned and look back over her shoulder after a couple of paces. “And I love you too…now, what are you waiting for? Text Malik.”

With that, she left him in the aisle.

Ethan reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and typed out a text and hit send.

And that was the beginning of their new normal.


Epilogue

Over the next year, they met with Malik four more times, each encounter more intense than the last. Kelly grew more confident, more adventurous, and Ethan discovered depths to his fantasy he hadn’t even realized existed. Sometimes he joined in; sometimes he just watched. Both were equally thrilling.

They never told anyone about their arrangement—it was their secret, their private world that existed alongside their regular life. To their friends and families, they were still just Ethan and Kelly, the easy-going couple who seemed perfectly content with their ordinary lives. And they were content—perhaps more so than before.

On their anniversary, lying in bed after a quiet dinner at home, Kelly traced patterns on Ethan’s chest and smiled up at him.

“You know what I realized?” she asked, her hazel eyes reflecting the soft lamplight. “I think this whole thing actually brought us closer together.”

Ethan nodded, pulling her tighter against him. She was right. The fantasy that had once consumed his thoughts in secret had transformed into something they shared openly—a bond of absolute trust that few couples ever achieved. They had looked into the darkest corners of their desires together and emerged stronger.

Ethan held Kelly tightly, kissing the top of her head as they lay intertwined in their bed. The past year had transformed them both in ways neither could have predicted when he’d first been caught watching that video. What had begun as his secret shame had evolved into their shared adventure—one that had paradoxically strengthened their bond rather than weakened it.

“I never thought it would end up like this,” he murmured against her hair. “When you first caught me that day, I was terrified you’d think I was some kind of pervert.”

Kelly laughed softly, the vibration pleasant against his chest. “And instead you discovered your cool girl wife was just as perverted as you.” She lifted her head to look at him, her hazel eyes warm in the dim light. “No regrets?”

“None,” Ethan said without hesitation. His fingers traced lazy patterns on her bare shoulder. “You gave me something I didn’t even know how to ask for. And somehow, watching you with Malik made me love you even more.”

“That’s because you saw all of me,” Kelly said, her voice thoughtful. “The parts I didn’t even know existed until you gave me permission to explore them. And I saw all of you too.”

She nestled closer against his chest, her warmth seeping into him as familiar as his own heartbeat. The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast gentle shadows across their bedroom—their space, unchanged yet somehow transformed by everything they’d experienced together.

“Yeah,” Ethan whispered, “that’s exactly it…”

THE END


Private
Lessons
A Wife’s Forbidden Affair (and the Husband Who Couldn’t Look Away)

By: F. Rey Noel


1 - Country Club Dreams

In the final, trembling blue of late May, Daniel and I arrived at the Oakwood Country Club’s front drive. It was a shallow curve of packed gravel, edged by the kind of oversized lanterns that promised whispered confidences and not-so-innocent rendezvous. Every boxwood shrub was clipped into submission; the grass, a uniform bruise of green; the poppies and tulips along the walkway, sequined with dew and perfectly alert.

The club’s main building rose above us in a drama of marble and polished brass, its portico supported by columns too wide for any normal person’s arms to encircle. There was something Roman about it: a quiet, looming sense of the powerful watching the powerless. The valets—three young men with matching navy jackets—looked up at us with studied indifference as we approached. Daniel’s Lexus got a double-take; I got an almost imperceptible nod.

I slipped my arm through Daniel’s, letting my heels settle into the dust of the walk. My silk dress clung in ways I regretted the instant we stepped into the glow of the entrance. It was a black number that maybe tried too hard, with thin straps that pinched at the edge of my collarbone. I felt every inch the impostor, despite Daniel’s repeated assurances that I looked “devastating.” I tried to believe him, but his confidence was a borrowed thing. I caught my reflection in the glass panel of the door as we entered: narrow face, lips painted a little too dark, hair—my one pride—smoothed into something sleek and severe.

Inside, the air snapped from the cool of evening to the false chill of overpowered central air. A chandelier the size of a small planet hovered overhead, trembling with a thousand pinpricks of LED. The front hall pulsed with a low hum of voices, laughter, the brittle splash of a shaken martini. I tasted nerves on the back of my tongue and tried to swallow it down.

“This is just the welcome,” Daniel murmured, pressing a hand to my lower back. “It’ll loosen up once we get out onto the terrace.”

He was already scanning the crowd, that gleam in his eye that came out in the presence of “opportunity.” The world of Oakwood was a new one for us. Daniel had only recently gotten the kind of promotion that allowed entry—VP of client services, with the kind of discretionary budget that made these annual fees seem a necessary cost of doing business. Every other week for the last month, the Oakwood orientation packet sat in the center of our kitchen island, and every morning, I set it aside to wipe down the granite before Daniel replaced it exactly where it had been.

I tried to match his easy smile as he nodded to the man behind the welcome podium—an older gentleman with the half-moon eyebrows and jowls of an ex-jock. “Mr. Hensley!” he said, voice booming with the fake warmth of a cruise director. “We’re so glad to have you both. Cocktail hour is in the garden, dinner is under the tent. If you need anything, just ask any of our staff. I’ll be around all evening.”

Daniel gave his hand a hearty shake and murmured the kind of pleasantries that lived in the gap between real affection and professional obligation. I hovered half a step behind, clutching my purse like a flotation device.

The path to the garden snaked past the main ballroom, where I caught glimpses of rose-tinted glass, a raised dais for toasts, and the omnipresent string quartet. Every sense was assaulted by the quiet, relentless pressure to perform. Out on the terrace, the light slid along the flagstones in a wide, golden fan. People stood in tight clusters, glasses gleaming, every gesture precise and rehearsed. I saw no one spill a drop, no one tip their head in uncontrolled laughter.

It should have been beautiful. Maybe it was, but the beauty was weaponized, calibrated to test the boundaries of those who didn’t belong.

Daniel leaned in. “I’m going to say hello to Mark and the Polinskis. Want me to stay with you?”

I shook my head, careful to keep the smile. “Go. I’ll be fine.”

He gave my hand a squeeze, the briefest flash of genuine concern, before vanishing into the nearest constellation of navy suits and red-faced men.

I was left in the wide, uncertain space of the terrace, suddenly aware of the way my hair prickled at the nape of my neck and how my dress bunched oddly at the small of my back. I stepped to the edge, feigning interest in the view. The garden sprawled below, all tame wildness: sculpted yews, trellised roses, a small pond with ornamental carp that glimmered like gold doubloons.

It took all of thirty seconds to realize I was being watched. The wives—there was no other way to say it—clustered like a species unto themselves. They wore tailored pastels, perfectly bleached smiles, and the kind of jewelry that needed its own insurance policy. I tried to decode their shorthand: was the floral wrap more expensive than the powder-blue suit? Was the hair that shade by design or by chemical? Did their husbands like them better when they stayed thin or when they had a touch of “character”?

I hovered near a table set with sweating bottles of Sancerre and trays of hors d’oeuvres that looked like edible origami. I was on my second pass of the caprese skewers when a woman in a blood-orange sheath drifted up beside me, her mouth poised in a perpetual almost-smile.

“First time?” she asked, her voice honeyed but edged.

I nodded, resisting the urge to smooth my hair. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughed, not unkindly. “You’re not wearing club colors. Plus, you’re holding your purse like you’re about to make a run for it.” She held out a manicured hand. “Jillian McCrae. My husband’s somewhere in there, cornering the market on bad bourbon and worse jokes.”

I shook her hand, careful to keep my grip as light as possible. “Beth Hensley. My husband’s Daniel.”

“I think I met him at the new member brunch,” Jillian said, rolling her eyes. “The one where they serve eggs so fancy you can’t tell if you’re supposed to eat them or frame them.” She sized me up in a single, practiced sweep. “You’re braver than I was.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I smiled. “You get used to it?”

Jillian’s almost-smile deepened. “You learn the ropes fast enough. Secret is, nobody’s having as good a time as they pretend.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “Just wait for the second hour, once the real liquor comes out and everyone’s kids are tucked away with their nannies. That’s when it gets interesting.”

I nodded as if I understood, but the words slid off me. My eyes kept darting to the clusters of women, the way they pivoted inwards, their laughter always pitched just low enough to be exclusive.

A staffer in a black dress set a flute of prosecco in front of me. “From your husband,” she said, with a nod toward the far end of the terrace. Daniel lifted his glass in my direction, then ducked his head back into conversation.

I took a sip, letting the bubbles crackle against my teeth. The wine was sharp and cold, but not enough to dull the faint tremor in my hand.

Jillian faded into her own social orbit, and I found myself inching toward a group of three women, all arranged in a triangle of mutual admiration. The tallest had hair the color of new pennies, twisted into a chignon so severe it seemed like a rebuke. The others flanked her, both in pale blue, both with the same faint trace of spray tan, as though they’d been manufactured on adjacent assembly lines.

They eyed me as I approached, their smiles stretching to accommodate my presence. “Hi,” I offered, unsure if I was intruding or expected.

“Hi!” chirped the one on the left. “I’m Carly, this is Liz, and that’s Emily. Your dress is gorgeous, by the way.”

“Thank you,” I said. I wanted to deflect, but their attention was unmoving, a soft heat pressing into my skin.

“Is this your first event?” asked Liz, her teeth small and alarmingly white.

I nodded, careful not to slosh my wine. “It’s beautiful here. I keep expecting someone to hand me a script.”

They laughed, but the sound was rehearsed, almost like they were checking a box. “You’re funny,” said Emily. “So, what do you do?”

There it was—the first real question, the one that would decide if I merited further investment. I hesitated, not wanting to admit that my freelance copywriting barely qualified as a hobby, let alone a career. “I work from home,” I said. “Mostly writing.”

“Oh, wow!” said Carly, clapping her hands together. “I could never do that, I’d go crazy. I need people around me all the time.”

“It’s… quiet,” I said, and that was true enough.

Liz sipped her rosé. “So, do you play?”

I blinked, confused. “Play?”

“Golf,” she clarified, with a hint of pity. “Most of the wives play, at least for the social leagues. You know, nine holes, a little gossip, a lot of chardonnay.”

I shook my head. “I’ve never even tried.”

Emily grinned, a touch predatory. “That’ll change. The new pro is… impressive. I think half the ladies are signed up for private lessons next week. You should come. It’s practically mandatory.”

I laughed, but my body betrayed me with a stiffening of my shoulders. “I’m not really the sporty type.”

Carly leaned in, eyes bright. “That’s the best part. You don’t have to be. He does all the work.”

They all giggled at that, and I flushed, unsure what joke I was missing.

Before I could muster a response, a loud voice cut through the murmur: “Welcome, welcome! If everyone would take their seats, we’re about to begin the new member presentation.”

The wives drifted off in a tide of perfume and pastel, leaving me alone at the edge of the terrace. I could see Daniel in the distance, already deep in conversation with a tight circle of men, his gestures broad and assured. The women reassembled with ease, falling into formation around their tables, every movement choreographed and unhurried.

I perched at the corner of a stone bench, letting the hard chill of it anchor me. My wine glass rattled slightly as I set it down, and I pressed my hands into my lap to stop the shaking.

Through the open doors, the ballroom was filling with voices, a low pulse of expectation and familiarity. I watched as the staff swept through, collecting empties, refilling decanters, smoothing over the evidence of discomfort.

I pulled at the strap of my clutch, then at the hem of my dress, then back to the clutch. My eyes flitted to the nearest exit, then to Daniel, who was still too far away to signal for rescue. I watched the other wives, the way they floated between obligations, always knowing the next step, the right joke, the perfect posture. I envied it, resented it, even as I desperately wanted to unlock the secret for myself.

A sudden wind off the pond sent a shiver up my spine, and I wrapped my arms around myself, fighting the urge to run. I scanned the length of the terrace for a sign, any sign, that this night would turn from theater into something real. All I could see were closed circles and the faint, persistent glint of glass.

Daniel would be back soon, I told myself, and maybe then I could breathe.

But for now, I sat on the cold stone, wine glass trembling, perfect smile glued to my face, and watched the pageant unfold, rehearsing my lines for the next act.

…

The sun was collapsing, slow and syrupy, behind the glassy pond at the base of the garden. Inside the ballroom, voices had shifted from bright, performative cheer to the low and possessive thrum of established power. No one would notice if I vanished for a few minutes, or hours, or…forever, I thought, with a quick, small, bitter laugh.

I wandered the flagstone perimeter, seeking some edge or crevice to hide in. At the far side of the terrace, behind a screen of potted hydrangeas, a cluster of women had self-exiled from the main event. It was the kind of gathering that had an unmistakable gravitational pull, and despite every social instinct screaming at me to keep walking, I drifted closer, drawn by the promise of overheard secrets.

There were five of them, forming a crescent around a glass-topped bistro table. Each one had a drink in hand—no spritzers or watered-down cocktails here, but heavy pours of red, two gin and tonics, and something coppery in a short glass. The laughter that cracked from their group was different than inside: looser, with the practiced vulgarity of people who’d known each other since they were twenty-two and had seen every permutation of one another’s triumphs and humiliations.

They didn’t notice me at first. Their focus was on a woman in pink linen, who was halfway through an animated story involving a golf cart, two broken umbrellas, and “the legendary hips of Calvin Rhodes.”

“Oh my god, seriously?” This from a woman with razor-straight platinum hair and an orange tan that glowed like a warning.

“I’m telling you, it’s like he sees through fabric,” said Pink Linen, cheeks flushed and eyes alight. “I was barely even lined up and he’s all, like, ‘You need more hinge in your wrists, here let me show you,’ and then suddenly he’s got both hands on my waist and I swear to god—” She held out her arms in a theatrical demonstration, hips swaying, voice pitched for comic effect.

“I’ve heard he’s basically a golf therapist,” chimed in the redhead, who wore a tennis bracelet on each wrist and somehow made it seem normal. “Mel said he fixed her slice in ten minutes. She didn’t sit right for the rest of the day.”

“Is he the one who came from Blackwater?” asked Platinum, swirling her gin.

“Yeah, that’s him,” said the fourth, a freckled woman with the sharp, birdlike focus of someone who’d never lost an argument. “I heard the club poached him with a six-figure signing bonus.”

Pink Linen snorted. “Worth every penny. He’s got the most uncanny eye. And not just for golf swings, if you know what I mean.”

There was a burst of laughter, unfiltered and rowdy. I felt the heat rise in my face, unsure if I should retreat before I was noticed. Instead, I made the mistake of glancing directly at them, and in an instant all five heads turned.

“Hey there,” said Birdlike, gesturing to the vacant seat with a tip of her glass. “You’re Beth, right?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Guilty.”

“We’re talking about the new golf pro,” said Pink Linen, her smile more inviting than mocking. “Have you met Calvin yet?”

“Not yet,” I said. “I don’t actually—”

“She doesn’t play,” said Platinum, finishing my sentence with a theatrical gasp. “Oh, honey, you must.”

Freckled chimed in: “You don’t need to play. He’ll teach you. The lessons are…” she paused, eyes flickering with mischief, “memorable.”

There was a current in the air, a tone not quite innocent. I wondered how much was exaggeration, how much was just the way these women survived the monotony of club life.

Redhead leaned over the table, voice lowered like she was about to reveal state secrets. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“Not exactly,” I said, smiling self-effacingly. “We just moved here this spring.”

“Well, if you’re looking for a shortcut to fitting in, lessons with Calvin are it,” said Pink Linen. “He’s like the welcome committee, the orientation packet, and happy hour all rolled into one.”

Platinum cackled. “He’s also a walking HR violation, but you didn’t hear that from me.”

I laughed, but the flush in my cheeks grew more pronounced. “I’ve never even held a club.”

“That’s perfect,” said Freckled. “He loves a blank slate.”

“I don’t want to embarrass myself,” I admitted, which only made them smile wider.

“That’s the best part,” said Redhead. “You can’t. He’s a genius at making you look good. My first lesson, I nearly toppled off the tee box and he just caught me, like, one-handed. Told me I had ‘excellent balance for a beginner.’” She shook her head, grinning. “I don’t even think he knows what condescension is.”

Birdlike topped off her own drink. “You should do the couples lesson. Bring Daniel. That way you both get the lay of the land.” There was a slyness in the way she said it, a coded message I hadn’t been taught to decipher.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, meaning not a word.

“Just sign up. Trust us,” said Pink Linen. “Half of Oakwood’s marriage counseling happens on the back nine.”

That sent the whole table into another fit, and I let the laughter wash over me. There was something addictive in the freedom of their talk—the way they owned their stories, even the embarrassing ones. It made my earlier encounter with the pastel wives feel like a trip through customs: everything inspected, nothing permitted through.

As the conversation turned to summer swim schedules and the merits of Pilates versus barre, I slipped away, my mind still circling the image of Calvin Rhodes—faceless but oddly present, as if conjured by rumor alone.

Maybe it was the prosecco, maybe it was the way the air had gone honey-thick with the last light, but I found myself considering it. Maybe a lesson or two would make all this easier. Maybe if I could just talk about Calvin’s hips or his “uncanny eye,” I’d find my own way into these closed, perfect circles.

I was halfway back to the ballroom when I realized I’d never once stopped scanning for Daniel, as if his approval was the only thing that counted.

But what if, for a few hours, it didn’t?

…

I found Daniel near the fountain, deep in a conversation that had the low, aggressive buzz of negotiation. I caught only snatches—“synergy,” “value-add,” “forward-facing”—and was relieved when he broke off mid-pitch to catch my eye. He closed the distance in three confident strides, putting a warm, possessive hand at the small of my back.

“There you are,” he murmured, his voice dialed down to a frequency meant only for me. “You okay?”

I nodded, but I must not have been convincing. He steered me away from the trickle of the fountain to a shallow alcove, where the noise softened and the air was laced with gardenia. His hands moved to my shoulders, thumb tracing the seam of my dress in a gesture I’d always found calming. Tonight it felt like a check-in, as if confirming I hadn’t somehow disappeared.

“You’re doing great,” he said, pressing a kiss to my temple. “This is all so… new. It’s a lot, I know.”

I exhaled. “I’m trying, Daniel. I really am.”

He grinned, that faint wrinkle forming at the edge of his eye. “You’re the best wife here. Hands down.”

“I’m not sure they’d agree.”

“Fuck them.” The word came out easy, and I loved him for it. “Let’s get you a refill.”

He flagged down a server, and I traded my empty flute for a fresh glass of something pink and cold. Daniel waited until the staff drifted away, then angled his body so we were nearly nose-to-nose. “I heard you talking to some of the wives.”

“More like they talked at me,” I said. “Apparently I’m a social pariah because I don’t play golf.”

He laughed. “Then play golf.”

“I don’t want to. It’s embarrassing. You know I have the hand-eye coordination of a toddler.”

He made a show of considering this. “First, you’re not a toddler. Second, everyone here sucks at it. That’s why they drink.”

“They also said the pro is… intense.”

He perked up at that. “Yeah, might have heard something about that. Might be a good idea, a lesson can go a long way when you’re first starting out.”

I rolled my eyes. “You’re not going to let this go, are you?”

He dropped his voice, coaxing. “Try it once. One lesson. If you hate it, we’ll burn your clubs and call it a day. But I think you’ll be surprised.”

I wanted to protest, but the effort seemed pointless. Daniel was already picturing us as one of those couples—his and hers clubs, a shared cart, matching visors. He’d never admit it, but he liked the idea of showing me off, even if it was just as comic relief on the driving range.

“I’ll sign up for one lesson, just one…” I said, the words feeling foreign and unreal in my mouth. “But you owe me dinner. Like, an actual date. No work friends, no sponsors, just us.”

He beamed, wrapping me in a brief, hard hug. “Done. I’ll even let you order dessert.”

We finished our drinks in companionable silence. For the first time all night, I felt a sliver of ease. Perhaps it was the alcohol, or maybe it was just the relief of surrendering to inevitability.

When the reception broke up, Daniel guided me down the west corridor to the pro shop, which glowed with fluorescent sterility even as the rest of the building faded to candlelight. The place was empty except for a single club employee at the desk, arranging displays of gloves and tees with the mindless precision of someone counting the hours.

“I’d like to sign my wife up for a lesson,” Daniel said, projecting the calm, reasonable tone he used on difficult clients.

The woman behind the desk looked up, sizing me with a glance that landed somewhere between pity and collusion. “Name?”

“Elizabeth Hensley – Beth.”

She tapped on the screen. “Beginner’s clinic is Wednesday at ten, but private lessons are available. Would you prefer one-on-one?”

I hesitated, aware of Daniel’s expectant silence. “Private,” I said.

The woman smiled. “That’s with Calvin Rhodes. He’s very popular with new members.” She handed me a slim business card and a printed receipt. “Your first lesson is tomorrow at four-thirty. You’ll need sneakers and something comfortable.”

Daniel took the card, reading it as if it contained a secret code. “See? Easy.”

He gave my hand a squeeze, and for the first time I felt a flicker of something that was not dread. Maybe curiosity, maybe the distant thrill of anticipation. I tucked the card into my clutch, my pulse quickening with each step back to the car.

Outside, the last of the sun had faded, replaced by the sodium glow of streetlights and the chirr of night insects. The air was thick with the scent of cut grass and unseen flowers. I pressed close to Daniel, letting his confidence buoy me, but part of me was already far ahead—imagining the next afternoon, the uncertain tilt of a new beginning, the possibility of being seen in a way that had nothing to do with what I’d worn or how I compared.

Tomorrow, I’d step onto the green and let Calvin Rhodes teach me the game of golf…what the hell was I thinking?


2 - First Touch

The next day, I stood in front of the Oakwood Country Club’s driving range in an outfit I’d rushed and bought the night before, after the party, just before the store closed, the tags still burning a line into my lower back. The pro shop called it “athleisure,” but I felt like a scarecrow who’d lost a bet with a tennis catalog, spandex leggings in a color called midnight teal, a sleeveless polo that clung to every insecurity I’d ever owned, and a visor that I wore only because I could imagine the staff tallying points for authenticity behind the windows.

I looked nothing like the women I’d seen on Instagram, those thoroughbreds who wore neon with ease. My reflection in the mirrored glass read as someone’s attempt at a social experiment: How Many Ways Can You Fake Belonging?

A trim hedge separated the range from the main path. Beyond it, the first tee was empty except for the tall, dark silhouette moving with the a calm, confident ease. He was stacking three-hundred-count range balls into orderly pyramids, setting them at measured intervals. His every motion broadcast a particular self-assurance—neither showy nor apologetic, but rooted. I knew, just by watching, that he’d been doing this for years.

Calvin Rhodes was not hard to spot. Even from a distance, you could clock the authority of his stride, the sculpted set of his shoulders, the way he wore the club’s logo on his polo like a badge rather than an accessory. Up close, he was even taller than I expected. I’d say six-four at least, with dark ebony skin that captured the sun and muted its rays. His face was angular but symmetrical, eyes hidden behind mirrored shades, head shaved to a tight buzz. His arms, visible even beneath the short sleeves, looked engineered for contact sports, not golf. The kind of body that belonged on a magazine cover, or maybe on the big screen in a super hero movie.

I hesitated at the edge of the concrete apron, clutching the business card with my name and the lesson time printed in a friendly serif. For a split second, I wondered if I could still bail, maybe feign a stomach ache, or claim I’d been trapped in my garage by a malfunctioning Lexus. But Calvin spotted me instantly, and the effect was like stepping into the glare of a spotlight.

“Mrs. Hensley?” His voice was even deeper than I imagined—low and resonant, like someone reading your name off a roll call for the last flight out of Saigon.

I nodded, already regretting the sweat prickling along my spine. “Beth,” I said, managing not to flinch. “Hi.”

He approached with a measured, almost gliding pace, stopping just close enough that I caught a faint draft of cologne—something green and woodsy, expensive, but worn like an afterthought. He extended his hand, which was even larger up close, broad-palmed and callused in a way that made my pulse tick up.

“Calvin Rhodes,” he said. “Welcome to the range.”

I took his hand, and it swallowed mine, his grip firm but not crushing. His smile was small and professional, the kind that knew exactly how much to give without implying invitation. I looked for a hint of condescension, the trace of a smirk, but there was nothing there. Just a mirror, reflecting back whatever I wanted to see.

“First lesson?” he asked, releasing my hand.

“First anything, I’ve never even swung a club before…” I admitted, and instantly wished I’d lied.

“Perfect. That makes you my favorite kind of student.” He gestured toward the nearest mat, which held a single, unblemished driver resting on top of a pyramid of balls. “We get to skip all the bad habits and start fresh.”

I nodded, swallowing the dryness in my throat. The air was heavy with the scent of mown grass and faintly acrid sunscreen. Somewhere down the range, the steady thwack of contact made a drumbeat of expectation.

He waited until I’d stepped onto the mat, then moved in beside me, arms folded. “Let’s start with grip. Show me how you’d hold the club.”

I picked up the driver, feeling the weight of his attention. The rubber grip was warm from the sun, and I realized I had no idea where to even begin. I choked up on it like a baseball bat, left hand above right, both thumbs pointing forward.

He watched in silence for a moment, then said, “That’s not the worst I’ve seen.” The small smile again, a touch of amusement but not cruelty. “But let’s try it my way.”

He stepped behind me, close enough that I felt the outline of his presence—larger, denser, like a gravitational pull that bent the air between us. His hands came around, not touching at first, just hovering in the periphery of my vision. Then, with an almost surgical precision, he took hold of my wrists, thumbs pressing gently into the tendons, coaxing my grip open and then reassembling it, finger by finger.

I was aware of three things, in perfect clarity: the heat of his skin, the steadiness of his breath, and the cold-fusion spark every time his hands closed over mine. My stomach did a brief, traitorous somersault.

“There,” he said, voice right at the back of my head. “See how much less tension?”

If there was less tension in my hands, it had simply relocated to everywhere else.

He held my hands like that for a full five seconds—an eternity, if you’re counting heartbeats—before letting go. “Let’s work on stance,” he said. “Shoulder-width, knees soft. You want to feel athletic, not rigid.”

I shifted my feet, struggling to maintain even the illusion of coordination. He moved to my side, then to my front, evaluating from every angle. I was more aware of my own body than I’d ever been in my life: the way my hips squared to the line, the deliberate tension in my thighs, the off-balance pitch of my center of gravity.

He stepped around me again, then crouched to eye-level with my knees. “Good. But try to relax your hips a little.”

“Impossible,” I said, and instantly regretted it.

He looked up at me, one eyebrow raised above the line of his sunglasses. “You’d be surprised,” he said, in a tone that made the words feel like an inside joke.

He stood, and I nearly lost my balance, the sudden proximity turning my knees to water.

“Don’t overthink it,” he said, lowering his voice as if sharing a secret. “Most people tense up and fight the swing. The key is to let go.”

He demonstrated, hands moving slow-motion through the arc, the club slicing air with a dancer’s grace. He handed me the club and nodded for me to mimic. I tried, but the motion was all wrong—too stiff, too fast, too much fear of looking ridiculous.

“Let me help,” he said.

He closed the distance, standing just behind my right shoulder. He took hold of my right hand, then slid his left palm to the small of my back. My entire body stiffened at the contact. He guided me through the swing, one slow sweep, his chest brushing lightly against my back. The smell of him—clean sweat and whatever subtle cologne lingered—filled the space between my ears.

“That’s it,” he said. “Loosen your grip, let the club do the work.” His voice dropped lower, barely above a whisper. “Don’t try to muscle it.”

The next swing, I hit nothing but air. He didn’t laugh, just repositioned my hands and hips, holding my waist for a half-second longer than absolutely necessary.

“You’re fine,” he said, and the way he said it made me wonder if I was imagining the undercurrent I was metaphorically drowning in.

I tried again, this time making contact, the ball sailing a respectable fifty yards before dying in the in perfect grass. The sound was more satisfying than any applause. I found myself grinning, genuinely, for the first time all day.

He smiled back, then set up another ball. “See? It’s not about strength. It’s rhythm.”

We worked through the basics for the next half hour, the lesson a pattern of adjustment and release, error and correction. Every touch was clinical, every instruction delivered with clarity, but it was impossible not to notice the undertow—the constant current of something unsaid, electric and impossible to name. My skin burned where his hands had steadied me, and each time I reset my stance, it was as if my entire body remembered the last imprint of his touch.

He handed me a towel at the end, the edge of it brushing my wrist. “You did better than most first-timers. And you didn’t complain once.”

“I was too busy panicking,” I said.

He laughed, full and unguarded for the first time. “That’s the correct response.”

He scribbled something on the back of a business card, then handed it to me. “Next session is Thursday at three. Text me if you have questions, or want to come early and practice.”

I took the card, our fingers grazing. My heart pounded loud enough that I thought he could probably hear it.

“Next session?” I whispered under my breath.

He looked at me and cocked his head to the side.

“Well, yeah - we’re just getting started. You were planning to keep going, weren’t you?”

My breath caught in my throat as I placed a hand on my chest to try to steady my beating heart.

“Of course, yes, thank you,” I said, a little too fast while trying to sound breezy and not like someone who’d just been mainlined with adrenaline.

“Looking forward to it,” he said. The phrase was neutral, but his eyes lingered for half a breath, and I wondered if he’d always been this good at leaving people just a little off-balance.

I walked back to the parking lot in a fugue state, the world lit up in high-contrast color. My hands buzzed with residual contact, and the ache in my thighs felt almost earned.

I told myself it was just embarrassment. Just another thing to survive.

But I couldn’t shake the sense that, for a moment, I’d been caught in someone else’s gravity, powerless, but unwilling to let go.

. . .

Daniel was already home when I walked through the door. He’d left the hall lights on and set out a chilled bottle of Sauvignon Blanc, in case I felt “victorious.” He was in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, whisking salad dressing with the kind of intensity he reserved for hostile meetings and cooking shows.

“There she is!” he said, setting down the bowl and beaming like a proud parent. “How’d it go? Did you break any records?”

I hovered in the entryway, caught between needing a shower and the inertia of being observed. The house felt smaller than usual, or maybe I was just too aware of my own body—how my shirt stuck to my lower back, the hum in my thighs, the bruised, pleasant ache in my hands.

I hung my purse on the hook, made a show of toeing off my sneakers. “I didn’t embarass myself, at least not completely,” I said, forcing a smile. “That’s probably the best you can hope for.”

He crossed the room and gathered me in a damp, post-cardio hug. His scent—blue deodorant, a hint of something musky—was grounding, but at the same time, my senses revolted at the pressure, every nerve ending still tuned to the frequency of Calvin’s hands.

Daniel held me by the shoulders and searched my face. “You look flushed. Was it that bad?”

I shook my head. “Just hot out there. And my form is, apparently, a crime against humanity.”

He laughed, kissed my cheek. “Did he yell at you?”

“No. Actually, he was…” I hesitated, hunting for a word that wasn’t loaded. “Patient.”

Daniel looked delighted. “See? I told you.”

I nodded, and a shiver ran up my arms, so fast I worried he’d see it. I went to the fridge, poured myself a glass, then hid behind the act of drinking.

Daniel kept up a volley of questions—Did you use the driver, or just irons? Was the range crowded? Was he a good teacher?—but the words floated past, unmoored from their targets. I gave him answers I couldn’t remember a minute later, my brain stuck on the ghost-memory of Calvin’s voice in my ear, the press of his hand on my hip, the way I’d felt less like a student and more like a clay figure being shaped for the first time.

“I’m just glad you didn’t hate it,” Daniel said, circling behind me to set two plates on the table. “I know it’s not your scene, but I’m really proud of you.”

He brushed my hair off my neck and kissed the bare skin there. The touch was comforting, tender, but it only amplified the friction of wanting something else, something more—if only because I didn’t have words for what I actually wanted.

We ate dinner with the TV on low, Daniel recapping the latest Oakwood gossip, all the petty dramas and minor victories of men whose lives orbited his now. I played along, laughing where required, but every time I blinked, I saw a flash of the range: the tension in my wrists, the sun striping Calvin’s forearms, the moment when his grip closed around my hands and everything else blurred out.

After dinner, Daniel cleared the plates. I went upstairs to shower, stripping out of the athletic wear and tossing it into the hamper. The sight of my own nakedness in the bathroom mirror startled me—skin flushed, arms a little raw.

I lingered under the water until the hot ran out, then toweled off and pulled on one of Daniel’s old t-shirts, the fabric soft from a thousand washes. When I came out, he was already in the bedroom, scrolling through his phone and humming tunelessly.

He looked up. “Want to watch a movie?”

“Maybe later,” I said. “I’m wiped.”

He set the phone aside and patted the mattress. “Come here…”

The words were light, joking, but the energy underneath was unmistakable. He stretched out next to me, hand finding my knee, then traveling up my thigh. His touch was practiced, deliberate, exactly how it had always been—except tonight, my body registered it through a filter, one that made every stroke feel a hair off from the calibration it craved.

He kissed my neck, my collarbone, his tongue tracing the lines he’d learned over years of marriage. I closed my eyes, and instead of Daniel, I saw Calvin: the line of his jaw, the bulk of his chest, the way his fingers manipulated the club, and me, like a tuning fork. I tried to will the memory away, to redirect, but every touch from Daniel just echoed the lesson—corrective, then releasing, and always leaving me suspended, waiting for something that didn’t arrive.

Daniel’s hands wandered lower, pulling my t-shirt up, his lips following. I reached for him, trying to ground myself in the old routine, to remember the sequence that had always worked for us. He pressed his body into mine, hips grinding slow, and when he entered me, I felt every nerve ending spike. But it was as if I’d been rewired: the rhythm was right, the motion familiar, but my mind kept rerouting to that moment on the range, when a single touch had made me want to unspool entirely.

I came faster than I expected, a tight burst that caught me by surprise. Daniel seemed thrilled, kissing me harder, his thrusts urgent now. I clung to him, guilt flooding in as I realized that the face in my mind was still not his.

After, he lay on his back, breathing ragged, grinning at the ceiling. “That’s what golf does for a marriage,” he joked.

I tried to smile, rolling onto my side.

We lay in the dark for a while, Daniel’s breath evening out as he slipped toward sleep. I stared at the ceiling, tracing the shadows the streetlight threw across the plaster. I counted backwards from a hundred, tried to catalog the day in reverse: the drive home, the lecture on follow-through, the first flash of envy when Calvin laughed, the moment I almost lost my footing and he caught me, gentle but unyielding.

I told myself it was nothing. Just the humiliation of being bad at something, the chemical lag of exertion and heat.

But I couldn’t stop playing the scene in my head: the weight of his hand, the ghost of his breath, the way my body had said yes even before my mind understood the question.

Daniel slept soundly beside me, and I was wide awake—watching my own thoughts circle and circle, like water searching for a drain.

Just what exactly was I contemplating here?

. . .

When I returned for the second lesson, the day was hotter—more like late summer than early spring and the sky a whitewashed blue, the air dense enough to bite. I’d spent the morning half-committed to a freelance project, then killing time at a strip-mall coffee shop, the iced latte in my hand sweating harder than I was. I arrived ten minutes early to the range, determined to show a semblance of initiative, but he was already there, arranging clubs by shaft length with the bored exactitude of a surgeon prepping a tray.

This time I’d gone even deeper into the pro shop’s arsenal: a turquoise sleeveless top that made my shoulders look like they belonged to someone else, and a visor that felt like it broadcasted my rookie status to every tanned retiree within a half-mile. I tried to look relaxed, like I belonged, but every muscle below my ribs was strung tight, humming with preemptive embarrassment.

Calvin spotted me, nodded, and finished his arrangement before gliding over. He wore the same fitted polo, club logo stitched over his chest, khaki shorts that showed off the geometry of his thighs. I caught myself staring and pretended to be fascinated by the divot patterns on the practice green.

“Good afternoon, Beth.” he said, his voice scraping a register lower than I remembered. “Ready to pick up where we left off?”

I managed a smile. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He guided me to the same bay as before, the mat marked by a fresh pyramid of balls. The range was busier today—three groups of men in loud-patterned shorts, a father teaching his pre-teen son to shank balls into the far net, a pair of women who looked so interchangeable I had to check their shoes for ID. But Calvin’s presence bent the environment around us, made it feel like we were inside a snow globe of expectation.

He handed me the seven iron, our fingers barely brushing, but even that brief contact zinged up my arm. “We’ll start with short shots,” he said. “Same grip as last time.”

I took the club, feeling every imperfection in my palms. “I tried to practice at home,” I said. “But my living room has a low ceiling.”

He cracked the smallest of smiles. “Let’s keep the damage here, then.”

He corrected my grip again, his fingers moving with the same clinical care, but there was a difference this time—a slowness, a lingering as he pressed my left thumb down, rotated my right hand into place. It was all perfectly professional. But my nervous system couldn’t be convinced.

He stepped behind me, closer than before. His chest hovered just at the edge of my shoulder blades, the heat of him both suffocating and oddly protective. “Let’s work on the takeaway,” he said, voice pitched for my ear alone. “Relax your knees. Let your hips move with the swing.”

He placed his left hand on my hip, thumb digging into the joint, fingers splayed for leverage. His right hand cupped my elbow, guiding the arm back in a smooth, arcing path.

“Feel that?” he said, his breath ghosting against the side of my neck.

I did. Every cell in my body had recalibrated itself to the point of contact. My breath came short and uneven; I felt my ears flare, hot as live wires.

“Don’t force it,” he said, still in that near-whisper. “Just let it happen.”

He let go, and I felt instantly unmoored. I tried the swing. The ball rolled a humiliating ten feet, then stopped.

“That’s fine,” he said, not even blinking. “Again. Keep your eyes down, don’t rush the follow-through.”

I tried again. This time, his hand came back to my hip, less tentative, more command than suggestion. He moved with me through the motion, and at the apex, his chest pressed flush against my back. For a split second, we moved as one articulated creature, his strength ghosting through my arms.

“Better,” he said, low and approving. “Once more.”

I didn’t want to move. If he’d held me like that for an hour, I might have fossilized in the spot, a monument to overcooked libido and middle-class anxiety.

I swung, made contact, and the ball sailed a solid seventy yards, landing with a satisfying thud.

“Yes,” he said, smiling wide enough that I saw the faint flash of white behind the sunglasses. “That’s it.”

I grinned, stupid and breathless. “It’s probably a fluke.”

He shook his head. “You’re more natural than you think.”

We cycled through a bucket of balls. Each time, the mechanics improved, and so did my confidence. But every correction—every touch to my wrist, shoulder, or back—sent me spiraling. He never once crossed the line, never lingered longer than needed. But my body didn’t care about context or intent. The smell of him, the disciplined grace, the smoothness of his voice: it all added up to something that made my knees unreliable.

Halfway through, I whiffed entirely, lost my balance, and stumbled off the mat. I would have face-planted if Calvin hadn’t caught me—one hand snatching my arm just above the elbow, the other steadying my waist.

“Whoa,” he said, holding me up with effortless strength. “You okay?”

I was not okay. I was fizzing with embarrassment and something else, something harder to name. He held me upright a beat longer than required, then let go, his hands leaving behind a ghost imprint.

“Sorry,” I said, laughing too loudly.

He smiled. “Happens to everyone.”

I got back on the mat, but my hands were shaking now. We finished the bucket. I made a few decent shots, even managing to land one ball within spitting distance of the flag. He watched, evaluating.

At the end, he handed me a damp towel, the edge of it brushing my fingers. “Progress is real,” he said. “Don’t let nerves get in the way.”

I nodded, unable to make eye contact. “I’ll try.”

He scheduled the next session, writing the date and time on a slip of paper. As he handed it to me, his fingers closed over mine for a split second longer than before. Not an accident. Not a promise, either. Just a fact.

“You’re doing fine,” he said, quieter now. “Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

I left the range with my skin buzzing, my stomach a pit of confused want. In the parking lot, I sat in the car with the AC blasting, staring at my own hands on the steering wheel.

It wasn’t just nerves.

And I wasn’t sure if I wanted to let go.


3 - Under His Guidance

By the third lesson, I was hooked. The only problem was, I wasn’t sure what it was – or more accurately who it was that I was hooked on. The beautiful game of golf or the athletic and powerful black man named Calvin Rhodes who was teaching me how to play it.

Looking back, I think the answer was obvious.

I took longer getting ready than I ever had for any job interview or date. In the cool blue of the closet, I fingered every garment with the same care as if they were props in a high-stakes play. I told myself the new skirt—white, hem two inches shorter than my comfort zone—was for mobility, that the sleeveless polo was “for the heat,” but I didn’t believe my own bullshit. When I bent at the mirror, I could see the faint outline of my ass; when I straightened, the edge of my bra showed under the thin mesh of the shirt. My reflection looked like it belonged on a calendar in a mechanic’s office.

I lingered at the bathroom mirror, fiddling with my ponytail and layering on sunscreen. The scent clung to my skin like anticipation, sharp and chemical, mingling with the lower, floral note of the body wash I’d used three times in twenty-four hours. I was vibrating with nerves and something deeper—a predatory kind of want that made my hands shake so badly I nearly stabbed myself with my own mascara wand.

Daniel was at work, gone before sunrise. I left a note on the fridge in the hope that “Lesson #3—wish me luck!” would read as cute rather than desperate. The drive to Oakwood was twenty silent minutes, the sky so saturated with late-day sun that every tree cast a shadow sharp enough to cut. I barely remember parking or walking the hedge-lined path to the range, only the scrape of nerves and the sense that every passing car was an audience of judges.

Calvin was already there. He wore slate shorts and a tight black polo, club logo stretched across the arc of his chest. His arms and calves were bare and even darker than last week, a saturation that made me feel like a pale, breakable thing in comparison. He paced the length of the range, laying out clubs, then stopped to watch a young couple in the far bay. His eyes raked over the wife, said nothing, but his posture alone radiated “I could fix you if I wanted. Could have you if I wanted too.”

I willed myself to the mat, the fabric of my skirt whispering against my thighs. He noticed me in the same way he always did: with a precise, unhurried scan, followed by a microsecond pause as if indexing my state against some internal database. For the first time, his eyes slid all the way down to my shoes before returning to my face.

“You ready to work?” he asked.

My mouth felt stuffed with cotton. “Definitely.”

He nodded toward the mat. “Let’s warm up with the nine iron. It’s a feel club, you need to relax.”

I bent to pick up the club, aware of the way my skirt hiked up in back. He didn’t say anything, just observed. There was always a sliver of distance in his tone—professional, but with an undertow I couldn’t name. But I could always feel it.

The first swing was a disaster, club head thunking into the mat, ball rolling a shameful foot. My cheeks flamed, and I hated myself for caring so much about his opinion.

“Stop,” he said, stepping behind me. “You’re too tense. Here.” He bracketed my upper arms with his hands, his grip gentle but absolute. His fingers covered the length of my tricep, thumb kneading lightly. “Let them hang loose. Don’t lock your elbows.”

The heat from his hands bled through the fabric, straight to my skin. He adjusted my arms, then let go, but the warmth stayed behind.

“Now, feet,” he said. “They’re too close.” He bent, his hand sweeping my ankle a half inch out, then the other. When he stood, his chest grazed my back—just enough to register, not enough to claim as an accident.

“Good,” he murmured, now so close I felt the vibration of his voice in my shoulder blades. “Now swing.”

I did, and the ball lofted high and straight. The satisfaction was instant, but so was the jolt of awareness: his body, right there, still radiating heat.

“Much better,” he said. His hands hovered around my hips, never quite touching, and then—on the second swing—he placed them there, palms spanning the crest of my bones. My knees nearly buckled.

“Let me show you something,” he said, voice low. “You’re not rotating enough. Trust your core to do the work.”

He pressed my hips gently, rotating them as he guided me through the motion. His touch was both firm and careful, as if testing the limits of what I’d allow. Each micro-adjustment sent a pulse up my spine. I tried to breathe evenly, but my chest rose and fell like I’d sprinted the length of the course.

He reset me, his hands on my waist again, and for a moment his thumbs moved in slow circles, not entirely necessary. The scent of his cologne—pine, leather, rain—mixed with my own sweat and sunscreen until I felt half-drowned in it.

“Don’t fight the movement,” he said. “Let it open you up.” The words hit in two places at once, and I nearly laughed, but the sound got stuck in my throat.

We cycled through ten more shots, each one better than the last. But it wasn’t improvement that made my skin tingle; it was the ritual of correction, the way he repeated the touch every time, as if mapping the exact shape of me. At one point he leaned in to adjust my grip, and when he spoke, his breath ghosted over the sensitive shell of my ear.

“See how easy it is when you stop overthinking?” he murmured. “Just give into that feeling. Let that guide you.”

I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. My hands trembled on the club, and when I looked down I saw the faintest shimmer of sweat along my knuckles. He must have seen it too, because he handed me a towel, his fingers brushing mine, and for a half-second neither of us let go.

I wiped my palms, buying time.

“Again,” he said, stepping in, and this time, when he took my hips to guide the swing, his chest pressed flush to my back. The contact was unmistakable—hard, hot, and unapologetic. I froze, every thought in my head blinking out.

He didn’t move, just held me there, our bodies aligned like a single mechanism. He guided my arms through the swing, slow and deliberate. When we finished, I could feel his breath in the hollow of my neck. He lingered, then slowly released me.

“Perfect,” he said, his tone unchanged, as if nothing had happened.

But something had. I felt it in the way the backs of my knees threatened to give out, in the ache behind my sternum, in the quick, guilty throb between my legs.

We finished the lesson with a chipping drill, which required him to crouch beside me, one hand bracing my thigh just above the knee. The grip was necessary for balance, but it felt like a secret he wanted me to keep.

“Weight forward,” he instructed. “Trust the club, let your hands follow.” His voice was honeyed steel. I made contact, the ball arcing perfectly onto the green. I made a small, involuntary sound—a gasp, maybe—and he smiled, just barely.

When the hour was up, I bent to collect my things, and for a moment, I thought about what it would be like if he just took me right there, in the open, his hands rough and demanding. It hit me hard and fast. I couldn’t resist the fantasy any long. The thought was so intense I nearly dropped my visor.

He watched me pack up. “You’re improving fast,” he said. “Most people take months to get this kind of control.”

I met his gaze, searching for any flicker of what I felt. His face was composed, but the set of his jaw was tighter, the line of his mouth a little less patient.

“Thank you,” I said, voice thin as glass. “I had a good teacher.”

He picked up his own towel, slung it over his shoulder. “Same time next week?”

“Yes,” I said, no hesitation.

He nodded, then walked away with that easy, loping stride, the one that dared you to watch and not want.

I stood for a long time in the golden spill of sunlight, willing my heart to slow, my knees to recover. My reflection in the clubhouse window was flushed and wild-eyed, hair half-escaped from the band. I looked like I’d survived a collision.

On the walk back to the clubhouse, I could still feel his hands on me, the imprint of his body, the unspoken promise humming in every nerve.

I walked slow, letting a bevy of lewd fantasies play along on repeat in my head as I bit my bottom lip.

. . .

The locker room was empty except for a pair of women wrapped in towels from head to toe, trading gossip in stage whispers as they adjusted their makeup at the far mirror. They glanced at me—judging, maybe, or just curious at the flushed, messy state of my arrival—but quickly returned to their own drama. I peeled off my top and skirt, folding them with compulsive neatness, then shucked my sports bra and panties, still damp from the range. I locked my things in the lowest cubby, as if hiding them from myself, and padded barefoot to the showers.

The tile underfoot was slick and cold, the air heavy with chemical citrus and steam. I turned the handle all the way hot, waiting for the water to go from pinprick cold to boiling, and then stepped in. The spray hit me like an interrogation lamp, lighting every nerve at once. I pressed my forehead to the cool tile, feeling the fog creep over my scalp, down my back.

I knew why I was there, and why I’d decided to shower here instead of at home: I was so turned on I felt physically sick. Every step, every jostle in the car had reminded me of the heat between my legs, the way my skin still vibrated with the memory of his hands.

I tried to let the water calm me. I soaped my arms, then my chest, the friction sending a thousand microspasms through the skin. When I reached my stomach, my hand hesitated, then slipped lower, between my thighs. I wanted to stop, to wait until I got home, but the need was feral. I rubbed slow circles at first, then faster, my hips rocking against my own palm.

I closed my eyes. I saw the range, the green blur of grass and the pyramid of white balls, but mostly I saw Calvin: the way he crowded my back, the pressure of his chest, the grip of his hands on my hips. I imagined him pressed against me, not in shorts but naked, skin gleaming with sweat, the hard length of him fitting against the curve of my ass. In the fantasy, he just took what he wanted. There was no hesitation, no social contract—just his hands, rough and confident, pulling me open as he fucked me against the metal rack of clubs.

My fingers worked faster, the water masking the slick sound of it. I imagined the difference in our skin, the dark of his hands around my waist, the contrast of his body against mine. I saw myself bent over, skirt bunched up, Calvin holding me in place as he slid in, and the thought made my knees buckle. I had to brace my palm flat against the tile to keep upright.

I bit my lip to keep from making a noise. I was close, closer than I’d ever been with Daniel, and it was shameful how little it took. I kept seeing Calvin’s eyes, the way he’d looked at me after that last swing, like he knew exactly what I wanted. I came hard, the pleasure so sharp it was almost pain, and nearly yelped into the crook of my elbow.

I stayed that way—trembling, forehead to tile—until the water ran cold. My heart hammered against my ribs. I looked down and saw my own wedding ring, glinting in the fluorescent light, soap and water beading off the gold. For a second, I thought I might cry, but the heat inside me was too stubborn. It didn’t want to leave.

I finished the shower on autopilot, washing away any trace of what I’d done. When I dried off, my skin was raw, a patchwork of goosebumps and pink. I dressed quickly, barely glancing at the mirror. The women from before were gone, but their perfume lingered, a reminder that I wasn’t really alone, not even now.

As I left, I caught my reflection—clean, composed, hair still damp and curling at the ends. But my cheeks were still flushed, and my eyes had that glassy, aftermath look I remembered from college hookups and guilty mornings after.

I stepped back into the lobby and smiled at the receptionist, as if nothing in the world had happened.

My hands shook with adrenaline and excitement and what I was thinking of doing next the whole way home.

. . .

The house was dim when I got back, moonlight filtered through the back patio and laying honey-colored bands across the kitchen floor. I hung my keys with hands that still trembled, tried to steady myself by filling the kettle and busying with small, mechanical tasks. It didn’t work. Every time I stopped moving, I felt the echo of Calvin’s grip, the invisible hand still clutching at my waist, the memory of his heat licking up my spine.

Daniel greeted me in the kitchen, sleeves rolled to the elbow, glasses slipping down his nose. He smiled when he saw me, that warm, open look that had first made me want him.

“Hey, superstar,” he said, crossing the kitchen and gathering me in for a kiss. “How was it? You look—” He paused, searching for a word. “—amazing.”

He meant it, but I flinched anyway, afraid he’d read my mind in the flush of my cheeks. I slipped out of his grasp and laughed it off.

“Just tired,” I said. “He really worked me hard this time.”

He ran his hand down my back, then gripped my ass, playful. “Looks like it’s paying off.” He kissed the side of my neck, and for a second I let myself relax into the familiar script of his affection, tried to anchor myself to the version of reality where I was still the person he thought I was.

But it didn’t hold. The urge in me was a live wire, and the longer I stood in his embrace, the more impossible it was to resist.

I kissed him back, hard, biting at his lower lip in a way I’d never dared before. He made a surprised sound, then grinned, pleased. I let my hands wander under his shirt, traced the soft line of his stomach, pressed myself into him. My body moved with a purpose that felt both alien and ancient—hungry, relentless, programmed to consume.

He caught on fast, his hands moving to the curve of my hip, then up, cupping my breasts through the thin fabric. I gasped, the sensation blurring into a memory of Calvin’s touch, and for a moment I saw them both—Daniel in front of me, Calvin behind, their hands overlapping, indistinguishable.

I pushed Daniel toward the bedroom, barely letting him protest.

“Damn,” he said, voice half-laughing, half-aroused. “What’s gotten into you?”

I didn’t answer. I dragged him down on the bed, kissing him until my lips went numb, stripping off my own shirt with clumsy urgency. He tried to undress me slow, the way he always did, but I twisted away, tore off my bra, and straddled him, pinning his wrists above his head.

“Whoa,” he said, eyes wide and hungry. “Are we role-playing? Should I be scared?”

I shook my head, pressing my palm flat against his chest, feeling the steady thud of his heart. “No games,” I said. “Just want you.”

It was true, in a way—I did want him, but I wanted him as a vessel, a proxy, a means to an end I was afraid to name. I kissed down his chest, bit at the soft skin above his hip, and when he gasped I felt a pulse of power, a confirmation that I could do whatever I wanted.

I undid his belt and jeans, dragged them down. He was hard already, a familiar shape that should have comforted me but instead made me feel hollow. I took him in my mouth, slow at first, then faster, desperate to drown out every thought except sensation. He arched under me, his hand fisting in my hair, and I let him control the pace, let him use me as he wanted.

I pulled back only when I felt him getting close, then slid up to straddle him again. I lined him up and took him inside me in one motion, the stretch and heat erasing everything else. I set the pace—hard, fast, almost brutal. Daniel groaned, bucking into me, and I rode him with a force that made the bed frame knock against the wall.

He grabbed my hips, fingers digging in, and it was Calvin’s hands I felt, Calvin’s strength, Calvin’s voice in my ear, telling me to open up, let go, take everything. I squeezed my eyes shut, the world going black and bright all at once. My orgasm hit so suddenly I almost cried out, biting the inside of my cheek to keep the noise in.

Daniel followed, grabbing my ass and shoving up hard, losing himself with a string of half-coherent curses. For a long moment, I sat on top of him, my chest heaving, sweat running in rivulets down my ribs. My wedding ring flashed in the lamplight, a signal flare of guilt and confusion.

When I finally rolled off, Daniel pulled me into his arms, kissed my forehead, murmured, “Jesus, I love you. That was incredible”

I squeezed my eyes shut, counting each thud of my heart. I wanted to tell him I loved him, too. But the words lodged somewhere behind my teeth, stubborn and sharp.

After a while, Daniel fell asleep, his breath slow and even, his body curled against mine. I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, replaying every second of the lesson, the shower, the way my body had responded to Calvin’s touch.

I slid my hand down between my thighs, tentative, just to check if the heat was still there. It was, and it pulsed at my fingertips, insistent and bright. I pressed gently, thinking about Calvin, thinking about Daniel, thinking about how easy it was to let one man’s face slip behind the other’s.

I came again, this time silent and alone, my body wracked by pleasure and shame.

When I wiped my hand on the sheets, I felt emptier than before. And yet, I couldn’t wait for next week.


Interlude - Watching Eyes - Daniel’s POV

I always knew my wife was beautiful, but there was a specific cruelty in the way she looked that morning—air-drying in the honey light, towel-wrapped, humming under her breath as she lined her eyes in the bathroom mirror. She never wore makeup for golf before, but today she angled her face with the deliberation of a surgeon. The brush flicked, steady and silent.

I sat in the kitchen and watched the Kuerig struggle to remember its last cup. I’d offered to make coffee the old way, with the French press and the beans she loved, but Beth had declined, said she wanted “something fast.” She still wore her robe open at the collar, her neck a studied line of bare, pale skin. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw her leave it untied at breakfast.

By the time she drifted in, the robe was gone, replaced by the new outfit she’d left hanging on the bedroom door all week—white skirt with a slit up the thigh, navy sleeveless polo, shoes I didn’t recognize but which must have cost more than my last pair of Oxfords. The hem of the skirt fluttered around her hips when she moved, and her legs looked longer than they ever had before, even at our wedding when she wore those obscene, sexy heels.

She poured herself coffee and leaned against the counter, looking anywhere but at me. For a minute the house was silent except for the refrigerator’s persistent hum. I watched her sip, then set the mug down, fingers poised like she was afraid it would break.

“Early lesson?” I asked, aiming for casual. My voice scraped out rougher than I intended.

She nodded, eyes flicking to the clock on the oven. “He wants to start with chipping drills,” she said, and the way she said “he” landed with a weight I couldn’t parse. It wasn’t disrespectful, but it wasn’t quite neutral either. “Calvin says my short game is ‘an untapped gold mine.’” The corners of her mouth twitched, and I realized she was quoting him verbatim, like it was a joke she’d heard twice.

I tried to smile, but my teeth felt too big for my own face. “So, is he as good as they say?” I said, keeping my eyes on the mottled marble of the counter.

Beth hesitated, just long enough for me to notice. “He’s…yeah, very good.” She offered nothing else, and I waited for the old Beth to fill the silence with nervous laughter or a story about one of the other wives. But she just stood there, hands wrapped around her coffee, looking through the window at the shimmer of the neighbor’s pool.

She finished the cup in three fast gulps, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand—a gesture that had always seemed tomboyish and cute, but today looked almost savage. She set the mug in the sink, rinsed it with surgical precision, and turned to leave. At the threshold she paused and glanced over her shoulder, lips parted in a half-smile, eyes catching mine for a moment longer than necessary.

“Wish me luck?” she said, and then she was gone, the sound of the door echoing down the hall, a small, final thud.

I sat there for a while, the house growing colder around me. My hands wrapped the mug so tightly I worried it might shatter. When I finally looked up, I saw she’d left her phone charging on the counter. I stared at it, temptation prickling along my skin, but I didn’t move. The last thing I needed was to become the kind of husband who snoops.

Instead, I replayed the scene in my mind—her laugh, the new clothes, the perfume (because she was definitely wearing perfume, something sharp and floral I’d never smelled before). All of it felt choreographed, but not for my benefit.

I got dressed, checked my email, and tried to lose myself in work. But every ten minutes, my eyes drifted to the clock, then to the phone, still pulsing with silent, lifeless energy. Around noon, I gave up pretending. I told my office I had a dentist appointment, grabbed my jacket, and drove to Oakwood, the whole way rehearsing what I’d say if I ran into her.

Not that I was spying. Not at all. I just wanted to see her play.

But I knew that was a lie, and I knew she would know it too.

. . .

The grounds were in full performance mode: lawns scalped to military standard, a geometric violence to the boxwoods and the petunias. The faintest music drifted from the patio where the Thursday regulars staged their cocktails and gossip. If anyone noticed me weaving through the side path, they didn’t let on. Maybe I was invisible, or maybe I just looked like another bored husband killing time before a tee time.

I took the back route toward the driving range, heart thumping loud enough I was sure someone would hear it. The air reeked of fertilizer and cut grass, layered over with the chemical sweetness of old sunscreen. I moved along the fringe of the tennis courts, then up to a hedgerow where I could see the practice mats without being obvious. My hands sweated in my jacket pockets, and for a minute I felt like a teenager again—too aware of my body, too convinced everyone else was, too.

Beth was at the far end, swinging with a grace I didn’t know she had. Her arms were brown from three weeks of sun, and the skirt clung to her ass in a way that made my jaw clench. She looked lighter on her feet, a bounce in her step that I’d never seen at home. Every time she connected with the ball, she watched its arc all the way down, then laughed in this open, almost reckless way.

I scanned the bays for him. Calvin. He was at her side, taller than any of the other people by a wide margin, head shaved close to the scalp, the white polo stretched tight across his chest and arms. He watched Beth’s swing with the calm of a man who’d seen every possible flaw, hands on his hips, legs braced. When he stepped closer, she set her club down and turned to face him, her body suddenly very still. They talked for a minute—I couldn’t hear the words, but her mouth moved with the same nervous flick I saw in the mornings.

Then, with a lazy confidence, he put his hands on her shoulders and steered her back into position. Not like a teacher, not even like a friend; it was more like he already owned her body and was just reminding her where it belonged. His hands slid down her arms, then ghosted her waist, arranging her hips with slow, deliberate care. Even from thirty yards, I saw the way she shivered—so obvious it made my stomach knot.

He moved behind her, aligning their bodies, his chest pressed to her back, one hand wrapped around both her wrists, the other spread wide across her stomach. He spoke into her ear, and she nodded, face flushing bright enough I could see it from my hideout. She tried the swing, and this time he didn’t let go—just followed her motion, his hands guiding, holding, correcting. At the end of the stroke, his palm lingered on her belly, fingers splayed like he wanted to test the give of her flesh.

Beth laughed, but it was a sound I’d never heard from her before—high, breathy, something a shade too close to a gasp. She turned her head to say something, and for a second their faces were close enough to touch. Calvin didn’t break eye contact. Not once.

I pressed my palms against the hedge, felt the prickle of branches against my skin. I thought I might throw up, or that I’d jump the fence and tackle him, but neither happened. Instead I just stood there, watching, paralyzed by the sheer, slow-motion intimacy of the scene.

They cycled through another ten swings. Every correction required more contact. At one point, he lifted the back of her shirt, just enough to press his hand to her lower spine and “demonstrate” the right position. She leaned into it, laughing again, and when she turned back to face him, her cheeks were mottled red.

I had no idea if anyone else noticed. To me, they might as well have been the only two people alive.

After forty minutes, Calvin left her with a towel and jogged back toward the clubhouse, all slow swagger and lazy stride. Beth stayed behind, wiping her face, staring after him with a look I couldn’t decipher.

My hands shook as I took out my phone and pretended to check my email. I needed something to do, something to justify the sick energy crawling up my throat. When I looked up, Beth was still standing on the mat, lost in her own head.

I waited until she left, watched her walk back to the parking lot, then stood there for a long time in the dying sun, the hedge scratching my forearms, my whole body buzzing with the need for something I couldn’t name.

. . .

I’d love to say I walked away. But instead I stayed, fixed in place, hands mashed into my pockets, sweating under my shirt even as the evening cooled. I kept waiting for the moment when it would become a joke—when Calvin would step back, slap her on the back, and they’d both collapse in laughter. But it never happened. Every correction, every nudge of his hand, was another layer of choreography, a tightening noose I couldn’t untangle.

I watched her body, the way she arched into his touch, how her chin lifted and her mouth opened in a soft “oh” every time he pressed her hips or cupped her elbow. She wasn’t faking. She was in it, letting him rearrange her limbs, letting him take her body and make it work the way he wanted. It wasn’t sexual—not overtly—but there was a hunger in the way she looked at him, a need I didn’t recognize.

He adjusted her grip, his fingers long enough to wrap around both her hands at once. She shivered, barely, and when she looked back over her shoulder, their faces were so close I felt a punch of vertigo. For a second I thought he’d kiss her, but he just held her there, breath against her cheek, before letting go.

They didn’t talk much, and what words they did share were lost to me. But the silence said more than anything: the way she listened, the way he took his time. When he knelt to fix her stance, his hands slid up her calves, over her knees, then to her thighs. She laughed—a real, unguarded laugh—and for the first time I saw her as someone else might: loose, playful, almost reckless.

I could feel my heart in my ears. My hands were slick with sweat. My dick was hard, straining against my jeans in a way that made me want to rip it off and throw it in the lake. I hated him. I hated her. Mostly, I hated myself for standing there and watching.

I tried to look away. I checked my phone, scanned the parking lot, even glanced at the patio to see if anyone else was watching. But every time, my eyes snapped back to her. Calvin had his arm around her now, demonstrating a swing, his chest flush to her back. She leaned into him, her ass pressed to his crotch, and the motion was so intimate I nearly groaned out loud.

He murmured something in her ear, and she covered her mouth, eyes wide, then nodded. She tried the swing again, this time with a hesitation that made it look almost like an invitation. When she turned to face him, her face was flushed all the way down her neck, color rising under the collar of her shirt.

My mouth was dry. I kept shifting my weight, willing myself to move, to do anything but stare. But the scene played out with a logic I couldn’t fight.

When they finished, Calvin set down her club, then stood close—closer than any coach should. He put his hands on her shoulders, then slid them down her arms, squeezing once at the elbows. She looked up at him, smiling, her eyes bright and alive. He bent to say something, and she laughed again, softer this time, almost secret.

That was it. I couldn’t watch anymore.

I ducked behind the hedge and walked fast, not caring who saw me. My hands shook so bad I could barely get the car keys out of my pocket. I sat in the driver’s seat, staring at the dashboard, trying to slow my breathing. The hard-on wouldn’t go away. I wanted to punch the steering wheel, but instead I gripped it so hard the leather creaked.

I replayed the scene in my head, over and over, looking for something to explain what I felt. There was anger, sure, and a sick jealousy. But underneath, there was something else—a thrill, sharp and dangerous, that made my whole body feel like it was dissolving.

I drove home with the windows down, letting the cold air blast my face. I needed to talk to her. I needed to ask her what the fuck was going on, even if I didn’t want to hear the answer.

I parked in the garage and sat there for a while, hands in my lap, feeling the echo of the range still pulsing through me.

The thing about watching your wife come alive in someone else’s hands: you never get to unsee it.

. . .

I set the table like it was date night, even though it wasn’t. Two place mats, white linen napkins, candles I found buried in the pantry behind a half-dead bottle of bourbon. I opened the good Malbec and let it breathe for exactly eighteen minutes.

She arrived just after six, hair up in a messy knot, cheeks still bright from the sun. She dropped her bag in the entry, then padded barefoot to the kitchen, stopping at the threshold when she saw the candles.

“Wow,” she said. “What’s the occasion?”

“Just wanted to see you,” I said, and it came out a little too eager, a little too sharp.

She smiled, then drifted in, letting her fingertips trail along the back of my neck. The touch lingered. I poured her a glass, watched her lips close around the rim, the way her throat worked as she swallowed. She seemed lighter, her body less tense, but her eyes kept darting to the floor whenever I looked at her too long.

We ate standing up, picking at leftover roast chicken and salad. The conversation was light, all recaps and logistics, until I leaned in and said, “So, how was the lesson?”

She shrugged, then took another gulp of wine. “Good. I think I’m finally getting the hang of it. Calvin says I’m a natural.”

She said his name differently now—less like a teacher, more like an old friend.

“He seems very…” I searched for the word, then let it hang. “Hands-on.”

Beth snorted, almost spitting wine. “That’s how you learn golf, Daniel. You can’t just watch YouTube and hope for the best.”

“But he touches you a lot, doesn’t he?” I tried to make it sound like a joke, but my voice cracked at the end.

She put her glass down, then touched her neck, right at the spot where I saw him whispering to her. “Would you rather he let me embarrass myself out there?” Her laugh was too quick, too bright. “He’s just doing his job.”

I wanted to say more, to push, but the words dried out on my tongue. Instead I watched her, watched the way she moved—how she swayed at the counter, how she pressed the cold glass to her cheek, how she laughed with her mouth wide open, unashamed. She touched me more, too, every minute or so—a hand at my hip, fingers grazing my forearm, a brush of her thigh against mine. It wasn’t flirty. It was proprietary, like she was marking territory she’d already mapped out.

We finished the bottle before the sun set. She leaned against me as I loaded the dishwasher, her breath sweet and warm on my neck. At one point, she wrapped her arms around my waist from behind and held tight, pressing her body into me.

“You’re in a good mood,” I said.

She kissed my shoulder, then bit at the fabric of my shirt. “I just like being home with you.” She said it soft, almost a whisper.

For a second I believed her, or wanted to. I turned in her arms, pulled her close, inhaled the new perfume she’d started wearing. It was strong, almost wild, a scent I didn’t know how to name. I kissed her, slow at first, then deeper. She tasted like wine and salt and something else, something I couldn’t place.

She led me to the bedroom, her hands never leaving my skin.

That’s when I realized: I had no idea what I was supposed to do with the version of her that came home that night. But I wanted to find out.

. . .

I stepped into the darkened bedroom with her, my hands roaming every curve before the light even flickered off. The only glow came from the low bedside lamps, casting her silhouette in sharp relief against the rumpled sheets. My pulse thrummed as I pressed her back onto the bed—Beth’s skirt and shirt hit the floor in a silent skitter—then I crawled over her, kissing the slope of her ribs, the hollow at her throat. I could taste the wine still clinging to her skin, feel the slick heat pooling between us.

Her sigh was an invitation. I slid my hands up under her, cradling that perfect swell, squeezing until she gasped. I let the memory of Calvin’s grip flicker in my mind—imagining his hands taking hers from behind, teaching her some new angle—using it to drive me harder. When I sank into her, it was slow torture: inch by inch until her breath hitched. She wrapped her legs around me, arching into me, and for a moment it felt familiar—our old rhythm, the safe dance we’d known for years.

But I needed more. I needed to taste that other fantasy.

I shifted, pulled out, then turned her onto her stomach. My hips found that new, sharper angle as I positioned her hands flat on the mattress—just like I pictured Calvin doing at the range. I aligned myself behind her, pressed in, and felt her whole body tremble under me. Her pulse hammered beneath my palm, and every slick push of my hips drove me closer to the edge.

I gripped her wrists, held them tight, and let the images wash over me: her hair slipping down her back, Calvin leaning in close to adjust her stance, his fingers brushing her waist. My balls tightened as I rubbed my thumb in slow circles against her clit. She came with a strangled cry, and I buried my head in her shoulder to muffle the sound.

Still inside her, I rode out my release, picturing him—those long, expert hands—on her again. Then I spilled over, so hard I nearly choked, every nerve ending lit on fire.

When we finally stilled, I curled around her, her cheek warm against my chest. The lamp hummed softly, the only witness to our tangled skin. She traced lazy circles on my ribs and whispered, “Are you all right?”

I tightened my arm around her and murmured, “Never better.”

She fell asleep against me, breathing slow and even. I stayed awake, staring at the ceiling, playing back every moment at the club range—her skirt hiked, his hands at her hips, her body bending for him. The ache in me wouldn’t let go. Carefully, so I wouldn’t wake her, I slid a hand between my legs and finished quietly, the fantasy seared behind my closed eyelids.

When it was done, I pulled her closer, brushed a strand of hair from her face, and let the darkness swallow us both—Calvin’s hands burned behind my eyes, and I knew this hunger would never fade.


4 - Practice Makes Purrrfect

I’d never seen the Oakwood range so empty. The last of the sun was smearing itself across the parking lot when I pulled in, and the only other car was a battered black Tacoma with a faded university sticker in the back window. I parked three spaces away, pulse fluttering at the base of my throat. The entire east side of the club was deserted. The air was syrupy and gold, the mowers long since silenced, and for the first time all season, the constant low-pressure system of other people’s expectations was gone.

Calvin had texted the day before, suggesting we meet at “dusk, when it’s peaceful.” I read the message ten times, dissecting each syllable for innuendo and finding none. But when I read it again the next morning, with the phone warm in my palm and Daniel’s breathing slow beside me, I caught a hidden charge that made me ache.

I dressed with the same pointless precision as always, but tonight I picked the white skirt—the shortest, the one that almost risked a sunburned ass—and the navy sleeveless top, tight enough that I double-checked for visible bra lines before leaving the house. I knew, somewhere under the surface, that this wasn’t for golf. Not really.

Walking the crushed-shell path to the range, the only sound was the click of my own steps and the blood pounding in my head. The grass was so green it glowed, the flagstones still radiating the day’s heat, and a long, low haze had settled over the far tees. It looked like a painting of summer: more real than real.

He was already waiting, arms folded, leaning against the ball cart at the edge of the practice mats. Even from a distance, I could tell something was different. Calvin wasn’t moving, wasn’t working, just standing in stillness, watching me approach. There was no hat today, no sunglasses, only the shorn scalp and the steady appraisal of his eyes, which looked even darker against the last light.

“Evening, Beth,” he said. His voice was softer than usual, like he was talking through a dream.

I swallowed and tried to walk like a normal person, not someone who’d spent the last three hours rehearsing how to greet him.

“Hey,” I said. “Dusk at the range, huh…it’s knid of nice.” I looked around.

He grinned, teeth flashing, then gestured to the far end. “Figured we’d have the place to ourselves. Less noise.”

“Less witnesses, too,” I almost said, but bit my tongue.

He led the way down the row of mats, his stride deliberate, slow enough that I had to either lag behind or match his rhythm. I matched. The bay he’d set up for us was as far from the main path as you could get without trespassing on the rough. Two buckets of balls sat in symmetrical pyramids. There was a single driver, a seven, and a putter. He’d brought water, but no Gatorade.

“Let’s start with some stretches,” he said, but didn’t demonstrate, only watched as I set my bag down and stretched on my own—arms over head, twist at the waist, hands touching the tips of my shoes. Each movement felt like a dare. I could feel his gaze at the back of my knees, the upstroke of my thighs when I bent, the bare spot at the base of my spine where the shirt rode up.

He stepped in when I moved to grab the club. “Not yet,” he said. “Tonight, we’re going to focus on sequencing. The right way to move through a swing. But first, I want you to feel the rotation in your hips.”

He stood behind me, so close I could smell the aftershave, which was not pine or leather but something faintly medicinal and clean. My hands trembled as I clasped them at my chest like he told me.

“Close your eyes,” he said. “Trust me.”

I closed them. His hands found my hips—one on each side, the heat of his palm soaking through the skirt and into my skin. He pressed, gentle but insistent, guiding my body through a slow, exaggerated turn.

“Relax. Let your legs go slack. Just feel.”

I did, and for a few seconds I floated in the contact: his hands anchoring me, the warmth of his chest radiating through my back. He kept talking, but the words blurred together, more sensation than instruction. I couldn’t have repeated a single phrase.

He twisted me further, the motion deliberate, and for a heartbeat his body aligned flush with mine—his stomach against my lower back, his arms caging me. I could feel the hard curve of him against my ass, unmistakable even through two layers of fabric.

“Good,” he murmured, so close the word vibrated inside my skull. “Now, swing.”

He spun me back to center and stepped away, leaving my skin cold and raw.

I opened my eyes. The range was still empty, but the sky was bleeding out in bands of orange and bruised purple. I took the driver, set up at the mat, and tried to will my hands steady.

The first shot sliced, hard and ugly. I cursed under my breath.

He didn’t laugh, didn’t correct me. Instead, he closed the distance again, this time pressing his front to my back, both hands wrapping around my wrists. His face hovered just over my shoulder, his breath stirring the wisps of hair at my ear.

“Don’t force it,” he said, voice a near-whisper. “Just let me guide you.”

He folded our hands together over the club, his fingers locking into the spaces between mine. He pulled my arms up, back, then through in a slow-motion pantomime of the swing. Every movement was controlled, but not stiff—just the opposite. There was a looseness to it, a confidence I could feel in the way his hips nudged mine through the turn.

We swung together, again and again, and with every pass his hands roamed further. The heel of his palm pressed to my stomach, the edge of his thumb grazing the underside of my breast. On the backswing, his knuckles dragged along my inner thigh, just for a second. Each time I felt my core clench and flutter, a shockwave rolling up and out, until I could barely grip the club at all.

After five swings, he stopped, turned me by the shoulders, and looked down at my face. For a second I thought he’d kiss me then and there, and I wanted it—God, I wanted it—but instead he just studied me, as if cataloging every microexpression.

“Better,” he said, releasing me. “Try it alone.”

I did, and the ball soared straight and true, a perfect arc bisecting the last yellow stripe of sunlight.

I turned to him, grinning, the triumph real. “You’re a miracle worker.”

He smiled back, a real smile, no trace of irony. “You just needed the right alignment.”

The next twenty minutes were a blur of swings and corrections, his hands always finding a new way to hold, to adjust, to direct. At one point, he knelt behind me to fix my footing and slid his hand up my calf, then all the way to the hem of my skirt. His touch lingered there, thumb circling the bare skin just above the knee. He looked up at me, waiting, and when I didn’t flinch or step back, he slid his hand higher, grazing the inside of my thigh.

The lesson was over. We both knew it. But neither of us moved to end it.

He straightened, towering over me, and for the first time there was nothing at all professional about his posture. His gaze was dark and direct, and I could see the pulse at the hollow of his neck, the thin film of sweat just starting to bead on his scalp.

The range was so quiet I could hear my own breathing. The cut grass radiated a sharp, sweet scent, overlaid with the chemical note of fertilizer and the musk of sweat. The air was cooling fast, the sky draining of color.

“Want to work on putting?” he asked, but the words were a joke, an afterimage.

I shook my head, or maybe I just couldn’t speak.

He stepped closer, so close I could see the flecks of green in his irises, the uneven shadow of stubble on his jaw. “What do you want?” he said, low.

I tried to laugh, but it came out as a stuttered exhale. “You know what I want.”

His hand cupped the back of my neck, fingers threading through my hair. He pulled me in, not hard but with a certainty that erased all doubt. His lips brushed mine—once, twice—then pressed with a slow, deep pressure that made my knees buckle. I reached for him, fisting the front of his shirt, and he pulled me tighter until I was flush to his body, every inch of me mapped to him.

He kissed me until I couldn’t breathe, then broke off, his mouth hovering just above mine.

“Say it,” he said.

I had to swallow twice before the word came out. “Please.”

He spun me so my back was to the range, hands flat on my hips, and pressed his body to mine, harder this time. I could feel him, all of him, through the thin skirt and the nothing of my underwear. He moved his mouth to my ear, breath hot, and whispered, “Hold the rail.”

There was a steel pipe dividing the mats from the grass. I gripped it, white-knuckled, as he pushed the skirt up and slid his palm between my thighs. His fingers traced the outline of my panties, then hooked them aside with one quick jerk. I gasped at the cool night air on my bare skin, at the first touch of his hand, at the certainty of what was happening and where it would end.

He teased me, slow at first, rubbing circles over my clit until I was dizzy. Then he slipped a finger inside, then two, stretching me until I whimpered. He worked me like he was reading an old book, every turn of the page practiced, inevitable.

When I came, it was with a violence that startled even me—my body clamped tight, a sound ripping from my throat that was half pleasure, half panic. I slumped forward, gripping the rail like a lifeline.

He didn’t let go, just pressed his body to my back and kissed the nape of my neck, slow and deliberate. His other hand moved to my chest, squeezing, kneading, fingers flicking over my nipple through the shirt until I thought I might unravel.

He turned me around, then, hands under my arms, and lifted me onto the flat top of the rail. My legs dangled, then wrapped around his hips by reflex. He reached down, unzipped his shorts, and pulled himself free—thick, dark, already slick at the tip. He stroked himself once, twice, then guided the head to my entrance.

He looked at me, eyes locked, waiting for a sign.

I didn’t hesitate. I pulled him in, my hands greedy at his shoulders, my hips grinding forward. He entered me slow, then faster, stretching me until I felt like I might split in two. The first thrust knocked the breath from my lungs; the next made me forget my own name.

He fucked me hard, both hands gripping my ass, my back arched so my breasts pressed into his chest. I could feel everything: the flex of his thighs, the tension in his arms, the heat of his breath on my mouth. The rhythm was relentless, every slap of skin ringing out into the empty night.

I came again, a shockwave that left my vision blurred, my mouth open in a silent scream. He didn’t slow down, just drove into me, harder, until I felt him shudder, heard him curse under his breath. He buried his face in my neck, teeth grazing the skin, and came so hard I felt it everywhere, pooling inside me, dripping down my thigh when he finally pulled out.

We stayed like that for a long minute, bodies welded together, hearts thundering. The sweat cooled fast, leaving goosebumps on my arms and legs.

He was the first to move, tucking himself away, then pulling my skirt back into place. He took my face in his hands, kissed me—gentle, almost apologetic. When he stepped back, he looked at me like he wanted to say something, but instead just handed me my club and said, “You ever want a lesson after hours, you know how to find me.”

I nodded, too stunned to speak.

He left first, heading up the path, his silhouette crisp against the dying light. I sat on the rail, legs shaking, skirt twisted up at the waist, panties ruined. I didn’t move for a long time, listening to the silence, the echo of his touch buzzing under my skin.

When I finally stood, the world felt different. Lighter, but also haunted—like I’d stepped through a door that wouldn’t close behind me.

I walked back to my car, slower this time, and drove home with the window down, letting the night air freeze the sweat to my skin. The smell of cut grass clung to my clothes, a sour, sweet reminder of what I’d done.

By the time I got home, Daniel was asleep. I showered in the dark, letting the water run over me, not caring if it was cold or hot. I pressed my fingers between my thighs, feeling the ache, and remembered how Calvin had filled me—how he’d claimed my body, without apology or regret.

I dried off, pulled on my pajamas, and slipped into bed beside my husband.

I stared at the ceiling, heartbeat still spiking, and wondered how long I could keep the secret alive.

Long enough to do it again, I hoped.

. . .

The next morning, I woke with a sore ache in the center of my body and a sticky sweetness in my throat, as if I’d swallowed the previous night and it was still trying to work its way through me. I ran the shower too hot, scalded the evidence from my thighs, but the memory of his hands and the taste of his mouth hung on me like an unwashed sheet. I dressed in my usual uniform—skirt, sleeveless top, a different shade of lipstick—trying to convince myself that if I looked the same, nothing had changed.

Daniel was in a mood, bustling in the kitchen, pushing eggs around a pan and singing off-key to the news radio. He was all small kindnesses: fresh coffee, a perfectly sliced grapefruit, a look that lingered too long on my mouth. He told me I was beautiful and meant it, which made me want to scream.

I left for my “clinic” ten minutes early, pretending it was nerves, not the sticky compulsion to see Calvin again. I parked as far from the building as possible, hoping the walk would cool the tremor in my legs. The air was already heavy with humidity, the sky the color of skim milk, but the driving range glowed in the same green blaze as the night before.

Calvin was waiting, already in motion, breaking up the practice mats with a sand wedge. I watched him, unobserved, for a full minute—how he planted his feet, how the muscle in his jaw flexed with each shot, how he moved through the world as if nothing could touch him. When he finally looked up and caught my eye, there was a flash of something raw and territorial in his face, gone before I could name it.

“Morning, Beth,” he said, as if nothing had ever happened.

“Morning,” I managed, my voice a full octave too high.

He handed me a club, the grip sticky with last night’s sweat. “Let’s pick up where we left off,” he said, and it took all my willpower not to laugh.

We worked in silence at first, just the click of balls on rubber, the slow grind of plastic tees underfoot. But every so often he would correct me—one hand at my lower back, the other cupping my elbow, turning me this way and that with the same forceful patience he used last night. Each touch felt like a challenge, or a reminder.

I swung, missed, cursed. He grinned, the smile a dare.

“Too much tension,” he said, stepping closer. “You’re fighting yourself.”

“Maybe I like the fight,” I shot back.

He leaned in, so close I could taste the salt on his skin. “You can’t outmuscle a perfect swing,” he said, his breath ghosting over my ear. “You let it happen.”

I stared straight ahead, refusing to give him the satisfaction of seeing me flush. But my hands trembled on the club, and when I tried to swing again, my wrists gave out and I almost toppled off the mat.

He caught me, of course—one hand clamped around my forearm, the other steadying my waist. For a moment we stood like that, bodies aligned, his chest pressed to my shoulder blade, my breath quickening against the chill of the morning.

“Easy,” he said, not letting go. “You’re fine.”

I shrugged him off, embarrassed, but my whole body buzzed where he’d touched me.

We moved down the range, the routine growing more physical, less instructional. He would stand behind me, his hands bracketing my hips, his chin nearly resting on my shoulder. When I twisted, our faces came dangerously close. When I bent, I could feel him—hard, insistent—against the small of my back. At one point he reached under my arms to “demonstrate” the right motion, and his hand slid under my shirt, palm flat against my bare stomach. I didn’t protest. I didn’t even breathe.

On the next shot, everything clicked. The ball exploded off the clubface, climbing in a clean, perfect arc before landing dead-center on the fairway. I yelped, unable to contain it, and turned to him with a wild, involuntary grin. I meant to say something—thank you, or I did it, or maybe just his name—but instead I just threw my arms around his neck.

He froze. For a second neither of us moved.

Then his hands went to my hips, gripping hard, and pulled me into him so I could feel every inch of him—his cock stiff and urgent against my thigh, his chest heaving against my breasts. I held on tighter, burying my face in his neck, breathing in the scent of him: grass, sweat, a chemical hint of gun oil.

“Fuck,” he whispered, and the sound of it flipped a switch in my brain.

We kissed. Hard. Teeth and tongue and salt and heat. He tasted like Gatorade and last night’s bourbon, and something darker under the surface. His hands roamed, up my back, under my shirt, squeezing, kneading, searching. I let him, no resistance, melting into the friction.

He pressed me back against the rubber mat, both hands on my ass now, lifting me so my toes barely touched the ground. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, letting him carry me, feeling the raw power in his grip. He walked us behind the nearest equipment shed, out of sight, and set me down on a stack of plastic crates.

“Here?” I managed, barely.

He didn’t answer, just pulled my skirt up to my waist and slid my panties down, slow at first, then yanked them past my knees in one violent motion. He ran his hands up my thighs, spreading them wide, then bent down and licked a stripe up the inside of my leg, stopping just shy of my cunt.

He hovered there, breathing hard. “Tell me you want this,” he said.

I didn’t hesitate. “I want it. I want you.”

That was enough. He buried his face between my legs, tongue finding my clit in a single, devastating motion. I jerked, not expecting the suddenness, and nearly toppled off the crate. He held me in place, fingers digging into my flesh, eating me with a focus that bordered on violence.

It didn’t take long. The orgasm hit hard, rippling through me in waves, leaving me gasping and clawing at the back of his head. He didn’t stop, just kept going, licking and sucking until I thought I might faint. When he finally came up for air, his face was slick with sweat and spit and me, and he looked at me with a hunger that made my spine turn to liquid.

He unzipped his shorts, and his cock sprang free—bigger than I remembered, thick and flushed and glistening at the tip. He stroked it once, then lined himself up and pushed in, slow and inexorable.

I gasped at the stretch, the fullness. It was nothing like Daniel—Calvin was so much bigger, the angle so much deeper, the sensation a raw, insistent pressure that erased every other thought from my head. He started to fuck me, slow at first, then faster, the rhythm punishing and perfect. Each thrust drove me further up the crate, my ass sliding on the plastic, my back thumping against the corrugated wall.

He reached up, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled my head back so I was forced to look at him. “You like this?” he growled.

I nodded, desperate. “Yes. Fuck. Please.”

He smiled, savage, then fucked me even harder, the sound of our bodies slapping echoing off the metal shed. I didn’t care who heard. I wanted the whole world to know.

He came with a grunt, his cock pulsing inside me, the sensation so intense I came again, this time with a choked, animal noise that barely sounded human. He didn’t pull out, just held me there, his arms shaking, both of us trembling in the aftermath.

For a minute, neither of us spoke. Then he slid out, tucked himself back in, and wiped his face with the back of his hand. I reached down, feeling the sticky mess between my thighs, and felt a wild surge of satisfaction.

He knelt in front of me, zipped my skirt back down, and kissed my inner thigh, gentle now. “You’re a fucking natural,” he said, and I almost laughed.

I stood, legs wobbly, and pulled my panties up. They were soaked through, ruined, but I left them on. I wanted the reminder.

We walked back to the range in silence, neither of us looking at the other. The sun had climbed higher, burning off the dew, and the first golfers of the day were just starting to trickle in. I picked up my club, hands still shaking, and hit another ball. It soared, straight and clean, and landed even further than the last.

Calvin watched, arms folded, a satisfied smirk on his face.

“I think my work here is done,” he said.

I smiled back, feeling the echo of him inside me, the ache and the stretch and the heat. I knew I’d come back. I knew I’d let him do whatever he wanted.

“I think you’re just getting started,” I said.

. . .

After the lesson, I got to my car and almost collapsed. I got in and shut the door, hands clumsy on the steering wheel. He stood in my rearview, not moving, until I turned the engine over and pulled away.

On the drive home, every cell in my body hummed with what we'd done. My mind spun with guilt and hunger, and the aftershock of his touch lingered like a bruise under the skin. By the time I reached our house, I was convinced Daniel would know, that he’d smell the sex or see the rawness in my face. But when I walked in, he was just there, rinsing lettuce in the kitchen, humming to himself, blissfully ignorant.

He looked up, smiled, said, "Welcome home," and I wanted to collapse into his arms and beg for forgiveness.

But I didn't. I smiled back. I moved through the evening like a ghost in my own skin, the memory of Calvin's hands always there, always waiting.

In bed that night, I lay awake, staring at the ceiling, feeling the echo of his body against mine.

I told myself it was a mistake, that I'd never do it again.

But I already knew I was lying.


5 - Confession

I paced the kitchen on a slow orbit, cold coffee mug in hand, the ring of porcelain at the lip gritty from neglect. The sun had scraped itself below the neighbor’s roofline and the only light left was a guttering gold along the edge of the refrigerator, spilling shadows across the slate tile. My golf bag loitered in the hallway, clubs tipped at drunkard’s angles, a silent dare to admit what I’d done with them—or, more precisely, what I’d done with the man who’d shown me how to swing them.

Daniel’s car hissed into the garage at exactly 6:32 after a morning donut run. The sound was a punchline to the hour I’d spent rehearsing a neutral expression, mapping my body against the appliances so I could greet him with the plausible deniability of a sitcom wife. I tried to look like I belonged in this house, in this kitchen, in my own skin.

He entered, as always, through the door beside the pantry, the keycode beeping like a failing pulse. He wore the blue shirt, the one with the faint grid of white that made his shoulders look just a little more credible. His tie was off, but his collar stood at attention. He clocked my location with a three-second scan: first the mug, then the golf bag, then my bare feet against the cold tile.

“Hey,” he said, and the sound of his voice—quiet, uninflected—was somehow more loaded than any accusation.

“Hey,” I replied, setting the mug down with deliberate slowness. My hands trembled, so I splayed my fingers against the granite to anchor them.

He didn’t come close. Instead, he circled the island, opening the fridge with his left, pinning me with his right. He took out a bottle of water, cracked the cap, and stared at the floor while he drank half of it in a single go.

“You didn’t go to the store,” he said, eyes still fixed on the tile.

I tried to muster a shrug, but my body rebelled. “I forgot,” I said.

“You forgot,” he repeated, voice flat. He set the bottle down, then leaned back against the fridge. The hum of the condenser filled the air between us.

He waited a beat, then: “No lessons today?”

My heart knocked once, hard enough I thought it might leave a bruise. “Not today, no.”

He looked up, meeting my gaze for the first time. His eyes were bloodshot, the skin below them mapped with a new set of lines. “You haven’t gone since Monday.”

I said nothing.

“Are you going to tell me what’s going on?” he asked, and the way he said it—quiet, almost kind—made it ten times worse.

I wanted to lie. I wanted to tell him it was hormones, or boredom, or the slow-motion breakdown of summer. But my mouth was dry and my brain static, so I just shook my head, once, a mute surrender.

He nodded, as if this confirmed something for him. Then he pushed away from the fridge and came around the island, stopping just a foot from where I stood, pinning me between the counter and the gleam of the stainless steel.

His voice was still soft. “Did something happen at your last lesson?”

The urge to confess was so sudden it made me sway.

“Yes,” I said, and the word was small and pathetic, not a weapon or a shield but something that shriveled on contact with air.

He stared at my mouth, then at the edge of my cheekbone, as if cataloging the geography of guilt. “What did he do to you?”

I shook my head, desperate. “It’s not what you think—”

“Tell me,” he said, and now there was something sharp under the velvet, a filament of anger or curiosity or both. He put his hands on the countertop on either side of me, caging me in, his knuckles whitening as the silence stretched.

I closed my eyes. When I opened them, he was even closer, the heat of his body cutting through the arctic chill of the fridge. I could smell his deodorant, the trace of sweat beneath it. It was grounding, in the worst way.

“He kissed me,” I said, the words gravelly with shame. “And then—after—he, um, touched me. At the range. After hours.”

Daniel’s jaw flexed once, twice. “Touched you how.”

My hands fisted at my sides, nails carving crescent moons into my palm. “He… He put his hands on me. Over my skirt. Then under it.”

Daniel’s breath was a slow, controlled drag, as if he was timing it to a metronome. “Did you let him?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to be the kind of person who could say no and have it be true.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He exhaled, a sound not of relief but of effort. “Did you fuck him.”

The word hit me like a slap. My face burned. “No. Not— Not the first time.”

He blinked, registering the modifier. “Yes you did. Don’t lie.”

I looked down at the mug, the rim cracked, the coffee inside laced with a greasy film. “Yes.”

He let go of the counter with one hand, running his palm down his face, then scrubbing the back of his neck. “Jesus, Beth.” But he didn’t sound angry. He sounded hungry, like he’d been starved for days and was just now catching a whiff of bread baking somewhere out of reach.

He crowded closer, his thigh pressing to mine through the thin shield of yoga pants. “Tell me what happened,” he said, voice lower now, intimate.

I tried to retreat, but my spine was flush with granite. “I can’t.”

He leaned in, lips at the shell of my ear. “I want to know. All of it. Did you suck his cock?”

I gasped, the shock of the word making my knees buckle. “Yes.”

“Was it bigger than mine?” His breath was hot, his hand braced on the island, trapping me.

I nodded, shame lighting every nerve.

“How big?” he demanded, his voice ragged now. He pressed my wrist down onto the granite, pinning it.

“Big,” I said. “Thick. I couldn’t— I could barely fit it in my mouth.”

He shuddered, the vibration of it traveling through his whole body and into mine. “Did you want it?”

I closed my eyes, shame and lust ricocheting. “Yes.”

He squeezed my wrist, not hard enough to hurt but enough to brand me. “Did you choke on it?”

I nodded, breath ragged. “He made me. I wanted him to.”

Daniel’s eyes glazed, but not from anger. He was fully erect, the line of it obvious through his chinos. He let go of my wrist, then reached for my jaw, forcing me to meet his gaze.

He was panting now. “How. Show me.”

I didn’t know what he wanted, but I obeyed. I put my hands behind me, bracing on the edge of the counter, and arched my back so my ass pressed against him. He slid his hand down my side, then under the waistband, fingers scraping the skin just above the seam.

“Did he bend you over like this?” Daniel whispered, voice almost broken.

“Yes,” I gasped. “He made me grab the rail.”

Daniel let out a shuddering breath, then spun me around so I was facing the granite, chest pinned to the cold stone. He gripped my hips, spreading me, and ground himself against my ass. I moaned, high and desperate.

“Was he rough?” Daniel asked.

“Yes. He—he held me down. Fucked me so hard I thought I’d break.”

Daniel’s hands shook as he yanked the yoga pants down, not caring when the seam tore. He pressed his fingers inside me, two at once, then three, and hissed at how wet I was.

“You fucking slut,” he breathed, but it was not an insult. It was awe.

He unzipped, freeing himself, and lined up at my entrance. He pushed in, the stretch familiar but sharper than usual, the head of his cock pressing insistently at the sore, swollen rim.

“Is this how he did it?” Daniel growled, pounding into me, the force of it slapping my pelvis into the unyielding stone.

I cried out, the sound echoing off the fridge.

“Did you like his cock better than mine?” he asked, thrusts building. I shook my head, but the motion was ruined by pleasure.

“Liar,” he hissed, fucking me harder, holding my wrists so tight I thought they might fuse to the countertop.

“Did he cum in you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Twice.”

Daniel moaned, the sound twisted with jealousy and need. He rammed into me, then pulled out, flipping me around to face him, lifting me bodily onto the counter so my thighs split around his hips.

“Was it like this?” he demanded, pounding in deep. “Did you scream for him? Did you beg?”

I was past words, all thought gone except for the memory of Calvin’s hands, his cock, the thick, hot pressure of him. And then Daniel, matching it, outdoing it, turning the shame into something so sharp it came out as a sob.

He bit down on my shoulder, sucked hard enough to leave a mark, then licked the skin, tasting the salt of my sweat. “Tell me what he said to you,” he ordered, voice guttural.

“He—he called me a good little slut. He said he loved how tight I was. He said he wanted to ruin me for anyone else.”

Daniel groaned, shoving in so hard the counter shifted. “Did he?”

I shook, wracked by a shuddering orgasm. “Yes,” I whispered. “He ruined me.”

Daniel came then, his whole body locking up, hot jets filling me, spilling out. He clung to me, panting, forehead pressed to my collarbone. For a minute, we just hung there, a single trembling animal, stuck together by sweat and spit and cum and the glue of mutual confession.

When he finally pulled out, my thighs were streaked with milky trails, my wrists bruised, my mouth split raw from biting down the screams. Daniel didn’t look at me at first. He just stood, jeans tangled at his knees, cock hanging limp, breath coming in ragged pulls.

He righted himself, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. His cheeks were flushed, the hair at his temples matted with sweat.

He turned to me, eyes glazed, and said, “I’ve imagined watching him take you. Ever since I saw you two on the range. Every day.”

I reached for my shirt, clutching it to my chest, fingers trembling.

Daniel stared at me, hunger and shame at war in his face. Then he laughed, low and hollow, and walked out, the door swinging behind him like a closing verdict.

I sat on the counter, sweat drying on my skin, the aftertaste of Daniel and Calvin and all the rest of it thick in my mouth. My nail polish was chipped from nervous picking; my thighs bore the ghost-prints of both their hands. I watched the light dwindle, the window above the sink blacking out the day.

On the floor, the broken coffee mug glimmered in the half-dark. I didn’t move to pick it up.

I just waited for the house to settle, and for the next confession to come crawling after it.

. . .

We didn’t speak again until hours later, after the kitchen had cooled and the only sound in the house was the persistent click of the air conditioner flipping on and off, struggling to keep up with the night. I lay on my back in our bed, sheets tangled around my thighs, the sweat of what we’d done still tacky at the base of my throat.

Daniel lay beside me, face turned to the ceiling, one arm flung over his eyes as if he was hiding from sunlight even though the only illumination was the blue-white wheel of the streetlamp outside, cutting slow-motion arcs through the blinds. His shirt was gone, his chest slick with the faint glow of evaporating salt. I stared at the rise and fall of his ribs, the neat scar on his shoulder—three inches, white and slightly raised, from the time he fell during our honeymoon hike and insisted I stitch him up with a travel sewing kit because “no real doctor is getting paid for this.”

I watched it for a long time. Eventually my hand crept over and traced it, fingertip following the old wound like it was a map to something hidden. He didn’t flinch, didn’t move, just let me catalog the imperfection.

“You’re awake,” I said.

He nodded, though he kept his eyes covered.

I let my hand rest on his skin, feeling the heat of him, the tension that had only grown since sunset. I wanted to say something normal, something that might stitch us back together, but my mouth was so dry I could only manage, “I’m sorry.”

Daniel exhaled, a sigh that didn’t sound like forgiveness. “Don’t,” he said. He rolled his head to face me, eyes glazed but alert. “Don’t apologize.”

We lay in the dark, not touching, the space between us charged with static. At some point, he pulled his hand away from his eyes and turned to me, propping himself on one elbow.

“Do you remember the fourth lesson?” he asked.

Of course I did. I remembered them all in vivid detail.

Daniel kept talking, his tone gone analytical, as if he was reciting a police report. “I watched from afar. He made you do that slow backswing, the one where he stands behind you and holds your arms in place. His hand was on your back, just above your ass. I saw the way you bent over, the way your legs shook.”

My cheeks burned. I wanted to say I hadn’t known he was there, but I realized, in a sick way, that part of me had hoped he was. That he’d see what I’d become.

“I jerked off in the car,” Daniel said, voice almost a whisper. “After I watched him touch you.”

He didn’t look ashamed. He just stared at me, waiting for a reaction.

I found his hand on the mattress and pulled it to my chest, pressing it flat over my sternum so he could feel my heart thudding under the bone.

“I’m so fucked up,” I said.

He smiled, but it was a sad smile, the kind that lived in the gap between resignation and pride. “We both are.”

We stayed like that for a long time, my palm on his, his fingers splayed like he wanted to hold all of me at once. Eventually, I rolled on top of him, hair loose across his shoulders, my knees on either side of his waist.

He let me, didn’t try to take control. Just lay back, arms folded behind his head, eyes locked on mine.

I sat down on him, slow, feeling the thickness of him fill me, still sore and raw from earlier. It hurt, a little, but the pain was its own kind of pleasure. The air between us was thick, close. I moved in a shallow grind, enough to keep the ache alive.

Daniel stared up at me, pupils blown wide, jaw clenched.

He reached up, gripped my hips so hard I thought he might leave bruises.

“Show me again what he did and said to you,” he said.

I set my hands on his chest, nails digging in, and started to ride him the way Calvin had taught me—hips tilted forward, back arched, slow at first then faster, letting the friction build. I closed my eyes and counted in my head, like Calvin made me do during drills: one, two, three, snap; one, two, three, snap.

Daniel’s hands flexed, fingers bruising the flesh above my thighs. “Did he make you beg?”

I nodded. “He made me ask for it. Out loud.”

Daniel’s cock jerked inside me, and I saw the effect it had. “Say it,” he ordered. “Say what you said to him.”

I slowed, grinding down harder. “I told him I wanted him. That I needed his cock. That I wanted him to fuck me so hard I’d never be able to look my husband in the eye again.”

Daniel groaned, arching up into me. I saw his eyes go glassy, almost tearful.

I rode him faster, feeling my own pleasure twist and coil, the humiliation and arousal fused into a single molten strand. He didn’t last long—he never did, not when I talked like this. He came with a violent shudder, hips bucking, hands locking me in place so tight I couldn’t have escaped if I wanted to.

I came, too, the climax tearing through me like a jagged breath. I collapsed forward, cheek pressed to his chest, the drum of his heartbeat wild under my ear.

We stayed that way, sticky and tangled, until our breath slowed.

He ran his hand down my back, gentle now. “Did you like it better with him?” he asked, voice small.

I shook my head. “It’s different,” I said. “But I only want you.”

He kissed the crown of my head, held me closer. “I want you to do it again,” he said, the words muffled but unmistakable. “With him. I want to watch.”

I didn’t answer, not because I couldn’t, but because I knew that saying yes was both a promise and a doom.

Instead, I lay there, listening to the tick of the cooling house, the creak of the bed, the hum of the world moving on outside our window.

After a while, Daniel fell asleep, arms still wrapped around my body.

I stared at the ceiling, and counted the seconds until morning.


6 - A Devious Plan

Daniel and I huddled together in the dimly lit corner of our living room, voices low, breaths already quickening with excitement. We’d been dancing around this idea for weeks, and now it was finally taking shape.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

Daniel nodded, his eyes gleaming with a mix of fear and anticipation. “I want to see it. I want to watch him fuck you.”

I shivered at the crudeness of his words, feeling a rush of heat between my legs. We’d never talked like this before, never even considered inviting someone else into our sex life. But ever since Calvin had started working with Daniel at the gym, I’d felt an undeniable pull towards him—and Daniel had noticed.

“He won’t know I’m there,” Daniel continued, his voice barely above a whisper. “You’ll put on a show for me, won’t you, Beth?”

I bit my lip, nodding. “Yes. I’ll make sure you see everything.”

Daniel groaned, pulling me closer. I could feel his hardness pressed against my thigh, and it sent a wave of desire crashing through me. We were really going to do this—invite another man into our bed, or at least, into my body while Daniel watched.

“Where will you hide?” I asked, my mind racing with the logistics.

Daniel thought for a moment, his fingers tracing patterns on my back. “The closet in the guest room. It has those slats in the door—I’ll be able to see everything, but he won’t see me.”

I nodded, my breath hitching as Daniel’s hands moved lower, cupping my ass. “And what if he hears you?” I teased, grinding against him.

Daniel’s grip tightened, his voice a low growl. “I’ll be quiet. I promise. I just want to watch.”

I kissed him, deep and hungry, our tongues clashing as we both imagined the scene unfolding. Me, bent over the bed, Calvin behind me, his thick cock stretching me wide. Daniel, hidden in the closet, watching his wife get fucked by another man.

“You’ll tell me what you want me to do?” I asked, breaking the kiss.

Daniel nodded. “I’ll text you. I’ll tell you exactly what I want to see.”

I moaned at the thought, my pussy already slick and ready. “And after?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Daniel’s eyes darkened. “After, I’m going to fuck you senseless. I’m going to remind you who you belong to.”

I gasped, his words sending a shockwave of lust through me. I wanted this—wanted to be fucked by Calvin while my husband watched, wanted to be claimed by Daniel afterward. I wanted to be their dirty little slut, used and shared between them.

Daniel’s hands were under my shirt now, pinching my nipples, making me cry out. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled. “You like being our little whore.”

I nodded, my body on fire. “Yes,” I whimpered. “I want to be your whore, Danny. I want to be fucked by both of you.”

Daniel grinned, satisfied with my answer. He kissed me again, rough and possessive, before pulling back. “Then let’s make it happen,” he said, his voice steady with resolve.

We spent the rest of the night planning, our bodies pressed tightly together, our hearts pounding with a mix of excitement and nervousness. We were really going to do this—invite another man into our sex life, shatter the boundaries of our marriage, and explore the darkest corners of our desires. And I couldn’t fucking wait.


7 - Doing The Deed

I had slipped into the hallway seconds before I heard his knock—two sharp raps that echoed in the quiet of our house. My pulse thundered in my ears as I smoothed the delicate lace of my black lingerie and braced myself against the doorframe. When I opened it, Calvin stood there in his tailored navy jacket, illuminated by the porch light. I felt every inch of exposed skin prickling at his gaze.

“Evening, Calvin,” I managed, voice husky and uneven. My cheeks burned as he took a step inside, his eyes flicking over the thin straps at my shoulders and the curve of my hip. I let the door swing shut behind him, the click of the latch sealing us in the hallway.

Daniel was supposed to be upstairs—hiding, waiting. The knowledge made my breath hitch and my heart race faster. I kept my smile steady, though my legs trembled. “Come in,” I said, stepping aside and sweeping my hand toward the stairs. The soft carpet invited him up, and I watched him follow me, one slow, deliberate footstep at a time.

With every stair he climbed, the heat between us seemed to thicken. I could feel his gaze tracing the line of my back beneath the lace as I led him up. At the landing, I paused, turning to face him. His jacket slipped slightly at the shoulder, and I caught the cool gleam of cufflink under the light.

“Beth?” His voice was low—curious, hungry.

I swallowed, brushing a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “I thought you might like the view from upstairs.” My words came out softer than I intended, but the invitation was clear. I gestured toward the hallway that led to our bedroom, heart pounding like a drum.

He took a step closer, and I inhaled the faint trace of his cologne—pepper and something electric. My hand rested on the banister, knuckles white, as I let him in front of me. The hush of the carpet under his shoes was the only sound until he reached the top.

I watched his silhouette pause in the doorframe, saw the quick flick of his eyes toward the closed bedroom door where Daniel waited. My lips curved into a small, knowing smile. I turned on my heel and stepped inside, giving him just one look over my shoulder.

“After you,” I whispered, my voice thick with anticipation. Then I closed the door behind us, the click reverberating in the hallway—and in my chest—long after he crossed the threshold, and led him upstairs to where Daniel was waiting.


Interlude - Watching Eyes Pt. 2 - Daniel’s POV

I slid inside the closet, hands shaking as I closed the louvered door. Through the slats, I had a perfect view of our bedroom—the king bed with its crisp navy sheets, the warm glow from the bedside lamps, the framed wedding photo on the dresser that suddenly seemed to belong to someone else’s life. My heart hammered against my ribs as I settled into position, crouching between winter coats and Beth’s summer dresses.

The wait was excruciating. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other, my cock already hardening in anticipation. Every creak of the floorboards outside made my breath catch. When I finally heard their footsteps approaching, I froze, pressing myself deeper into the darkness.

The bedroom door swung open. Beth entered first, her body silhouetted in black lace that left little to imagination. Calvin followed, his tall frame filling the doorway. For a moment, they just stood there, the air between them electric with possibility. I watched through the slats, my view slightly obscured by a hanging raincoat, but clear enough to see everything.

“Are you sure about this?” Calvin asked, his voice deeper than I remembered, his deep bass vibrating through me. I couldn’t see Beth’s face from my angle, but I heard her soft reply.

“More sure than I’ve ever been.”

My pulse quickened as Calvin stepped closer to her. His hands rose to cup her face, and I watched him bend down, claiming her mouth with his. The kiss was slow at first, tentative, but quickly turned hungry. Beth’s body arched toward him, her fingers clutching at his jacket as he deepened the kiss.

I shifted in the closet, my erection straining painfully against my pants. This was really happening. My wife was kissing another man—a man I’d invited into our home, into our bedroom—while I watched from the shadows.

Calvin broke the kiss, his hands sliding down to Beth’s shoulders. With deliberate slowness, he slipped one strap of her lingerie down her arm, then the other. The black lace fell to her waist, exposing her breasts. Even from this distance, I could see her nipples hardening under his gaze.

“Beautiful,” Calvin murmured, his voice thick with desire.

My hand moved unconsciously to my crotch, palming my erection through my pants. The pressure was both relief and torture. I should have felt jealousy, anger even, watching another man touch my wife. Instead, I felt an overwhelming arousal that threatened to consume me.

Calvin bent to take one of Beth’s nipples into his mouth, and her gasp of pleasure senta shiver through me. I watched her head fall back, her throat exposed as she surrendered to his touch. His large hands cupped her breasts, kneading them roughly as he switched to the other nipple. My breathing grew ragged as I watched them, my hand working its way inside my waistband.

Calvin’s mouth traveled up her neck, and I could see the hunger in Beth’s eyes—a raw need I’d never witnessed before. She looked... transformed. Her hands moved to his jacket, pushing it off his shoulders with an urgency that made my cock throb. The jacket fell to the floor with a soft thud, and she immediately started working on his shirt buttons, her fingers trembling with desire.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” she whispered, her voice carrying clearly to my hiding spot.

“Show me how much,” Calvin replied, his tone commanding in a way that made my stomach clench.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I unzipped my pants as quietly as possible, freeing my painfully hard erection. The relief was immediate as I wrapped my hand around myself, stroking slowly as I watched my wife undress another man in our bedroom.

Beth pushed the shirt off his muscled shoulders, revealing a chest so perfectly defined it looked sculpted. Her hands traced his abs with reverence, and I could see her breathing quicken. Calvin’s hands weren’t idle—they moved to her lingerie, tugging it down over her hips until she stood completely naked before him.

“Turn around,” Calvin commanded, his voice low and authoritative.

I shifted in the darkness of the closet, my heart hammering against my ribs as I watched my wife obey him without hesitation. The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast her naked body in warm light, highlighting every curve I’d known for years but suddenly saw through new eyes. My hand moved slowly over my cock as I watched him step behind her, his large hands gripping her waist with a possessive certainty that made my breath catch.

“You’re even more beautiful off the range,” he murmured, loud enough for me to hear. His lips found the nape of her neck, and Beth’s eyes fluttered closed, her mouth forming a silent ‘oh’ that I recognized from our most intimate moments.

I stroked myself faster, my free hand pressed against the closet door to steady myself. The slats offered a perfect view of the bed, where Calvin was now guiding Beth backward. She went willingly, her eyes locked on his with an intensity I’d never seen before—raw hunger, unfiltered desire.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered, and my cock throbbed painfully in my hand.

Calvin smiled—a predator’s smile—and sat on the edge of our bed. Our marriage bed. My throat went dry as Beth knelt between his legs, her hands moving to his belt with practiced ease. The metallic clink of his buckle seemed to echo in the quiet room, and I found myself holding my breath. My heart hammered so loudly I feared they might hear it through the slatted door.

Beth’s fingers worked his zipper down with tantalizing slowness. I could see the outline of his erection straining against his boxer briefs—much larger than I had imagined. My own cock throbbed in response, and I squeezed myself at the base, trying to maintain control.

“I’ve been thinking about this nonstop since our last…lesson,” Beth whispered, her voice husky with desire. She hooked her fingers into his waistband and tugged downward.

When his cock sprang free, I nearly gasped aloud. It was... massive. Thick and impossibly long, with a slight upward curve that made my stomach clench with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. Beth’s eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise and hunger.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, wrapping her hand around him. Her fingers couldn’t close completely around his girth. “You’re so big.”

I felt lightheaded, blood rushing between my ears and my groin. The contrast between his dark skin and Beth’s pale hands was hypnotic. I stroked myself faster, watching as my wife leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.

Calvin threaded his fingers through her hair, guiding her head. “Take it slow,” he instructed, his voice a deep rumble. “We have all night.”


8 - The Thrill of Being Watched

The moment Calvin’s tongue slid into my mouth, I felt my body respond with a rush of heat that pooled between my thighs. His hands—those strong, capable hands that had adjusted my grip on the golf club so many times—now gripped my waist with bruising intensity. I melted against him, aware with every nerve ending that Daniel was watching from behind the closet door.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Calvin murmured against my neck, his lips trailing fire down to my collarbone.

I arched my back, deliberately angling my body toward the closet. The knowledge that Daniel was crouched in there, watching another man devour me, sent a thrill of power surging through my veins. Was he touching himself? Was he hard? The thought made me moan louder than necessary.

“I want you to fuck me,” I whispered, loud enough for Daniel to hear. “I need your cock inside me.”

Calvin growled, spinning me around and bending me over the edge of the bed. I gripped the duvet—the same one Daniel and I had picked out together at Macy’s—and spread my legs wider. From this position, I had a perfect view of the closet. Those louvered doors couldn’t hide the shadow of movement behind them. Daniel was definitely watching, and I wanted to make sure he got his money’s worth.

When Calvin’s massive cock pressed against my entrance, I gasped. We’d done this a few times already, but I still wasn’t used to the sensation of his girth filling me up and splitting me wide.

I gasped as he entered me. The stretch was overwhelming, that familiar burn as Calvin’s cock pushed inside me inch by inch. My fingers clutched desperately at the bedsheets, knuckles turning white as he filled me completely. When he bottomed out, I let out a moan that wasn’t just for show—the fullness was exquisite, bordering on pain in the most delicious way.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Calvin growled, his hands digging into my hips. “Always so fucking tight for me.”

I turned my head, eyes deliberately drifting toward the closet door. Was Daniel watching? Could he see how another man’s cock was spreading me open? The thought sent a fresh wave of wetness between my thighs. I arched my back more dramatically than necessary, putting on a show.

“Harder,” I begged, loud enough to carry across the room. “Please, fuck me harder.”

Calvin obliged, pulling back until just the head remained inside me before slamming forward with such force that the headboard knocked against the wall. Each thrust was punctuated by the wet slap of skin against skin, my ass jiggling as he pounded into me. I couldn’t help wondering if Daniel could hear how wet I was, how eagerly my body accepted Calvin’s massive cock.

“You like that?” Calvin asked, one hand sliding up my spine to grip my hair. “You like being fucked like this? Better than your husband I bet.”

“God, yes,” I moaned, eyes fixed on the closet door while Calvin’s thick cock stretched me beyond what I thought possible. The knowledge that Daniel was behind those slats sent a jolt of electricity through my body that was almost better than the physical pleasure itself. “Fuck me like you own me.”

Calvin’s grip tightened in my hair, pulling my head back as he drove into me with brutal force. I could feel every vein of his massive cock dragging against my walls, hitting spots Daniel had never reached. My body responded with a flood of wetness that ran down my inner thighs.

“You dirty little slut.”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words as he continued his relentless assault. My eyes remained fixed on the closet door, imagining Daniel crouched in there, cock in hand, watching another man—a bigger, stronger man—claim his wife. Was he jealous? Aroused? Both? The thought made my pussy clench around Calvin’s shaft.

He reached around to find my clit, rubbing tight circles that had me seeing stars. I didn’t have to fake my reaction; my body was betraying me and giving into it’s most primal desires.

I gasped as the pressure built inside me, my entire body tightening around Calvin’s cock. Each circle of his fingers against my clit sent electric currents racing up my spine, but what truly pushed me toward the edge was knowing Daniel was right there, watching every thrust, every moan, every moment of my betrayal and pleasure.

“I’m going to cum,” I whimpered, my eyes locked on the closet door. The slats revealed nothing but darkness, yet I knew he was there, watching, stroking himself. Was he enjoying this? The thought both terrified and thrilled me. I deliberately moaned louder, putting on a show for my hidden audience.

Calvin increased his pace, his massive cock stretching me impossibly wide. “That’s it, baby. Take all of me.”

I came with a scream that echoed off the walls—a sound Daniel had rarely heard from me. My pussy clenched and spasmed around Calvin’s thick shaft, milking him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. In that moment, I didn’t care if Daniel was hurt or aroused. All that mattered was the ecstasy flooding through me.

“Fuck, you feel so good, I’m about to bust” Calvin growled, unaware of our voyeur. He flipped me over onto my back, positioning himself between my legs once more. From this angle, I had an even better view of the closet, and I swore I could see movement behind the slats—Daniel’s hand working furiously.

A flicker of guilt passed through me, but it vanished as quickly as it came when I looked at Calvin’s face—eyes dark with lust, completely focused on me, unaware of our secret observer. His powerful body tensed above mine, muscles rippling as he thrust deeper.

“I’m close,” he groaned, his pace becoming erratic. “Where do you want it?”

I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist, locking my ankles behind his back and pulling him deeper into me. “Inside,” I whispered, my voice husky with desire. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

His eyes widened slightly with surprise—we’d used protection before—but he didn’t question this new development. Instead, he drove into me with renewed vigor, each thrust more powerful than the last.

“Yes,” I moaned, making sure my voice carried across the room. “Fill me up, Calvin. I need it.”

I turned my head deliberately toward the closet, making direct eye contact with the slats in the door. I couldn’t see Daniel clearly, but I knew he was there, watching another man prepare to cum inside his wife. The knowledge sent a fresh wave of arousal through me.

Calvin’s rhythm faltered, his breathing becoming ragged. “Fuck, I’m cumming,” he growled, his massive cock pulsing inside me.

As I felt the first hot jet of his release flood my insides, I maintained my gaze toward the closet and let my lips curl into a knowing smirk as he emptied himself deep inside me.

I let my eyes lock deliberately on the closet door, making sure Daniel could see my face. My lips curled into a knowing smile, almost taunting, as Calvin’s cock pulsed and throbbed, flooding me with his hot seed. I arched my back dramatically, putting on a show for my hidden husband.

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned, louder than necessary. “Fill me up. I want every drop.”

Calvin groaned above me, his powerful body shuddering with each pulse of his release. His eyes were closed in ecstasy, completely unaware of our audience as he buried himself to the hilt. I kept my gaze fixed on the closet, my smirk deepening as I imagined Daniel’s reaction to watching another man claim me so completely.

I ran my nails down Calvin’s back, leaving red trails across his dark skin. “You feel so good inside me,” I whispered, though loud enough to carry across the room. “So much better than I ever imagined.”

When Calvin finally collapsed on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, I wrapped my legs tighter around him, keeping him buried deep. Over his shoulder, I maintained eye contact with the closet door, my expression a mixture of satisfaction and challenge. I even winked, knowing it would drive Daniel wild.

“That was incredible,” Calvin murmured against my neck, his breath hot on my skin.

I turned my attention back to Calvin, running my fingers through his short hair as he lay against me. The room was silent except for our heavy breathing—until a muffled groan came from the direction of the closet.

Calvin’s head snapped up, his brows furrowing. “What was that?”

My heart skipped a beat, but I recovered quickly, wrapping my legs around him tighter and pulling his face down for a deep kiss. When I broke away, I whispered against his lips, “Probably just the house settling. Old pipes.”

He glanced toward the closet, still suspicious. “Sounded like—“

“You know what I could really use right now?” I interrupted, sliding my hands down his sweat-slicked back. “A hot shower.” I nipped at his earlobe and added, “With company.”

The distraction worked. His attention returned to me, eyes darkening with renewed interest. “You’re insatiable,” he murmured, pressing his lips to my throat.

“Only with you,” I replied, loud enough for Daniel to hear. I gently pushed against Calvin’s chest, urging him to stand. “Come on. The bathroom’s down the hall, and I have a rainfall showerhead you’re going to love.”

As Calvin rolled off me, I caught another slight sound from the closet—the rustle of clothing, perhaps Daniel adjusting himself after his release. I felt a wicked thrill as Calvin picked me up, still impaled on his throbbing cock, and carried me down the hall.


9 - Aftermath

Twenty minutes later, after Calvin had fucked me once more against the shower wall and finally dressed to leave, I walked him to the door with wet hair and a borrowed robe. His goodbye kiss was possessive, lingering.

“Next time, my place,” he murmured against my lips.

I nodded, already thinking of Daniel waiting upstairs. “Drive safe.”

The moment the front door closed, I leaned against it, heart hammering. I knew what was coming. I could feel it in the charged silence of the house.

I climbed the stairs slowly, each step deliberate, savoring the anticipation. The bedroom door was ajar, a sliver of golden light spilling into the hallway. I pushed it open to find Daniel sitting on the edge of our bed, still fully dressed, hands clasped between his knees.

“He’s gone,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Daniel looked up, his eyes dark and unreadable. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

I let the robe slip from my shoulders, revealing my naked body still bearing the marks of Calvin’s possession—the red patches where his hands had gripped my hips, the faint bruise blooming on my neck, the glistening evidence of his release still trickling down my inner thigh.

“I did,” I admitted, my voice husky with desire and something darker. “But I kept thinking about you watching.”

Daniel stood, his movements slow and deliberate. I could see the outline of his erection straining against his pants. He hadn’t changed clothes since hiding in the closet. His eyes traveled over my body, taking in every mark, every sign that another man had claimed me.

“Come here,” he commanded, his voice tight with restraint.

I obeyed, crossing the room with deliberate steps, feeling Calvin’s cum sliding down my thigh. When I reached Daniel, I placed my hands on his chest, feeling his heart hammering beneath my palm.

“Did you like what you saw?” I whispered, my lips inches from his.

His response was immediate and primal. He grabbed my wrists, spinning me around and shoving me face-down onto the bed—our bed, where Calvin had just fucked me minutes earlier. The sheets still smelled of sex and Calvin’s cologne.

“You’re such a fucking slut,” Daniel growled, the words harsh but his tone reverent. I heard his belt unbuckle, the metallic clink sending shivers down my spine. “My slut.”

I arched my back, presenting myself to him. “Yes,” I breathed, anticipation coiling tight in my stomach as Daniel’s hand came down hard on my ass. The slap echoed through the room, and I gasped at the delicious sting.

“Did you think about me while he fucked you?” Daniel demanded, his voice rough with desire as he landed another blow, this one harder than the first.

“Every second,” I moaned, pushing back against him. “I wanted you to see everything.”

Daniel yanked my hips up higher, positioning me exactly where he wanted. I could feel the hot, blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, already slick with Calvin’s release. The taboo of it—my husband about to fuck me while another man’s cum still dripped from me—made me dizzy with lust.

“You’re mine,” he growled, and then thrust into me with one brutal stroke.

I cried out, burying my face in the sheets that still smelled of Calvin’s cologne. Daniel was different from Calvin—not as thick, but he knew exactly how to angle his hips to hit the spots that made me see stars. And tonight, there was something primal about him, something possessive that made each thrust feel like a reclamation.

“Tell me how it felt,” he demanded, his fingers digging into my hips. “Tell me how his cock felt inside you.”

“So big,” I gasped as Daniel pounded into me. “He stretched me so much it hurt, but I loved it.”

“And did you love watching me watch you take him?” Daniel grunted, his hips snapping against my ass with brutal force.

“God, yes,” I moaned, pushing back to meet his thrusts. “Knowing you were there... seeing everything... it made me so wet.”

Daniel’s pace quickened, his fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to leave marks alongside Calvin’s. I could feel the wet sounds of his cock sliding through Calvin’s cum, the obscene squelching adding another layer to our twisted pleasure. The thought that my husband was reclaiming me, fucking me through another man’s release, sent me spiraling toward another orgasm.

“I’m yours,” I whimpered, though we both knew the line between possession and sharing had been permanently blurred. “Always yours.”

His hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back as he leaned over me. “But you loved his cock, didn’t you?” he whispered harshly in my ear. “Tell me the truth.”

“Yes,” I admitted, the confession tearing from my throat. “I loved it. I loved every second.”

Daniel came with a roar, emptying himself inside me, adding his seed to Calvin’s. I followed immediately after, my body convulsing around him as pleasure washed over me in waves. We collapsed onto the bed, panting, sweating, and lost ourselves in haze of lust of confusion.


Interlude - Watching Eyes Pt. 3 - Daniel’s POV

I lay there beside Beth, our bodies damp with sweat, our breathing gradually slowing to normal. The ceiling fan spun lazily above us, casting shifting shadows across the room we’d shared for seven years. Our marriage bed—the one I’d just reclaimed after watching another man use it, use her.

It had been three weeks since that night with Calvin. Three weeks of replaying every moan, every thrust, every moment when Beth had locked eyes with the closet where I hid. The images were seared into my brain, a constant reel that played whether I was awake or asleep.

“Are you okay?” Beth whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest.

I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure. “I’m still processing,” I admitted.

The truth was more complicated than I could express. What had started as a fantasy—a dark, shameful urge I’d never thought would materialize—had become our reality. And now that we’d crossed that threshold, I wasn’t sure where the boundaries were anymore. Or if they existed at all.

“Do you regret it?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow to study my face.

I considered the question carefully. Did I regret watching my wife with another man? Did I regret the way my heart had hammered against my ribs when Calvin’s hands first touched her? Did I regret the explosive orgasm I’d had while crouched in that closet, watching him fill her in ways I never could?

“No,” I finally said. “I don’t regret it.”

And I didn’t. That was the most confusing part of all this—the absence of regret where I expected to find it. Instead, I discovered something else entirely: a dark, intoxicating thrill that had transformed our marriage in ways I never could have anticipated.

Beth laid her head on my chest, her breath warm against my skin. “Me neither,” she whispered.

I stroked her hair, trying to make sense of how we’d arrived here. Six months ago, we’d been that couple—comfortable, predictable, with sex that had become as routine as our Sunday brunches. Then Calvin Rhodes had entered our lives, and everything had changed.

I remember the first time I saw them together at the range. The way his hands lingered on her hips, the slight arch in her back when he stood behind her. I should have been angry. Instead, I’d gone home and jerked off in the shower while imagining them together. That night, I’d fucked Beth harder than I had in years, picturing Calvin’s hands where mine were.

The fantasy had consumed me gradually, like a slow-burning fire. At first, I told myself it was just a kink, something to spice up our bedroom talk. But then I started watching them more closely during her lessons, hiding my time, nursing my growing obsession.

And now? Well, I don’t think there’s any going back for us.


10 - Epilogue

Three months later, I stood at our bedroom window, watching the autumn leaves swirl across our manicured lawn. The golf season was ending, but what had started on those green fairways had grown into something that now defined every aspect of my life.

I caught my reflection in the glass—I looked different now. Confident, sensual, with a knowing gleam in my eyes that hadn’t been there before. My body had changed too, not just physically, but in how I carried myself. I moved with purpose, with the awareness that I was desired, possessed, shared.

“You’re up early,” Daniel said from the bed, his voice thick with sleep.

I turned to look at him, taking in the sight of my husband tangled in our sheets. The same sheets where Calvin had taken me countless times while Daniel watched. Sometimes from the closet, sometimes from a chair in the corner, and lately, sometimes from right beside us on the bed.

“I couldn’t sleep,” I admitted. “I was thinking about last night.”

Last night. Calvin had come over for dinner, as he did most Fridays now. We’d abandoned all pretense months ago. Now, the three of us moved through this strange dance with practiced ease—sharing meals, conversation, and eventually, me.

“You were incredible,” Daniel said, sitting up. His eyes held that mixture of pride and hunger I’d grown accustomed to. “The way you took both of us...”

I felt heat rise to my cheeks, remembering how I’d been sandwiched between them, filled completely, utterly surrendered to both men who now owned different parts of me. Three months had passed since that first night when Calvin stepped through our door, and now I barely recognized the woman I’d become.

“Do you ever think about who we were before?” I asked Daniel, watching his expression carefully. “Before Calvin?”

He sat up straighter, the sheet pooling at his waist. “Sometimes. Do you?”

I turned back to the window, watching a neighbor walk his dog across our lawn. How ordinary their lives must be. How contained and predictable and safe. Once, that had been us.

“I try to remember what I wanted back then,” I said quietly. “What made me happy. It feels like trying to recall someone else’s life.”

My days now revolved around the hours between Calvin’s visits. I found myself planning outfits he might like, practicing positions in the mirror when no one was home, marking the calendar not with work deadlines but with the nights he would come to us. I’d stopped seeing my friends—their conversations about PTA meetings and kitchen renovations seemed to belong to another universe. I’d taken a leave from work, claiming exhaustion. In reality, I couldn’t concentrate on anything but the next time.

“I think about the golf lessons,” I continued, tracing patterns on the foggy glass. “How innocent it all seemed at first. Just wanting to be good enough to play with Daniel and his coworkers. Now look at me.

Three months have passed since that first night Calvin came to our house, and I’ve been transformed. I’m not the same woman who joined Oakwood Country Club with nervous laughter and ill-fitting golf clothes. That Beth seems like a character I once played—dutiful wife, career woman, someone with boundaries and shame.

I turned back to face Daniel, studying his features in the morning light. He looked different too—thinner, more intense, with shadows beneath his eyes that never quite faded. “Do you ever regret it?” I asked.

He considered this, rubbing his thumb across his wedding band. “No,” he finally said. “I can’t regret something that’s made you so alive.”

But that was the question, wasn’t it? Was I more alive now, or just more consumed? The lines had blurred beyond recognition.

Calvin texted me daily now. Sometimes instructions—wear this, prepare yourself like this, be ready at this time. Sometimes just observations that made my body respond instantly, Pavlovian in its conditioning. I’d become obsessed with pleasing him, with earning those rare smiles of approval, with feeling the weight of his body pressing mine into the mattress while Daniel watched from whatever vantage point we’d assigned him.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Daniel’s eyes flicked toward it, then back to me. We both knew who it was.

“He wants to meet us for a tee time and then after…” my voice trailed off as I bit my bottom lip. “...and then drinks at his new place afterward,” I finished, my stomach fluttering with anticipation. Calvin had bought a condo closer to the club last month, but we’d only been there once. The memory of that night made my skin flush—Calvin had bent me over his balcony railing while Daniel sat in a deck chair, watching us against the backdrop of city lights.

Daniel sat up fully now, running his hand through his sleep-mussed hair. “What time?”

“Two o’clock. He said to wear the white skirt.” My voice dropped lower. “And nothing underneath.”

Daniel’s eyes darkened, that familiar hungry look spreading across his face. He reached for me, pulling me back to the bed with insistent hands. I went willingly, letting him position me on top of him, my thighs straddling his hips.

As I sank down onto him, feeling his familiar hardness fill me, I wondered if this was our ending or our beginning. Had we discovered something extraordinary or merely fallen into an obsession that would eventually consume us? I closed my eyes and rocked against Daniel, my husband, the man who had watched me transform from dutiful wife to something else entirely.

“We’re happy, aren’t we?” I whispered, not entirely sure I wanted an answer.

Daniel’s hands gripped my hips, guiding my movements as I rode him. “We’re something better than happy,” he murmured. “We’re free.”

I leaned down to kiss him, tasting the truth in his words. We had crossed boundaries most couples never approached, ventured into territories that should have destroyed us. Instead, we’d found a strange kind of liberation—one that tied us together more tightly than conventional vows ever could.

Our marriage wasn’t what society would recognize, but it was ours, forged in desire and trust and the willingness to surrender to our darkest urges.

THE END


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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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.
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Overture

Overture 1:

HIS WIFE SQUEEZED his hand and he squeezed back. The plane pitched slightly as they made their descent, bobbing up and down on choppy air like a speedboat on rough water. It had been a bumpy ride, but they’d arrived at their destination. The Cresecent City. The Big Easy. New Orleans, Louisiana. In just a few days, it would be Mardi Gras. In the same amount of time, their lives would never be the same.

Overture 2:


SHE LOOKED DOWN at his darkness between her legs and watched it disappear inside her. After that, she lost all control. 


Chapter 1: Bourbon Street Beginnings

I KNEW THIS was more than just a vacation. It was a rescue mission. I watched the back of my wife’s head bob and weave through the raucous crowd as I struggled to keep up with her.

Stepping out of the hotel felt like diving into a fever dream, where the streets of New Orleans had morphed into pulsating veins of pure wanton debauchery. The city had clutched us in its vibrant claws...the air thick with mischief and the tang of Cajun spices.

I squeezed her hand, feeling the electricity of the moment sparking between us. "This is madness," I said, my words laced with an undercurrent of exhilaration that mirrored the revelry around us. We were two souls adrift in the Big Easy's tempest, our own desires simmering beneath the surface.

We plunged into Bourbon Street, the throng of bodies a living entity that threatened to swallow us whole. The beat of distant drums thrummed through the soles of my shoes, merging with the pulse racing in my veins. I held onto Aubrey tighter, protective yet eager to see where the night would take us. Her skin was warm beneath my touch, her presence grounding me amid the chaos.

"Let's not get lost, okay?" I murmured, close to her ear, the noise threatening to devour our words.

She flashed me a grin that sent ripples of heat down my spine. "No promises," she teased, but her grip on my hand tightened, anchoring us together. The unspoken tension between us was a living thing.

We’d been walking arm in arm, fingers interlaced in a desperate attempt to stay close, but she’d managed to pull away from me.

Without fuss and without warning, she was off.

Lately, despite twelve years of marriage, the struggle to stay connected seemed to be the only constant in our lives. And now, it was Mardi Gras and the carnival atmosphere only seemed to widen the gulf between us.

My eye’s darted nervously around, ping-ponging off the beautiful Spanish architecture, with its wrought iron balconies, overhead and the dirty, filth-laden street below. To my overwhelmed eyes, there seemed to be people and beads and beer everywhere.

And everyone and everything was adorned in the colors of the three kings.

Gold.

Green.

Purple.

An endless sea of it.

“Aubrey!” I called after her. But she couldn’t quite hear me. “Aubrey! Wait up!”

I shoved past a group of drunk college guys who were yelling up at a group of drunk college girls on one of the balconies overlooking Bourbon street.

“Show us your tits!” they roared.

And the drunk college girls happily obliged.

Four pairs of tits were suddenly exposed to the spring New Orleans air. Coral pink nipples atop white globes of flesh shimmying and shaking from side to side with great fanfare.

Everyone on the street below cheered and yelled.

No beads seemed to be exchanged and no one seemed to care.

I turned my focus back to Aubrey but suddenly could not find her in the crowd. For a moment, I panicked. She was gone, I was sure of it. She’d finally gotten free of me and ran away. Lost in the thrust of the crowd. It was so overwhelming I feared I might never see her again.

Then, like an overmatched swimmer caught in a swell, I managed to find my way up onto the sidewalk - rising above the waves - and looked down onto the street. It was only a few inches of elevation, but it was enough. There was her beautiful blonde hair, falling down on her shoulders. Her tight curls bounced up and down as she walked.

I breathed a sigh of relief before diving back into the crowd to go after her. For a while, I just followed her, watching and observing, and wondering what it was she was thinking.

Aubrey had always, always wanted to come to New Orleans for Mardi Gras and now, here we were. Right in the thick of it. Smack in the middle of Bourbon Street.

It was my worst nightmare, but as a surprise for Aubrey’s 40th birthday - and, let’s call it what it was, a desperate attempt to save our marriage, I had spent a fortune planning and booking this trip.

So far, I wasn’t entirely convinced it had been a good idea.

As I watched her taking in the sights and sounds, I felt like I was watching a complete stranger. A beautiful stranger, but a stranger nonetheless. There was a pit in my stomach and it was growing. It gave rise to this nagging feeling that perhaps we shouldn’t have come here. Perhaps, my efforts were in vain.

The further she ventured, the more the carnival swallowed us whole. The sticky warmth of the air clung to our skin, mingling with the heat emanating from the mass of bodies around us. The rhythm of drums pounded a relentless beat, syncing with the erratic dance of my own heart...a percussion that seemed to echo the restless stirrings of my soul.

Everywhere, the scents battled for dominance: the sweet, greasy aroma of beignets frying nearby, the heady mix of spices and sweat, the occasional waft of strong liquor as a passerby sloshed their drink. My senses were under siege, overwhelmed yet alive in a way they hadn't been for years.

But before I had any time to untangle the messy web of thoughts inside my head, Aubrey turned a corner onto one of the side streets and I stumbled after her, retreating from the noise and chaos.

It was a quiet street - or quieter anyway - than the one we’d left and I finally took a deep breath, trying to regain my composure. I put my hands on my knees for a moment and looked down at the sidewalk below.

When I looked up, Aubrey was staring at me with her hands on her hips, a small smile on her face.

“You okay, Caleb?” she asked, eyeing me with somewhat concerned eyes. I also could have been imagining it, but I swore I had seen a flash of contempt in them as well. But I managed to convince myself otherwise for the time being.

“Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” I said, standing up straight. “Just the crowd. This is insane.”

I motioned back to Bourbon Street.

Aubrey laughed.

“You haven’t seen anything yet. If you think this is bad, just wait until tonight.”

I nearly fainted.

“Tonight?”

It was barely noon and though the festivities had begun, they were not quite yet in full swing as I would come to learn.

Aubrey raised her eyebrows and nodded.

She reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me along behind her.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“To get a drink,” she replied without turning around.

I turned and looked back toward the revelry on Bourbon Street.

We’d be spending the next three days here in New Orleans, Louisiana.

The Crescent City. The Big Easy.

And after it was all over, our lives would never be the same.

I squeezed her tightly, but she only loosened her grip in response. I didn’t care though, it was nice to be connected again for those few seconds, however loose the ties that bound us were.


Chapter 2: Flash Point

THE PLACE WAS packed with people and was a dimly lit hole-in-the-wall, a stark contrast to the riotous streets outside. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and the low hum of conversation. As we squeezed our way to the bar, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances Aubrey was drawing from the other patrons.

Patty O’s was a legendary bar just off the main drag of Bourbon street and was particularly famous for their signature cocktail, the Hurricane.

They liked to boast that each serving contained four whole shots of rum and I’m here to tell you, that’s probably true. Aubrey had managed to order two hurricanes before I could even sit down, her voice was confident and assertive in a way I had never heard before. It seemed she was there on business. She had a goal in mind and meant to see it through. Before I was even halfway finished with my drink, I was feeling the buzz. And it was dangerous too because the booze was well disguised and the drink was delicious. In that atmosphere, after walking for what felt like hours, it was going down all too smoothly.

I glanced over at Aubrey, her cheeks already flushed from the alcohol and the humid New Orleans air. She was sipping her Hurricane through a straw, her lips pursed in a way that made my breath catch. The pulsing crowd pushed us closer together, and I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume mingling with the rum on her breath as stale cigarette smoke swirled all around us.

"God, these are strong," she giggled, leaning into me. Her body was warm against mine, softer than usual in her inhibited state. "I feel like I'm floating."

I wrapped an arm around her waist, steadying her as she swayed slightly. The press of bodies around us made the small gesture feel intimate, almost illicit.

"Maybe we should slow down," I suggested, but even as the words left my mouth, I knew neither of us wanted to. The electric energy of Mardi Gras was intoxicating, urging us to shed our inhibitions along with the rest of the revelers.

Aubrey's eyes sparkled mischievously as she shook her head. "No way, Caleb. You can slow down if you want, but I’m just getting started." She took another long sip of her Hurricane.

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. There was an edge to her voice I'd never heard before - a hint of defiance, of untapped desire. I watched as she finished her Hurricane in one long gulp, her throat working as she swallowed. When she set the empty glass down, her eyes met mine with a smoldering intensity that made my pulse quicken.

"Let's go back out there," she said, nodding towards the crowded street.

I looked around, we’d been there for less than thirty-minutes.

“But we just got here,” I protested.

If she heard me, she did a good job of pretending not to. Her eyes remained fixed on the crowded street beyond.

"I want to do something wild," she whispered after a moment, her voice husky. I felt my grip tighten on the bar.

“What do you mean?” I asked quietly.

Without answering me, she leaned over the bar and quickly got the bartenders attention.

“Two tequila shots, please!” she called out.

The bartender made haste to fill her order and before we knew it, two tequila shots appeared on the beer-soaked wood before us, ready to be gulped down.

“Aubrey,” I whispered in protest.

She made a mock-pouty face at me.

“Come on, Caleb. Don’t be such a pussy,” she said a little too loudly.

As soon as the words came out of her mouth she clasped a hand over it in shock and tried to stifle a laugh.

While I was taken aback by Aubrey's uncharacteristic boldness, I wasn’t mad. She was very nearly drunk and I couldn’t exactly hold it against her. I was being a bit of a wet blanket. This was to be a trip for her after all and this is what she wanted to do. The full Mardi Gras experience. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the infectious energy of Mardi Gras, but I found myself swallowing my pride and very soon after, the tequila. I reached for the shot glass.

"Fuck it," I muttered, clinking my glass against hers. We threw back the shots in unison, the tequila burning a fiery trail down my throat.

We slammed the glasses down on the bar, paid our bill, and were darting back out toward Bourbon Street.

Aubrey grabbed my hand, pulling me back into the pulsing heart of Bourbon Street. The crowd engulfed us, a sea of bodies swaying to the beat of distant jazz. Beads flew through the air, glinting in the afternoon sun. The smell of spilled beer and fried food hung heavy in the humid air.

"I want those!" Aubrey shouted over the noise, pointing at a string of elaborate gold beads dangling from a balcony above.

Before I could react, she was already moving toward the group of raucous, frat bros perched atop the balcony commanding bare breasts in exchange for dollar-store bead necklaces. And they were cleaning up.

Aubrey stood below them on the street looking up.

"MILF!” one of them cried. “

“Show us what you got, pretty lady!" said another, dangling a string of beads that caught the light with a seductive glimmer.

I felt her tense beside me. The beads were an invitation, one drenched in the wanton spirit of Mardi Gras. I watched, heart hammering, as Aubrey's eyes shifted from the beads to my face, searching for…what? Permission? Disapproval?

There was a moment, a breath held between past restraint and present possibility, where the world seemed to pause on its axis. Then, with a flicker of mischief igniting in her gaze, she released my hand and stepped forward.

"Alright," she said, her voice threaded with a daring I hadn't heard in years.

In that instant, I saw her anew...my wife, the woman who'd shared my bed and secrets, standing before me cloaked in the vibrant chaos of New Orleans. And when she lifted her shirt, baring herself to the jubilant crowd, the sound of my own pulse drowned out the cheers around us.

Shock rippled through me, chased by a wave of raw arousal that crashed against every carefully constructed boundary. My Aubrey, so bold, so breathtakingly free...it ignited something within me that had smoldered dormant for far too long.

She laughed as what seemed like a torrent of beads were tossed down to her, laying at her feet like and offering in the filth-laden street. She bent down, picked a few up and draped them around her neck.

Then, without being prompted, Aubrey pulled her shirt back up and flashed them again, completely free of charge. In fact, it was a thank you, apparently.

“Thank you!” she cried as she shimmied her hips back and forth, waving her breasts at the appreciative frat bros as they hooted and hollered at the free show.

Aubrey turned back to me, her eyes dancing with mischief and her cheeks flushed. The beads glinted around her neck as she swayed toward me, riding the high of her daring act.

"Did you see that?" she giggled, pressing against me. Her body felt electric, charged with a wild energy I hadn't felt from her in years. "God, that was exhilarating!”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Part of me wanted to pull her away from the leering gazes, to shield her from view. But another part - a primal, more ancient part I barely recognized - thrilled at the sight of her uninhibited display.

"I saw," I managed, my voice hoarse. "That was…something else."

Aubrey pressed closer, her breath hot against my ear. "Did you like it?" she purred, her hand sliding down my chest. "Did it turn you on, watching me show off for all those guys?"

My pulse quickened.

The words caught in my throat as I struggled to process the storm of emotions her question had unleashed. Did it turn me on? The sight of my wife baring herself to strangers, reveling in their hungry gazes - it should have filled me with jealousy, with anger. But instead, I felt a dangerous thrill coursing through my veins, mingling with the alcohol and the intoxicating energy of Mardi Gras.

The seductive undertones of the night suddenly seemed to seep into every glance we shared, each brush of our bodies as we navigated the crowd. This city, cloaked in shadows and secrets, beckoned us to peel back our inhibitions and taste the freedom it offered.

We walked a while longer in silence. I ruminated on Aubrey’s words.

Had it turned me on?

Looking back, the answer is obvious. But in that moment I couldn’t quite bring myself to face the facts that stood bare before me. I suppose it was too uncomfortable. There was too much baggage in the way, things we had still yet to sort through.

But try as I may to push the uncomfortable question away, Aubrey seemed intent on getting to the bottom of it. With or without my permission.

We approached yet another nondescript Irish bar along the main drag. I couldn’t even tell you the name, the sight was so faded and worn I’m not entirely convinced the person who owned even remembered the name anymore.

It was so crowded with people that patrons had spilled out onto the street, pints in hand, as music and laughter spilled out in all directions.

Before I knew what was happening, a big, burly man with curly brown hair approached Aubrey and simply took her by the hand. He began twirling her around to the cheerful music and clapping coming from inside the bar.

Her face lit up as she realized what was happening.

The stranger spun her and pulled her close, his movements confident and playful. Aubrey laughed, throwing her head back as they danced...a carefree, reckless sound that sent an unexpected jolt through me.

She caught my eye over the man’s shoulder, a question in her gaze that mirrored the one she’d asked on the street. Was I okay with this? Could I see just how far she could push things?

When I didn’t stop her, Aubrey leaned into the burly man, their bodies moving together in a wild, unrestrained rhythm. He grinned down at her, his hands settling boldly on her hips as they swayed to the music. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with excitement as she abandoned herself to the moment.

The crowd around them cheered, caught up in the spectacle of a beautiful woman letting loose with a stranger. I stood rooted to the spot, an outsider watching what should have been an intimate moment...but it wasn’t just them. It was me too, included in some strange way by Aubrey’s gaze and my own mounting desire.

The man pulled Aubrey even closer, whispering something in her ear that made her laugh again. She threw one arm around his neck and turned toward me...a deliberate move that felt like an invitation to join them or at least acknowledge what was happening.

I swallowed hard. This time was different than the flashing and the beads. I felt a potent mix of jealousy and undeniable arousal warring within me as I watched my wife press against another man without hesitation. It was raw and shocking. I could barely stand it. The emotion that was winning out changed by the nano-second as instinct and social custom battled for supremacy with something far deeper and darker than I was prepared to name.

Then she broke away from him with one last spin, breathless and radiant as she stumbled back to where I waited. Her smile was wide, her lips parted as if she couldn’t quite catch her breath.

“Did you see?” Aubrey panted, the thrill of her boldness lighting up her face. The beads around her neck clinked together as she threw herself into my arms.

I nodded, trying to find words but so tangled in conflicting emotions that I couldn’t speak. Instead, I pulled her close, kissing her hard...tasting the wildness and freedom on her lips that had driven me crazy watching from the sidelines.

Aubrey melted against me, a soft sound escaping her throat as she pressed eagerly into my embrace.

“God, Caleb,” she breathed when we finally broke apart. “This place…it’s like I’m waking up.”

I held her tight, my own need barely contained.

“I can see that,” I said, gritting my teeth and trying not to betray any hint of what was going on inside my head.

Her eyes locked onto mine, filled with determination and desire.

“Why don’t you wake up with me,” she whispered urgently. “Let’s go back to the hotel.”

The walk back was a blur of neon lights and pounding music, every step charged with anticipation so electric it almost hurt to touch each other. We stumbled through the hotel lobby, barely making it to our room before Aubrey was on me again...her mouth desperate on mine, hands fumbling at my shirt.

When we crashed through the door, she was already stripping out of her clothes with frantic urgency. The beads clattered to the floor as she pulled off her shirt and jeans in quick succession, leaving a trail of discarded fabric behind her.
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Chapter 1

You know, a lot guys like to start stories like this one with the same tired cliches. The pull out the old, I’m not really sure when it all started. You know the kind I’m talking about. Well, not me. I’d be lying to you if I said something like that because the truth is, I know exactly when this all started. So, I think that’s where I’ll begin.

It was our last day of vacation. Charleston, South Carolina. Almost a year ago to the day I’m writing this. We had a nice a week, my wife Meredith and I. We’re in our mid-thirties. No kids, at least not yet, and we could pretty much do whatever we wanted. Boozy brunches. Walking tours. Sullivan’s island. I even snuck in a couple rounds of golf. So yeah, like I said it was nice.

But if you’ve ever traveled with Meredith, you know how that last day always goes.

Vacation Meredith and Departure-Day Meredith are two completely different people.

Vacation Meredith is relaxed. Smiling. Drinking rosé before noon and saying things like “Should we just stay another night?” She laughs more. Touches my arm when we’re walking down the street. Lets things slide.

Departure-Day Meredith, on the other hand, is a project manager with a deadline and a personal vendetta against inefficiency.

I was halfway through folding a pair of khaki shorts when I heard it from the bathroom.

“Did you leave the sunscreen in the beach bag or did you pack it already?”

Her voice had that tone. The one that meant the answer was already wrong no matter what I said.

“I think it’s still in the beach bag,” I said.

A pause.

Then the sound of the bathroom drawer sliding open.

Then closing.

Then reopening again.

“You think?” she said, appearing in the doorway with her toothbrush in one hand and that expression on her face. The tight one. The one where her eyebrows pinch together like two people having an argument.

“Well… yeah,” I said. “I mean we only used it at the beach.”

Meredith stared at me for a moment like I’d just suggested we throw the luggage off the balcony and drive home naked.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “But if it leaks in the bag it’s going to get on everything.”

“I’ll double bag it.”

“That’s not really the point.”

I nodded, even though I had no idea what the point actually was.

That was the thing about Meredith. Sometimes the argument wasn’t really about the thing it was about. The sunscreen wasn’t about sunscreen. The packing wasn’t about packing. It was about… something else. Some invisible standard she had in her head that the rest of the world kept failing to meet.

I zipped up my suitcase.

She watched me do it.

“You’re done already?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“You didn’t check the dresser drawers.”

“I did yesterday.”

“But we unpacked the chargers last night.”

Right.

Of course we did.

I opened the suitcase again.

Meredith sighed and disappeared back into the bathroom.

Now, before you start thinking I’m some poor beaten-down husband living in constant fear of his wife, that’s not really fair either. Meredith wasn’t cruel. She wasn’t mean. And she definitely wasn’t crazy.

She was just… intense.

Everything mattered.

Every detail.

Every plan.

And when things didn’t go exactly the way they were supposed to, something inside her tightened up like a knot.

Most of the time I just tried to roll with it.

Marriage, as it turns out, involves a lot of rolling with things.

By the time we finally got the suitcases downstairs to the lobby, Meredith had already apologized twice.

Once in the elevator.

Once again while we were checking out.

“I’m sorry I’m being difficult,” she said quietly while the front desk clerk printed our receipt.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“I just hate travel days.”

“I know.”

She slipped her hand into mine for a second and squeezed it.

And that was Meredith too.

The apology always came.

Which made it harder to ever really stay mad at her.

We stepped away from the desk and moved toward the little breakfast area near the windows. There was a coffee station set up with pastries and fruit, and Meredith said she wanted something small before we hit the road.

While she grabbed a yogurt and started reading the ingredients like it was a pharmaceutical label, I wandered over to pour myself a cup of coffee.

That’s when I heard them.

Two women sitting at a small table by the window.

They weren’t whispering exactly, but they weren’t trying very hard to be quiet either.

And the thing about hotel breakfast areas is that everyone ends up sitting close enough to hear everyone else whether they mean to or not.

One of them laughed softly.

“Oh my God, did you see that woman earlier? The one tearing her husband apart about the luggage?”

The other woman snorted.

“The blonde?”

“Yeah.”

“Total basket case.”

I felt something in my stomach shift a little.

I kept my eyes on the coffee machine.

The first woman lowered her voice just a little.

“You know what that is, right?”

“What?”

“That is a woman who has never been properly satisfied in her life.”

The second woman laughed again.

“You can always tell.”

I stood there with the coffee cup halfway full.

Behind me, Meredith was still standing at the counter comparing two different brands of yogurt like she was deciding between mortgage lenders.

The first woman continued.

“Seriously. One good orgasm and that woman wouldn’t care where the damn suitcase went.”

The other woman said, “Mhm.”

Then she added, almost thoughtfully,

“Some husbands just have no idea what their wives actually need.”

I grabbed my coffee cup and walked away quickly, before they could see my face. I felt like I’d been punched in the stomach.

That’s when it all started.


Chapter 2

The drive home from Charleston to Raleigh was about four hours. About an hour in, Meredith finally exhaled and began to apologize.

“I’m sorry for being such a pain today,” she said, touching my arm. “I don’t know why I get like this.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “Really. I know the last day of vacation can be stressful.”

But it wasn’t okay. Those women’s words kept bouncing around in my head like a pinball.

That is a woman who has never been properly satisfied in her life.

Two hours into the drive, Meredith was fast asleep in the passenger seat. Her head was tilted against the window, blonde hair falling across her cheek. She looked peaceful. Beautiful, even. But the thoughts in my head were anything but peaceful.

A turbulent blend of highlights from the two times we’d had sex that week played in my head on repeat as I tried to remember what she looked like, what she sounded like, what she felt like.

Had I really been so bad in bed that it was affecting her whole personality? I glanced over at Meredith again, studying the soft rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. The late afternoon sun caught the gold highlights in her hair, making her look almost angelic. Hard to believe this was the same woman who’d nearly bitten my head off over sunscreen a few hours ago.

The first time we’d had sex on vacation was our second night there. We’d gone to a nice seafood place, split a bottle of wine. When we got back to the hotel room, she kissed me in the elevator, and things progressed naturally from there. I remembered her sighing as I entered her, the way she wrapped her legs around me. She’d made all the right noises, hadn’t she? There was that moment when she arched her back, clutched at me, and cried out. That was real...wasn’t it?

The second time was our last night. We’d had a fancy dinner, gotten a bit drunk on expensive cocktails, and stumbled back to our room laughing. The sex had been more urgent then—clothes hastily removed, her pushing me back on the bed. I’d been on top again. Same position. Same rhythm. Same...everything.

But had it been good for her? Really good?

One good orgasm and that woman wouldn’t care where the damn suitcase went.

I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles whitening. The interstate stretched before me, but my mind was elsewhere, dissecting our sex life with surgical precision.

We’d been together for almost ten years now. Married for six. The early days had been different—more experimental, more frequent. But lately, it had become... routine. Predictable.

I couldn’t remember the last time Meredith had truly lost control. The kind of abandon where she wasn’t thinking about what came next or how we looked or sounded. Had I ever really given her that?

That woman’s voice kept replaying in my head: “One good night and she’d be a different person.”

I glanced over at my sleeping wife again. Her lips were slightly parted, her breathing deep and even. How many times had she faked it with me? The thought made my stomach churn. I’d always believed we had a decent sex life. Not earth-shattering, maybe, but comfortable. Satisfying.

But what if it wasn’t? What if all this time, while I’d been contentedly rolling over and falling asleep afterward, she’d been lying there frustrated, unsatisfied, building up the kind of tension that eventually exploded over things like sunscreen and luggage?
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Chapter 1

It’s our third night in the new house and we’re nowhere close to being unpacked. The house is a sea of boxes and containers in various states of unpackedness.

Claire’s out picking up Thai from the little place on Main that she wouldn’t stop talking about during the entire escrow process.

“It’s not just good, it’s great,” she said, slipping her arms around my neck that first night we came to see the house. “Like really great.”

So now she’s off picking up food while I’m ankle-deep in packing paper and cardboard flaps. Boxes everywhere. The living room looks like an abandoned Amazon warehouse.

I don’t mind it. The silence. The weight of the house settling around me. New walls. Old town. But not just any town. Claire's town.

She grew up here. Went to college here. Made memories here.

We’d talked about this move for years, always in abstract, non-committal terms.

But I knew it was something she really wanted.

“Someday, maybe,” she’d say. A wistful kind of longing in her voice.

Unfortunately, the circumstances that brought us here were less than ideal.

Her mom got sick. And we hastily decided it was time.

But before we could even make settlement, she was gone.

It was that quick.

And it was too late to change plans so…just like that, we were moving to Middleton.

Claire calls it fate.

I call it timing.

Same thing, depending on the day.

But something's been just a little different since we moved back. A subtle shift. But that’s to be expected I guess, right?

I’m opening a box labeled OFFICE–MISC.

Not my handwriting, which is probably why I assume it’s Claire’s. But inside I find a confusing and messy mix of a cables, an old, dusty keyboard, and tattered books.

My hand comes to rest on a cracked, leather-bound notebook near the bottom.

Funny, I didn’t even realize I’d begun rummaging.

I pull it out.

It’s heavier than it looks. Worn in a beautiful, careful kind of way. Like it’s been handled and paged through thousands of times. Loved in an obsessive kind of way. The edges are soft. There’s no label. No name.

I flip it open.

It’s an old journal. Every page seemingly filled with a carefully scrawled entry.

Ordinarily, I would never do something like this. Reading a journal that isn’t mine? Not my jam.

But before I know what’s happening, I’m too far gone. I can’t put it down.

The handwriting is tight, elegant. Slanted in a way that makes it feel like it was meant to stay secret. Only to be viewed from a certain angle and in just the right light by just the right person.

And the words?

They’re definitely not mine. Not even close. If there was any doubt left in my mind, it’s gone now.

This isn’t a forgotten journal of mine or some old school notebook.

This belongs to her.

To Claire.

And it is absolutely filthy.

In every kind of way.

It’s erotic and playful.

Flirty.

But it’s also raw.

Visceral.

Explicit.

Kinky.

Dirty.

Sexy.

Before I’m even totally comprehending the words, my pulse is pounding in my ears as my heart rate skyrockets.

I blink. Go back. Reread.

It seems most every entry is written to someone named Julian.

And the more I read, the less I recognize the writer as my wife.

Dear Julian,

I’m still sore from last night…in the best way possible. I cannot believe we did that. Then again, I can’t believe we’ve done any of this. Can you?

I never thought I'd enjoy being taken like that – no date, no foreplay, no build up…just fucking taken – until you showed me just how hot it could be to do exactly that.

You remember that first time in your office? When I came to office hours with a question and after you answered, well…you bent me over the desk and punished me?

Crazy how fast you made me go from a good girl to something else entirely...an insatiable slut :).

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go…

Just as I turn the page, I hear the garage door opening.

Claire's home.

I shut the journal. Heart pounding. I slide it behind a row of books on the lower shelf of the study.

Claire comes in carrying two bags. She kicks the door closed with her foot, and through a wide smile, I see she’s wearing a fresh coat of lipstick.

“Baby!” she calls from the kitchen. “Need some help?”

I’m still in some kind of stupor. Like I’ve just binge-watched a dozen episodes of a show too crazy to process.

“Dan?” she repeats, head poking around the corner. Her eyebrows do this cute little dance that only happens when she's genuinely confused. “Did you hear me?”

“Yeah,” I manage, shaking off the haze. “Just trying to find my way out of these boxes.”

I navigate my way through the mess, head still swirling…not wanting to believe the revelations of my recent discovery.

“I got all your favorites,” she says as I reach her, unloading cartons and containers onto the counter with a flourish. “Panang curry, extra spicy…pad thai…”

She runs through our order but I don’t hear what she’s saying. She gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.

As far as she’s concerned, nothing major between us has changed since she left to pick up takeout and came back.

As far as I’m concerned, everything has.

What to do?

“You’re amazing, thanks” I blurt out, trying to keep my voice steady as I say the first banal thing that comes to mind so as to appear totally calm and normal.

“I know,” she grins, tilting her head to the side. “How’s the unpacking going?”

“Uh, good. Just unpacking some things in the study. Books and whatnot.”

She nods absently as she cracks open cartons and fills plates with fragrant heaps of chicken and noodles.

For a moment, I wonder if I should just get it over with – mention the journal. Get it all out in the open and move on.

But then I picture those words again, Claire’s elegant handwriting such dirty, filthy words across the page. Line after line of wanton filth. All written to some guy named Julian.

And I don’t even know where to start.

“Smells incredible,” I say instead, my stomach churning with something other than hunger.

“Told you! It’s like really great…” She hands me a plate, her eyes sparkling with a playful triumph. “I’ve missed this place.”

We settle into a makeshift dining area on the floor, surrounded by chaos and the scent of lemongrass and chili, and eat on upturned boxes.

Claire tucks her legs beneath her, looking cozy and comfortable.

She’s exactly where she wants to be. We’re exactly where we want to be, or so I thought, and for a little while, I forget all about the journal.

“So,” she says between bites, “uncover anything good while I was gone? Gosh, we have so much stuff…” There’s an innocent curiosity in her voice as she looks around the disheveled house.

My heart stops for a moment and I almost choke.

I fight back coughs and take a large sip of water.

“Huh? What?”

“Jeez, Dan? Are you ok honey?”

“Yeah, yeah fine, just uhh, down the wrong pipe.”

Claire sighs relief.

“Good. No, I was just asking if you uncovered anything good while I was gone. Anything we forgot about or any hidden treasures maybe?”

“Ahh, nope. Not really.” I shovel another forkful of pad thai into my mouth even though I’ve only just recovered my wind. “Nothing too crazy.”

She frowns, slightly disappointed. Then shrugs and goes back to eating.

The silence stretches out like the miles we crossed to get here. I glance toward the study, and suddenly the journal pops back into my head and lodges itself there for good.

I stare at the bookcase, imagining that journal and the books I stashed it beneath. I can almost feel it pulsing. Like it has its own heartbeat, one that syncs up with mine every time I think about those entries.

I realize with mild horror and morbid curiosity that I can’t wait to find time later to steal away and read it again.


Chapter 2

After dinner, Claire heads upstairs and slips into the shower, and I quietly but quickly slip into the study.

Finally.

I lock the door behind me and pull the journal from its hiding place. I clutch it like a stolen treasure.

I sit down and hold it in my lap for a moment. Should I really be doing this?

But the question doesn’t linger for long and it goes unanswered.

My hand trembles as I grip the cover and open to a random entry.

I’m hungry to learn more.

To see what else this artifact from my wife’s past will reveal to me…

Dear Julian,

I had a dream about you last night. It was so real, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up in your bed. You were doing that thing to me – you know the one ;).

It felt like every nerve ending was lit on fire and the only words I could get out were oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

Even in my dreams, you ruin me. But it’s never enough...I always want more.

All I can think about is Friday. Do you have any idea what I’ll wear? Or not wear? We both know how much you like…

I turn the page and thumb through to another entry.

Julian,

I’m lying in bed right now, spent and sore in the most delicious way from the pounding you just gave me. I could barely walk straight on my way home.

I don’t know how to explain it, but the more you wreck me, the more I want it. The more I want you.

All day, I think about being filled, stretched, and ruined by you.

What is it about that big cock of yours? It’s all I can do to keep my panties dry in class.

God, I’m such a mess.

But you love it, don’t you? That’s why you crammed me into that tiny coat closet by the lecture hall.

That’s why you made me feel every inch of you while people came and went down the hall.

You knew they might hear us, well…hear me, if they got too close.

But you wanted them to hear what a dirty whore I was for you, didn’t you? It was so crazy wrong and so stupid hot.

You make me someone else…

A thought occurs to me…the first entry I read just before dinner. I thumb my way backward through the book. Ah, here it is:

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go BLACK, you NEVER GO BACK…
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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?
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