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Chapter 1

Here’s the thing. I never thought I’d work up the courage to actually say it out loud. To actually tell her what I wanted. Every filthy fucking detail.

But then one night, after enough wine, I did. I spilled my pathetic guts.

Claire and I were lying in bed, the lights dimmed low, a half-empty bottle of red wine on the nightstand. She was propped up on one elbow, wearing that silky black slip I love — the one that barely contains her tits and rides up just enough to show the curve of her ass. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder as she looked at me with those sharp, knowing eyes.

We’d been married eight years, and I still couldn’t believe she was mine.

“Ryan,” she said softly, tracing a finger down my chest. “You’ve been acting weird all night. Just tell me what’s on your mind.”

I swallowed hard.

Just tell me what’s on your mind.

It sounded so simple. So easy. Sure, just say it.

My mouth had gone completely dry. The moment I’d fantasized about for years but never had the balls to fully admit.

I took a breath.

“I want to watch you fuck another man.”

Claire went still. Her eyebrows rose slowly, and for a second she just stared at me like I’d spoken in another language.

“Not just any man,” I continued, my voice low. “I want to watch you take a big black cock.”

The silence that followed felt heavy. Claire didn’t laugh. She pulled back slightly, her expression clouding over. “Is this a joke?”

I shook my head, my throat tight.

“So, what, I’m not enough for you?” Her voice was quiet, but it was laced with a hurt that twisted my stomach into a knot.

“No, baby, it’s not that,” I said quickly. “It’s… complicated.”

She studied me, her piercing blue eyes searching my face. I saw the hurt warring with a flicker of disbelief. “You want to watch me get fucked by a Black man?” She said it so plainly, the clinical words a stark contrast to the subject, that it still made my cock twitch.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I’ve fantasized about it for years.”

Claire took a slow sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the glass. When she set it down, there was a slight curve to her lips that hadn’t been there before.

“And what exactly do you want to see?” she asked, her voice dropping to that low, husky register that always undid me.

My mouth went dry. “Everything. I want to see him stretch you open. I want to hear you moan for him. I want to see you take all of him.”

She shifted on the bed, her thighs pressing together slightly. “And where would you be while this is happening?”

“Right there. Watching. Maybe touching myself.” The words were tumbling out now, unstoppable. “I want to see you worship his cock with your mouth. I want to see you ride him until you can’t take it anymore.”

Claire’s lips parted slightly. I could see her chest rising and falling faster beneath the thin silk. She was getting turned on. My mouth went dry.

“But that’s not all…” I continued.

She stopped, adjusting herself on the bed.

“It’s not? What else is there?” she asked breathlessly.

“I want you to…humiliate me while you do it…”

Claire’s eyes widened, and her breathing quickened. I could see the pulse point in her neck throbbing.

“Humiliate you?” she repeated, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Like how?”

My mouth felt like sandpaper. “Tell me how much bigger he is. How much better he feels inside you. How pathetic my little white cock is compared to him. I want you to cuckold me…hard…”

The word sat there between us, just a word, ordinary syllables I’d never said aloud before. I’d said it. Actually said it out loud. My deepest, most shameful desire laid bare before my wife.

Claire’s expression shifted, her eyes darkening with something I’d never seen before. Not disgust. Not anger. Something far more dangerous.

“Cuckold?” she repeated, as if learning a new word in a foreign language for the first time.

“Yeah, it’s a thing,” I started, searching for the words to explain the concept. “It’s hard to explain…”

“Try,” she says.

I met her gaze, the challenge in her eyes giving me the final push I needed. I took a deep breath, searching for the right words. How do you explain something that’s been living rent-free in your head for years?

“It’s about... submission,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “About watching someone else pleasure you in ways I can’t. About the humiliation of knowing I’m not enough for you.”

Claire’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t interrupt.

“The fantasy is that his cock would fill you completely, stretch you in ways I never could.” I swallowed hard. “And that you’d enjoy it so much you’d have to tell me—right while it was happening. That you’d want me to know.”

“That’s fucked up, Ryan,” Claire said, but her voice held a note of genuine curiosity now. “Why would that turn you on?”

“I know,” I admitted. “It’s about the idea of you being completely pleasured by someone else while I watch, helpless to stop it. Just…”

My voice trailed off.

“Just what?” Claire asked, leaning closer, her perfume intoxicating.

I closed my eyes, feeling the shame and desire twist together inside me. “Just... there. Witnessing it all. Being reminded that I’m not enough for you.”

Claire was quiet for a moment. When I opened my eyes, she was studying me with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

“And you think I’d enjoy that?” she asked. “Humiliating my husband?”

“I think you’d enjoy being worshipped by someone who could give you what I can’t,” I whispered. “Someone with a cock so big it makes mine look like a joke.”

Her breath caught. I saw her pupils dilate, darkening those blue eyes.

“You’ve really thought about this,” she said, not a question but a realization.

“Every night for years,” I admitted. “Every time we have sex, I imagine it’s someone else inside you. Someone bigger. Someone…”

“Blacker?” she joked, finishing my sentence.

We both laugh.

“Blacker,” I confirmed, my voice dropping lower. “Someone with a cock so massive it would make you forget my name.”

Claire’s laugh faded, replaced by something more serious. She turned her head slightly to one side, and I watched her mind working behind those beautiful eyes.

“You know,” she said, reaching for her wine glass again, “I’ve never actually been with a Black man before.”

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed painfully against my leg.

“Really?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Really,” she confirmed, taking a slow sip. “But I’ve thought about it.”

My heart raced. “You have?”

Claire set down her glass and turned to face me fully, her expression suddenly more confident than I’d ever seen it.

“Of course I have. What woman hasn’t?” She trailed her fingers down my chest again. “But I never thought my husband would be the one encouraging me.”

“Would you really want that?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “To watch me with someone else?”

I nodded, unable to form words as my throat tightened with anticipation.

Claire’s eyes searched mine, looking for any sign of hesitation. Finding none, she continued, “And you wouldn’t be jealous? Not even a little?”

“The jealousy is part of it,” I admitted. “But in a good way. The kind that makes me want you even more.”

She shifted closer, her silk slip riding higher on her thighs. “And if I agreed... where would we find someone?”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “There are... websites. Apps. Places where people arrange these things.”

Claire’s eyebrows rose. “You’ve looked into this already?”

Heat flooded my face. “I’ve...researched. Just in case.”

Her laugh was low, throaty. She traced circles on my chest and leaned closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “And what if I like it too much?” Her breath was hot against my skin. “What if I decide I want his big black cock instead of your pathetic little white one for good?”

The words hit me like a physical blow, sending a wave of shame and arousal through me.

“Fuck,” I said through gritted teeth. “That’s exactly what I’m hoping will happen.”

Claire’s eyes widened at my confession, her lips parting slightly. The air between us felt charged, electric with possibility.

“You’re serious,” she whispered, not a question but a realization. “You actually want me to prefer someone else.”

My cock throbbed painfully as I nodded. “I want to know what it feels like to not be enough for you.”

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then she shifted closer, her hand sliding down my chest, lower, until her fingers wrapped around my shaft through my boxers. I gasped at the contact.

“You’re hard as a rock,” she observed, her voice taking on a new quality—something commanding, almost cruel. “Just from talking about this.”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

She squeezed harder, making me whimper. “Tell me more about what you want me to do. Be specific.”

I took a shaky breath, feeling her grip tighten around my cock as I gathered my thoughts.

“It’s not about watching him,” I confessed, my voice barely audible. “I don’t give a fuck about the guy. It’s about you.”

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, her hand still wrapped around my shaft.

“Explain,” she commanded.

“I want to see you let go completely. To be someone else entirely. Someone who doesn’t care about being a good wife, someone who just wants to get fucked by a massive black cock.” The words poured out of me now, unfiltered. “I want to watch you become a slut for him. To see you lose yourself completely in pleasure that I could never give you.”

Her grip tightened, making me gasp.

“And the humiliation?” she prompted, her voice dropping lower.

“I want you to make me feel worthless. To compare us while he’s inside you. To tell me how pathetic my cock is compared to his. I want you to make me feel like nothing while you’re screaming his name.”

Claire’s eyes darkened, her lips curling into a smile that sent shivers down my spine. She released my cock and pushed herself up, straddling me with her silky thighs. The slip rode up to her hips, exposing the black lace panties she wore underneath.

“It’s not about watching some random guy fuck you, not exactly…” I continued, my voice raw with need. “It’s about watching you become a black cock slut. I want to see you transformed. I want to see the moment you realize how much better it feels, how much deeper he reaches.”

Her hips pressed down against mine, grinding slowly. I could feel her heat through the thin fabric of her panties.

“And you’d just sit there?” she asked, her voice taking on a cruel edge. “Watching me get destroyed by a cock that makes yours look like a joke?”

“Exactly,” I gasped as she ground against me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. “I’d be right there, watching you take every inch of him while you told me how much better he is. How my cock never filled you like that.”

Claire’s eyes darkened with something primal as she leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest through the thin silk. Her lips found my ear, and when she spoke, her voice was barely a whisper.

“You want me to be a black cock whore for you?” she breathed, the words sending shockwaves through my body. “To let some stranger split me open while you jerk your pathetic little cock?”

I couldn’t speak. My mouth opened, but no sound came out. The image she painted was exactly what I’d been fantasizing about for years.

“Answer me,” she demanded, nipping at my earlobe.

“Yes,” I finally managed, my voice breaking. “God, yes.”

She pulled back slightly.

“Ok then,” she said. “If this is what you want, what you really need…I’ll do it. You know me…I’m down for anything.”

My heart skipped.

“I mean it,” she continued, her voice dropping into that low, dangerous tone she only used when she was turned on.

“This is insane, you know that? But I can feel how much you need this, and god, it’s making me wet. So fine. But I won’t half-ass it. If we’re really doing this, I’m going to give you the filthiest fucking performance of your life. Get ready to be cucked hard.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing my ear.

“So tell me, baby…how nasty do you really want me to be?”


Chapter 2

I stared at her, my heart hammering. The way she said “cucked hard” sent a jolt through me. She wanted to know just how far to go.

“Forget I’m your husband,” I whispered. “Treat me like nothing.”

Her eyes darkened as she ground her hips down. “And him?” she asked, her voice dropping. “What about him?”

“Worship him. Beg him for more. Tell me how much deeper he reaches, how you’ve never felt so full.” The words tumbled out, a torrent of shame and need. “I want you to come harder for him than you ever have for me.”

She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “And what if I can’t go back to your little cock after?” she whispered, her voice dripping with cruel promise. “What if I decide I like being his slut?”

My breath hitched. “That’s what I want,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I want to know I’m not enough.”

Claire pulled back slightly, studying my face. Then she smiled—a slow, predatory smile.

“Mmm fuck. This is so hot. I don’t know why, but fuck…it is…” she reached down and squeezed the rock hard buldge in my pants.

“Fuck, you’re so hard,” Claire whispered, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through the fabric. “Just from me talking about this.”

I couldn’t respond. My mouth was dry, my heart hammering so loudly I was sure she could hear it. The way she was looking at me—with that mixture of curiosity and hunger—made my head spin.

“So tell me,” she continued, her voice dropping to that dangerous register that made my cock throb, “where exactly would you be while I’m getting fucked? Would you be right there in the room?”

“Right there,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “Watching everything. Close enough to hear you moan, to see his cock stretching you open.”

Claire’s eyes darkened further. She shifted her weight, grinding down on me with deliberate slowness.

“Mmm you think you could really handle that?” she asked, reaching into my pants and pulling my cock out. She began to stroke slowly as we continued talking.

“Watching me take another man’s cock?” she whispered, her hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “Watching me moan for someone else? You think you could really handle that?”

“I need it,” I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily into her grip. “I’ve never wanted anything more.”

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, her expression shifting from playful to something darker, more intense. “And what if I love it?” she asked, her voice dropping lower. “What if his cock makes me do things I’ve never done with you?”

The thought sent a jolt of electricity through my body. “That’s what I want to see,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I want to watch you become someone else entirely.”

She leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest, her lips brushing my ear. “I’m going to make you regret this in the best possible way,” she promised, her breath hot against my skin.

She opened her mouth and began sucking me off. After a few minutes, she popped her head off.

“Mmm, what about…a condom?”

She stared up at me as if it was the most natural curiosity in the world.

“What about a condom?” I replied dumbly.

Claire looked at me with those piercing blue eyes, her lips still glistening from sucking me off. “I mean, would you want him to wear one? Or would you want to watch him fuck me raw?”

The question hung in the air, a detail I had obsessed over in private. This was the point of no return.

“Raw,” I said, the word coming out steadier than I expected. “I want to watch him fuck you raw.”

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, slipped a hand down between her legs. “This is making me so wet…”

I shook my head and swallowed hard, trying not to faint from the rush.

“Is it?” I asked through gritted teeth.

She nodded and began sucking me off again.

“Good,” I whispered, grabbing the back of her head and guiding her down my shaft. “Because I want you to take him. All of him. Let him nut deep inside you…”

She was working faster, moaning with each dirty word that left my mouth.

“Would you like that? Letting that big, black cock explode inside your pussy while I watched?”

“Mmmhmmmmm,” she moaned, sucking harder and harder.

“Good, because I want to…” I paused, froze really. Could I really say it? Could I really say the most depraved part out loud.

After a beat, she stopped sucking and looked up at me.

“Want to what?” she asked, my cock half in her mouth.

“I want to…” I gulped hard and took the plunge, “I want to taste you after. I want to clean you up when he’s finished with you…”

Claire cocked her head to the side.

“Clean me up?” I could see the wheels spinning. Her mind racing to catch up with what she instinctivley already knew.

“You want to taste his cum inside me?” Claire asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. The shock in her eyes quickly gave way to something darker, more primal. “You want to lick another man’s load out of my pussy?”

My cock throbbed painfully in her hand. I couldn’t believe I’d said it out loud, but now that I had, there was no taking it back.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I want to clean up every drop he leaves behind.”

Claire’s lips curled into a slow, wicked smile. She released my shaft and crawled up my body until her face hovered inches above mine.

“That’s the most fucked up thing I’ve ever heard,” she whispered, her breath hot against my lips. “And it’s making me so fucking wet.”

She grabbed my hand and guided it between her thighs. The lace of her panties was soaked through, her heat radiating through the thin fabric.

“Feel that,” she whispered, pressing my fingers harder against her soaked panties. “This is all because of you. Because of what you’re making me imagine.”

I groaned, my fingers exploring the wet fabric, feeling how swollen she was beneath it. Claire’s eyes fluttered closed as I rubbed her through the lace.

“You really want this,” she breathed, grinding against my hand. “You want to watch another man claim me, then clean up his mess.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice barely recognizable. “I want to taste you both.”

Claire’s eyes snapped open, suddenly fierce. She grabbed my wrist, stopping my movements.

“Then we need to make it happen,” she said, her voice taking on that commanding edge again. “No more just talking about it.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “You mean... you’re actually willing to do this? For real?”

She leaned down, her lips brushing mine as she spoke. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life,” she whispered against my lips. “I want this as much as you do.”

My mind reeled. This was really happening. After years of fantasy, of shameful late-night browsing and guilty masturbation sessions, we were actually going to make it real.

“But first, I want you to fuck me. This is the last time you get to fuck this pussy before it’s ruined forever by a big, black cock…better make it count,” she said and bit her bottom lip as she stripped naked on top of me.

My heart pounded as Claire peeled off her soaked panties and tossed them aside. She reached down and positioned my cock at her entrance, her eyes locked with mine. The heat of her arousal radiated against my tip.

“Last chance to back out,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Once I take you inside me, there’s no going back.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat had closed up with anticipation. I just nodded, my eyes pleading with her to continue.

Claire sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until I was fully seated inside her. We both gasped at the sensation. She was so wet, so tight, so perfect.

“Feel that?” she whispered, grinding her hips in slow circles. “This is what you’re giving up. This pussy that’s been yours for eight years.”

I groaned, my hands gripping her hips. The pleasure was overwhelming, but it was nothing compared to the mental image of what was to come. This was our last time before everything changed forever.

“Remind me why this is the last time,” Claire demanded, her voice commanding as she rode me. “Tell me what’s going to happen to this pussy.”

“It’s going to be ruined,” I gasped, my fingers digging into her hips. “He’s going to stretch you open, bottom out where I can’t reach.”

Her eyes darkened as she increased her pace. “And you’ll just watch?”

“I’ll jerk off while you scream for him,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

She leaned down, her breasts swinging above my face. “And after he fills me with his seed?”

“I’ll clean you up,” I whispered, the shame and arousal twisting together. “I’ll lick his cum out of you.”

Claire moaned, her rhythm becoming hypnotic and frantic at the same time.

“Mmm fuck. Dirty, dirty boy. You wanna eat that hot black nut right out of your wife’s pussy? That hot, creamy BBC load?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hips bucking up to meet her downward thrusts. “I want to taste his seed inside you. I want to feel it on my tongue.”

Claire’s eyes rolled back as she rode me harder, her inner walls clenching around my shaft. The dirty talk was pushing us both closer to the edge.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” she moaned, her rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m going to come thinking about being split open by a massive black cock while you watch.”

The words sent me over the edge. I came with a sound I didn’t recognize as my own, every muscle locking as the fantasy and the reality collapsed into one unbearable point. Claire followed immediately, her body convulsing as she ground down on me, milking every drop.

We collapsed together, panting and sweating, our bodies still joined. For several minutes, neither of us spoke, the only sound was our ragged breathing filling the bedroom.

Finally, Claire rolled off me and propped herself up on one elbow, staring down at me with those piercing blue eyes. Her dark hair clung to her damp skin, and her lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“So,” she said, tracing lazy circles on my chest, “tell me, now that you have your post-nut clarity…was that all just talk or are we really doing this?”

I swallowed hard. Even the PNC I was experiencing wasn’t enough to help me back out now. I had come too far. It was now or never.

“I’m game if your game,” I said.

She smiled a wicked grin.

“Baby, I already told you. You know I’m down for anything…”


Chapter 3

It didn’t take long to find a bull who was ready, willing, and able to meet our criteria.

We found him on a website dedicated to exactly this kind of arrangement. His name was Marcus, and his profile picture showed a muscular Black man with dark skin that seemed to absorb the light around him. His cock hung thick and heavy between his legs in the photo, making my mouth go dry.

Claire sat beside me on the couch, her legs tucked underneath her, as we scrolled through his pictures together. Her breathing had quickened the moment his cock came into view.

“Jesus Christ,” she whispered, her eyes wide. “That’s... that’s not real, is it?”

I swallowed hard. “I think it is.”

We arranged to meet him at a hotel downtown the following weekend. The days leading up to it felt surreal, like I was living someone else’s life. Claire and I barely spoke about it, but the tension between us was electric. Every time our eyes met, I could see the mixture of excitement and nervousness in hers.

The night before, we barely slept. Claire tossed and turned beside me, her body radiating heat despite the cool sheets. I could tell she was as nervous as I was excited.

“You sure about this?” she whispered at around 2 AM, her voice small in the darkness.

“Never been more sure of anything,” I lied, my heart hammering against my ribs.

The morning of, we showered together in silence, the water cascading over our bodies as we avoided each other’s eyes. I washed Claire’s back, my hands trembling as they slid over her smooth skin. She turned to face me, her eyes searching mine.

“Last chance,” she said softly, water streaming down her face. “We can cancel.”

I shook my head. “I want this. I want to see you take him.”

Something shifted in her expression—acceptance, maybe even excitement. She leaned forward and kissed me, her tongue sliding against mine with unexpected passion.

“Then let’s do this,” Claire whispered against my lips, her eyes dark with desire and something else—anticipation, maybe even hunger.

We dressed in silence, the air between us thick with unspoken words. I watched Claire slip into the black lace bra and matching thong I’d bought her for this occasion, her movements deliberate, almost ritualistic. She caught me staring and smiled—not her usual warm smile, but something predatory.

“You like what you see?” she asked, turning to give me a full view. “Too bad it’s not for you.”

My cock stirred despite the anxiety twisting in my gut. This was really happening.

The drive to the hotel felt surreal, like we were characters in someone else’s fantasy. Claire’s hand rested on my thigh, her fingers occasionally squeezing in reassurance or excitement—I couldn’t tell which. Neither of us spoke.

When we arrived, I couldn’t stop straightening my jacket. The hotel lobby was sleek and modern, all glass and chrome, with soft ambient lighting that made everything feel like a dream. Claire’s heels clicked against the marble floor as we made our way to the elevator, the sound echoing in the empty space. My heart hammered so loudly I was sure everyone could hear it.

Room 1214. That was the number Marcus had texted me earlier that morning. I pressed the button for the twelfth floor, my finger trembling slightly against the cool metal.

“You okay?” Claire asked, studying my face as the elevator ascended.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. She reached over and squeezed my hand, her eyes searching mine.

“We can still leave,” she whispered, but there was something in her tone—not reluctance, but a test. She wanted me to confirm this was what I truly wanted.

“No,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I need this.”

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime. We stepped out into a long corridor, plush carpet muffling our footsteps as we made our way down the hallway. The numbers on the doors seemed to blur together as we walked, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Room 1214.

I raised my hand to knock, then let it fall. Claire’s breathing next to me was a quick, shallow rhythm of pure adrenaline. She looked incredible, but it was more than the dark hair spilling over her shoulders or the tight black dress clinging to her curves. It was the frantic, raw anticipation in her eyes—an expression I’d put there. An expression for him.

“Ready?” I whispered, my hand hovering inches from the door.

Claire nodded, her eyes bright with nervous excitement. “Let’s do this.”

I knocked three times, the sound echoing in the quiet hallway. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the door swung open.


Chapter 4

Marcus stood before us, even more imposing in person than in his photos. He was tall—at least six foot four—with broad shoulders that seemed to fill the doorway. His skin was the color of rich dark chocolate, smooth and gleaming under the hotel room’s warm lighting. He wore nothing but a white towel wrapped around his waist, his chest broad and dense-looking, the kind of body that suggested years of real physical work rather than a gym.

“Ryan and Claire,” he said, his voice pitched low, each syllable unhurried. Not a question, but a statement. His eyes moved to Claire, and I watched as his gaze traveled slowly down her body, lingering on her curves.

I extended my hand. “Thanks for meeting us.”

Marcus took it, his grip firm and confident. His eyes never left Claire’s face. “Pleasure’s all mine,” he replied, finally releasing my hand and stepping aside to let us enter.

The suite was spacious, with a king-sized bed dominating the center of the room. Soft lo-fi hip-hop played from hidden speakers, creating an atmosphere that felt both intimate and surreal. A bottle of champagne sat in an ice bucket on the nightstand, two flutes beside it.

I watched as Claire stepped into the room, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the space. Her gaze lingered on Marcus, and I could see the subtle shift in her body language—the way she straightened her spine, pushed her chest out slightly, bit her lower lip.

“Would you like a drink?” Marcus asked, gesturing toward the champagne.

Claire nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

Marcus poured three glasses, his movements fluid and confident. When he handed Claire hers, their fingers brushed, and I saw her shiver slightly at the contact. He handed me a glass last, his eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my stomach tighten.

“So,” Marcus said, settling into a plush armchair, “shall we discuss boundaries before we begin?”

I took a sip of champagne, my mind racing to establish the rules we’d discussed. But before I could speak, Claire set her glass down. She took a steadying breath, her eyes locking with mine for a split second—a flicker of the woman I knew—before turning to Marcus, her posture transformed. A slow, deliberate smile touched her lips.

“There are no boundaries,” she said, her voice dropping to a smoky register I’d never heard. “Not for me. Ryan doesn’t get to call the shots tonight. He just gets to watch.”

“All the way?” Marcus said, raising an eyebrow.

“Mmmhmm. That’s right. Cucky boy here wants the full show. He wants to watch you pump my pussy full of your superior seed. Breed this married white pussy with your black cum…isn’t that right cucky?”

They both turned to face me.

I gulped. Claire had been studying for the role. Researching so she could play her part well. But now, I sincerely couldn’t tell if she was acting for me or saying what she really thought. Was this all coming naturally to her?

I gave a slight nod of ascent and Marcus’s face lit up with a smile.

“Mmm ok then. I must say Claire, you have such a filthy mouth.”

Clair bit her bottom lip and began to undo her dress.

“Does that bother you?”

“On the contrary,” Marcus said, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her in close for a kiss. “I want to hear you get even filthier. I love white women who aren’t afraid to properly worship black cock and who know how to put their beta husbands in their rightful place.”

“Then I think I’m your girl,” Clair whispered, standing up on her tippy toes to kiss his big, wet lips.

I stood frozen, watching as Marcus’s massive hands slid down Claire’s back, pulling her closer as their kiss deepened. Her body melted against his, her fingers tangling in his short, tight curls. My mouth went dry watching my wife give herself to another man—this towering Black stranger—and my hands were trembling at my sides.

When they finally broke apart, Claire’s lips were swollen, her eyes glazed with desire. She turned to look at me, a wicked smile playing across her face.

“Come sit down, Ryan,” she commanded, pointing to a chair in the corner. “I want you to have a good view.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to the chair she’d indicated. I sank into it, my heart hammering against my ribs. Claire stepped back from Marcus, her eyes never leaving mine as she slowly unzipped her dress.

She stood before us in nothing but her black lace bra and matching thong, her body glowing under the warm lighting. Marcus let out a low whistle of appreciation, his eyes devouring every inch of her.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he said, his voice dropping an octave.

Claire smiled, a slow, predatory smile that I’d never seen before. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, full and round, her nipples already hard with anticipation.

“Like what you see?” she asked, cupping them and pushing them together. “These have never been touched by a man like you.”

Marcus stepped forward, his towel now tented obscenely at the front. He towered over Claire, making her look delicate and small in comparison. His hands reached out, massive and dark against her pale skin, and cupped her breasts.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his thumbs brushing across her nipples. Claire gasped as his dark hands enveloped her, dwarfing her breasts and making them look impossibly small.

I shifted in my chair, my erection a painful pressure against my jeans. The sight of Marcus’s dark hands on my wife’s pale skin was a scene ripped straight from my fantasies, but the reality of it was dangerously overwhelming.

Claire’s eyes found mine as Marcus continued to fondle her breasts. There was something new in her gaze—a wildness I’d never seen before.

“Look at him, Ryan,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Look at how big his hands are compared to mine. Imagine what that means about the rest of him.”

My mouth went dry. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Marcus’s hands slid down her body, tracing the curve of her waist before settling on her hips. With a single fluid motion, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulled it down, exposing her completely. The thong fell to the floor, and Marcus stepped back to admire her naked form.

“Turn around,” he commanded softly.

Claire complied, slowly pivoting to face me. Her eyes locked with mine as Marcus’s hands gripped her hips from behind. I could see his dark fingers against her pale skin, the contrast making my cock throb painfully.

“Tell your husband what you want me to do to you,” Marcus whispered, his lips brushing against Claire’s ear.

Claire’s eyes never left mine as she spoke. “I want you to fuck me with that massive black cock of yours. I want you to stretch me open and make me forget what it feels like to be satisfied by anything smaller.”

Marcus’s hands slid around to her front, his fingers disappearing between her legs. Claire gasped, her head falling back against his chest.

“Already so wet,” he murmured, his fingers working between her thighs. “Your husband barely had to convince you into this I bet. I’m sure you pretended to hesitate, but deep down, all along…you’ve always wanted to know what it was like…didn’t you? To take a black cock? To be an unencumbered slut for BBC? Didn’t you?”

Claire’s eyes fluttered closed as Marcus’s fingers worked between her thighs. Her mouth fell open, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched my wife admit her deepest desires to another man. The humiliation twisted with arousal, creating a toxic cocktail that made my head swim.

Marcus’s fingers emerged glistening with Claire’s arousal. He brought them to her lips, and without hesitation, she opened her mouth and sucked them clean. The sight of her tongue swirling around his dark fingers sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

“I hope you don’t come to regret this decision, Ryan…”

His eyes locked with mine as he said those words. The challenge in his gaze made my stomach tighten with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

“I won’t,” I managed to say, though my voice sounded foreign to my own ears.

Marcus smiled—not warmly, but with predatory satisfaction. He turned his attention back to Claire, his massive hands gripping her hips as he guided her toward the bed.

“On your knees,” he commanded softly.

Claire complied without hesitation, sinking to her knees before him. Her eyes found mine, dark with desire and something else—a wildness I’d never seen before. She reached for the towel at Marcus’s waist, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled it away.

What was revealed made my breath catch in my throat. His cock hung heavy between his legs, thick and dark, the head already glistening with precum. It was massive—easily twice my size—and it made my own cock look pathetic in comparison.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away from the massive shaft now inches from Claire’s face.

Claire’s eyes widened as she stared up at Marcus’s cock, her lips parting slightly in awe. She reached out tentatively, her small white fingers wrapping around the thick shaft. Her hand couldn’t even close around it completely.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “It’s even bigger than the photos.”

Marcus looked down at her with a mixture of pride and hunger. “You think you can handle all of this?”

Claire glanced at me, her eyes bright with nervous excitement. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her fingers still wrapped around his shaft. “But I want to try.”

I shifted in my chair, my erection a painful throb in my pants. I watched her wrap her small, pale hand around his dark shaft—a perfect, obscene image I had replayed in my mind a thousand times.

“Show me what that mouth can do,” Marcus commanded, his voice dropping to a low rumble.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine as she leaned forward, her lips parting to take the head of his cock into her mouth. The sight of her stretching her lips around that massive black shaft made my heart stop. This was it—the moment I’d fantasized about for years.

She struggled at first, her mouth unable to accommodate his girth. Marcus placed his hand on the back of her head, guiding her slowly down his shaft.

“That’s it,” he murmured, watching as Claire’s lips stretched around him. “Take it deeper.”

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched my wife suck another man’s cock for the first time. Her eyes watered as she tried to take more of him, her cheeks hollowing with each suck.

“Look at your husband while you suck my cock,” Marcus instructed, his fingers tangling in her dark hair.

Claire’s eyes found mine, glazed with desire as she struggled to take more of him. The sight of her lips stretched around that massive black shaft while she stared directly at me sent shockwaves of humiliation and arousal through my body. This was everything I’d fantasized about and more.

“Talk to him baby, talk to your husband…” Marcus demanded, his voice deep and commanding.

Claire pulled back slightly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “So much bigger than yours,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I can barely fit the head in my mouth.”

I could only sit and watch her worship him, my own erection a painful, useless thing in my pants. The reality was so much more intense than any fantasy.

“Show him how deep you can take it,” Marcus said, his hand guiding her head back down his shaft. Claire’s eyes watered as she struggled to take more of him, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s mouth was filled with another man’s cock. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room, mixing with Marcus’s low groans of pleasure. Claire’s hand worked the base of his shaft while she sucked, her small fingers barely able to wrap around it.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Marcus moaned, his head falling back.

My cock throbbed painfully in my pants. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene before me—my wife on her knees, worshipping a massive black cock while I watched helplessly from my corner.

Claire pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. She looked up at Marcus with wide, glazed eyes.

“I want to feel this inside me,” Claire said, her voice thick with desire as she stroked Marcus’s massive shaft. “I want to know what it’s like to be fucked by a real man for once.”

My stomach dropped at the words. My cock throbbed painfully as I watched my wife stroke another man’s cock with such reverence.

Marcus smiled down at her, his hand caressing her cheek. “Tell your husband what you really want,” he commanded.

Claire turned to face me, her eyes dark with lust and something I’d never seen before—a cruel edge that made my stomach flip.

“I want this big black cock to ruin me,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want it to stretch my tight white pussy until I can’t remember what your pathetic little dick feels like.”

My breath caught in my throat. This was exactly what I’d asked for, but hearing it from Claire’s lips made it feel more real —more devastating, more arousing than I could have imagined.

Marcus guided Claire to her feet, his massive hands gripping her hips as he positioned her at the edge of the bed. She lay back, her dark hair fanning out against the white sheets, her pale body spread before him like an offering. The contrast between her milky skin and his dark form was stark, almost obscene.

“Look at this,” Claire said, spreading her legs wide, exposing herself completely. Her eyes locked with mine, burning with an intensity that made my skin prickle. “This pussy has been yours for eight years, Ryan. And it’s never been satisfied. Not really.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry as sandpaper.

“You think you’ve been fucking me all these years?” She laughed—a cruel, sharp sound I’d never heard from her before. “Baby, you’ve been tickling me. Playing with yourself inside my body while I faked every single orgasm.”

“Every. Single. One.”

The words shattered something inside me. Eight years. A whole marriage built on a lie. The confession should have killed my erection, but instead, shame and arousal coiled into a sickening knot in my stomach.

“I’ve been faking it for you since our honeymoon, Ryan,” she continued, her voice dripping with a cruel satisfaction that was undeniably hot. “Your little white dick has never once made me come. Not once.”

“Tell him why you’ve been faking it,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, dark and hungry. “Because you’re not enough,” she said simply. “You’ve never been enough. White boys like you can’t satisfy a woman like me. You never could.”

I shifted in my chair, my cock straining painfully against my zipper. This was exactly what I’d asked made my stomach twist with a mixture of shame and unbearable arousal.

“I’ve always needed this Ryan. I’ve always needed more. A real man. A sexy, hung black man. That’s what I was made for. And I now, I finally fucking get it and you’re gonna watch every second of it…”

Marcus positioned himself between Claire’s spread legs, his massive cock resting against her inner thigh. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale flesh made my mouth go dry.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice taking on a cruel edge I’d never heard before. “I want you to watch every inch of this big, beautiful black cock disappear inside me. Come closer, I want you to get a good look.”

I moved closer, my legs unsteady beneath me. Claire’s eyes burned into mine as Marcus positioned himself at her entrance. The head of his massive cock pressed against her folds, spreading them wide.

“Look at how much bigger he is than you,” Claire whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Your pathetic little white dick could never stretch me like this.”

Marcus pushed forward slowly, the thick head of his cock disappearing into Claire’s tight pussy. She gasped, her back arching off the bed, her eyes going wide with shock and pleasure.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. “It’s so fucking big. I can already feel it going into my stomach.”

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus sink deeper, inch by massive inch, into my wife. The contrast between his dark skin and Claire’s pale flesh was obscene, beautiful, everything I’d fantasized about.

“Tell him what it feels like,” Marcus commanded, his voice deep and authoritative as he pushed deeper into Claire’s tight pussy.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, glazed with pleasure but still sharp with cruel intent. “It feels like being fucked for the first time,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Marcus bottomed out inside her. “Like my pussy was made for black cock all along.”

I stood frozen, watching as Marcus’s dark hips pressed against Claire’s pale thighs. The sight of his massive black cock stretching her open was more intense than any fantasy I’d ever had.

“Oh fuck,” Claire gasped, her nails digging into Marcus’s shoulders. “Your cock is so deep, I can feel it bottoming out. Ryan’s pathetic little white dick never reached this far.”

Marcus began to move, pulling back before thrusting forward again. Each stroke made Claire’s body jerk, her breasts bouncing with the force of his thrusts.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, his massive hands gripping Claire’s hips as he drove deeper. “I can feel your pussy stretching around me.”

Claire’s head thrashed from side to side, her dark hair fanning across the white sheets. “Oh God, I’ve never felt so full,” she moaned, her voice breaking with each thrust. “Your black cock is splitting me open.”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus pound into my wife. Each thrust pushed her body up the bed, her pale skin flushing pink with exertion and arousal.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her eyes finding mine despite the pleasure overwhelming her. “I want you to see exactly what a real cock looks like inside me.”

Marcus pulled back until just the tip remained, allowing me to see how stretched Claire’s pussy was around him. Her pink flesh clung desperately to his dark shaft, unable to close completely around his girth. The sight was devastating—my wife’s body transformed, stretched beyond recognition by another man’s cock.

“See that?” Claire panted, her eyes locked on mine. “That’s what a real cock does to a pussy. Your little white dick could never stretch me like this.”

Marcus thrust forward again, burying himself to the hilt. Claire’s back arched off the bed, a scream tearing from her throat.

“Oh God, I can feel you in my stomach!” she cried, her nails raking down Marcus’s dark back. “Your black cock is so deep, so fucking deep!”
 

“Tell him how much better I feel than him,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, dark with pleasure and cruel satisfaction. “So much fucking better,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Marcus thrust deep. “Your pathetic little white dick has never made me feel like this. Never filled me up like this.”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched Marcus pound into my wife. Each thrust pushed her body up the bed, her pale skin flushed pink with exertion and arousal. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies connecting filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“I can feel every inch of him,” Claire gasped, her hands gripping Marcus’s muscular shoulders. “His black cock is reaching places you’ve never touched, Ryan. Places you could never reach with that tiny white dick of yours.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, a dark stain of precum spreading across the fabric. This was everything I’d fantasized about and more—my wife being fucked by a massive black cock while I watched helplessly from the corner.


Chapter 5

Marcus pulled Claire to the edge of the bed, repositioning her until her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, ankles locked behind his back. The sight was mesmerizing, the contrast of their skin even more stark from this angle.

“Come closer, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice thick with desire. “I want you to see this up close.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to the foot of the bed. From this vantage point, I could see everything—the way Claire’s pussy stretched obscenely around Marcus’s massive cock, the way her body jolted with each powerful thrust.

“Watch,” Claire panted, her eyes burning into mine. “Watch how a real man fucks your wife.”

Marcus’s pace increased, his powerful hips driving forward with relentless force. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies connecting filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Oh God,” she cried, “he’s so much bigger than you, Ryan! His black cock is splitting me open!”

The words hit me like a physical blow, sending a jolt of shameful arousal straight to my cock. I couldn’t look away as Marcus drove deeper, his dark hands gripping Claire’s pale thighs.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” Claire gasped, her eyes burning into mine. “Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about all these years? Watching your wife get destroyed by a real man?”

I nodded, unable to form words as Marcus pulled Claire’s legs higher, folding her nearly in half as he pounded into her with increasing ferocity.

“Answer me!” she demanded, her voice sharp despite her obvious pleasure.

“Yes,” I managed to croak, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants.

Marcus suddenly pulled out, leaving Claire gasping on the bed. “Let’s take this to the couch,” he said, his deep voice commanding.

I watched, transfixed, as Marcus lifted Claire effortlessly into his arms. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms clinging to his muscular shoulders. Her eyes found mine as he carried her across the room, and there was something in her gaze that made my cock throb painfully—a wildness, a hunger that had never been directed at me.

Marcus set her down on the plush couch, positioning her on her hands and knees. The contrast was striking—her pale body bent over the dark leather, her dark hair spilling down her back. Marcus stood behind her, his massive cock jutting proudly between his legs.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice husky with desire. “I want you to look me in the eyes while I cum all over his BBC.”

Marcus drove into her from behind, and her body instantly tensed. Her eyes locked with mine, wide with shock, before they rolled back in her head. A guttural scream tore from her throat as her first orgasm hit—a violent, full-body convulsion that was nothing like the quiet shudders I was used to.

Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Marcus held her hips firmly, driving deep as she came apart beneath him. The sounds she made—guttural, primal, completely unrestrained—were nothing like the quiet, controlled noises she made with me.

“Oh God! Oh fuck!” Claire screamed, her back arching as Marcus continued to pound into her. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming on his black cock!”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched my wife experience what appeared to be the most intense orgasm of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth hanging open in ecstasy. Marcus maintained his relentless pace, seemingly unfazed by her climax.

He didn’t stop. He pounded into her through the first climax and into a second, then a third. Each time she screamed and convulsed, her body drenched in sweat, her pleasure raw and undeniable. She had never, not once in eight years, come like this for me. The thought was both a spike of agony and a fresh wave of heat in my groin.

After what seemed like an eternity of watching Claire cum over and over again, Marcus finally slowed his pace. My wife’s body trembled with aftershocks, her skin flushed pink from exertion. Sweat glistened on her pale skin, making her look like she’d been thoroughly used—which, of course, she had.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice cutting through my haze of arousal and shame. “I want you to see this.”

I forced my eyes to focus on the point where their bodies joined. Marcus pulled back slowly, allowing me to see Claire’s pussy stretched obscenely around his massive cock. Her pink flesh clung desperately to his dark shaft, unable to close completely around his girth.

“See how loose she is now?” Marcus said, a cruel smile playing across his face. “Your wife’s pussy will never be the same after this. No matter how many times you fuck her, you’ll never feel like enough. again. She’ll always be loose, always stretched, always craving something bigger than what you can give her.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus demonstrate by pushing two fingers inside Claire alongside his still-hard shaft.

“See?” he said, his voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. “I can fit my fingers in here with my cock. Your wife’s pussy is ruined for you now.”

Claire moaned, her eyes rolling back as Marcus continued to stretch her with his fingers. “It feels so good,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Being stretched like this... I never want to go back to your tiny dick, Ryan.”

I stood frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from the obscene sight of Marcus’s fingers disappearing alongside his massive cock inside my wife. The humiliation twisted with my arousal, creating a toxic cocktail that made my head swim.

“Mmm, are you ready for the main event now?” Marcus asked with a smile.

“Main event?” I asked stupidly.

“The breeding,” Marcus answered while increasing his pace.

Claire let out a low, shameless moan at his words.

Fuck. I’d forgotten all about the main event.


Chapter 6

Before I could say anything, Claire was cumming and begging for it.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said, “breed me baby. Nut up in this married white pussy, fill me up daddy!”

Marcus’s pace increased dramatically, his massive cock driving into Claire with brutal force. Her body jerked forward with each thrust, her pale skin slapping against his dark thighs. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Yes! Yes! Breed me!” Claire screamed, her voice breaking as Marcus pounded into her. “Fill my white pussy with your black cum!”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched Marcus claim my wife. His massive hands gripped her hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust. Claire’s face was a mask of ecstasy, her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted in a silent scream.

“Tell your husband what’s happening,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes flew open, finding mine despite her obvious pleasure. “He’s going to cum inside me,” she panted, her voice thick with desire. “He’s going to fill my pussy with his seed,” she gasped, her eyes never leaving mine. “He’s going to breed me with his superior black cum while you watch.”

Marcus’s thrusts became erratic, his massive cock driving deep into Claire’s stretched pussy. I could see the muscles in his back tensing, his dark skin glistening with sweat under the hotel room’s warm lighting.

“And then,” she whispered, eyes nearly rolling back in her head as if she was possessed by some sex demon, “and then you’re going to eat every last drop out of me Ryan. You’re going to clean me up like a good cucky boy.”

Gulp.

“I’m going to cum,” Marcus growled, his voice dropping to a primal rumble. “I’m going to fill this tight white pussy with my black seed.”

Claire screamed, her thighs clamping around him and her spine arching so sharply I thought something might snap. I watched Marcus go rigid, his breath cut short, one hand pressing flat against her lower back as if to hold her in place while he finished. Claire’s fingers clawed at the sheets, her face turned sideways against the pillow, eyes squeezed shut and mouth stretched wide around a sound that had stopped being a word some time ago.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. “Fill me up. Breed me.”

I stood frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of Marcus’s cock still pulsing inside my wife. Claire’s body trembled with aftershocks, her skin flushed pink with exertion and pleasure. Marcus slowly pulled out, and I watched in fascination as his seed began to leak from Claire’s stretched pussy, running down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

“Now,” Claire panted, her eyes finding mine with cruel intent, “come clean me up, Ryan. Like you promised.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to where she lay sprawled on the couch. The smell of sex filled my nostrils—musky, primal, and utterly intoxicating. I sank to my knees between her spread legs, my cock throbbing painfully as I stared at the mess Marcus had left behind.

“Go on,” Claire whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Taste what a real man feels like inside me.”

I leaned forward, my tongue extending hesitantly toward my wife’s swollen, stretched pussy. The taste hit me immediately—salty, musky, and utterly foreign. Marcus’s seed mixed with Claire’s arousal created a flavor I’d never experienced before. My cock throbbed painfully as I lapped at her, cleaning the thick white fluid that leaked from her well-fucked hole.

“Good boy,” Claire whispered, her fingers tangling in my hair. “That’s it. Clean up every drop.”

I closed my eyes, losing myself in the act. The humiliation twisted with my arousal, creating an intoxicating cocktail that made my head spin. I could taste Marcus on my wife—taste the evidence of his superior masculinity, his ability to satisfy her in ways I never could.

When I finally pulled back, Claire’s pussy was clean, though still swollen and red from Marcus’s rough treatment. She looked down at me with an expression I’d never seen before — something between satisfaction and contempt. Her lips curled into a cruel smile as she reached down and stroked my cheek.

I swallowed hard, the taste of Marcus still lingering on my tongue. The finality in her gaze was clear. I wouldn’t be getting any release from her. Not today. Not ever again, perhaps.

“Mmm, come here,” she whispered. “I don’t want to fuck you, but you can jerk your cock off all over my tits.”

My hand moved automatically to my aching cock, wrapping around it as I positioned myself over Claire’s body. She lay back on the couch, her breasts still glistening with sweat, her eyes watching me with cruel amusement. From the doorway, Marcus watched us for a moment before giving a satisfied smirk and letting himself out.

“That’s it,” Claire whispered, her fingers trailing over her own nipples. “Jerk that pathetic little white dick all over my tits. Show me how much you loved watching your wife get fucked by a big black cock.”

I stroked myself faster, my eyes locked on the mixture of fluids still glistening between Claire’s thighs. The taste of Marcus lingered in my mouth, a constant reminder of my humiliation. My balls tightened as I felt my orgasm building.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about,” Claire demanded, her voice taking on that commanding edge again.

“You,” I gasped, my hand working frantically. “Him inside you. His cock stretching you open,” I gasped, my hand working frantically. “His cum inside you. The way you screamed for him.”

Claire’s eyes darkened as she watched me stroke myself. “And what did it taste like?” she whispered, her voice dropping to that dangerous register. “His seed mixed with my pussy?”

“Like... like I’m not enough,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “Like I never was.”

My orgasm hit me suddenly, violently. I came hard, ropes of cum splattering across Claire’s breasts as she watched with cruel satisfaction. My body convulsed with each spurt, the pleasure mixed with shame making my head swim.

“Look at that,” Claire said, examining my cum on her skin. “So little. So pathetic compared to what Marcus just pumped into me.”

I collapsed beside her, my body spent but my mind racing. What had I done? What had I unleashed?


Chapter 7

After Marcus left, Claire and I sat in silence on opposite sides of the hotel bed. The sheets were rumpled, stained with evidence of what had just transpired. The air still smelled of sex, of Marcus, of something I couldn’t quite name but felt deep in my bones.

“So,” Claire finally said, her voice soft in the dim room. “Was it everything you hoped for?”

I stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her directly. My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, confusion, and something else I couldn’t identify.

“Yes,” I whispered. “And no.”

Claire shifted on the bed, the sheets rustling beneath her. “What do you mean?”

I finally turned to look at her. Her hair was a mess, her lips swollen from kissing Marcus, her skin still flushed from his rough treatment. She looked beautiful and used, satisfied in a way I’d never seen before.

“I got exactly what I asked for,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “But I didn’t expect to feel... this.”

Claire’s eyes searched mine, waiting for me to continue.

“Empty,” I finally said. “I feel empty.”

She reached across the bed, her fingers brushing against mine. “Ryan, we can stop. We don’t have to do this again.”

But even as she said the words, I could see something in her eyes—a hunger that hadn’t been there before. A need that I had awakened but could never satisfy.

“No,” I whispered, my cock already stirring again despite my exhaustion. “I don’t want to stop.”

Claire’s lips curved into a smile that was both tender and cruel. “Good,” she said, her voice dropping to that dangerous register. “Because I’m not sure I could.”

The admission hung in the air between us, heavy with implication. Claire had enjoyed it. Not just the physical pleasure, but the power dynamic.

The realization settled into me slowly, then all at once, like a weight I hadn’t noticed until my legs nearly gave out. Claire had discovered something in herself tonight—something I had awakened but could never satisfy. The way she had looked at Marcus, the sounds she had made, the way she had begged him to breed her—none of it had been for my benefit. It had been real.

“You really liked it,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Claire’s eyes met mine, and I saw the truth there before she spoke. “I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she admitted, her voice soft but certain. “His cock... the way it filled me completely...”

My cock stirred despite the complex emotions swirling inside me. The shame twisted with the heat, that familiar, dangerous combination that had brought us here in the first place.

“Tell me,” I urged, needing to hear it. “Tell me how it felt.”

Claire shifted closer, her naked body still glistening with sweat. “It felt like I was being properly fucked for the first time,” Claire whispered, her eyes darkening with the memory. “Like my body finally understood what it was made for.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully as she continued.

“When he first pushed inside me,” she said, her voice dropping lower, “I felt like I was being split in two. But in the best possible way. Your cock has never stretched me like that, Ryan. Never made me feel so... full.”

The words should have devastated me, but instead they sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock twitched against my thigh as Claire’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest.

“And when he came inside me,” she continued, her voice barely above a whisper, “I felt it everywhere. His cum was so hot, so much more than yours. I could feel it filling me up, marking me as his.”

I closed my eyes, the image of Marcus’s seed leaking from Claire’s stretched pussy burned into my mind. The memory of cleaning her, tasting their combined fluids on my tongue, made my cock throb painfully.

“And what about me?” I asked, my voice barely audible. “What about us?”

Claire’s fingers stilled on my chest. She was quiet for a moment, her expression unreadable.

“This changes things,” she finally said, her voice soft but certain. “I can’t pretend it doesn’t.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “What does that mean?”

Claire shifted closer, her naked body pressing against mine. The contact sent shockwaves of arousal through me, despite everything.

“It means,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear, “that I want to do it again. Soon.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes. And you’re going to arrange it. Because this is our thing now, isn’t it? You wanted this. And now… I think I want it more.” Her voice was low, possessive, a hint of a threat coiled beneath the words. “Isn’t that right, cucky?”

Gulp.

She was right.

God help me. She was right.

THE END


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

Chapter 1

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

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

A lawnmower.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

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

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

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

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

It’s just one word: Oh.

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

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

Our new neighbor.

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

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

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

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

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

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

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

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

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

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

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

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

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

Rachel sighs.

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

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

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

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

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

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

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

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

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

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

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

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

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

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

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

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

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

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

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

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

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

“It’s just what?” she asks.

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

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

(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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