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Chapter 1

Lauren Kensington hugged her best friend tightly at the front door, the familiar scent of Jade’s expensive perfume pulling her straight back to the two of them getting ready in a cramped dorm bathroom, running late for everything. It had been almost four years since they’d seen each other in person. Jade looked exactly the same — bold, confident, and radiating that wild energy Lauren had always secretly envied.

“God, I’ve missed you,” Lauren said, pulling back with a genuine smile.

Jade looked her up and down, her perfectly arched eyebrow rising. “Girl… you look good. But what the hell happened to that sparkle in your eyes?”

Lauren laughed it off and led her inside, where they settled in the living room, catching up over drinks. At first it was light — work, travel, mutual friends. But as the second bottle opened, Jade’s questions became more personal.

“So…how’s the sex life?” Jade asked casually, sipping her wine.

Lauren froze for half a second, looking anxiously at the door. Mark was due home any minute and she didn’t like where this conversation was headed.

“It’s… fine,” Lauren said, forcing a smile. “We’re comfortable.”

Jade stared at her for a long moment, then let out a low, disbelieving laugh.

“Comfortable? Lauren, I know you. You used to be the girl who snuck into the Kappa house at 2 a.m. for fun. There’s no way you’re getting properly fucked if you’re saying ‘comfortable.’”

Lauren waved her off as if to say that was a lifetime ago but Jade ignored her, leaning forward with a wicked gleam in her eye.

“Be honest. When was the last time you actually came so hard you forgot your own name?”

Lauren’s cheeks burned.

“I… don’t remember,” she admitted quietly.

Jade’s eyes widened. She set her wine glass down hard.

“Oh honey. No. Absolutely not. Your husband has been starving you. That’s criminal.” She looked at a framed photo of Lauren and Mark, on their wedding day, assessing her husband with zero shame. She turned back to Lauren.

“No offense, but clearly white boy dick isn’t getting the job done.”

Lauren felt a strange mix of embarrassment and… relief? Someone was finally saying it out loud. But she pushed the thought away.

“Jade, I can’t believe you just said that,” she whispered, glancing nervously at the door again. The words hung in the air between them, dangerous and thrilling.

“Someone had to.” Jade shrugged, completely unapologetic. “You’re my girl, and I can’t stand seeing you like this. All...domestic and unfulfilled.”

Lauren took a long sip of wine, letting the warmth spread through her chest.

“It’s not that simple. Mark is a good man. He loves me.”

“And I’m sure he does, sweetie. But loving someone and satisfying them are two very different things.”

Jade leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“Here’s what you need. A big, thick, black cock. The kind that ruins you for anything else.”

Lauren couldn’t believe her ears.

“Jade!” she hissed, looking around to make sure Mark wasn’t at the front door. Or worse, that she’d missed him coming in entirely and was now standing right there within earshot of the whole lurid conversation.

But thankfully Mark was nowhere to be found.

“Jade did you really just say that? A big, thick…” Lauren stopped short, unable to bring herself to say it out loud.

“Oh yeah. A big, black cock,” Jade said, her voice a loud, clear stage whisper that carried with theatrical delight, making Lauren jump.

“Shhhh!” Lauren hissed again. But Jade waved her off before continuing on her rant.

“And the best part? Your husband’s going to watch the whole thing…he has cuck written all over him. Trust me girl.”

Lauren titled her head to the side.

“Cuck?”

“Cuck,” Jade repeated, a slow smile spreading across her face. “You know, when a husband watches his wife get fucked by someone else. Someone... better.”

Lauren’s stomach flipped. The wine suddenly felt too warm in her throat.

“Jade, that’s insane. Mark would never—”

“Wouldn’t he?” Jade cut her off, her dark eyes gleaming. “Think about it. Has he ever mentioned watching you with someone else? Maybe during sex? Or joked about it?”

Lauren felt heat rush to her cheeks as a memory surfaced—Mark, breathless in her ear one night, whispering about what it might be like to see her with someone more... experienced. She’d laughed it off then, but now...and how did Jade know?

“I saw how he looked at you when you first mentioned my ‘dynamic’ with Keith,” Jade said. “That little flicker in his eyes? He’s already thought about it. A lot.”

Before Lauren could respond, the front door opened. Mark’s familiar footsteps echoed in the entryway.

“Babe? I’m home,” Mark called out as he stepped into the living room, his tie already loosened after a long day at the office.

Lauren nearly choked on her wine. Jade shot her a knowing look that made her stomach flutter.

“Hey, honey,” Lauren managed, standing to greet him with a kiss. “Jade’s here.”

Mark’s face lit up when he saw his wife’s old friend. “Jade! It’s been forever!”

He gave her a warm hug, and Lauren couldn’t help but notice how Jade’s eyes traveled appreciatively over Mark’s lean frame. The way she looked at him was different somehow—assessing, almost predatory.

“So, what are you ladies gossiping about?” Mark asked, pouring himself a glass of wine.

Jade didn’t miss a beat. “Just catching up. I was telling Lauren how much she’s changed since college.”

Lauren shot her a warning look, but Jade just smiled innocently.

“Changed for the better,” Lauren finished quickly, shooting Jade a warning glance. “I was just telling Jade how happy we are.”

Mark smiled, oblivious to the tension crackling between the two women. “Absolutely. Four years of marriage and still going strong.”

“To lasting love,” she said, her eyes lingering on Lauren for a moment. “I hope you two are still finding ways to keep things exciting.”

Lauren nearly choked again. Mark, however, seemed perfectly comfortable with the question.

“We try new things,” he said, settling onto the couch beside Lauren, his arm casually draped around her shoulders. “Travel, date nights, that kind of stuff.”

“Date nights,” Jade repeated, as if tasting the words. “How... sweet.”

Lauren could feel her heart pounding. The wine had made her bold, or reckless, or both. Something about Jade’s presence was stirring feelings she’d long suppressed.

“We should really get going,” Lauren said sharply and suddenly. “Otherwise we’ll be late for dinner!”

Mark seemed to finally notice her urgency, though he misinterpreted the cause. He smiled and nodded.

“Right, of course. Don’t want to be late. You two have fun tonight. I’ll probably be crashed out by the time you’re back.”

Lauren grabbed her purse and practically dragged Jade out the door, leaving Mark with a puzzled expression. The cool evening air did little to calm her flushed cheeks as she fumbled with the handle of Jade’s rented convertible.

“What the hell was that?” Jade asked, sliding into the driver’s seat. “I thought you were going to dislocate my shoulder.”

“You were about to ask him if he finger-bangs me, wasn’t you?” Lauren shot back, slamming the door. “I had to get us out of there.”

“Awkward or something so true it made you uncomfortable? Oh wait, I already did that didn’t I?”

She laughed out loud.

Lauren couldn’t help but laugh too. Already the wine was going to her head and she was loosening up. Both in mind and body. The night was young. And there was so much yet to unfold.

They hopped into the car and just sat there for a minute.

“I didn’t know we had dinner plans,” Jade said with a wry smile.

Lauren burst out laughing again.

“We don’t I just…I just had to get us out of there. Who knew what you might say next?”

Jade laughed, turning the key in the ignition.

“Well, where to then?”

“I know a place,” Lauren said, adrenaline pumping.


Chapter 2

Lauren was drinking whiskey now and feeling warm and loose as her mind turned over the words Jade had said about Mark only an hour ago.

They’d found a corner bar on the edge of town and sat down in quiet, dim comfort.

“Ok, so tell me more…” Lauren said looking around to make sure no one was listening.

Jade leaned across the table, her dark eyes gleaming with mischief.

“About cuckolding?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the bar’s background music.

Lauren nodded, her heart racing. The whiskey had loosened her inhibitions, making her more curious than cautious.

“It’s not as taboo as people think,” Jade said, swirling her drink. “Lots of couples do it. The husband watches while his wife gets taken by a more... capable man.”

Lauren’s breath caught. “And they’re okay with that? The husbands, I mean.”

Jade smiled knowingly. “They love it. It’s the ultimate fantasy for some men—watching their wife experience pleasure they can’t give her.”

Lauren thought about Mark’s whispered confession that night, how he’d mentioned wanting to see her with someone more experienced. At the time, she’d thought it was just dirty talk, but now...

“Have you and… God, what is his name again? Keith! Have you and Keith ever, you know… done it?” Lauren finally managed, the question feeling heavy on her tongue.”

“Keith. His names Keith and yes…” Jade looked around and lowered her voice. “Girl let me tell you it is life-changing.”

Lauren leaned in closer, completely captivated. “Really? And Keith is okay with it?”

“Better than okay,” Jade replied, her eyes sparkling. “He practically begs for it now. There’s something about watching me get taken by another man that drives him absolutely wild.”

The bartender approached with another round of drinks, momentarily breaking their intense conversation. Lauren took a long sip of her whiskey, letting the burn distract her from the heat rising in her body.

“And you’ve done it with black men,” Lauren said, the very taboo nature of it sending a thrill down her spine.

“Only black men. I prefer it that way and to be honest, so does Keith.”

Lauren’s eyes widened as Jade’s words sank in. The bar seemed to fade around her, the noise of other patrons becoming distant as she focused entirely on her friend’s revelation.

“Only black men?” Lauren repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade nodded, taking a slow sip of her drink. “There’s just something about it that can’t be matched. The size, the stamina, the way they take control...” She let the sentence hang in the air between them.

Lauren felt a flutter in her stomach that had nothing to do with the whiskey. Images flashed through her mind—dark skin against pale, powerful hands gripping her hips. She quickly pushed the thoughts away, but not before her body had responded with a rush of heat.

“Doesn’t it feel... I don’t know, wrong somehow?” Lauren asked, genuinely curious despite her discomfort.

Jade laughed softly. “The first time, maybe. Right at the beginning. Maybe. But when you see how much it turns your husband on, how it transforms your marriage...” Jade’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “It becomes the most natural thing in the world.”

Lauren shifted in her seat, suddenly aware of how the barstool pressed between her thighs. The whiskey had made her bold, but it wasn’t just the alcohol making her heart race.

“But how do you even... find someone?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

Jade’s smile widened. “There are websites, apps, clubs. But honestly, I have someone in mind for you.”

Lauren nearly choked on her drink. “What? You can’t be serious.”

“Dead serious.” Jade leaned forward, her perfume intoxicating in the close space between them. “His name is Kai. He’s... impressive, to say the least. And he knows exactly how to handle a woman like you.”

“A woman like me?” Lauren said.

“A woman like you,” Jade repeated, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Beautiful, passionate, and completely untouched by real pleasure.”

Lauren’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t deny the truth in Jade’s words. The whiskey had loosened her inhibitions, making her more receptive to ideas she would have dismissed outright just hours ago.

“I don’t know...” Lauren murmured, swirling the amber liquid in her glass.

Jade placed her hand over Lauren’s, her touch warm and reassuring. “Just think about it. No pressure. But trust me when I say that once you experience it, you’ll wonder why you waited so long.”

The bartender appeared again, asking if they wanted another round. Lauren hesitated, knowing she should probably stop. But the warmth spreading through her body felt too good to end the night yet.

“Why not?” she said, pushing her empty glass forward.

As the bartender walked away, Jade’s phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. “Speak of the devil,” she murmured, typing a quick reply.

She had to admit, deep down she was curious. She was both appalled and turned on by the idea and the alcohol was only helping to increase the feelings of the latter.

“So you really think Mark would be ok with something like that? Like how would I even…how did you…?” Lauren was stammering, a little tipsy.

Jade leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “It’s all about testing the waters first. Maybe start with some fantasy talk during sex. See how he reacts.”

Lauren nodded slowly, the whiskey making her thoughts feel both fuzzy and crystal clear at the same time. The idea of whispering her newfound fantasies to Mark sent a shiver down her spine.

“And if he’s into it?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

Jade’s smile widened. “Then we move to phase two. Maybe show him some videos. Let him see what it could be like.”

The bartender returned with their drinks, momentarily breaking the tension between them. Lauren took a long sip, letting the warmth spread through her chest. The bar had grown more crowded, the noise level rising as the night progressed.

“What kind of videos?” Lauren asked once they were alone again.

Jade pulled out her phone, glancing around before showing Lauren the screen. “Interracial ones, specifically. Videos of white women with black men.” Jade scrolled through her phone, showing Lauren thumbnails that made her breath catch. “See how the women respond? That’s real pleasure, not the fake moaning you see in most porn.”

Lauren stared at the screen, transfixed. The images were explicit, intimate—white skin against dark, powerful bodies moving in rhythm. Her mouth went dry.

“Jade, I shouldn’t be looking at this,” she whispered, but couldn’t tear her eyes away.

“Sure you should,” Jade replied, her voice low and seductive. “This is educational. You need to see what you’ve been missing.”

Lauren’s phone buzzed in her purse. She glanced at it—a text from Mark: “Having fun? Don’t rush home. I’m watching the game.”

The timing of his message seemed almost like fate.

Lauren decided not to answer and ordered another drink.


Chapter 3

The third whiskey went down easier than the first. By the time Jade was driving her home, the city lights blurring past the window, Lauren felt a dangerous warmth spreading through her veins.

“Remember, test the waters…maybe even tonight,” she said with a mischievous grin. “You know where to find me, don’t be a stranger girl!”

Lauren watched as Jade’s taillights disappeared down the street, already turning over the idea like a coin she wasn’t sure she wanted to spend. The whiskey had left her pleasantly buzzed, her inhibitions lowered just enough to consider what her friend had suggested.

Inside, Mark was sprawled on the couch, the television casting a blue glow across the living room. He looked up with a smile when she entered.

“Hey, babe. Good time with Jade?”

Lauren hesitated, then crossed the room and sat beside him, close enough that their thighs touched. “It was... interesting.”

Mark muted the TV, sensing something in her tone. “Interesting how?”

Lauren’s heart raced as she thought about Jade’s advice. Test the waters. She took a deep breath, deciding to dip just her toes in.

“Jade was telling me about...her and Keith’s relationship…the dynamic they have….” She watched Mark’s face carefully for his reaction.

Mark’s eyebrows rose slightly. “What kind of dynamic?”

Lauren shifted closer, feeling the heat of the whiskey still coursing through her veins. “She said they’ve been... experimenting. Trying new things to keep their marriage exciting.”

Something flickered in Mark’s eyes—interest, perhaps? Or was she imagining it?

“What kind of things?” he asked, his voice dropping slightly.

Lauren hesitated, then decided to push further. “She mentioned something called cuckolding. Have you heard of it?”

Mark’s reaction was immediate—a slight flush creeping up his neck. He cleared his throat. “I... yeah, I’ve heard of it. Why do you ask?”

The way he shifted in his seat told Lauren everything she needed to know. Jade had been right.

“Just curious,” she said, running her fingers lightly along his thigh. “She said it’s more common than people think.”

Mark swallowed hard, his gaze fixed on her hand. “Did she?”

Lauren watched Mark’s face carefully, noticing the way his breathing had quickened slightly. The whiskey gave her courage to press further.

“Jade said that some husbands actually enjoy watching their wives with other men. That it becomes their biggest fantasy.” She traced small circles on his thigh, feeling the muscle tense beneath her fingertips.

Mark’s throat worked as he swallowed. “That’s... that’s pretty intense.”

“And then I remembered, that one night…two years ago…when you, well do you remember what you said?”

Mark’s face flushed crimson as the memory surfaced. That night, after too many drinks, he’d whispered something he’d never dared to say sober—how he sometimes imagined her with other men, how the thought made him harder than anything else.

“I... yeah, I remember,” he admitted, his voice barely audible.

Lauren felt a thrill of power surge through her. Jade had been right about everything.

“What if...” Lauren paused, her fingers pressing flat against the table. “What if I told you I’m curious about it too?”

The words hung between them, charged with possibility. Mark’s eyes darkened as he processed what she was saying. The television continued to flicker silently in the background, forgotten.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lauren nodded slowly. “Jade showed me some videos. Women with... with black men.” She watched his reaction carefully. “They seemed to be experiencing something I’ve never felt before.”

Mark’s breath caught in his throat. The images flooding his mind—Lauren, his beautiful wife, with someone else—sent a confusing rush of emotions through him. Excitement, jealousy, arousal all tangled together.

“Black men specifically?” he asked, his voice strained.

Lauren nodded, emboldened by his reaction. “Jade says they’re... different. More intense. That the experience is unlike anything else.”

Mark shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of his growing arousal. The fantasy he’d confessed to years ago had been vague, undefined. Now it was taking shape in a way that both terrified and thrilled him.

“Would you want to... try it?” he asked, the words feeling foreign on his tongue.

Lauren leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear. “What if I said yes?”

The question hung between them, heavy with implication. Mark’s mind raced with possibilities, with fears, with desires he’d buried for years.

“I’d say...”

But before he could finish, Lauren surged forward, capturing his mouth in a kiss that was all teeth and tongue and whiskey. It wasn’t a kiss of affection; it was a kiss of pure, desperate hunger. An unfamiliar heat had coiled low in her belly, and she was suddenly frantic to get him out of his clothes.

Mark’s thoughts scattered, his surprise giving way to the raw urgency of her assault.

“I’ve never seen you like this,” he gasped between kisses, his fingers fumbling with the buttons of her blouse.

Lauren’s mind was a whirlwind of desire and forbidden thoughts. The images Jade had shown her flashed through her consciousness—dark skin against white, powerful muscles straining—making her movements more desperate, more primal.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered against his neck, her teeth grazing his earlobe.

Mark needed no further encouragement.

Once upstairs, Lauren pushed him onto the bed, her fingers working frantically to remove his clothes. Mark watched in amazement as his normally reserved wife transformed before his eyes, her movements urgent and demanding.

“You’re different tonight,” he murmured, his hands sliding up her thighs as she straddled him.

Lauren leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Tell me what you want to see,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Tell me who you want to watch me with.”

Mark’s breath caught in his throat. The fantasy that had lived only in his mind was suddenly being spoken aloud, made real by her words.

“Someone... bigger than me,” he admitted, his voice barely audible. “Someone who can give you what I can’t.”

Lauren’s eyes darkened with desire. She reached for his hand, guiding it between her legs where he could feel how wet she already was.

“Like who?” she pressed, rolling her hips against him. “Be specific.”

Mark’s mind raced with images he’d only allowed himself to imagine in his darkest fantasies. His wife’s words had opened a door he’d been afraid to approach.

“A black man,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. “Someone... built. Powerful.”

Lauren’s breath hitched. The words were like a match to gasoline, igniting something primal within her. She ground herself against him, feeling his hardness through the thin fabric of his boxers.

“And what would you do?” she asked, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “Would you watch?”

Mark nodded, unable to form words as her hands explored his chest. The fantasy that had been his secret shame was now becoming something shared between them.

“Tell me,” Lauren demanded, her fingers trailing lower. “I want to hear you say it.”

Mark swallowed hard, his heart hammering against his ribs. “I’d watch him take you. See his hands on your body. Hear you moan for him.”

Lauren’s eyes darkened with desire as she felt her body respond to his words. The fantasy was becoming more vivid with each passing moment, more real. Her fingers traced the outline of his arousal through his boxers.

“And what if he was... bigger than you?” she whispered, watching his face flush. “What if he could fill me in ways you never could?”

Mark’s breath came in short gasps as her words painted pictures in his mind. The jealousy that should have been there was strangely absent, replaced by an intense arousal he’d never experienced before.

“I’d want to see it,” he admitted, his voice barely audible. “I’d want to see you take all of him.”

Lauren felt a rush of power at his confession. The whiskey and Jade’s words had awakened something primal within her—a hunger that had been dormant for far too long. She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear.

“Jade knows someone,” she whispered, feeling his body tense beneath her. “A black man named Kai. She says he’s... impressive.”

Mark’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. The fantasy was no longer just a fantasy—it was becoming a tangible possibility. His heart raced with a confusing mixture of excitement and apprehension.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lauren nodded slowly, watching his reaction carefully. “She showed me pictures. He’s... well, he’s exactly what you described.”

The room seemed to grow smaller as the implications of their conversation settled over them. Mark’s mind raced with images—his beautiful wife with another man, someone bigger, stronger, more powerful. The jealousy he expected to feel was strangely absent, replaced by an intense arousal that made him dizzy.

“And you want to meet him?” Mark asked, his voice strained.

Lauren hesitated, suddenly aware of how quickly they were moving. But the whiskey and the heat of the moment had made her bold. “I think I do,” she admitted. “But only if you want me to.”

Mark’s hands trembled as they caressed her thighs. The decision felt monumental, a turning point in their marriage that could never be undone. But the desire in his wife’s eyes, the hunger he’d never seen before, made the choice seem inevitable.

“I want to watch,” he whispered, the words both terrifying and thrilling as they left his mouth. “I want to see you with him.”

Lauren felt a rush of power and excitement flood through her body. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss that conveyed everything words couldn’t.

“Then I’ll call Jade tomorrow,” she murmured against his mouth. “She can arrange everything.”

Mark’s hands slid up her body, pulling her closer. The fantasy that had lived only in his mind was now becoming a shared desire, something that would change their relationship forever.

“But tonight,” Lauren whispered, her voice husky with desire, “tonight I want you to imagine it while you’re inside me. I want you to think about him taking me while you make love to me.”

Mark groaned, his arousal reaching new heights at her words. He rolled her onto her back, hovering above her with a look of desperate need.

“I’ve imagined it so many times,” he admitted, his voice raw with emotion. “Watching someone else give you what I can’t.”

Lauren reached up, pulling him down for another kiss. Talking about it had changed something between them, tightened the air, made his hands feel different against her skin. As Mark’s hands explored her body with renewed passion, Lauren closed her eyes, allowing herself to imagine what it would be like—strong, dark hands on her pale skin, powerful muscles moving above her.

The fantasy had taken root, and neither of them knew how to stop it now.


Chapter 4

Three days later, Lauren stared into her latte, the foam art dissolving into a muddy swirl. She wrapped her hands around the warm ceramic, but the heat couldn’t touch the cold knot in her stomach. A man’s name—Kai—had been a constant, terrifying drumbeat in her head since the night of the whiskeys. The night she’d agreed to let a stranger into her marriage bed.

“So?” Jade asked, stirring her coffee with deliberate slowness. “Have you talked to Mark again about it?”

Lauren nodded, her stomach fluttering with nervous excitement. “We talked all weekend. It’s all we can think about.”

Jade’s eyes sparkled with triumph. “And?”

“And we want to meet him. Kai.” Lauren’s voice dropped to a whisper, even though the coffee shop was nearly empty at this hour. “But I’m so nervous. What if I can’t go through with it? What if Mark changes his mind?”

Jade reached across the table, placing her hand over Lauren’s. “Listen, the first time is always nerve-wracking. But trust me, once you see how turned on Mark gets watching you, all those doubts will disappear.”

Lauren took a deep breath. “When can we meet him?”

Jade smiled, pulling out her phone. “How about tonight? Kai’s been asking about you. I showed him your picture, and he’s very interested.”

Heat rushed to Lauren’s cheeks at the thought of this stranger examining her photo. “Tonight? That’s so soon!”

“Better to jump in before you lose your nerve,” Jade replied, already typing a message. “I know a hotel downtown. Very discreet, very private. I’ll book the penthouse suite.”

Lauren’s heart pounded as she watched Jade make the arrangements. This was really happening. In just a few hours, she would meet the man who might change her marriage forever.

…

On the other side of town, Mark sat at his desk, staring blankly at his computer screen. He hadn’t been able to concentrate all morning, his mind constantly drifting to the conversation he’d had with Lauren. The fantasy that had lived only in his imagination was becoming reality, and the anticipation was both exhilarating and terrifying.

He’d spent the weekend researching cuckolding online, reading forums where men dissected every detail—the staging, the specific words their wives used, the precise moment when arousal curdled into something else entirely. One post had stuck with him: *I still can’t tell if that night saved us or ended us.* Mark kept returning to it, trying to decide which half frightened him more.

His phone buzzed with a text from Lauren: “Meeting Jade for coffee. She’s arranging everything for tonight. Are we really doing this?”

Mark’s hands trembled as he typed his response: “Yes. I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

The lie came easily, though his stomach churned with uncertainty. The truth was, he wasn’t sure at all. But the desire to see Lauren experience pleasure beyond what he could give her was overwhelming.

…

Jade watched Lauren’s face carefully as she read Mark’s text. The mixture of fear and excitement in her friend’s eyes was exactly what she’d hoped to see.

“He’s in,” Jade announced, showing Lauren her phone screen where Kai had just confirmed for 8 PM. “It’s happening.”

Lauren took a deep breath, trying to steady her racing heart. The reality of what they were about to do was finally hitting her. “I should go home and... I don’t know, prepare somehow.”

Jade smiled knowingly. “Relax, you’ll be fine. Kai knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s very experienced with couples like you two.”

The phrase “couples like you two” sent a shiver down Lauren’s spine. What exactly did that mean? Couples where the husband couldn’t satisfy his wife? The thought made her uncomfortable, yet strangely aroused.

“What should I wear?” Lauren asked, suddenly feeling like a teenager preparing for her first date.

“Something that makes you feel sexy but not too obvious,” Jade advised. “Maybe that black dress you wore to my wedding? The one that hugs your curves just right.”

Lauren nodded, remembering the dress. She’d felt beautiful in it, confident. Tonight, she would need all the confidence she could muster.

...

As Lauren drove home, her mind raced with thoughts of the evening ahead. Would Kai be gentle or rough? Would Mark really be able to handle watching another man touch her? What if they all regretted it afterward?

When she arrived home, Mark was already there, pacing nervously in the living room.

“I took the afternoon off,” he explained, running his hand through his already disheveled hair. “I couldn’t concentrate at work.”

Lauren set her purse down and crossed the room to him. “Me neither. I keep thinking about tonight.”

Mark pulled her into his arms, holding her tightly. “We can still back out if you want,” he whispered against her hair. “No pressure.”

But Lauren could feel the tension in his body, the barely contained excitement. Despite his words, she knew he wanted this as much as she did.

“No,” she said, pulling back to look into his eyes. “I want to do this. For us.”

Mark’s eyes darkened with desire. “I’ve been thinking about it all day,” he admitted. “What it will be like to see you with him.”

Lauren felt a thrill run through her at his words. The forbidden nature of their arrangement was already changing something between them, adding an electric charge to their relationship.

“Jade says he’s very experienced,” Lauren told him, watching his reaction carefully. “That he knows how to handle... couples like us.”

Mark swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “Couples like us?”

“Where the husband watches,” Lauren clarified, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Where the wife needs... more.”

The words hung between them, heavy with implication. Mark’s hands tightened on her waist, pulling her closer.

“You deserve more,” he said, his voice strained. “I’ve always known that.”

Lauren felt a rush of emotion at his admission. The years of pretending everything was fine, of faking satisfaction in bed, suddenly seemed worth it if it had led them to this moment of honesty.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered, taking his hand. “We have a few hours before we need to get ready.”

Mark followed her willingly, his heart pounding with anticipation. As they climbed the stairs together, Mark counted each step without knowing why.


Chapter 5

The hotel suite Jade had booked was more luxurious than Lauren had expected. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a stunning view of the city skyline, while plush carpeting muffled their footsteps as they entered. The king-sized bed dominated the room, its crisp white sheets turned down invitingly.

Mark stood awkwardly by the door, his eyes darting around the room as if looking for an escape route. His hands were shoved deep in his pockets, his shoulders tense with nervous anticipation.

“Jade should be here any minute,” Lauren said, checking her reflection in the mirror. The black dress clung to her curves exactly as Jade had predicted, making her feel both beautiful and vulnerable.

Mark nodded, unable to form words. The reality of what they were about to do was suddenly overwhelming. This wasn’t a fantasy anymore—it was happening. Tonight, another man would touch his wife, would make her moan in ways he never had.

The knock at the door made them both jump. Lauren’s heart raced as she crossed the room to answer it, aware of Mark’s eyes following her every movement.

Jade stood in the hallway, her smile bright with excitement. Beside her was a man who could only be Kai. He was tall—at least six foot three—with broad shoulders and a muscular build that his fitted shirt did little to hide. His dark skin seemed to glow under the hallway lights, and his eyes held a confidence that made Lauren’s knees weak.

“Lauren, Mark, this is Kai,” Jade said, stepping aside to let the man enter.

Kai extended his hand to Mark first, his grip firm but not aggressive. “Nice to meet you both,” he said, his voice deep and melodic. When he turned to Lauren, he took a moment before speaking, his attention unhurried in a way that felt more like recognition than appraisal. “Jade wasn’t exaggerating. You’re even more beautiful in person.”

Lauren felt heat rush to her cheeks. “Thank you,” she managed, suddenly aware of how dry her mouth had become.

Jade moved to the minibar, pouring four glasses of champagne. “Let’s have a drink first,” she suggested, handing them out. “Get comfortable with each other.”

Mark accepted his glass with trembling fingers. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Kai, noticing how the man towered over him, how his presence seemed to fill the entire room. He waited for the familiar spike of jealousy, the possessive rage. Instead, a strange heat coiled in his gut, a disloyal curiosity that sent his pulse skittering.

“So,” Kai said, settling into one of the plush chairs, completely at ease. “Jade has told me about your situation. You’re new to this?”

Lauren nodded, perching on the edge of the bed. “Very new. We’ve only talked about it for a few days.”

Kai smiled, showing perfect white teeth. “That’s fine. We’ll take things at your pace. The first time can be intense, so it’s important that everyone feels comfortable.”

Mark cleared his throat, finally finding his voice. “How many... couples have you done this with?”

“Quite a few,” Kai admitted, taking a sip of champagne.

“Each couple is different,” Kai continued, his eyes moving between Mark and Lauren. “Some prefer to watch from the beginning. Others need to ease into it. What matters is that we establish boundaries beforehand.”

Mark shifted uncomfortably, suddenly aware of how small he felt next to this man. Kai exuded confidence in a way that Mark had never managed, and the contrast between them was painfully obvious.

“And what exactly are we doing tonight?” Mark asked, his voice coming out stronger than he expected.

Kai set his champagne glass down and leaned forward. “That depends on what you’re comfortable with. We could start with something simple—just touching, kissing. Or we could go further if everyone’s ready.”

Lauren’s heart raced as she watched the two men. Watching them, a thrill went through her. Mark, shifting his weight, hands finding his pockets again. Kai, perfectly still, occupying his space as if he owned it. The difference alone was enough to make her skin prickle.

“I think we should start slow,” Lauren said, surprising herself with her boldness. “Maybe... maybe you could kiss me first. With Mark watching.”

Mark’s breath caught in his throat. The image of another man’s lips on his wife’s sent a confusing rush of emotions through him. Jealousy warred with excitement, creating a tension that made his skin feel too tight.

“Would that be okay with you?” Kai asked, looking directly at Mark.

Mark nodded, unable to form words. His mouth had gone dry, his palms sweaty. He wasn’t sure if he could handle watching, but the alternative—leaving—seemed impossible now that they were here.

Jade moved to stand beside Mark, placing a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “It’s normal to be nervous,” she whispered. “But trust me, you’ll love it once you see how much pleasure she experiences.”

Kai stood and approached Lauren, who remained seated on the edge of the bed. He towered over her, his presence commanding attention. When he reached for her hand, Lauren noticed how his dark skin contrasted with her pale fingers.

“Stand up,” he said gently. “I want to look at you properly.”

Lauren rose slowly, suddenly aware of how the dress hugged her curves. Lauren rose slowly, suddenly aware of the way the dress clung to her hips and waist. Kai’s gaze followed the movement, his expression unreadable but intense.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice deep and sincere. “Your husband is a lucky man.”

Mark watched from across the room, his heart hammering against his ribs. The sight of this man admiring his wife should have filled him with rage, but instead, he felt a strange sense of pride mixed with arousal.

Kai’s hand moved to Lauren’s waist, pulling her closer. “May I kiss you?” he asked, his breath warm against her cheek.

Lauren glanced at Mark, seeking permission. When he nodded, she turned back to Kai. “Yes,” she whispered.

The first touch of Kai’s lips against hers sent electricity coursing through Lauren’s body. His kiss was different from Mark’s—more confident, more demanding. His hand tightened on her waist, pulling her against his muscular frame. Lauren felt herself responding, her body melting into his as the kiss deepened.

Mark watched, transfixed, as his wife’s body responded to another man’s touch. The sight of Lauren’s fingers threading through Kai’s short, dark hair, her body arching against his muscular frame, sent a confusing rush of emotions through him. Jealousy and arousal battled for dominance as he witnessed something he’d only fantasized about.

Jade moved closer to Mark, her hand sliding down to rest on the small of his back. “Look at her face,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Completely unguarded. Have you ever seen her look like that for you?”

The words landed somewhere in Mark’s chest, but what rose up in response wasn’t pain—it was an unexpected surge of excitement. Jade was right—Lauren had never been this passionate, this uninhibited with him. The realization should have hurt, but it only heightened his arousal.

Across the room, Kai’s hands slid down to grip Lauren’s hips, pulling her firmly against him. She could feel his hardness pressing against her stomach, and the size of it made her gasp against his lips. When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, Lauren’s eyes sought Mark’s.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice husky with desire.

Mark nodded, unable to form words. His pants had grown uncomfortably tight, his body responding to the scene before him despite his conflicted emotions.

Kai turned to face Mark, his arm still possessively around Lauren’s waist. “She’s incredible,” he said, his voice filled with genuine appreciation. “You’ve been keeping this all to yourself for too long.”

Jade stepped forward, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I think it’s time we moved things along. Kai, why don’t you show Mark what he’s been missing all these years?”

Kai smiled, his hand moving to the zipper at the back of Lauren’s dress. “May I?” he asked, his eyes locked on Mark’s.

Mark swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. He had the strange feeling that the air in the room had already changed. Once that dress came off, there would be no going back to the way things were before.

“Do it,” Mark whispered, his voice barely audible.

Lauren’s heart raced as she felt Kai’s fingers on her zipper. The hotel room air hit her bare skin as the dress slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood before them in nothing but black lace underwear, suddenly aware of three pairs of eyes studying her body.

“She’s perfect,” Kai murmured, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra. Lauren gasped as his thumbs brushed over her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

Mark watched, mesmerized, as another man touched his wife with such confidence. The sight of Kai’s dark hands against Lauren’s pale skin sent a jolt through him. The stark contrast felt forbidden, a transgression he couldn’t look away from.

Jade moved to stand beside Mark, her hand sliding up his arm. “See how she responds to him?” she whispered. “That’s what real pleasure looks like.”

Mark couldn’t tear his eyes away as Kai’s hands explored Lauren’s body with practiced ease.

The contrast between Kai’s confident touch and Mark’s hesitant caresses was painfully obvious. Where Mark had always been gentle, almost apologetic in his approach, Kai handled Lauren with a commanding presence that made her body respond in ways she’d never experienced.

“Turn around,” Kai instructed, his voice deep and authoritative.

Lauren obeyed without hesitation, suddenly aware of how her body responded to his commands. She felt his hands on her shoulders, his thumbs tracing circles on her skin as he slowly unclasped her bra. The cool air hit her exposed breasts, making her nipples harden instantly.

Mark watched from across the room, his breath coming in short gasps. The sight of another man undressing his wife should have filled him with rage, but instead, he felt an intense arousal that made his head spin. Jade’s hand on his arm kept him grounded, her presence both comforting and provocative.

“Look at him,” Kai whispered in Lauren’s ear, turning her to face Mark. “Watch your husband watch you.”

Lauren’s eyes met Mark’s across the room. The desire she saw there, mixed with something that looked almost like worship, sent a thrill through her body. She had never felt more powerful, more desired.

Jade leaned closer to Mark, her lips brushing his ear. “She’s going to experience things with him that you could never give her,” she whispered, her voice seductive. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Kai’s hands moved to Lauren’s hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her underwear. With deliberate slowness, he slid them down her legs, exposing her completely to the room. Lauren stepped out of them, suddenly aware of her nakedness in a way she’d never been before.

“Beautiful,” Kai murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her waist before settling on her hips, pulling her gently against him.

Mark couldn’t tear his eyes away. The sight of another man’s hands on his wife’s body was simultaneously the most painful and arousing thing he had ever witnessed. His pants had grown uncomfortably tight, his body betraying his conflicted emotions.

Jade’s hand moved to rest on Mark’s thigh, her fingers inching higher. “Would you like to see more?” she asked, her voice a silky whisper.

Mark nodded, unable to form words. His mouth had gone dry, his heart hammering against his ribs. He was both terrified and excited about what would happen next.

Kai guided Lauren toward the bed, his hand possessively on the small of her back. When they reached it, he turned to face Mark and Jade.

“Why don’t you join us?” he suggested, his eyes moving between them. “This is about all of us.”

Jade took Mark’s hand, leading him toward the bed. Mark followed willingly, his legs feeling like they were made of jelly. As they approached, Kai began to undress, revealing a body that was even more impressive than Mark had imagined. His muscles were perfectly defined, his skin dark and flawless. When he removed his boxers, Mark’s breath caught in his throat.


Chapter 6

Kai stood before them, fully naked and unashamed. His body was a masterpiece of dark, rippling muscle, but it was what hung between his legs that made both Mark and Lauren stare in disbelief. His cock was enormous—thick and long, with veins running along its shaft. It was easily twice Mark’s size, and it hung heavy between Kai’s muscular thighs.

Lauren’s mouth went dry at the sight. She had never seen anything so... impressive. The size of it should have frightened her, but instead, she felt a rush of heat between her legs. Her body responded to the sight in ways that surprised her.

Mark felt his stomach drop. The comparison between himself and Kai was painfully obvious. Where Mark was lean and pale, Kai was muscular and dark. Where Mark’s cock was average at best, Kai’s was extraordinary. A hot flush of shame crept up his neck, but it was followed by a deeper, traitorous throb of excitement.

Jade watched their reactions with barely concealed satisfaction. This was exactly what she had hoped for—the moment of realization that would change everything between them.

“Now you see,” Jade whispered, her fingers tightening on his thigh. “That’s the difference. That’s what you couldn’t give her.”

Mark couldn’t tear his eyes away from Kai’s impressive manhood. The jealousy he expected to feel was strangely absent, replaced by a fascination that bordered on worship. This was what Lauren deserved—a man who could truly satisfy her.

Kai approached Lauren, his cock swaying slightly with each step. When he reached her, he placed his hands on her shoulders and gently guided her onto the bed. Lauren lay back against the pillows, suddenly aware of how exposed she was. Her pale skin seemed to glow against the white sheets, a stark contrast to Kai’s dark form as he hovered over her.

“May I?” Kai asked, his eyes locked on Mark’s as his hand moved between Lauren’s legs.

Mark nodded, his throat too dry to speak. The sight of another man’s hand so close to his wife’s most intimate place should have filled him with rage, but instead, he felt an intense arousal that made his head spin.

Kai’s fingers found Lauren’s center, and she gasped at the contact. His touch was confident, knowing exactly where to apply pressure. When he slid a finger inside her, Lauren’s back arched off the bed.

“She’s so wet,” Kai announced, his eyes still on Mark. “She’s been waiting for this for a long time.”

Mark watched, transfixed, as Kai’s dark fingers disappeared inside his wife. The contrast between Kai’s confident touch and his own fumbling attempts at foreplay was painfully obvious. Lauren had never responded to him like this—never moaned so openly, never moved so eagerly against his hand.

Jade’s hand moved higher on Mark’s thigh, her fingers dangerously close to his growing erection. “See how she responds to him?” she whispered. “That’s what real pleasure looks like.”

Kai added a second finger, then a third, stretching Lauren in ways Mark never could.

Her body stretched around his thick fingers, Lauren’s eyes rolled back in pleasure. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever experienced with Mark. Kai knew exactly how to touch her, how to find that spot that made her vision blur.

“She’s ready,” Kai announced, withdrawing his fingers and positioning himself between her legs. His massive cock pressed against her entrance, the head already slick with her arousal.

Mark watched, his heart pounding so hard he thought it might burst from his chest. This was the moment he’d both feared and fantasized about—another man about to enter his wife. His heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic, trapped thing. This should be the moment the rage finally broke free. Instead, the sight pulled him in, a dizzying vortex of fear and need.

“Wait,” Lauren gasped, her hand pressing against Kai’s chest. “Mark, are you sure about this?”

All eyes turned to Mark, who stood frozen at the foot of the bed. His mind raced with conflicting emotions—pride that his wife was so desirable, fear that she might prefer this stranger’s touch, and an undeniable excitement that made his cock strain painfully against his pants.

“I’m sure,” Mark whispered, his voice barely audible. “I want to see you... I want to see you experience this.”

Kai nodded, a knowing smile playing on his lips. He reached for Mark’s hand, pulling him closer to the bed. “Come here. I want you to see everything.”

Mark moved as if in a trance, his legs carrying him to the edge of the bed where he could see everything. Jade followed, her hand sliding possessively up his arm.

“This is what she deserves,” Jade whispered in his ear. “This is what you’ve been denying her all these years.”

Kai positioned himself again, the head of his cock pressing against Lauren’s entrance. With deliberate slowness, he began to push inside her.

Lauren’s eyes widened as she felt him stretching her. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure mingling as her body struggled to accommodate his size. Her fingers twisted the sheets into a knot, the fabric bunching and pulling beneath her grip.

“Relax,” Kai murmured, his voice deep and soothing. “Let your body adjust.”

Mark watched, transfixed, as Kai’s massive cock disappeared inch by inch into his wife. The sight was both humiliating and arousing—seeing how easily Lauren took what he could never give her.

“She’s taking all of it,” Jade whispered, her hand moving to rest on Mark’s thigh. “Something you could never do.”

When Kai was fully seated inside her, Lauren let out a moan that seemed to come from somewhere deep within her soul. The fullness was incredible, stretching her in ways she’d never thought possible.

“Now you understand,” Kai said, looking directly at Mark. “This is what she’s been craving.”

Mark nodded, unable to tear his eyes away from where their bodies joined. Kai’s hands, dark against Lauren’s thighs, held her like she was something worth holding. He should have been filled with rage, but instead, he felt a strange sense of pride that his wife was experiencing such pleasure.

Kai began to move, his powerful hips driving into Lauren with a rhythm that had her gasping for breath.

With each powerful thrust, Lauren’s body responded in ways she never knew possible. Her back arched off the bed, her fingers clutching at the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The fullness was overwhelming, stretching her beyond what she thought her body could accommodate.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed. “It’s so... so much.”

Mark watched from the edge of the bed, his pants now uncomfortably tight as he witnessed his wife’s transformation. A low, guttural moan escaped Lauren’s lips, a sound he had never heard from her in all their years together. It was raw, stripped of all artifice, and it hit him with the force of a physical blow.

Jade leaned closer to Mark, her lips brushing his ear. “See how she takes all of him? That’s what a real cock looks like inside her. Something you’ll never experience.”

Mark nodded, unable to form words. The humiliation should have been unbearable, but instead, he felt an intense arousal that made his head spin. His wife was being pleasured in ways he could never provide, and instead of jealousy, he felt a strange sense of pride.

Kai’s pace increased, his powerful hips driving into Lauren with a force that made the bed creak beneath them. His dark hands gripped her pale thighs, holding them apart as he pounded into her relentlessly.

“Tell your husband how it feels,” Kai commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Tell him what my cock feels like inside you.”

Lauren’s eyes fluttered open, finding Mark’s across the room. The desire she saw there, mixed with something that looked almost like worship, sent a thrill through her body.

“It’s... it’s incredible,” she gasped, her words punctuated by Kai’s thrusts. “So much bigger than... than Mark. Filling me completely.”

Mark felt his cock twitch at her words. The humiliation was exquisite, feeding a desire he never knew existed within him.

“Bigger and better,” Jade whispered in his ear. “That’s what she deserves. That’s what you’ve been keeping just out of her reach all these years.”

Kai shifted position, lifting Lauren’s legs onto his shoulders. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, hitting spots that made Lauren cry out in pleasure.

“I’m going to make you come harder than you ever have before,” Kai promised, his voice a deep rumble. “And your husband is going to watch every second of it.”

Mark moved closer, drawn by an irresistible force. From this vantage point, he could see everything—Kai’s massive cock sliding in and out of his wife, stretching her with each thrust. The obscene sight should have filled him with rage, but instead, it made him harder than he’d ever been.

“Touch yourself,” Jade instructed, her hand moving to unzip Mark’s pants. “Watch your wife take a real man’s cock and touch yourself.”

Mark’s hand moved to his erection, his fingers wrapping around himself as he watched Kai pound into Lauren. The pleasure was intense, heightened by the humiliation of watching someone else satisfy his wife.

“Tell him how much better it is,” Kai commanded, his pace never slowing.

Lauren gasped as Kai’s command hung in the air. Her body was overwhelmed with sensations she’d never experienced before. Each thrust stretched her beyond what she thought possible, filling her completely in ways Mark never could.

“It’s so much better,” she managed to say between moans, her eyes locked on Mark’s. “It’s... so big. I’ve never felt so full.”


“Tell him more,” Kai instructed, his pace increasing. “Tell him how it feels compared to his.”


Lauren’s mind was foggy with pleasure, but she understood. The words felt forbidden, thrilling.


“Yours is so much bigger than his,” she gasped, her back arching. “I can feel every inch stretching me. Mark could never… never do this.” 

Jade watched from beside Mark, her hand now resting on his thigh as he pleasured himself. The scene before them was exactly what she had orchestrated—the perfect moment of realization for both Lauren and Mark.

“She’s finally getting what she deserves,” Jade whispered to Mark. “Someone who actually fills her up. Not whatever you’ve been pretending to do with her all these years.”

Mark nodded, unable to tear his eyes away from where Kai’s massive cock disappeared into his wife’s body. The contrast between Kai’s impressive size and his own inadequacy was painfully obvious, yet somehow arousing.

Kai shifted position again, rolling Lauren onto her stomach. He pulled her hips up, positioning her on her knees. The new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, his massive cock hitting spots that made Lauren cry out in pleasure.

“Watch this,” Kai commanded, looking directly at Mark. “Watch how your wife takes all of me.”

Mark moved closer, mesmerized by the sight of Kai’s dark hands gripping Lauren’s pale hips. Each thrust pushed her forward slightly, her breasts swaying with the movement. The obscene sounds of their coupling filled the room—skin slapping against skin, Lauren’s desperate moans, Kai’s deep grunts of pleasure.

“I’m going to come,” Lauren gasped, her voice strained with pleasure. “I’m going to come on his big black cock!”

Mark felt his own orgasm building as he watched his wife approach her climax. The sight of her taking another man so completely should have destroyed him, but instead, it pushed him toward an intense release he’d never experienced before.

“Come for me,” Kai commanded, his pace becoming relentless. “Come on my big black cock while your husband watches.”

Lauren’s body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Her inner walls clenched around Kai’s massive cock, pulling him deeper as her orgasm overwhelmed her. The intensity was unlike anything she’d ever experienced with Mark—deeper, more powerful, more complete.

Kai’s powerful thrusts intensified as Lauren’s orgasm washed over her, her inner walls gripping him with surprising strength. His own release built rapidly, the sight of this beautiful white woman coming undone beneath him pushing him toward his climax.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice deep and commanding. “Take all of me. Feel my big black cock fill you up.”

Mark watched, transfixed, as his wife experienced pleasure beyond anything he had ever given her. His hand moved frantically over his own erection, the humiliation and arousal mixing into an intoxicating cocktail of emotions.

“I’m coming,” Kai announced, his pace becoming erratic. “I’m going to fill your wife with my cum while you watch.”

The words pushed Mark over the edge. His orgasm hit him with unexpected force, his release spurting onto the carpet as he watched another man claim his wife. The intensity was unlike anything he had ever experienced—both painful and pleasurable in equal measure.

Kai’s powerful body tensed as he emptied himself inside Lauren, his dark hands gripping her pale hips possessively. The sight of his seed leaking from where their bodies joined sent a final wave of humiliation and arousal through Mark.

Jade’s hand squeezed his shoulder, a triumphant gesture. Her smile, when he glanced at her, was predatory and deeply satisfied. This was her victory.

When Kai finally withdrew, Lauren collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling with aftershocks. Mark stood frozen, his pants still open, his mind reeling from what he had just witnessed.

“Now you understand,” Jade whispered to Mark, her hand resting on his shoulder. “This is what she’s been missing all these years.”

Lauren lay panting on the bed, her body still tingling with pleasure. She had never experienced anything like that before—the fullness, the intensity, the raw power of Kai’s thrusts. It was everything Jade had promised and more.

Kai sat on the edge of the bed, his massive cock still semi-hard, glistening with their combined fluids. He looked at Mark with an expression that was both challenging and sympathetic.

“She took all of me,” he said, his voice matter-of-fact. “Something you could never give her.”

Mark nodded, unable to form words. The humiliation should have been unbearable, but instead, he felt a strange sense of liberation. The fantasy that had lived only in his mind was now a reality, and somehow, it had changed everything.


Chapter 7

Lauren sat up slowly, suddenly aware of her nakedness and the seed leaking from between her thighs. She looked at Mark, searching his face for signs of regret or anger. What she found instead was something that looked almost like gratitude.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice hoarse from moaning.

Mark crossed the room and sat beside her on the bed. His hand trembled as he reached out to touch her face. “That was... incredible,” he admitted, surprising himself with his honesty. “Watching you like that... it was the most intense thing I’ve ever experienced.”

Lauren felt a rush of relief at Mark’s words. She had feared he might be angry or hurt, but instead, he seemed genuinely excited by what had transpired. The night had awakened something in both of them that she hadn’t known existed.

Kai stood and began dressing, his movements confident and unhurried. Jade watched from across the room, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. Everything had gone exactly according to plan.

“I think we should talk about this,” Lauren said, suddenly aware of the awkwardness settling over the room. “About what happens next.”

Mark nodded, his hand still trembling slightly as it rested on her thigh. “I never thought I’d say this, but... I want to do it again.”

Jade’s smile widened. “I knew you two would be perfect for this lifestyle. Most couples take months to get to this point.”

Kai zipped his pants and turned to face them. “You both did well for your first time. The dynamic between you is... promising.”

Lauren felt a flutter of excitement at his words. The way he had taken control, the way her body had responded to his touch—she hadn’t known she could want something that much.

“Can we meet again?” Mark asked, surprising everyone, including himself. “Maybe next weekend?”

Kai exchanged a look with Jade before nodding. “I think that can be arranged. But I want to be clear about something.” He moved closer to Mark, his presence commanding attention. “This isn’t just about sex. It’s about power, about submission. You need to be sure you’re ready for that.”

Mark swallowed hard, suddenly aware of the implications of what they were discussing. “I understand.”

Jade moved to Lauren’s side, her hand resting on her friend’s shoulder. “And you? How do you feel about all this?”

Lauren looked at Mark, then at Kai, then back at Jade. The memory of Kai’s massive cock stretching her, filling her completely, sent a shiver of anticipation through her body.

“I want more,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I want to feel that again.”

Kai smiled, the expression transforming his face. “Then it’s settled. Next weekend, same time. But I want you both to think about what you really want from this arrangement.”

As Kai and Jade gathered their things, a dizzying current ran through Lauren—the thrill of next weekend, the sting of guilt, a hum of pure anticipation. She glanced at Mark and saw the same vertigo in his eyes. The floorboards of their old life had just given way, and she had no idea what, if anything, lay beneath.

“One more thing,” Kai said as he reached the door. He turned to face them, his expression serious. “What happened here tonight stays between us. This isn’t something you discuss with friends or family. Understood?”

Both Lauren and Mark nodded, suddenly aware of the taboo nature of what they had done. The secrecy only added to the thrill, making the experience even more intense.

After the door clicked shut, Lauren and Mark sat in a silence so thick it felt like a shroud. The weight of it all pressed down, suffocating. Then Mark’s hand found hers, his fingers lacing through, a desperate anchor. He met her gaze, and she saw not just shock, but a raw, unfamiliar hunger that mirrored her own.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” Mark whispered, his voice trembling with a mixture of awe and disbelief. The hotel room still smelled of sex, of sweat and forbidden desire.

Lauren nodded, her body still tingling with the aftermath of Kai’s touch. “I know. I feel... different somehow.”

Mark’s eyes dropped to where Kai’s seed was slowly leaking from between her thighs. The sight should have disgusted him, but instead, it sent a fresh wave of arousal through his body.

Soon, he was all over Lauren, reclaiming her used body as his own as they had the best sex of their lives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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