

HER FIRST BBC -
She Never Forgot


Her First BBC - Book 7 

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

A Note from the Author

Demon Moon Preview

Other Works by F. Rey Noel


Chapter 1

It was years between when I first voiced my fantasy and when my wife finally took her first BBC in front of me.

In truth, I got scared. I almost chickened out and because of my cowardice…it almost never happened.

I first brought it up one drunken night just after Christmas.

To be clear, I’d brought up the idea of sharing her with other men before. Of having threesomes…the kind men generally don’t admit they find hot. But I had. I’d said it outright.

“The idea of you with two dicks just drives me wild…”

“Really?” she’d responded. “Because it kinda drives me wild too…I can’t believe your into that…”

But I hadn’t dared tell her what I was building up to. That it was all just a wind up. A precursor. A way to prime the pump. Gauge her reaction and calibrate my words just right so I could say what I really wanted to say.

Then after one too many old fashioneds on a snowy night in late December, I finally spit it out.

I was balls deep inside her.

She’d had enough wine to feel loose, and we were both turned on and having some great drunk sex.

And then I started in with the dirty talk.

“You know what would be so hot…”

“What?” she said breathlessly, “You want to share me? Watch me get fucked like a slut? Take two dicks? Yours and someone else?”

“Fuck yes,” I grunted.

She’d heard it all before at this point and knew how to play into my fantasies. She could follow my lead and then some.

“But you know what would be even hotter…”

“What?” she asked breathlessly as she teetered on the edge of her first orgasm.

“Watching you with…” I paused, looked over the edge, and decided to jump, “a black man,” I whispered.

Her eyes snapped open. The rhythm of our lovemaking faltered as she processed what I’d said.

“A black man?” she repeated, her voice suddenly sober despite the wine.

“Yeah,” I continued, my heart hammering. “A big black cock stretching you out while I watch.”

She was silent for a moment, then said quietly, “You want to watch me with a black guy?”

I nodded, suddenly terrified I’d gone too far.

To my surprise, she smiled. “That’s...different,” she said, her voice husky. “And so fucking hot…I can’t believe you’d be into that…”

I gulped and nodded, slowing my thrusts.

“Well don’t slow down,” she begged, “keep fucking me and tell me more…make me cum while you tell me all your dirty thoughts…”

So I did. I told her everything. How I’d fantasized about watching her take a BBC for years. How the thought of seeing her stretched and filled beyond what I could give her made me harder than I’d ever been. How I wanted to witness her pleasure, her surrender to something bigger, thicker, more intense than anything I could provide.

She came with a shuddering gasp, her nails digging into my back as I described in vivid detail exactly what I wanted to see happen to her.

Afterward, as we lay tangled in sweat-damp sheets, she turned to me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“That was... intense,” she said softly.

“I know,” I replied, suddenly terrified I’d ruined everything. “I’m sorry if—”

“No,” she interrupted, placing a finger on my lips. “Don’t apologize. It’s just... I never knew you had that fantasy.”

I swallowed hard. “And?”

She smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips. “And I think we should make it happen.”

The next morning, I was certain it had all been drunk talk. That she’d forget about it, or worse, be horrified by what I’d confessed. But when I woke, things were normal between us. Just like they’d always been.

We role-played the fantasy another handful of times maybe over the next few months and then…well life got busy. We had a couple of kids. Bought a new house. Got promotions.

You know how it goes.

Before I knew it, five years had gone by, and while we still had a sex life (when we could), the fantasy faded from our regular bedroom banter.

And after a while, it was like I’d never brought it up and was afraid to broach the subject ever again.

Then one night, after a friend’s wedding…

Well, the fantasy came roaring back and then some.


Chapter 2

We were at the reception, sitting at a table with some friends and family when I noticed her. My wife, Nicole, that is. She was laughing at something someone had said, her head thrown back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. But it wasn’t her reaction that caught my attention—it was his hand, casually resting on her bare shoulder, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin.

He was an old friend of someone’s. From work or years gone by. I forget his name. But he was tall, athletic, and black. He moved with that easy confidence that seemed to make women gravitate toward him naturally. I’d met him briefly at the rehearsal dinner, exchanged pleasantries. He was handsome in that classic way—strong jaw, perfect teeth, eyes that seemed to see right through you.

“Your wife’s amazing,” said Dave, my college roommate, nudging me with his elbow. “Everyone at this table is mesmerized.”

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away as this stranger leaned in to whisper something in her ear. Her eyes widened, then crinkled with laughter. She playfully swatted his arm, but made no move to step away from his touch.

Something primal stirred in my gut. Not jealousy—not exactly. Something more complicated. The old fantasy I’d buried years ago surged back with unexpected force.

“She’s always been the life of the party,” I managed to say, taking a long sip of my whiskey.

Eventually, the man she was talking to was called away and she returned to our table. I almost said something snarky, but decided to drop it and say nothing. Then the dancing started and I kind of put it out of mind.

That is until we were back at our hotel room at 2:00 AM.

I was on the bed, getting out of my suit.

Nicole was across the room. She pulled her dress down and let it pool in a heap at her feet.

Even at 38, and after two kids, she was still a fucking kockout. You couldn’t tell. Her stomach was tight and toned and her breasts were still as firm and perky as the day we met.

She looked at me with a tipsy, devilish grin across the dimly lit room and said:

“So, did you see me talking to that hot black guy?”

My heart nearly stopped. I’d spent years burying that fantasy, and here she was, standing in nothing but her underwear, bringing it up like she’d been thinking about it all along.

“Yeah,” I managed to say, trying to sound casual. “I noticed.”

She began to walk toward me, hips swaying seductively in her laced lingerie.

When she got to where I was sitting on the bed, she climbed onto my lap, wrapping her arms around me as she straddled me.

“Did you like it?” she whispered, planting her wet, pulsing lips upon mine after she said it and slipping her tongue inside for a wet and nasty kiss.

After a few seconds, she pulled away and asked breathlessly:

“Well, did you?”

By this time I was both rock hard in my pants and a little confused. Decidedly playing off my back foot. I scrambled and tried to find purchase in this unexpected, but admittedly hot turn of events.

“I uh, yeah I guess. Yeah…I’m not…”

Nicole scoffed and momentarilylost her edge.

“What do you mean you guess? Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten all about your fantasy…”

It was then that she finally felt my erection poking up between her thighs as she looked down and smirked.

“Mmmhmm, that’s what I thought…” she reached down and began stroking me from outside my pants.

“Do you want to know what he asked me?” she said, still gently stroking my cock.

I gulped and nodded.

The edge was back along with the mischievous gleam in her eyes.

“Well, at first it was just casual chit-chat, you know. But I could tell he was checking me out and then right as we were leaving, do you know what he said?”

She leaned in and whispered in my ear:

“He said, a white girl like me was made for BBC and if I ever got curious and wanted to try some black cock, well…he could help me out…”

She bit down on my ear lobe gently and sucked as she moaned into me, sending shivers all over me.

“Jesus Christ,” I said, gripping the bedsheets and trying not to cum on the spot, “did he really?”

Nicole sat up straight and looked me dead in the eye.

Then she burst out laughing. Giggles gave way to uncontrollable laughter punctuated by loud snorts.

When she finally got it together, she slapped my chest.

“Sorry. I’m sorry…no! Of course not, Brian. He didn’t say any of that, I was just trying to make up a hot story and just — you should have seen your face. I couldn’t help it.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled.

Then Nicole began to kiss me tenderly.

“Sorry baby — but that was fucking hot wasn’t it? Did you think I forgot about your little fantasy?”

I decided to roll with it and finally take the upper hand. Get back on my front foot, as it were.

I kissed her back, hard, flipping her over onto the bed so that I was on top of her. I began to unbutton my shirt and take of my pants.

“Yeah, it was hot. So, keep talking…”

Nicole let out an evil giggle and got back into character as I got on top of her.

“Mmmm, what else do you want to hear?”

“What did you say to him when he told you that you were made for BBC?”

She let out a soft moan as she bit softly on my lower lip.

“I didn’t know what to say, but it made me so wet I almost fainted…then I was thinking about what it would be like to…”

She stopped as I pulled her panties to the side and slipped a finger inside.

“What it would be like to what…” I said, urging her on.

“What it would be like to take him out to the dance floor while you watched. While everyone fucking watched and I just started grinding on him like a slut, pressing my ass into him…feeling his big, black cock grow against me…”

I groaned as her words hit me like a physical blow. My finger slid deeper inside her, finding her already slick and ready.

“Then what?” I demanded, my voice hoarse with desire.

Nicole arched her back, pressing herself against my hand. “Then... then I’d lead him somewhere private. Somewhere dark. And I’d let him push me against the wall and lift my dress...”

I slipped a second finger inside her, feeling her clench around me.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I whispered.

“Because of your fantasy,” she gasped. “Because I’ve been thinking about it too. All these years...”

I froze, my fingers still inside her. “What?”

She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire but clear of the alcohol haze that had been there earlier. “I said I’ve been thinking about it too, Brian. About making your fantasy real.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “You mean...”

“I mean I want to do it. For real. Not just role-play.” She reached down and wrapped her hand around my shaft. “I want to feel a black cock stretching me open while you watch.”

I nearly came then and there. “Jesus, Nicole...”

She stroked me slowly, deliberately.

“Wouldn’t that be so hot…I seriously thought about trying to find him after the reception so we could bring him back to our room with us and…”

“Wait,” I said, pulling my hand away. “You actually considered bringing him back here?”

Nicole’s eyes widened. “No, not really. I mean, I was just playing into the fantasy, Brian. But...” She bit her lower lip, a gesture I’d come to recognize as her tell when she was nervous about something. “But what if I had? What if I actually wanted to?”

The room seemed to shrink around us. My mouth went dry. Five years of buried desire suddenly clawed its way to the surface.

“I’d want you to,” I heard myself say, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

She sat up, pushing me back slightly so she could look directly into my eyes. “You’d want me to bring another man back to our hotel room? To fuck me while you watch?”

My cock throbbed painfully at her words. “Yes,” I whispered.

Nicole’s expression shifted from playful to something more serious. “And if it wasn’t just role-play? If I actually wanted to experience it for real?”

The air between us crackled with tension. I knew this was a threshold moment—one of those points in a marriage where you either cross a line or retreat to safety.

“I want that too,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

Nicole’s eyes widened. “Really?” She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my chest. “You’d actually want to watch me with another man?”

I nodded, unable to form words as my heart hammered against my ribs. The fantasy that had lived in my mind for so long suddenly felt terrifyingly close to reality.

“But not just any man,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper. “A black man. Like you always fantasized about.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

She studied my face, searching for any sign of hesitation. “And you’d be okay with it? Not jealous?”

The truth was, I didn’t know. The fantasy had always been safe, contained within the boundaries of our bedroom. But now, standing at the edge of actually making it happen, doubt crept in.

“I think so,” I managed to say. “I want to try, at least.”

Nicole’s hand found my cock again, stroking me slowly. “What if I told you I already have someone in mind?”

My breath caught in my throat. “What do you mean?”

She bit her lower lip, that telltale sign of nervousness. “Davis. The hot black guy. He gave me his number.”

The room seemed to tilt around me. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.”

“So wait, you said you were joking but you really weren’t"?”

She bit her bottom lip again and clicked her tongue.

“Well, half-joking. He didn’t say any of those things, at least not in those words but…he did give me his number…”

I felt like the floor had dropped out from beneath me. My cock, which had been rock hard moments before, suddenly felt like it was deflating as the reality of what she was saying sank in.

“He gave you his number?” I repeated, my voice sounding strange to my own ears.

Nicole nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “He slipped it to me when we were saying goodbye. Said if I ever wanted to grab drinks sometime...”

“And you took it?” I asked, a strange mixture of jealousy and arousal swirling in my gut.

She shrugged, that nonchalant gesture that always drove me crazy. “I didn’t want to be rude. But...” She paused, biting her lip again. “But I didn’t throw it away either.”

I sat back on the bed, running my hands through my hair. This was happening. After years of fantasy, it was actually happening.

“What are you thinking?” Nicole asked, crawling toward me on the bed, her movements predatory.

“I’m thinking...” I started, then stopped. What was I thinking? That this was the hottest thing that had ever happened? That I was terrified? That I wanted it more than I wanted to breathe? All of the above.

“Hold that thought, actually - I have a better idea…” she got back on top of my pulled my hands out of my hair. Then she grabbed my cock and slid it inside. It was like warm, velvety silk.

“Feel how fucking wet I am for all this…for you? Why don’t you just fuck the shit out of me now and we can figure out the rest later?”

Before I could answer, she started to ride me slowly. Then faster. She began to bounce on cock with reckless abandon. Nicole had a gift. She could ride cock.

Like really ride it. Some girls bounce up and down, there whole body when they try to ride. But Nicole could bounce on a dick by just moving her ass up and down.

It felt incredible.

And within ten seconds, I’d forgotten everything besides maybe my name as she rode me to one orgasm after other before begging me to finish inside her.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, both of us breathing hard, our bodies glistening with sweat. My mind was still reeling from everything that had just happened—the confession, the revelation about Davis, the incredible sex that followed.

“Brian,” Nicole said softly, tracing circles on my chest with her finger. “Are you really okay with this?”

I turned to look at her, studying her face in the dim light. She looked vulnerable in a way I hadn’t seen in years.

“I think so,” I said carefully. “But I need to know something first.”

“What?”

“Have you been thinking about this for a while? About actually doing it?”

Nicole hesitated, then nodded. “Since you first brought it up. At first it was just a fantasy, but then... I don’t know. It became something more.”

“And Davis? Was that planned?”

She sat up, pulling the sheet around her. “No. Not exactly. But when I met him tonight, and you were watching us talk... something clicked. I could see how turned on you were.”

I ran my hands through my hair. “So what happens now?”

Nicole reached for her phone on the nightstand. “That depends on you.”


Chapter 3

When I woke up the next morning, Nicole was already lazily stroking my morning wood.

I was still a little bit buzzed and apparently so was Nicole.

“Mmm,” she moaned when she realized I was awake. “It’s so sexy you just wake up like this…”

I blinked, my brain still foggy from the night before. The events came rushing back—Nicole’s confession, the phone number, her riding me until we both collapsed.

“You’re still thinking about it, aren’t you?” Nicole whispered, her hand still lazily stroking my cock. “About me with a BBC?”

I nodded, unable to form words as my body responded to her touch.

“What if...” she began, her voice husky with desire, “what if there was one here right now, and you could watch me stroke it just like this?”

I groaned at the thought.

“And I’d just make you lay there and watch. I wouldn’t touch your cock. Just his…would that turn you on?”

“Fuck yes,” I said through gritted teeth as I tried not to cum.

“I want to make your fantasy real for you baby,” she whispered, “I want to cuck the shit out of you with a hot black guy…”

“Are you being serious right now?” I whispered, “because this is so fucking hot and crazy it’s gonna make me cum.”

Nicole was fingering herself while she stroked me faster and harder.

“Then fucking cum baby. Cum thinking about getting cucked so good. About me getting fucked so hard. Right in front of you. You can’t even touch me. Just sit there and watch while I get fucked by a big, strong black man…with a huge fucking cock…”

“Uhhhnnn, fuuuuckkkk,” I screamed as my cock spewed and shot thick white ropes all over Nicole’s hand as she sent herself over the edge with an orgasm of her own.

We lay there panting, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. Nicole’s hand still gripped my softening cock, her breathing gradually slowing.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, my heart still racing. “That was...”

“Intense?” she finished, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “Yeah, it was.”

I turned to look at her, suddenly feeling vulnerable in the aftermath of such raw honesty. “You really want to do this? For real?”

Nicole rolled onto her side, propping her head up with her hand. “I think so. But only if you’re sure.”

The reality of what we were discussing hit me like a cold shower. This wasn’t just dirty talk anymore. We were actually planning to invite another man into our bed. Into our marriage.

“I need to know something first,” I said, sitting up. “This Davis guy—do you actually want him specifically, or is this just about fulfilling the fantasy?”

Nicole’s eyes widened slightly. “Does it matter?”

I ran my hand through my hair, trying to sort through my tangled emotions. “I don’t know. Maybe?”

She sat up, pulling the sheet around her. “Honestly? I thought he was hot. And when he gave me his number, I was... intrigued. But this is about us, Brian. And can I be honest?”

“Please,” I said.

“I never thought I’d say this but, I think this is for me as much as it’s for you. Like sure, Davis would work. But as long as the guy is hot, black, hung, and we vibe…fuck, anyone who fits that description can get in this pussy…as long as you’re good with it that is…”

I sat there, stunned by her words. The raw honesty in her voice sent a shiver down my spine. My wife—my sweet, sometimes reserved wife—was telling me she wanted to fuck other men, and not just as a fantasy.

“So...” I swallowed hard. “You’re saying you actually want to sleep with other guys? Black guys specifically?”

Nicole shrugged, that casual gesture that always drove me wild. “I’m saying the idea turns me on. Has for a while now, if I’m being completely honest.”

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to process everything. “Since when?”

She bit her lower lip, that telltale sign of nervousness.

“Since a little after you brought it up,” she said sheepishly. “I mean, you stopped talking about it so I figured maybe, you know you weren’t into it anymore…but I never forgot.”

She bit her lower lip, that telltale sign of nervousness. “Remember that time we watched that interracial porn together? The one you picked out?”

I nodded, heat rising to my face. That had been years ago, before we had kids. I’d been embarrassed about my choice, but she’d seemed into it.

“Well,” she continued, “I started watching more of it after that. Not all the time, but... sometimes when I was alone.”

My cock stirred again despite having just come. The thought of Nicole watching interracial porn, touching herself to it, was almost too much to bear.

“I’ve been studying, you could say and I don’t know what it is but the whole cuckold element really turns me on, like…it’s fucked up but that really gets me going,” she said.

I stared at her, my mouth suddenly dry. The word “cuckold” hung in the air between us, raw and exposed. In all our years of fantasy talk, we’d never used that specific term. It had always been “sharing” or “watching” or “threesome.” Never this.

“Cuckold?” I finally managed to say. “You’ve been thinking about that specifically?”

Nicole’s eyes darkened with desire. “Isn’t that what you want? To watch me be taken by someone else? Someone who can give me something you can’t?”

The bluntness of her words hit me like a physical blow. My cock hardened again despite having just come minutes before.

“I... yeah,” I admitted. “But hearing you say it like that...”

“Like what?” she challenged, crawling toward me on the bed. “Like I actually want it?”

I nodded, unable to form words as she positioned herself between my legs.

“And what if I told you I’ve been researching it?” she whispered, her breath hot against my inner thigh. “Reading about it online. Watching videos. Learning what makes it work.”

“Researching?” I croaked.

She nodded, her lips brushing against my rapidly hardening shaft. “For us. For this. I want to do it right.”

My mind reeled at the thought of Nicole deliberately seeking out information about cuckolding.

“Watching those wives take big, black cock in front of their husbands while they humiliate them and…I don’t know it just makes me so wet and look at how hard you already are…”

I couldn’t form words as she wrapped her lips around the head of my cock, her tongue swirling in slow, deliberate circles. My hands fisted in the sheets as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

“You’re so fucking hard,” she murmured against my shaft. “Just from talking about it. Just from the thought of watching me with someone else.”

I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. “Fuck, Nicole...”

She pulled away, leaving me throbbing and desperate. “Tell me what you want to see,” she commanded, her voice husky with desire. “Tell me exactly how you want to watch me take another man.”

My mind raced with images—Nicole on her knees, her lips stretched around a thick, dark cock. Nicole bent over, her perfect ass in the air as she was taken from behind. Nicole riding someone, her breasts bouncing, her face contorted in pleasure.

“I want to see you worship it,” I managed to say, my voice barely recognizable. “I want to see the look on your face when you feel how big it is.”

Nicole’s eyes darkened. “And where would you be?”

“Watching,” I whispered. “Maybe touching myself. Definitely not allowed to touch you.”

She smiled, that wicked curve of her lips that always drove me wild.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice dripping with desire. “You’d just watch while I take every inch. Stroking your…little white dick?”

I nodded, my throat tight with anticipation.

“Say it,” she demanded, her hand wrapping around my shaft again.

“Yes,” I managed to choke out. “I’d stroke my little white dick while you got fucked.”

Nicole’s eyes lit up at my admission, her hand tightening around my shaft.

“See,” she said. “It turns you on so much knowing that you could never give me what a BBC can, doesn’t it? You love knowing that you could never compare.”

The humiliation sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. I’d never felt this kind of conflicting arousal before—the shame mixing with desire in a way that was almost unbearable.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned, my hips thrusting involuntarily into her hand. “I want to watch you take something I can’t give you.”

Nicole’s eyes darkened with desire. “And what if I told you I’ve already been thinking about specific positions? About how I’d want him to take me?”

My cock throbbed painfully in her grip. “Tell me,” I demanded, my voice hoarse.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing against my ear. “I want to be on my knees first. Looking up at him while he feeds me that big black cock. I want you to see my face when I realize just how much bigger he is than you.”

I groaned, my hands fisting in the sheets.

“Then I want him to bend me over and just... take me. Hard. I want you to see my face when he first pushes inside, when I realize I’m being stretched in ways you could never stretch me.”

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, my vision blurring with pleasure and humiliation.

“And maybe,” she continued, her voice dropping to a seductive whisper, “maybe I’d want you to clean me up afterward. Taste him on me.”

The image sent me spiraling. My cock pulsed in her hand, precum leaking from the tip.

“I’m going to cum,” I gasped, my entire body tensing.

“Then fucking cum! Let me see you bust to this fantasy, show me how hard it makes you nut!”

Nicole was sucking and stroking me at the same time and I exploded down her throat.

I collapsed back against the pillows, my entire body trembling. Nicole swallowed with a satisfied smile, then crawled up beside me, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“So,” she said, tracing lazy circles on my chest. “Are we really doing this?”

I turned to look at her, still trying to catch my breath. The fantasy that had lived in my mind for so long suddenly felt terrifyingly real. But the look in her eyes—that mix of desire and vulnerability—told me she needed my certainty now more than ever.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I think we are.”

Nicole’s face broke into a wide grin.

“Should I text him?” she said.

I paused and thought for a moment.

Then nodded.

“Yes.”


Chapter 4

I can’t remember how much time passed but it wasn’t long.

Davis responded almost instantly.

Nicole’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She reached for it with trembling fingers, her eyes darting between the screen and my face.

“He said yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “He wants to meet for drinks on Friday.”

My stomach dropped. Tonight. The word echoed in my mind, making my pulse race. After years of fantasy, it was happening now. Tonight.

“What exactly did you tell him?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Nicole bit her lip. “I said we were interested in... exploring something together. That you wanted to watch.” She paused, studying my reaction. “I kept it vague but clear enough.”

I nodded, my mind racing with a thousand thoughts. “And he’s okay with me being there?”

“He said he didn’t mind,” Nicole replied, her cheeks flushing.

“What time?” I managed to ask.

“Nine. At a hotel downtown.” Nicole set her phone down and crawled toward me, her eyes dark with desire.

“Fuck,” I whispered as my cock turned to steel again.

“Fuck is right,” she said as she mounted me and slid me inside her dripping wet slit.

The next few hours passed in a blur of frantic, desperate sex. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other, each touch charged with the knowledge of what was to come. By the time we finally collapsed, exhausted and spent, the sun was high in the sky.


Chapter 5

Before I knew it, it was four o’clock on Friday afternoon. The day had arrived.

We’d spent most of the day in bed, fucking like animals at the thought of the line we were about to cross with each other.

Years of a dormant fantasy finally errupting in ways neither of us could of possibly imagined just days before and yet there we were.

About to finally do the thing.

We should probably shower and get ready,” Nicole murmured against my chest, her finger tracing lazy patterns on my skin.

I glanced at the clock. Four PM. Five hours until we met Davis.

“Shit,” I muttered, suddenly feeling a wave of anxiety wash over me. “This is really happening, isn’t it?”

Nicole sat up, the sheet falling away to reveal her perfect breasts. “We don’t have to. We can cancel if you’re not ready.”

I studied her face, looking for any sign of hesitation. There was none—just raw, unfiltered desire.

“No,” I said, surprising myself with my certainty. “I want this. We want this.”

Her face broke into a radiant smile. “Then let’s make it happen.”

We showered together, our hands exploring each other’s bodies with renewed intensity. Under the hot spray, Nicole dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth, her eyes locked on mine as she sucked me to hardness.

“Save some for tonight,” I groaned, gently pulling her up. The thought of what was coming made my cock throb painfully in her hand.

She grinned wickedly. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m just getting started.”

We spent the next hour getting ready, the air thick with anticipation. Nicole took extra care with her appearance, choosing a little black dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She applied her makeup with meticulous precision, her hands steady despite the tension vibrating between us.

“You look incredible,” I said, watching her slip into her heels.

She turned to me, her eyes dark with desire and something else—nervousness, perhaps. “Do I look like someone who’s about to fuck another man while her husband watches?”

My cock hardened instantly at her words. “You look like a goddess who’s about to fulfill her husband’s deepest fantasy.”

She crossed the room and kissed me deeply, her tongue dancing with mine. When she pulled away, she whispered, “I love you, Brian. No matter what happens tonight, remember that.”

“I love you too,” I managed to say, my voice thick with emotion.

The drive to the hotel was surreal. We barely spoke, each lost in our own thoughts. I kept glancing at Nicole, trying to read her expression.

She was calm, almost serene, but I could see the slight tremor in her hands as she adjusted her dress. My own heart was hammering so loudly I was sure she could hear it.

We arrived at the hotel bar at exactly nine. Davis was already there, seated at a corner table, a glass of whiskey in front of him. He looked even more imposing than I remembered—tall, muscular, dressed in a fitted shirt that accentuated his broad shoulders. When he saw us, he stood, his eyes immediately finding Nicole.

“Hey,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “You made it.”

I watched as Nicole’s cheeks flushed slightly. “We did.”

I extended my hand, trying to maintain some semblance of normalcy. “Brian.”

“Davis,” he replied, his grip firm as we shook hands. “Nice to meet you properly.”

The three of us sat down, an awkward silence hanging in the air. The bartender approached, and we ordered drinks—whiskey for me, wine for Nicole, another whiskey for Davis.

“So,” Davis said, leaning back in his chair, his eyes moving between us. “Nicole mentioned you two are interested in something... specific.”

I took a deep breath, my mouth suddenly dry. “Yeah. We’ve been talking about it for a while.”

“Listen, it’s cool man. I don’t judge. Doesn’t have to be a big thing. We’re all adults here and I can be discreet. Let’s just have a fun drinks, have some fun, and if it feels right we can all head up stairs and keep the party going.”

Relief washed over me.

I could feel Nicole’s shoulders relaxing.

The way he said it, with the casual wave of his hand and effortless casual coolness melted away all the tension and put us each at ease.

We started talking like normal people—about work, about life, about the wedding we’d all attended. Davis was surprisingly easy to talk to, his confidence putting us at ease. But every time his eyes lingered on Nicole a second too long, my cock twitched in my pants.

We started talking like normal people—about work, about life, about the wedding we’d all attended. Davis was surprisingly easy to talk to, his confidence putting us at ease. But every time his eyes lingered on Nicole a second too long, my cock twitched in my pants.

“So,” Davis said after about twenty minutes, swirling his whiskey, “you two want to tell me exactly what you’re looking for tonight?”

Nicole looked at me, her eyes asking permission. I nodded, my throat suddenly dry.

“I’ve always fantasized about watching Nicole with another man,” I admitted, the words feeling strange coming out in public. “Specifically, a black man.”

Davis’s eyebrows rose slightly, but he didn’t seem shocked. “I see. And Nicole?”

She took a sip of her wine, her cheeks flushed. “I want to experience it. To be taken while Brian watches.”

“And what about you?” Davis asked, turning his attention back to me. “What exactly do you want to see happen?”

I swallowed hard, the whiskey burning down my throat. “Everything. I want to watch her take you completely. To see her face when she feels how much bigger you are than me.”

Davis nodded slowly, his eyes darkening. “And you’re sure about this? Because, once I get my hands on her, she might start saying things that…well I just want to make sure before we go.”

I gave a silent nod, and Nicole whispered yes.

Davis nodded slowly, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Well then, I think we should order a round of shots and then upstairs to my room.

My heart hammered against my ribs as Davis signaled the bartender. Three shots of tequila appeared before us. We raised our glasses, a silent toast hanging in the air between us.

“To new experiences,” Davis said, his eyes locked on Nicole.

“To new experiences,” we echoed, clinking glasses before throwing back the burning liquid.

The tequila hit my empty stomach like a match to gasoline. Nicole’s hand found mine under the table, her fingers interlacing with mine. Her palm was slick with sweat, betraying her calm exterior.

“Ready?” Davis asked, standing and placing cash on the table.

I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry despite the tequila. Nicole squeezed my hand, her eyes asking one final time if I was sure.

“Let’s go,” I whispered.

The elevator ride was surreal. The three of us standing in awkward silence as the numbers climbed. Nicole stood between us, her back against the mirrored wall. I could see Davis’s reflection watching her, his eyes traveling down her body with undisguised hunger.

When the doors opened, we followed him down the hallway to room 1217. My hands trembled as he slid the key card into the lock.

Before I knew it, the door was open and we were crossing the threshold into his room.


Chapter 6

The door clicked shut behind us. My heart hammered so loudly I was certain they could hear it. Davis had booked a suite—king-sized bed dominating the center of the room, dim lighting creating an intimate atmosphere. A bottle of champagne sat chilling in an ice bucket beside two glasses.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” Davis said, his voice deeper than it had been at the bar. He removed his jacket, revealing the impressive breadth of his shoulders beneath his fitted shirt.

Nicole perched on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed, the little black dress riding up her thighs. I stood awkwardly by the door, suddenly unsure of my role in this scenario we’d orchestrated.

“Would you like something to drink?” Davis asked, gesturing to the champagne.

I shook my head, my mouth too dry to form words. Nicole nodded, her eyes never leaving Davis as he poured her a glass.

“Brian,” Davis said, turning to me, “why don’t you sit in that chair? Get a good view.”

I moved to the armchair positioned at the foot of the bed, my legs suddenly weak. The reality of what was about to happen crashed over me—my wife was going to fuck another man while I watched.

I was about to get cucked…and willingly.

AKA on purpose.

Was I crazy?

My head said yes.

But my cock said…fuck yes. Let’s do this thing.

Davis crossed the room and stood before Nicole, his towering frame casting a shadow over her. She looked up at him, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.

“Stand up,” he commanded softly.

Nicole obeyed, rising slowly to her feet. The top of her head barely reached his chin. Davis reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his dark fingers lingering against her pale skin.

“You’re even more beautiful up close,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a register that made my cock throb painfully against my zipper.

Nicole’s eyes flickered to me, seeking reassurance. I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. This was what I wanted—what we both wanted—but the reality of watching another man touch my wife was overwhelming.

Davis’s hand moved from Nicole’s hair to her cheek, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw. I watched, transfixed, as my wife leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed.

“You sure about this, baby?” Nicole asked, her voice barely above a whisper, though she wasn’t looking at me.

“Fuck yes,” I managed to choke out, my cock straining against my pants.

Davis’s other hand found Nicole’s waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were nearly touching. The height difference between them was striking—her head tilted back to maintain eye contact, while he looked down at her with undisguised hunger.

“Your husband wants to watch,” Davis said, his voice low and commanding. “But I want to know what you want.”

Nicole’s eyes met mine over Davis’s shoulder. I could see the hesitation there, the last remnants of doubt before she committed fully to what we’d fantasized about for so long.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, her voice stronger now, more confident. “I want Brian to watch while you show me what I’ve been missing.”

Davis smiled, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. “And what exactly have you been missing?”

Nicole’s hand reached up to rest on his chest, her pale fingers splayed against the dark fabric of his shirt.

“Something bigger,” she whispered, her voice dropping to a seductive purr. “Something... more.”

My cock throbbed painfully at her words. The fantasy was becoming reality, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Davis’s hands slid down to Nicole’s hips, pulling her firmly against him.

“Let’s show your husband what you’ve been craving,” Davis murmured, his lips brushing against her ear.

Nicole’s eyes found mine again, and this time there was no hesitation—only raw, unfiltered desire. She reached behind her and slowly pulled down the zipper of her dress.

I watched, transfixed, as the black fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood before us in nothing but black lace panties and matching bra, her skin glowing in the dim light of the hotel room.

“Fuck,” Davis breathed, his eyes traveling hungrily over her body. “Your husband is a lucky man.”

“Not as lucky as I’m about to be,” Nicole replied with a wicked smile, her eyes never leaving mine.

The power dynamic had shifted. Nicole was no longer just fulfilling my fantasy—she was claiming it as her own. The realization sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

Davis’s hands found the clasp of her bra, expertly unhooking it. The straps slipped from her shoulders and the cups fell away, freeing her full, firm tits. Her nipples were already hard, tight little peaks begging for attention.

Nicole didn’t wait.

She shoved his hands aside, grabbed the hem of his shirt, and yanked it up over his head. The second his torso was bare she froze, staring.

Dark, carved muscle. Broad chest. Abs like stacked stone.

Then her eyes dropped lower, locking onto the thick outline straining against his pants.

“Oh my fucking God,” she breathed. Her voice had changed—lower, thicker, almost reverent. “Look at that bulge. Brian… baby, look at the size of that thing already.”

She dropped to her knees right there on the hotel carpet, fingers working his belt open with frantic haste. The zipper rasped down.

She peeled his pants and boxers down together, and his cock sprang free. It was massive. Thick, heavy, veined, the head already glistening. Easily twice the girth of mine, longer by a solid three or four inches. It hung for a second before bobbing upward, dark and proud. Nicole’s mouth fell open.

A soft, broken little moan escaped her.

“Holy shit… holy fucking shit.” She reached out with both hands, wrapping her fingers around the shaft like she was afraid it might disappear. Her pale hands couldn’t even close all the way around it.

“Brian… oh my God, Brian, look at this cock. Look at this fucking thing.” She leaned in and pressed her cheek against the side of it, nuzzling the hot length.

“It’s so long…so fucking thick. And warm too! I can feel the blood pulsing in it.” She dragged her tongue from the base all the way up to the head in one long, wet stroke, then swirled around the tip, tasting the precum that was already leaking.

“Mmm… tastes better than I imagined. God, I’ve been dreaming about this for years and the real thing is so much better.” Davis stayed quiet, just resting one big hand on the back of her head, letting her worship. Nicole looked up at him with glassy, hungry eyes, then shot a glance over her shoulder at me.

“You see this, baby? You see how big he is compared to that little white dick of yours? This is what a cock is supposed to look like. Thick. Dark. Powerful.”

She opened wide and forced the head past her lips, stretching her mouth obscenely. She only managed a few inches before her eyes watered, but she kept pushing, gagging wetly, spit already dripping down her chin and onto her bare tits.

“Mmmph… fuck…” She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head.

“I can’t even fit half of it. Brian, your cock never stretched my mouth like this. Never made me gag. This is what I’ve been missing—real black cock.”

She went back to work, both hands stroking the shaft she couldn’t swallow while she sucked and slurped on the head like a woman possessed. Loud, filthy noises filled the room. She bobbed faster, eyes rolling, moaning around the thick meat. Every few seconds she’d pull off just long enough to talk.

“God, I’m already addicted. Look at me—on my knees for the first black cock I’ve ever seen, and I’m already a fucking slut for it. You love this, don’t you, Brian? Watching your wife turn into a black-cock whore right in front of you?”

I could only nod, cock throbbing painfully in my pants. Nicole smirked, mean and beautiful.

“Stroke that little white dick for me, baby. Stroke it while I choke on something that actually fills a woman’s mouth.”

She deep-throated as much as she could, tears streaming down her cheeks, then pulled off gasping.

“That’s it. Feed it to me. Use my face. Fuck my slutty little throat. Show my husband how a real man does it.”

Davis’s hand tightened in her hair. He began to thrust, shallow at first, then deeper, fucking her mouth with steady, powerful strokes.

Nicole’s hands braced on his thighs. She took it greedily, wet choking sounds filling the suite.

Spit ran down her neck, between her tits, soaking the front of her panties. When he finally pulled free, a thick rope of saliva stretched from her swollen lips to the tip of his cock.

Nicole wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stood on shaky legs.

“Get on the bed,” she ordered Davis, voice husky. “On your back. I want to ride that monster while my husband watches.”

Davis obeyed without a word, sprawling across the king-sized mattress, cock standing straight up like a dark spear. Nicole shimmied out of her soaked panties, kicked them aside, and climbed onto the bed.

She straddled his hips, reached down, and rubbed the massive head up and down her dripping slit.

Fuck… it’s so hot against me. So much thicker than anything I’ve ever felt.” She looked straight at me, eyes glittering. “Brian, baby, come closer. I want you to see the exact moment your wife’s pussy stretches wide for its first black cock.”

I moved the chair to the side of the bed, close enough that I could smell her arousal. Nicole lined him up, bit her lip, and began to sink down.

The head stretched her open wider than I’d ever seen. She hissed, eyes going wide.

“Oh God…oh my fucking God, it’s so big… Brian, look—look how it’s spreading me.”

Inch by thick inch she forced herself down, her pink pussy lips stretched white around the dark shaft.

Halfway down she stopped, panting.

“It’s deeper than you already… and there’s still so much left. Fuck, I’m never going to be the same after this.”

She dropped the rest of the way in one smooth motion, burying every inch inside her.

A long, broken cry tore from her throat. Her head fell back, tits heaving.

“Holy shit… it’s in my stomach… I can feel it in my fucking stomach.”

She stayed still for a few seconds, adjusting, then began to rock. Slow at first, then faster. Her ass cheeks slapped against his thighs. The wet sound of her cunt swallowing that thick black cock over and over filled the room.

“Jesus Christ, Brian… this is what I’ve been craving. Real cock. Big black cock stretching my married pussy. Your little white dick never made me feel this full. Never made me this wet.”

She bounced harder, tits bouncing, face contorted in pure bliss.

“Look at me go. Look at your wife turning into a complete black-cock slut right in front of you. I’m addicted already. I can feel it—I’m never going back.”

She reached down and spread her pussy lips with two fingers so I could see every detail—how her stretched hole clung to the dark shaft on every upstroke, how her clit was swollen and shiny.

“You see that, baby? You see how my pussy is shaped around him now? That pussy is black owned already. That’s what happens when a white wife finally gets what she needs.”

Davis’s hands stayed on her hips, guiding but not controlling. Nicole was fully in charge. She rode him like a woman possessed, switching from deep grinding to hard bouncing, talking the entire time.

“Tell him, Davis. Tell my husband what a tight little white slut I am for this cock.”

Davis’s deep voice rumbled, low and sparse.

“She’s a natural. Born for black dick. Look at how she’s taking every inch like she was made for it.”

Nicole moaned louder at the words.

“Fuck yes… born for it. I was born to be a black man’s fucktoy. Brian, stroke that tiny dick harder. I want to see you leak while I bounce on something that actually satisfies me.”

I did.

My cock was angry red, leaking steadily onto my fist. Nicole leaned forward, bracing her hands on Davis’s chest, and really started to work.

Her ass rose and fell in a blur.

I’m going to cum… oh fuck, I’m going to cum on this black cock already. Watch me, Brian. Watch your wife cum harder than she ever has with you.”

Her whole body locked up. A raw scream ripped from her throat as her pussy convulsed around the thick shaft. Juices sprayed down Davis’s balls and onto the sheets. She kept riding through it, milking every wave. When she finally slowed, she looked at me with a wicked, satisfied smile, still fully impaled.

“That’s one,” she panted, voice thick and mean. “And I’m just getting started. Stay right there in that chair, Brian. Hands on that little white dick. You’re not allowed to touch me until I say so.”

She rose up until only the fat head stayed inside her stretched pussy, then slammed back down hard enough that the wet slap echoed through the suite. Her tits bounced.

Her ass jiggled.

She set a punishing rhythm, grinding deep circles every few strokes so I could watch every ridge and vein of that thick black cock disappear into her.

“Look at how my cunt is molded around him now,” she said, spreading her lips wider with two fingers.

“See that? That’s what a real cock does. It owns the pussy. Your little dick just visits. This one moves in.”

She bounced harder, voice rising.

“God, it’s so deep…so fucking sweet. Deeper than anything you’ve ever given me. I can feel it stretching places you never even knew existed.”

Davis’s hands stayed light on her hips.

He barely spoke, just the occasional low “That’s it… take it” or “Show him how much you love black dick.”

Nicole did all the talking.

She rode him until her thighs shook, then climbed off with a wet pop. A thick string of her juices stretched from the head of his cock to her gaping hole. She turned onto all fours at the edge of the bed, ass high, looking straight back at me over her shoulder.

“Get behind me, Davis. Fuck me hard. I want my husband to see every inch of that big black cock punching into his wife’s cunt.”

Davis knelt behind her, lined up, and drove in with one long thrust. Nicole’s eyes rolled.

A broken moan tore out of her.

“Fuuuuck… yes… stretch me open. Use this white slut. Pound me so Brian can hear how wet I am for you.”

The room filled with the heavy slap of skin on skin.

Nicole’s tits swung beneath her.

Her mouth hung open.

She never stopped talking.

“Harder. I want him to see my face while a superior cock ruins me. Brian, look at how easily he bottoms out. Your cock never hit that deep. Never made me feel this full. This is what I’ve been missing my whole life—thick, dark, powerful black cock.”

She reached back with one hand and spread one ass cheek so I had a perfect view of her pink lips stretched tight around the dark shaft, juices coating him, her hole clinging on every outstroke.

“You see that, baby? Yeah that’s right. Stroke that tiny dick harder. I want to see you leak while he turns me into a complete whore.”

Davis fucked her steadily, deep and powerful. Nicole met every thrust, pushing back, demanding more.

“Talk to me, Brian. Tell me how it feels watching your wife get fucked better than you ever could.” My voice cracked.

“It feels… incredible. You’re so fucking beautiful taking him.”

She laughed, mean and breathy.

“Of course it does. Because you’re a natural-born cuck. You love watching me become a black man’s toy. Keep stroking. You’re not allowed to cum until he fills me up.”

She came again with a raw scream, body locking, pussy fluttering around the thick cock. Davis kept pounding through it. When her orgasm faded she looked back at me, eyes glassy and wild.

“On your back, Davis. I want to ride it reverse, so my husband can watch my face while I bounce on the best cock I’ve ever had.”

Davis lay back.

Nicole straddled him facing me, reached down, and sank onto that massive shaft again with a long, satisfied moan.

She started bouncing immediately—short, hard strokes that made her ass clap against his thighs and her tits jump.

“Look at me, baby. Look at your wife’s face while she takes every inch of black cock. This is pure addiction. The second I felt that thick head stretch me open I was done. White dick will never be enough again.”

She ground down deep, circling her hips.

“Hear how wet I am? That’s all for him. Your little cock never made me drip like this.”

She rode him faster, talking the entire time, mean and filthy.

“I’m going to make you watch me cum on this black cock over and over. Then I’m going to make him fill me up. And when he’s done you’re going to fuck me while I’m still full of his cum. Sloppy seconds for the little white cuck. That’s your place now.”

She came hard again, thighs shaking, juices running down Davis’s balls onto the sheets.

She barely paused before demanding more.

“Fuck me from behind again. Harder this time. I want to feel it in my stomach.” Davis flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and drove back in. Nicole’s face pressed into the mattress, one cheek turned so she could keep eye contact with me.

“Yes… breed this white pussy. Pump that thick black cum deep inside me while my husband watches. Make me drip with it. I want to feel it leaking out while I tell him how much better you are.”

Davis’s thrusts grew heavier. Nicole’s dirty talk never stopped.

“He’s close, baby. I can feel that big black cock swelling. He’s going to flood me. And you’re going to watch every second. You’re going to see your wife take a real load—something your little dick could never match.”

Davis groaned once, low and deep, and slammed home. Nicole cried out as she felt him pulse inside her. Thick ropes of cum flooded her. She pushed back, milking him, moaning the entire time.

“Yes… fill me up. Mark this married cunt as yours. Brian, look—look at how much he’s giving me. Your cum never felt this heavy inside me.”

When Davis finally pulled out, a thick river of white immediately began to leak from her stretched hole, running down her thighs and onto the sheets. Nicole stayed on all fours for a moment, then rolled onto her back, legs spread wide, and crooked a finger at me.

“Come here, baby. Clean me up. Lick every drop of that black cum out of your wife’s pussy. Taste what a real man left inside me.”

I crawled forward on my knees.

She grabbed the back of my head and pressed my face between her legs.

The taste was strong—salty, musky, mixed with her own sweetness. I licked and sucked, cleaning every drop while she moaned and rolled her hips against my mouth.

“Good boy… that’s it. Swallow it. Get used to the taste. You’re going to be doing a lot of this from now on.”

When she was satisfied she pushed me back, eyes glittering.

“Now fuck me. Put that little white dick in while I’m still stretched open and full of him. I want to feel the difference. I want you to feel how stretched and used I am.”

I climbed between her legs. My cock was rock-hard and leaking. The second I pushed inside, the difference was obvious—she was looser, hotter, slick with another man’s cum.

Nicole laughed softly, mean and satisfied.

“Feel that, baby? Feel how easy you slide in now? That’s what black cock does. It ruins a white wife for anything smaller. Fuck me. Get those sloppy seconds. I want to feel your little dick swimming in his cum.

I thrust hard, desperate. Nicole locked her legs around me and talked the entire time.

“That’s it… use your wife’s creampied cunt. You’re never going to be first again. From now on you get what’s left. And you’re going to thank me for it.”

She came again around me, tight pulses that milked my cock.

“Cum inside me, Brian. Add your little load to his. Mix it up. Show me how much you love being the cleanup crew.”

I exploded with a broken groan, flooding her already-full pussy.

Nicole held me deep, stroking my hair, voice soft but still filthy.

“Good boy. That’s your place. Watching me take real cock, then cleaning up and finishing second.”


Chapter 7

We stayed in that room for hours.

Nicole was insatiable.

After the first round she climbed back on top of Davis and rode him again, slower this time, grinding deep so I could watch every inch of black cock slide in and out of her creamy, used pussy.

She made me stay in the chair the entire time, stroking only when she allowed it, forcing me to describe how stretched she looked, how much bigger he was, how much better she was being fucked.

Every time she came she got meaner.

“You see that, Brian? That’s three orgasms already and he’s still hard. Your little dick would have been soft after one.”

She made Davis fuck her on her back next, legs spread wide, ankles over his shoulders, so I had a perfect view of her pussy lips gripping him. She locked eyes with me the whole time and narrated.

“Feel how deep he is, baby? He’s rearranging my insides. Your cock never reached this far. Never made me feel owned like this. I’m ruined for white dick forever. This is my new normal—big black cock whenever I want it, and you watching like the good little cuck you are.”

Davis barely spoke. When he did, it was short and focused only on her.

“That’s it… take that black dick. Show your husband what a natural black-cock slut you are.”

Nicole ate it up.

She came again and again, each climax louder, dirtier. She ordered me to edge but never finish until she allowed it.

At one point she had me stand beside the bed while Davis fucked her from behind. She reached out, grabbed my cock, and stroked me in time with his thrusts, never letting me get close to the edge.

“Look at the difference, baby. Look how thick and dark he is compared to this little white thing. This is what I need now. This is what I’m addicted to.”

By the time the sky outside the window started to lighten, Nicole was glowing, sweaty, thoroughly used, and completely in control. Davis had finished inside her three more times.

My cock was sore from hours of denied stroking. Nicole finally climbed off the bed, walked over to me on shaky legs, and cupped my face with both hands.

Her voice was soft for the first time all night, but the words were pure steel.

“I love you. But I’m never going back. From now on, when I want black cock, I’m taking it. You’re going to watch, you’re going to clean me up, and you’re going to fuck me after while I’m still full of him. Deal?

I nodded, throat tight, cock still hard.

“Deal.” She smiled, wicked and satisfied.

“Good. Because Davis already gave me his number again. And I already told him next weekend works.”


Chapter 8

We drove home in silence just after dawn.

Nicole sat in the passenger seat with her legs spread slightly, still dripping, a small smile on her face the entire way.

Every few minutes she would reach over, squeeze my still-hard cock through my pants, and whisper something filthy.

“Still thinking about how deep he was?”

“Still tasting him on your tongue?”

“Still hard knowing your wife is a black-cock addict now?”

When we got home she didn’t even let me shower. She pushed me onto the couch, straddled me, and rode my cock while describing every detail of the night in graphic, humiliating detail.

She came twice more just from the memory and the feel of me inside her used, swollen pussy.

Afterward she lay on my chest, tracing lazy circles, voice soft again.

“I meant what I said. I’m addicted. The second I felt that cock stretch me open… something flipped. I’m never going to be satisfied with just you again. But I still love you. I still want you. I just need more. And you’re going to give it to me by watching… and by taking whatever’s left.”

I stroked her hair, heart still racing, body exhausted, mind completely rewired.

“Whatever you want,” I whispered.

Nicole kissed my chest.

“Good boy. Because next weekend he’s bringing a friend.”

THE END
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Chapter 1 

ON THE MORNING of her wedding, Vesper de Vaudémont awoke with blood beneath her fingernails and a man’s name in her mouth. 

“Adisa.” 

The bedchamber answered with silence. 

Beyond its frost-clouded windows, bells rang across the valley. Nine slow tolls from the chapel, six quicker answers from the village. Even the ruined monastery in the eastern forest seemed to add its phantom toll, a bell silent since her grandmother’s time. 

Every bell on the Vaudémont estate proclaimed the same thing. 

By nightfall, Vesper would belong to Lord Étienne de Villiers. 

She sat upright. The winter air found every gap in her linen shift. Embers glowed in the hearth, just enough for her to examine her hands. 

No wounds. 

Only blood. 

It filled the crescents beneath her nails and darkened the lines of her palms. When she drew back the linen, a red crescent marked the place where her hand had rested. 

The blood smelled of roses burned over hot iron. 

A knock sounded. 

Vesper hid her hands an instant before her mother entered. 

The Comtesse de Vaudémont had once been considered the most beautiful woman in Lorraine. Something of that beauty survived around her eyes and mouth, though Vesper could scarcely remember seeing either soften. She wore black to her daughter’s wedding. No jewels except the sapphire ring she never removed. 

Two servants followed with basins of steaming water. 

“Leave us.” 

They set down the basins and withdrew. The comtesse waited for the latch to settle, then crossed to the bed. 

“Your hands.” 

Vesper kept them beneath the blanket. 

Her mother caught her wrist and pulled it into the light. 

For a moment, the composure Vesper had mistaken for her mother’s face deserted her. Her grip tightened. She turned the hand over, examining each finger, then looked at the crescent on the linen. 

“You spoke his name.” 

“Whose?” 

“Adisa. I heard you through the door.” 

The dream returned with the name. 

A black moon, enormous and low. Beneath it, a dark-skinned man with eyes that reflected nothing. His mouth at her throat. Her hands closing on his shoulders. Smoke and honey on her tongue. 

And hunger. That was what she remembered most clearly: wanting something with a certainty she had never felt while awake. 

“It was a dream,” she said. 

Her mother released her wrist, crossed to the door and turned the key. 

“Tell me.” 

Vesper described the moon and the stranger. She admitted the hunger. She did not tell her mother that waking had felt like being taken away from somewhere she belonged. 

The comtesse sat on the edge of the bed. Her hands rested flat on her knees. 

“Vespara.” 

The name resembled Vesper’s own closely enough to make her look up. 

“Who is she?” 

“A demoness. Older than the Church that bound her.” Her mother’s gaze dropped to the stained linen. “She fed on the desires men concealed. What they would not confess, even to themselves.” 

Vesper waited for the rest. A saint who had defeated her. A relic beneath the chapel. Some reason her mother had chosen this morning to tell a story servants would have been whipped for repeating. 

“They could not destroy her,” the comtesse said. “They divided her essence and bound it into a human bloodline. Ours.” 

The bells stopped. 

In the silence, Vesper heard water ticking from the rim of a basin onto the floor as her mother continued. 

“Every daughter. The inheritance wakes when she turns nineteen. Dreams first. Then signs.” Her mother touched the edge of the red crescent without touching the blood. “The seal begins to weaken.” 

Vesper looked down at her hands. 

“Whose blood is it?” 

“I don’t know.” 

She had never heard her mother admit that before. 

“What happens when the seal breaks?” 

The comtesse drew a breath. 

“Vespara has a body again. Yours.” 

“And I?” 

Her mother would not look away from her. Vesper wished she would. 

“I lose my daughter. The Church comes for what remains.” 

Fire and consecrated steel. Vesper had seen both carried in procession through the village. She had knelt as the procession passed. 

“But there is a way to prevent it,” she said. 

Her mother nodded. 

Of course there was. The basins were here. The servants waited outside. Downstairs, someone was polishing the silver for a hundred guests. 

“The marriage.” 

“Your husband’s bloodline carries the other half of the binding. The vows establish the union. Consummation completes the seal.” 

Vesper thought of Étienne’s hand closing over hers at their betrothal supper. Of her father watching the priest instead of the bridegroom. 

“Who chose him?” 

“The Church. Before you were born.” 

So all the negotiations had concerned the price. The choice had never been in question. 

“And afterward?” 

“The inheritance sleeps for the rest of your life. You live. You grow old.” 

“I have daughters.” 

Her mother’s fingers closed around her sapphire. 

There was the answer. 

Vesper brought her other hand out from beneath the blanket. The drying blood cracked along her palms. 

“What if the first union is with someone else?” 

Wind moved through the eastern tower, where the stone had cracked during the last war and never been repaired. Vesper had listened to that sound all her life. That morning it seemed nearer. 

“Then the binding breaks.” 

“And Vespara walks again.” 

“Do not say it as though it were a possibility you are considering.” 

Vesper looked at her mother. 

The comtesse leaned forward. “Whatever you felt in that dream, it is not a promise. Whatever he offered—” 

“He offered nothing.” 

“He did not need to.” 

Heat rose into Vesper’s face. Her mother saw it. 

“You think you are the first daughter of this house to want something other than the husband waiting at the altar?” 

“Did you?” 

For once, the question reached her. The comtesse’s eyes moved toward the window, to the pale square of morning beyond the frost. 

“For three nights before my wedding, I dreamed of a man who was not your father. On the third morning, I woke with the impression of teeth on my thigh. No wound. Nothing the servants could have dressed.” 

“What happened to him?” 

“I married your father.” 

“That isn’t what I asked.” 

“The dreams stopped.” 

Vesper studied the face above the black gown. She could not picture it young and uncertain. She could not picture her mother waking disappointed that a dream was over. 

“Did you ever wish—” 

“No.” 

The answer came too quickly for Vesper to believe it. 

Her mother rose, took a cloth from the nearest basin and wrung it out. She washed Vesper’s hands herself. The water stung where the blood had dried. Her mother scrubbed harder until Vesper flinched, then eased her grip without looking up. 

Pink water ran from the cloth. 

“Listen to me. You will be frightened tonight. You may hate me. Hate me and live.” 

She dried each finger and examined the nails once more. 

“I did what was necessary. So will you.” 

Then she unlocked the door and called for the servants. 

•  •  • 

The chapel stood at the estate’s highest point, its spire piercing a sky the color of tarnished pewter. Snow struck Vesper’s veil like thrown sand. 

She wore the gown her grandmother had worn, and her mother after her. Ivory silk, yellowed at the seams. Bruges lace scratched her collarbones. Beneath it, the altered bodice held her ribs so tightly that drawing a full breath required concentration. 

Her father waited inside the doors. He offered his arm without meeting her eyes. 

“You look very fine.” 

She took his arm. There was nothing in his face that invited another kind of answer. 

The organ began. 

The chapel was full of velvet, fur and muffled coughing. A hundred candles burned on the altar. Vesper counted her steps beneath the rustle of her skirts because counting was something she could still control. 

Seventeen. Eighteen. 

The lavender water had removed the blood. It had not removed the smell. 

Étienne stood beside the priest in a midnight-blue doublet embroidered with silver. Thirty years old, broad-shouldered, handsome in the way portraits were handsome: symmetrical, well-composed, without a detail left to chance. 

He smiled when he saw her. For a moment she thought there might be relief in it. 

Then she saw the man in the third pew. 

Dark skin. An indigo coat worked with gold. A black silk turban secured by a pin that caught no light. 

The face from her dream. 

Vesper stopped counting. 

Her father’s arm tightened beneath her hand. “Steady.” 

The stranger held her gaze. The warmth of the crowded chapel sharpened; she felt every inch of lace against her skin. Smoke and honey returned to her mouth. 

He inclined his head. 

She wanted to go to him. 

The simplicity of it frightened her more than the dream. There were no words to misunderstand, no promise her mother could warn her against. He sat among the wedding guests, watching, and she wanted to cross the chapel and ask how he knew her. 

Her father brought her to the altar. Étienne followed her gaze. 

His smile remained. His eyes changed. 

The priest began in Latin. Vesper watched his hands turn the pages of the missal. He was an old man, familiar to her since childhood. He had heard her confess to small vanities and impatient thoughts about her mother. Never once had he asked about dreams. 

Had he been waiting for them? 

Étienne’s sleeve brushed hers. She forced her attention back to the words being spoken over them. 

The priest asked if he took her. 

“I take her.” 

Clear. Confident. Several guests smiled. 

Then the priest turned to Vesper and put the question to her in French. 

Did she take this man as her husband before God and the Church? 

At the end of the front pew, her mother sat with her hands folded over the sapphire. Her father had stepped away. Étienne waited beside her, his hand extended. 

She could say no. 

For one impossible moment she imagined doing it. The organist looking up. Her father turning. Her mother crossing the short space between pew and altar with that same ruined expression she had worn at the sight of the blood. 

Then what? Back to her chamber? Back to bed, where something had found her through a locked castle and left blood on unbroken skin? 

“I take him.” 

The candles leaned toward the altar. 

All of them. 

Vesper felt a faint vibration in her teeth. The priest’s finger stopped beneath a line in the missal. He glanced at the flames, then at her, before continuing. 

He had seen it. 

He placed Étienne’s hand over hers. His palm was dry and warm, calloused where he held a sword. She recited the remaining vows with her eyes on the embroidered cross at the priest’s breast. 

The ring was cold. Too large. It slipped past her knuckle with almost no resistance. 

Étienne noticed and closed her fingers around it. 

“We’ll have that seen to,” he murmured. 

The priest pronounced them husband and wife. 

Étienne kissed her. Good Burgundy on his breath, silver embroidery pressing into her bodice. His hand settled at the small of her back. The kiss lasted exactly as long as propriety demanded. 

When he released her, the third pew was empty. 

Vesper looked toward the side door. Closed. No movement among the guests, no indigo coat passing behind the pillars. 

Étienne offered his arm. 

She took it. 

The congregation rose. The Baron de Rouvray bowed as they passed. The Marquise de Sancerre leaned across her husband to inspect Vesper’s gown. Someone wished them many children. 

At the chapel doors, cold air filled her lungs so abruptly that she nearly gasped. 

“Who was he?” Étienne asked. 

Ahead of them, servants had scattered rushes over the frozen path. Vesper watched a page test the stones with his foot. 

“Who?” 

“The man in the third pew.” 

“Perhaps one of my father’s guests.” 

“Perhaps.” 

He let the wedding party move ahead. Snow gathered on the silver shoulders of his doublet. His hand remained at her back. 

“You looked as though you knew him.” 

“I have never spoken to him.” 

That, at least, was true. 

Étienne studied her. Up close, he looked less certain than he had at the altar. She might have pitied him if he had let the uncertainty remain. 

“Your mother has explained what tonight requires?” 

“This morning.” 

“Then you know why I won’t indulge whatever fancies have troubled you.” 

“How long have you known?” 

He frowned. “Known what?” 

“What I am.” 

“You are my wife.” 

She waited. 

“My confessor instructed me before the match was formalized. There are obligations attached to old blood. Neither of us is exempt.” 

“And did you want them?” 

His gaze traveled over her face, her veil, the lace at her throat. 

“I wanted this marriage.” 

He seemed to consider that an answer. 

From the hall, a servant called that the bridal party was awaited. Étienne turned toward the sound, then back to her. 

“Whatever you dreamed last night ends tonight. Do you understand?” 

“I understand.” 

He nodded and guided her toward the feast. 

•  •  • 

The great hall smelled of roasted boar, beeswax and centuries of woodsmoke. 

Vesper sat at the center of the high table, Étienne on her right and her father on her left. Her mother had taken a place at the far end. Even there, the black gown drew Vesper’s eye among the festive whites and golds. 

Servants moved between the tables with platters held at shoulder height. Wine was poured. A lute began near the hearth, barely audible beneath the conversation. 

Vesper tried to eat. 

The boar had been roasted with juniper. She knew because she had helped the steward choose it. Now she could taste only smoke, though the meat was properly cooked. 

She put down her knife. 

Étienne asked whether she was cold. She said no. Her father asked whether the priest had spoken too softly. She said she had heard every word. 

Both men seemed satisfied. 

The second course arrived beneath a crust stamped with the Vaudémont crest. As the steward cut into it, a woman in plain wool stopped beside Vesper’s chair. 

Vesper did not recognize her. Not one of the castle servants; perhaps someone brought up from the village for the feast. 

The woman placed a black rose beside her plate. 

“Who sent—” 

A servant passed between them with the copper dish. By the time he moved on, the woman was gone. 

Vesper searched the nearest tables. No plain wool dress, no retreating figure. Only guests reaching for wine and the steward waiting to serve her. 

She let him fill her plate. 

The rose lay against the white cloth. Its petals were black even at their curled edges, where candlelight should have found some trace of red. The stem had been stripped of thorns. 

Beneath it was a folded square of paper. 

Étienne was speaking to the baron about the river rights included in the marriage settlement. Her father had leaned across her to correct a figure. Between their voices, Vesper picked up the paper and lowered it into her lap. 

The script was unfamiliar. She stared at it until the strokes seemed to settle beneath her eyes. 

Eastern tower. Midnight. Give in. Become what you are. 

No signature. 

She read it a second time. Then a third. 

Adisa. 

She did not speak the name. Beneath the table, she folded the paper along its original crease and pressed it flat against her palm. 

He had come into the chapel. He had sat beneath its crosses and watched the vows. Whatever her mother feared, he did not appear to fear it himself. 

That should have frightened her. 

It did. 

She kept the note. 

Across the table, her mother was watching. 

The comtesse’s gaze moved from the rose to Vesper’s face. Her goblet remained untouched. Slowly, she shook her head. 

Don’t. 

Her lips formed the word without sound. 

Vesper looked down at the woodcock cooling on her plate. For a moment she wanted to stand, cross the hall and put the note in her mother’s hand. Let the comtesse lock a door. Send for the priest. Decide what happened next. 

The paper was thick enough to resist her fingers. She bent one corner beneath her thumb. 

Her mother had known all her life. Her father had known. Étienne’s confessor had found time to instruct him before the betrothal. 

Vesper had been told after she woke in blood, with the wedding water already steaming in its basins. 

Étienne’s hand settled on her knee. 

She went still. 

“You’re very quiet.” 

“Am I?” 

His thumb moved against the ivory silk. “You’ve scarcely said a word.” 

“There has been a great deal to listen to.” 

He glanced toward her father, then gave a short laugh. 

“You needn’t trouble yourself with the settlement. It’s done.” 

His hand remained where it was. Above the table, he lifted his goblet to acknowledge a toast. 

Vesper lifted hers. The loose ring struck the stem with a small, clear sound. 

To the bride and groom. To the joining of the houses. To daughters who would wear the gown after her. 

She drank. 

At the far end of the hall, past the servants carrying fresh pitchers, stood the narrow arch that led to the eastern stair. She had used it as a child to escape lessons. Halfway up, a window overlooked the orchard. Beyond that, the stone grew older and the steps wore hollow in the middle. 

She knew the way. 

Her mother was still watching when she lowered the goblet. 

Vesper left the rose beside her plate. She would not try to explain it. She would not hand over the note. 

Beneath the table, she closed her fist around the invitation and let her mother see her smile. 
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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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