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Chapter 1

I created a profile on a site concerned with finding adult friends that night. Meredith sat next to me on the couch as I filled out the details, her body tense with a mixture of nervousness and excitement. Every few minutes she’d bite her lower lip or run her fingers through her hair—little tells that I’d come to recognize as signs of her arousal.

“What should we put in the description?” I asked, my fingers hovering over the keyboard.

“I don’t know,” she whispered, peering at the screen. “What do people usually say?”

I’d done my research. More than I cared to admit. “Most couples are pretty direct about what they’re looking for. No point in beating around the bush.”

“Right,” she nodded, her cheeks flushing. “So we just say... what? That I want to sleep with...with a well-endowed Black man while my husband watches?”

The words sounded so crude when spoken aloud. Meredith’s cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink, but she didn’t look away from the screen.

“Maybe we could be a little more... subtle?” she suggested.

Meredith scoffed then laughed nervously.

“What are we doing, Peter? This is insane…”

“It is insane,” I agreed, staring at the blank profile description. “But I’ve been thinking about this non-stop. Haven’t you?”

Meredith nodded, her eyes dropping to her hands. “Yes,” she admitted quietly. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“So let’s just... see what’s out there,” I suggested. “We don’t have to meet anyone. We can just look.”

I typed carefully, crafting a description that was direct without being crude:

“Attractive couple in our mid-thirties seeking well-endowed Black male for first-time experience. Husband will be present. Respectful, clean, and discreet individuals only. Looking for someone who understands the dynamics of this situation.”

“How’s that?” I asked, turning to Meredith.

She read it over, then nodded. “It’s... fine. Should we add a picture?”

My stomach lurched at the thought. “I don’t think we need one of our faces. Maybe just... your body? Without your head in the shot?”

Meredith hesitated, then stood up. “Let me go change into something... appropriate.”

While she was gone, I stared at the profile we’d created. Part of me wanted to delete the whole thing, pretend we’d never gone down this path. But another part—the part that had watched Meredith with that dildo, that had seen how close she’d come to truly letting go—wouldn’t let me.

Meredith returned wearing a lacy black bra and matching panties I’d never seen before. My mouth went dry at the sight of her.

“When did you get those?” I asked.

She smiled shyly.

“I’ve had them for a while,” she admitted. “I just never had the courage to wear them before.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “You look incredible.”

She gave me a nervous smile and turned sideways. “Should I pose or something?”

“Just... stand there,” I said, picking up my phone. “I’ll crop your face out.”

I took several photos, careful to keep her head out of the frame. Each click of the camera sent a jolt of excitement through me—my wife, posing in lingerie for a profile where we were actively seeking another man to please her. It was surreal.

We selected the best photo—one that showed off her curves without revealing her face—and uploaded it to the profile. My finger hovered over the “Create Profile” button.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, giving her one last chance to back out.

“Last chance,” I said to Meredith. “Once we put this out there, we can’t take it back.”

She stared at the screen for a long moment, then placed her hand over mine on the mouse. Together, we clicked “Create Profile.”

Just like that, it was done. We were officially a couple looking for a well-endowed Black man to join us in the bedroom. The thought made my stomach flutter with a mixture of anxiety and excitement.

“Now what?” Meredith asked, pulling her robe back on over her lingerie.

“Now we wait, I guess,” I said, closing the laptop. “See if anyone responds.”

We didn’t have to wait long. By morning, our inbox was flooded with messages—dozens of them. I scrolled through them while Meredith showered, my coffee growing cold beside me as I read message after message from men eager to meet my wife. Most of the messages were crude, poorly written, or included unsolicited dick pics that made me cringe. I deleted these immediately.

But a few seemed promising. Men who were articulate, respectful, and understood the delicate nature of what we were proposing. I set these aside to show Meredith.

When she emerged from the shower wrapped in a towel, her blonde hair wet against her shoulders, she looked almost surprised to find me still at the kitchen table, staring at the laptop.

“Any responses?” she asked, her voice casual though I could detect the underlying nervousness.

“About thirty,” I said, turning the screen toward her. “Most of them are garbage, but these five might be worth considering.”

Meredith’s eyes widened as she leaned over my shoulder, water droplets from her hair falling onto my neck. “That many already?”

“How does that make you feel?” I asked.

She took a deep breath and thought for a moment.

“Good. Like, really good. I know I shouldn’t care, but it’s nice to…”

“Feel desired?” I offered sheepishly, finishing the thought for her.

“Yeah, sorry I know you love me and I know you think…you know…but this is different…”

“I get it,” I said, and I meant it.

I nodded, watching her face carefully. My wife looked almost radiant, a flush spreading across her cheeks that had nothing to do with the hot shower she’d just taken.

“So... do you want to look through these messages together?” I asked, gesturing to the screen.

Meredith pulled up a chair beside me, her towel slipping slightly as she leaned forward to see better. The scent of her shampoo—vanilla and something floral—filled the space between us as we scrolled through the messages I’d filtered.

The first guy called himself “BlackStallion32.” His message was polite but direct: “Experienced bull looking to fulfill your fantasy. I know exactly what couples like you need and how to make sure everyone has an amazing time. Clean, respectful, and well-endowed (9”). Happy to verify and meet for drinks first to see if we click.”

There was a picture attached—a muscular torso without a face, much like our own photo. The man’s skin was a rich dark brown, his abs clearly defined. And lower... well, he certainly wasn’t exaggerating about his endowment.

Meredith’s breath caught slightly. “He seems... professional about this,” she said.

“Too professional?” I asked, studying her reaction.

She shrugged. “Maybe. Let’s look at the others.”

We scrolled through the remaining messages. One was from a college basketball player named Trevor who was new to this but “always fantasized about being with a hot white couple.” Another was from an older man named Derrick who wrote eloquently about the psychology of watching your wife with another man. A fourth was from a personal trainer who included several tasteful but revealing photos. And the fifth was from a man who simply called himself “Charlie,” whose message was brief but compelling: “I know exactly what your wife needs. Let me prove it to you both.”

Attached to his message was a photo that made Meredith gasp audibly. Unlike the others who had sent torso shots or partial images, Charlie had sent a full-body photo (though his face was cropped out). He was tall—at least 6’4”—with broad shoulders, muscular arms, and a tapered waist. He wore only a pair of tight black boxer briefs that did little to conceal what had to be the largest cock I’d ever seen, straining against the fabric.

“Oh my God,” Meredith gasped. “He’s the one,” she whispered.


Chapter 2

Meredith’s eyes were locked on the image, her lips slightly parted. I watched her carefully, noting how her chest rose and fell with quickened breaths, how her fingers tightened on the edge of her towel.

“Should I... respond to him?” I asked, my voice sounding strange to my own ears.

She nodded slowly, still staring at the picture. “Yes,” she whispered. “Ask him if he’d be willing to meet for drinks first. Just to talk.”

I composed a careful response, trying to sound confident rather than desperate. “We appreciate your message and would like to get to know you better. Would you be open to meeting for drinks first, no pressure, just to see if it’s a good fit…”

I hit send, and Meredith and I both stared at the screen like teenagers waiting for a crush to text back. It was surreal—sitting in our kitchen on a Sunday morning, my wife in nothing but a towel, both of us eagerly awaiting a response from a well-endowed Black stranger who might soon be fucking her while I watched.

“What if he doesn’t respond?” Meredith asked, her voice small.

“Then we try someone else,” I said, trying to sound casual despite my racing heart. “There are plenty of—“

A notification sound interrupted me. Charlie had responded already.

“I’d be happy to meet for drinks. I always insist on meeting couples first—it’s important that we all feel comfortable with each other. When and where works for you?”

Meredith’s hand found mine under the table and squeezed it tightly. I could feel her trembling slightly.

“Tomorrow night?” she suggested, her voice barely above a whisper. “Somewhere public but... discrete?”

My head started to spin.

Tomorrow night?

What happened to taking it slow and feeling things out?

I felt my heart racing, pounding against my chest. Tomorrow night? That seemed so fast, so immediate. But I couldn’t deny the excitement bubbling up inside me at the thought.

“Tomorrow?” I echoed, trying to keep my voice steady. “Are you sure that’s not too soon?”

Meredith’s eyes met mine, that same hungry look I’d seen when she was watching the videos, when she was using that massive black dildo. Then they turned to disappointment. It was slight, but unmistakeable.

“No, you’re right…I guess I just got a little carried away…we should take our time if that’s what you think is best.”

I looked at her, realizing I was being ridiculous. We’d come this far already—what difference would a few more days make? The hunger in her eyes was unmistakable, and if I was being honest with myself, I felt it too.

“No, tomorrow’s fine,” I said quickly. “I was just surprised. But there’s no reason to wait if we’ve found someone we’re both comfortable meeting up with.”

The relief on her face was immediate. Her shoulders relaxed and that spark returned to her eyes.

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“I’m sure.” I turned back to the laptop and typed: “Tomorrow night works for us. How about The Loft at 8 pm? It’s upscale but quiet.”

The Loft was a cocktail bar downtown—dark, intimate, and the kind of place where people minded their own business. Perfect for a meeting like this.

Charlie replied almost instantly: “The Loft sounds perfect. I’ll be there at 8 sharp. Looking forward to meeting you both.”

I closed the laptop, my hands slightly shaking. This was real. This was happening. Tomorrow night we would be sitting across from a man who might soon be intimately involved with my wife in ways I never could be.

“What should I wear?” Meredith asked, her voice breaking through my thoughts.

I looked at her standing there in just her towel, water still dripping from her hair. “Something sexy but not too obvious,” I suggested. “We don’t want to attract too much attention.”

She nodded, biting her lower lip again. That little gesture was going to be the death of me.

“I think I’ll go shopping today,” she said. “I want something... new for this.”

The rest of the day passed in a blur of nervous energy and high anxiety. But before I knew it, Meredith had returned home from shopping and we were upstairs getting ready to do the craziest thing either of us had ever done by a whole mile.


Chapter 3

I stood in our bedroom watching Meredith get ready, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst through my chest. She’d spent nearly an hour in the bathroom doing her makeup and hair, and now she was slipping into a new black dress I’d never seen before. It hugged every curve of her body perfectly—tight enough to show off her figure but not so revealing that it would draw unwanted attention at the bar.

“How do I look?” she asked, turning slowly to give me the full view.

I swallowed hard. “Incredible,” I managed to say. And she did. Her blonde hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, her makeup accentuating her blue eyes in a way that made them seem even more striking than usual. The dress dipped just low enough in front to hint at cleavage without being obvious.

“Are you sure it’s not too much?” she asked, smoothing her hands down the front of the dress. I could see her wedding ring catch the light as she did.

“It’s perfect,” I assured her, adjusting my tie in the mirror. I’d opted for a navy blue suit—formal enough to match the occasion but not so formal that I’d look out of place in a cocktail bar. “Not too obvious, but definitely... enticing.”

Meredith gave me a nervous smile. “I’m scared,” she admitted quietly. “Not just about meeting him, but about all of this. What if it changes everything between us?”

I crossed the room and took her hands in mine. They were trembling slightly. “We can still back out,” I said, looking into her eyes. “Right now. We can message Charlie, tell him we’ve changed our minds, and go get dinner somewhere else. Just us…but…”

“But what?” she asked anxiously.

“I know deep down, that’s not what you want. I saw it in your eyes yesterday, and I see it now, still beneath the doubt…you don’t have to worry for me…”

Meredith’s eyes softened as she looked at me, her hands still trembling in mine.

“I know,” she whispered. “I want this. I just don’t want to lose you in the process.”

I pulled her close, inhaling the scent of her perfume. Something new, something she’d bought specifically for tonight. The thought made my stomach tighten with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

“You won’t lose me,” I promised. “I’m the one who suggested this, remember? I want to see you happy. Truly satisfied.”

She nodded against my chest, then pulled back to check her lipstick in the mirror. “We should go,” she said. “We don’t want to be late.”

The drive to The Loft was silent, both of us lost in our own thoughts. I kept glancing over at Meredith, watching how she nervously played with her wedding ring, twisting it around her finger.

My mind suddenly flashed to lewd images. The sight of her hand, pale and tiny, wrapped around Charlie’s deep, dark shaft, her wedding ring sparkling on her finger as she gently admired and jerked it to life.

Gulp. Her black dress rode up slightly on her thighs when she crossed her legs, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d chosen it specifically for that reason.

When we pulled into the parking lot of The Loft, I checked my watch. 7:45 PM.

“We’re a little early,” I said, turning off the engine.

Meredith nodded, staring straight ahead at the bar’s entrance. “Should we wait in the car for a few minutes?”

“No, let’s go in. We can get a good table and have a drink before he arrives.”

She took a deep breath and nodded. I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath her dress. I reached over and took her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.


Chapter 4

The Loft was exactly as I’d remembered it—dim lighting, plush seating, and soft jazz playing in the background. We found a corner booth, secluded enough for privacy but with a clear view of the entrance. I ordered a whiskey neat; Meredith asked for a dirty martini with extra olives. Her hands were still trembling as she picked up the menu, though I knew she wouldn’t be able to eat anything.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching across the table to touch her hand.

She nodded, taking a long sip of her martini when it arrived. “Just nervous. This is really happening, isn’t it?”

I checked my watch again. 7:55 PM. “Yes, it is. Unless you want to leave right now.”

Meredith shook her head. “No. I want to meet him.”

At exactly 8:00 PM, the door to The Loft opened, and a man walked in who could only be Charlie.

My breath caught in my throat. He was even more impressive in person. Standing at least 6’4”, his broad shoulders filled out his tailored navy suit perfectly. His skin was a rich, deep ebony that seemed to absorb the dim light of the bar. He moved with a natural confidence, his eyes scanning the room until they landed on us.

Beside me, I heard Meredith’s sharp intake of breath. Her hand found mine under the table and squeezed it hard enough that I felt her nails digging into my palm.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “That’s him?”

I nodded, unable to form words as Charlie made his way toward our table. Up close, his features were striking—strong jawline, full lips, and dark eyes that held mine with an intensity I’d never encountered before. He was handsome in a way that made my stomach drop—not conventionally pretty-boy handsome, but masculine and powerful.

“Peter and Meredith?” he asked as he reached our table. His voice was deep, with a slight Southern drawl that seemed to vibrate in the air between us.

I stood up, extending my hand. “Yes. I’m Peter. This is my wife, Meredith.”

His hand engulfed mine completely, his grip firm but not aggressive. When he turned to Meredith, I watched as he took her much smaller hand in his. Something passed between them—a current of energy I could almost see.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you both,” Charlie said, sliding into the booth across from us. He sat with perfect posture, his broad shoulders making the space seem smaller somehow. “Thank you for meeting us,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. I motioned for the bartender. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Bourbon, neat,” Charlie replied, his eyes never leaving Meredith.

I watched as my wife shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her cheeks were flushed, and she kept stealing glances at Charlie when she thought I wasn’t looking.

“So,” Charlie said once his drink arrived, “I appreciate you both being straightforward in your profile. It’s refreshing. Too many couples dance around what they really want.”

“We’re new to this,” Meredith blurted out, then immediately looked embarrassed. It was the first time she’d spoken since Charlie arrived.

Charlie smiled—a slow, confident smile that seemed to light up his entire face. “I figured as much.”

He took a sip of his bourbon, his eyes never leaving Meredith’s face. I could see the effect he was having on her—the slight flush on her cheeks, the way she kept wetting her lips with her tongue.

“So tell me,” Charlie continued, setting down his glass, “what made you two decide to explore this particular... arrangement?”

I cleared my throat, unsure how much to reveal. “We’ve been together for ten years. Married for six. And recently we discovered that Meredith has certain... needs that I can’t fulfill.”

Meredith’s hand tightened around mine under the table.

Charlie nodded, his expression thoughtful rather than judgmental. “That’s more common than you might think. Many couples come to this realization at some point,” Charlie said. “There’s nothing wrong with acknowledging what you both need and finding a healthy way to explore it.”

The way he spoke—so calm, so assured—made me feel both more relaxed and more on edge at the same time. It was like he’d had this exact conversation dozens of times before, which I supposed he probably had.

“How many couples have you... worked with?” I asked, taking another sip of my whiskey.

Charlie’s dark eyes met mine directly. “Enough to understand the dynamics. Enough to know when a couple is genuinely on the same page versus when one is just going along with it to please the other.” His gaze shifted between Meredith and me. “Which are you?”

I glanced at Meredith, whose cheeks had flushed an even deeper shade of pink. She was staring at Charlie with an intensity I couldn’t recall seeing before. It was like watching her transform before my eyes—from my sometimes uptight wife to someone entirely new.

“We’re both on the same page,” Meredith said, her voice steadier than I expected. “This is something we both want.”

Charlie studied her face for a moment, then nodded slowly. “I believe you. I can see it in both your eyes.” He leaned forward slightly, his massive frame making our booth feel suddenly small. “But I need to be clear about something. If we do this, it won’t be just physical. There’s always an emotional component. Are you prepared for that?”

I felt a twinge of anxiety at his words. Emotional component? That wasn’t what we’d signed up for. We were looking for a physical experience, not emotional entanglement.

“What do you mean by emotional?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.

“After you give in to this…temptation…let’s call it…things won’t be the same, there’s an emotional transformation that happens when the wife realizes what she’s been missing,” Charlie continued, his eyes never leaving Meredith’s face. “And when the husband sees what his wife truly needs. It changes things between you.”

I felt my mouth go dry. “We understand the risks,” I said, though my voice sounded hollow even to my own ears.

Charlie took another sip of his bourbon, his dark eyes studying us over the rim of his glass. “Do you? Because once this happens, you can’t go back. Your relationship will never be the same.”

Meredith shifted in her seat beside me. “Maybe that’s what we want,” she said softly. “Maybe we need things to change.”

The boldness of her statement surprised me. I glanced at her, trying to read her expression in the dim light of the bar. There was a determination there I hadn’t seen before, a hunger that both excited and terrified me.

Charlie’s dark eyes held Meredith’s gaze for a long moment before shifting back to me.

“So what exactly are you looking for tonight?” he asked, leaning back slightly in the booth. “Just a conversation? Or something more?”

I glanced at Meredith, trying to read her expression. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing shallow. I’d never seen her like this before—completely entranced by another man’s presence.

“We thought we’d start with drinks,” I said carefully. “See how we all get along.”

Charlie nodded, a knowing smile playing at the corners of his full lips. “And if we all get along? What then?”

Meredith’s hand tightened around mine under the table. I could feel her pulse racing through her palm.

“Then maybe we could continue the conversation somewhere more private,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Charlie smiled.

“I’d like that very much…” he said. “Why don’t we order some shots and loosen up?”

. . .

After we downed the shots, we settled into easy conversation. Well, Meredith and Charlie did, I was more like a fly on the wall. Before I knew it, Meredith was reaching across the table and had her hand on his, lingering a bit too long as she laughed at a joke.

I looked around and was suddenly very aware of people in the bar, were they watching us? What were they thinking? We certainly made an odd trio. Were they putting the pieces together?

Was anyone we knew here?

I doubted that very much, but still I suddenly felt very hot and nervous.

The tension in the air was palpable. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, glancing around the bar as a paranoid thought crossed my mind: What if someone from work was here? What if they recognized us? The rational part of my brain knew it was unlikely, but anxiety doesn’t follow rational rules.

I took another sip of my whiskey, trying to focus on the conversation between Meredith and Charlie, but they seemed to be in their own world. Charlie was telling some story about a trip he’d taken to Jamaica, and Meredith was hanging on every word, laughing at all the right moments, her eyes never leaving his face.

I cleared my throat to interrupt.

“Perhaps we should uhh, move things to that more private place we’d discussed earlier?”

Meredith suddenly snapped out of the spell she’d been under and looked at her hand on Charlie’s and then around the bar. She was having the same thoughts I was. Her eyes went wide as she smoothed out her dress and stood up.

“Yes,” she said, clearing her throat. “I’d like that very much…”

Charlie smiled and winked.

“You lead, I’ll follow,” he said.


Chapter 5

The drive home felt quicker than the drive there. My heart pounded in my chest as I checked the rearview mirror every few seconds to make sure Charlie’s sleek black BMW was still following us. Meredith sat beside me in silence, her hands folded tightly in her lap, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching over to touch her knee.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice tight. “Just nervous. Excited.” She glanced back at the headlights behind us. “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

Neither could I. The reality of what was about to happen hit me like a physical force. In a few minutes, we’d be at our home—our sanctuary, our private space—with a man we’d just met. A man who would soon be intimate with my wife in ways I never could be.

The thought made me grip the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles turning white. Watching Meredith interact with Charlie at the bar had awakened something primal in me—a toxic cocktail of jealousy, arousal, and anticipation that threatened to overwhelm me completely.

When we pulled into our driveway, I killed the engine and sat for a moment, trying to compose myself. Charlie’s BMW pulled up behind us, his headlights illuminating the interior of our car before going dark.

“Last chance,” I whispered to Meredith. “We can still change our minds.”

She turned to me, her blue eyes luminous in the dim light. “I don’t want to change my mind,” she said softly. “Do you?”

I swallowed hard. “No.”

We got out of the car just as Charlie was approaching, his tall frame silhouetted against the streetlight. My breath caught as I watched him move toward us—confident, unhurried, like a predator who knew his prey wasn’t going anywhere.

“Nice place,” he said, his deep voice carrying in the quiet night air.

“Thanks,” I managed, fumbling with my keys. My hands were shaking so badly I could barely get the key in the lock. When the door finally swung open, I gestured for them to enter.

“After you,” Charlie said to Meredith, placing his large hand gently on the small of her back. I watched as she stepped inside, her body visibly responding to his touch. The simple gesture seemed more intimate than anything I’d seen before, and I felt a jolt of something—jealousy? Excitement?—surge through me.

Once inside, there was no turning back.


Chapter 6

Charlie’s hand slid from Meredith’s back to her waist, fingers splaying possessive and warm through the thin black dress. “Bedroom?” he asked—quiet, courteous, almost polite, but the words cracked like a whip in the h cliché of our foyer.

I pointed up the stairs. “End of the hall.”

He steered Meredith that way. She went willingly—hell, eagerly—hips swaying, stilettos clicking a nervous staccato. Half-way up she glanced over her shoulder at me, eyes shining with something halfway between apology and gratitude. “I love you,” she mouthed, then Charlie’s palm cupped the curve of her ass and she gasped, the declaration melting into a whimper.

I followed, heart jack-hammering, cock already aching against my zipper. By the time I reached the landing they were inside, silhouetted by the soft lamp we’d left on.

I watched as Charlie took Meredith by the shoulders and turned her to face him. Their height difference was striking—his massive frame towering over her petite body. He bent down, his full lips hovering just above hers, not quite touching. The tension in the room was electric, making it hard for me to breathe.

“Tell your husband what you want,” Charlie commanded, his deep voice barely above a whisper.

Meredith’s eyes fluttered to me, standing frozen in the doorway. “Peter,” she said, her voice trembling. “I want him to kiss me.”

I nodded, unable to form words as Charlie’s mouth descended on hers. The kiss was gentle at first, almost tender, but quickly evolved into something more primal. His large hands cupped her face, tilting her head back as he deepened the kiss. Meredith moaned into his mouth, her body melting against his as her arms wrapped around his neck. I watched, transfixed, as his massive hands slid down her back to her ass, squeezing it through the thin fabric of her dress.

When they finally broke apart, Meredith’s lipstick was smeared, her chest heaving. She turned to look at me, her eyes hazy with desire.

“Peter,” she whispered. “Come here.”

I moved toward them as if in a trance. When I reached them, Meredith took my hand and squeezed it.

“I love you so much,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “Thank you for this.”

Charlie’s hands were already working on the zipper of her dress, slowly pulling it down to reveal her pale back. “Your wife is beautiful,” he said to me, his eyes meeting mine over her shoulder. “You’re a lucky man,” Charlie said, his eyes meeting mine over her shoulder. “You’re a lucky man.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat had closed up as I watched Charlie’s massive hands slide the dress from Meredith’s shoulders, revealing the black lace bra I’d never seen before. The dress pooled at her feet, and she stepped out of it, standing before us in nothing but her lingerie, heels, and wedding ring.

“I want you Peter…to…” she whispered, her eyes finding mine. “I want you to watch, Peter. I need you to see what he does to me. Stay with me…”

Charlie’s hands moved to her breasts, cupping them through the lace. Meredith’s head fell back against his chest, a small moan escaping her lips. “Oh god,” she breathed.

I stood frozen, watching as Charlie’s dark hands explored my wife’s pale body. His dark skin created a stark contrast against her pale flesh that was somehow even more erotic in person than in the videos we’d watched. My legs felt weak as I sank into the chair beside our bed, unable to look away from the tableau unfolding before me.

“Tell him what you want,” Charlie commanded, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through Meredith’s body.

“I want you to touch me,” she whispered, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Peter, I want him to touch me everywhere.”

I nodded, my throat too dry to speak. Charlie’s hands slid down her stomach, his fingers tracing the edge of her lace panties. When he slipped one large finger beneath the fabric, Meredith gasped.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Please,” Meredith whispered as Charlie’s finger traced her wet slit through her panties. Her eyes locked with mine across the room. “Peter, I’ve never been this turned on in my life.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t move. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched Charlie’s massive hands on my wife’s body. He unhooked her bra with one deft movement, and her perfect breasts spilled free. His dark hands cupped them, making them look even smaller, more delicate.

“You want to see what your wife needs?” Charlie asked me, his voice deep and commanding. He turned Meredith around so she faced me, her back pressed against his broad chest. One arm wrapped around her waist while his other hand slid down her stomach and into her panties. “Watch her face.”

I did. I watched as Charlie’s finger disappeared inside my wife’s body. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Charlie’s fingers were so long, so thick, that just one seemed to fill her completely. She clutched at his arm, her nails digging into his dark skin as he worked that single digit deeper inside her.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, her eyes locking with mine.

Charlie’s free hand moved to her throat, tilting her head back to expose her neck. He bent down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Tell him how it feels, baby,” he commanded.

“It feels so deep,” Meredith gasped, her hips beginning to move against his hand. “Deeper than anything I’ve ever felt before.”

I couldn’t look away. My cock was painfully hard as I watched Charlie add a second finger, stretching Meredith wider, her body trembling against his massive frame. Her face was transformed—eyes half-closed, lips parted, cheeks flushed with a passion I’d never seen before.

“Peter,” she gasped, reaching her hand toward me. “Come closer. I need you here with me.”

I moved to the edge of the bed, my legs barely supporting me. Charlie’s dark eyes met mine over Meredith’s shoulder, a knowing smile playing on his lips as his fingers continued their rhythmic assault on my wife’s most intimate parts.

“I think your wife is ready for more,” he said, his deep voice resonating through the room. “Aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes,” Meredith moaned, her hips grinding against his hand. “Please, Charlie. I need more.”

Charlie guided her to our bed, laying her down and spreading her legs…


Chapter 7

Charlie gently laid Meredith back on our bed. I watched him hover over her, his massive frame making her look impossibly small and delicate. His hands slid down her sides, hooking into her panties and slowly dragging them down her legs.

“Come here,” she whispered to me, extending her hand. I moved to the edge of the bed, taking her fingers in mine. Her eyes were wild, hungry, but there was love there too. “I want you with me for this,” she said softly.

Charlie’s hands spread her thighs apart, exposing her completely. I’d seen my wife naked countless times, but never like this—never displayed for another man’s pleasure, never so vulnerable and exposed. Her chest heaved with anticipation as Charlie lowered his head between her legs.

The first touch of Charlie’s tongue against Meredith’s center made her back arch off the bed. Her grip on my hand tightened, her fingernails digging into my skin as she gasped. I couldn’t take my eyes off the scene unfolding before me—the stark contrast of Charlie’s dark head between my wife’s pale thighs, her stomach muscles tensing with each stroke of his tongue.

“Oh shit,” she moaned, her eyes finding mine.

Charlie’s large hands wrapped around her thighs, pulling her closer to his mouth. I watched, transfixed, as his tongue worked expertly against her most intimate parts. Meredith’s breathing grew more ragged, her free hand tangling in Charlie’s short dark hair.

“That’s it,” he murmured against her, the vibration of his deep. “Get nice and wet for me,” he said.

After what seemed like only a few seconds, he had Meredith whipped up into a frenzy and she seemed ready to let go right then and then and crash over the edge. But then he stopped and stood up, a knowing smile on his face.

“Oh no, not yet…you can’t come just yet…” he said, and removed his shirt. My mouth went dry as Charlie’s muscular torso came into view. His chest was broad and defined, each muscle perfectly sculpted beneath his dark skin. I couldn’t help but compare myself to him - where I was average, he was exceptional in every way. The contrast between his powerful physique and Meredith’s delicate frame was striking.

“Stand up,” Charlie commanded, his eyes never leaving my wife’s flushed face.

Meredith rose from the bed on shaky legs, her naked body glistening with sweat. I’d never seen her so affected, so completely lost in desire. Charlie circled her slowly, like a predator assessing his prey, his large hands occasionally brushing against her skin, making her shiver.

“You’ve been a good girl, waiting all these years,” he murmured, standing behind Meredith, his hand coming to rest on her shoulder. “On your knees,” he said.

I watched my wife sink to her knees in front of this stranger, her eyes never leaving his face. My heart was pounding so hard I thought it might burst through my chest. Charlie’s hands moved to his belt, slowly unbuckling it while Meredith watched, transfixed.

“You want this?” he asked her, his voice deep and commanding.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

“Tell your husband what you want,” Charlie instructed, his eyes flicking to me for a moment.

Meredith turned to look at me, her blue eyes wide and filled with a hunger I’d never seen before. “I want him, Peter,” she said. “I want to suck his big…”

She stopped short and shyly looked up at Charlie.

“My big what? Go ahead, say it, baby…be a good slut and tell daddy what you need…”

Meredith bit her lip and looked right at me.

“I want to suck his big, black cock while you watch…is that ok, baby?”

I could only manage to nod, my throat constricting as I watched my wife on her knees before this massive stranger. The sight should have repulsed me, should have made me rage with jealousy, but instead my cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched Meredith’s eyes glaze over with lust.

Charlie’s hands moved to his zipper, lowering it slowly while maintaining eye contact with me. It was a power move, deliberate and calculated. He was letting me know exactly who was in control now.

When he finally freed himself from his boxers, Meredith gasped audibly. His cock hung between his legs, thick and heavy, not even fully erect yet but already larger than I’d ever been at my hardest. The contrast between his dark shaft and Meredith’s pale face was striking, almost hypnotic.

“Go ahead,” Charlie said, his hand moving to the back of Meredith’s head, guiding her toward his massive cock. “Show your husband what you’ve been missing.”

I watched, paralyzed with a mix of horror and arousal, as my wife’s small hands reached up to grasp Charlie’s shaft. Even with both hands wrapped around him, there were still inches left uncovered. Her eyes widened as she tried to gauge how to approach something so massive.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, looking up at him with something like worship in her eyes. “I’ve never seen anything this big before.”

Charlie smiled down at her, his hand still tangled in her blonde hair. “Take your time, baby. We’ve got all night.”

Meredith leaned forward to get a closer look. I noticed her wedding ring, the ring I gave her, sparkling in the light as she handled his enormous cock. The physical evidence of our marriage wrapped around another man’s shaft.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Meredith opened her mouth to take him in, but then she suddenly stopped. All at once I could see the fear and hesitation in her eyes. She looked over at me timidly, almost asking for permission with her gaze.

I couldn’t help myself. I moved closer to them both, my heart pounding in my chest.

“It’s okay, Mer,” I whispered, reaching out to touch her shoulder gently. “I want this. I want to see you take him.”

Charlie’s dark eyes met mine, a knowing smile playing on his full lips. He understood what was happening—this moment of permission, of surrender.

Meredith turned back to Charlie’s massive cock, her eyes wide with determination and desire. She leaned forward, her pink tongue darting out to lick the swollen head. Charlie groaned, his hand tightening in her blonde hair.

“That’s it, baby girl,” he encouraged, his voice deeper than before. “Get it nice and wet.”

I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s small mouth stretched around the thick head of Charlie’s cock. She could barely take the first few inches, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. Charlie groaned deeply, his hand guiding her head gently but firmly.

“That’s right, take what you can,” he encouraged, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

Meredith moaned around him, her eyes fluttering closed as she concentrated on the task. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the sight—my wife on her knees, wedding ring glinting as her hands gripped what her mouth couldn’t handle. The contrast of her pale skin against his darkness was mesmerizing.

“Look at your husband,” Charlie commanded, and Meredith’s eyes opened, finding mine immediately.

The connection between us in that moment was electric. Her eyes were glazed with desire. I could see the conflict in them—the desire to please this stranger, the need to make sure I was still with her. I nodded slightly, silently encouraging her to continue.

Charlie’s hand moved to cup her face, his thumb brushing against her stretched lips. “I think she can take a little more,” he said, looking at me over her head. “Don’t you want to see how much she can take?”

I nodded, unable to form words as Meredith tried to take another inch of him into her mouth. She gagged slightly, tears forming at the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t stop. If anything, the challenge seemed to fuel her determination.

“That’s it,” Charlie encouraged, his hips moving slightly now. “Good girl. You’re doing so well.”

Meredith’s hands worked what her mouth couldn’t take, twisting and stroking in a rhythm that seemed to drive Charlie wild. His breathing grew heavier, his grip on her hair tighter. I could see the muscles in his abdomen tensing as he fought for control.

“Enough,” he finally said, pulling Meredith’s head back gently. “I don’t want to finish this way, bout to make me cum with that wet mouth…damn girl. ”

Meredith looked up at him, her lips swollen and wet, her eyes glazed with desire. “Well, I guess you better fuck me then…” she said, her voice hoarse. Then she looked over at me, still holding Charlie’s cock in her left hand.

Again, I noticed her ring. The sight of it wrapped around Charlie’s massive, dark shaft hit me like a punch to the gut. The band that symbolized our commitment to each other now pressed against another man’s flesh. I was transfixed, unable to look away.

Meredith looked back at me, her lips swollen, her eyes questioning. I could see the need written across her face – she wanted this more than anything, but she still needed my approval.

“What do you think, baby?” she whispered. “Is it ok if he fucks me now?”

“Yes,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “I want this for you, Mer. I want you to have what you need.”

Charlie guided Meredith to the bed, his massive hands on her hips. I watched, my pulse racing, as he laid her down on our marital bed. The same bed where we’d slept together for years, where we’d made love countless times. Now it was about to become something else entirely.

“Lie back,” Charlie instructed her, his deep voice resonating through our bedroom.

Meredith complied immediately, spreading her legs without being asked. Her eyes found mine, silently communicating her desire, her need for this to happen. I moved closer, drawn by some primal need to witness every moment of what was about to unfold.

Charlie positioned himself between her legs, his massive cock looking almost dangerous next to her small frame. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the stark contrast—his dark skin against her paleness, his massive size compared to her delicate body. He ran the thick head of his cock up and down her wet slit, coating himself in her juices. Meredith’s breath hitched, her hands clutching at the sheets in anticipation.

“Tell your husband what you want,” Charlie commanded, his eyes finding mine over her body.

“I want him inside me,” Meredith gasped, her gaze locked with mine. “I want to feel his big black cock stretching me open. Please, Peter, I need this.”

I nodded, unable to speak as Charlie positioned himself at her entrance. The sight was almost unbelievable—his massive cock head pressed against her small opening. For a moment, I was genuinely concerned he might hurt her.

“Go slow,” I managed to say, my voice barely audible.

Charlie nodded, understanding in his dark eyes. “Always do…at first,” he said with a knowing smile that made my stomach clench.


Chapter 8

As Charlie positioned himself at Meredith’s entrance, I held my breath, watching his massive dark cock press against my wife’s pale flesh. The size difference was almost comical—like trying to fit something impossibly large into something impossibly small. I found myself leaning closer, unable to look away.

“You ready, baby girl?” Charlie asked, his voice deep and soothing despite the primal hunger in his eyes.

“Yes,” Meredith whispered, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Peter, come hold my hand.”

I moved to the side of the bed, taking her small hand in mine. Her fingers were trembling, and I could feel her pulse racing through her palm. This was really happening. My wife was about to take another man inside her—not just any man, but one whose physical attributes made mine seem almost childlike in comparison.

“I love you,” I whispered, squeezing her hand gently.

Meredith’s eyes locked with mine, filled with a mixture of love and desperate need. “I love you too,” she whispered back.

Charlie began to press forward, the massive head of his cock stretching Meredith’s opening. I watched in awe as her body initially resisted, then gradually began to yield. Her lips parted in a silent gasp, her grip on my hand tightening to an almost painful degree.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, her eyes wide with shock. “It’s so big.”

Charlie moved with surprising gentleness, easing just the head inside her. Even that small penetration seemed to fill Meredith completely. Her back arched off the bed, her free hand clutching at the sheets.

“That’s it,” Charlie murmured, his voice deep and reassuring “Breathe, baby,” Charlie instructed as he held himself steady, the massive head of his cock stretching my wife in ways I never could. “Relax and let me in.”

Meredith’s grip on my hand was vise-like, her knuckles white as she tried to process the intrusion. Her chest heaved with each shallow breath, her eyes wide with a mixture of pain and wonder.

“It hurts,” she whispered, but made no move to stop him. If anything, her hips tilted upward, seeking more.

“Do you want him to stop?” I asked stupidly.

Meredith bit her lip and shook her head no.

Charlie’s large hand splayed across her pale stomach, his dark skin creating a contrast that was hypnotic. “Her body will adjust,” he assured me, his voice low and confident. “Just give it time.”

I watched, mesmerized, as another inch disappeared inside her. Meredith’s mouth fell open, a strangled moan escaping her throat that didn’t sound entirely like pain. Her eyes were glazed, focused on something beyond the room.

“Fuck,” she breathed, the profanity sounding strange on my wife’s lips. “It’s so... deep...”

Charlie continued his methodical advance, each inch disappearing inside her with agonizing slowness. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight—the contrast of his darkness against her paleness, the way her body struggled to accommodate his size. The physical evidence of what was happening was undeniable.

“That’s it,” Charlie murmured, his voice like distant thunder. “Open up that married pussy up for me…”

Meredith’s eyes found mine, wide and desperate. “Peter,” she gasped. “It’s so much...I’ve never felt anything like this...this is crazy…it’s — oh, fuck!”

I stroked her hair, my heart pounding.

Charlie was about halfway in now, his thick shaft stretching Meredith wider than I’d ever seen. Her body trembled beneath him, small whimpers escaping her throat with each subtle movement. The pain seemed to be giving way to something else—something primal and hungry.

“More,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. “I need more inside me, please, don’t stop!”

Charlie obliged, pushing another inch inside her. Meredith’s back arched off the bed, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise and pleasure. Her fingers dug into my palm, but I welcomed the pain—it kept me grounded in this surreal moment.

“Fuck,” Charlie groaned, his voice thick with restraint. “Your wife’s pussy is squeezing me so tight right now. So fucking tight.”

I watched, transfixed, as he continued to push deeper inside her. The sight of my wife’s body accepting this massive intrusion was mesmerizing. Her legs were spread wide, her pale thighs trembling as she took more and more of him. I’d never seen her like this—completely consumed by raw physical sensation, her usual self-control nowhere to be found.

Charlie was still moving with careful restraint, but I could see the muscles in his back and thighs tensing with the effort. He wanted to thrust, to claim her completely, but he was holding back. The thought sent a confusing jolt of both gratitude and disappointment through me.

“I need you to give her what she needs,” I found myself saying, the words tumbling out of my mouth before I could stop them. “Don’t hold back anymore.”

Charlie’s eyes met mine, dark and knowing. A slow smile spread across his face as he nodded, understanding what I was giving him permission to do.

“You hear that, baby girl?” he murmured to Meredith. “Your husband wants me to fuck you properly now.”

Meredith’s eyes widened, her lips parting as she looked from Charlie to me and back again. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please, Charlie. I need all of you.”

I watched, heart hammering in my chest, as Charlie pulled back slightly before thrusting forward with more force than before. Meredith cried out, her body jerking with the impact as he buried himself deeper inside her.

“Oh my GOD!” Meredith screamed, the sound echoing off the walls of our bedroom as Charlie drove himself deeper inside her.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the scene unfolding before me. My wife’s body was stretched to its absolute limit around Charlie’s enormous cock, her pale skin flushed pink with exertion and pleasure. Her eyes had rolled back, her mouth hanging open in a silent scream as he began to establish a rhythm.

“That’s it,” Charlie growled, his massive hands gripping Meredith’s hips. “Take this black cock, baby. Show your husband what you’ve been missing.”

Meredith’s hand squeezed mine with bruising force as Charlie began to thrust more deliberately, each stroke going deeper than seemed physically possible. Her body jerked with each impact, her breasts bouncing as he picked up speed.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, that big, black cock stretching me…oh god, fuck me...” she chanted, her words becoming increasingly incoherent as Charlie established a relentless rhythm.

I watched in awe as my wife transformed before my eyes. Her face contorted in pleasure unlike anything I’d ever seen, her body accepting more and more of Charlie’s massive length with each powerful thrust. The wet sounds of their connection filled our bedroom, punctuated by Meredith’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Look at your husband,” Charlie commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Let him see what’s happening to you.”

Meredith’s eyes fluttered open, finding mine. What I saw there shook me to my core—raw, unbridled pleasure mixed with something like revelation. Her pupils were dilated, her gaze unfocused as Charlie continued to pound into her.

“Peter,” she gasped, her voice barely recognizable. “I can feel him in my stomach…in my — fucking everywhere…I’ve never—oh God—never felt anything like this!”

Charlie’s powerful hips drove forward, each thrust pushing my wife closer to the edge. Her eyes were wild now, her breathing erratic as she clung to my hand like it was her only anchor to reality.

“That’s it,” Charlie growled, his massive hands gripping her hips tighter, pulling her onto his enormous cock with each thrust. “Let go for me, baby. Show your husband what a real orgasm looks like.”

Meredith’s back arched impossibly high off the bed, her entire body tensing as Charlie drove into her with relentless precision. I could see the exact moment something shifted inside her. I watched as her breathing changed, becoming more erratic, her moans rising in pitch. Her entire body seemed to vibrate with tension as Charlie continued his relentless pace.

“Oh god, Peter, I’m going to—I think I’m—“ Her words dissolved into incoherent sounds as her body began to tremble violently. Charlie’s massive hands gripped her hips tighter, holding her in place as he drove deeper.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice primal and commanding. “Take all this black cock. Let it happen.”

Suddenly, Meredith’s back arched completely off the bed, her head thrown back, throat exposed. A sound I’d never heard before tore from her lips—raw, animal, almost frightening in its intensity. Her eyes flew open, wide with shock as her body convulsed beneath Charlie’s massive frame.

“FUCK! OH MY GOD!” she screamed, her voice shattering the air around us. Her entire body convulsed violently, her legs trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave crashed through her. I’d never seen anything like it. This wasn’t just an orgasm—it was a complete surrender, a total collapse of everything she’d ever been.

Her eyes rolled back, her mouth open in a silent scream as the first wave subsided only to be followed by another, even more powerful one. Charlie never slowed his pace, driving into her with precise, powerful thrusts that seemed to trigger new explosions within her each time.

“That’s it,” he growled, his massive hands gripping her pale thighs. “Let it happen. Show your husband what you really need.”

I couldn’t look away from Meredith’s face. In that moment, I witnessed something profound—a transformation unlike anything I’d ever seen. She wasn’t just experiencing pleasure—she was being fundamentally changed.

“Oh god, oh god, oh GODDDD!” Meredith screamed, her entire body shuddering as Charlie continued his relentless pace. “I can’t—I can’t—PETER!”

She called my name, but her eyes weren’t seeing me anymore. They were unfocused, distant, as if she’d gone somewhere I couldn’t follow. Her fingers clenched mine with bruising force as another wave crashed through her, her back arching impossibly high off our bed.

“That’s it,” Charlie growled, his massive hands holding her hips in place as he continued to pound into her. “This is what you needed all along, isn’t it? Tell your husband.”

“Yes!” Meredith cried out, small tears streaming down her face. “Oh god, yes!” she gasped, her body convulsing wildly. “I needed this so badly! This big black cock is—oh my god—it feels so fucking good…”

She was surrendering completely to the pleasure Charlie was giving her. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth open in a perfect O as another wave crashed through her. This wasn’t like anything I’d ever seen from her before—not even close to the small, polite noises she’d made with me. This was other worldly.

Charlie maintained his relentless pace, his enormous cock disappearing inside her with each powerful thrust. Meredith’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure.

“I-I’m...I’m coming again!” Meredith wailed, her body thrashing beneath Charlie’s powerful frame. I watched in awe as my wife experienced yet another earth-shattering orgasm, her fourth or fifth—I’d lost count. Her face was transformed by pleasure, eyes glazed and unfocused, lips swollen from biting them.

Charlie’s rhythm began to change. His powerful strokes became more deliberate, more focused. I could see the muscles in his back tensing, the sweat glistening on his dark skin.

“I’m close,” he growled, his voice deeper than before. “Where do you want it, baby girl?”

Meredith, still lost in her own pleasure, could barely form words. “Anywhere... everywhere... oh god...”

Before I knew it, Charlie was pulling out, gripping his cock in his hand and aimed it at Meredith’s pale stomach just above the entrance to her soaking pussy. His dark hand pumped furiously, the contrast between his ebony skin and my wife’s milky white flesh creating a tableau I couldn’t look away from.

“Gonna mark you,” Charlie growled, his voice strained as his massive body tensed. “Show your husband who owns this pussy now.”

Meredith’s eyes widened, her chest still heaving from her multiple orgasms. “Yes,” she gasped, spreading her legs wider, her hands moving to her breasts, pinching her nipples as she watched him stroke himself. “Please, cum all over me.”

I couldn’t breathe as Charlie’s massive cock jerked in his hand, the first thick rope of cum erupting from the swollen purple head. It landed with an audible splat across her pale stomach, leaving a thick white trail from just below her navel to between her breasts. The second rope followed immediately, even more copious, splashing across her ribs and pooling in the hollow of her throat.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, unable to tear my eyes away from the obscene display.

Charlie’s massive hand continued to pump his shaft, milking every last drop onto my wife’s trembling body. Each spurt of his seed created stark white pools against Meredith’s flushed skin—the contrast between his darkness and her paleness emphasized by the creamy evidence of his pleasure painting her body.

“Mark that white body,” Charlie growled, his deep voice resonating through our bedroom as another thick rope erupted from his cock, this one landing across Meredith’s left breast. “Next time you need to let me finish inside you, breed that white pussy.”

Meredith moaned at his words, my cock lurched, harder than ever before. The lewdness of the scene and Charlie’s comments was overwhelming. Charlie’s massive hand continued to stroke his enormous shaft, wringing out every last drop onto my wife’s trembling body. The cum wasn’t thin or watery like mine—it was thick and ropey, almost pearlescent against Meredith’s flushed skin. Each spurt landed with an audible splat, creating obscene white pools that slowly merged together across her heaving stomach.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, unable to look away from the spectacle.

Charlie milked his cock deliberately, his dark hand creating a stark contrast against both his purple-headed shaft and Meredith’s milky skin. He seemed to produce an endless supply, marking her from her mound all the way up to the hollow of her throat.

“Look at that,” he commanded, his voice deep and satisfied as he squeezed out the final drops. “Good girl.”

I watched in stunned disbelief as Meredith ran her fingers through the thick pools of cum on her stomach, spreading it across her skin like lotion. The sight was obscene and hypnotic—my proper, sometimes uptight wife massaging another man’s seed into her flesh with obvious delight.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes still glazed with pleasure as she gathered more of his thick cream on her fingertips. “There’s so much of it.”

Charlie chuckled, his massive hand still lazily stroking his enormous shaft. Even semi-erect, he was bigger than I’d ever been at my hardest. “And there’s plenty more whenever you want. You just let me know, got some boys too…” he said, his eyes locked on Meredith’s cum--covered flesh. “Next time I’m gonna flood that womb with my seed. You ready to be bred by this big black cock?”

Meredith moaned, her fingers still playing with his cum on her belly. “Oh god,” she whispered, looking at me with glazed eyes. “Peter...”

My heart nearly stopped at the sound of my name on Meredith’s lips. She reached for me, her hand sticky with Charlie’s cum, her eyes still wild with pleasure but seeking connection.

“Come here,” she whispered, and I found myself moving toward her as if pulled by an invisible force.

I sat on the edge of the bed, taking her outstretched hand despite the mess. Charlie moved aside, his massive frame still imposing even as he stepped back to give us space. I hardly noticed him get cleaned up and exit the room. The scent of sex hung heavy in the air—musky, primal, overwhelming.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my voice barely audible.

Meredith nodded, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. “I’ve never... that was...” She struggled to find words, her eyes still glazed. “I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

The admission hit me like a physical blow. After years of marriage, I’d just watched Meredith experience pleasure I’d never been able to give her. The weight of her confession settled on my chest like a stone.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” I whispered, stroking her hair away from her face.

Meredith looked up at me, her eyes still unfocused, her body covered in another man’s release. “I feel... alive,” she whispered. “Like I’ve been sleepwalking for years and suddenly woke up.” She squeezed my hand. “But I’m scared too.”

“Scared of what?” I asked, my heart hammering in my chest.

“That you’ll hate me for enjoying it so much. That things will never be the same between us.” Her eyes filled with tears. “Peter, I love you. This doesn’t change that.”


Chapter 9

I leaned down and kissed Meredith gently, tasting the salt of her tears mixed with the faint musk of Charlie’s presence.

“I don’t hate you,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “How could I? I’m the one who suggested this in the first place.”

Meredith’s eyes searched mine, looking for any sign of dishonesty or resentment. “But seeing it actually happen... that was different than just talking about it.”

I nodded, unable to deny that truth. “It was different,” I admitted. “But not in the way you might think.”

Meredith’s brow furrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

I took a deep breath, trying to organize the chaotic swirl of emotions inside me. “Watching you experience that kind of pleasure... seeing you completely let go... it was incredible, Mer.”

And I meant it.

Meredith looked at me with tears in her eyes, clearly moved by my words. She reached up and caressed my cheek, leaving a slight trail of Charlie’s fluids on my skin.

“You’re not just saying that?” she whispered.

“No,” I answered honestly. “I’ve never seen you like that before. It was... beautiful.”

She pulled me down for another kiss, deeper this time. When we broke apart, she studied my face carefully.

“So what happens now?” she asked, her voice small and uncertain.

“Now we get you cleaned up, get some sleep, and process everything that happened tonight. Then we you know, go back to normal…back to being us.”

Something flickered across Meredith’s face—a brief shadow of disappointment that was gone so quickly I almost thought I’d imagined it.

“Normal?” she repeated, the word sounding strange on her lips. I noticed a flicker of something in her eyes that made my stomach tighten.

“Well, yeah, I mean, what else would we do?” I said, reaching for a tissue from the nightstand to help clean her up.

Meredith didn’t respond immediately. She let me wipe away some of the mess on her stomach, but her eyes were distant, unfocused. And then it hit me. I hadn’t ever considered the aftermath being any different that what our lives had been like before. I had been so focused on getting her a great orgasm, I hadn’t thought about what happened after…I hadn’t thought about it all.

I looked at Meredith’s face, trying to read her expression. There was something in her eyes I hadn’t seen before—a new awareness, a new hunger that hadn’t been there just hours ago.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, suddenly feeling uneasy.

When she finally spoke, her voice was barely above a whisper.

And she said the quiet, terrifying part out loud. The one I had been too foolish to consider, too cowardly to confront, to stupid to examine:

“I’m thinking…what if I don’t want to go back to normal, Peter? What if…I can’t?”

To be continued in Part III…
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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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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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