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Part 1: The Realization

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.


Part 2: The Temptation

Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Meredith scoffed then laughed nervously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When did you get those?” I asked.

She smiled shyly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She took a deep breath and thought for a moment.

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

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

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

“I get it,” I said, and I meant it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A notification sound interrupted me. Charlie had responded already.

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

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

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

My head started to spin.

Tomorrow night?

What happened to taking it slow and feeling things out?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what?” she asked anxiously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Meredith’s hand tightened around mine under the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Charlie smiled.

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

. . .

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

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

Was anyone we knew here?

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

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

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

I cleared my throat to interrupt.

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

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

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

Charlie smiled and winked.

“You lead, I’ll follow,” he said.


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed hard. “No.”

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

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

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

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

Once inside, there was no turning back.


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Peter,” she whispered. “Come here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She stopped short and shyly looked up at Charlie.

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

Meredith bit her lip and looked right at me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Meredith bit her lip and shook her head no.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stroked her hair, my heart pounding.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 9

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I meant it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part 3: The Transformation

Chapter 1

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with implication. I stared at Meredith, my mind struggling to process what she’d just said. The room felt suddenly colder despite our naked bodies and the lingering heat of what had just transpired.

“What do you mean?” I asked, though I suspected I already knew the answer.

Meredith sat up slowly, wincing slightly as she moved. Charlie had clearly left his mark in more ways than one. She wrapped the sheet around herself, creating a makeshift toga that somehow made her look both vulnerable and powerful.

“I mean...” She paused, searching for the right words. “What if that changed everything for me? For us?” Meredith continued, her voice barely above a whisper. “I can’t just pretend I didn’t feel what I felt tonight.”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “What are you saying exactly?”

Meredith’s eyes met mine, filled with a vulnerability I’d never seen before. “I’m saying that was... transformative. I’ve never experienced anything like that in my life. It wasn’t just physical, Peter. It was like... like I discovered a part of myself I didn’t know existed.”

The weight of her words settled in my chest like a stone. I’d wanted this for her—I’d pushed for this—but I hadn’t considered the full implications. I hadn’t thought about what would happen after she experienced something I could never give her.

“I understand that,” I said carefully, trying to keep my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me. “But this was supposed to be a one-time thing. Something to help you experience what you needed, not to change our entire relationship.”

Meredith’s eyes dropped to her hands, still sticky with Charlie’s cum. She wiped them absently on the sheet, leaving faint streaks.

“I know what we agreed to,” she said softly. “But I can’t un-feel what I felt tonight. I can’t go back to pretending that what we have is enough when now I know what’s possible.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. “So, what exactly does this mean?”

She took a deep breath.

“It means…I want more…more…” she paused for a long time, then finally said the thing, “BBC.”

The acronym sounded so crude, so reductive, yet so definitive. My wife—my Meredith—had just told me she wanted more of another man’s cock. Specifically, a black man’s cock. Specifically, Charlie’s cock.

“I see,” I said, my voice hollow. I moved to the edge of the bed, suddenly needing space between us. “So what exactly are you proposing?”

Meredith pulled the sheet tighter around herself, her eyes never leaving mine. “I’m not proposing anything yet. I just... I need to be honest with you about how I’m feeling.”

“I understand,” I said finally, though I wasn’t sure I did. “Let’s not make any decisions tonight. We’re both... processing.”

Meredith nodded, relief washing over her face. “Thank you,” she whispered, reaching for my hand. “I love you, Peter. That hasn’t changed.”

I squeezed her hand, trying to ignore the doubt creeping into my mind. Hadn’t it? Could she really experience what she just had and still be the same woman I’d married?

As we drifted off to sleep, I reminded myself: I’d wanted this for her. It was after all, my idea.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I woke up to the sound of Meredith humming in the shower. The sound was so unexpected—so light, so carefree—that for a moment I thought I was still dreaming. But no, there she was, her melodic voice carrying through the bathroom door, singing softly to herself.

I sat up in bed, blinking away sleep. This wasn’t like Meredith. She was usually quiet in the mornings, often grumpy until her second cup of coffee. The humming continued, occasionally punctuated by a happy sigh that made my stomach tighten with a mixture of emotions I couldn’t quite name.

When she emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a towel, her skin flushed pink from the hot water, I couldn’t help but notice the difference in her immediately. There was a new lightness to her movements, a relaxation in her shoulders that I hadn’t seen in years. Even her face looked different—softer somehow, with a subtle glow that makeup couldn’t replicate.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice warm and melodic. She leaned down to kiss me, and I caught the scent of her new body wash—something with jasmine that she’d bought specifically for last night. “Sleep okay?”

“Fine,” I lied, watching as she moved to the closet. I’d barely slept at all, my mind racing with images from the night before and the implications of her words. “You seem... happy.”

Meredith glanced over her shoulder with a smile that seemed to light up her entire face. “I am,” she admitted, pulling out a simple blue sundress—not her usual conservative work attire. “I feel amazing, actually.”

The casual admission hit me harder than I expected. My wife—my Meredith—felt amazing because of what had happened with Charlie. Because of what he’d given her that I never could.

“Are you going to work?” I asked, trying to keep my voice neutral.

“Not today,” she replied, “I took the day off. I figured we might need some time to... talk.”

I nodded, watching as she slipped into the dress without her usual undergarments—another small change that felt monumental. The fabric clung to her curves, the outline of her body visible in a way that would have made her self-conscious before.

“Are you hungry?” she asked, running a brush through her damp hair. “I could make breakfast.”

“Sure,” I said, though my stomach was in knots. I followed her downstairs, noting how she moved differently—with a new confidence, a subtle sway to her hips that hadn’t been there before.

As she moved around our kitchen, I couldn’t stop watching her. The way she hummed as she cracked eggs into a bowl. The way she occasionally paused, staring into space with a small smile playing at her lips. The way she seemed to be in her own world—a world I wasn’t sure I was part of anymore.

“Peter,” she said, turning to face me with the spatula in hand. “We need to talk about last night.”

I swallowed hard, bracing myself. “I know.”

She set down the spatula and moved toward me, her blue eyes serious. “I meant what I said. I can’t just go back to…”

“Me?” I offered, finishing her sentence.

“No,” Meredith said quickly, her eyes widening. “Not you. Just... the way things were. The way our sex life was.” She moved closer, taking my hands in hers. “I still want you, Peter. I still love you. But I can’t pretend that what we had before was enough when now I know what’s possible.”

I stared at our joined hands, trying to process what she was saying. “So what exactly are you proposing?”

“I’m only proposing we finish what you started…I want to be a hotwife,” she whispered…

The word hung in the air between us, making my stomach clench. Hotwife. It sounded so crude, so definitive. Not a one-time experiment, but an identity. A lifestyle.

“I don’t understand,” I said, my voice barely audible. “You want to... make this a regular thing?”

Meredith nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “I think so, yes. Not just with Charlie, but with others like him.” She squeezed my hands. “I’ve been thinking about this all morning, Peter. About what I felt last night. About what you felt watching me.”

I pulled my hands away, suddenly needing space. “And what do you think I felt?”

“Turned on,” she said simply. “I saw your face. I felt your hand in mine. You were as aroused as I was.”

I couldn’t deny it. The memory of watching her come undone, of seeing her experience pleasure I’d never been able to give her, sent a confusing jolt of arousal through me even now.

“That doesn’t mean I want to share you regularly,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Meredith moved closer, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “But you do want to see me happy, don’t you? Truly, completely satisfied?”

“Yes,” I admitted, the word feeling like a surrender. “I want you to be happy.”

Meredith’s face lit up, hope shining in her eyes. “Then let me explore this. Let us explore this together. We can set boundaries, rules, whatever you need to feel comfortable.”

I ran my hand through my hair, trying to organize my chaotic thoughts. “And what exactly would these boundaries be?”

“Whatever you want,” she said quickly. “We could start small. Maybe just once a month? Only with men we both approve of. You’d always be there, watching.” She paused, studying my face. “Unless you wanted to try something else?”

The implication hung in the air between us. The thought of Meredith with another man while I wasn’t there sent a confusing mixture of jealousy and arousal through me.

“I don’t know if I could handle that,” I said honestly.

“That’s okay,” she assured me, moving closer again. “We’ll go at your pace. But Peter, I need you to understand something.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Last night awakened something in me that I can’t put back to sleep. I’ve spent our entire marriage trying to be what I thought you wanted—what society expected. And I was never truly fulfilled.”

I looked at her—really looked at her—and saw a woman transformed. The tension that had always seemed to live in her shoulders was gone. The guarded expression she’d worn for years had melted away. In its place was a new openness, a vulnerability that both terrified and captivated me.

“I understand,” I said finally, though I wasn’t sure I did. “But this is a lot to process.”

Meredith nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “I know. And we don’t have to decide anything right now.” She moved closer, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “But I need you to know that I’m not the same person I was yesterday. Last night changed me.”

The way she said it—with such certainty, such conviction—made my stomach clench. This wasn’t just about sex anymore. This was about identity, about transformation.

“Let’s take it one day at a time,” I suggested, trying to keep my voice steady. “See how we both feel in a week.”

Meredith’s face fell slightly, but she nodded. “Okay. One day at a time.”

But even as she agreed, I could see the hunger in her eyes—a hunger that I knew wouldn’t be satisfied by waiting. The genie was out of the bottle, and there was no putting it back.


Chapter 3

A week went by and Meredith was all too eager to let me know she was still feeling the same way. But me? I wasn’t sure about anything anymore.

The days that followed were strange and surreal. Meredith moved through our home with a new confidence, a lightness in her step that I hadn’t seen in years. She smiled more, laughed more freely. She even started wearing clothes that showed off her figure—dresses that hugged her curves, blouses unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of cleavage. It was as if she’d been reborn.

But I felt like I was drowning.

Every night, we’d lie in bed and she’d ask me the same question: “Have you thought more about what we discussed?” And every night, I’d give her the same non-answer: “I’m still processing.”

The truth was, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About her. About Charlie. About what had happened in our bedroom. About what she wanted to happen again.

On the seventh night, I found myself scrolling through our messages with Charlie, reading his polite follow-up text from the morning after: “Had a great time. Let me know when you’re ready for more.”

When you’re ready for more. The words haunted me. Were we? Was I?

I closed my laptop and went downstairs to find Meredith curled up on the couch, watching TV. She looked up when I entered, her face lighting up with that new brightness I still wasn’t used to seeing.

“Hey,” she said, patting the space beside her. “What have you been up to?”

“Just... thinking,” I admitted, sitting next to her. The show she was watching—some cooking competition—seemed to fade into background noise as I tried to find the right words.

“About us?” she asked, her voice soft but hopeful.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes. “About what you said. About wanting more.”

Meredith turned to face me fully, her expression serious. “And?”

“And I don’t know if I can handle it,” I admitted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “Seeing you with Charlie was... intense. I don’t know if I could do it regularly.”

Her face fell, but she nodded slowly. “I understand. I really do.” She took my hand in hers, her wedding ring catching the light. “But Peter, I can’t go back to the way things were. I’ve spent my whole life pretending to be satisfied with less than I need.”

The honesty in her voice cut through me. This wasn’t just about sex anymore—it was about her identity, her happiness, her fulfillment.

“I want you to be there,” she said, “I really do…but, if I have to…I’ll find a way to do it without you. I can’t believe I’m saying that to your face, that I would openly cheat on you…but I can’t help it. It’s the truth. The next chance I have to feel that again? I just know I’m going to take it…”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My wife—my Meredith—had just told me she would cheat on me if I didn’t agree to this arrangement. The honesty was brutal, shocking, and somehow more painful than if she’d hidden her true feelings.

“You would really do that?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “After everything we’ve built together?”

Meredith’s eyes filled with tears, but her expression remained resolute. “I don’t want to hurt you, Peter. But I can’t keep lying to myself about what I need.” She squeezed my hand. “I’ve spent our entire marriage pretending to be someone I’m not. I can’t do it anymore.”

I pulled my hand away, suddenly needing space between us. The woman sitting beside me was both familiar and a stranger—still my Meredith, but transformed by her experience with Charlie. The realization that I might lose her entirely if I didn’t agree to this arrangement hung between us like a guillotine blade.

“So what you’re saying is, I either watch you be with other men, or you’ll be with them behind my back?” The words tasted bitter on my tongue.

Meredith flinched at my harsh phrasing but didn’t deny it. “I want to be honest with you. I won’t lie to you…”

Despite my best efforts, I was insanely turned on by this lurid admission.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. Even as my wife was essentially threatening to cheat on me, my body was responding with unmistakable arousal. The conflict between my emotions and physical reaction was dizzying.

“You’re actually turned on by this,” Meredith said, her voice tinged with surprise as she noticed the obvious bulge in my pants. “Peter, you’re getting hard just talking about me being with other men.”

I couldn’t deny it. My cock strained painfully against my zipper, betraying my true feelings despite the turmoil in my mind.

“I don’t understand it either,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “It should make me angry, jealous... but instead...”

“Instead you want to watch me again,” she finished for me, moving closer on the couch. Her hand came to rest on my thigh, dangerously close to my erection. “You want to see me take Charlie’s big black cock again, don’t you? Maybe even someone else…another black bull…maybe two at the same time…?”

The crude words coming from my usually proper wife sent another jolt of electricity through me. I nodded, unable to form words.

Meredith’s eyes darkened with desire as she leaned in closer. “What if we tried something different next time?” she whispered against my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “What if I didn’t just take him…but I took him and one of his friends?

I felt my cock throb painfully at her words. The image she’d planted in my mind—Meredith between two massive black men, taking them both—was almost too much to bear.

“What are you saying?” I managed to ask, my voice cracking.

Meredith’s hand moved higher on my thigh, her fingers brushing against my straining erection. “I’m saying that if we’re going to do this, why not explore all the possibilities?” Her eyes met mine, dark with desire. “Charlie mentioned he has friends who are experienced with couples like us. Men who understand the dynamics.”

I swallowed hard, trying to process what she was suggesting. My wife—my proper, sometimes uptight wife—was proposing a threesome with two well-endowed black men.

“Would you want that?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Meredith bit her lower lip, that now-familiar gesture of arousal. “Fuck yes. I’ve been thinking about it non-stop since that night.” Her hand squeezed my thigh gently.

The honesty in her voice cut through me. She wasn’t hiding her desires anymore—she was laying them bare, trusting me with her most intimate fantasies.

“I don’t know if I can handle watching you with two black men like that…”

“Oh, Peter…What did I tell you?” she nibbled on my ear, “this is happening with or without you there…”

“Fuck that’s hot,” I whispered, unable to control myself.

“Show me how much you want this,” Meredith whispered, her hand moving to my zipper. “Show me how turned on you are by the thought of me taking two big black cocks.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. My wife—the woman I’d married—was unzipping my pants with deliberate slowness while describing her fantasies about other men. My cock strained painfully against my boxers as her fingers traced the outline.

“Tell me more,” I gasped as she freed me from my underwear. “Tell me exactly what you want to do with them.”

Meredith’s hand wrapped around my shaft, her wedding ring glinting as she began to stroke me. “I want them both inside me at the same time,” she said, her voice husky with desire.

“You mean, anal?” I whispered.

She shook her head no.

“No I want them both inside my tight, white, married pussy at the same time…”

My hips bucked involuntarily at her words. The image was so vivid, so obscene, that I could barely contain myself.

“Two of them?” I gasped, my cock jerking in her hand at the obscene thought. “You think you could handle that?”

Meredith’s eyes locked with mine, her hand working my shaft with deliberate strokes. “I don’t know,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “But I’d love to try. Imagine it, Peter—both of them fucking my pussy until they both exploded deep inside me…”

The words should have hurt, but instead, they sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My hips bucked involuntarily as Meredith’s grip tightened around me.

“Fuck,” I groaned as Meredith’s hand worked me with increasing speed. “That’s so dirty.”

“Say it,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear. “Say you want to watch me take two black men.”

I couldn’t believe what I was about to say, but the words tumbled out anyway. “I want to watch you take two black men,” I gasped, my hips rising to meet her strokes. “I want to see you stretched around both their cocks.”

Meredith moaned at my admission, her free hand moving to her own breast, squeezing it through her shirt. “What else?” she demanded, her voice breathless with desire. “Tell me what you want to see them do to me.”

My mind raced with images—Meredith on her knees between two massive black men, her small hands struggling to contain their enormous cocks. Meredith on her back, legs spread wide as they took turns filling her. Meredith bent over, taking one from behind while another thrust into her mouth.

“I want to see them use you,” I admitted, my voice hoarse with lust. “I want to watch them make you their slut.”

The crude word sent a visible shiver through Meredith’s body. Her hand tightened around my cock as she leaned in closer.

“That’s what I want to be,” she whispered, her hand moving faster on my cock. “Their white slut. Your slut wife. I want to be filled with their black seed while you watch.”

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my back arching off the couch as I came in hot, thick spurts across Meredith’s hand. She watched with fascination as I emptied myself, her eyes wide with something between triumph and hunger.

When the last pulse subsided, she brought her cum-covered hand to her lips and slowly licked my release from her fingers, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Did that feel good?” she asked, her voice innocent despite the depraved act.

“Yes,” I gasped, still trying to catch my breath. “Too good.”

Meredith smiled, a slow, knowing smile that transformed her face. “Then imagine how good it will feel when you watch me take them both for real.” She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “Charlie texted me today. He has a friend named Freddie who’s interested in meeting us.”

My heart skipped a beat. This was happening—faster than I could process.

“You’ve been talking to Charlie?” I asked, trying to keep the jealousy from my voice. But already my cock was beginning to harden again at the thought of her bold infidelity.

Meredith nodded, her expression open and honest. “Just a few texts. He asked how we were doing and mentioned that his friend Freddie was interested in meeting a couple like us.”

My stomach tightened at the casual way she mentioned this—like discussing dinner plans rather than arranging for two men to fuck my wife. But even as jealousy flared, I couldn’t deny the renewed arousal coursing through me.

“What did you tell him?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Meredith’s eyes met mine, a mixture of excitement and nervousness evident in their blue depths. “I told him we’d think about it. That we needed to discuss it first.” Her hand moved back to my cock, which was already hardening again despite my recent release. “But I think we both know what we want.”

I closed my eyes, trying to process the conflicting emotions surging through me. The thought of Meredith with one black man had been intense enough—but two? The image was both terrifying and intoxicating.

“Would you really be able to handle both of them?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

Meredith’s hand tightened around me, her thumb brushing over the sensitive head. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I’m going to find out…and you’re going to watch.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned as another orgasm threatened to bubble over…


Chapter 4

Before I knew it plans were in place and the whole thing was in motion.

I watched in stunned silence as Meredith texted Charlie, her fingers flying across the screen with a confidence I’d never seen before. The woman before me was transformed—her eyes bright, her movements fluid, her entire demeanor radiating a newfound sexual energy that both terrified and aroused me.

“They’re available Friday night,” she announced, setting her phone down on the coffee table. “Charlie and Freddie both.”

“Friday?” I repeated, my voice sounding distant to my own ears. “That’s only three days away.”

Meredith nodded, her expression a mixture of excitement and apprehension. “I know it’s soon, but...” She trailed off, her eyes meeting mine. “I can’t stop thinking about it, Peter. I’ve been wet all week just imagining it.”

The crude admission sent another jolt of arousal through me despite my conflicted emotions. My cock, which had softened after my recent release, began to stir again at the thought of what Friday might bring.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “Two men at once... that’s a lot.”

Meredith moved closer to me on the couch, her hand coming to rest on my thigh. “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she said, her eyes locked with mine.

“I need this, Peter. And you know it too. I need to know what it feels like to be completely filled, completely taken. I need that pleasure, that freedom again.”

The desperation in her voice cut through me. This wasn’t just about sex anymore—it was about fulfillment, about discovering something fundamental about herself that had been missing our entire marriage.

“Okay,” I said finally, the word feeling like both a surrender and an acceptance. “Friday it is.”

Meredith’s face lit up with such pure joy that for a moment, I forgot all my reservations. She threw her arms around me, kissing me with an intensity that took my breath away.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my lips. “Thank you for understanding what I need.”

I held her close, trying to ignore the conflicting emotions warring within me. Part of me was terrified of what Friday would bring—of watching my wife with not one but two men who could give her what I never could. But another part—a growing, insistent part—was already imagining the scene, my cock hardening at the thought of watching Meredith completely surrender to pleasure.

The next three days passed in a blur of anticipation and anxiety. Meredith moved through our home like a woman possessed—constantly touching herself, constantly aroused, constantly whispering about what Friday would bring. She bought new lingerie, practiced different positions in front of our bedroom mirror, and spent hours researching how to prepare for what she called “double penetration.” The transformation was both fascinating and frightening to witness.

By Friday evening, I was a nervous wreck. My stomach churned with anxiety as I watched Meredith prepare for our guests. She moved through our bedroom with deliberate grace, applying makeup with a steady hand despite the anticipation clearly visible in her eyes.

“You look beautiful,” I said as she slipped into the black lace teddy she’d purchased specifically for tonight.

Meredith turned to face me, her eyes bright with excitement and nerves. “Do you think they’ll like it?” she asked, running her hands down the sides of her body.

“They’d be crazy not to,” I replied, though the thought of Charlie and Freddie appreciating her beauty sent conflicting emotions surging through me.

The doorbell rang at precisely 8 PM, making us both jump. Meredith’s eyes met mine, a mixture of excitement and apprehension evident in their blue depths.

“This is it,” she whispered, reaching for my hand. “Are you ready?”

I wasn’t sure if I’d ever be ready, but I nodded anyway. “Let’s do this.”


Chapter 5

I opened the door to find Charlie standing there, his massive frame filling our doorway. Beside him stood another man—tall, though slightly shorter than Charlie, with a leaner build but equally impressive musculature. His skin was a shade lighter than Charlie’s, almost the color of rich coffee with cream. His eyes were dark and intelligent, studying me with quiet intensity.

“Peter, good to see you again,” Charlie said, extending his massive hand. His grip was firm, confident. “This is Freddie.”

Freddie nodded, offering his own hand. “Nice to meet you,” he said, his voice deeper than I expected, with a hint of a Caribbean accent.

“Come in,” I managed, stepping aside to let them enter our home.

As they moved past me, I couldn’t help but notice how they filled the space—not just physically, but with an energy that made our modest foyer feel suddenly smaller. They were both dressed casually but well—Charlie in dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that accentuated his broad shoulders, Freddie in khakis and a button-down that strained slightly across his chest.

Meredith appeared at the top of the stairs, and the effect was immediate. Both men turned to look at her, their expressions shifting from polite interest to naked appreciation. She descended slowly, her black teddy visible beneath a sheer robe that did nothing to conceal her body.

“Hello again,” she said to Charlie, her voice steady despite the obvious tension in her body. Then her eyes moved to Freddie, taking in his tall frame with undisguised interest. “And you must be Freddie.”

Freddie smiled, his white teeth gleaming against his dark skin. “The pleasure is all mine,” he said, his Caribbean accent more pronounced now. “Charlie didn’t exaggerate when he described you.”

Meredith’s cheeks flushed with pleasure at the compliment. She moved to stand beside me, her hand finding mine and squeezing it gently. I could feel her trembling slightly—with excitement rather than fear, I realized.

“Can I get you both a drink?” I offered, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“Bourbon for me,” Charlie said, his eyes never leaving Meredith. “Neat.”

“Same,” Freddie added, his gaze equally fixed on my wife.

I moved to our small bar, grateful for the momentary distraction. As I poured the drinks, I could hear the low murmur of conversation behind me—Charlie asking Meredith if she’d been thinking about tonight, Freddie complimenting our home. The casual intimacy of their voices made my stomach clench with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

When I turned back with the drinks, I found Meredith sitting on our couch with Charlie beside her, his massive hand resting lightly on her thigh. The sight made my breath catch in my throat. Freddie sat in the armchair across from them, his eyes dark with desire as they roamed over Meredith’s exposed body.

“Thank you,” Charlie said as I handed him his bourbon, his fingers brushing against mine. The casual contact felt weighted with meaning.

Freddie took his drink with a nod of thanks, his eyes never leaving Meredith. “So,” he said, taking a sip, “Charlie tells me you enjoyed your first experience.”

Meredith’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t look away. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice steady despite the obvious arousal in her eyes. “It was... transformative.”

I sat beside her, my thigh pressing against hers. The tension in the room was palpable—a mixture of anticipation, desire, and something darker, more primal.

“I’ve been thinking about it non-stop,” Meredith continued, her hand finding mine and squeezing it gently. “About what it would feel like to have both of you at once.”

Freddie’s eyes darkened at her words. “And what have you imagined?” he asked, his Caribbean accent becoming more pronounced.

Meredith took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling visibly beneath the sheer fabric. “I’ve imagined being stretched beyond what I thought was possible,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I’ve imagined being completely filled, completely taken.”

Charlie’s hand moved higher on her thigh, his dark fingers creating a stark contrast against her pale skin. “And you’re ready for that?” he asked, his deep voice resonating through our living room.

Meredith nodded, her eyes finding mine. “I think so,” she said. Then she turned to Freddie. “But I’m a little nervous about taking both of you at once.”

Freddie smiled, setting his drink down and leaning forward. “We’ll take it slow,” he assured her, his eyes never leaving hers. “We’ll make sure you’re ready.”

I watched the exchange with a mixture of emotions I couldn’t quite name. Part of me wanted to stop this, to send these men away and reclaim my wife. But another part—a growing, insistent part—was fascinated by the transformation happening before my eyes.

“Maybe we should move to the bedroom,” Charlie suggested, his hand still possessively on Meredith’s thigh.

Meredith looked at me, her eyes asking a silent question. I nodded, unable to form words as I watched my wife rise from the couch, flanked by these two massive men who would soon be taking her in ways I never could.


Chapter 6

I followed them upstairs, my heart hammering in my chest. The sight of my petite wife walking between these two massive men—both taller than her by nearly a foot—created a tableau that was both terrifying and mesmerizing. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, the sheer robe doing nothing to conceal the black lace teddy beneath.

When we reached our bedroom, I felt a strange sense of displacement. This was our space—the place where we’d shared our most intimate moments for years. Now it was about to become something else entirely.

Charlie turned to face me, his expression serious but not unkind. “Are you sure about this?” he asked, his deep voice resonating through the room. “Once we start, there’s no going back.”

I looked at Meredith, who was watching me with an expression of desperate hope mixed with raw hunger. Her eyes pleaded with me—not just for permission, but for understanding.

“I’m sure,” I said, though my voice cracked slightly. “I want this for her.”

Charlie nodded, then turned to Freddie. “You take the lead. I’ll help her get ready.”

Freddie approached Meredith slowly, his movements deliberate and confident. He was taller than I’d initially thought—at least 6’3”—with a lean but powerful build. His hands moved to her shoulders, sliding the sheer robe off slowly. It pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in just the black lace teddy.

“You’re even more beautiful than Charlie described,” Freddie said, his Caribbean accent thickening as his eyes roamed over her body. “So petite, so perfect.”

Meredith’s breath caught as Freddie’s hands moved to the straps of her teddy, sliding them down her shoulders with deliberate slowness. I watched, transfixed, as the lace fell away to reveal her breasts—small but perfect, her nipples already hard with anticipation.

“Turn around,” Freddie instructed, his voice deeper now.

Meredith complied, presenting her back to him. His hands moved to the clasp of her teddy, unhooking it with practiced ease. The garment fell away, leaving her completely naked except for her wedding ring and a pair of black lace panties.

“Beautiful,” Charlie murmured, moving to stand beside me. His massive frame seemed to dwarf mine as we both watched Freddie guide Meredith toward the bed.

“Lie down,” Freddie instructed, his voice gentle but commanding.

Meredith climbed onto our bed, her movements graceful despite the obvious tension in her body. She lay back against the pillows, her blonde hair splayed around her like a halo, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. Her eyes found mine, filled with a mixture of excitement and nervousness.

Charlie moved to the side of the bed, his massive frame looming over Meredith’s petite body. “We’re going to take good care of you,” he promised, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room. “Just relax and let us know if anything hurts.”

Freddie positioned himself between Meredith’s legs, his hands running up her thighs with deliberate slowness. The contrast was striking—his dark fingers against her pale skin, his massive hands making her delicate limbs look even smaller.

“Spread your legs wider,” Freddie instructed, his Caribbean accent more pronounced now.

Meredith complied, her thighs trembling as she exposed herself completely. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene—my wife, naked and vulnerable, spread open for these two men who would soon be taking her in ways I never could.

Charlie moved to the head of the bed, his massive hands coming to rest on Meredith’s shoulders. “Breathe,” he instructed, his voice surprisingly gentle. “We’re going to make you feel good.”

Freddie’s fingers traced the edge of Meredith’s panties, his touch light but deliberate. “These need to come off,” he said, hooking his fingers into the waistband.

Meredith lifted her hips, allowing Freddie to slide the black lace down her legs. The sight of her completely naked, her wedding ring the only thing adorning her body, sent a confusing jolt of arousal through me. This was my wife—the woman I’d married—yet she was about to experience pleasure I could never give her.

“Beautiful,” Freddie murmured, his eyes dark with desire as he took in the sight of Meredith’s exposed body. “So perfect.”

Charlie’s hands moved to Meredith’s breasts, his dark fingers creating a stark contrast against her pale skin. She gasped as he cupped them, her back arching slightly off the bed.

“She’s already wet,” Charlie observed, his eyes meeting mine over Meredith’s body. “Can you see how excited she is?”

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched Charlie’s massive hands explore my wife’s body. His touch was confident, possessive—like he already knew every inch of her.

Freddie positioned himself between Meredith’s legs, his fingers tracing her folds with deliberate slowness. “Look at how wet she is,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “So ready for us.”

Meredith moaned as Freddie’s finger entered her, her eyes fluttering closed. I watched, transfixed, as he worked that single digit inside her, preparing her for what was to come.

“We need to get her ready for both of us,” Charlie said, his hands still working Meredith’s breasts. “She’s going to need to be stretched.”

Freddie nodded, adding a second finger. Meredith’s breath hitched, her back arching as he worked deeper inside her.

“That’s it,” Freddie encouraged, his Caribbean accent more pronounced as his arousal grew. “Open up for me, baby.”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some primal need to witness every moment of what was unfolding. Meredith’s eyes opened, finding mine across the room.

“Peter,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire and uncertainty. “Are you watching this?”

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched Freddie’s fingers disappear inside her. The sight was mesmerizing—his dark hand working between her pale thighs, her body accepting his intrusion with increasing enthusiasm.

“I’m going to get her ready for us,” Freddie said, his eyes meeting Charlie’s over Meredith’s trembling body. “We need to make sure she can take both of us.”

Charlie nodded, his massive hands moving down Meredith’s sides with deliberate slowness. “I’ll help,” he said, his deep voice resonating through the room.

I watched, transfixed, as Charlie positioned himself beside Freddie. The contrast was striking—both men tall and powerful, their dark skin creating a stark visual against Meredith’s pale body. They moved with a synchronicity that suggested this wasn’t their first time working together.

“Spread your legs wider,” Charlie instructed, his voice gentle but commanding. “Let us see all of you.”

Meredith complied immediately, her thighs trembling as she exposed herself completely. Her eyes found mine again, filled with a mixture of excitement and nervousness.

“This might feel strange at first,” Freddie warned, his Caribbean accent more pronounced as he positioned himself between her legs. “But I promise it will feel amazing.”

Before I could process what was happening, Freddie lowered his head between Meredith’s thighs. The sight of him there—his dark face buried in my wife’s most intimate place—sent a jolt of electricity through me. Meredith’s back arched off the bed, a strangled moan escaping her lips.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, her hands tangling in Freddie’s short dark hair. “That feels incredible.”

Charlie watched with evident appreciation, his massive hands moving to Meredith’s breasts, kneading them with deliberate pressure. “She’s so responsive,” he observed, his eyes meeting mine over Meredith’s trembling body. “So hungry for pleasure.”

I couldn’t look away as Freddie’s tongue worked between Meredith’s folds, his movements confident and skilled. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her hips rising to meet each stroke of his tongue.

“That’s it,” Charlie encouraged, his hands still working Meredith’s breasts. “Let him taste you. Show your husband how much you’re enjoying this.”

Meredith’s eyes found mine again, glazed with pleasure but still seeking connection. “Peter,” she moaned, her voice barely recognizable. “It feels so good.”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some primal need to witness her pleasure up close. Freddie’s tongue moved with increasing speed, his dark hands gripping Meredith’s thighs to hold her in place. The sight was obscene and hypnotic—my wife’s pale body writhing beneath this massive man’s skilled attention.

“Charlie,” Meredith gasped, her hand reaching out blindly. “Please...”

Charlie understood immediately. He moved to the side of the bed, his massive hands working at his belt. “You want this?” he asked, his deep voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Meredith moaned, her eyes fixed on Charlie’s hands as he freed himself from his jeans. “Please, I need it.”

Freddie continued his relentless work on Meredith’s center, his tongue working with devastating precision. I watched, transfixed, as Charlie positioned himself beside Meredith’s head, his enormous cock now fully erect and impossibly large.

“Open your mouth,” Charlie commanded, his voice deep and authoritative.

Meredith complied immediately, her lips parting as Charlie guided his massive cock toward her face. The contrast was striking—his dark, thick shaft hovering above her pale, delicate features. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as the swollen head pressed against her lips, stretching them wider than I’d ever seen.

“That’s it,” Charlie groaned as Meredith’s mouth stretched around him. “Take what you can.”

Freddie’s tongue never slowed its assault, his dark hands gripping Meredith’s thighs to hold her in place as she accepted Charlie’s massive intrusion. Her eyes rolled back, a muffled moan vibrating around Charlie’s shaft as both men worked her simultaneously.

I moved closer to the bed, my cock painfully hard as I watched my wife being pleasured by these two massive men. The sight was both devastating and intoxicating—Meredith’s body stretched and filled in ways I never could have managed.

“Look at her take it,” Charlie growled, his hips moving in small thrusts as he fed more of himself into Meredith’s mouth. “Your wife’s a natural, Peter.”

Freddie looked up from between Meredith’s thighs, his dark eyes meeting mine. “She tastes incredible,” he said, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “So sweet and wet for us.”

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched the scene unfold. Meredith’s body trembled between them, her moans growing more desperate as Freddie’s tongue worked with increasing speed.

“I think she’s close,” Freddie observed, his fingers joining his tongue in their relentless assault. “She’s about to come on my face.”

Charlie’s thrusts became more deliberate, his massive hands tangled in Meredith’s blonde hair. “That’s it, baby girl,” he encouraged. “Come for us. Show your husband what real pleasure looks like.”

Meredith’s back arched impossibly high, a strangled cry escaping around Charlie’s shaft. Her entire body tensed, her thighs trembling as the first wave crashed through her. I watched in awe as she came apart, her face contorted with pleasure unlike anything I’d ever witnessed.

“Fuck,” Charlie groaned, pulling back slightly as Meredith’s orgasm continued to rock through her. “She’s squeezing my cock with her throat.”

Freddie never slowed his assault, his tongue working Meredith through her climax with relentless precision. Her body jerked and twitched, small sounds of pleasure escaping around Charlie’s shaft.

“That’s just the beginning,” Freddie promised, his eyes meeting mine over Meredith’s trembling body. “We’ve barely started with her.”

I watched, transfixed, as Meredith’s orgasm finally subsided. Her eyes were glazed, unfocused, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. Charlie slowly withdrew from her mouth, his massive cock glistening with her saliva.

“Ready for more?” he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

Meredith nodded, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Peter,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I need more.”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some invisible force. I reached out, taking Meredith’s hand in mine. Her fingers were trembling, her skin flushed with pleasure and anticipation.

“I’m here,” I whispered, squeezing her hand gently. “I’m watching.”

Charlie positioned himself between Meredith’s legs, his massive cock now fully erect and even more intimidating than before. The contrast was striking—his dark, thick shaft hovering above her pale, delicate entrance.

“Are you ready for me?” he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

Meredith nodded, her eyes locked with mine. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please.”

Charlie guided himself to her entrance, the massive head pressing against her opening. I watched, transfixed, as her body initially resisted, then gradually began to yield to his enormous size.

“That’s it,” Charlie encouraged, his voice gentle despite his imposing presence. “Take me slowly.”

Meredith’s grip on my hand tightened as Charlie pushed forward, the first few inches disappearing inside her. Her breath caught, her back arching slightly off the bed.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her eyes widening. “It’s so big.”

Freddie moved to the head of the bed, positioning himself beside Meredith. His cock was equally impressive—slightly thinner than Charlie’s but longer, with a pronounced upward curve. He stroked himself slowly, his dark eyes never leaving the point where Charlie was entering my wife.

“Look at her take it,” Freddie murmured, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “She’s so tight around him.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Charlie continued his slow, deliberate advance. Meredith’s body trembled beneath him, small sounds of pleasure and discomfort escaping her lips.

“You’re doing so well,” Charlie praised, his massive hands gripping Meredith’s hips. “Just a little more.”

Another inch disappeared inside her, and Meredith’s eyes rolled back, a strangled moan escaping her throat. Her grip on my hand became almost painful, but I welcomed it—the connection keeping me grounded in this surreal moment.

“More,” Meredith gasped, her voice taking on a desperate edge I’d never heard before. “Please, Charlie, give me more of that big black cock.”

I watched in shock as my wife transformed before my eyes. Gone was the tentative woman who’d been nervous about taking Charlie just a week ago. In her place was someone I barely recognized—a creature of pure, unadulterated lust.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Charlie growled, his hips beginning to move with more purpose. “Take this black dick.”

“Yes,” Meredith moaned, her eyes rolling back as Charlie pushed deeper. “Fuck me with that BBC. Stretch my white pussy open.”

The crude words coming from Meredith’s lips sent a jolt through me. This wasn’t just dirty talk—this was a complete surrender, a transformation that both terrified and aroused me beyond belief.

“Look at her,” Freddie said, his voice thick with desire as he stroked himself beside Meredith’s head. “She’s becoming a real slut for black cock.”

Meredith’s eyes snapped open, meeting mine across the room. “Peter,” she gasped, her voice breaking as Charlie thrust deeper. “I need this. I need his big black cock inside me.”

Charlie began to move with more rhythm now, his massive hips driving forward with deliberate force. Meredith’s body jerked with each thrust, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

“Fuck yes,” she cried out, her hands clutching at Charlie’s broad shoulders. “Give me that BBC. I need it so bad.”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some primal need to witness her complete transformation. Meredith’s face was flushed, her lips parted, her eyes glazed with a hunger I’d never seen before.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice taking on a commanding tone I didn’t recognize. “Fuck me harder with that big black dick.”

Charlie obliged, his thrusts becoming more powerful, more primal. The bed began to creak beneath them, the headboard knocking against the wall with each powerful stroke.

“That’s it,” Meredith screamed, her back arching off the bed. “Oh god, that’s so deep. I can feel you in my stomach.”

Freddie moved closer, his cock now fully erect and glistening with pre-cum. “She’s ready for more,” he said, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “She needs both of us.”

Charlie’s pace increased, his massive body driving into Meredith with relentless force. I watched, transfixed, as my wife came completely undone beneath him—her usual reserve shattered, replaced by a raw, animal hunger.

“Yes!” she screamed, her body tensing. “I’m coming! I’m coming on that big black cock!”

Her orgasm crashed through her with devastating force. Her back arched impossibly high, her thighs trembling as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her. Charlie never slowed his pace, driving her through the climax with powerful thrusts that made the entire bed shake.

“More,” Meredith gasped when the first wave subsided, her voice hoarse but insistent. “I need both of you. Please, I need you both inside me.”

Freddie positioned himself at Meredith’s entrance, his cock pressing against her already stretched opening. The sight was almost unbelievable—two massive black cocks vying for position at my wife’s entrance.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Meredith moaned, her eyes wild with desire. “Please, I need you both. I need to feel you stretching me open.”

Charlie pulled out slightly, making room for Freddie to position himself. The contrast between their dark shafts and Meredith’s pale, flushed skin was hypnotic. I couldn’t look away as they both pressed forward, their massive heads stretching her beyond what seemed physically possible.

“Slowly,” Charlie instructed, his deep voice resonating through our bedroom. “We need to take this slow.”

Meredith shook her head frantically, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow. “No, don’t go slow. I can take it. I need it hard. Please, fuck me with those big black cocks.”

Her transformation was complete—the proper, sometimes uptight woman I’d married was gone, replaced by a creature of pure, unadulterated lust. The crude words flowing from her lips sent a confusing jolt of arousal through me.

“Beg for it,” Freddie demanded, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “Tell us what you want, white girl.”

Meredith’s eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still seeking connection. “Peter,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I need this. I need their big black cocks inside me. Please let them fuck me.”

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched the scene unfold. Charlie and Freddie began to press forward in tandem, their massive shafts stretching Meredith wider than I thought possible. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream, her body trembling with the intrusion.

“That’s it,” Charlie growled, his massive hands gripping Meredith’s hips. “Take us both.”

Freddie moved with surprising gentleness, easing himself alongside Charlie’s enormous cock. I watched in awe as Meredith’s body accepted them both, her entrance stretching to accommodate their combined girth.

“Oh my GOD,” she screamed, her back arching off the bed. “It’s so big. I can feel you everywhere.”

Charlie began to move first, establishing a slow, deliberate rhythm. His massive cock slid in and out alongside Freddie’s, the sight almost too obscene to believe. Meredith’s face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure unlike anything I’d ever seen.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, her voice taking on a commanding tone I didn’t recognize. “Fuck me harder with those BBCs. I need to feel you deep inside me.”

Charlie obliged, increasing his pace. His powerful thrusts drove both cocks deeper into Meredith’s stretched opening. The wet sounds of their connection filled the room, punctuated by Meredith’s increasingly desperate moans.

“That’s it,” Freddie encouraged, his Caribbean accent more pronounced as his arousal grew. “Take all this black cock, white girl.”

“Yes,” Meredith gasped, her eyes rolling back. “Give me all that BBC. I need it so bad.”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some primal need to witness every moment of her complete surrender. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched my wife take these two massive men.

“Harder,” Meredith demanded, her voice rising to a fevered pitch. “Fuck me like the white slut I am! I need to be stretched by your big black cocks!”

The transformation was complete. My wife—my proper, sometimes uptight Meredith—had become something else entirely. Her eyes were wild, unfocused, her body writhing between these two massive men with an abandon I’d never witnessed.

“Please,” she begged, her voice cracking with desperation. “Fill me up. I need to feel your cum inside me. I need to be filled with black seed.”

Charlie and Freddie exchanged glances over her trembling body, a silent communication passing between them. Then they began to move in unison, their massive cocks sliding in and out of Meredith’s stretched opening with devastating precision.

“Yes!” she screamed, her back arching off the bed. “That’s it! Fuck your white slut! Make me your bitch!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This wasn’t just dirty talk—this was a complete surrender, a transformation that both terrified and aroused me beyond belief.

“Tell us what you want,” Charlie demanded, his deep voice resonating through our bedroom. “Tell us exactly what you need.”

Meredith’s eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still seeking connection. “Peter,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I need them to breed me. I need their black seed inside me. Please, let them cum inside me.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My wife—my Meredith—was begging to be bred by these men. The crude request should have devastated me, but instead, my cock strained painfully against my pants.

“That’s it,” Freddie encouraged, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “Tell us how bad you want this black cock to fill you up.”

“Please,” Meredith sobbed, her body trembling between them. “I need it so bad. I need to feel your cum flooding my white pussy. I want to be filled with black seed. I want to feel it dripping out of me.”

Charlie’s pace increased, his massive cock driving deeper alongside Freddie’s. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard knocking against the wall with each powerful thrust.

“You hear that?” Charlie growled, his eyes meeting mine over Meredith’s trembling body. “Your wife wants to be bred by black cock. She wants us to fill her up.”

I nodded, unable to form words as I watched the scene unfold. My wife—the woman I’d married—was begging to be filled with another man’s seed. Two men’s seed. The thought should have destroyed me, but instead, I felt a confusing surge of arousal.

“Please,” Meredith begged, her voice taking on a desperate edge. “I need to feel you cum inside me. I need your black seed flooding my womb. Make me pregnant with your babies.”

The words sent a jolt through me. This wasn’t just about pleasure anymore—this was about something primal, something fundamental. My wife was asking these men to breed her, to fill her with their seed in a way that went beyond mere physical pleasure.

“You want that?” Freddie asked, his Caribbean accent more pronounced as his arousal grew. “You want this black cock to breed you?”

“Yes! “Please, I need it!” Meredith screamed, her voice raw and desperate. “Breed this white pussy! Flood me with your black seed! I want to feel you both explode inside me!”

I watched in stunned disbelief as my wife transformed into someone I barely recognized. Her face was flushed, her eyes wild with a hunger that bordered on madness. She thrashed beneath Charlie and Freddie, her small body stretched impossibly wide around their combined girth.

“Fuck yes!” she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fill me up! I need to feel your black cum dripping out of me!”

Charlie’s pace became more frantic, his massive cock sliding in and out alongside Freddie’s with increasing speed. The sight was obscene—my wife’s pale entrance stretched around two enormous black shafts, her wedding ring glinting as her hands clutched at the sheets.

“Tell your husband what you want,” Freddie demanded, his Caribbean accent thick with desire. “Tell him what this black cock is doing to you.”

Meredith’s eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still somehow focused. “Peter,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I need this. I need their big black cocks breeding me. I want to feel their seed flooding my white pussy. Please let them cum inside me.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched my wife beg to be filled with another man’s seed. Two men’s seed. The crude request should have devastated me, but instead, I felt a confusing surge of arousal.

“That’s it,” Charlie growled, his massive body driving forward with increasing force. “Tell him how much you love this black dick.”

“I love it,” Meredith sobbed, her body trembling between them. “I love your big black cock stretching me open. I’ve never felt anything like it. Please don’t stop. Fuck me harder!”

I moved closer to the bed, drawn by some primal need to witness her complete surrender. My hand moved to my own cock, stroking it through my pants as I watched my wife come completely undone.

“Harder!” she screamed, her voice taking on a commanding tone I’d never heard before. “Fuck this white slut like you own her! Make me your bitch!”

Charlie and Freddie exchanged glances over her trembling body, a silent communication passing between them. Then they began to move in perfect synchrony, their massive cocks sliding in and out of Meredith’s stretched opening with devastating precision.

“Yes!” she wailed, her back arching off the bed. “That’s it! Fuck me with those big black cocks! I need to feel you deep inside me!”

I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. My wife—my proper, sometimes uptight Meredith—had become a creature of pure, unadulterated lust. Her eyes were wild, unfocused, her body writhing between these two massive men with an abandon I’d never witnessed.

“Keep talking like that bitch, keep dirty talking like a good white whore!” Freddie demanded, his voice deep and commanding. “Tell us exactly what you need from this black cock.”

Meredith’s eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as another wave of pleasure crashed through her.

“Fill me up!” Meredith screamed, her voice raw and desperate. “Please, I need your black seed inside me!”

Charlie’s massive body tensed, his powerful thrusts becoming erratic. “I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his deep voice resonating through our bedroom. “Gonna fill this white pussy up.”

Freddie wasn’t far behind, his Caribbean accent thickening as his rhythm faltered. “Me too, baby girl. Gonna flood you with this black seed.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as both men reached their climax. Charlie’s massive cock pulsed visibly inside Meredith, his entire body shuddering as he emptied himself deep within her. Freddie followed moments later, his leaner frame tensing as he joined Charlie in filling my wife with their seed.

“Oh God, yes!” Meredith wailed, her back arching completely off the bed. “I can feel it! I can feel you both cumming inside me!”

The sight was obscene and hypnotic—my wife’s pale body stretched around their dark shafts, her face contorted in ecstasy as she received their release. Charlie’s massive hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he continued to thrust, milking every last drop into her.

“That’s it,” he groaned, his voice strained with pleasure. “Take all this black seed.”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched my wife being filled by these two men. I fumbled with my zipper, freeing myself and stroking frantically as Meredith’s body continued to convulse beneath them.

“Peter,” she gasped, her eyes finding mine despite the overwhelming pleasure consuming her. “Come here. I need you too.”

I moved to the bed, my cock hard and leaking as I positioned myself above her cum-covered breasts. Meredith’s body was still trembling, small aftershocks rippling through her as Charlie and Freddie slowly withdrew, their massive cocks glistening with their combined release.

“Mark me,” Meredith whispered, her voice hoarse but insistent. “I need to feel all of you.”

My orgasm hit me with devastating force. I came in hot, thick spurts across Meredith’s pale breasts, my release mixing with the evidence of Charlie and Freddie’s pleasure. The sight was obscene and intoxicating—my wife’s body marked by all three of us.

But Meredith’s pleasure didn’t subside. Even as the men pulled away, her body continued to convulse, her back arching off the bed as wave after wave crashed through her.

“I can’t stop,” she gasped, her eyes wide with a mixture of pleasure and panic. “Oh God, I can’t stop coming!”

Charlie watched with evident satisfaction, his massive cock still semi-erect as he observed Meredith’s continued orgasm. “She’s having a continuous one,” he explained, his voice deep and knowing. “Sometimes happens...it’s the power of the BBC. The pleasure overloads their system.”

Freddie nodded, stroking himself slowly as he watched Meredith writhe on the bed. “She’s gonna be feeling that for a while.”

I moved closer to Meredith, taking her trembling hand in mine. Her grip was vice-like, her entire body shaking with the force.

Charlie moved to the other side of the bed, his massive hand coming to rest on Meredith’s quivering stomach. “Just breathe through it, baby girl. Let it happen.”

But Meredith couldn’t seem to stop. Her body continued to convulse, small aftershocks rippling through her as her orgasm stretched into minutes rather than seconds. Her breathing was ragged, her chest heaving as wave after wave crashed through her.

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” I whispered, both horrified and fascinated by my wife’s complete surrender to pleasure.

Freddie chuckled, his Caribbean accent more pronounced as he continued to stroke himself. “This is what happens when a white girl discovers what she’s been missing. Her body can’t handle all the pleasure at once.”

Meredith’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her back arched off the bed, her entire body tensing as another powerful wave hit her. “Fuck!” she screamed, her voice raw. “It’s too much! I can’t... I can’t stop!”

Charlie’s hand moved to her breast, his dark fingers creating a stark contrast against her pale, flushed skin. “That’s it, baby. Let it all out. Show your husband what real pleasure looks like.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Meredith’s orgasm continued to consume her. Her body was slick with sweat and cum, her blonde hair splayed across the pillow like a halo. She looked both beautiful and broken, completely surrendered to the pleasure these men had given her.

The sight of my wife writhing in pleasure that I couldn’t give her was both devastating and intoxicating. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth open in a silent scream as another wave crashed through her. I watched, transfixed, as Charlie’s massive hand moved to her stomach, feeling the contractions rippling through her.

“She’s gonna feel this for days,” Charlie murmured, his voice deep and satisfied. “Her body’s rewiring itself to this kind of pleasure.”

I couldn’t respond. My throat had closed up, my cock still painfully hard despite my recent release. The room smelled of sex—musky, primal, overwhelming. The evidence of what had just happened was everywhere—on Meredith’s trembling body, on the sheets, in the air itself.

“Peter,” Meredith gasped, her voice barely recognizable. “I can’t... I can’t feel my legs.”

Freddie moved closer, his dark eyes studying Meredith’s flushed face with evident satisfaction. “That’s normal,” he assured her, his Caribbean accent thicker than before. “Your body’s in shock from all that pleasure. It’ll pass.”

But Meredith’s orgasm showed no signs of subsiding. Her back continued to arch off the bed, her body jerking with involuntary spasms. Small sounds escaped her throat—not quite moans, not quite whimpers, but something in between.

“I’ve got her,” Charlie said, his massive hands moving to Meredith’s shoulders, holding her steady as another powerful wave hit her. “Breathe, baby girl. Just breathe through it.”

I watched helplessly as my wife surrendered completely to sensations I could never give her. The realization should have devastated me, but instead, I felt a confusing mixture of jealousy, arousal, and something darker—a primal satisfaction at witnessing her complete transformation.

“Water,” Meredith gasped, her voice hoarse. “I need water.”

I moved quickly to our bathroom, my legs unsteady beneath me. I filled a glass with cold water, my hands trembling so badly that I spilled some on the counter. When I returned, Charlie had positioned Meredith more comfortably on the bed, her head propped against pillows.

“Here,” I said, holding the glass to her lips. She drank greedily, water spilling down her chin and onto her cum-covered breasts.

“Thank you,” she whispered when she’d had enough. Her eyes found mine, glazed but still somehow focused. “Peter, I’m sorry. I didn’t know it would be like this.”

I stroked her hair, trying to ignore the evidence of the other men’s pleasure still glistening on her skin. “It’s okay,” I lied, my voice barely audible. “You needed this.”

Charlie and Freddie exchanged glances over Meredith’s trembling body. “We should probably get going,” Charlie said, his voice surprisingly gentle. “Give you two some time to process.”

I nodded, grateful for their understanding despite the circumstances. “Thank you,” I managed, though the words felt strange on my tongue. Thanking the men who had just fucked my wife senseless seemed surreal.

“Don’t thank us yet,” Freddie said with a knowing smile. “I have a feeling we’ll be seeing more of your beautiful wife.” His eyes moved to Meredith’s flushed face. “She’s a natural. Most women can’t handle what we just gave her, but your wife...” He shook his head in apparent admiration. “She’s special.”

Meredith’s eyes fluttered closed, a small smile playing at her lips despite her exhaustion. “I’ve never felt anything like that in my life,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. “It was like... like my entire body was being rewired.”

Charlie nodded, his expression knowing. “That’s what happens when you discover what you’ve been missing. Your body recognizes what it was designed for.”

The implication hung in the air between us—that Meredith’s body was designed for men like them, not for me. The thought should have devastated me, but instead, I felt a strange, almost masochistic satisfaction at witnessing her complete surrender.

“I’ll help you get cleaned up,” I told Meredith as Charlie and Freddie gathered their clothes. The evidence of their pleasure was everywhere—on her skin, on the sheets, inside her. The thought sent another confusing jolt of arousal through me.

When the men had dressed and left—promising to check in tomorrow—I helped Meredith to the shower. Her legs were still unsteady, her body trembling with aftershocks. As the hot water cascaded over us, I watched their seed wash from her body, swirling down the drain.

“That was...” Meredith began, but couldn’t seem to find the words.

“I know,” I said, helping her wash the evidence from her skin. My hands moved over her body—the same body I’d touched countless times before, but somehow different now. Transformed.

“I need more,” she whispered, her eyes meeting mine through the steam. “I can’t go back, Peter. I can’t pretend anymore.”

The water pounded against our skin as I processed her words. The woman before me was both familiar and a stranger—still my Meredith, but fundamentally changed by what she’d experienced.

“I understand,” I said finally, though I wasn’t sure I did. “We’ll figure this out.”

But as I helped her from the shower and wrapped her in a towel, I knew things would never be the same between us. The genie was out of the bottle, and there was no putting it back. My wife had discovered what she needed, and I was left to navigate the aftermath.

As we lay in bed that night, Meredith curled against my side, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Charlie had said. About her body being rewired. About her discovering what she was designed for.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if I was witnessing the beginning of the end of our marriage—or the beginning of something entirely new.

Only time would tell…


Epilogue

Six months later, I sat in our living room, watching as Meredith prepared for her date with a new bull named Marcus. She moved with a confidence I’d never seen before, her body language transformed since that first night with Charlie. The nervous, hesitant woman who’d once asked if her dress was “too much” was gone, replaced by someone who knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

“You look beautiful,” I said as she adjusted her earrings, the small diamonds catching the light. She wore a red dress that hugged her curves, the neckline dipping low enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. It was a dress that would have made her self-conscious before.

“Thank you,” she replied, turning to face me with a smile that lit up her entire face. “Marcus is taking me to that new restaurant downtown. The one with the rooftop bar.”

I nodded, trying to ignore the familiar twist of jealousy mixed with arousal that had become my constant companion these past months. “Have fun.”

Meredith moved toward me, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. She bent down and kissed me, her lips soft against mine. “I’ll be home by midnight,” she promised, her hand lingering on my shoulder. “And I’ll tell you everything.”

That was our arrangement now. She would go out with her lovers—all carefully selected black men who understood our dynamic—and then return home to me, recounting every detail while I reclaimed her, my cock hard and eager despite the knowledge of where she’d been.

“I love you,” I whispered against her lips.

“I love you too,” she replied, her eyes meeting mine with an honesty that still surprised me. “This doesn’t change that.”

The doorbell rang, and Meredith’s face lit up. “That’s him.”

I watched as she answered the door, greeting Marcus with a kiss that made my stomach clench. He was tall and muscular, his skin a rich chocolate brown, his smile bright against his dark features. He nodded to me respectfully as Meredith gathered her purse.

“We’ll be back later,” she said, her hand finding Marcus’s with an ease that still took my breath away.

After they left, I poured myself a whiskey and settled onto the couch, trying to focus on the book in my lap. But my mind kept wandering to Meredith, imagining what she and Marcus would do later that night. The images should have devastated me, but instead, they sent a familiar heat through my body.

Our marriage had changed dramatically since that first night with Charlie. What had begun as a one-time experiment had evolved into something neither of us could have predicted. Meredith had discovered a part of herself she’d been denying for years, and I had discovered a side of myself I never knew existed.

It wasn’t always easy. There were moments of jealousy, of doubt, of wondering if we were destroying what we’d built together. But through it all, our love remained, transformed but still strong.

The door opened around midnight, as promised. Meredith entered first, her hair slightly mussed, her lips swollen from kissing. Marcus followed, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back.

“Did you have a good time?” I asked, setting aside my book.

“The best,” Meredith replied, her eyes glowing with a satisfaction I’d come to recognize. “Marcus was incredible.”

I rose from the couch, my body already responding to the sight of my wife—flushed, happy, transformed. “I’m glad.”

Marcus nodded to me, his expression respectful despite the obvious intimacy he’d just shared with my wife. “She’s amazing,” he said, his deep voice resonating through our living room. “You’re a lucky man.”

The irony wasn’t lost on me—being called lucky while another man stood beside my wife, his hand still resting possessively on her back. And yet, in some strange way, I was lucky. Our marriage had survived what many wouldn’t, had evolved into something stronger, more honest than before.

“Thank you for bringing her home safely,” I said, extending my hand. It was a ritual we’d developed—acknowledgment, respect, transition.

Marcus shook my hand firmly. “Anytime,” he replied with a knowing smile. “She mentioned next weekend might work for both of you.”

I nodded, already anticipating the date in my calendar. “We’ll confirm.”

After Marcus left, Meredith moved toward me, her steps slightly unsteady. The scent of her perfume mixed with something else—the musky, primal smell of sex that had become as familiar as my own cologne.

“Tell me everything,” I whispered, pulling her into my arms.

And she did. In vivid, explicit detail, she described her evening—the restaurant, the wine, the way Marcus had taken her in the back of his car, then again at his apartment. Her words painted pictures in my mind, images that should have hurt but instead sent heat coursing through my body.

“I love you,” she said when she’d finished, her eyes meeting mine with an honesty that still took my breath away. “This doesn’t change that.”

“I know,” I replied, and I meant it. What had begun as an experiment had transformed our marriage into something deeper, more honest than before. We’d found a balance that worked for us—her freedom to explore her desires, my role as her anchor, the man she always came home to.

As I led her to our bedroom, I couldn’t help but reflect on how far we’d come. That first night with Charlie had been terrifying, exhilarating, transformative. And now, six months later, we’d settled into a rhythm that felt almost natural.

“What are you thinking?” Meredith asked as I helped her out of her dress, revealing the black lingerie beneath.

“How much you’ve changed,” I admitted, my hands moving over her body—the same body, yet somehow different now. More confident, more alive. “How much we’ve both changed.”

Meredith smiled, her fingers working at my belt. “For the better,” she said, her voice certain. “I’ve never been happier, Peter. Never felt more like myself.”

As I entered her that night, reclaiming what was always mine despite her adventures, I realized she was right. Our marriage wasn’t conventional, wasn’t what either of us had expected when we’d said our vows. But it was ours—honest, passionate, real.

And in the end, that was all that mattered.

THE END
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Overture

Overture 1:

HIS WIFE SQUEEZED his hand and he squeezed back. The plane pitched slightly as they made their descent, bobbing up and down on choppy air like a speedboat on rough water. It had been a bumpy ride, but they’d arrived at their destination. The Cresecent City. The Big Easy. New Orleans, Louisiana. In just a few days, it would be Mardi Gras. In the same amount of time, their lives would never be the same.

Overture 2:


SHE LOOKED DOWN at his darkness between her legs and watched it disappear inside her. After that, she lost all control. 


Chapter 1: Bourbon Street Beginnings

I KNEW THIS was more than just a vacation. It was a rescue mission. I watched the back of my wife’s head bob and weave through the raucous crowd as I struggled to keep up with her.

Stepping out of the hotel felt like diving into a fever dream, where the streets of New Orleans had morphed into pulsating veins of pure wanton debauchery. The city had clutched us in its vibrant claws...the air thick with mischief and the tang of Cajun spices.

I squeezed her hand, feeling the electricity of the moment sparking between us. "This is madness," I said, my words laced with an undercurrent of exhilaration that mirrored the revelry around us. We were two souls adrift in the Big Easy's tempest, our own desires simmering beneath the surface.

We plunged into Bourbon Street, the throng of bodies a living entity that threatened to swallow us whole. The beat of distant drums thrummed through the soles of my shoes, merging with the pulse racing in my veins. I held onto Aubrey tighter, protective yet eager to see where the night would take us. Her skin was warm beneath my touch, her presence grounding me amid the chaos.

"Let's not get lost, okay?" I murmured, close to her ear, the noise threatening to devour our words.

She flashed me a grin that sent ripples of heat down my spine. "No promises," she teased, but her grip on my hand tightened, anchoring us together. The unspoken tension between us was a living thing.

We’d been walking arm in arm, fingers interlaced in a desperate attempt to stay close, but she’d managed to pull away from me.

Without fuss and without warning, she was off.

Lately, despite twelve years of marriage, the struggle to stay connected seemed to be the only constant in our lives. And now, it was Mardi Gras and the carnival atmosphere only seemed to widen the gulf between us.

My eye’s darted nervously around, ping-ponging off the beautiful Spanish architecture, with its wrought iron balconies, overhead and the dirty, filth-laden street below. To my overwhelmed eyes, there seemed to be people and beads and beer everywhere.

And everyone and everything was adorned in the colors of the three kings.

Gold.

Green.

Purple.

An endless sea of it.

“Aubrey!” I called after her. But she couldn’t quite hear me. “Aubrey! Wait up!”

I shoved past a group of drunk college guys who were yelling up at a group of drunk college girls on one of the balconies overlooking Bourbon street.

“Show us your tits!” they roared.

And the drunk college girls happily obliged.

Four pairs of tits were suddenly exposed to the spring New Orleans air. Coral pink nipples atop white globes of flesh shimmying and shaking from side to side with great fanfare.

Everyone on the street below cheered and yelled.

No beads seemed to be exchanged and no one seemed to care.

I turned my focus back to Aubrey but suddenly could not find her in the crowd. For a moment, I panicked. She was gone, I was sure of it. She’d finally gotten free of me and ran away. Lost in the thrust of the crowd. It was so overwhelming I feared I might never see her again.

Then, like an overmatched swimmer caught in a swell, I managed to find my way up onto the sidewalk - rising above the waves - and looked down onto the street. It was only a few inches of elevation, but it was enough. There was her beautiful blonde hair, falling down on her shoulders. Her tight curls bounced up and down as she walked.

I breathed a sigh of relief before diving back into the crowd to go after her. For a while, I just followed her, watching and observing, and wondering what it was she was thinking.

Aubrey had always, always wanted to come to New Orleans for Mardi Gras and now, here we were. Right in the thick of it. Smack in the middle of Bourbon Street.

It was my worst nightmare, but as a surprise for Aubrey’s 40th birthday - and, let’s call it what it was, a desperate attempt to save our marriage, I had spent a fortune planning and booking this trip.

So far, I wasn’t entirely convinced it had been a good idea.

As I watched her taking in the sights and sounds, I felt like I was watching a complete stranger. A beautiful stranger, but a stranger nonetheless. There was a pit in my stomach and it was growing. It gave rise to this nagging feeling that perhaps we shouldn’t have come here. Perhaps, my efforts were in vain.

The further she ventured, the more the carnival swallowed us whole. The sticky warmth of the air clung to our skin, mingling with the heat emanating from the mass of bodies around us. The rhythm of drums pounded a relentless beat, syncing with the erratic dance of my own heart...a percussion that seemed to echo the restless stirrings of my soul.

Everywhere, the scents battled for dominance: the sweet, greasy aroma of beignets frying nearby, the heady mix of spices and sweat, the occasional waft of strong liquor as a passerby sloshed their drink. My senses were under siege, overwhelmed yet alive in a way they hadn't been for years.

But before I had any time to untangle the messy web of thoughts inside my head, Aubrey turned a corner onto one of the side streets and I stumbled after her, retreating from the noise and chaos.

It was a quiet street - or quieter anyway - than the one we’d left and I finally took a deep breath, trying to regain my composure. I put my hands on my knees for a moment and looked down at the sidewalk below.

When I looked up, Aubrey was staring at me with her hands on her hips, a small smile on her face.

“You okay, Caleb?” she asked, eyeing me with somewhat concerned eyes. I also could have been imagining it, but I swore I had seen a flash of contempt in them as well. But I managed to convince myself otherwise for the time being.

“Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” I said, standing up straight. “Just the crowd. This is insane.”

I motioned back to Bourbon Street.

Aubrey laughed.

“You haven’t seen anything yet. If you think this is bad, just wait until tonight.”

I nearly fainted.

“Tonight?”

It was barely noon and though the festivities had begun, they were not quite yet in full swing as I would come to learn.

Aubrey raised her eyebrows and nodded.

She reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me along behind her.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“To get a drink,” she replied without turning around.

I turned and looked back toward the revelry on Bourbon Street.

We’d be spending the next three days here in New Orleans, Louisiana.

The Crescent City. The Big Easy.

And after it was all over, our lives would never be the same.

I squeezed her tightly, but she only loosened her grip in response. I didn’t care though, it was nice to be connected again for those few seconds, however loose the ties that bound us were.


Chapter 2: Flash Point

THE PLACE WAS packed with people and was a dimly lit hole-in-the-wall, a stark contrast to the riotous streets outside. The air was thick with cigarette smoke and the low hum of conversation. As we squeezed our way to the bar, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances Aubrey was drawing from the other patrons.

Patty O’s was a legendary bar just off the main drag of Bourbon street and was particularly famous for their signature cocktail, the Hurricane.

They liked to boast that each serving contained four whole shots of rum and I’m here to tell you, that’s probably true. Aubrey had managed to order two hurricanes before I could even sit down, her voice was confident and assertive in a way I had never heard before. It seemed she was there on business. She had a goal in mind and meant to see it through. Before I was even halfway finished with my drink, I was feeling the buzz. And it was dangerous too because the booze was well disguised and the drink was delicious. In that atmosphere, after walking for what felt like hours, it was going down all too smoothly.

I glanced over at Aubrey, her cheeks already flushed from the alcohol and the humid New Orleans air. She was sipping her Hurricane through a straw, her lips pursed in a way that made my breath catch. The pulsing crowd pushed us closer together, and I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume mingling with the rum on her breath as stale cigarette smoke swirled all around us.

"God, these are strong," she giggled, leaning into me. Her body was warm against mine, softer than usual in her inhibited state. "I feel like I'm floating."

I wrapped an arm around her waist, steadying her as she swayed slightly. The press of bodies around us made the small gesture feel intimate, almost illicit.

"Maybe we should slow down," I suggested, but even as the words left my mouth, I knew neither of us wanted to. The electric energy of Mardi Gras was intoxicating, urging us to shed our inhibitions along with the rest of the revelers.

Aubrey's eyes sparkled mischievously as she shook her head. "No way, Caleb. You can slow down if you want, but I’m just getting started." She took another long sip of her Hurricane.

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. There was an edge to her voice I'd never heard before - a hint of defiance, of untapped desire. I watched as she finished her Hurricane in one long gulp, her throat working as she swallowed. When she set the empty glass down, her eyes met mine with a smoldering intensity that made my pulse quicken.

"Let's go back out there," she said, nodding towards the crowded street.

I looked around, we’d been there for less than thirty-minutes.

“But we just got here,” I protested.

If she heard me, she did a good job of pretending not to. Her eyes remained fixed on the crowded street beyond.

"I want to do something wild," she whispered after a moment, her voice husky. I felt my grip tighten on the bar.

“What do you mean?” I asked quietly.

Without answering me, she leaned over the bar and quickly got the bartenders attention.

“Two tequila shots, please!” she called out.

The bartender made haste to fill her order and before we knew it, two tequila shots appeared on the beer-soaked wood before us, ready to be gulped down.

“Aubrey,” I whispered in protest.

She made a mock-pouty face at me.

“Come on, Caleb. Don’t be such a pussy,” she said a little too loudly.

As soon as the words came out of her mouth she clasped a hand over it in shock and tried to stifle a laugh.

While I was taken aback by Aubrey's uncharacteristic boldness, I wasn’t mad. She was very nearly drunk and I couldn’t exactly hold it against her. I was being a bit of a wet blanket. This was to be a trip for her after all and this is what she wanted to do. The full Mardi Gras experience. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the infectious energy of Mardi Gras, but I found myself swallowing my pride and very soon after, the tequila. I reached for the shot glass.

"Fuck it," I muttered, clinking my glass against hers. We threw back the shots in unison, the tequila burning a fiery trail down my throat.

We slammed the glasses down on the bar, paid our bill, and were darting back out toward Bourbon Street.

Aubrey grabbed my hand, pulling me back into the pulsing heart of Bourbon Street. The crowd engulfed us, a sea of bodies swaying to the beat of distant jazz. Beads flew through the air, glinting in the afternoon sun. The smell of spilled beer and fried food hung heavy in the humid air.

"I want those!" Aubrey shouted over the noise, pointing at a string of elaborate gold beads dangling from a balcony above.

Before I could react, she was already moving toward the group of raucous, frat bros perched atop the balcony commanding bare breasts in exchange for dollar-store bead necklaces. And they were cleaning up.

Aubrey stood below them on the street looking up.

"MILF!” one of them cried. “

“Show us what you got, pretty lady!" said another, dangling a string of beads that caught the light with a seductive glimmer.

I felt her tense beside me. The beads were an invitation, one drenched in the wanton spirit of Mardi Gras. I watched, heart hammering, as Aubrey's eyes shifted from the beads to my face, searching for…what? Permission? Disapproval?

There was a moment, a breath held between past restraint and present possibility, where the world seemed to pause on its axis. Then, with a flicker of mischief igniting in her gaze, she released my hand and stepped forward.

"Alright," she said, her voice threaded with a daring I hadn't heard in years.

In that instant, I saw her anew...my wife, the woman who'd shared my bed and secrets, standing before me cloaked in the vibrant chaos of New Orleans. And when she lifted her shirt, baring herself to the jubilant crowd, the sound of my own pulse drowned out the cheers around us.

Shock rippled through me, chased by a wave of raw arousal that crashed against every carefully constructed boundary. My Aubrey, so bold, so breathtakingly free...it ignited something within me that had smoldered dormant for far too long.

She laughed as what seemed like a torrent of beads were tossed down to her, laying at her feet like and offering in the filth-laden street. She bent down, picked a few up and draped them around her neck.

Then, without being prompted, Aubrey pulled her shirt back up and flashed them again, completely free of charge. In fact, it was a thank you, apparently.

“Thank you!” she cried as she shimmied her hips back and forth, waving her breasts at the appreciative frat bros as they hooted and hollered at the free show.

Aubrey turned back to me, her eyes dancing with mischief and her cheeks flushed. The beads glinted around her neck as she swayed toward me, riding the high of her daring act.

"Did you see that?" she giggled, pressing against me. Her body felt electric, charged with a wild energy I hadn't felt from her in years. "God, that was exhilarating!”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. Part of me wanted to pull her away from the leering gazes, to shield her from view. But another part - a primal, more ancient part I barely recognized - thrilled at the sight of her uninhibited display.

"I saw," I managed, my voice hoarse. "That was…something else."

Aubrey pressed closer, her breath hot against my ear. "Did you like it?" she purred, her hand sliding down my chest. "Did it turn you on, watching me show off for all those guys?"

My pulse quickened.

The words caught in my throat as I struggled to process the storm of emotions her question had unleashed. Did it turn me on? The sight of my wife baring herself to strangers, reveling in their hungry gazes - it should have filled me with jealousy, with anger. But instead, I felt a dangerous thrill coursing through my veins, mingling with the alcohol and the intoxicating energy of Mardi Gras.

The seductive undertones of the night suddenly seemed to seep into every glance we shared, each brush of our bodies as we navigated the crowd. This city, cloaked in shadows and secrets, beckoned us to peel back our inhibitions and taste the freedom it offered.

We walked a while longer in silence. I ruminated on Aubrey’s words.

Had it turned me on?

Looking back, the answer is obvious. But in that moment I couldn’t quite bring myself to face the facts that stood bare before me. I suppose it was too uncomfortable. There was too much baggage in the way, things we had still yet to sort through.

But try as I may to push the uncomfortable question away, Aubrey seemed intent on getting to the bottom of it. With or without my permission.

We approached yet another nondescript Irish bar along the main drag. I couldn’t even tell you the name, the sight was so faded and worn I’m not entirely convinced the person who owned even remembered the name anymore.

It was so crowded with people that patrons had spilled out onto the street, pints in hand, as music and laughter spilled out in all directions.

Before I knew what was happening, a big, burly man with curly brown hair approached Aubrey and simply took her by the hand. He began twirling her around to the cheerful music and clapping coming from inside the bar.

Her face lit up as she realized what was happening.

The stranger spun her and pulled her close, his movements confident and playful. Aubrey laughed, throwing her head back as they danced...a carefree, reckless sound that sent an unexpected jolt through me.

She caught my eye over the man’s shoulder, a question in her gaze that mirrored the one she’d asked on the street. Was I okay with this? Could I see just how far she could push things?

When I didn’t stop her, Aubrey leaned into the burly man, their bodies moving together in a wild, unrestrained rhythm. He grinned down at her, his hands settling boldly on her hips as they swayed to the music. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with excitement as she abandoned herself to the moment.

The crowd around them cheered, caught up in the spectacle of a beautiful woman letting loose with a stranger. I stood rooted to the spot, an outsider watching what should have been an intimate moment...but it wasn’t just them. It was me too, included in some strange way by Aubrey’s gaze and my own mounting desire.

The man pulled Aubrey even closer, whispering something in her ear that made her laugh again. She threw one arm around his neck and turned toward me...a deliberate move that felt like an invitation to join them or at least acknowledge what was happening.

I swallowed hard. This time was different than the flashing and the beads. I felt a potent mix of jealousy and undeniable arousal warring within me as I watched my wife press against another man without hesitation. It was raw and shocking. I could barely stand it. The emotion that was winning out changed by the nano-second as instinct and social custom battled for supremacy with something far deeper and darker than I was prepared to name.

Then she broke away from him with one last spin, breathless and radiant as she stumbled back to where I waited. Her smile was wide, her lips parted as if she couldn’t quite catch her breath.

“Did you see?” Aubrey panted, the thrill of her boldness lighting up her face. The beads around her neck clinked together as she threw herself into my arms.

I nodded, trying to find words but so tangled in conflicting emotions that I couldn’t speak. Instead, I pulled her close, kissing her hard...tasting the wildness and freedom on her lips that had driven me crazy watching from the sidelines.

Aubrey melted against me, a soft sound escaping her throat as she pressed eagerly into my embrace.

“God, Caleb,” she breathed when we finally broke apart. “This place…it’s like I’m waking up.”

I held her tight, my own need barely contained.

“I can see that,” I said, gritting my teeth and trying not to betray any hint of what was going on inside my head.

Her eyes locked onto mine, filled with determination and desire.

“Why don’t you wake up with me,” she whispered urgently. “Let’s go back to the hotel.”

The walk back was a blur of neon lights and pounding music, every step charged with anticipation so electric it almost hurt to touch each other. We stumbled through the hotel lobby, barely making it to our room before Aubrey was on me again...her mouth desperate on mine, hands fumbling at my shirt.

When we crashed through the door, she was already stripping out of her clothes with frantic urgency. The beads clattered to the floor as she pulled off her shirt and jeans in quick succession, leaving a trail of discarded fabric behind her.

End of free preview (read now)
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Chapter 1

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

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

A lawnmower.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

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

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

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

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

It’s just one word: Oh.

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

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

Our new neighbor.

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

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

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

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

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

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

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

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

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

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

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

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

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

Rachel sighs.

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

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

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

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

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

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

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

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

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

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

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

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

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

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

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

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

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

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

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

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

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

“It’s just what?” she asks.

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

“Ryan?” she nudges.

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

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

“It was nothing. I just…”

But she doesn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She pulls away slightly, looking incredulous and amused.

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

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

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

She laughs right in my face.

“I was not!” she protests.

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

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

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

A heavy silence settles over us.

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

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

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

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

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

She glances once more at my crotch.

“Guess so,” she whispers. “Wow.”

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

I gulp.

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

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

“Is that good or bad?” I ask finally.

She doesn’t answer right away.

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

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

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

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

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

“Another man?” she offers.

But I hesitate, yes that. But also…

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

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

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

I gulp.

“Fuck, yes,” I say.

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

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

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

(end of free preview - read now)


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

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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