

HER FIRST BBC - Deep Tissue Massage
Her First BBC - Book 2

By: F. Rey Noel


Copyright © 2026 F. Rey Noel

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This book is a work of pure fiction. All references to people, places, and events in this story are made up. This is a story for fantasy and entertainment purposes only. Any resemblance to people, places, and events in real life are purely coincidental. All sexual acts in this story are consensual and intended to be enjoyed by adults, 18+, for entertainment purposes.

Any models used on the cover of this book do not share any of the views contained in this story, nor do they represent any of the people, places, events, or storylines contained within. Any resemblance is, again, purely coincidental.


TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Other Works by F. Rey Noel


Chapter 1

I watched Lauren from across our living room, admiring how the evening light caught her honey-blonde hair as she curled up on our sectional with a glass of wine. After eight years of marriage, I still found myself staring at her like we were on our first date. The way her yoga pants hugged her curves made my mind wander to places it probably shouldn’t…but that’s just how I’m wired.

“You’re staring again, Daniel,” she said without looking up from her phone, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“Can you blame me?” I moved to sit beside her, placing my hand on her thigh. The familiar warmth of her skin through the thin fabric sent a pleasant shiver up my arm.

“Eight years and you still act like a horny teenager,” Lauren teased, finally looking up from her Instagram feed. She set her phone down and took a sip of wine, her blue eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass.

“Only around you,” I replied, sliding my hand higher up her thigh. “Is that such a bad thing?”

Lauren set her wine glass on the coffee table and shifted toward me, her legs now draped over mine. “I suppose not.”

“I gotta admit something,” I said suddenly…”I’ve been thinking a lot about…something lately.”

I traced small circles on her thigh, watching her reaction.

“Oh?” Lauren raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “What kind of something? The kind that’ll get us in trouble?”

I chuckled, feeling that familiar flutter of nervous excitement in my stomach. This wasn’t the first time I’d tried to broach the subject, but tonight felt different somehow.

“Remember that conversation we had after Jen’s birthday bar crawl? About fantasies?”

Lauren’s cheeks flushed slightly. “The one where you asked me about what turns me on so we could really have a discussion about what turns you on?” she replied with a wry smile, her fingers now playing with the collar of my shirt.

“That’s the one.” My mouth felt dry despite the beer I’d just finished. “I’ve been thinking a lot about what I told you. About watching you with someone else.”

Lauren’s smile turned coy. “You mean your little fantasy about me being with a black guy while you watch?” Her voice dropped to a whisper even though we were alone in our suburban home. “I thought we agreed that was just bedroom talk.”

“We did,” I nodded, trying to sound casual despite the heat spreading through my body. “But what if it wasn’t just talk anymore?”

Lauren pulled back slightly, her eyes narrowing. “What are you saying, Daniel?”

“I’m saying maybe we should explore it. For real.” I swallowed hard, watching her expression carefully. “You always seem so turned on when we talk about it during sex.”

Lauren bit her lower lip, a habit she had when she was considering something that made her nervous. “That’s just fantasy, Daniel. It’s hot in the moment, but actually doing it...” She trailed off, her fingers still absently playing with my collar.

“I know it’s a big step,” I said, moving my hand higher up her thigh. “But I’ve seen how wet you get when I whisper about another man’s hands on you. How you moan louder when I describe what he might be doing to you.”

Lauren’s breath caught, her eyes darkening with desire even as she shook her head. “That’s different. It’s you and me in our bed, playing pretend.”

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear. “But what if it wasn’t pretend?” My voice was husky now, my own arousal building. “What if you could feel what we’ve only talked about? What if I could watch you come undone in ways I’ve never seen before?”

Her body tensed, but not in rejection. I knew my wife well enough to recognize the signs—the quickening of her breath, the way her thighs pressed together slightly. The idea excited her, even if she wouldn’t admit it.

“Daniel...” she started, but I silenced her with a kiss, my mouth claiming hers with a hunger that surprised both of us. She melted into me, her resistance crumbling as our tongues met. I pulled her onto my lap, feeling her weight settle against my growing hardness.

“You like thinking about it,” I whispered against her lips as we broke apart. “I can tell.”

Lauren’s hands found their way under my shirt, her nails lightly scratching my chest. “It’s just so... taboo, so…dirty and wrong…” she admitted, her voice breathy. “The way you describe it sometimes...”

I slipped my hand beneath the waistband of her yoga pants, finding her already slick with arousal. “Tell me what you imagine when we talk about it,” I urged, circling her most sensitive spot with my finger.

She gasped, arching against my touch. “Daniel...”

“Tell me,” I insisted, slowing my movements until she whimpered. “I want you to say it,” I pressed, my fingers teasing her entrance. “What do you think about?”

Lauren’s resistance finally broke. “I imagine... being with someone else. Someone bigger, stronger.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Someone different from you.”

“Different how?” I urged, knowing exactly what she meant but needing to hear her say it.

Her eyes met mine, darkening with desire. “A big, strong black man,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing. “With a bigger cock than I’ve ever had…how I’d suck it, how he’d stretch me...”

That was all I needed. I pulled her yoga pants down her legs in one swift motion, leaving her exposed from the waist down. Lauren helped me shed my own clothes, her movements urgent and needy. Within moments, I had her on her back on the sectional, her legs spread wide. I positioned myself between her thighs, my cock aching with anticipation. “Tell me what he’d do to you,” I demanded, rubbing myself against her wetness.

“He’d... he’d take me hard,” Lauren gasped, her eyes half-closed. “His hands would be all over me, holding me down.”

I pushed into her with one firm stroke, making her cry out. “Like this?” I growled.

“Yes,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders. “But bigger... stretching me more than I can handle.”

The image of another man—a well-built black man—taking my place between Lauren’s legs sent a surge of jealousy and arousal through me. I began to thrust harder, deeper, losing myself in our shared fantasy.

“He’d make you scream,” I panted against her neck. “He’d fuck you so good you‘d forget all about me.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her back arching off the couch as I drove into her harder. “God, yes!”

I gripped her hips, pulling her against me with each thrust. “Tell me how much you want it,” I demanded, my voice rough with lust. “Tell me how much you want to feel a big, black cock inside you.”

Lauren’s eyes flew open, locking with mine. The raw desire I saw there nearly pushed me over the edge. “I want it,” she gasped. “I want to know what it feels like.”

Those words sent me into overdrive. I pounded into her with everything I had, imagining what it would be like to watch someone else in my place, someone bigger, darker, making my wife writhe and moan in ways I never could. The taboo of it all, the forbidden nature of what we were.

“And what would I do?” I whispered, nibbling her ear.

Her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned.

“You’d just fucking watch…just sit there and watch…couldn’t even touch me. You’d just watch me get fucked by a big, black cock and there’s nothing you could do about it…”

Her words pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my entire body shuddering as I emptied myself inside her. Lauren followed moments later, her legs wrapped tightly around my waist, her cries of pleasure filling our living room. As we lay there panting, our bodies slick with sweat, I couldn’t help but marvel at how intense our sex had become since we’d started exploring this fantasy.

When our breathing finally steadied, Lauren curled against my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across my skin. The playfulness from earlier had returned to her eyes, though now mixed with a hint of curiosity.

“That was...” she started.

“Amazing?” I offered, kissing the top of her head.

“I was going to say ‘different,’” she replied with a small laugh. “But amazing works too.”

I stroked her hair, enjoying the comfortable weight of her body against mine. We stayed like that for a while, content in each other’s arms, until Lauren finally broke the silence.

“So... if we were to actually do this... what would it even look like?” Her voice was tentative, but I could hear genuine curiosity beneath the hesitation. “How would we even find someone? It’s not like we can just walk up to a random guy and ask if he wants to sleep with me while you watch.”

I felt my heart rate quicken. Was she actually considering it? I tried to keep my voice casual, not wanting to push too hard and scare her away from the idea.

“I mean, there are ways,” I said carefully. “Dating apps, lifestyle websites. We could take our time, find someone we both feel comfortable with.”

Lauren propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

This isn’t like trying a new restaurant, Daniel. This would be another person in our marriage bed.”

“Only physically,” I assured her, kissing her forehead. “It would just be sex. Nothing emotional.”

Lauren sat up completely now, wrapping her arms around her knees. The vulnerability in her posture made my chest tighten.

“But what if it changes things between us?” she asked softly. “What if seeing me with someone else ruins what we have?”

I sat up beside her, taking her hand in mine. “I’ve thought about that too,” I admitted. “But every time we role play this, every time we even talk about it... it brings us closer. It’s like we’re sharing this secret fantasy together.

“And what about the other thing we talked about?” she asked quietly. “The humiliation? The SPH? You want me to be so mean to you? It’s so…I don’t know. I have a hard time understanding it sometimes…”

I took a deep breath, trying to find the right words to explain the complex, contradictory feelings that drove my fantasy. It wasn’t easy to articulate something so primal, so deeply rooted in my own psyche.

“The humiliation part... it’s hard to explain,” I said, squeezing her hand. “When I imagine you with someone else—especially someone more physically dominant, more well-endowed than me—there’s this intense mixture of jealousy and arousal. The jealousy should be painful, right? But somehow, that pain transforms into pleasure.”

Lauren’s brow furrowed. “But why would you want me to... to make you feel small? To compare you and tell you how inferior you are? That seems so hurtful.”

“It’s like...” I searched for an analogy she might understand. “It’s like how some people enjoy spicy food. The burn hurts, but it also creates this rush of endorphins that feels amazing. The humiliation makes the pleasure more intense, more raw. When I picture you telling me how much bigger he is, how much better he feels inside you... it’s like this perfect storm of jealousy, inadequacy, and arousal all mixed together.”

Lauren tilted her head, considering my words.

“Ok, I can kind of see that…but some of the videos you’ve showed me are so…hardcore…”

She traced her fingers along my chest, her touch gentle.

“That stuff really turns you on?”

“It does,” I whispered.

Lauren bit her bottom lip.

“Ok…” she said and let it hand there.

“Ok what?” I asked.

“Ok…let’s try it…” she said.

My heart skipped a beat.

“Really?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.


Chapter 2

After a little more discussion, Lauren insisted she not be involved in the planning at all. That I somehow, or some way, make it a “surprise.”

And while I found the idea exciting, for a long while after we agreed to that arrangement I was completely stumped on how to actually make it happen.

Then I had an epiphany.

“Ugh, babe. I’m so sore and so tight all over. Can you give me a massage?” Lauren whined one night before bed.

So I set to work on her body with my inadequate hands.

“Harder, come on, I need it deeper,” she urged.

And that’s when it hit me.

“I actually know someone who could help with that,” I said, trying to sound casual despite my racing heart. “A professional massage therapist. One of my clients mentioned him—apparently he’s amazing.”

Lauren perked up immediately. “Really? That sounds incredible. My back is killing me from sitting at my desk all day.”

“I’ll set it up,” I promised, already planning how this could unfold. “He does house calls.”

“I would love that,” she purred. “Now, in the meantime, keep going and more pressure!”

I smiled at my ingenuity. Now, all I had to do was find a black man with a huge cock willing to play the part of a massage therapist so he could seduce my wife and I could watch it all unfold.

Nothing to it.

Nothing at all.


Chapter 3

It took me the better part of a month to find the right person. After dozens of dead-end conversations on various hookup and lifestyle sites, I finally found Desmond. Six-foot-four, muscular build, charming smile, and according to his profile, extremely well-endowed. Most importantly, he understood exactly what I was looking for and seemed genuinely interested in the scenario.

“So let me get this straight,” he’d said during our first video call, his deep voice sending a strange thrill through me. “You want me to pretend to be a massage therapist, come to your house, and seduce your wife while you watch?”

“That’s... yeah, that’s it,” I’d replied, feeling both embarrassed and aroused.

Desmond had laughed, not mockingly but with genuine amusement. “Man, you white guys and your fantasies.” Then he’d grown serious. “Your wife knows about this arrangement? She’s all good with it?”

“Yes, well sort of, she’s into it but insists on it being a surprise. She doesn’t want to be in on it…”

“Gotcha, alright well…yeah I’m game. Sounds like fun to me. You know I actually took an intro to sports massage course in college.”

“Perfect!”

…

That was two weeks ago, and now the day had finally arrived. I’d arranged for Desmond to come to our house at 7 PM on a Friday, giving Lauren plenty of time to unwind from work with a glass of wine. I’d told her only that I’d scheduled a surprise massage for her—a professional massage therapist who made house calls.

“What should I wear?” Lauren asked as she stepped out of the shower, towel wrapped around her body.

“Just a robe,” I suggested, trying to keep my voice steady. “He’ll bring sheets and a table and everything else.”

She raised an eyebrow. “He? You didn’t mention it was a man.”

I shrugged, feigning nonchalance. “Does it matter? He’s a professional.”

Lauren seemed to consider this for a moment before nodding. “I guess not. As long as he knows what he’s doing.”

She looked at her watch, then wrapped her arms around me neck and planted a wet kiss on my lips.

“You know, we have plenty of time before 7:00pm…we could uhhh, you know…if you’re interested…”

I groaned as her hand slid down my chest, fingers tracing toward my waistband.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” I said, though my body was already responding to her touch. “I mean, I don’t want you too...relaxed before your massage.”

Lauren pouted playfully. “Since when do you turn down sex?”

“I just want you to get the full benefit of the massage,” I explained, kissing her forehead. “All those knots in your shoulders.”

She sighed but nodded. “Fine. I’ll save my energy for relaxation. You’re being weirdly considerate today.”

As she walked away to get dressed, I checked my phone. A text from Desmond confirmed he was on schedule. My pulse quickened as I realized this fantasy was actually about to happen. Part of me couldn’t believe I’d gone through with arranging it.

I took a deep breath to calm myself, then busied myself with setting up the living room. I’d already moved the coffee table aside that morning and laid down a comfortable blanket on the floor. I placed a small table nearby with massage oil, towels, and a few candles. Desmond had texted me his preferences for the setup, and I wanted everything to be perfect.

At 6:45, Lauren emerged from the bedroom in her silky blue robe, hair slightly damp and face flushed from her hot shower. My breath caught in my throat. She looked beautiful, and knowing what might happen in just a few minutes made my heart race.

“You really went all out,” she said, gesturing to the candles I was lighting. “Should I be worried you’re trying to butter me up for something?”

I laughed, perhaps a bit too nervously. “Can’t a husband just do something nice for his wife?”

“I suppose,” Lauren said, settling onto the couch with her glass of wine. “You’ve been acting mysterious all day.”

My phone buzzed. A text from Desmond: “Outside. Ready?”

“That must be him,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “I’ll get the door.”

I took a deep breath and walked to our front door, trying to calm my racing heart. When I opened it, Desmond stood there looking even more impressive than in his photos. He wore a simple black polo shirt that strained against his muscular chest and arms, and professional-looking slacks. He carried a portable massage table under one arm and a small duffel bag in his other hand.

“Hey, man,” he said with a warm smile, extending his hand. “Daniel, right?”

I nodded, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, his palm slightly callused. I invited him in, suddenly aware of how real this was becoming.

“Come on in,” I said, stepping aside. “My wife’s in the living room.”


Chapter 4

As Desmond entered our home, I felt a strange mix of emotions—excitement, jealousy, arousal, and a hint of fear. There was no turning back now. I led him through the hallway, my pulse pounding in my ears.

Lauren looked up as we entered the living room, her eyes widening slightly at the sight of Desmond. I watched her reaction carefully, noting how she straightened her posture, her fingers instinctively adjusting her robe to ensure it was properly closed.

“Lauren, this is Desmond,” I introduced them. “He’s the massage therapist I told you about.”

Desmond smiled warmly, his white teeth contrasting with his dark skin. “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Desmond said, moving with confident grace as he approached Lauren. “Daniel told me you’ve been experiencing some tension lately.”

I watched Lauren’s face flush slightly as she took in Desmond’s impressive physique. She extended her hand, which looked small and delicate in his large grip.

“Yes, um, my shoulders and back mostly,” she replied, her voice slightly higher than normal. “I sit at a desk all day.”

“I understand completely,” Desmond said, his deep voice resonating through our living room. “Office work can wreak havoc on your body. I’ll take good care of you tonight.”

The double meaning in his words wasn’t lost on me. My stomach tightened with a mixture of anxiety and arousal as I watched him begin setting up his portable massage table.

“I see your husband has already prepared the space,” Desmond nodded appreciatively at my setup. “This will work perfectly. I won’t even need to use my table.” He set his equipment down and turned to Lauren. “Would you prefer this arrangement or the table?”

Lauren looked at the blanket on the floor, then at me. I could see the question in her eyes.

“The floor setup is more comfortable,” I explained quickly. “Desmond mentioned it over the phone.”

“That’s right,” Desmond agreed smoothly. “It allows for a deeper massage, especially for those hard-to-reach areas.” His eyes lingered on Lauren as he said this, and I felt that familiar mixture of jealousy and excitement stirring inside me.

“Floor is fine,” Lauren said, taking another sip of her wine. “Whatever works best.”

Desmond smiled and began unpacking his bag. He removed several bottles of oil, placing them carefully on a nearby table along with several towels. He then pulled out a small Bluetooth speaker and connected his phone. “I like to play some ambient sounds during the session,” he explained. “Helps with relaxation.”

Boy, he was good. Very committed to the bit.

Soft, rhythmic music filled our living room as Desmond continued his preparations. I stood awkwardly to the side, unsure of my role in this scenario now that it was actually happening.

“So, um, should I leave you two alone?” I asked, trying to sound casual. Desmond looked at me, then at Lauren. “That’s entirely up to your wife. Some clients prefer privacy, others don’t mind if their partner stays. What would make you most comfortable, Lauren?” Lauren hesitated, looking between us.

“Baby, what’s going on?” she asked finally with a curious smile. I could tell the wheels were spinning in her head and she had more than caught on but was afraid to say anything out loud on the off chance she was wrong.

“I, uh...” I stammered, feeling the heat rise to my face. This was the moment of truth. The fantasy I’d been masturbating to for years was about to either come crashing down or become gloriously real.

I swallowed hard simply said: “Surprise…”

Her eyes widened as understanding dawned on her face. She looked from me to Desmond, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson.

“Daniel...” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shock, embarrassment, and something else—excitement?

Definitely excitement.

“Oh my God,” Lauren whispered. Her hand went to her mouth, and for a moment, I felt my stomach drop. Had I gone too far? But then her eyes darted back to Desmond, lingering on his broad shoulders, the muscles visible beneath his tight polo shirt. Her pupils dilated slightly.

“You actually did it,” she said, her voice barely audible. “I can’t believe you actually...” She trailed off, looking back at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“If you’re uncomfortable, I can leave,” Desmond offered smoothly, but I noticed he was already removing his watch, setting it carefully on the side table. “This is completely up to you.”

I held my breath, watching Lauren’s face. This was the moment of truth. After all our dirty talk, all our fantasies shared in the heat of passion—would she embrace it or shut it down?

Lauren bit her bottom lip and beckoned Desmond closer with her finger.

“No, you can stay,” then she looked at me and winked, “and so can you baby, I hope you’re ready for this…”


Chapter 5

My heart was hammering so hard in my chest I thought it might burst. I watched as Desmond moved closer to my wife, his confident stride making him seem even taller, even more imposing in our living room. Lauren’s eyes never left him, and I could see her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths.

“Wait,” Lauren said, finally - “I’m still getting a massage as part of this right, just one with a…what do they call it, a happy ending?”

She looked at me and smirked.

Desmond hesitated.

“Well, uh…I’m not really a massage therapist but…”

Lauren dropped her robe to the floor in one swift motion. Her body was tight and toned and tan.

She looked down at Desmond’s hands.

“Don’t worry, I think with those hands you can do plenty of damage. I need to be worked…hard.”

Then she laid down on her stomach at his feet.

Desmond looked at me, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth, as if to say, “Your wife is something else.” I nodded slightly, giving him permission to proceed. My throat felt dry as sandpaper as I settled into the armchair across from them, ready to watch my fantasy unfold.

“I can definitely work with that,” Desmond said, his voice dropping an octave as he knelt beside Lauren. His large hands hovered over her bare back for a moment before descending onto her skin.

I watched, transfixed, as his dark fingers pressed into my wife’s pale flesh. The contrast was even more striking than I’d imagined. Lauren let out a small moan as he worked his thumbs into the tight muscles along her spine.

“You’re carrying a lot of tension here,” he murmured, working his way up to her shoulders. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me. Desmond’s massive hands covered so much more of Lauren’s skin than mine ever could. His fingers worked with surprising gentleness despite their size, kneading and pressing into her muscles with practiced precision.

Lauren moaned again, louder this time, her eyes closed in bliss. “God, that feels amazing,” she murmured, her voice already taking on that dreamy quality I recognized from our most passionate moments.

“You have beautiful skin,” Desmond commented, reaching for one of the bottles of oil. He poured a generous amount into his palm, rubbing his hands together to warm it before spreading it across her back. The oil made her skin glisten in the candlelight, highlighting every curve and dip of her body.

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, already rock hard in my pants.

Desmond’s hands moved lower, working their way down Lauren’s spine to the small of her back. I could see her body responding to his touch, arching slightly as he found particularly sensitive spots. His fingers dipped just below the curve of her ass, and I heard her breath catch.

“Is this okay?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“More than okay,” Lauren breathed, adjusting her position to give him better access.

I gripped the arms of my chair, my erection straining painfully against my pants. The sight of this large Black man touching my wife so intimately—and her obvious enjoyment of it—was even more arousing than I had imagined. Every little gasp and moan from her lips sent jolts of electricity straight to my groin.

Desmond’s hands moved to her thighs now, his thumbs working the muscles with firm, deliberate strokes. I watched, mesmerized, as his large fingers pressed into Lauren’s flesh, inching ever higher with each pass. Her legs parted slightly, almost imperceptibly, but I noticed. Of course I noticed.

“Turn over,” he instructed, his voice deep and commanding.

Lauren complied without hesitation, rolling onto her back. She made no attempt to cover herself, her naked body fully exposed to us both. Her nipples were hard, her chest flushed. I couldn’t remember ever seeing her look so aroused outside of our most intense moments together.

Desmond’s gaze traveled slowly over her body, appreciative but professional. Then he poured more oil into his palms and began working on her shoulders and chest, his fingers just barely grazing the sides of her breasts.

Lauren’s breath quickened as Desmond’s skilled hands worked near her breasts. I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing—my wife, completely naked, being touched by another man while I watched from just a few feet away.

“Lower,” Lauren whispered suddenly, her eyes still closed. “My legs are really tight.”

Desmond glanced at me briefly before shifting his position. His large hands slid down her body, fingers trailing over her flat stomach. Lauren’s hips lifted slightly, an unconscious invitation that made my cock throb painfully in my pants.

“Here?” Desmond asked, his hands on her thighs.

“Higher,” Lauren breathed, spreading her legs wider. “Inner thighs... they’re so tense.”

I watched, barely breathing, as Desmond’s dark fingers kneaded the sensitive skin of my wife’s inner thighs. With each upward stroke, he moved closer and closer to her exposed sex. I could see Lauren was glistening with more than just oil now, her arousal evident even from where I sat.

“Just a little higher,” Lauren murmured, her voice husky with desire. She shifted her hips again, making her intention unmistakable.

Desmond’s hands moved with deliberate slowness, his thumbs now mere inches from her center. I held my breath, watching as one large thumb finally brushed against her outer lips. Lauren gasped, her back arching slightly off the floor.

“Is this what you need?” Desmond asked, his voice low and confident.

“God, yes,” Lauren breathed, spreading her legs wider. “Right there.”

I watched, paralyzed with arousal, as Desmond’s fingers explored my wife more intimately. He circled her entrance with his index finger.

The massage sexual quickly, Lauren keeps directing him down to her legs and eventually Desmond slips a finger in with a wet plop that Daniel hears and it almost makes him faint from arousal.

teasing her folds with a gentle but confident touch. Lauren moaned softly, her head tilting back as Desmond continued his exploration.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice thick with need.

I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. My wife, spread out before this stranger, begging for his touch. My own breathing had become shallow and rapid, my erection almost painful now.

“Like this?” Desmond asked, his voice a deep rumble as he pressed his thick finger against her entrance.

Lauren nodded frantically, her hips lifting to meet his touch.

And then I heard it—a wet, slick sound as Desmond’s large finger slipped inside my wife. The sound made my entire body go rigid. I nearly fainted from the surge of arousal that shot through me. Lauren’s eyes fluttered closed as Desmond’s thick digit disappeared inside her, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

“Oh my God,” she breathed, her hips already beginning to move against his hand. “That feels...incredible.”

His fingers were thicker, longer than mine. The way her body responded to him was unmistakable—her back arching, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants.

Desmond added a second finger, and Lauren let out a moan that I’d never heard before—deeper, more primal. My cock strained painfully against my pants as I watched his large, dark fingers sliding in and out of my wife’s most intimate place.

“You’re so tight,” Desmond murmured, his free hand now gripping her breast as she arched into his touch. “I can’t believe how wet you are already.”

I felt light-headed watching this unfold. My wife’s body was responding to this stranger in ways I’d only fantasized about. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale body was even more striking than I’d imagined. Every movement of his fingers inside her made her gasp and writhe.

“Daniel,” Lauren called out suddenly, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Come here.”

My legs felt like jelly as I stood and moved closer. Lauren reached out, grabbing my hand and pulling me down beside her. “I want you to see this up close,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. “I want you to watch exactly what he’s doing to me.”

From this new vantage point, I could see everything—Desmond’s thick fingers disappearing into my wife, the way her body clunched around him, the glistening wetness coating his skin. Lauren’s face was flushed, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“Do you see how big his fingers are?” she whispered to me, her voice husky. “They’re so much thicker than yours.”

I nodded, unable to speak. My throat felt constricted with a mixture of jealousy and overwhelming arousal.

“I think she’s ready for more than just my fingers,” Desmond said, his eyes meeting mine briefly before returning to Lauren. “What do you think?”

Lauren nodded eagerly, her hips still grinding against his hand. “Yes,” she breathed. “I want more.”

Desmond slowly withdrew his fingers, and I watched as Lauren’s body seemed to cling to them, reluctant to let go. He stood up, towering over both of us, and began unbutton his pants and remove his shirt.


Chapter 6

I couldn’t take my eyes off Desmond as he stood and began undressing. His muscles rippled beneath his dark skin as he pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a chiseled torso that made my own body seem almost childlike in comparison. But nothing prepared me for the moment he stepped out of his pants and underwear in one smooth motion.

“Oh my God,” Lauren gasped, her eyes widening as she stared at his cock.

It hung thick and heavy between his legs, already semi-hard and still growing. As he stepped out of his boxers his cock slapped his thigh and the head almost reached his knee. Even in this state, it was well over twice my size both in length and girth. My stomach tightened with a mixture of inadequacy and intense arousal.

Lauren sat up, her gaze fixed on his massive member. She reached out tentatively, wrapping her delicate fingers around his shaft. Her hand couldn’t even close around its girth, her fingers separated by several inches

“Jesus,” she whispered, her eyes growing wider as she stroked him to full hardness. “Daniel, look at this. It’s... it’s huge.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat had gone completely dry as I watched my wife’s pale hand working up and down Desmond’s massive shaft. Fully erect now, it had to be at least a foot long and thicker than her wrist.

Lauren turned to me, her eyes gleaming with a new expression I’d never seen before—a mixture of wonder, lust, and something else... something almost predatory.

“Look at it, Daniel,” she said, her voice taking on a teasing edge. “This is what a real man’s cock looks like.”

My chest tightened at her words, but my erection strained painfully against my pants.

“It’s so fucking big,” she continued, measuring it against her forearm with a look of awe. “My God, it makes yours look like a tiny little…clit or something...” She stroked it reverently, her small hand barely able to wrap around its girth. “How does it feel knowing another man is about to fuck your wife with a cock three or four times your size?”

I couldn’t respond. My breath caught in my throat as the humiliation and arousal coursed through me simultaneously. My own cock throbbed painfully in my pants despite—or perhaps because of—her cruel words.

Lauren’s eyes narrowed as she noticed my reaction. Something changed in her expression, like she’d discovered a new power and was eager to test its limits.

“Take your pants off,” she commanded, her voice suddenly authoritative. “I want to see the difference.”

My hands trembled as I fumbled with my belt. I felt both ashamed and incredibly turned on as I exposed myself in front of them.

Lauren let out a soft laugh, her eyes darting between Desmond’s massive erection and my significantly smaller one. The contrast was stark and unmistakable—like comparing a baseball bat to a pencil.

“Oh my God,” she giggled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I knew there was a difference, but seeing them side by side...” She shook her head, her expression transforming into one I’d never seen before. Gone was my sweet, supportive wife. In her place was a woman drunk with newfound power.

“Look at this pathetic little thing,” she said, flicking my erection with her finger. The casual dismissal made me flinch—and throb harder. “And look at this...” Her voice changed as she turned to Desmond’s cock, becoming reverent, almost worshipful. “This is what a real man looks like.”

I swallowed hard, watching as Lauren lowered her face to Desmond’s impressive member. She looked up at him with undisguised worship in her eyes, then glanced sideways at me with a smirk that sent shivers down my spine.

“Look at this beautiful black cock, Daniel,” she purred, her voice dripping with desire as she ran her tongue along its considerable length. “This is what a real man has. Not that little white boy dick...if you can even call it that.”

I felt my face burning with humiliation, yet my erection only grew harder. Lauren noticed and laughed cruelly.

“Oh my God, you really do get off on this, don’t you?” She wrapped her lips around the head of Desmond’s cock, taking it into her mouth with visible effort. The sight of my wife’s lips stretched wide around his girth made my heart race. She pulled off with a wet pop that echoed through our living room.

“Look at you,” Lauren said, her eyes never leaving mine as she stroked his massive shaft. “Your little dick is so hard watching this...”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t move. My entire body was on fire with humiliation and arousal as I watched my wife transform before my eyes into someone I barely recognized—and yet had fantasized about for years.

“You like seeing me with this big black cock, don’t you baby?” Lauren asked me, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’ve been dreaming about watching me a real BBC king, haven’t you?”

I nodded weakly, unable to form words as my wife wrapped her lips around Desmond’s massive girth again. She moaned around his thickness, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working his shaft filled our living room.

“Oh my God,” Lauren gasped, coming up for air. “It’s so fucking big I can barely fit it in my mouth.” She looked at me with a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Come closer, Daniel. I want you to see what a real cock looks like up close.”

I shuffled forward on my knees, mesmerized by the sight of my wife’s delicate hand wrapped around Desmond’s enormous shaft.

“Look at how thick it is,” Lauren whispered, pressing his cock against her face and slapping it a few times on her cheek. “So fucking heavy compared to yours.”

I couldn’t look away as Lauren’s entire demeanor transformed. Gone was my sweet, loving wife. In her place was a woman possessed, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight as she stroked Desmond’s massive shaft.

“You want to see me worship this big black cock, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice dripping with contempt. “That’s what gets your little dick hard, isn’t it? Watching your wife become a complete BBC slut?”

Before I could answer, Lauren descended on Desmond’s cock with newfound enthusiasm. She licked from base to tip with long, worshipful strokes, moaning as if she was tasting the most delicious thing she’d ever encountered. Her tongue swirled around the massive head, her eyes closing in ecstasy.

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

Desmond stood there confidently, his large hand resting gently on the back of Lauren’s head. He looked down at her with appreciation, then at me with something between amusement and pity.

“Your wife’s got skills,” he commented, his deep voice resonating through our living room.

Lauren pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

“Kiss me,” she whispered with a devilish grin.

I hesitated, seeing my wife’s lips glistening with another man’s precum, but the challenge in her eyes drew me forward. When our lips met, I tasted Desmond’s musky flavor on her tongue as she kissed me deeply, making sure I sampled every bit of him.

“Fuck, I can’t believe you just kissed me after I had another man’s cock in my mouth, you dirty, dirty boy. I bet you’re so fucking hard now, aren’t you?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Good, now go back and sit over there. I’m ready to get fucked by this BBC while you watch,” she said, and pushed me away, hard.

I stumbled back to the armchair, my legs weak as jelly, my erection straining almost painfully against my underwear. I watched as Lauren positioned herself on all fours, her perfect ass raised high in invitation. Desmond moved behind her, his massive cock in hand, looking even more intimidating as he prepared to enter my wife.

“Go slow at first,” Lauren instructed, glancing back at him over her shoulder. “I’ve never had anything that big before, and I want to take all of it.”

The implication of her words sent another jolt of humiliation and arousal through me. I’d never made her say anything like that. I’d never seen her look at me with that mixture of lust and awe.

Desmond positioned himself at her entrance, the massive purple head of his cock looking impossibly large against her pink folds. I held my breath as he pressed forward, my eyes locking with Lauren’s.


Chapter 7

I watched with a mixture of anticipation and anxiety as Desmond began to press the enormous head of his cock against my wife’s glistening entrance. Lauren’s eyes found mine across the room, her expression a cocktail of excitement, nervousness, and something else I couldn’t quite identify—perhaps a hint of defiance.

“Oh my God,” she gasped as the massive head began to stretch her open. Her fingers clutched desperately at the blanket beneath her, her knuckles turning white. “It’s so... fucking... big...”

I couldn’t breathe. The sight of my wife being stretched by another man—a man so much more endowed than me—was both excruciating and exhilarating. Every inch that disappeared inside her felt like a simultaneous stab to my heart and jolt to my groin.

“That’s right, baby,” Desmond whispered, his large hands gripping her hips firmly. “Just relax and let me in.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the point where they were joining. The contrast between his dark skin and Lauren’s pale flesh was hypnotizing. Her body seemed to resist at first, then gradually yielded as he pressed forward with gentle persistence.

“Fuck,” Lauren moaned, her voice higher than I’d ever heard it. “Oh my God, it feels like you’re splitting me in two.”

Her face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure that I’d never seen before. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, my own cock throbbing painfully as I watched Desmond sink another inch into my wife.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his massive hands caressing her back soothingly. “Don’t run from it. Just breathe.”

Lauren’s breathing came in shallow pants as she adjusted to his size. “It‘s so much bigger than anything I’ve ever felt before,” she moaned, her voice trembling.

I felt my heart pounding in my chest as I watched Desmond’s massive cock stretching my wife open. Her body seemed to quiver around him, trying to accommodate his size. The sight was mesmerizing—her pale flesh yielding to his dark, imposing member. My own cock strained painfully against my underwear as I watched.

“Look at me, Daniel,” Lauren commanded suddenly, her voice strained but demanding. “Look at me while he fucks me with his big black cock.”

Our eyes locked, and I saw something new in her gaze—a power, a hunger I’d never witnessed before. She maintained eye contact as Desmond began to move, slowly withdrawing before pushing back in, each stroke taking him deeper inside her.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her eyes still fixed on mine wide with pleasure and something else—something I’d never seen in her eyes before. It looked almost like revelation.

“Do you see what I’ve been missing?” she panted, her words deliberately cruel yet driving me to new heights of arousal. “All these years with your tiny cock when I could have been getting stretched out by real men.”

I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t speak. I was trapped in a paradox of jealousy and desire that left me paralyzed as I watched Desmond’s massive shaft disappear completely inside my wife.

“Fuck,” Lauren moaned, her head dropping forward as Desmond began to establish a rhythm. “I’ve never been so fucking full.”

Desmond’s large hands gripped her hips firmly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back onto his cock. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting filled our living room, punctuated by Lauren‘s increasingly loud moans. Each thrust seemed to push her further into ecstasy, her body responding to him in ways I’d never witnessed before.

“Look at your wife taking this big, black cock,” Desmond growled, his eyes meeting mine with a mix of dominance and amusement. “She’s built for this.”

Lauren’s moans grew louder, more primal. “Oh God, yes! Fuck me harder! Deeper!”

I watched, transfixed, as Desmond increased his pace, his hips slapping against my wife’s ass with each powerful thrust. Lauren’s body shuddered, her breasts swinging beneath her as she pushed back to meet each stroke.

“Tell your husband how it feels,” Desmond commanded, his hand moving to grip Lauren’s hair, pulling her head back gently.

“It’s so fucking good,” Lauren cried out, her eyes finding mine with a wild intensity. “His cock is stretching me so wide, Daniel. It’s hitting places you’ve never touched. I can feel him so deep inside me, rearranging my guts, like he’s reaching my fucking soul.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, yet my cock throbbed harder than ever. I instinctively reached down to touch myself, unable to resist the overwhelming arousal.

“Look at you,” Lauren taunted between gasps as Desmond pounded into her. “Jerking your pathetic little dick while a real man fucks your wife. You love this, don’t you? You love seeing me get stretched by a cock three times your size.”

I couldn’t deny it. Despite the humiliation—or perhaps because of it—I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

“Answer me…” Lauren demanded, her voice sharp even as pleasure contorted her features.

“Yes!” I gasped, the word escaping before I could stop it. “I love it. I love seeing you like this.”

Lauren smiled wickedly, her eyes gleaming with newfound power as Desmond continued to thrust into her. “I knew it,” she panted. “You love being humiliated... love seeing what a real man can do to me.”

I watched, entranced, as Desmond’s pace increased. His massive hands gripped Lauren’s hips with a strength I could never match, pulling her back onto his enormous cock with each powerful thrust. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies colliding filled our living room, punctuated by Lauren’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Oh fuck,” she cried out suddenly, her back arching. “I’m going to cum. Oh my God, I’m going to cum already!”

I’d never seen my wife reach orgasm so quickly—and I’d never seen her cum so hard. Lauren’s entire body convulsed, her fingers clawing at the blanket beneath her as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her. Her cries were almost animalistic, primal sounds I’d never heard from her before.

“That’s it, baby,” Desmond growled, maintaining his relentless pace. “Cum all over this big black dick.”

Lauren’s orgasm seemed to last forever, her body shuddering uncontrollably as Desmond continued to pound into her. When she finally collapsed forward, panting and trembling, he slowed his pace but didn’t stop.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, looking back at him with glazed eyes. “I’ve never... that was...”

“We’re just getting started,” Desmond assured her, his massive hands caressing her back. He pulled out slowly, and I watched as his massive shaft emerged, glistening with my wife’s arousal. It looked even larger now, if that was possible.

“Turn over,” he commanded, his deep voice resonating with authority. “I want to see your face when I make you cum again.”

Lauren complied eagerly, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs wide without hesitation. Her eyes found mine across the room, a wicked smile playing on her lips as she beckoned Desmond forward.

“Come fuck me,” she demanded, her voice dripping with desire. “Let my husband see what a real man looks like when he’s fucking his wife.”


Chapter 8

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Desmond positioned himself between Lauren’s thighs. His massive cock looked impossibly large against her small frame. He teased her entrance, rubbing the enormous head against her sensitive folds, making her gasp and writhe beneath him.

Lauren’s eyes locked with mine across the room, filled with a lustful challenge that made my cock throb painfully. She spread her legs wider, offering herself completely to Desmond.

“Put it in me,” she commanded, her voice husky with desire. “I need to feel that monster inside me again.”

I watched, mesmerized, as Desmond lined himself up and pushed forward. Lauren’s mouth formed a perfect O as he entered her, her eyes widening with each inch that disappeared inside her.

“Oh my fucking God,” she moaned, her back arching off the floor. “It’s so deep... so fucking deep...”

The expression on her face was unlike anything I’d ever seen during our years together—a mixture of pain, pleasure, and complete surrender that made my heart race. Her eyes rolled back slightly as Desmond bottomed out inside her, his massive length fully sheathed in my wifes trembling body. The sight was both devastating and intoxicating—Lauren’s small frame accepting all of him, her legs wrapped around his muscular back, pulling him even deeper.

“Do you see this, Daniel?” Lauren gasped, her eyes finding mine again. “Do you see how fucking deep he is? I can feel him in my stomach.” She placed her hand on her upper abdomen just above her navel, pressing down slightly. “Oh my God, I can actually feel him here. Look you can see the ridge of his cock in my stomach!”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t move. My hand worked frantically on my own cock as I watched Desmond begin to move inside her. Each powerful stroke drew increasingly desperate sounds from Lauren’s throat—sounds I’d never heard her make before.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned as his pace increased. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me like you mean it!” she screamed, her nails digging into his broad shoulders.

I watched, transfixed, as Desmond’s powerful body moved against my wife’s. His muscles rippled with each thrust, his large hands gripping her thighs as he drove into her with increasing force. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies colliding filled our living room, punctuated by Lauren’s increasingly frantic cries.

“Look at your husband,” Desmond commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Look at him while I fuck you.”

Lauren’s eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but still aware enough to taunt me. “Are you enjoying the show, baby?” she panted between thrusts. “Watching your wife get fucked properly for the first time?”

I couldn’t answer. My throat had gone completely dry, my hand still working frantically on my own erection. I was lost in the overwhelming intensity of the moment—watching my wife being taken in a way I never could, seeing her respond to Desmond with an abandon I’d never witnessed before.

“Look at your little husband,” Lauren moaned, her eyes locked on mine as Desmond continued to pound into her. “Jerking his tiny dick while watching a real man fuck his wife.”

Desmond glanced over his shoulder at me, a mixture of amusement and dominance in his expression. “You like watching me stretch your wife out, don’t you?” he asked, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

“Y-yes,” I managed to stammer, my voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies colliding.

“Tell me how it feels,” Lauren demanded, her words punctuated by gasps as Desmond drove into her. “Tell me how it feels to watch your wife get fucked by a real man.”

I swallowed hard, struggling to find words as my hand continued to stroke my painfully hard cock. The humiliation burned through me like wildfire, yet somehow fueled my arousal to heights I’d never experienced before.

“It’s... it’s incredible,” I admitted, my voice cracking with emotion. “Seeing you take him... seeing how much you love it...”

Lauren’s lips curled into a cruel smile even as her body shuddered with pleasure. “And how does it feel knowing you’ll never be able to satisfy me like this again? Knowing your little dick could never make me scream like this?”

Her words cut deep, yet my cock throbbed harder in response. I was caught in a perfect storm of jealousy, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal—unable to look away as Desmond continued to drive into my wife with powerful thrusts that made her entire body shake.

“Oh God, I’m getting close again,” Lauren moaned, her fingers digging into Desmond’s muscular back. “Fuck me harder! Make me cum on this big black cock!”

Desmond responded by increasing his pace, his massive hands gripping Lauren’s thighs as he pounded into her with an intensity I could never match. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled our living room, punctuated by Lauren’s increasingly frantic cries.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck! I’m cumming!” she screamed, her back arching off the floor as another orgasm tore through her body. Her legs trembled uncontrollably, her hands clawing desperately at Desmond’s muscular back. I watched, entranced, as pleasure contorted her features in ways I’d never witnessed before—her eyes rolling back, her mouth open in a silent scream as the waves of pleasure coursed through her.

“That’s it,” Desmond growled, maintaining his relentless pace through her orgasm. “Take all this black cock.”

Lauren’s body went limp beneath him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. But Desmond wasn’t finished. He slowed his thrusts but didn’t stop, keeping her filled with his massive length as she recovered.

“Oh my God,” she panted, looking up at him with what could only be described as worship. Then her eyes found mine again, a wicked smile playing on her lips despite her exhaustion. “Did you see that, Daniel? Did you see how hard I came?”

I nodded weakly.

“Good,” she said with a wicked smile, “now, I want you to watch and stroke while he fills me with his superior seed…”


Chapter 9

I could see Lauren’s eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure as she wrapped her legs tighter around Desmond’s waist, pulling him deeper inside her. My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I watched them, unable to look away from this primal scene playing out on my living room floor.

“You heard your wife,” Desmond growled, looking over his shoulder at me with a mixture of dominance and amusement. “Stroke that little white dick while I breed her.”

The word “breed” sent an electric shock through my system. This wasn’t part of the plan—we hadn’t discussed him finishing inside her. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to object as Desmond resumed his powerful thrusting, each stroke making Lauren cry out in ecstasy.

“Yes! Fuck yes! That’s exactly what I want, breed this married white pussy.” Lauren screamed, her nails digging into his muscular back. “Fill me up! I want all that hot, BBC nut inside me. Give it to me!” Her words were almost animalistic, her body arching to meet his thrusts as if desperate to take him even deeper.

I watched in a trance-like state as Desmond’s rhythm became more erratic, his powerful body tensing with each thrust. Lauren’s legs locked around his waist, her hands gripping his shoulders as she pulled him against her.

“Do it, Desmond,” she moaned, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Cum inside me. Let my husband see you claim his wife. God I never want to stop doing this!”

My hand moved faster on my own cock as I watched this final taboo unfold. The humiliation burned through me like wildfire, yet I’d never been so aroused in my life. My wife was begging another man—a virtual stranger—to fill her with his seed while I watched.

“Oh fuck,” Desmond groaned, his massive body shuddering as he drove himself to the hilt inside my wife. His back muscles tensed under Lauren’s clawing fingers, his head thrown back in pleasure. I could almost see the moment his release began, pumping deep inside her.

Lauren’s eyes locked with mine, wild and triumphant. “He’s cumming in me, baby,” she gasped, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Can you see it? Can you see him breeding your wife?”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t even breathe. My hand moved frantically on my own cock as I watched another man filling my wife with his seed. The ultimate taboo, the final surrender of my marriage played out before my eyes, and I was painfully, shamefully aroused by it.

“Yes... yes... yes...” Lauren chanted, her body shuddering with each pulse of Desmond’s cock throbbing inside her.

“I can feel his hot cum flooding my womb. So much more than you ever give me.”

I watched, hypnotized, as Desmond continued to thrust slowly, each movement pushing his seed deeper inside my wife. Lauren’s body shuddered beneath him, her hands now caressing his broad back as she accepted everything he had to offer.

“That’s it,” she cooed, her eyes never leaving mine. “Empty those big, black balls inside me.”

My hand moved frantically on my own cock, the humiliation and arousal reaching a fever pitch as I watched another man fill my wife. I was teetering on the edge, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

“Look at him,” Lauren laughed, her voice dripping with cruel amusement. “He’s about to cum, he loves this shit.”

She was right. I felt the familiar tension building at the base of my spine, the heat pooling in my groin as I watched Desmond’s massive body tensing with his final thrusts. My hand moved faster, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

“Cum for us,” Lauren commanded, her eyes locked on mine with predatory intensity. “Cum while watching a real man breed your wife.”

That was all it took. With a strangled cry, I exploded, my release more powerful than anything I’d experienced before. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me as I watched Desmond collapse on top of my wife, both of them panting and sweating from their exertion.

“Oh my God,” Lauren gasped, her arms wrapped around Desmond’s broad shoulders. “That was... incredible.”

I sat there trembling, my hand sticky, my mind reeling from what had just happened in my own living room. The fantasy I’d harbored for years had just played out before my eyes, more intense and raw than I could have ever imagined.

Lauren lay beneath Desmond’s massive frame, her chest heaving, her body glistening with sweat. She looked thoroughly satisfied in a way I’d never seen before—her hair wild, her lips swollen, her skin flushed with pleasure. She caught me staring and gave me a lazy, satiated smile that sent conflicting waves of emotion through my body.

“Come here,” she beckoned, her voice hoarse from screaming.

On shaky legs, I moved closer to them, unsure of what she wanted. Desmond rolled to the side, his impressive cock still semi-hard despite his recent release. I couldn’t help but stare at the evidence of their coupling. His seed mixed with her arousal was leaking from her now, a creamy trail running down between her thighs.

Lauren reached for my hand, pulling me down beside her. “Look at your wife’s well-fucked pussy,” she whispered, spreading her legs wider. “See what a real man’s cum looks like?”

I couldn’t look away. The sight of my wife’s intimate area, red and swollen from Desmond’s massive cock, still gaping open wildly, leaking another man’s seed, was both devastating and arousing. Jesus I could see deep inside her right now. I wondered if she would close up again, return to normal. I felt hollow and full at the same time, my emotions a tangled mess I couldn’t begin to unravel.

“You did so well, baby,” Lauren said, her voice softer now as she stroked my cheek. “You gave me something I never knew I needed.”

I stared in disbelief. What had I done? But before I could contemplate the thought, Lauren said four wicked words that instantly made me hard again and showed she had not only been watching some of the videos I’d sent her, but she’d watched them all the way to the bitter end. She’d studied them intently and she knew just what came next.

“Now, clean me up,” Lauren commanded, her eyes locked on mine with a dark hunger I’d never seen before. “Be a good boy and use your tongue.”

I felt my face flush hot with shame, but my renewed erection betrayed my true feelings. This was the ultimate humiliation—the final surrender that many of those videos had shown. I hesitated only for a moment before lowering myself between her thighs.

The musky scent of their combined fluids hit me first—an intoxicating mixture of Lauren’s familiar sweetness and something foreign, something distinctly male. I closed my eyes and extended my tongue, tasting another man’s seed mixed with my wife’s essence.

“That’s it,” Lauren purred, her hand coming to rest on the back of my head, pushing me deeper. “Taste that BBC nut inside me.”

The taste was unlike anything I’d ever experienced—salty, musky, with a hint of Lauren’s familiar sweetness. I felt utterly debased yet strangely powerful as I performed this most intimate act of submission. Lauren’s soft moans and the gentle pressure of her hand guiding my head told me I was pleasing her in ways I never had before.

When I finally raised my head, Lauren pulled me up for a deep kiss, tasting herself and Desmond on my lips. There was tenderness in her eyes now, mixed with something else—a newfound confidence, a power she’d discovered within herself.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my lips. “I hope you enjoyed this as much as I did, baby…I’m glad we got to explore your fantasy…”

Desmond began gathering his clothes, his powerful presence suddenly more subdued, as if he understood this moment needed to be private between Lauren and me. As he pulled on his clothes with practiced ease, I watched Lauren’s eyes follow his movements, a look of appreciation and satisfaction still evident in her gaze.


Chapter 10

After Desmond left with a respectful nod to us both, Lauren and I remained on the floor, our bodies intertwined in a strange new intimacy. The silence between us felt charged with unspoken questions and revelations.

“Are you okay?” Lauren finally asked, her fingers tracing gentle patterns on my chest. The cruelty in her voice had disappeared completely, replaced by genuine concern.

“I’m... I don’t know,” I admitted, struggling to articulate the complex emotions swirling within me. “That was more intense than I expected.”

Lauren propped herself up on one elbow, studying my face carefully. “Do you regret it?”

I considered her question seriously, examining my feelings. The jealousy was still there, but it was different now—transformed into something more complex. Mixed with it was a strange satisfaction, a sense of accomplishment even. We had crossed a line together, ventured into territory I’d only fantasized about.

“No,” I finally answered, surprising myself with the certainty in my voice. “I don’t regret it.”

Lauren’s eyes softened with relief. She leaned down and kissed me gently, her lips warm and familiar against mine.

“I was worried,” she admitted. “I got so carried away... I said things I’ve never said before, never even thought before. It was like I became someone else for a while.”

“I know,” I said, stroking her hair. “I’ve never seen you like that.”

She bit her lip, looking suddenly vulnerable. “Did you hate it? You can tell me… I mean, the things I said…”

“No, no — shhh,” I said, rushing to comfort her, “it was perfect. You were perfect. Remember, spicy food?”

Lauren smiled softly at my answer, relief flooding her features. She nestled against my chest, her body warm and familiar despite everything that had just happened.

“I was so afraid I’d gone too far,” she whispered. “But watching you... seeing how excited you got... I just couldn’t stop myself.”

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. “You gave me exactly what I wanted,” I assured her. “What we both wanted, I think.”

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, our breathing synchronizing as we processed the monumental shift that had just occurred in our relationship. The fantasy that had lived solely in my mind for years had been unleashed into our reality, transforming us both in ways I was only beginning to understand.

“So,” Lauren finally said, tracing lazy circles on my chest, “what happens now?”

It was the question that had been hovering at the edges of my consciousness for weeks. What would this mean for our marriage? For our relationship? For us?

“I’m not sure,” I answered honestly. “This was... incredible. But it’s also new territory for us.”

Lauren nodded thoughtfully, her honey-blonde hair spilling across my chest. “Do you think you’d want to do it again? With Desmond or... someone else?”

The question hung in the air between us. I considered it carefully, trying to separate the lingering arousal from my deeper feelings.

“I think...” I started slowly, “I’d like some time for just us first. To process everything. To make sure we’re solid.”

Lauren’s eyes met mine, and I saw relief there. “I’d like that too.” She kissed me softly. “As amazing as tonight was, you’re still my husband. You’re still the man I love.”

Those words soothed something deep within me. I held her tighter, overwhelmed by the intensity of what we’d shared.

“I love you too,” I whispered against her hair. “More than anything.”

We stayed intertwined on the floor of our living room, the candles still flickering around us, casting dancing shadows on the walls. The fantasy had been unleashed, experienced, and now we were left with the aftermath—not regret, but a new understanding of each other and ourselves.

THE END
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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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