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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?


Chapter 3

When we got home, I made a plan: I was going to rock Meredith’s world. I couldn’t be sure if she’d been faking before, but I could make damn sure she wasn’t going to fake it in the future. Or, so I thought.

I read everything I could find on the internet. I started working out. Eating right. Meticulously grooming myself. Went back to school on the five love languages, became fluent in Meredith’s top ones. Everything I could think of.

I surprised her with a long weekend at a bed and breakfast in the mountains. Bought candles, massage oils, and even a book of poetry to read to her. I spent hours watching instructional videos on technique that made me blush even though no one was around. I was determined to be better, to be everything she needed.

The first night of our weekend getaway, I pulled out all the stops. Rose petals on the bed. Her favorite wine. A full-body massage that I’d secretly practiced on a pillow for weeks.

And then...nothing.

I mean, she enjoyed it. She said she did. She made all the right noises, but something was missing. That abandon I was looking for, that total surrender—it just wasn’t there.

She thanked me afterward — like actually said, “thank you,” — kissed my cheek, and fell asleep with her back to me while I stared at the ceiling, feeling like I’d somehow failed. And that became our pattern. I’d try something new, she’d respond politely, we’d both pretend it was amazing, and nothing would actually change.

It went on like this for months. My obsession with pleasing Meredith grew while my confidence shrank. I bought toys. Lingerie. Even considered suggesting we see a sex therapist, but somehow I couldn’t bring myself to admit the problem out loud.

“What’s going on with you lately?” Meredith asked one night after I’d spent an hour going down on her, desperately searching for some sign that I was doing something right. “You’ve been acting... different.”

I almost told her then. Almost admitted that I’d overheard two strangers in a hotel breakfast area making assumptions about our sex life, and that I’d spent the last three months trying to prove them wrong. But the words stuck in my throat.

“Just trying to make things better between us,” I finally said.

She frowned. “Better? What’s wrong with us?”

I looked away, suddenly unable to meet her eyes. “Nothing’s wrong exactly. I just... I want to make sure you’re satisfied.”

“Satisfied?” she repeated, and I could hear the confusion in her voice. “Where is this coming from?”

I sat up, pulling the sheet over my lap. “Be honest with me, Meredith. Are you... you know...actually having orgasms when we have sex?”

Her eyes widened, and for a moment she just stared at me. Then she laughed—not unkindly, but with genuine surprise.

“Of course I am. Why would you think I’m not?”

And my heart sank. It was an insta-tell. She was lying. It was written all over her face.

Fuck.

I stared at her, feeling like I’d just been punched in the gut. Again. I knew that look, that slight shift in her eyes, the way her smile didn’t quite reach them. I’d seen it countless times when she told her mother she loved the birthday sweater that I knew she hated, or when she assured our friends the dinner they’d cooked was delicious when she’d already whispered to me that we’d need to grab fast food on the way home.

“You don’t have to lie to me,” I said quietly.

Her smile faltered. “I’m not—“

“Mer, come on. I’ve known you for how long now? I can tell when you’re not being honest.”

She sat up, pulling the sheet with her to cover her chest, creating a physical barrier between us. Her cheeks flushed pink.

“Fine,” she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t always... finish.”

I felt like the room was spinning. All those nights. All those times I thought we were connecting. All those sighs and moans and “oh yes, right there” moments.

“How often?” I managed to ask.

She looked down at her hands and shrugged.

“I don’t know…never?”

I thought I was going to faint. Never. The women from the breakfast buffet were right.

“Never?” I repeated, the word scraping against my throat like sandpaper.

Meredith’s face crumpled. “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”

I felt like I was falling through the bed, through the floor, through the earth itself. All those years together. All those nights I’d rolled over satisfied, thinking I’d done my job. All those times she’d kissed me afterward and told me it was good.

“Why didn’t you say something?” I asked, my voice hollow.

She reached for my hand, but I pulled away. I couldn’t bear her touch right now—not when I was still processing the fact that I’d never, not once, made my wife come.

“It’s not just you,” she said quickly. “It’s me too. I’ve always had trouble... you know... getting there. Even before we met.”

“But you could have told me,” I said. “All this time... I thought... I mean, what am I supposed to do with this information?”

Meredith reached for me again, and this time I let her take my hand. “It’s not your fault, Peter. Really. It’s just how my body works. I enjoy sex with you. I love being close to you.”

“But you don’t come,” I said flatly.

She winced at my bluntness. “It’s not that simple.”

“It’s not?” I asked.

“Well, think about it - you don’t, you know, cum every single time we have sex. Remember that night in Charleston, you had too much to drink and you couldn’t?”

I put a sheepish hand on the back of my neck.

“Yeah?”

“Well, did you still enjoy the sex? Did it still feel good?”

“Well, yeah…”

“So how is this any different? What’s the big deal?”

I guess she had a point. But also, she didn’t. It wasn’t the same and she knew it, she was deflecting.

“Yeah, but it’s not like that happens all the time,” I said. “You’re telling me you’ve never had an orgasm with me. Not once in ten years.”

Meredith looked away, her eyes fixed on some invisible point on the wall. The silence between us grew heavier with each passing second.

“Have you ever had one? With anyone?” I finally asked.

“Not that I can remember,” she said. “I don’t think so, no.”

She looked like she was about to cry and I suddenly felt terrible. Why was I grilling her like this? Maybe she was right? What was the big deal?

“Hey, Mer —” I pulled her in close to me. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…you’re right, I just — I want to make you feel good.”

“You do Peter,” she said half-heartedly.

“No, I know that but I mean…I want this to happen. We’re going to make this happen, I promise.”

Meredith looked at me sideways.

“Ok…how?”

“You just leave that to me — I’ll figure out what you need.”


Chapter 4

I scoured the internet some more looking for ways to spice up our sex life and the one intriguing suggestion that kept popping up was: watch porn together.

I wasn’t really a porn guy and Meredith certainly wasn’t a porn girl. But it sounded a little risque and taboo and heck, maybe it was crazy enough to work.

So one night after dinner, when we were both a little buzzed from wine, I decided to just go for it.

“Hey, I had an idea,” I said casually as we were sitting on the couch, pretending to watch some home renovation show neither of us cared about.

“Hmm?” Meredith looked up from her phone.

“I was thinking maybe we could try something different tonight.” I took a deep breath. “What if we watched some... adult content together?”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You mean porn?”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “I read that some couples find it... stimulating. Might give us some ideas.”

Meredith studied my face for a moment, and I braced myself for rejection. But then she surprised me.

“Okay,” she said. “Why not?”

I nearly choked.

I stared at her for a second, making sure I’d heard her correctly. “Really?”

“Sure,” she said with a little shrug. “I mean, I’ve never really watched it before, but I’m curious.”

My heart was suddenly hammering in my chest. I hadn’t actually expected her to say yes. Now I had to follow through.

“Okay, great,” I said, trying to sound casual as I reached for my laptop. “Let me just...”

“Wait, Peter? What are you doing? Right now, like right this second?”

I shrugged.

“Sure, why not? No time like the present.”

I opened an incognito browser window, suddenly aware of how weird this was. Meredith and I had been together for a decade, and yet here I was, nervous about watching porn with my own wife.

“What kind should we watch?” I asked, my fingers hovering over the keyboard.

Meredith took another sip of wine. “I have no idea. What kind do you usually watch?”

I looked at her like she was crazy.

“Me?! I don’t watch porn, you think I watch porn?!”

She shrugged.

“Well, I don’t know — you’re a guy so…”

I felt my face flush red. “I mean, I have... occasionally. Not a lot.”

“So what kind do you like?” Meredith pressed, seeming more amused than anything.

“I don’t know,” I stammered, feeling like I was sixteen again. “Just... regular stuff?”

“Regular stuff,” she repeated, smiling. “That narrows it down.”

She moved closer to me on the couch, peering at the screen. The warmth of her thigh against mine was distracting.

“Just type something,” she suggested.

I hesitated, then typed “couples” into the search bar. That seemed safe enough. Mainstream. Not too weird.

The screen filled with thumbnails. Bodies intertwined in various positions. Close-ups of parts I wasn’t comfortable looking at with my wife sitting right next to me.

“These all look so... fake,” Meredith said, glancing at the screen with a critical eye.

“Yeah, they do,” I agreed, scrolling through the videos. “Maybe we should try something more... authentic?”

Meredith nodded, leaning in closer. “Like amateur stuff? Real couples?”

“Exactly.”

I typed “amateur” into the search bar, and a new set of thumbnails appeared. These looked less polished, more genuine. As I scrolled, something caught Meredith’s attention. Her hand shot out, grabbing my wrist.

“Wait, go back.”

I scrolled back up, not sure what had caught her eye.

“That one,” she said, pointing to a thumbnail that showed a blonde white woman with a tall Black man. The title contained phrases I wouldn’t normally say out loud, especially not with my wife sitting next to me.

“That one?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” she said, her voice suddenly softer. “It looks more real.”

I clicked on the video, and immediately the screen filled with the couple from the thumbnail. The woman was petite and blonde, not unlike Meredith, while the man was tall, muscular, and Black. The video quality wasn’t great—clearly shot on a phone or basic camera—but there was an authenticity to it that the professional videos lacked.

I expected Meredith to make some comment, maybe even suggest we try something else, but she was silent. When I glanced over at her, I was struck by her expression. Her eyes were fixed on the screen, lips slightly parted, a flush spreading across her cheeks that wasn’t just from the wine.

“We can watch something else if—“ I started.

“No,” she said quickly, her eyes never leaving the screen. “This is fine.”

On the screen, the couple was kissing passionately, and I couldn’t help but notice how Meredith was completely transfixed. There was something different about the way she was watching—a tension in her body, an intensity in her gaze that I’d never seen before. She shifted slightly on the couch, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

“You okay?” I asked quietly.

“Mmhmm,” she murmured, not looking away from the screen.

The couple on screen moved to the bed, and the woman began undressing the man, pulling his shirt over his head to reveal a muscular chest and abs. Meredith leaned forward slightly, her breath quickening.

I’d seen my wife aroused before, but this was different. There was a hunger in her eyes, an almost primal fascination that both surprised and excited me. Whatever was happening here, it was working.

As the scene on screen progressed, I couldn’t take my eyes off Meredith. The way she was watching that video was unlike anything I’d ever seen from her before. Her chest rose and fell with quickened breaths, her pupils dilated, and she kept biting her lower lip—something she only did when she was deeply aroused.

I decided to test the waters. “You’re really into this, huh?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, not even glancing my way. “It’s... different.”

On screen, the woman had moved down the man’s body and was now tugging at his boxers. I watched Meredith’s reaction carefully as the woman pulled them down, revealing what had to be one of the largest cocks I’d ever seen. It was thick, veined, and looked almost impossibly long.

Meredith gasped. Actually gasped out loud.

Something twisted in my gut. A cold, sinking feeling.

On screen, the woman moaned appreciatively, “Oh my God, it’s so fucking big,” before taking him into her mouth—or at least attempting to. She could barely fit the head past her lips.

Meredith shifted on the couch again, pressing her thighs together. She was transfixed, completely lost in what she was watching. I’d never seen her like this before—so completely, unabashedly turned on.

The woman on screen was moaning loudly now as the man’s enormous cock stretched her visibly. “Fuck, it’s so big. So fucking big,” she kept repeating, her voice a mixture of pain and pleasure.

I glanced down at my own lap, then back at the screen, then at Meredith. The comparison was unavoidable, and the insecurity hit me like a truck. The guy in the video had to be twice my size, maybe more. And my wife couldn’t take her eyes off him.

“Jesus,” Meredith whispered, almost to herself. “Look at how she’s taking that.”

My mouth went dry. “Yeah,” was all I could manage.

The woman in the video was now on her back, legs spread wide as the man positioned himself between them.

Without looking away, Meredith opened her mouth and whispered breathlessly, “can you please fuck me now…?”

I almost dropped the laptop.

My wife—my proper, sometimes uptight Meredith—was staring at the screen with an expression I’d never seen before. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing shallow, and her eyes... God, her eyes were dark with a hunger I’d never witnessed in our decade together.

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, setting the laptop aside. “Of course.”

I leaned in to kiss her, but her eyes flicked back to the screen where the massive Black cock was just beginning to push into the moaning blonde woman.

“Can we... can we keep it on?” Meredith asked, her voice husky and unfamiliar.

Something cold slithered through my gut, but I nodded. “Sure.”

We fumbled with our clothes, Meredith practically tearing off her yoga pants while I stripped down. When I positioned myself between her legs, she reached for the laptop and positioned it beside us on the bed, her eyes immediately returning to the video.

The soundtrack of moans and the slapping of flesh filled our bedroom as I entered her. Meredith was already incredibly wet—wetter than I could remember her being in years. Maybe ever.

“Oh God,” she moaned, but her eyes weren’t on me. They were locked on the screen where the woman was being pounded relentlessly, her face contorted in what looked like genuine ecstasy.

I started to move inside Meredith, trying to match the rhythm of the couple on screen. It was strange and exciting and unsettling all at once. My wife was more responsive than she’d ever been, her body arching, her breathing heavy, but it was like I wasn’t even there. Her gaze never left the laptop.

“Fuck, yes,” the woman on the screen moaned as the man pounded into her, his massive cock disappearing inside her over and over.

“Oh my god,” Meredith gasped, but not to me. She was talking to the screen. Her eyes were glued to the action, watching as the Black man grabbed the woman’s hips and pulled her back onto him.

I kept thrusting, trying to focus on Meredith, on us, but it was like I wasn’t even there. Her body was with me, but her mind was somewhere else entirely—with him.

“Harder,” she whispered, and for a second I thought she was talking to me.

Then I realized she was echoing the woman on screen, who was begging her partner to fuck her harder. I increased my pace, trying to match what was happening in the video.

Meredith’s breathing changed. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her body clenched around me in a way I’d never felt before. She was close. Really close.

“Oh my god,” she panted. “Oh fuck...”

Her eyes were still locked on the screen, watching the massive Black cock slide in and out of the woman. I could feel Meredith’s body tightening around me, her breathing becoming erratic.

But before she could crash over the edge, I lost all control…

I came immediately. It was embarrassing. All that build-up and I barely lasted two minutes. As I collapsed on top of her, Meredith made a frustrated noise that I’d never heard before.

“I’m sorry,” I panted, still trying to catch my breath.

She didn’t respond. Her eyes were still fixed on the screen where the couple was still going strong. The Black man had flipped the blonde over and was taking her from behind now, his massive cock stretching her as she screamed in pleasure.

Meredith pushed me off her gently but firmly. “It’s okay,” she said, but her voice was tight. Disappointed.

The moment was gone. She reached out and shut the laptop.

“Really, it’s ok…this was…silly. It was fine. But…just don’t worry about it…”

She looked around wildly like she was coming down from some kind of vicious high.

I watched her face carefully, trying to gauge what she was thinking. She seemed almost in shock, like she was coming back to reality after being somewhere else entirely.

“Mer, I—“

“I think I’m going to take a shower,” she cut me off, sliding out of bed and heading toward the bathroom without looking at me.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, listening to the water run. What the hell had just happened? One minute we were having what might have been the most intense sexual encounter of our marriage, and the next... well, I’d ruined it. But that wasn’t all that was bothering me.

It was her reaction to that video. To that man.

I’d never seen Meredith that turned on before. Not once in our entire relationship. And it wasn’t me who had done it—it was watching that massive Black cock stretching that blonde woman. The way Meredith’s eyes had locked on that screen made something twist in my stomach. It wasn’t just arousal I’d seen in her expression—it was fascination. Longing.

I got up and paced around the bedroom, my mind racing. When Meredith finally emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her face was flushed from the hot water, but she wouldn’t meet my eyes.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said quickly. “Just tired.”

She slipped into bed and turned away from me. Within minutes, her breathing had evened out, and she was asleep—or pretending to be. I lay awake for hours, replaying the evening in my head.


Chapter 5

The next few days passed in an eerie, unsettling haze. Things between me and Meredith were the same as they’d ever been and yet, everything had changed. I found myself obsessing over her reactions to the video. Part of me felt like I should be mad, offended, hurt…but then it was my brilliant idea, wasn’t? I’d been the one to suggest watching porn to spice up our life. To help her finally get some satisfaction.

And she’d been so close. So very, very close. But I’d ruined it. I got mine and killed the vibe instantly. Now…

I was hunched over at the computer, scouring the internet once more. But this time, I found myself in quite darker corners. No pun intended.

I found myself typing phrases I never thought I would: “interracial,” “BBC,” “white wife black cock.” Each click sent me deeper down a rabbit hole that both disturbed and, if I’m being honest, fascinated me.

The videos all followed a similar pattern—petite white women being absolutely ravished by well-endowed Black men. Their expressions of shock, pain, and then overwhelming pleasure as they took these massive cocks seemed to tell a story: there was something these men could provide that white husbands like me couldn’t.

My stomach churned with each video I watched, but I couldn’t stop. I kept thinking about Meredith’s face that night—the way she’d looked at that screen, the hunger in her eyes, the way she’d been so close to climaxing just from watching.

I closed the browser and leaned back in my chair, running my hands through my hair. What was I doing? Was I really looking up interracial porn just to understand what had turned my wife on so much? Or was there something else happening here—something I didn’t want to admit to myself?

I closed my laptop and went to the kitchen, where Meredith was making dinner. She smiled at me like nothing had changed, like that night had never happened. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

“Need any help?” I asked, trying to sound normal.

“You can chop the vegetables,” she said, handing me a knife.

We worked side by side in silence for a few minutes before I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Mer, about the other night—“

She stiffened immediately. “What about it?”

“I just...I want to talk about what happened.”

“Nothing happened,” she said quickly, not looking up from the chicken she was cutting. “We tried something new, I didn’t like it, you didn’t like it, and we can move on.”

“But you did like it,” I said quietly. “I’ve never seen you that turned on before.”

The knife in her hand stilled. She was staring down at the cutting board, but I could see the flush creeping up her neck.

“Peter, please,” she said, her voice strained. “Can we just forget about it?”

“I don’t think I can,” I admitted. “And I don’t think you can either.”

She set the knife down carefully and turned to face me. “What exactly do you want me to say? That I got turned on watching porn? Isn’t that the point?”

“It wasn’t just that you got turned on,” I pressed. “It was... different. You were different.”

Meredith crossed her arms defensively. “I don’t know what you want me to say,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

I took a deep breath. “I want you to tell me the truth. Did watching that specific video turn you on? The one with the... you know.”

“With the what, Peter?” Her eyes flashed with something—anger, embarrassment, I couldn’t tell.

“With the Black guy,” I finally said. “With the really big... you know.”

Meredith’s face went through a series of emotions so quickly I could barely track them—shock, shame, defiance, and finally, resignation.

“Yes,” she admitted quietly. “It turned me on. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

The confirmation hit me like a punch to the gut even though I’d known it was coming. I leaned against the counter, trying to process my feelings.

“Why?” I asked, hating how small my voice sounded. I desperately needed to understand what was happening between us.

Meredith sighed and turned away from me, gripping the edge of the counter. “I don’t know why, Peter. It just did. It was... different.”

“Different how?” I pressed, even though part of me didn’t want to hear the answer.

“Do we really have to do this?” she asked, her voice strained. “Can’t we just chalk it up to a weird night and move on?”

But I couldn’t let it go. That night had awakened something in me—a mixture of insecurity, jealousy, and something else I couldn’t quite name.

“I need to know,” I said. “Was it because of his... size?”

Meredith closed her eyes, her knuckles white against the counter. When she finally turned to face me, there was a vulnerability in her expression I’d never seen on my wife’s face before.

“Yes, Peter. It was the size,” she finally admitted. “And... everything else.”

“Everything else?” My voice cracked.

“The way he took control. The way she completely surrendered to him. How intense it all seemed. The contrast…” Her words tumbled out like she’d been holding them back for years. “It was raw and primal and just... different from anything I’ve ever experienced.”

Each word felt like a knife twisting in my gut. I’d asked for honesty, but I wasn’t prepared for how much it would hurt.

“Have you ever thought about that before?” I asked, my mouth dry. “Being with someone like...him?”

Meredith looked away. “I don’t know. Maybe? Not consciously.”

“But you’ve never had an orgasm with me,” I said, the words bitter on my tongue. “Do you think it’s because…I’m too…small?”

Meredith looked like she wanted to disappear. “I don’t know, Peter. I mean, no…I’ve never even thought about this stuff before.”

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “But you were close that night. When we were watching. I could tell.”

She nodded slowly, not meeting my eyes. “Yes.”

“Closer than you’ve ever been with me.”

She didn’t answer, which was answer enough.

We stood in silence for a long moment, the chicken forgotten on the cutting board between us. The kitchen suddenly felt too small, too hot, too intimate for this conversation.

“So what do we do now?” I finally asked.

Meredith shrugged helplessly. “Nothing? It was just porn, Peter. Fantasy. It doesn’t have to make us do anything. Now can you please just help me with dinner and let’s just drop it ok? I’m happy. I love you. Ok? I’m more than satisfied with our sex life.”

But the words rung hollow. I could tell even she didn’t believe them despite her sincerest efforts.

I nodded, trying to pretend I believed her. The chicken sizzled in the pan, filling the awkward silence between us as we both tried to act like everything was normal. But it wasn’t normal. Something fundamental had shifted between us, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

That night in bed, I lay awake staring at the ceiling while Meredith slept beside me. Her words kept echoing in my head: “The way he took control. The way she completely surrendered to him.” I tried to imagine Meredith surrendering like that—to me, to anyone—and couldn’t. She was always so composed, so in control. Even during sex, there was a part of her that remained vigilant, thinking, planning, never fully letting go.

But that night with the video, she’d been different. I’d glimpsed a side of her I’d never seen before—raw, unfiltered, desperate. I’d seen the hunger in her eyes, and it had nothing to do with me.

I rolled onto my side, watching her sleeping form. Her blonde hair spread across the pillow, her face peaceful in sleep. I loved this woman more than anything. We’d built a life together. And now I was faced with the knowledge that I might never be able to satisfy her the way she needed to be satisfied.

The thought made my stomach twist with jealousy, inadequacy, and something else—something I wasn’t ready to name yet. Because mixed in with all those negative emotions was a strange, perverse curiosity. What would Meredith look like completely lost in pleasure? What would it be like to see her finally let go, to surrender completely?

And would it really be so bad if I wasn’t the one to give it to her? Would it really be so bad to let someone else give her what she needed?

The thought sent a twisted jolt through my body as my mind began to image what it might look like. Suddenly, my cock was quite hard. Throbbing and pulsing at the thought of Meredith with the black man from the video, surrendering, letting go completely…


Chapter 6

The next morning, I watched Meredith over breakfast, studying her as she scrolled through her phone, sipping her coffee. Did she have any idea what was going through my head? Could she tell that something had fundamental had shifted between us. Had she really been able to do what she’d suggested and simply drop the whole matter? Completely removing it from her head?

I had very sincere doubts.

I tried to act normal as I buttered my toast, but my mind was racing. Did she know I was obsessing over this? Could she tell I’d spent hours searching interracial porn after she went to bed? I cleared my throat.

“Any plans for today?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Meredith looked up from her phone. “Just work, then I might grab drinks with Lisa after.”

Lisa was Meredith’s best friend from college. They’d been close for years, but recently they’d been spending more time together. I wondered suddenly if Meredith told Lisa everything. The thought made my face burn.

“Cool,” I said. “I might work late tonight anyway.”

She nodded, already looking back at her phone. The distance between us felt vast, even though we were sitting just a few feet apart.

At work, I couldn’t focus. My mind kept drifting back to the previous night. I replayed our conversation in the kitchen over and over, picking apart each word, each expression on Meredith’s face. The admission that the Black man’s size had turned her on. The way she’d looked away when I’d asked if that was why she’d never orgasmed with me.

By lunchtime, I’d given up any pretense of productivity. I shut my office door and opened an incognito browser window on my personal laptop, once again typing in those same search terms: “interracial,” “BBC,” “hotwife.” The videos filled my screen, each thumbnail more explicit than the last. I clicked on one randomly, my heart pounding.

The scene was familiar by now—a pretty blonde woman (they were always blonde, like Meredith) on her knees in front of a well-endowed Black man. But this time, there was another element I hadn’t noticed before—a white man watching from the corner, his expression a mixture of arousal and humiliation. The caption called him “hubby.”

My face burned hot as I watched the scene unfold. The black man—the caption referred to him as a “bull”—took the woman roughly while her husband watched, occasionally encouraging her to “take it all” and telling her how beautiful she looked. The woman was in complete ecstasy, crying out things like “It’s so much bigger than yours” and “I’ve never felt anything like this” while her husband stroked himself pathetically in the corner.

I slammed my laptop shut, heart pounding. What the fuck was I doing? This was sick. I was sick. Sitting in my office at work watching cuckold porn, imagining my wife... I couldn’t even finish the thought.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it either. The image kept flashing in my mind—Meredith on her knees, looking up at a tall black stranger, her eyes filled with that hunger I’d glimpsed that night. And me... watching from the corner. The thought made me feel sick and aroused at the same time.

I shoved back from my desk and went to splash cold water on my face in the bathroom. What the hell was happening to me? I’d always considered myself a normal guy with normal desires. Sure, our sex life wasn’t perfect, but whose was? And now here I was, fantasizing about my wife having sex with another man—not just any man, but specifically a well-endowed black man.

The rest of the workday was a blur. I went through the motions, attended meetings, answered emails, but my mind was elsewhere. By the time I drove home, I’d convinced myself I needed to put this whole thing behind me. It was just a weird phase that would pass. Meredith and I were solid. We’d been together for a decade, and we weren’t going to let some weird porn-induced fantasy derail our marriage.

When I got home, Meredith wasn’t there yet. I remembered she’d mentioned drinks with Lisa. I poured myself a whiskey and sank onto the couch, flipping through channels but not really watching anything.

My phone buzzed with a text from Meredith: “Having fun catching up with Lisa. Might be late. Don’t wait up xoxo.”

I stared at the message, my mind immediately racing to dark places. Was she really with Lisa? Was she telling Lisa about our conversation, about the porn, about my... inadequacies? The thought made my stomach churn.

I downed the whiskey and poured another. By the time I heard Meredith’s key in the lock around 11:00pm, I was still on the couch, empty glass in hand. The TV was playing some infomercial, but I wasn’t watching it. I was too busy imagining what Meredith was doing, who she might be with.

She stumbled in, slightly drunk but happy. Her cheeks were flushed, and she smiled when she saw me.

“You didn’t have to wait up,” she said, dropping her purse on the counter.

“Couldn’t sleep,” I muttered, watching her carefully. “How was Lisa?”

“Good! Great, actually. You know how we get when we start talking.” She kicked off her shoes and flopped down beside me on the couch. “What are you watching?”

I glanced at the TV. “Nothing. Just thinking.”

“About what?” She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I caught the scent of her perfume mixed with something else—alcohol, maybe tequila, and cigarette smoke.

“Just...stuff,” I said vaguely. “Work stuff.”

She nestled closer. “You seem tense.”

I was tense. Every nerve in my body was on high alert. The whiskey had loosened something in me, and before I could stop myself, the words tumbled out.

“I just can’t get the other night out of my head,” I whispered.

I expected her to sigh, to roll her eyes, to cross her arms, to act annoyed…but that wasn’t what happened. She let out a soft exhale and turned toward me.

She hesitated for a brief moment as if she was considering saying something she knew better than to say, but I suppose the booze won out and she said it anyway.

“I know…I can’t either,” she said.

I felt my heart skip a beat. Meredith’s admission hung between us, heavy with implications.

“You can’t?” I asked, my voice barely audible.

She shook her head slowly, her eyes downcast. The alcohol had clearly lowered her inhibitions just enough to let her guard down.

“I keep thinking about it,” she confessed. “About how I felt watching that video.”

My mouth went dry. “And how did you feel?”

Meredith looked up at me, her blue eyes slightly unfocused from the drinks but filled with an honesty that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“Like I was doing something I really shouldn’t be doing…thinking things I shouldn’t be thinking…but…”

“But what?” I asked in hushed tones, my heart racing faster and faster.

“That just made it hotter…made me want it more…”

I swallowed hard.

“Want what?”

“To experience what she was feeling…to have someone like that do those dirty things to my body…”

Meredith’s chest was rising and falling rapidly now as she placed a hand on my cheek. The smell of sweet sugar and alcohol was stronger now, wafting up my nose as she got closer to me.

I tried to breathe normally as my wife’s drunken confession hung in the air between us. Her words echoed in my mind: “To experience what she was feeling...to have someone like that do those dirty things to my body...” My heart was pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it.

“Mer,” I whispered, my voice cracking. “What are you saying exactly?”

She looked at me with those glazed blue eyes, a vulnerability I rarely saw in her. “I don’t know, Peter. I’m a little drunk and I shouldn’t be saying any of this.” She paused, biting her lower lip. “But I can’t stop thinking about it. About him. About what it would feel like...to have…”

My cock instantly hardened in my pants. The jealousy I’d felt before was still there, but it was now tangled up with something else—an intense, confusing arousal that twisted, confusing arousal that made me feel ashamed and excited all at once.

“To have what?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Meredith looked at me, her eyes heavy-lidded. “To have something that big inside me,” she finally admitted. “To feel completely... filled. Stretched. Taken.”

The words hung between us, impossible to take back. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I processed what my wife was telling me.

“And that’s what you want?” I asked, my voice strangled.

She looked away, shame crossing her features. “I don’t know. Maybe? It’s just a fantasy, Peter. Everyone has fantasies.”

But it didn’t feel like just a fantasy. Not with the way she’d responded that night. Not with the hunger I’d seen in her eyes.

“What if...” I started, then stopped, unable to finish the thought that had suddenly formed in my mind.

Meredith’s eyes locked with mine. “What if what?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

I took a deep breath, feeling like I was about to jump off a cliff. “What if we... explored this? This fantasy.”

Her eyes widened. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, what if we found someone who could... give you what I can’t?” The words felt foreign in my mouth, like someone else was saying them.

Meredith pulled back slightly, studying my face. “Are you serious right now?”

I glanced down at my crotch sheepishly. Meredith’s eyes followed my gaze and when they landed on my raging bulge she let out a soft gasp.

“Peter,” she whispered.

“Peter, are you actually turned on by this?” Meredith asked, her eyes wide with surprise.

I couldn’t deny the evidence. My erection strained against my pants like it was trying to escape, and my face burned with a mixture of shame and excitement.

“I... I guess I am,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I don’t understand it either.”

Meredith stared at me, her drunk brain clearly trying to process this revelation. “So you’re saying you’d want to... watch me with another man? With a black man?”

The way she said it—the emphasis on “black”—sent another jolt of electricity through me. What the hell was happening to me? To us?

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Part of me hates the idea. But another part...” I trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

“Another part of you what?” Meredith pressed, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Another part of me is... turned on by it,” I admitted, the words feeling like a confession to a priest. “The thought of seeing you completely let go, completely satisfied... even if it’s not with me.”

Meredith shifted on the couch, her thighs pressing together in a way that didn’t escape my notice. “I don’t understand. Wouldn’t you be jealous?”

“Yes,” I said immediately. “God, yes. Insanely jealous. But also...” I gestured helplessly at my erection. “This.”

She stared at me for a long moment, her eyes searching my face like she was seeing me for the first time. The alcohol had made her bold, but I could see her processing what this meant—what I was suggesting.

“This isn’t just drunk talk,” Meredith said, her eyes fixed on mine. “You’re serious about this.”

I nodded slowly, my throat dry. “I think I am. I mean —”

Then Meredith practically lunged at me, kissing me hard.

She pulled back and studied my face for a minute.

“Shut up, Peter. We can talk about this later…just fuck me right now…”

My eyes went wide at her boldness.

I was stunned by Meredith’s sudden aggression, her mouth hot and desperate against mine. She straddled me on the couch, her hands tangling in my hair as she ground herself against my erection. This wasn’t my normally reserved wife—this was someone new, someone unleashed.

She pulled my cock out through the zipper of my pants, slid her panties to the side and lowered herself onto me slowly.

I gasped as she sank down on me, her warmth enveloping my cock completely. My head fell back against the couch as she began to ride me with an intensity I’d never felt from her before.

“Oh god,” I moaned, gripping her hips.

Meredith’s eyes were closed, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she established a rhythm. There was something different about her movements, something almost...performative. Like she was imagining someone else.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about,” I whispered, not sure if I was ready for the answer.

Her eyes fluttered open, cloudy with desire and alcohol. “I’m thinking about him,” she admitted, her voice thick with lust. “About what it would be like.”

Instead of killing my arousal, her words sent a jolt of electricity through me. My cock throbbed inside her as I watched her get more turned on by her own words. It was like she was finally getting to say all the things she’d always longed to say and now that the filter was off she was completely unleashed.

“About what his big, black —”

But again it was too much for me. Again, I was driven straight to the edge and right over it without even thinking about getting myself under control or slowing down. A powerful orgasm ripped through me and spewed forth with no hope of me stopping it.

“Oh fuck, I’m sorry,” I groaned, the pleasure still pulsing through me as I realized what had happened. Again.

Meredith froze on top of me, her body still tense with need. I watched the disappointment wash over her face before she could hide it.

“Damnit, Peter,” she whispered with a half-smile. “Maybe we will have to explore this for real if you can’t last more than three seconds when I…sorry…I shouldn’t—”

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly, a look of horror crossing her face. “That was the alcohol talking. I shouldn’t have said that.”

I was still catching my breath, my cock softening inside her, but her words hung in the air between us. She tried to climb off me, but I held her hips in place.

“No,” I said, surprising myself with my firmness. “Don’t apologize.”

Meredith looked at me with confusion in her eyes. “Peter, I just—“

“I want to hear it,” I admitted. “I want to hear what you’re thinking. What you’re fantasizing about.”

She studied my face, trying to determine if I was serious. “You really want to know?”

I nodded, my heart hammering in my chest. “Yes. I do.”

Meredith hesitated, then leaned forward, her forehead against mine. She was quiet for a moment, as if gathering her courage.

“I think about what it would be like,” she whispered against my ear. “To be with a man like that. Someone so big that it hurts at first, but then... feels incredible. Someone who would just take control and... use me.”

My cock twitched inside her at her words, and she noticed, raising an eyebrow.

“You really are turned on by this,” she marveled.

“I don’t understand it either,” I admitted. “But hearing you talk like this... seeing you this aroused... it does something to me.”

Meredith shifted slightly, my softening cock still inside her. “So what are we saying here? That we actually want to... try this? For real?”

The question hung between us, heavy with implications. In the sober light of day, would we still feel this way? Or would we wake up tomorrow, embarrassed and awkward, pretending this conversation never happened?

I took a deep breath, stroking Meredith’s hair as she rested against my chest. The alcohol was making her eyelids heavy now, the passionate moment fading as exhaustion took over.

“Let’s sleep on it,” I said softly. “If we still feel this way tomorrow, we can talk about it more.”

She nodded against my chest, her breathing already slowing. I helped her to bed, where she fell asleep almost instantly, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the weight of what we’d just discussed.

Chapter 7

The next morning, I woke up before Meredith. I watched her sleeping peacefully beside me, her blonde hair spread across the pillow, and wondered if she’d remember our conversation. Part of me hoped she wouldn’t—that we could go back to normal and pretend none of this had happened. But another part of me, a growing part, wanted to continue down this path, to see where it led.

I slipped out of bed quietly and went to make coffee. My head was clear now, the whiskey from last night long gone, but the thoughts remained. If anything, they were stronger in the harsh light of day. I kept replaying scenes from the previous night in my head.

I was pouring my second cup when Meredith shuffled into the kitchen, wrapped in her robe, her face slightly puffy from sleep. She winced as she sat at the counter, clearly nursing a hangover.

“Good morning,” I said, sliding a cup of coffee her way.

“Morning,” she mumbled, taking a grateful sip. “God, my head.”

I studied her face carefully, looking for any sign that she remembered our conversation from the night before. The things she’d admitted. The things I’d suggested.

“How much do you remember about last night?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Meredith looked up from her coffee, a flush creeping up her neck. “Everything,” she said quietly.

My heart skipped a beat. “Everything?”

She nodded, her eyes fixed on her mug. “Did you mean what you said? About... exploring this?”

I took a deep breath. This was it. The moment where we either backed away from the edge or jumped in. I took a moment to really consider what I was about to say.

“Yes,” I finally answered. “I did mean it. Did you?”

Meredith took another sip of coffee, her hands trembling slightly. “I think so. But Peter, this is crazy. Normal couples don’t do this kind of thing.”

I laughed softly. “I’m not sure ‘normal’ is what we’re going for anymore. I just want you to be happy. To feel... fulfilled.”

“I know,” she said, “and I love you for that. Let’s just promise that we’ll take it slow…I don’t want it to change things between us.”

“It probably will,” I admitted. “But maybe that’s not a bad thing. Maybe we need something to change.”

She looked at me for a long moment, her blue eyes searching mine. “You’re really okay with this? With me being with another man?”

My cock instantly stiffened at her words.

“Eventually, maybe…yeah. I think so,” I said. “But like you said, let’s start slow.”

“Ok,” she said. “Well, what does that look like?”

I thought for a moment.

“I have a couple of ideas…” I said.

“What kind of ideas?” Meredith asked, her voice hesitant but unmistakably curious.

I took another sip of coffee, gathering my thoughts. The rational part of my brain was screaming at me to stop this madness, but that other part—the part that had kept me up all night imagining my wife with another man—was firmly in control now.

“Well, I was thinking maybe we could start by watching more videos together. Like the one from the other night. But this time... on purpose.”

Meredith’s cheeks flushed pink, but she nodded slowly. “I think I could do that.”

“And maybe...” I hesitated, my heart pounding. “Maybe we could talk about it more openly. During sex, I mean. Like role-playing, sort of.”

“You mean like... pretending?” She looked intrigued but confused.

“Yeah,” I said, “exactly.”

Then she stuck her tongue out at me.

“I don’t think you can handle that, Peter…”

I took it in stride.

“Fair enough, I think I might have a remedy for that too.

“Oh? And what’s that?” she asked.

“It’s a surprise…you’ll see.”

. . .

Later that week, we did date night. Got dressed up. Went out to eat, shared a bottle of wine.

And after that it was time to explore.

I brought Meredith back home after dinner, my nerves jangling with anticipation. Throughout our meal, I’d caught her stealing glances at me, wondering what I had planned. The tension between us was palpable—exciting in a way our relationship hadn’t been in years.

“So what’s this surprise you mentioned?” she asked as we entered our living room, kicking off her heels.

I took a deep breath. “Remember how I... um, couldn’t last very long when you started talking about certain things?”

Meredith’s cheeks flushed. “Yeah...”

“Well, I did some research.” I went to our bedroom and returned with a small bag from an adult store across town. “I bought this today.”

Meredith nearly jumped away from the bag as she peered inside.

“Oh my god,” she whispered.

“That’s huge…”

I couldn’t help but smile at her reaction. The black silicone dildo I’d purchased was indeed massive—nearly twice my size in both length and girth. I’d spent an embarrassing amount of time at the store comparing different models, trying to find one that matched what we’d seen in the video.

“Is that supposed to be... for me?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s the idea,” I said, trying to sound confident despite my racing heart. “I thought maybe we could use it together. And I could... last longer if I wasn’t actually inside you while we talk about... you know.”

Meredith reached into the bag and carefully pulled out the toy, her eyes widening as she held it in her hands. It looked even larger against her small fingers.

“It feels so real,” she murmured, running her thumb over the veined shaft. The dildo was jet black, with a prominent head and realistic details that made me both nervous and excited. I watched her face carefully as she examined it, noticing how her breathing had quickened.

“Do you... want to try it?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

Meredith bit her lower lip, still holding the massive toy. “I’m not sure it would even fit,” she said, but there was an unmistakable curiosity in her voice.

I stepped closer to her, taking the dildo from her hands and setting it on the coffee table. Then I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply. She melted against me, her body soft and yielding in a way it hadn’t been in years. When I pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire.

“Only one way to find out,” I said.

Meredith bit her bottom lip.

“Let’s put on a movie first,” she said, eyeing my laptop.


Chapter 8

I pulled up my laptop and found a video similar to the one we’d watched before. But this time I made sure it was one of the “hubby watches” videos I’d found during my dark travels across the deeper corners of the internet.

I searched through the videos until I found one that seemed perfect—a well-produced amateur clip featuring a petite blonde woman, her white husband filming, and a muscular Black man with an impressive endowment. The title contained words I’d never said out loud before: “Hotwife’s First BBC Experience While Hubby Watches.”

Meredith arched an eyebrow.

“Hotwife?” Meredith whispered, her eyes glued to the screen as she read the title. “What does that mean?”

I cleared my throat nervously. “It’s, uh... a term for married women who sleep with other men with their husband’s permission.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t look away from the screen. “And you’ve been researching this?”

I felt my face flush hot with embarrassment. “I might have done some... exploring online. Since that night.”

Meredith’s gaze flicked to me, then back to the screen. “Play it,” she said softly.

I hit play and the video began. Similar to the porn we’d watched before, this had a raw, intimate quality. The husband was filming from the corner of the bedroom as his wife kissed the Black man passionately. The husband’s voice could be heard occasionally from the corner, soft encouragements mixed with heavy breathing. You could tell he was filming with one hand and touching himself with the other.

“Jesus,” Meredith whispered, her eyes locked on the screen.

The blonde woman on screen was now on her knees, looking up at the Black man with an expression of awe as she wrapped her hand around his enormous cock. “It’s so big,” she gasped, and the husband’s breathing audibly quickened.

I glanced at Meredith, watching her reaction carefully. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, and her chest was rising and falling rapidly. The same look I’d seen that first night was back—that hunger, that fascination.

“Do you like this?” I asked softly.

She nodded without looking away from the screen. “It’s... intense. I can’t believe this is real, like the husband is just there? Watching?”

I moved closer to her on the couch, my hand sliding onto her thigh. The heat of her skin burned through the thin fabric of her dress. On screen, the woman was struggling to take the man’s cock into her mouth while her husband murmured words of encouragement from behind the camera.

“Does that turn you on?” I asked, my voice lower than I intended. “The idea of me watching you?”

Meredith finally tore her eyes from the screen to look at me. Her pupils were dilated, her breathing shallow. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe? I feel like it would be a lot of…pressure. Like I’d be nervous. I don’t know. It’s all so...new.”

I reached for the black dildo on the coffee table, holding it between us. “Why don’t we find out?”

Her eyes darted between my face and the massive toy in my hand. Her breath caught as she reached for it, her fingers wrapping around the thick black shaft.

“I’m not sure,” she whispered, but her body language told a different story. She couldn’t take her eyes off it.

On screen, the action had progressed. The white woman was now on her back, legs spread wide as the black man positioned himself between them. The husband’s voice grew more urgent: “Take it, baby. Show me how much you want it.”

I slid my hand up Meredith’s thigh, under her dress. She didn’t stop me. If anything, she parted her legs slightly, inviting me to continue. When my fingers brushed against her panties, I found them soaked through.

“Jesus, Mer,” I whispered. “You’re so wet.”

She made a small sound in the back of her throat as she leaned back against the couch.

I stroked her through her panties as we both watched the video, the sounds of the woman’s moans filling our living room. My own breathing was getting ragged as I felt how ready Meredith was.

“Can I take these off?” I asked, tugging gently at her underwear.

She nodded, lifting her hips to help me slide them down her legs. I pushed her dress up around her waist, exposing her to me completely. She was glistening wet, her thighs already slick with arousal.

On the screen, the woman was crying out now as the man pushed into her. “Oh God, it’s so big! It’s stretching me so much!” Her husband’s voice was trembling as he encouraged her. “That’s it, baby. Take that big black cock.”

Meredith’s eyes were fixed on the screen, and I followed her gaze. The contrast was striking—the woman’s pale skin against the man’s darkness, her small hands clutching his muscular back, her legs spread wide to accommodate his size.

I looked down at the dildo in my hand, then at Meredith’s exposed pussy. “Do you want to try it?” I asked, my voice barely audible over the moans coming from the laptop.

She hesitated for just a moment before nodding. “Yes,” she whispered. And she reached out and took the dildo from me.

I watched in stunned silence as my wife took control. She’d never done anything like this before—at least not in front of me. She examined the massive black toy with both fascination and determination, turning it over in her hands like she was studying a complex puzzle she intended to solve.

“Lie back,” she instructed me, her voice husky with desire.

I did as I was told, reclining against the arm of the couch while Meredith positioned herself between my legs. On the screen, the woman’s cries grew louder as the black man pounded into her relentlessly. The husband’s encouragements had devolved into primal grunts.

Meredith’s eyes flickered between the screen and the dildo in her hands. Then she looked at me, a question in her gaze.

“Do you want to see me use this?” she asked.

My cock throbbed. I nodded vigorously.

“Should I put it in my mouth?” she asked, unsure of herself.

“Yes,” I croaked, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

Meredith looked at me with an expression I’d never seen before—a mixture of nervousness and raw desire. Then she lowered her head and placed the tip of the massive black dildo against her lips. My heart nearly stopped as she opened her mouth and tried to take it inside.

The head was too big for her to get very far, but the sight of my wife’s lips stretched around that thick black silicone was enough to make my cock throb painfully against my pants. She locked eyes with me as she tried to push it deeper, making a small gagging sound when it hit the back of her throat.

“Fuck,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away.

On screen, the woman was now on her hands and knees, the black man behind her, gripping her hips as he thrust into her.

After a while, her jaw relaxed and she began to suck more vigorously, almost as if the man’s thrusts on screen were whipping her into a frenzy.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. My proper, sometimes uptight wife was on her knees in our living room, her blonde hair falling across her face as she worked that massive black dildo deeper into her mouth. With each passing second, she seemed to lose herself more in the fantasy, her eyes occasionally flicking to the screen where the woman was being thoroughly pounded from behind.

“Fuck, Mer,” I groaned, palming myself through my pants. “That’s so hot.”

She pulled the dildo from her mouth with a wet pop, her lips swollen and slick with saliva. Her eyes were glazed with lust as she looked up at me.

“I want to feel it inside me,” she whispered.

My cock throbbed painfully at her words. I fumbled with my belt, desperate to free myself as Meredith leaned back on the couch and spread her legs wide.


Chapter 9

Meredith positioned herself on the couch, her dress hiked up around her waist as she spread her legs wider. The sight of her like this—so exposed, so vulnerable, so eager—made my mouth go dry. She took the massive black dildo and placed it between her legs, running the thick head up and down her slick folds.

She looked up at me and whispered.

“Take out your cock,” she said.

I fumbled with my zipper, my hands shaking with anticipation as I freed my aching cock. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—my wife, my Meredith, positioning that enormous black dildo against her entrance, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity I’d never witnessed before.

“Are you sure it’ll fit?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She bit her lower lip, her eyes darting between my face and the screen where the woman was now screaming in ecstasy as the black man pounded her mercilessly. “Only one way to find out,” she said, echoing my words from earlier.

I watched, mesmerized, as she pressed the thick head against her opening. Her breath hitched as she applied more pressure, her body initially resisting the intrusion. On screen, the husband’s voice had become a desperate, encouraging whisper: “Take it all,” the husband moaned in the background.

I watched in total disbelief as Meredith pushed harder, wincing slightly as the thick head began to stretch her open. Her pussy lips spread wider than I’d ever seen them, straining to accommodate the massive girth.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed. “It’s so... big.”

My cock twitched in my hand as I watched my wife slowly impale herself on this monstrous toy. The contrast was striking—her pale, delicate fingers gripping the black silicone, her pink flesh stretching around it. I couldn’t look away.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, my voice sounding strange to my own ears.

“Yes,” she whispered, but she didn’t stop. If anything, she pushed harder. “But... oh God... it feels good too.”

On screen, the woman had begun to scream in earnest now, raw, primal sounds I’d never heard from Meredith. Her husband’s voice kept encouraging her: “That’s it, baby... take that big black cock... show me how much you love it.”

I stroked myself slowly as I watched Meredith work the dildo deeper inside herself. Her face was a mixture of discomfort and pleasure, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she pushed it another inch inside. Her eyes were half-closed, focused inward on the sensation of being stretched so completely.

“How does it feel?” I asked, my voice barely recognizable.

“Full,” she gasped. “So... so full. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

She pushed harder, and I watched in awe as another inch disappeared inside her. Her back arched slightly, a small whimper escaping her lips.

Her body trembled as she continued pushing the thick black dildo deeper inside herself. I was hypnotized by the sight—my wife’s pale thighs spread wide, her pink flesh stretching impossibly around the massive intrusion.

“Fuck, Mer,” I groaned, stroking myself faster now. “You look so fucking hot.”

On the screen, the husband was nearly incoherent with excitement as he filmed his wife being thoroughly ravaged. The woman’s screams had become constant, a stream of “Yes, yes, yes!” punctuated by declarations about the size and power of her black lover.

Meredith’s eyes were fixed on the screen, her breathing becoming more labored as she worked the dildo in deeper. She’d managed to take about half of it now, which was already more than I’d ever given her. Her movements became more fluid as her body adjusted to the size, her initial discomfort giving way to something else entirely. The look on her face was transforming before my eyes.

“Does it feel good?” I asked, my voice cracking with arousal.

“Yes,” she moaned, her head falling back against the couch. “Oh god, yes.”

She began to move the dildo more deliberately now, pulling it out slightly before pushing it back in. Each time, she took a little more, her body gradually accepting the enormous intrusion. I was entranced by the sight—my wife fucking herself with this massive black cock while I watched, stroking myself.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I urged, desperate to hear her voice the fantasies I knew were playing in her head.

Meredith’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze hazy with pleasure. She looked at me, then at the screen where the woman was now riding the black man, her pale body bouncing with each thrust as she faced the camera, allowing her husband a full view of another man’s massive cock disappearing inside her over and over.

“I’m thinking about him,” Meredith confessed, her eyes locked on the screen. “About what it would be like to have a real one inside me. About how it would feel to have a man that big just... take me.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as my wife’s words washed over me. I should have been jealous, angry even, but instead I felt an overwhelming surge of arousal.

“Keep going,” I urged her, my voice thick with lust.

Meredith’s movements became more confident as she worked the dildo deeper, her hips now rising to meet each thrust. Her face had transformed completely—gone was my controlled, sometimes uptight wife. In her place was this wanton creature, lost in pleasure.

I watched in awe as my wife continued to fuck herself with the massive black dildo. Her movements were becoming more rhythmic now, more assured. The initial pain seemed to have given way entirely to pleasure. Her cheeks were flushed, her blonde hair sticking to her forehead with sweat, and her eyes—God, her eyes were something else entirely. Half-lidded, unfocused, looking at something beyond me, beyond our living room.

“Talk to me,” I whispered.

She let out a soft moan.

“As long as you promise not to cum too fast, this feels soooo good, Peter…”

I laughed nervously, both aroused and embarrassed at her teasing.

“I’ll do my best,” I promised, my cock throbbing in my hand as I watched her. “Just... don’t stop.”

Meredith’s eyes fluttered closed again as she pushed the dildo even deeper. I couldn’t believe how much she was taking now—at least three-quarters of its impossible length had disappeared inside her. Her breathing had become ragged, punctuated by little gasps and moans that I’d never heard from her before.

“It feels so different,” she whispered, her hips now moving in rhythm with her hand. “So... full. So deep.”

“Is it going to make you cum?” I asked.

She nodded slowly.

“I think so…”

I watched Meredith closely, my heart hammering in my chest. The sight of my wife on the verge of orgasm—something I’d never witnessed before—had me completely mesmerized. Her body tensed, her back arching slightly as she worked the massive black dildo deeper inside herself.

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice barely recognizable. “Oh god, yes...”

Her movements became more urgent, more desperate. On screen, the woman was screaming now, her orgasm clearly genuine as her husband’s voice grew increasingly frantic behind the camera. The parallel was almost too perfect—both women approaching climax, both men watching with a mixture of arousal and disbelief.

“Look at me,” I whispered, desperate to connect with her in this moment.

Meredith’s eyes fluttered open, finding mine. There was something different in them—a wildness, a vulnerability I’d never seen before. Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed, her mouth slightly open as she gasped for breath.

“I’m so close,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Peter, I’m going to—“

And then it happened.

A sound escaped her throat—not the performative moans I was used to hearing, but not the raw and primal moan I was expecting. It was soft and slow and gentle.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, but it was like she was holding back still. Afraid to really let go. She came softly and slowly for a bit and then looked over at me.

“I need you,” she whispered.

“Did you cum,” I whispered as I entered her stretched, wet pussy.

“Yes, a little…I think so,” she said, reaching up and pulling me in for a kiss.

I was lost in the sensation of her warmth enveloping me. After watching her stretch herself with that massive toy, I expected her to feel different—looser maybe—but instead, she felt incredibly tight, her walls gripping me like a vise.

“I need more,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering open to look at me. “Don’t stop, Peter.”

I thrust deeper, feeling her wetness coat me completely. She was more aroused than I’d ever felt her, and knowing what had gotten her there sent conflicting emotions coursing through me—jealousy, excitement, and a perverse pride that I’d been the one to unlock this side of her.

But again, I couldn’t help but explode.

Three strokes—that was all it took. I exploded inside Meredith, my entire body shuddering as the most powerful orgasm I’d ever experienced ripped through me. She felt my release and her expression shifted from passion to disappointment in an instant.

“I’m sorry,” I gasped, collapsing beside her, my chest heaving. “I couldn’t... it was too much.”

Meredith sighed and rolled onto her side, facing away from me. The black dildo lay between us on the couch, a physical manifestation of what I couldn’t give her.

“It’s okay,” she said, but her voice was hollow.

We lay there in silence, the sounds from the video still playing in the background. The woman’s screams of pleasure seemed to mock us now.


Chapter 10

A little later, we lay in bed together upstairs.

“So, did you really…you know? Was it good? Satisfying?” I asked. I needed to know.

Meredith bit her bottom lip and looked away.

“I don’t know, like I said, yeah. A little I guess. But it’s hard to really let go. You know?”

I leaned up on one elbow.

“Explain.”

Meredith sighed, turning her face toward me. Her blue eyes held a mixture of vulnerability and frustration I wasn’t used to seeing.

“It’s just... it’s hard to fully let go when I’m thinking about so many things at once. I’m thinking about how I look, what sounds I’m making, if you’re enjoying it, if I’m taking too long...” She trailed off, her fingers tracing patterns on the sheet between us. “And then there’s the whole mental block of trying to... you know... perform.”

“Perform?” I asked.

“Yeah, like... I feel this pressure to have this mind-blowing orgasm now that we’re trying so hard. And paradoxically, that makes it almost impossible.” She laughed softly, but there was no humor in it. “Plus, I’m still me, Peter. I’ve spent our entire relationship being a certain way in be bed. I can’t just suddenly become this wild, uninhibited sex goddess overnight.”

I nodded slowly, processing her words. Part of me felt relieved that the issue wasn’t just my size or performance, but another part felt frustrated. We were so close to a breakthrough, but something was still holding her back.

“What if...” I hesitated, unsure if I should voice the thought that had been forming in my mind. “What if you didn’t have to perform? What if you could just... experience?”

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

I took a deep breath. “What if we took this further? Not just toys and videos, but... the real thing?”

The words hung between us in the darkness. I watched Meredith’s face carefully, trying to gauge her reaction. Her eyes widened slightly, and she bit her lower lip—a gesture I now recognized as a sign of her arousal.

“You mean...finding someone?” she whispered, her voice barely audible in the dark room.

I nodded, my heart pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it. “Maybe. If that’s something you’d want to explore.”

Meredith was quiet for a long moment, her eyes searching my face in the dim light from the streetlamp outside our window. “Would you really be okay with that? With me being with someone else? I thought we were going to take it slow?”

“I know we said we’d take it slow,” I admitted, reaching out to touch her arm. “But seeing you tonight with that toy... it made me realize how much I want this for you. For us. I think…I think it’s something you need.”

Meredith’s eyes were searching mine in the darkness, trying to find any hint of reluctance or jealousy. “I don’t want to hurt you, Peter. What if we do this and you can’t handle it? What if it ruins everything?”

I considered her words carefully. She was right to be concerned. This wasn’t something we could undo once it happened.

“Maybe we could set some ground rules,” I suggested. “Boundaries. Like, we both have to be comfortable with whoever it is. And I’d need to be there. I couldn’t handle you doing it without me.”

She nodded slowly, her fingers absently playing with the edge of the sheet. “And we’d stop the moment either of us felt uncomfortable,” she finished.

“Absolutely,” I promised. “This is about us. About making our relationship stronger, not weaker.”

Meredith was quiet for a long moment, her eyes cast down at the sheets. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head, weighing the risks against the potential rewards.

“How would we even find someone?” she finally asked. “It’s not like we can just walk up to a random guy and ask if he wants to sleep with me while you watch.”

I laughed nervously. “Yeah, that might not go over well.” I hesitated, then admitted, “I’ve actually been thinking about this. There are websites for this kind of thing. Dating sites specifically for couples looking for... what we’re looking for.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You’ve been researching this?”

“A little,” I confessed. “Just “A little,” I confessed. “Just looking into our options. There are websites where couples can meet single men who are... experienced with this kind of arrangement.”

Meredith eyed me suspisciously.

“If you want, I can just put some feelers out there — we can do it together and just…you know, see. We don’t have to commit to anything.

She thought for a moment and then shrugged.

“Well, ok. Yeah, let’s start with that and see…”

I swallowed hard.

From that moment on, Meredith and our marriage would never be the same.

To be continued in Part II…


Crossing the
Line - Part 1
(free preview - read now)

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.

(end of free preview - read now)
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Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?
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