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Prologue

The biggest hurdle for me in telling my wife about my ultimate fantasy was this:

It was fucking embarassing.

I mean, what kind of man wants something like this?

What kind of man actually gets off on the thought of his wife doing the one thing that for most guys would end the relationship and send them spiraling into a deep, dark depressive hole from which they would either take years to dig themselves out from or from which they would never get out of and instead become an alcoholic recluse and live out their remaining days in pathetic obscurity?

But with that long-winded question, I digress.

Because the kind of man who wants that kind of thing, well, it’s me. Yours truly. And I’m guessing maybe you're that kind of guy too (or gal maybe).

Anyway. It took me a while to develop the skill, speed, and mental athleticism to finally clear that hurdle. There were many a night spent scheming and thinking and wondering the best way to broach the subject.

As it turns out, there was nothing to be afraid of.

Because as I hoped and probably even secretly feared — I suppose that’s where a lot of the power of this fantasy comes from — my wife, Courtney was more than receptive to the idea.

Don’t get me wrong, it’s like she jumped in head first the second I brought it up. But it didn’t very long at for her to warm to the idea at least the first part: sleeping with someone else.

Specifically, a hung black man.

The second part, that was what took time.

The cuckolding. The humiliation. The verbal performance she would have to give to deliver to me the precise humiliation I desired, well that took some practice.

But even that didn’t take too long.

Within about a year of talking about it, Courtney asked a question and I gave answer that would set the whole thing in motion to actually play out in real life.

“What do you want to do for our anniversary this year?”


Chapter 1

“What do you want to do for our anniversary this year?” Courtney asked as I thumbed at the soggy label on my beer bottle.

Summer was near an end, and we were spending a late-August night on the back patio, watching the sun go down.

Our 10th wedding anniversary was rapidly approaching. We’d married relatively young at age 27 and now were rapidly approach 40 with not much besides a nice house to show for it.

There had been talk of kids, but to that point it had just been that: talk. And half-hearted at best.

Truth was, we loved spending time together, we loved each other most of all, and we just liked having a good time.

I don’t think either of us was quite ready to give that up.

Maybe that’s selfish. I don’t know and I don’t really care.

All I cared about in that moment was answering her question as honestly as possible.

So I decided to get right to the point.

I raised an eyebrow and took a long swig from my beer.

“I actually did have something in mind…” I said in my best seriously sexy voice I could muster.

Courtney raised an eyebrow in return at me over the rim of her wine glass.

I don’t know if she already knew what I was going to say and had been leading me to the answer she’d hope for all along, but I suspect, in hindsight, that’s exactly what was going on.

“Oh, really?” she said. “Do tell.”

I took a deep breath.

“I want to watch you with another man, for real,” I said, the words tumbling out before my brain could catch them. “Specifically, a black guy.”

Courtney’s wine glass paused mid-air. Her eyes widened, then narrowed with that familiar playful glint she got whenever she caught me off guard. She set the glass down slowly.

“You’re serious? For real?” she asked, her voice dropping to that husky register that always made my pulse quicken.

“Dead serious. For real.” I took another swig of beer, my throat suddenly dry despite the liquid. “We’ve talked about it for how long now? I think I’m ready. I think you’re ready…”

She stood up, the setting sun casting golden highlights through her auburn hair. My heart hammered against my ribs as she walked toward me, swaying those hips that had driven me crazy since college.

“So this is how you want to celebrate ten years of marriage?” She straddled my lap, her skirt riding up her thighs. “By watching me get fucked by someone else?”

“Not just anyone,” I clarified, my hands finding their way to her waist. “Someone... impressive.”

Courtney laughed, that throaty sound that always made me feel like I was in on some secret joke. “You are seriously obsessed with the idea of watching me take a BBC like those sluts in the pornos we watch, aren’t you?”

“So what if I am?” I said, sliding down between her thighs.

She pressed her forehead against mine, her breath warm on my lips. “You really want this? Not just talking about it in bed anymore?”

I nodded, swallowing hard. “I want to see it happen. I want to watch you come apart on someone else’s cock.”

Courtney’s eyes darkened with desire. She rocked against me, making me groan. “And you think you can handle it? Watching another man make me scream?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my hands tightening on her hips. “But I want to find out.”

She kissed me then, deep and hungry, tasting of wine and possibility. When she pulled back, her lipstick was smeared, her cheeks flushed.

“Then let’s make it happen,” she whispered against my mouth. “But I’m picking who I fuck. No surprises.”

My heart raced. “Deal.”

“But before we worry about all that,” she said, pulling my cock out of my pants. “I want you to fuck me right here on our patio.”

She slid her panties to the side and lowered herself on top of me.

“Fuck, you’re so wet…”

“Well, it’s all your fault…”

“What is the neighbors see us?”

“I don’t give a fuck. Let ‘em watch…”

Courtney began bucking and bouncing on my cock in the rapidly cooling twilight.

“You sure it’s me that’s got you all worked up and not the thought of…”

I stopped short of saying it but Courtney, she just read my mind and finished my sentence.

“The thought of getting railed by a big, black cock while you watch?”

She bit her bottom lip.

“Oh, fuck yeah. That’s definitely what’s got me so wet. Not this little white shrimp dick of yours. That’s for damn sure…”

I felt my cock twitch inside her at those words. The humiliation hit me like a wave—shocking, intoxicating, and completely overwhelming.

“Say it again,” I groaned, my hands gripping her ass as she ground down on me.

She leaned close, her breath hot against my ear. “Your little white shrimp dick is nothing compared to what a real man could give me.”

The words sent electricity down my spine. Courtney knew exactly what buttons to push, and she was pressing every single one.

“Is that why you want to watch?” she whispered, rolling her hips in a slow circle. “Because you know you can’t satisfy me?”

I couldn’t form words. My brain had short-circuited somewhere between the humiliation and the pleasure.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “You want to see what a real cock looks like stretching me open.”

She began riding me harder, her nails digging into my shoulders. The patio chair creaked beneath us, threatening to collapse.

“Fuck baby, I can’t wait,” she panted. “Can’t wait to feel a thick, black cock splitting me in two while you just sit there with your pathetic little dick in your hand.”

I came so hard I saw stars, my release triggered more by her words than the physical sensation.

“Oh shit, I’m cumming,” I nearly yelled at the top of my lungs.

“Fill me up baby,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around my neck and slowing her riding just a little. “That’s it, good boy.”

For a moment we both just sat there and looked around, almost as if we were waiting for a neighbor to yell out the window: Get a room you two!

But all we hear was the incessant, but calming chirp of crickets and the rustling of other critters in the tall grass just beyond the edge of our yard.

Aside form that, all was quiet.

Then we both burst into laughter.


Chapter 2

Inside, we poured a little more wine and got ready to order some pizza for a later-than-normal dinner.

“So,” Courntey finally said, after the pizza had arrived and we’d settled onto the couch, each with a slice and fresh glass of Cabernet.

“So,” I said, taking way too big of a bite from my pizza.

Cheese was hanging off my lip as grease dribbled down my chin.

“Ew, your such a slob, Josh,” she said, laughing and playfully slapping at my shoulder.

“But anyway,” she continued, “were you really serious about that? You know, about what you uhh, wanted for our anniversary?”

I took a sip from my wine and thought it over for the briefest of seconds.

“Yeah, yeah I believe I was serious. Deathly so, in fact.”

“Stop talking like an old outpost trader from the 1800s Josh and be real with me for a second…because if you’re serious that’s what you want, then I’m game to give it to you. So, be careful what you say next…”

“Courtney. I’m dead fucking serious. Ok? Is that better.”

“No,” she said. “I want you to say what you want, word for word, while we’re sitting here eating pizza and drinking wine and laughing and not in the middle of sex or right aboutt to fuck.”

“Fine,” I said. “I want to watch you with someone else.”

She folded her arms.

“More specific. I need explicit details.”

“I want to watch you fuck a…” I paused for a moment. “Shit, this is hard. I want to watch you fuck a black guy. A BBC. I want to watch you get your guts rearranged right in front of me and…”

Courtney’s chest was heaving up and down with anticipation.

“And?” she asked, prodding me to continue.

“And I want you to cuck the shit out of me while you do it. I don’t want you to be nice. I want you to be mean and I want you to humiliate me.”

Then I stopped talking and neither of us said a word for what felt like minutes.

“Okay then,” she said finally. “Alright.”

“Alright,” I said.

Another comfortable silence settled over us for a few moments and before I knew it, she was on top of, and I was inside her, and we were fucking each other’s brains out, role-playing the fantasy all over again.


Chapter 3

“Our anniversary is like next week,” Courtney said the following morning at the breakfast table.

“Yes, and?” I said, sipping my coffee and reading the newspaper.

As an aside, yes. I still subscribe to and receive a physical newspaper and I sit at the kitchen table each morning and read it. I’m old school like that.

“Well, that means we have less than a week to find someone and like make sure they aren’t a fucking creep and that I actually want to you know…”

“Fuck them?” I said without looking up from the paper.

“Yes, Josh. Exactly,” Courtney said, growing annoyed with my apparent lack of urgency or concern.

“So…do you have a plan or are you just going to sit there and read the paper until the right guy just happens to wander past our window?”

I finally looked up from my paper.

“Courtney, relax. Of course, I have a plan. Do I look like a man with no plan?”

“No,” Courtney said, her eyes narrowing. “You look like a man who’s about to make something up.”

I folded the newspaper and set it on the table, leaning forward with my elbows on the surface.

“Okay, fine. I don’t have a plan yet. But I’ve been thinking about it, and I have some ideas.”

Courtney raised an eyebrow, waiting.

“I was thinking maybe we could try one of those apps. You know, the ones specifically for this kind of thing.”

“What kind of thing?” she asked, taking a sip of her coffee.

“You know... swinging, cuckolding, that whole scene.”

She nearly choked on her coffee. “You want me to find a random guy on some app? Like I’m ordering pizza delivery?”

“Well, when you put it like that...”

“Josh, I’m not downloading some app where guys send me dick pics and ask me to rate their cock size.” She set her mug down with a definitive thud. “If we’re doing this, I want someone I can actually talk to first. Someone who understands the situation.”

I nodded, feeling suddenly stupid. “Right. That makes sense.”

“And I want to meet him first. Just to talk. No pressure.”

“Of course,” I agreed quickly.

An uncomfortable silence settle over us.

“So where do we find that?” I asked.

Courtney rolled her eyes.

“Man with a plan my ass.” Then she slid a laptop across the table toward me. “As usual, don’t worry. I have a plan. I found something that I think might be just what we’re looking for.”

I looked at the laptop screen.

It was a website for some kind of exclusive adults only club in the city. Apparently some place with a super secret location, a set of strict rules, and a reputation for…well…exactly what we were looking for.

“Wait, you’ve already been looking?” I asked, feeling a strange mix of excitement and jealousy.

Courtney shrugged, a slight smile playing at her lips. “It was the only way to make things happen.”

I stared at the screen, taking in the sleek design of the website. “Black Velvet Club,” I read aloud. “Members Only. Discretion Guaranteed.”

“Apparently it’s invite-only,” Courtney explained, leaning closer. “But it’s pretty easy, I filled out the application and already got an invite to my e-mail inbox.”

“Wait, you’ve already been looking?” I asked, feeling a strange mix of excitement and jealousy.

Courtney shrugged, a slight smile playing at her lips. “I may have done some research last night after you fell asleep.”

I stared at the screen, taking in the sleek design of the website. “The Velvet Room,” I read aloud. “Members Only. Discretion Guaranteed.”

“Apparently it’s invite-only,” Courtney explained, leaning closer. “But they have a screening process for new members. I already filled out the preliminary application.”

“You what?” I couldn’t hide my surprise.

“Don’t look at me like that. You’re the one who brought this up.” She clicked through to a page with several photos of attractive people mingling in what looked like an upscale lounge. “They host special events. Check the calendar for what they have on our anniversary date…”

I scanned the list of events and after about five seconds my eyes landed on the line next to the date of our anniversary.

BBC Bull Party…couples and single women only…

My heart stopped. Or at least it felt like it did. I stared at those three words on the screen—BBC Bull Party—and my mouth went dry.

“Couples and single women only,” Courtney read aloud, her voice dropping to that husky register that always made my pulse quicken. “That’s us.”

I couldn’t form words. My brain was stuck somewhere between “holy shit” and “is this really happening?”

“Josh?” Courtney waved her hand in front of my face. “You still with me?”

“Yeah,” I managed, my voice sounding strange to my own ears. “I’m here.”

She clicked on the event, revealing more details. “It says they have a screening process for the men who attend. They have to meet certain... requirements.” She glanced at me, that familiar playful glint in her eye. “Size requirements, specifically.”

My cock twitched in my pants. The humiliation was already starting, and we hadn’t even left the kitchen.

“So what do you think?” she asked, leaning back in her chair. “Should I RSVP?”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “You’ve already applied or whatever. You might as well finish what you started.”

Courtney’s smile widened. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say.” She turned back to the laptop, fingers flying across the keyboard.

“I’ll need to get you registered too,” she said, her eyes scanning the form. “They want both partners’ names for couple memberships.”

I nodded, still processing the reality of what we were about to do. My hands were actually shaking as I reached for my coffee mug.

“Are you sure about this?” Courtney asked, her voice suddenly softer. “We can still back out if you’re having second thoughts.”

Was I sure? My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my ears. This was everything I’d fantasized about for years, but now that it was becoming real, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d made a terrible mistake.

But then I looked at Courtney—her flushed cheeks, the way she was biting her lower lip, the excitement barely contained in her eyes—and I knew this was what I wanted.

“I’m sure,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “Let’s do it.”

Courtney’s face broke into a wide smile. She leaned across the table and kissed me, tasting of coffee and possibility.

“Good,” she whispered against my lips. “Because we’re actually already signed up.”

“What? When?”

“Last night. While you were sleeping.” She pulled back, looking slightly guilty. “I figured if you chickened out, I could always cancel.”

I was practically speechless.

Courtney had already done it.

This whole conversation was just an act. A ruse. A mirage. A — whatever the fuck it was.

Part of me felt angry. Maybe a little emasculated.

But then I had to ask myself, why?

I had asked for this, hadn’t I?

“You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?” I said finally.

She shrugged but couldn’t stop herself from smiling.

“Hey, you said you wanted this. I just…I know how you get with things. If I left it up to you, it’d be another two years before you even thought about making a plan. I just decided to expedite things.”

She wasn’t wrong.

“Alright, fine. You got me. You’re right…” I stopped and looked at her, a smirk spreading across her face.

“What?” I asked.

“Thank you. I think those were the next words you were looking for.”

I chuckled and brough her in for a passionate kiss.

“Thank you,” I whispered against her lips as I pressed past her lips and slipped my tongue into her warm, wet mouth.

“So, what happens now?” I asked, trying to sound casual despite the shakiness of my voice and the thudding of my heart against my chest.

“Well, right now…you’re going to fuck me good and hard because I’m too horny to do anything else and then eventually, the day is going to come and you’re going to take me out to a nice dinner and then we’re gonna head over to Black Velvet and then…”

She was already leading me over to the couch and I was rock hard, practically drooling after her.

“And then what?” I asked, almost begging her to finish the thought.

“And then…we’ll see where the night leads us, but hopefully it leads to me with…a BBC in my mouth. You in the corner. Watching me suck it. And then eventually, watching me get my brains fucked out…”

We stopped at the couch and looked at me.

“How does that sound?”

Then she looked down at my raging boner.

I didn’t have to answer.

“Ok then,” she said.

And then I pushed her down on the couch and I pounced on top of her.


Chapter 4

The week passed by in a blur and before I knew it, it was our anniversary. The day had arrived.

We had a reservation for a late dinner at 8:30pm at a French restaurant downtown we’d been wanting to try.

Black Velvet didn’t even open until 10:30pm, apparently the sexually liberated people of our fine town did not like to start the party early.

We joked that we hadn’t stayed up past 10:00 in years and it was going to take copious amounts of after-dinner espressos to both keep us awake and also counteract the not-as-copious-but-still-very-substantial amount of alcohol we each planned to consume such that we could lower our inhibitions enough to actually have fun and actually have a fighting chance of crossing the line that we both apparently wanted to cross.

Together, of course.

“Or how about a red-bull vodka? Do you guys do red-bull vodkas?” Courtney blurted out when we were trying to figure out what to order for after dinner drinks.

Our French-speaking waiter frowned disapprovingly.

“There’s a sports bar across the street. I think they probably do them.”

I chuckled nervously.

We had dessert in a rush, paid our bill, and walked across the street to the very sports bar our French waiter had sarcastically recommended.

And it was exactly what you would expect. It was loud, poorly lit, had sticky floors and smelled like stale beer and fried food. We retreated to a booth in a quiet corner far from a rowdy crowd gathered around the bar to watch the Braves game.

“Two Red Bull-Vodkas, please,” Courtney told the waitress who appeared almost immediately.

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“We’re really going for it, aren’t we?”

Courtney reached out and squeezed my hand.

“Are you nervous?”

“Terrified! Excited. Horny…neverous. Yes. All of the above.”

I took a deep breath.

“Aren’t you?”

Courtney paused a moment, then she bit her bottom lip. A familiar gesture that always drove me insane.

“Honestly?” she paused for a moment. “Not really. Not too much. I think I’m just really turned on by the whole thing.”

She raised an eyebrow at me and started playing footsies under the table as if to taunt me a little.

“Does that bother you?” she asked after I stayed silent a bit too long.

I swallowed hard. There was, to put it mildly, a mixture of emotions swirling inside me. It was difficult to make sense of it all.

“A little,” I said finally. “But I think in a good way. Bothered in a way that makes me want to hold onto you even more.”

Her eyes darkened.

“Good,” she said, rubbing her hand over my bulge beneath the table. “Because I’ve been thinking about this all week. About what it’s going to feel like…especially what it’s going to feel like with you watching. It makes me feel so desired, so sexy.”

Before we could take it any further, our drinks arrived and we clinked glasses.

“To new experiences,” I said.

“To our anniversary,” she added with a wink.

The Red Bull-Vodka hit my system almost immediately, the caffeine and alcohol creating that familiar buzz.

I felt my nerves jangle as the caffeine hit my system. Courtney was watching me with those knowing eyes, her fingers still playing with the rim of her glass.

“You know what’s crazy?” she said, leaning closer. “I’ve been looking at black guys all week. Like, really looking. Noticing them everywhere.”

My cock twitched in my pants. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She took a sip of her drink. “I keep wondering what it’ll be like. The weight of it. The thickness.” Her voice dropped lower. “The stretch.”

I shifted in my seat, uncomfortable but aroused. “Jesus, Court.”

“What?” She laughed, that throaty sound that always made me feel like I was in on some secret.

“I’m just being honest,” she continued, her eyes locked with mine. “I’ve been thinking about it constantly. What it would feel like to have something so... substantial inside me.”

I took a long sip of my drink, trying to steady myself. The caffeine was making my heart race even faster than it already was.

“Have you thought about what you’re going to say to me while it’s happening?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Courtney’s smile turned wicked. “Oh, I’ve thought about that too. I’ve been practicing in my head.”

“Practicing what exactly?”

She leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear.

“I’ve been practicing telling you how much better it feels,” she whispered. “How much bigger and harder it is than yours. How I’ve never been stretched like this before.”

My cock strained painfully against my zipper. The mixture of humiliation and arousal was intoxicating.

“You’re evil,” I managed to say.

“I know.” She pulled back, that wicked smile still playing on her lips. “But you love it. And don’t forget…you fucking asked for this.”

I couldn’t deny that. We finished our drinks in relative silence, the tension between us building with each passing minute. I checked my watch. 10:15. Time to go.

“Ready?” Courtney asked, sliding out of the booth.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. I stood up, my legs feeling like jelly beneath me.

Courtney grabbed my hand, her palm warm against mine. “Hey,” she whispered, pulling me close. “We can leave anytime. No pressure, okay?”

I nodded, grateful for the reassurance even though I knew I wasn’t going to back out now. Not when we were so close.

We left the sports bar and walked to the parking garage where we’d left the car. The night air was warm but there was a slight breeze that felt good against my flushed skin.

…

The drive to Black Velvet took about fifteen minutes, but it felt like hours. I kept glancing at Courtney, who seemed perfectly calm, even humming along to the radio.

“How are you so fucking relaxed?” I asked, my knuckles white on the steering wheel.

She shrugged like it was both the most obvious answer in the world and impossible to say at the same time.

“Because…I love you. I trust you…I trust us.”

My heart nearly melted in my chest.

She reached over to squeeze my thigh before continuing.

“This is something we’re doing together, remember?”

I nodded, trying to swallow past the lump in my throat. The GPS announced our arrival at the destination, though I couldn’t see anything resembling a club entrance.

“Are you sure this is the right place?” I asked, slowing the car as we approached what looked like an abandoned warehouse.

“According to the email, this is it,” Courtney said, checking her phone. “There should be a parking lot around back.”

We circled the building and found a small lot with about a dozen cars already parked.

I put the car in park, killed the ignition, and took a deep breath.

“You got this,” Courtney whispered. “We got this.”

And with that, we got out of the car and walked over to the entrance.


Chapter 5

The entrance to Black Velvet was deceptively simple and nondescript. Just a plain metal door with no sign, no markings, nothing to indicate what lay beyond. I exchanged a glance with Courtney, whose eyes were wide with anticipation.

We could hear music and chatter coming from inside.

I opened the door for Courtney and then followed her in.

Inside, the transformation was immediate. The industrial exterior gave way to a plush, dimly lit interior that screamed luxury. Dark velvet curtains lined the walls, and the lighting was low enough to create an intimate atmosphere while still allowing us to see.

A hostess greeted us at a small podium near the entrance. She was stunning—tall, elegant, with skin the color of dark chocolate and eyes that seemed to see right through me.

“Welcome to Black Velvet,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. “Names, please?”

“Josh and Courtney Miller,” I managed, my voice cracking slightly.

She checked something on her tablet, then smiled. “Ah, yes. First time with us?” When we nodded, she continued, “Wonderful. We have some ground rules we need to go over before you enter.”

She gestured for us to step to the side, away from the door where others might enter.

“First,” she began, her tone shifting to something more professional, “consent is paramount here. Anyone can say no at any time, for any reason. No exceptions.”

I nodded, feeling a strange mixture of relief and anticipation.

“Second,” she continued, “the bulls—that’s what we call the men here tonight—have been thoroughly screened. They understand their role and have agreed to our terms.”

Courtney’s hand tightened in mine.

“Third,” the hostess said, her eyes meeting mine directly, “the watching husbands or boyfriends are not permitted to touch the bulls. You’re here to observe, not participate.”

My throat went dry at her words.

“Why would I want to do that?” I asked.

“Oh, you’d be surprised,” she said.

I felt my cheeks flush at her implication.

“And finally,” the hostess continued, “we have private rooms available if things progress. The main area is for mingling and...initial connections.” She smiled knowingly. “Any questions?”

Courtney and I exchanged glances. I shook my head.

“Great. Then welcome to Black Velvet.” She stepped aside, gesturing toward the main room. “Enjoy your evening.”

As we moved past her, I caught the scent of expensive perfume and something else—something primal that made my heart race.

The main room was larger than I expected, with plush seating areas arranged in intimate clusters. The lighting was dim, casting everything in a warm amber glow. About two dozen people mingled throughout the space—some couples, some single women, and several well-dressed black men who I assumed were the “bulls.”

“Jesus,” Courtney whispered, her eyes scanning the room. “They’re not kidding about the screening process.”

I followed her gaze to a man standing near the bar. He was tall—maybe 6’3”—with broad shoulders and the kind of physique that suggested he spent serious time in the gym. But it wasn’t just his build that caught my attention.

It was the way he carried himself—confident, almost regal. He was talking to another couple, gesturing with a glass of amber liquid in his hand. When he laughed, his whole body seemed to vibrate with the sound.

If there was a top-Alpha in this room of Alphas…we’d found him.

I felt Courtney’s hand tighten in mine.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on him.

“Which one?” I asked, though I already knew.

“That one by the bar. The tall one with the—”

“The smile?” I finished for her, my mouth suddenly dry.

“Yeah.” She turned to me, her eyes bright with excitement. “Do you think he’s... available?”

My heart hammered against my ribs.

“Only one way to find out,” I said, though my voice came out weaker than I intended.

Courtney didn’t hesitate. She tugged me toward the bar where he stood, her stride confident while I stumbled along behind her like an awkward puppy.

As we approached, I noticed details I’d missed from across the room. The man was even more impressive up close—his skin was flawless, eyes sharp and imposing, yet friendly at the same time. He wore a tailored black shirt that accentuated his broad shoulders and tapered waist.

He noticed us approaching, and his eyes locked onto Courtney with an intensity that made my stomach flip.

“Hello,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I’m Javon.”

“Courtney,” my wife replied, extending her hand. “And this is my husband, Josh.”

He took her hand, but instead of shaking it, he placed a gentle kiss on her knuckles.

“Pleasure,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “And you as well, Josh.”

He turned and shook my hand. Solid eye contact. Very firm. He was making it clear I wasn’t an afterthought in all this.

I simply nodded.

Unable to form words.

Up close, he was rather intimidating.

He had to be at least 6’4“ with large hands that looked capable of squeezing my head until it popped like a cherry.

“So,” he said, eyes gliding smoothly between myself and Courtney, “first time at Black Velvet?”

“Yes, that obvious?” Courtney joked. Then quickly added something I hadn’t thought of sharing with anyone at the club. “we’re celebrating our anniversary.”

I almost spit out my drink when she said it.

Not that I didn’t know, obviously I did.

But hearing her say it out loud in our current surroundings and situation added a new layer of absurdity and unreality to the whol experience.

Surreal was the understatement of the millennium.

“Ten years,” I added, finally finding my voice.

Javon’s eyebrows rose slightly as he took a sip of his drink.

“Well, congratulations. That’s quite the milestone.” His eyes lingered on Courtney a bit longer this time. Like he was really assessing her now.

It was clear he liked what he saw.

“And how are you planning to celebrate tonight?” he asked with a knowing smile.

Courtney’s hand tightened in mine.

The question hung in the air between all three of us.

“By exploring new experiences,” Courtney said finally and with a knowing smile of her own. “Together.”

Javon nodded slowly.

“I see, and you think Black Velvet is the place for that…new experience ya’ll are after?”

Courtney giggled.

They were now in full on flirt mode and I was but a spectator.

“We do,” she said, “and ummm…”

Courtney paused and looked at me, biting her bottom lip, and then back at Javon.

“We were kind of hoping you might be able to help us with that experience.”

Javon’s eyes widened slightly, a smile spreading across his face. “Well, I’d be honored to help you celebrate,” he said, his voice dropping to a more intimate tone. “Though I do always like to make sure you’ve really given it some thought. Not rushing into things.”

I felt Courtney’s grip on my hand tighten. The tension between them was palpable, electric even. I stood there, my heart pounding, feeling both invisible and completely exposed.

“We’re not rushing,” Courtney replied, her voice steady despite the slight tremor I could feel in her fingers. “We’ve been... discussing this possibility for quite some time.”

Javon nodded, his eyes never leaving hers.

He turned to me then, his dark eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made me feel like he was looking straight into my soul.

“And Josh, you’re comfortable with this? Watching your wife with another man?”

My throat constricted. I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze.

“Yes,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper. “This is... what we want.”

Javon studied me for a moment longer, then nodded slowly. “Good. Because there’s nothing worse than a man who says he wants this but isn’t really ready.”

“I’m ready,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I really was in that moment.

He took a sip of his drink, eyes still fixed on me.

“Alright then. I’d love to take this somewhere a little more, private then if you all are interested…”

“Private?” Courtney’s voice came out breathier than I’d ever heard it. “That sounds perfect.”

Javon gestured toward a corridor at the back of the main room. “Follow me.”


Chapter 6

My legs felt like jello as we trailed behind him through the dimly lit hallway. I couldn’t stop staring at the back of his head, at the way his broad shoulders filled out his tailored shirt. Courtney’s hand was sweating in mine, but she didn’t let go.

He led us to a door marked with a simple number—7—and pushed it open to reveal a room that was surprisingly tasteful. A king-sized bed dominated the space, draped in black silk sheets.

A plush armchair sat in one corner, facing the bed. The lighting was soft, intimate—designed for exactly what we were about to do. My heart hammered against my ribs as Javon closed the door behind us, the click of the lock sending a shiver down my spine.

“So,” Javon said, turning to face us with a confident smile. “Will you be joining in the fun, Josh…or…?”

Courtney’s face turned wicked as a devilish smile spread across her lips and she began shaking her head no.

“Oh no,” she said finally, “Josh and his little white dick will be in the corner. Where they belong. Watching.”

A jolt of electricity snapped through me.

It had begun.

And I was hardly ready for it.

Javon smiled, picking up on the vibe Courtney was suddenly laying down and he followed her lead instantly.

It was as if she had been doing this a long time, born for the role you might say.

“Hell yeah,” Javon said finally. “My favorite way to do it. So you wanna cuck your husband good and hard?”

“Absolutely,” Courtney said, her voice dripping with confidence. “I want him to watch me get stretched out by a real cock.”

I felt my knees go weak. My cock strained painfully against my pants, caught between humiliation and arousal.

Javon’s eyes locked with mine, a predatory smile playing at his lips. “You’re gonna sit right there in that chair,” he said, gesturing to the plush armchair in the corner. “And watch your wife experience some real BBC for the first time?”

I nodded, unable to form words as I stumbled toward the chair. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my ears.

I sank into the chair, my body trembling with anticipation as Courtney and Javon moved to the center of the room. The reality of what was about to happen hit me like a freight train. My wife was going to fuck another man right in front of me, and I was going to watch every second of it.

Javon turned to Courtney, his eyes dark with desire. “You ready for this, beautiful?”

Courtney’s breath hitched as she nodded, her eyes darting to me in the corner. The look she gave me—half apology, half triumph—sent shivers down my spine.

“Take off your clothes,” Javon commanded, his voice low and authoritative.

Courtney didn’t hesitate. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but a black lace bra and matching thong, her skin glowing in the dim light.

“Fuck,” Javon whispered, his eyes traveling the length of her body.

“You’re even more stunning than I imagined,” Javon said, his eyes lingering on Courtney’s body.

I sat frozen in the corner chair, my cock painfully hard as I watched another man command my wife. The reality of what was happening hit me like a punch to the gut—this was really happening.

“Now you,” Courtney said, her voice dripping with dark desire.

Javon smiled and began unbuttoning his shirt. With each button that came undone, more of his muscular chest was revealed. His skin was smooth, the color of dark chocolate, and when the shirt fell away completely, I could see the definition of his abs, the power in his shoulders.

He was built like a Greek statue, every muscle perfectly defined. I felt small, inadequate, watching this specimen of a man stand before my wife.

“Now the pants,” Courtney said, as she closed the gap between them.

Javon unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving Courtney’s. The leather slid through the loops with a soft hiss that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. He unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down, revealing black boxer briefs that did little to hide what was underneath.

My mouth went dry. Even through the fabric, I could see he was already hard, the outline of his cock straining against the material.

Courtney looked over at me as she paused less than an inch from his body. Her outstretched hand hovered over his pec.

I gave a slight nod to let her know it was okay to continue.

“Fuck,” she whispered, turning back to Javon.

“You’re so fucking big,” Courtney whispered, her eyes fixed on the bulge in Javon’s underwear.

Javon smirked, hooking his thumbs into the waistband. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

With agonizing slowness, he pushed his boxer briefs down. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, pointing directly at my wife’s face as she looked down at it.

My breath caught in my throat. He was massive—easily twice my size, thick and dark against his skin. Veins ran along the shaft like ropes, and the head was swollen, almost purple.

“Holy shit,” Courtney breathed, her hand instinctively reaching out before pulling back. “That’s... that’s huge.”

Javon chuckled, the sound deep and confident.

“Yeah, it’s a lot to take in,” Javon said, his eyes flicking to me in the corner. “Especially for someone not used to seeing real size.”

Courtney’s eyes widened as she stared at his cock. I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly, her nipples visibly hard through the thin lace of her bra.

“Can I touch it?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Go ahead,” Javon replied.

Courtney reached out tentatively with her left hand, her fingers wrapping around the shaft. Her hand barely covered half of it.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes wide with wonder. “It’s so... thick.”

I shifted in my chair, my cock straining painfully against my zipper as I watched my wife explore another man’s body. The humiliation was intoxicating, overwhelming.

“Baby, he’s so much bigger than you…” Courtney called over her shoulder, her voice trembling with excitement.

I watched her wedding ring glint as her fingers slid up and down his shaft, exploring every ridge and vein. The sight of her wedding band wrapped around another man’s cock made my stomach flip.

“Don’t forget, your husband’s watching,” Javon reminded her. “Why don’t get on your knees and give him something to stroke to. Let him see you with this BBC in your mouth. Come on, show us what you can do.”

My cock throbbed painfully. I wanted to look away but couldn’t tear my eyes from the scene before me.

Courtney dropped to her knees without hesitation, her eyes locked on Javon’s massive cock. She licked her lips, looking up at him with an expression I’d never seen before—pure hunger.

“Show your husband what a real cock looks like in your mouth,” Javon commanded, his voice thick with desire.

Courtney’s hands trembled as she wrapped them around his shaft again. She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes dark with lust and something else—triumph.

“Watch carefully, baby,” she whispered. “I want you to remember every detail.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched my wife lean forward, her lips parting as she took the head of Javon’s cock into her mouth.

The sight of Courtney’s lips stretching around the head of Javon’s black cock made my breath catch. Her eyes watered as she struggled to accommodate his size, a sight that sent conflicting waves of humiliation and arousal crashing through me. I couldn’t look away even if I wanted to.

“Oh fuck,” Javon groaned, his hand coming to rest on the back of Courtney’s head. “That’s it, take it deeper.”

Courtney moaned around his shaft, the vibration making Javon’s eyes roll back. She pulled back, saliva connecting her lips to his cock in a thin strand before she dove back down, taking him deeper this time.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Javon groaned, his fingers tangling in Courtney’s auburn hair. “Your wife’s got a talented mouth.”

I sat frozen in the corner chair, my hand unconsciously moving to my crotch as I watched my wife enthusiastically suck another man’s cock. The sight was surreal—my wedding band catching the light as her hand worked his shaft, her lips stretched impossibly wide around his girth.

“Tell him how it feels,” Javon commanded, his eyes locked on mine. “Tell your husband how different it feels to suck on a real man’s cock.”

Courtney pulled back, her lips swollen and glistening. She looked directly at me, her eyes dark with desire and something else—power.

“It feels amazing,” she said, her voice husky. “So much thicker than yours, baby. I can barely fit my mouth around it.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my pants. The humiliation was intoxicating, making my head spin.

“Show him how much you love it,” Javon said, his hand still in her hair.

Courtney moaned, the sound vibrating around his shaft as she took him deep again. Her eyes watered as she struggled to accommodate his size, a sight that sent conflicting waves of humiliation and arousal crashing through me.
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife—my Courtney—on her knees before this massive black man, her mouth stretched around his thick cock, her eyes watering as she struggled to take him deeper. The sight was surreal, humiliating, and the most arousing thing I had ever witnessed.

“That’s it, take it all the way down,” Javon groaned, his hand guiding her head. “Show your husband what a good slut you are.”

Courtney moaned, the sound vibrating around his shaft. She pulled back, gasping for air, saliva coating her chin and dripping onto her breasts.

“Fuck, baby, he’s so big,” she panted, looking directly at me. Then she paused for a moment and got up off her knees and walked over to me.

She put both hands on my knees and leaned down so we were face to face and our mouths were almost touching.

“You sure this is ok?” she whispered.

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. The concern in her eyes nearly broke me—this was the woman I’d married, still checking on me even as she stood naked before another man’s massive erection.

“I’m sure,” I whispered back. “I want this. I want you to have this.”

“Good,” she whispered against my mouth.

She smiled, that wicked smile that had always driven me crazy.

“Now kiss me,” she said.

Gulp.

I kissed her, tasting Javon’s pre-cum on her lips. The flavor was foreign, salty, and sent a jolt of electricity through my body. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as Courtney deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against mine.

When she pulled away, her eyes were dark with desire. “Watch me, baby. I’m gonna go be a slut for this BBC.” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Now, I want you to take you pathetic little dick out and stroke it while he ruins me right in front of you.”

She turned and walked back to Javon, swaying her hips with deliberate seduction. My eyes followed every movement, every curve of her body as she approached the massive black man standing in the center of the room.

Javon’s eyes locked with mine as Courtney positioned herself in front of him. His massive cock stood at attention, glistening with her saliva, looking almost obscene in its size and thickness.

My hand trembled as I fumbled with my belt buckle. Courtney’s words echoed in my mind—she wanted me to stroke myself while watching her with him. The humiliation was intoxicating, making my head spin as I finally freed my cock from my pants.

I was painfully hard, my shaft standing at attention as I wrapped my fingers around it. The contrast between Javon’s massive black cock and my own average white dick was stark, undeniable. I felt small, inadequate, and more turned on than I had ever been in my life.


Chapter 7

“That’s it,” Courtney called over her shoulder, noticing my exposed cock.

“Stroke that pathetic little dick while you watch a real man take your wife,” she continued, her voice dripping with cruel delight.

My hand moved involuntarily, wrapping around my shaft as I watched Javon guide Courtney toward the bed. The humiliation burned through me, making my face flush hot while my cock throbbed painfully in my grip.

Javon positioned Courtney at the edge of the bed, her legs hanging off the side. He stood between them, his massive cock bobbing inches from her wet pussy. The size difference was staggering—his thick black shaft looked almost comical compared to my wife’s petite frame.

“Are you ready for this? You ready to be a slut for this black cock?” Javon asked Courtney, his deep voice filling the room.

Courtney nodded, her eyes locked on his massive cock. “I’m so ready,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

“So ready for what?” Javon prodded, egging her own.

“To be a slut for your black cock,” Courtney replied quickly and obediently.

“Good girl,” he said.

Javon positioned himself between her spread legs, the head of his cock nudging against her entrance. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale thighs made my breath catch in my throat.

“Watch closely, Josh,” Javon said, his eyes finding mine across the room. “Watch your wife take her first BBC.”

My hand moved faster on my shaft as Javon began to push forward.

Courtney’s eyes went wide as the massive head of Javon’s cock began to stretch her open. Her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ of shock and pleasure as she felt herself accommodating his size.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping the silk sheets beneath her. “Oh my god, you’re so fucking big.”

Javon pushed forward slowly, inch by agonizing inch, watching Courtney’s face contort with the overwhelming sensation.

“Tell him how it feels,” Javon commanded, his voice thick with desire. “Tell your husband how much better this is than his little white dick.”

Courtney turned her head toward me, her eyes glassy with pleasure.

“It’s so much bigger than yours, baby,” she moaned, her voice catching as Javon pushed deeper. “I can alreadt feel him in places you’ve never reached, stretching me like you never could.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I watched Javon’s massive shaft disappear into my wife’s tight pussy. The visual was surreal—her pale skin stretched around his dark thickness, her wedding ring glinting in the dim light as her hands gripped the sheets.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Javon groaned, his eyes locked on the point where their bodies connected. “Has she ever been stretched like this before?”

I shook my head, unable to form words as I continued to stroke myself.

“No,” I managed to choke out, my voice barely recognizable. “Never like that.”

Javon began to move, pulling back slowly before thrusting forward again. Courtney’s back arched off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

“Oh god, oh fuck, oh my god,” she chanted, her hands reaching up to grip Javon’s muscular arms. “It’s so deep. I can feel you everywhere.”

I watched, transfixed, as Javon established a rhythm, his massive cock sliding in and out of my wife’s stretched pussy. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, mixing with Courtney’s increasingly desperate moans.

Javon’s rhythm intensified, his powerful hips driving forward with increasing force. Each thrust made Courtney’s entire body shift on the bed, her breasts bouncing in time with his movements. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from where their bodies connected—the sight of my wife’s pussy stretched around his massive black cock was hypnotic.

“Tell him again,” Javon commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Tell your husband how much better this feels.”

Courtney turned her head toward me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “It’s so much better than your little dick, baby,” she gasped between thrusts. “I’ve never felt this full before.”

“Fuck, I can feel him in my stomach,” Courtney moaned, her eyes rolling back. “Your cock has never reached this deep, baby.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, making my hand move faster on my shaft. The humiliation was intoxicating, making my head spin as I watched another man fuck my wife with a cock that dwarfed mine.

Javon changed positions suddenly, flipping Courtney onto her stomach and pulling her hips up. The new angle allowed me to see everything—his massive black cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy, her stretched lips gripping him with each thrust.

“Come closer and watch this shit,” Courtney said to me.

My legs felt like jelly as I stumbled forward, still stroking my cock. I positioned myself at the foot of the bed, giving me an unobstructed view of Javon’s massive black cock plunging into my wife’s pussy. The sight was surreal—his dark shaft glistening with her juices, stretching her pink lips to their limit with each thrust.

“That’s it,” Courtney moaned, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Watch him destroy my pussy. Watch what a real man can do.”

I couldn’t form words. My hand moved frantically on my shaft as I watched Javon pound into Courtney with increasing intensity.

The wet sounds of their fucking filled the room, mixing with Courtney’s increasingly desperate moans. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from where their bodies connected—the sight of my wife’s pussy stretched around his massive black cock was hypnotic.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Javon groaned, his powerful hips driving forward with each thrust. “Your wife takes BBC like she was made for it.”

I nodded dumbly, my hand moving frantically on my shaft. The humiliation burned through me, making my face flush hot while my cock throbbed painfully in my grip.

“Tell me how much better it is, come on we want to hear you. Keep talking slut…” Javon commanded, his eyes locking with mine over Courtney’s arched back.

“Tell me how much better it is, come on we want to hear you. Keep talking slut...” Javon commanded, his eyes locking with mine over Courtney’s arched back.

Courtney’s face contorted with pleasure as Javon continued his relentless assault. Her eyes met mine, dark with desire and something else—power.

“God, baby, it’s so much better. I’m falling in love with his black dick…I don’t know if I can ever…” she gasped, her voice breaking with each powerful thrust. “I don’t know I can ever go back to your dick after this…”

My hand moved frantically on my shaft as I watched my wife take another man’s cock with obvious pleasure. The humiliation burned through me, making my face flush hot while my cock throbbed painfully in my grip.

“That’s it, you love being a black cock slut in front of your husband don’t you?” Javon said, thrusting hard and slapping her ass.

“Yes!” Courtney screamed, her voice echoing off the walls. “I love being a black cock slut! I love it!”

The words hit me like a physical blow, making my hand move frantically on my shaft. I was close to the edge, watching my wife take another man’s cock with obvious pleasure.

Javon’s pace intensified, his massive black cock plunging deeper with each thrust. Courtney’s moans grew louder, more desperate.

“Tell your husband what you want,” Javon commanded, his voice thick with desire. “Tell him what you need.”

Courtney turned her head toward me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “I need him to cum inside me,” she gasped. “I want to feel his black seed filling me up while you watch.”

My hand moved faster, my breathing ragged as I watched Javon’s massive cock disappear into my wife’s stretched pussy. The sight was surreal—his dark shaft glistening with her juices, stretching her pink lips to their limit.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Javon groaned, his powerful hips driving forward with increasing force.

“Yes, please,” Courtney begged, her voice breaking. “Fill me up. Make me yours.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Javon’s thrusts became erratic, his massive cock pulsing inside my wife. With one final powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body tensing as he released inside her.

“Fuck!” Javon shouted, his hands gripping Courtney’s hips as he pumped his seed into her.

Courtney’s back arched, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. The sight of another man’s cum filling my wife pushed me over the edge.

I came harder than I ever had in my life, ropes of cum shooting from my pathetic cock as I watched Javon’s massive black shaft pulse inside my wife. The humiliation, the arousal, the sheer intensity of witnessing my fantasy become reality—it was all too much.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my knees nearly buckling as I continued to stroke myself through the most intense orgasm of my life.

Courtney’s body trembled as Javon continued to pump his seed into her. When he finally pulled out, a thick stream of white cum followed, dripping down her inner thighs and onto the black silk sheets.

“Look at that,” Javon said, his voice thick with satisfaction as he gestured to his cum leaking from my wife’s stretched pussy. “That’s what a real man leaves behind.”

I couldn’t form words. My brain had short-circuited somewhere between the humiliation and the overwhelming pleasure of my orgasm. My legs finally gave out, and I sank to the floor, still gripping my softening cock.

Courtney rolled onto her back, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes found mine across the room, dark with satisfaction and something else—triumph.

“Come here,” she whispered, extending her hand toward me.

I crawled toward the bed on unsteady legs, my mind still reeling from what had just happened.

Then Javon pushed me away.

“Not yet, white boy. I ain’t finished with her yet.”

He was still rock hard and ready to go.

“I gotta bust at least two nuts in that married pussy to make it mine. You ready for more, baby?” he said.

Courtney bit her bottom lip and start furiously fingering herself, using Javon’s cum as extra lube.

“Fuck, seriously? That’s so fucking hot. Hell yeah,” she said. “Oh my god, put that hard black cock back inside me. Fuck your nut deeper into me and then fill me up all over again, fuck I’m gonna cummmmmm…”

Before Javon entered her for the second time, she brough herself to orgasm with her fingers.

Then Javon slid back into her again.


Chapter 8

I stumbled backward, my legs still weak from my intense orgasm, and collapsed into the chair. My eyes remained fixed on the scene before me—my wife presenting herself to another man like an offering, her eyes glazed with desire.

Javon positioned himself behind Courtney, his massive cock sliding between her thighs. Without hesitation, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful motion.

“Fuck!” Courtney screamed, her fingers clawing at the silk sheets as Javon began to pound into her with renewed vigor. “Oh god, you’re so deep!”

The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room once more, mixing with Courtney’s increasingly desperate moans. I watched, transfixed, as Javon’s dark shaft disappeared repeatedly into my wife’s stretched pussy, his cum providing extra lubrication that allowed him to slide in and out with ease.

The sight of his cum coating his shaft as he plunged in and out of my wife made my stomach flip. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from where their bodies connected—the visual evidence of another man’s claim on my wife was both humiliating and arousing beyond belief.

Soon, I was rock hard myself again and jerking off to the taboo sight before me.

“Fuck, you’re taking it so good,” Javon groaned, his powerful hips driving forward with each thrust. “Your wife loves black cock, doesn’t she?”

I nodded dumbly, my hand moving frantically on my shaft as I watched Javon’s massive black cock disappear into my wife’s pussy. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale flesh was mesmerizing—his thick shaft stretching her lips to their limit with each powerful thrust.

“Tell him,” Javon commanded, his voice thick with desire. “Tell your husband how much you love this BBC.”

Courtney turned her head toward me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “I love it so much, baby,” she gasped between thrusts. “His cock is so much better than yours. I never want to go back to your little white dick again.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, making my hand move faster on my shaft. The humiliation burned through me, making my face flush hot while my cock throbbed painfully in my grip.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” I gasped, my hand moving frantically as I watched Javon pound into my wife with increasing intensity.

“That’s it,” Courtney moaned, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Cum while you watch a real man fuck your wife. That’s all you’re good for.”

My orgasm hit me like a freight train, my cum shooting across the floor as I watched Javon’s massive black cock plunge into my wife’s stretched pussy. The sight was surreal—his dark shaft glistening with her juices, stretching her pink lips to their limit.

All Courtney could do was laugh.

“Look at you,” she panted, her eyes locked on mine. “Cumming from just watching. You’re pathetic.”

I couldn’t argue. My chest heaved as I struggled to catch my breath, my softening cock still twitching in my hand. The sight of Javon’s massive black shaft pumping in and out of my wife’s stretched pussy was burned into my mind.

Javon’s rhythm intensified, his powerful hips driving forward with increasing force. Courtney’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her fingers gripping the silk sheets beneath her.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” she gasped, her back arching as Javon’s massive cock hit her deepest spot. “Oh god, oh fuck, oh my god!”

I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s body tensed, her inner walls clamping down on Javon’s thick shaft as she came. The sight of her experiencing such intense pleasure from another man’s cock made my stomach flip with humiliation and arousal.

“That’s it, cum on this big black cock,” Javon groaned, his powerful thrusts never slowing. “Show your husband how good it feels.”

Courtney’s screams echoed off the walls as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling beneath Javon’s powerful frame. When she finally came down from her high, she turned her head toward me, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Did you see that?” she panted. “That’s what a real orgasm looks like. Something you’ve never given me.”

The words cut deep, but my cock twitched despite the humiliation. I couldn’t deny the truth in her statement—I had never made her scream like that.

Javon’s pace never faltered, his massive cock continuing to pound into Courtney with relentless force. She turned to face me, her eyes glazed with pleasure but still sharp enough to cut.

“Come closer,” she commanded, her voice husky and raw. “I want you to see every inch of this BBC stretching me open.”

My legs felt like rubber as I stumbled forward, still gripping my softening cock. The sight before me was surreal—Javon’s thick black shaft glistening with a mixture of their fluids, disappearing into my wife’s pussy with each powerful thrust.

“Touch yourself,” Courtney demanded. “I want to see you jerk that pathetic little dick while you watch a real man fuck me.”

My hand moved automatically to my shaft, which hardened again despite my recent orgasm. The humiliation was intoxicating, making my head spin as I watched another man claim my wife.

“Tell him what you’re thinking,” Javon commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Tell your husband what this feels like.”

Courtney’s eyes locked with mine, dark with desire and something else—power.

“It’s so much better than anything you’ve ever given me,” she gasped, her voice breaking with each powerful thrust. “His cock is so deep, so thick. I can feel him in places you’ve never touched.”

My hand moved frantically on my shaft as I watched Javon’s massive black cock disappear into my wife’s stretched pussy. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale flesh was mesmerizing.

“You ready for another load?” Javon asked finally.

“Yes, please,” Courtney begged, her voice breaking as Javon continued his relentless assault. “Fill me up again. Make me yours completely.”

I watched, transfixed, as Javon’s rhythm became more erratic, his massive cock pulsing inside my wife. With one final powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body tensing as he released his second load deep inside her.

“Fuck!” Javon shouted, his hands gripping Courtney’s hips as he pumped his seed into her. “Take all of it, you black cock slut.”

Courtney’s back arched off the bed, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure.

Then she beckoned me over with one finger.

“Come feel what he did to me,” she said.

Javon quietly got off the bed, put his clothes back on and left us alone in the room.

On the way out, he gave me a silent nod and a wink and then was gone.


Chapter 9

I crawled onto the bed and positioned myself between Courtney’s legs. I stared down at the gaping, cream-filled hole between them.

She reached up and pulled me down toward her for a sloppy kiss.

“Happy anniversary baby,” she whispered. “Hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

I stared down at the gaping, cream-filled hole between her legs. The sight of another man’s cum leaking from my wife’s stretched pussy made my stomach flip with humiliation and arousal.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my cock hardening again despite my recent orgasms. “You’re so... stretched.”

Courtney smiled, that wicked smile that always drove me crazy. “Yeah, he really opened me up, didn’t he?”

I stood frozen looking down at the evidence of our transgression.

“Well, are you gonna fuck me and try to take back what’s your or what?”

I stared down at my wife’s stretched, cum-filled pussy, my cock twitching despite my recent orgasms. The evidence of another man’s claim on her was undeniable—Javon’s thick white seed leaking from her swollen lips, her pussy gaping in a way I’d never seen before.

“Are you gonna fuck me and try to take back what’s yours or what?” Courtney repeated, her voice dripping with cruel amusement.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. The humiliation burned through me, making my face flush hot while my cock throbbed painfully. This was everything I’d fantasized about, yet now that it was real, I felt strangely paralyzed.

“I...” I managed, my voice cracking.

Courtney laughed, that throaty sound that always made me feel like I was in on some secret. “What’s wrong, baby? Cat got your tongue? Or are you just intimidated by what a real man just did to me?”

My hand moved to my shaft, wrapping around it as I watched Javon’s cum continue to leak from my wife’s stretched pussy. The sight was surreal—the visual evidence of another man’s claim on my wife was both humiliating and arousing beyond belief.

“Pathetic,” Courtney whispered, spreading her legs wider. “You can’t even fuck me after watching someone else do it better.”

The words cut deep, but my cock twitched despite the humiliation. I positioned myself between her legs, my shaft looking painfully small compared to the gaping hole before me.

“Go ahead,” Courtney taunted, her eyes locked on mine. “Try to fill me up after that.

I slid myself into her.

I slid myself into her, the sensation of Javon’s cum providing an unusual, slick warmth around my cock. The contrast was immediate—where he had stretched her beyond recognition, I barely filled the space he’d left behind.

“Oh my god,” Courtney gasped, her eyes widening in mock surprise. “Is it in yet? I can barely feel you.”

My face burned with humiliation as I began to thrust, my cock swimming in another man’s seed inside my wife’s pussy. The wet sounds were obscene, mixing with Courtney’s exaggerated moans.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “Try to reclaim what’s yours.”

I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the sensation, but the reality of what we’d done kept crashing over me in waves. The image of Javon’s massive black cock plunging into my wife, her screams of pleasure, the way her body had responded to him in ways it never had to me.

“You know what I was thinking while he was fucking me?” Courtney whispered, her voice husky in my ear.

“What?” I managed, my hips moving in shallow thrusts.

“I was thinking about how pathetic you are,” she said, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “How you’re not even half the man he is. How your little white dick could never satisfy me the way his BBC did.”

My cock twitched inside her at her words, the humiliation making me harder than I’d been in years.

She was really doing it.

Everything I’d asked for and more.

“And you know what else?” Courtney continued, her voice dropping to that husky register that always made my pulse quicken. “I loved every second of it. The way he stretched me open, the way he filled me up with his thick black cock.”

My hips moved faster, driven by a mixture of humiliation and arousal. I couldn’t form words as I thrust into her, my cock swimming in another man’s seed.

“Did you like watching me become his slut?” she asked, her eyes locked on mine. “Did you like seeing your wife take a real man’s cock?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hands gripping her hips. “God, yes.”

Courtney’s smile widened, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “I could tell. You came harder than I’ve ever seen you cum before.”

I couldn’t deny it. The sight of my wife taking another man’s cock had pushed me over the edge like nothing ever had before.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum again,” I groaned, my thrusts becoming erratic.

“Already?” Courtney laughed, that throaty sound that always made me feel like I was in on some secret. “You’re so pathetic. He fucked me twice and you can barely make it through one round.”

The words cut deep, but my cock twitched despite the humiliation. I was close, so close to the edge.

“Cum for me, baby,” Courtney whispered, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “Cum in another man’s leftovers.”

My orgasm exploded through me like an earthquake, my cum mixing with Javon’s as I emptied my balls for the third time in about an hour. This time, inside my wife. In another man’s sloppy seconds.

I collapsed on the bed next to Courtney in a heap. She pulled me closer to her and nestled her head in the nape of my neck.

“Fuck that was so hot,” she whispered. “I love you so much baby.”

“I love you too,” I whispered back.


Chapter 10

We lay there in silence for what felt like hours, though it couldn’t have been more than fifteen minutes. The room smelled of sex and sweat, and my mind was still reeling from what had just happened. I kept replaying images of Javon’s massive black cock stretching my wife open, her screams of pleasure, the way she’d looked at me with such cruel satisfaction.

“So,” Courtney finally said, breaking the silence. “Was it everything you hoped for?”

I turned to look at her, her auburn hair splayed across the pillow, her cheeks still flushed from exertion.

“More,” I admitted, my voice hoarse from screaming. “That was... I can’t even find the words.”

Courtney’s lips curled into a satisfied smile. “You came three times, baby. I think that says it all.”

I stared at the ceiling, my mind still spinning. The reality of what we’d done was sinking in, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Excited? Embarrassed? Both?

“Do you think we’ll see him again?” I asked, the question surprising even me.

Courtney turned on her side, propping herself up on one elbow. “Do you want to?”

I swallowed hard. The image of Javon’s massive cock sliding in and out of my wife was burned into my brain.

And I found myself getting hard all over again.

Courtney noticed and grabbed my cock, squeezing it gently.

“I guess that answers that,” she said, planting another sloppy, wet kiss on my lips as she mounted me and slid me back inside for another round.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“Fuck is right baby,” Courtney said. “Happy anniversary.”

And she started riding me like she’s never ridden me before.

THE END


Cum find find me on Substack :) Subscribe for one original content every week, available exclusively there, along with updates on what I’m writing next.


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)
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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?
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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?
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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?
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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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