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Chapter 1

Miranda sighed, exasperated.

“You came already? I was just getting going…” she pulled the bedsheet self-consciously across her chest and pressed it tight to her breasts with her left arm.

“Sorry, yeah…sorry…” I muttered as he dismounted and looked for his boxers. And I was truly sorry. But it had happened again.

I’d let his mind wander to my ultimate fantasy and I simply couldn’t hold my load a second longer after that.

“Oh, Will,” she said, looking up at the ceiling and barely concealing her mounting frustration and disappointment.

It was a double-edged sword: thinking about it got me going. Got me hard as a rock, made me want to fuck like Superman.

But it also made me cum almost instantly.

The dual sensation of my wife’s wet walls wrapped around me like moist silk and the thought of her doing exactly what I’d always wanted her to do was just too potent of a combination.

Try as I might, I could never keep it bottled up for very long.

“Shit, Miranda…I’m sorry, I just — you feel so damn good I can’t…”

“Yeah, yeah I know. You always say…it’s fine hon. Really, don’t worry about it.”

I opened my mouth to say something daring, but I balked. It was something I’d almost said a thousand times before but had never managed to get out of my mouth.

“Maybe we should…” I stopped.

Miranda waited expectantly.

“Maybe we shoud what?” she asked after a few awkward beats.

“Get some ice cream?” I stammered.

Miranda simply shrugged.

“Ok, sure. Why not?”

Smooth Will, real smooth.

We both got dressed and got in the car.

On the ride over, my mind wandered back to the bedroom. To the ultimate fantasy I was envisioning, the lurid thoughts I was having just before I…

…

Miranda is on her knees. I can see her through a crack in the door — our bedroom door. I’m home from work early but she doesn’t know it.

When I came in, I heard giggling from upstairs. Hushed whispers. Something…darker. Something like my wife moaning. It sends a shiver down my spine.

So I crept across the foyer, careful not to make a sound, and ascended the stairs one at a time on careful, soft toes.

Despite my best efforts, the wood creaked and moaned beneath my weight. I froze mid-step, my heart hammering against my ribs. Had I blown my cover?

I held my breath, straining to catch any change in the sounds coming from beyond our bedroom door.

The giggling and the whispering and the moaning continued on as I crept along and reached the threshold.

And so there I stand at the door once more.

Looking through the crack.

She’s on her knees at the foot of our bed, head bobbing forward and back. Her shirt isn’t off, not exactly. But it’s pulled up high over her bare breasts so they lay exposed to the cool air.

Nipples pink, perky, and bouncing in rhythm with her head.

“Oh fuck yeah girl, suck that big black dick…get what your husband can’t give you…” a deep graveling voice says as she moans into him, his dark member halfway down her throat.

She takes her mouth off finally, gasping for air.

The giggle come first, then the moans as she whispers breathlessly.

“God, your black cock is so fucking sexy. So fucking big…I don’t think it’s going to fit…”

Then he pulls her to her feet and begins to bend her over the bed.

“We’ll we gonna find out, aren’t we slut?” he says as he slaps her firmly on the ass, making her yelp and giggle some more.

“Oh fuck,” she says as she leans forward on her elbows to support her weight.

She turns and looks back at him as he’s getting ready to enter her.

“Go slow,” she whispers. “Don’t hurt me with that thing…”

She bites her lip and turns back toward the door where I’m looking through the slit and I see her eyes go wide with shock and awe and something else I can’t quite name…

We lock eyes, but she doesn’t know I’m there, does she?

I reach down and feel the rock hard bulge in my pants as I watch her grip the sheets, knuckles turning white. She bites her bottom lip and shudders as he slowly presses into her.

“Holy…FUUUUUUCKKKKKK…” she hisses…”that’s a big ass fucking dick…oh my god…”

…

“Will! WILL! Will! What the fuck!” Miranda yelled as I drove right past the turn for the ice cream parlor.

“Shit, shit,” I muttered.

“What the fuck are you doing? You missed the turn, I told you like eight times it was coming up!”

“Sorry, sorry,” I said as I hung a left and began turning around.

We arrived at the ice cream parlor and I silently put the car in park.

Miranda looked over at me and shook her head.

“What is up with you lately? Are you ok? You seem like you’re in la-la land lately…”

I sighed deeply and tried to think of something clever to say but nothing came to mind.

“Fuck, I don’t know. Let’s just get some ice cream,” I said. It was all I could muster. Before she had a chance to respond, I unbuckled my seatbelt and got out of the car.

I could hear Miranda’s exasperated sigh through the car window as I slammed the door shut. The evening air was warm, carrying the sweet scent of waffle cones and vanilla from inside the shop. A neon sign flickered overhead, casting pink and blue shadows on the sidewalk.

I stood there for a moment, trying to collect myself before Miranda joined me. The fantasy was still vivid in my mind—her eyes widening in that mix of shock and pleasure as she saw me watching. My heart was still racing, my palms still damp.

“Are you coming in or what?” Miranda called, already halfway to the entrance.

“Yeah, sorry,” I muttered, falling into step beside her.

Inside, the shop was bright and cheerful, a stark contrast to my dark thoughts. Families sat at small tables, kids licking ice cream from cones, parents chatting over sundaes. Normal people with normal thoughts.

“What do you want?”

My mind began to wander again…

What do I want? I want my wife to get fucking railed right in front of me by a…

“Sir, what flavor do you want? Please. People are waiting.”

“Rocky Road, pint. Please…” I said automatically, even though I’d been staring at the menu board without really seeing it. My mind was still replaying the fantasy, the way her eyes had locked with mine through that imaginary door crack.

Miranda ordered a strawberry pint, and we made for the exit. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead as we walked in uncomfortable silence. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I’d almost told her what I really wanted—what I’d been fantasizing about for months.

“Will, seriously,” Miranda said, leaning forward. “What’s going on with you? You’ve been... distant lately.”

I took a deep breath. The ice cream shop suddenly felt too bright, too exposed. A family at the next table laughed at something their toddler had done, the sound jarring against my racing thoughts.

“Nothing, just…I don’t know. Just not feeling myself I guess…”

“Talk to me,” she pleaded.

“Not here,” I said. “We can talk about it when we get home.”


Chapter 2

But by the time we got home, the moment had passed. We settle onto the couch, popped the tops on our pints, and went to down.

At around 9:30, Miranda let out a wide yawn and stretched her arms over her head.

“I think I’m ready for bed,” she said.

“Ok,” I said as she stood up.

“Are you coming?” she asked.

“I think I’ll stay up and watch a little more of the game,” I said. Even though it was a lie.

The game droned on in the background, but I wasn’t watching. My mind was back in that bedroom, watching my wife take another man. The fantasy had evolved over months, becoming more detailed with each iteration. Tonight, I’d imagined a new twist—what if she caught me watching? What if she looked right at me through that door crack?

I turned off the TV and sat in darkness, the only light coming from the streetlamps outside. The house creaked and settled around me. Upstairs, Miranda would be sleeping now, her breathing slow and steady. I imagined her dreaming, maybe even dreaming of what I couldn’t give her.

I got up slowly and walked into the den and fired up my laptop.

The blue glow of the laptop screen illuminated my face as I typed “cuckolding” into the search bar. My heart raced as the results populated—forums, blogs, videos. I’d been down this rabbit hole before, but tonight felt different. Tonight, the fantasy seemed more real than ever.

I clicked on a forum I’d bookmarked weeks ago—“Watching My Wife.” The posts were explicit, detailed accounts of men who had actually lived what I could only imagine. Some described watching their wives with other men, while others merely fantasized like me. I scrolled through, reading about the humiliation, the arousal, the complicated emotions.

One post caught my eye: “How To Get Your Wife to Go Black - The Ultimate Guide” - with an ominous subtitle:

Proceed with cuation. This shit absolutely works. If you follow these steps to the letter, your wife will fuck a BBC and she will be hooked. Addicted for life. So, if that’s what you want and you think you can handle it…read on white boy:

My cursor hovered over the link. My heart pounded in my chest as I clicked it, the screen loading with an agonizing slowness.

The guide opened with a warning: “If you’re reading this, you already know what you want. You’ve been thinking about it for months, maybe years. Your wife deserves more than you can give her, and you know it.”

I swallowed hard. The words hit me like a punch to the gut.

The guide continued: “Step 1: Plant the seed. Don’t just blurt it out. Women need time to process these things. Start with subtle hints during sex—tell her how sexy she looks, how other men must want her. When she’s on top, whisper ‘I bet you could handle more than me.’”

I remembered last week when I’d said something similar. Miranda had laughed it off, thinking I was joking.

“Step 2: Introduce porn. Not hardcore stuff at first. Find something tasteful—maybe a video where the woman is clearly enjoying herself. Watch it together. See how she reacts.”

I’d tried that once. Miranda had gotten uncomfortable and asked to turn it off after five minutes.

“Step 3: Turn up the heat - introduce interracial porn but make sure the woman looks like her…”

I kept reading

Step 4.

Step 5.

Step 6.

Step 7: “The accidental discovery. Leave this page open on your computer. Make sure she finds it.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I read the final step. The guide promised that by following these instructions precisely, my wife would not only agree to the arrangement but would actively seek it out.

I scrolled back to the top, reading the warning again: “Addicted for life.” The words sent a shiver down my spine that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

The clock on the wall read 11:47. Miranda would be deep asleep by now. I closed the laptop, but the thoughts continued to race through my mind. What if I actually tried this? What if Miranda discovered my fantasy?

I stood up and stretched, my joints popping in the silent house. The hallway was dark as I made my way upstairs, each step creaking beneath my weight. At the bedroom door, I paused.

I pushed the door open slowly, letting the dim light from the hallway spill across our bed. Miranda lay on her side, one arm tucked beneath her pillow, her breathing deep and even. Her dark hair fanned across the white sheets, and in the soft light she looked peaceful, innocent.

But my mind kept betraying me with images from that forum post. I could almost see another man there beside her, his dark skin contrasting with her pale body, his hands roaming freely over what was supposed to be mine alone.

I slipped into bed beside her, careful not to wake her. The mattress dipped slightly under my weight, and Miranda stirred but didn’t wake. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, listening to the rhythm of her breathing.

What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I be satisfied with what we had? Why did my mind keep conjuring these scenarios that left me both aroused and ashamed?

The ceiling fan spun lazily above me, casting shifting shadows across the bedroom. I turned my head to look at Miranda, her face soft in sleep. She was beautiful—had always been beautiful—yet I couldn’t shake the images from my mind.

I closed my eyes, but sleep wouldn’t come. Instead, I found myself mentally rehearsing what I might say tomorrow. How I might begin to plant those seeds the guide mentioned. Would she understand? Would she be disgusted? The thought of her rejection made my stomach tighten with anxiety.


Chapter 3

Morning came too soon. Sunlight streamed through the curtains as I heard Miranda moving around in the bathroom. I pretended to sleep until she left for her morning run, then dragged myself out of bed.

The house felt different somehow, as if my midnight reading had fundamentally changed something. I made coffee and sat at the kitchen table, staring at my phone.

The coffee grew cold as I sat there, my mind replaying the fantasy yet again. The image of Miranda’s eyes widening as she saw me watching her with another man was burned into my brain.

When I finally checked the time, I realized I’d been sitting there for nearly an hour. I needed to get ready for work, but I couldn’t focus. My hands trembled slightly as I poured the cold coffee down the sink.

In the shower, I let the hot water cascade over me, trying to wash away the thoughts that had consumed my night. But the fantasies persisted, growing more vivid with each passing minute.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” I muttered to myself, pressing my forehead against the cool tile.

By the time I was dressed, I had made a decision. I would follow the guide. Not all at once, but gradually. I would plant the seeds and see how Miranda responded.

As I would soon find out, practically in no time at all, most of the steps in the guide were superfluous.

Yep, that’s right. Since I accidentally left my laptop open on our bed with the guide pulled up in full view, I learned that you could skip right to step 7 and still get all the results and then some.

God, what an idiot I was…


Chapter 4

It happened on a Tuesday. I remember because I’d been in a rush to get to work—some big presentation I was supposed to lead. In my haste, I’d left my laptop on the bed, the screen still glowing with that damn guide I’d been reading the night before.

I didn’t realize my mistake until I was already at the office, halfway through my morning coffee. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. My stomach dropped as I imagined Miranda finding it, reading those explicit instructions, seeing the forum posts I’d been browsing.

“Shit,” I muttered, earning a curious look from my coworker in the next cubicle.

I excused myself and stepped outside to call Miranda. The phone rang four times before going to voicemail. I tried again. Same result.

I rushed home between meetings to attempt some damage control.

“Hello?” I called upstairs.

No one was home.

I crept up the stairs even though I was alone, feeling like a burglar in my own home.

I rushed into the bedroom and there it was: my laptop.

But it was closed.

Shit. Did I leave it closed? Was I imagining this? Had Miranda seen it and closed it herself?

I quickly opened it up and typed in my password.

And there it was.

The list.

“How To Get Your Wife to Go Black - The Ultimate Guide.”

I took a deep breath and closed the tab. Then went back to work.

I spent the whole rest of the day looking over my shoulder and wondering if Miranda had seen it.

I spent the whole drive home rehearsing what I might say. Maybe I could play it off as research for a writing project. Or claim it was a pop-up ad I accidentally clicked. But deep down, I knew Miranda wasn’t stupid. She’d recognize the bookmark, the forum history.

When I finally pulled into the driveway, I noticed something was different. Miranda’s car was there, but the garage door was open, something she never left that way. My stomach clenched as I turned off the ignition and sat there, staring at the house.

I took a deep breath and opened the car door. The evening air was warm, but I felt cold sweat forming on my brow as I approached the front door. It was unlocked—another unusual thing.

“Miranda?” I called out as I stepped inside.

The house was silent. Too silent. No TV, no music, no sounds of dinner preparation.

“Miranda?” I called again, my voice echoing through the empty hallway.

I found her in the kitchen, sitting at the table with my laptop open in front of her. Her face was unreadable—not angry, not hurt, just... blank. She looked up at me as I entered, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my stomach drop.

“Hey,” she said softly. “We need to talk.”

My mouth went dry. I pulled out the chair opposite her and sat down, my legs suddenly weak.

“Miranda, I can explain—”

“Explain what, Will?” she interrupted, her voice steady. “Explain why you’ve been researching how to get me to fuck black men? Explain why you’ve been watching interracial porn when you think I’m asleep?”

I opened my mouth but no words came out. The kitchen clock ticked loudly in the silence between us.

“I found this,” she continued, turning the laptop toward me.

The screen displayed exactly what I feared—the guide, with its explicit instructions and promises. I felt my face flush hot with shame.

“Miranda, I—”

“Save it,” she said, holding up her hand. “I’ve been reading this all afternoon. And I’ve been reading your browsing history too.”

My stomach dropped further. She knew everything—all the forums, all the videos, all the late-night research.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, the words feeling inadequate.

Miranda closed the laptop with a decisive click. The sound echoed in the silent kitchen.

“Are you?” she asked, her eyes searching mine. “Because from what I’ve read, this isn’t something you stumbled upon accidentally. You’ve been planning this for months.”

I hung my head, unable to meet her gaze. The truth of her words hung between us.

“Look at me, Will,” she commanded softly.

I raised my eyes to hers, expecting anger, disgust, betrayal. Instead, I saw something that surprised me—curiosity.

“Are you serious about this?” Miranda asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “About... watching me with someone else?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry as sandpaper. The kitchen seemed to shrink around us, the walls closing in as I struggled to find the right words.

“I... yes,” I finally admitted, my voice cracking. “I’ve been thinking about it for a long time.”

Miranda leaned back in her chair, studying me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. The silence stretched between us, heavy with unspoken questions.

“Why didn’t you just talk to me?” she finally asked.

“I was afraid,” I confessed. “Afraid you’d think I was crazy. That you’d leave me.”

Miranda stood up and walked around the table to where I sat. She placed her hand on my shoulder, her touch gentle but firm.

“Will, we’ve been married for six years. You should know by now that I’m not going to run away just because you have... unconventional fantasies.”

She paused for a moment.

“It is just a fantasy though, right?”

I hesitated, my mouth suddenly dry. The kitchen seemed to shrink around us as I searched for the right words.

“I... I don’t know anymore,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “It started as a fantasy, but lately it’s been consuming me.”

Miranda’s hand tightened on my shoulder. “How long has this been going on?”

“Months,” I confessed. “Maybe longer. I can’t even remember when it started exactly.”

She walked back to her chair and sat down, her eyes never leaving mine. The kitchen clock ticked loudly in the silence.

“And this guide,” she said, tapping the laptop. “You were actually planning to follow it? To manipulate me into doing this?”

I felt heat rising to my face. “I wasn’t going to manipulate you. I just... I didn’t know how to bring it up.”

“By leaving your laptop open where I’d find it?” Her voice had an edge to it now.

“No! That was an accident. I swear.”

Miranda studied me for a long moment. “Okay, let’s say I believe you. What exactly is it that you want, Will? Be specific.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was the moment I’d fantasized about for so long, but now that it was happening, I felt terrified.

“I want to watch you,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “I want to see you with someone else. Someone... bigger than me.”

“And this someone would be black?” she asked, her expression unreadable.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“It’s difficult to explain it but…”

Miranda bit her lip and looked down at the ground.

“Try me,” she whispered, “or maybe…you can show me,” she said as she pushed the laptop toward me.

Then she walked away and headed for the steps leading upstairs.

“Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said.


Chapter 5

I followed her up the stairs, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The hallway seemed endless as I trailed behind her, watching the subtle sway of her hips. When we reached the bedroom, Miranda turned to face me.

“Show me,” she said, gesturing toward the bed.

I sat down, suddenly feeling like a teenager about to be caught with something forbidden. Miranda stood before me, arms crossed, waiting.

“I don’t understand what you want me to show you,” I admitted.

Miranda sighed and sat beside me. “The videos you’ve been watching. The ones that... turn you on.” She said the words carefully, as if testing them out.

My mouth went dry. “You want me to show you porn?”

“I want to understand what’s been going on in your head,” she replied. “If we’re going to talk about this, I need to see what you’re seeing.”

I hesitated, then reached for my phone. My hands trembled as I opened my browser history. There they were—dozens of videos, all bookmarked, all featuring scenarios similar to my fantasy.

I selected one and turned the screen toward Miranda. The video showed a couple—a white woman and a black man—with the woman’s husband watching from a chair. Miranda’s eyes widened slightly as she watched.

“This is what you want?” she asked after a moment, her voice neutral.

I nodded, unable to speak.

Miranda watched for another minute, then took the phone from my hands and set it on the nightstand.

“I’m not sure what to say,” Miranda whispered, her eyes still fixed on the paused video.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I waited for her reaction. The bedroom seemed to close in around us, the air thick with anticipation.

“Have you ever thought about what this would do to our marriage?” she finally asked.

I swallowed hard. “I’ve thought about nothing else for months.”

Miranda stood and walked to the window, her back to me. The late afternoon sun streamed through the glass, casting her silhouette in golden light.

“When I found your laptop,” she said, turning to face me, “I was furious at first. I felt violated, like you’d been planning something behind my back.”

“I know, and I’m sorry—”

“But then I started reading,” she continued, ignoring my apology. “I read that guide, and I read some of the forum posts you’d bookmarked.”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “Some of those men sounded so... happy. Like watching their wives with other men had somehow strengthened their marriages.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

Miranda sat beside me again, closer this time. “Is that what you want? To be happy like that?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “But only if you want it too.”

She reached for my hand, her fingers intertwining with mine. “I don’t know what I want yet, Will. This is... a lot to process.”

“I understand,” I said, squeezing her hand gently.

“But I’m willing to keep talking about it,” she added. “And watching…”

Miranda slowly slid her jeans down her hips and was suddenly in her panties. I could see a tiny little wet spot in the lace.

“Feel,” she said, grabbing my hand and placing it on her mound. Then she kissed me hard for a few seconds.

“Come on, press play and we can fuck while we watch…”

I fumbled with the phone, my fingers suddenly clumsy as I tried to navigate to the video. Miranda watched me with an intensity that made my heart race even faster. When I finally managed to press play, the sounds of the video filled the room—moans and whispers that seemed to echo off our bedroom walls.

Miranda climbed onto my lap, straddling me as we both watched the screen. The woman in the video was on her knees now, taking the man deep into her throat while her husband watched from a chair in the corner.

“Does this really turn you on?” Miranda whispered, grinding against me. I could feel myself hardening beneath her, my body responding despite the anxiety churning in my stomach.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse.

She reached down between us and freed me from my pants, then positioned herself above me. When she sank down, taking me inside her, I gasped at the sudden sensation. We moved together slowly at first, our eyes locked on the video playing beside us.

“Tell me what you want to see,” Miranda breathed, her hips rolling against mine. “Be specific.”

The words caught in my throat. This was it—the moment I’d fantasized about for so long, but now that it was happening, I felt exposed, vulnerable.

“I want to watch you take someone bigger than me,” I finally managed to say. “Someone who can give you what I can’t.”

Miranda’s rhythm faltered for just a moment before she continued moving.

“Someone bigger,” Miranda repeated, her voice husky with desire. “Someone who could really stretch me out?”

I nodded, unable to form words as she rode me harder. The video beside us showed exactly what I’d been fantasizing about—a white woman being taken roughly by a muscular black man while her husband watched, stroking himself.

“And you’d just watch?” Miranda asked, her pace increasing. “You wouldn’t want to join in?”

“I... I don’t know,” I admitted. “Maybe just watch at first.”

Miranda leaned down to whisper in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “What if I liked it better than being with you? What if I wanted him all the time?”

The thought sent a shiver down my spine, equal parts arousal and fear. “I... I think that would be okay,” I lied, not entirely sure if it was true.

Miranda laughed softly, then reached for the phone and paused the video. She looked down at me, her expression suddenly serious.

“You really think you could handle that? Watching me with a black man? Watching me take a big, black cock?”

The words sent shivers down my spine.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “Maybe not at first. But the fantasy... it’s been consuming me.”

Miranda studied my face, her expression unreadable. She continued to move against me, her body warm and familiar, yet suddenly different somehow.

“Show me what you want,” she whispered, reaching for my phone again. “Find the exact video that turns you on the most.”

My hands trembled as I scrolled through my bookmarks, finally selecting one I’d watched dozens of times. The video showed a woman who looked remarkably like Miranda—same hair color, similar build—being taken from behind by a muscular black man while her husband watched from across the room.

Miranda watched intently as the video played, her movements on top of me slowing. I could see her eyes widen slightly when the man in the video revealed himself—thick, dark, impossibly large.

“You want me to take something like that?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, unable to form words. My heart hammered against my ribs as I waited for her reaction.

Miranda reached down and paused the video, then looked directly into my eyes. “I’ve never done anything like this before,” she said. “But the thought of it... it’s making me incredibly wet.”

Relief flooded through me, followed immediately by a surge of arousal. She wasn’t disgusted. She wasn’t angry. She was... interested.

“So what now?” I asked, my voice hoarse with desire.

“Fuck me while I watch…tell me all the dirty things you want to see me do…”

“I want to see you worship a big black cock,” I whispered, the words feeling foreign yet thrilling as they left my mouth. “I want to watch you take it in your mouth, feel you struggle as it stretches your throat.”

Miranda’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t stop moving against me. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps as she watched the video.

“And then?” she prompted, her voice husky.

“Then I want to watch him bend you over,” I continued, my confidence growing. “I want to see your face when he pushes inside you for the first time.”

Miranda moaned softly, her pace increasing. “And where would you be?”

“Watching,” I said. “Just watching. Maybe touching myself.”

The thought sent a shiver down my spine. I’d never admitted this much before, never been this explicit about my fantasy.

Miranda reached for the phone and turned up the volume. The sounds of the video—moans, skin slapping against skin—filled the room. She leaned down to kiss me, her tongue exploring my mouth as she continued to ride me.

“Would you like that?” she whispered against my lips. “Watching me get fucked by a black man?”

“Yes,” I gasped, feeling myself getting close. “God, yes.”

Miranda suddenly stopped moving, leaving me throbbing inside her. “Not yet,” she said with a small smile. “I want to hear more.”

I groaned in frustration, my hands gripping her hips. “What do you want to know?”

“Everything,” she said, rolling her hips just enough to tease me. “This is making me so wet, Will…”

“I want to know what you’d say while you watch me,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Would you tell me how beautiful I look taking it? Would you beg me to look at you while he fucks me?”

My mind reeled with the images her words conjured. The fantasy I’d nurtured in secret was now being spoken aloud, made real by her participation.

“I’d tell you how sexy you look,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire. “I’d tell you how perfect you are with him inside you.”

Miranda moaned softly, resuming her movements. “And if I came harder than I ever have with you? What then?”

The thought sent a confusing mix of arousal and jealousy coursing through me. “I’d love it,” I lied, not entirely sure if it was true. “I’d love seeing you satisfied.”

She reached between us, her fingers finding that sensitive spot that always drove her wild. I watched, transfixed, as she pleasured herself while riding me.

“Show me another video,” she commanded, her voice breathless. “Something more... intense.”

My hands shook as I navigated to another bookmark—one I’d been saving for months, too afraid to even watch it myself sometimes. This one showed a white woman being shared between two black men while her husband watched, stroking himself in the corner.

Miranda’s eyes widened as the video played. “Two of them?” she asked, her voice a mixture of shock and arousal.

“Just a fantasy,” I quickly assured her, though my body betrayed my excitement.

I was throbbing and about to lose control.

“I’m close,” I gasped, feeling the familiar tightening in my groin. “I can’t hold back much longer.”

Miranda didn’t slow down. Instead, she leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my chest as she whispered in my ear, “Then don’t. I want to feel you come inside me while we watch this.”

Her words pushed me over the edge. I exploded inside her, my hips bucking upward as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. Miranda continued to ride me through my orgasm, her eyes fixed on the video playing beside us.

When the aftershocks finally subsided, I lay there panting, spent and strangely vulnerable. Miranda dismounted and reached for the phone, pausing the video.

“Was that good?” she asked, a hint of a smile playing at her lips.

But I was too busy running to hide in the bathroom to answer her.

What the fuck had we just done? What had I just brought into our marriage?


Chapter 6

Miranda knocked lightly on the bathroom door.

“Will?” she said softly. “Everything ok?”

“Fine,” I managed, my voice cracking slightly. I splashed cold water on my face and stared at my reflection in the mirror. My eyes looked wild, almost feral. “Just... give me a minute.”

I heard her footsteps retreating, then the soft click of the bedroom door. I leaned against the sink, my legs suddenly weak. What had I done? What had I unleashed?

When I finally emerged from the bathroom, Miranda was sitting on the edge of the bed, her expression unreadable. The laptop was closed, the phone set aside.

“So,” she said, looking up at me. “That was... intense.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. The fantasy that had consumed me for months had just become dangerously real, and I wasn’t sure how to process it.

“I didn’t realize how much this meant to you,” Miranda continued, patting the space beside her. “Come sit down.”

I obeyed, perching nervously on the edge of the mattress. The distance between us felt both vast and nonexistent.

“Have you always felt this way?” she asked. “Wanting to watch me with someone else?”

I shook my head. “No, it started maybe... a year ago? I don’t even remember how it began.”

Miranda took my hand in hers, her touch gentle but firm. “And you really think you could handle it? Watching me with another man?”

The question hung in the air between us. In my fantasies, it had always seemed so simple—I would watch, I would be aroused, I would reclaim her afterward.

We would not only stay in love but fall more deeply in love because of it.

But now that we’d crossed this threshold, I wasn’t so sure. The reality of it loomed before me, complex and potentially destructive.

“I don’t know Miranda. I don’t…”

Then a thought hit her.

“Wait…is this what you think about during sex? Why you cum so fast? The other night, was that—?”

She put her hand over her mouth as if she’d just discovered some ancient secret that made the whole universe understandable for the first time.

“Oh my God,” Miranda whispered, her eyes widening. “All this time, that’s what’s been going through your head? Me with... someone else?”

I couldn’t meet her gaze. The shame I’d been carrying for months suddenly felt heavier, more real.

“Is that why you’ve been so distracted lately?” she pressed. “Why you can’t last more than a minute?”

I nodded slowly, my throat tight. “It started as just a passing thought, but then it kept coming back. Getting stronger. More detailed.”

Miranda stood up and began pacing the room, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. I watched her, my heart hammering against my ribs. Was she disgusted? Angry? I couldn’t tell.

“You know what’s weird?” she finally said, stopping in front of me. “When we were watching those videos, when you were telling me what you wanted to see... I got really turned on.”

My head snapped up. “You did?”

“Yeah,” she admitted, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. “I’ve never thought about being with someone else before, but hearing you describe it so vividly...”

Hope bloomed in my chest, fragile and terrifying. “So you’re not... disgusted?”

Miranda sat beside me again, taking my hand in hers. “I’m not disgusted, Will. I’m confused, maybe a little hurt that you couldn’t talk to me about this sooner, but not disgusted.”

Relief washed over me, but it was short-lived. The reality of what we were discussing still loomed large.

“What happens now?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Miranda was quiet for a moment, her thumb tracing circles on the back of my hand.

“Let’s go out for a drink,” she said suddenly and stood up. “We haven’t gone out anywhere in how long?”

I looked at her confused.

“Relax, Will. This doesn’t have to be a big thing. We don’t have to worry about what happens now…or what doesn’t happen. I’m just happy you opened up to me and we had some fun.”

There was a michevious glint in her eyes.

“So you don’t think we should like talk about it or?”

“Sure, we can but we don’t have to. At least not right this second. Besides…something tells me it gonna come up again on its own…this little obsession of yours,” she said with a giggle and wink. “Why force it and ruin the vibe? Let’s keep having fun…maybe when we get back…”

She stopped short and bit her bottom lip.

“Come on, let’s go get changed and go out!”


Chapter 7

I watched as Miranda disappeared into the walk-in closet, her words hanging in the air between us. The casual way she’d suggested we go out, as if we hadn’t just crossed a threshold that could potentially change our marriage forever, left me stunned.

“Are you coming?” she called from the closet. “I need your opinion on this dress.”

I stood on shaky legs and followed her, my mind still reeling. The closet smelled like her perfume—that familiar scent that had always calmed me. Now it seemed to heighten my anxiety instead.

Miranda stood before the mirror, holding up a little black dress I hadn’t seen before. It was shorter than what she usually wore, with a neckline that would definitely draw attention.

“What do you think?” she asked, turning to face me. “Too much?”

I swallowed hard. “It’s... nice.”

“Nice?” She raised an eyebrow. “That’s all you’ve got?”

“It’s sexy,” I amended, feeling heat rise to my face. “Where did you get it?”

Miranda shrugged, turning back to the mirror. “I ordered it online last week. Thought it might be fun to have something new.”

Something about her casual demeanor unsettled me. Had she already been thinking about dressing differently before our conversation? Or was this a direct response to my fantasy?

I grabbed a button-down shirt from my side of the closet, my hands still trembling slightly. As I changed, I caught Miranda watching me in the mirror, her expression thoughtful.

“Penny for your thoughts?” I asked, trying to sound casual as I buttoned my shirt.

Miranda turned to face me, the dress still held against her body.

“Sorry, I know I just said…but I can’t stop thinking about it now. What if we met someone at the bar. Like a hot,” she looked around and lowered her voice to a whisper, “a hot black guy…would you want me to you know?”

“Jeez. That was quick…”

“No I just mean like…flirt with him or something while you watched. Nothing sexual…just a little harmless fun at the bar…”

I gulped as a jolt of electricity went down my spine and tickled my cock.

I gulped as a jolt of electricity went down my spine and tickled my cock.

“Just flirt?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Miranda’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well, maybe a little more than just flirt. Nothing serious, but I could let him buy me a drink while you watch from across the bar.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was happening too fast, yet not fast enough. The fantasy I’d nurtured in secret was suddenly becoming a potential reality.

“I think that — that would be hot.” I admitted.

Miranda stepped closer smiling and pressed her lips against mine, the dress still pressed against her body.

“We don’t have to do anything tonight. I’m just thinking out loud, fantasizing if you will since you put all these dirty thoughts in my head. We can just...see what happens. No pressure.”

She turned back to the mirror and began slipping the dress over her head. I watched, transfixed, as the fabric cascaded down her body, clinging to curves I knew so well yet suddenly saw with new eyes.

“Yeah,” I said absent-mindedly, my mind drifting back to that fantasy of Miranda on her knees. “Yeah, no pressure.”

“I think I’m going to wear my hair down tonight.”

As she reached for her curling iron, I realized how quickly the dynamic between us had shifted. Just hours ago, my fantasy had been my secret shame. Now, it was becoming our shared adventure.

My mind began fast-forwarding to the possibility of Miranda actually taking a BBC in front of me and my cock instantly hardened to steel.

I tucked it up into my waistband and got ready for whatever the night had in store.


Chapter 8

We arrived at The Velvet Lounge around 9 PM. The bar was dimly lit, with plush burgundy booths and jazz music playing softly in the background. Miranda looked stunning in her new dress, her hair cascading in soft waves around her shoulders. I couldn’t help but notice how heads turned as we walked in.

“Let’s sit at the bar,” Miranda suggested, her voice carrying a playful lilt I hadn’t heard in months.

I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. We found two empty stools near the end of the bar, and I ordered us drinks—whiskey for me, a cosmopolitan for her.

“So,” Miranda said, leaning close enough that I could smell her perfume, “what’s the plan? Should I just sit here looking pretty, or do you want me to work the room a bit?”

The question caught me off guard. This was happening too fast, yet exactly how I’d imagined it.

“Maybe just... be yourself,” I managed to say. “See what happens naturally.”

Miranda smiled, her eyes scanning the room. “There are some interesting possibilities here tonight.”

I followed her gaze and noticed a group of men at a corner table. Among them was a tall, muscular black man wearing a fitted button-down shirt that strained against his chest. My heart raced as I watched Miranda’s eyes linger on him.

“See someone you like?” I asked, trying to sound casual despite the heat rising to my face.

Miranda took a sip of her drink, her eyes never leaving the man. “Maybe. He’s sexy as fuck…” she whispered.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched her eyes follow the man across the room. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt a confusing mix of arousal and anxiety.

Miranda leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “What if I went over there and talked to him? While you watch?”

The question sent shivers down my spine. “If that’s what you want.”

“I want to know what you want,” she whispered, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. “This is your fantasy, remember?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “I want...I want to see you flirt with him. Maybe let him buy you a drink.”

Miranda’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “And if he wants more than that?”

The question hung in the air between us. The jazz music seemed to fade as I considered the possibilities.

“We can take it one step at a time,” I finally said, surprised by how steady my voice sounded.

Miranda nodded, a slight smile playing at her lips. “Okay then. Watch and learn.”

She slid off her barstool with practiced grace, smoothing down her dress as she stood. I watched, transfixed, as she made her way across the room, her hips swaying slightly with each step. The man at the corner table noticed her approach, his eyes widening appreciatively.

And suddenly the horse was out of the barn and there was no going back to our old lives.


Chapter 9

I watched Miranda approach the table, my heart pounding against my ribs. The tall black man noticed her immediately, his eyes lighting up as she stopped beside his chair. I couldn’t hear what they were saying over the jazz music, but I could read the body language—his smile widening as she leaned in to speak, his friends making space for her at the table.

My hand trembled as I raised my whiskey to my lips. This was really happening. After months of secret fantasies, my wife was actually flirting with another man while I watched. The reality felt both exhilarating and terrifying.

Miranda laughed at something the man said, throwing her head back slightly. The movement caused her hair to cascade down her back, catching the dim bar light. She looked beautiful, confident—more alive than I’d seen her in months.

I ordered another whiskey, trying to steady my nerves. The bartender gave me a knowing look as he poured.

“Your lady friend seems to be enjoying herself,” he commented, nodding toward Miranda.

“Yeah,” I managed, my voice hoarse. “She’s just... making friends.”

The bartender chuckled. “I’ve seen that look before. Well, her new friend over there is a guy named Reed. Regular customer. Always surrounded by women…married women it seems too.”

My stomach tightened. Reed. The man who might be the first to touch my wife in ways I’d only imagined.

I watched as Reed said something to his friends, who then stood and moved to another table, leaving him alone with Miranda. She slid into the vacated seat, crossing her legs in a way that made her dress ride up her thighs.

I took another sip of whiskey, my eyes fixed on them. Reed leaned in close to Miranda, his lips nearly brushing her ear. Whatever he said made her laugh again, her hand coming up to rest on his forearm. The casual intimacy of that gesture sent a jolt through me—equal parts arousal and something darker, something that felt like jealousy.

I signaled for another drink, my third already. The alcohol was beginning to blur the edges of my anxiety, making it easier to watch without the knot in my stomach tightening too painfully.

Miranda glanced over at me then, a quick, almost furtive look. I raised my glass slightly, trying to appear supportive rather than desperate. She smiled and turned back to Reed, her body angling toward him in a way that made my heart race.

The bartender set down my fresh whiskey. “You okay there, buddy?” he asked, his voice low with concern.

“Fine,” I muttered, not taking my eyes off my wife. “Just... enjoying the show.”

He followed my gaze to where Miranda sat with Reed. “Ah,” he said, understanding dawning. “One of those situations.”

I didn’t respond. Couldn’t. My attention was entirely captured by the way Reed’s hand now rested on Miranda’s knee, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. She hadn’t moved it away.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I fished it out to find a text from Miranda: “He asked me to dance. Is that okay?”

My hands trembled as I typed back:

“Yes. Go ahead.”

I watched as Miranda showed Reed the text, her smile widening when he read it. He stood, offering his hand to help her up from her chair. When she took it, I felt a strange pang in my chest—not quite jealousy, not quite excitement, but something in between.

The jazz band transitioned into a slower, sultrier number as Reed led Miranda to the small dance floor. My breath caught as he placed one hand on her waist, the other still holding her hand. They moved together seamlessly, as if they’d been dancing partners for years rather than strangers who’d met minutes ago.

I drained my whiskey in one burning gulp, signaling for another. The bartender raised an eyebrow but poured without comment. My eyes never left Miranda and Reed as they swayed to the music, their bodies gradually moving closer together.

When Reed pulled Miranda against him, I felt my stomach tighten. Her body molded to his, her head resting against his chest. His hand slid lower on her back, fingers splaying across the curve of her spine. Miranda looked over at me then, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite name—desire? Guilt? Both?

I raised my glass in a silent toast, trying to project confidence I didn’t feel. Miranda smiled and turned back to Reed, her arms sliding up around his neck. The dance had become something more intimate, something that went beyond casual flirting.

The song ended, but they didn’t separate immediately. Reed whispered something in Miranda’s ear that made her laugh, then nod.

They returned to the table, Reed’s hand resting lightly on the small of Miranda’s back. I watched as she leaned in to whisper something to him, her lips brushing his ear. My stomach tightened with a confusing mixture of arousal and anxiety. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about, yet now that it was happening, I felt strangely detached, like I was watching a movie about someone else’s life.

My phone buzzed again: “He asked me to go somewhere more private. What should I say?”

My hands trembled as I typed: “Your call. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

I watched as Miranda showed Reed the text. His smile widened as he read it, and he nodded toward the back of the bar. Miranda glanced at me one more time, a question in her eyes. I nodded, trying to appear encouraging despite the knot forming in my stomach.

They stood together, Reed’s hand now firmly on Miranda’s waist as they made their way toward a dimly lit hallway at the back of the bar. I signaled for another whiskey, my fourth or fifth—I’d lost count.

“Going well?” the bartender asked, nodding toward the hallway where Miranda and Reed had disappeared.

“Too well, maybe,” I muttered, downing half my drink in one burning swallow.

The jazz band transitioned to a melancholy ballad that seemed to echo my conflicted emotions. I checked my phone again, but there were no new messages from Miranda. The silence felt ominous, like the calm before a storm.

Twenty minutes passed.

Then thirty. My phone remained silent, the screen dark and accusing. I ordered another drink, trying to steady my nerves as I imagined what might be happening in that dim hallway. The possibilities sent equal waves of arousal and anxiety through me.

Finally, my phone buzzed: “We’re just talking. He’s actually really nice. Don’t worry.”

I exhaled a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “Okay. Having fun?”

Her response came quickly: “Yes. This is kind of exciting, isn’t it?”

Before I could reply, another text appeared: “He asked if he could kiss me. What should I say?”

My heart hammered against my ribs. This was the moment I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was actually happening, I felt paralyzed by indecision.

“Your call,” I finally typed. “Whatever you want.”

I waited, my eyes fixed on the phone screen. Three dots appeared, disappeared, then appeared again. Finally: “I think I want to. Is that okay?”

I drained my whiskey in one burning gulp, signaling for another. The bartender raised an eyebrow but poured without comment.

“I think so…” I said in response.

Miranda fired back.

“I only want to do it if you watch it happen…”

My hands trembled as I read Miranda’s text. She wanted me to watch her kiss another man. The fantasy that had consumed my thoughts for months was suddenly becoming reality, and I wasn’t sure I was ready.

“Where are you?” I typed back.

The response came quickly: “Back hallway. Last door on the right.”

I signaled the bartender for my tab, my heart pounding against my ribs. The hallway was dimly lit, with doors on either side leading to what I assumed were private rooms for VIP customers. The jazz music faded as I walked deeper into the corridor, replaced by the sound of my own heartbeat thundering in my ears.

The last door on the right was slightly ajar. I paused, suddenly unsure. Was this really what I wanted? The fantasy had always been safe, contained within the walls of my imagination. Now it was about to become something tangible, something that could never be undone.

I pushed the door open slowly.

Miranda and Reed stood in the center of the small room, their bodies close but not touching. Miranda’s face flushed when she saw me, a mixture of excitement and nervousness in her eyes. Reed turned toward me, his expression unreadable.

“I want him here and he wants to watch me…” Miranda explained to Reed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Reed nodded, his eyes meeting mine. “That’s cool with me, man. Whatever works for you two.”

I stepped into the room, closing the door behind me. The space felt smaller with all three of us inside, the air thick with anticipation.

…

The room was small, barely more than a closet with a single chair in the corner. A dim red light cast everything in an intimate glow. I sank into the chair, my legs suddenly weak as Miranda turned back to Reed.

“Now,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire, “you can kiss me.”

Reed stepped closer, his tall frame towering over Miranda. My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched his dark hands come up to cradle her face. The contrast of his skin against hers sent a jolt of electricity through me—exactly like I’d imagined in my fantasies.

Their lips met, tentative at first, then with growing intensity. I watched, transfixed, as Miranda’s hands came up to rest on Reed’s chest. Her fingers curled into the fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer.

I felt myself hardening as Reed’s hands slid down Miranda’s back, coming to rest on her hips. The kiss deepened, their tongues meeting in a dance that made my mouth go dry. This was really happening. My wife was kissing another man right in front of me.

When they finally broke apart, Miranda turned to look at me, her lips slightly swollen, her eyes dark with desire.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, unable to speak. My throat felt tight, constricted by emotions I couldn’t name.

Reed’s hands remained on Miranda’s hips, his thumbs making small circles against the fabric of her dress. “You two sure about this?” he asked, glancing between us.

I gave a slight nod.

Miranda nodded too.

Then Reed lowered his voice.

“Listen uhh, this ain’t really the type of place to get down like this. I mean I know the owner and he’s cool with a little bit of this and that, but full on…like you know…what I mean to say is that if you two really wanna go all the way with this we should head somewhere else…”

I looked at Miranda. My heart hammered in my chest.

She shrugged as if to say: your call.

I looked back at Reed.

To this day, I’m still not sure why I agreed. But I did.

“Where to?” I said as laid back and cool guy casual as I could.

“We can head to my place,” he said.

“Your place?” I repeated, the words feeling foreign in my mouth. The reality of what we were about to do hit me like a physical blow.

Miranda looked at me, her eyes wide with a mixture of excitement and uncertainty. “Is that okay?” she whispered.

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. My heart hammered against my ribs as Reed led us out through a back exit, his hand resting possessively on Miranda’s lower back. The cool night air hit my face as we stepped into the alley behind the bar, bringing with it a moment of clarity.

“Wait,” I said, my voice sounding strange to my own ears. “Maybe we should—”

Reed turned to face me, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “Change your mind, man? No pressure either way.”

Miranda looked between us, her expression suddenly vulnerable. “Will, we don’t have to do this if you’re not ready.”

But I was ready. Hadn’t I been fantasizing about this exact scenario for months? The opportunity was here, right in front of me. My wife, willing and eager. A man who could give her what I couldn’t.

“I’m fine,” I said, straightening my shoulders. “Let’s go.”


Chapter 10

Reed’s apartment was a short drive away, in a converted loft building in the arts district. The space was surprisingly elegant—minimalist furniture, original artwork on the walls, expensive-looking electronics. Not at all what I’d expected.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” Reed said, gesturing toward a large sectional sofa. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“Water would be great,” I said, my voice sounding strange to my own ears. Miranda nodded in agreement, settling onto the couch beside me.

Reed disappeared into the kitchen, leaving us alone in his living room. The space felt both intimate and threatening, with its dim lighting and soft music playing in the background. I glanced at Miranda, noticing how her eyes darted around the room, taking in everything.

“This is really happening,” she whispered, her hand finding mine. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I squeezed her fingers, trying to project confidence I didn’t feel. “I want this,” I lied, the words feeling hollow. “It’s what I’ve been fantasizing about for months.”

Reed returned with three glasses of water, setting them on the coffee table before sitting across from us. The silence stretched between us, heavy with anticipation.

“So,” he said, leaning forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “You two want to talk about boundaries before we get started?”

I swallowed hard. Boundaries. The word made everything feel more real, more dangerous.

“I think we should just... see what happens,” Miranda said, her voice barely above a whisper. “As long as Will is watching.”

Reed nodded, his eyes meeting mine. “And you’re cool with that? Watching your wife with another man?”

My throat felt dry as sandpaper. “Yes,” I managed to say. “That’s... that’s what I want.”

Reed stood and held out his hand to Miranda. She took it, rising from the couch with a grace that made my heart ache.

Reed led Miranda to the center of the room, his hand still clasping hers. I watched, transfixed, as he turned her to face me.

“Maybe you should sit there,” Reed suggested, nodding toward an armchair positioned perfectly for viewing. “Get comfortable.”

I obeyed, settling into the leather chair as if it were a throne of judgment. My heart hammered against my ribs as Reed stepped behind Miranda, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders. She looked at me, her expression a mixture of nervousness and excitement that made my stomach tighten.

“Is this okay?” she asked, her voice barely audible over the soft music playing in the background.

I nodded, unable to speak. My mouth had gone completely dry as Reed’s hands slid down Miranda’s arms, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. The contrast was exactly as I’d imagined in my fantasies, yet somehow more intense in reality.

Reed leaned down, his lips brushing Miranda’s ear as he whispered something I couldn’t hear. Whatever he said made her eyes flutter closed, her head tipping back slightly. My hands gripped the armrests as I watched Reed’s lips trail down her neck, leaving a path of goosebumps in their wake.

“I want to see you two kiss again,” I heard myself say, the words sounding foreign to my own ears.

Reed turned Miranda to face him, his hands coming up to cradle her face. Their lips met in a kiss that started gently but quickly deepened. I watched, mesmerized, as Reed’s tongue explored Miranda’s mouth, her hands coming up to grip his shoulders for support.

When they finally broke apart, Miranda turned to look at me, her lips swollen, her eyes dark with desire. “Is this what you wanted?” she asked, her voice husky.

I nodded, my throat too tight for words. The fantasy that had consumed my thoughts for months was unfolding right before my eyes, yet it felt nothing like I’d imagined. The reality was rawer, more intense, leaving me breathless and confused.

Reed’s hands slid down to the hem of Miranda’s dress, his fingers brushing against her thighs. “May I?” he asked, his eyes meeting mine over her shoulder.

I swallowed hard, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Yes,” I whispered, the word barely audible.

Reed slowly lifted the dress, revealing the black lace panties I’d bought Miranda last Christmas. She stepped out of it gracefully, standing before us in just her underwear. The sight of her—my wife—half-naked in another man’s apartment sent a confusing mixture of arousal and jealousy coursing through me.

“Beautiful,” Reed murmured, his hands coming to rest on her hips.

Miranda glanced at me, a question in her eyes. I nodded, giving permission I wasn’t sure I had the right to give. Reed’s fingers hooked into the sides of her panties, sliding them down her legs with agonizing slowness.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife stood completely naked before this stranger. Her body, which I’d known intimately for years, suddenly seemed different—more desirable, more forbidden.

Reed stepped back, admiring her. “You’re even more stunning than I imagined,” he said, his voice low and appreciative.

Miranda blushed under his gaze, her hands coming up to cover herself instinctively before dropping back to her sides. “Thank you,” she whispered, her eyes darting to me for reassurance.

I nodded, trying to appear supportive despite the turmoil churning inside me. This was what I’d wanted, wasn’t it? To see my wife desired by another man? Yet now that it was happening, I felt a strange hollow ache in my chest.

Reed began unbuttoning his shirt, revealing a muscular torso that made my own physique seem inadequate by comparison. My hands gripped the armrests tighter as I watched Miranda’s eyes widen with appreciation. When he unbuckled his belt, I found myself holding my breath.

“Would you like to help me with this?” Reed asked Miranda, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

Miranda glanced at me, a question in her eyes. I gave a slight nod, my throat too dry to speak. She stepped forward, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for Reed’s zipper.

I watched, transfixed, as she slowly pulled it down, revealing black boxer briefs that did little to conceal what awaited beneath. Reed’s size was already evident, straining against the fabric in a way that made my stomach tighten with a confusing mixture of arousal and inadequacy.

“Go ahead,” Reed encouraged, his hands coming to rest on Miranda’s shoulders.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly pushed them down. My breath caught in my throat as Reed’s manhood sprang free—thick, dark, and impossibly large.

Miranda’s eyes widened, her lips parting in shock. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her hand reaching out instinctively before stopping mid-air. “That’s... it’s so...”

Reed smiled, a confident curve of his lips that sent a chill down my spine. “Too much?” he asked, though his tone suggested he already knew the answer.

“I... I don’t know,” Miranda admitted, glancing back at me. “Will, it’s so much bigger than I expected.”

My mouth went dry as I stared at the man who was about to take my wife. The fantasy that had consumed my thoughts for months now seemed terrifyingly real. I shifted in my seat, suddenly aware of my own inadequacy.

“Maybe we should start slow,” Reed suggested, his eyes never leaving Miranda’s face. “Let you get used to it.”

I nodded, unable to form words as Reed led Miranda to his bed. She looked back at me one more time, a question in her eyes that I couldn’t answer. What was I doing? What had I unleashed?

Reed settled onto the bed, pulling Miranda down beside him. His hands roamed her body with practiced ease, finding all the spots that I knew made her moan. I watched, transfixed, as my wife responded to another man’s touch, her body arching toward him in ways I hadn’t seen in years.

“Is this okay?” Miranda asked, her voice breaking through my haze of conflicted emotions.

I nodded, though my throat felt constricted. “Yes,” I managed to whisper. “This is what I wanted.”

Reed’s hands moved with practiced confidence, exploring my wife’s body in ways I’d only imagined in my darkest fantasies. I watched, transfixed, as Miranda responded to his touch, her back arching off the bed as his lips found the sensitive spot below her ear.

“Tell me what you want,” Reed murmured against her skin, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

Miranda’s eyes met mine across the space between us. “I want... I want to suck it…” she whispered.She reached down and wrapped her fingers around his dark shaft, it was still only half-hard.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched Miranda’s fingers wrap around Reed’s shaft. The contrast of her pale skin against his dark flesh sent an electric jolt through me. This was really happening—my wife, touching another man’s cock right in front of me.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” Miranda asked, her voice husky with desire as she began to stroke him slowly.

I nodded, unable to speak as Reed’s member swelled under her touch, growing impossibly larger. My own inadequacy seemed magnified in that moment, a physical manifestation of why we were here.

“Show me how you do it,” Reed encouraged, his hand coming to rest on the back of Miranda’s head.

She glanced at me one more time, a question in her eyes that I answered with a slight nod. Then she lowered her head, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s lips stretched around Reed’s girth. The sight was both beautiful and devastating—Miranda, taking another man inside her in a way I’d only fantasized about. Reed’s head fell back, a low groan escaping his throat as she worked him with her tongue.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair.

I shifted in my seat, suddenly aware of my own arousal pressing painfully against my zipper. This was the fantasy I’d nurtured for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt a confusing mixture of excitement and something darker—something that tasted like jealousy.

Miranda pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Reed’s shaft. She looked at me with an expression I’d never seen before—a mixture of lust and power that made my stomach tighten.

“Come closer,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I want you to see everything.”

I rose from the chair on shaky legs, drawn to the bed like a moth to flame. My heart hammered against my ribs as I stood beside them, watching my wife pleasure another man with an enthusiasm I hadn’t seen in years.

“Touch yourself,” Miranda commanded, her eyes locking with mine. “I want to see you stroke that little cock while I suck this big black dick.”

My hand moved to my zipper almost involuntarily. I freed myself, painfully aware of the contrast between Reed’s impressive member and my own modest size. As I began to stroke myself, I watched Miranda take Reed deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with a hunger that made my knees weak.

The sudden switch to full dirty-talking-slut mode was as disorienting as it was hot.

Reed groaned, his hand tightening in Miranda’s hair. “Damn, girl, you know exactly what you’re doing.” Then he looked at me and smiled, “She’s a natural.”

Miranda pulled back, gasping for air. “I’ve never had anything this big before,” she admitted, her voice breathless with excitement. “I don’t think it’s all going to fit.”

My hand moved faster as I watched her struggle to take more of him. The fantasy I’d nurtured for months was unfolding before my eyes, yet it felt nothing like I’d imagined. The reality was rawer, more intense, leaving me breathless and confused.

Reed’s hand tightened in Miranda’s hair as she took him deeper. “That’s it, baby. Take all of it,” he groaned, his eyes half-closed in pleasure.

I stroked myself faster, watching my wife’s lips stretch around his thick shaft. The sight was mesmerizing—her pale face framed by dark hair, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before.

“Look at him, baby,” Reed said, nodding toward me. “Watch your husband stroke that little white dick while you suck my big black cock.”

Miranda’s eyes met mine, and something shifted in them—a hunger, a power I’d never witnessed before. She moaned around Reed’s shaft, the vibration making him groan louder.

“Fuck, she’s good at this,” Reed said, his voice strained. “You train her well?”

I shook my head, unable to form words. My wife had never been like this with me—never this eager, this enthusiastic. The realization sent a confusing mixture of arousal and inadequacy coursing through me.

Miranda pulled back, gasping for air. A thin string of saliva connected her swollen lips to Reed’s glistening shaft. “I want to feel it inside me,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “I need to know what it feels like.”

Reed’s eyes met mine over her head. “You cool with that?” he asked, his voice surprisingly gentle despite the circumstances.

I nodded, my throat too tight for words. This was what I’d wanted, wasn’t it? To see my wife take another man? Yet now that the moment had arrived, I felt paralyzed by conflicting emotions.


Chapter 11

Reed positioned Miranda on her hands and knees, her back arching as she presented herself to him. I watched, transfixed, as he positioned himself behind her, his dark hands gripping her pale hips. The contrast was striking—his skin like polished ebony against her milky white flesh.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” Reed asked, his voice low and steady. “It’s gonna be a lot to take.”

Miranda glanced back at me, her eyes wide with anticipation. “I want it,” she whispered. “I want to feel it stretch me open.”

I nodded, giving permission I wasn’t sure I had the right to give. My hand moved faster on myself as I watched Reed guide his thick head to her entrance.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” Reed murmured, his eyes meeting mine over Miranda’s arched back. “We can stop anytime.”

But I knew we wouldn’t stop. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, and now it was happening right before my eyes.

Miranda gasped as Reed began to push forward, her body resisting the intrusion. “Oh God,” she moaned, her fingers gripping the sheets. “It’s so much bigger than I thought.”

I watched, mesmerized, as Reed slowly worked himself inside her, inch by impossible inch. Miranda’s face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and pain as she struggled to accommodate his size.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Reed groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. “Relax, baby. Let me in.”

My hand moved frantically as I watched my wife take another man inside her.

“Look at you taking that big black cock,” I heard myself say, my voice sounding foreign to my own ears. “You look so beautiful stretched around it.”

Miranda moaned, her head falling forward as Reed finally bottomed out inside her. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her body trembling. “It’s so deep... I can feel it in my stomach.”

Reed began to move, slowly at first, his thick shaft sliding in and out of my wife’s body. The sight was mesmerizing—his dark flesh disappearing into her pale body, stretching her in ways I never could.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Reed groaned, his pace increasing. “Your wife’s pussy hugging my dick like it was made for it.”

I nodded, unable to speak as I watched Reed’s hands grip Miranda’s hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by Miranda’s increasingly loud moans.

“Harder,” she begged, pushing back against him. “I can take it. Give me more.”

Reed obliged, his movements becoming more forceful. Miranda’s cries grew louder, her body responding to his size in ways I’d never witnessed before. I stroked myself faster, my eyes fixed on the point where their bodies joined.

“Tell him how it feels,” Reed commanded, his voice strained with effort. “Tell your husband how my big black cock feels inside you.”

Miranda turned to look at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “It’s so much better than your little white dick,” she gasped.

The words hit me like a physical blow, but I couldn’t look away. My hand moved faster as I watched Reed pound into my wife, her body jerking forward with each thrust.

“I never knew it could feel this good,” Miranda moaned, her voice breaking as Reed hit a spot that made her scream. “Your little cock never made me feel like this.”

I felt myself approaching the edge, my hand moving frantically as I watched the man who was giving my wife what I never could. The humiliation and arousal mingled into an intoxicating cocktail that pushed me closer to climax.

“Look at your wife,” Reed commanded, his voice deep and authoritative. “Watch her take this big black cock like she was born for it.”

Miranda turned to face me, her eyes wild with pleasure. “I’m going to come,” she gasped. “I’m going to come on his big black dick and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

The words pushed me over the edge. I exploded in my hand, my body convulsing as I watched my wife reach her climax with another man. Miranda’s scream filled the room as Reed continued to pound into her, prolonging her orgasm.

“That’s it, baby,” Reed groaned, his pace never faltering. “Cum all over this dick.”

I collapsed back into the chair, spent and empty, as Reed continued to fuck my wife. The reality of what had just happened crashed over me like a wave. I’d just watched my wife take another man inside her, had heard her say things that would haunt me forever.

And yet I couldn’t look away. My spent cock twitched in my hand as Reed continued to pound into Miranda, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, pushing back against him. “I need to feel all of it.”

Reed obliged, his movements becoming more forceful. I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s body responded to his size in ways I’d never witnessed before. Her pale skin flushed pink with exertion, sweat glistening on her back as she took everything he gave her.

“Your wife’s pussy is amazing,” Reed groaned, his eyes meeting mine over her arched back. “So tight, so wet. She was made for this.”

I nodded, unable to speak as shame and arousal mingled in my chest. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.

Miranda turned to look at me, her expression a mixture of pleasure and something else—something that looked like pity. “Are you okay?” she gasped between thrusts. “Is this what you wanted?”

“Yes,” I whispered, though the word tasted like ash in my mouth.

Reed’s pace increased, his powerful thighs driving him deeper into my wife. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, punctuated by Miranda’s increasingly loud cries of pleasure.

“I’m going to come again,” she announced, her voice breaking. “Oh God, I’m coming on that beautiful black cock FUCKKKKKK!”

I watched, mesmerized, as Miranda’s body convulsed around Reed’s thick shaft. Her inner walls clenched around him, milking him as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

And suddenly my dark and depressed thoughts were replaced with fresh arousal and my cock began to harden once more.

I stroked myself slowly, watching my wife’s body convulse with pleasure. Reed’s massive cock glistened with her juices as he continued to thrust, prolonging her orgasm. The sight was both devastating and intoxicating.

“Fuck, that pussy is gripping me so tight,” Reed groaned, his pace never faltering. “I’m not going to last much longer.”

Miranda turned her head, her eyes finding mine. “I want you to cum inside me,” she whispered to Reed, the words hitting me like physical blows. “Fill me up with that big black cock. Breed me right in front of my husband!”

I felt myself hardening again despite having just climaxed. The humiliation and arousal mingled into something I couldn’t name, something that kept my hand moving on my shaft.

Reed’s rhythm became erratic, his breathing ragged. “Where do you want it?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Inside me, breed me. Please!” Miranda gasped. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

Reed’s rhythm became erratic, his breathing ragged. “Where do you want it?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Inside me, breed me. Please!” Miranda gasped. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

The words sent a jolt through me, my hand moving faster despite my recent orgasm. I watched, transfixed, as Reed’s powerful body tensed, his dark hands gripping Miranda’s hips with bruising force.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” he groaned, his hips slamming forward one final time as he emptied himself inside my wife.

Miranda’s scream of pleasure filled the room as she felt him release. Her body convulsed around him, milking every drop as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

I came again, my second orgasm catching me by surprise. My release was weaker this time, but no less intense as I watched Reed’s thick shaft pulse inside my wife, filling her with seed I could never produce.

“God, that was amazing,” Miranda panted, collapsing onto the bed as Reed slowly withdrew from her. I watched, mesmerized, as his cum began to leak from her swollen, reddened entrance.

Reed stood, his massive cock still semi-hard, glistening with their combined fluids. He looked down at Miranda with an expression of satisfied pride before turning to me.

“You good, man?” he asked, his voice casual despite what had just happened.

I nodded, unable to speak as shame and arousal continued to battle within me. What had I done? What had I unleashed?

Miranda rolled onto her back, her legs still spread, Reed’s cum pooling beneath her.

Then she beckoned me over with a finger.

I hesitated, my legs suddenly weak beneath me. The sight of my wife—spread open, filled with another man’s seed—was both devastating and intoxicating. Her finger beckoned again, more insistent this time.

I hesitated, my legs suddenly weak beneath me. The sight of my wife—spread open, filled with another man’s seed—was both devastating and intoxicating. Her finger beckoned again, more insistent this time.

“Come here,” she whispered, her voice husky from screaming. “I want you to taste what a real man feels like.”

My feet moved of their own accord, carrying me to the edge of the bed where Miranda lay. Reed stood nearby, watching with an expression of amused interest as I knelt beside my wife.

“Clean me up,” Miranda commanded, her eyes dark with a power I’d never seen before. “Taste what you can never give me.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I lowered my head between her legs. The musky scent of sex and sweat filled my nostrils as I tentatively extended my tongue. The taste of Reed’s cum mixed with Miranda’s arousal was foreign yet somehow familiar, like something I’d always known was missing.

“Good boy,” Miranda murmured, her hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “That’s it. Clean me up while Reed watches.”

I heard Reed’s low chuckle behind me as I continued to lap at my wife’s swollen flesh. The humiliation burned through me even as arousal coursed through my veins. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.

When I finally pulled away, Miranda sat up, her expression unreadable. She reached for Reed’s hand, pulling him back toward the bed.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she told him, her voice commanding in a way I’d never heard before. Then she turned to me, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite name.

“Did you like watching me get fucked?” she asked, her fingers trailing down my chest. “Did you like seeing me take a real man inside me?”

I nodded, unable to form words as Reed settled back on the bed beside us. His massive cock was already hardening again, rising like a dark tower between his legs.

“Tell me,” Miranda insisted, her hand wrapping around my softening shaft. “Tell me how it made you feel.”

“Like... like I was watching something I wasn’t supposed to see,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “But I couldn’t look away.”

Miranda smiled, a predatory curve of her lips that sent shivers down my spine. “Good. Because I want more.”

She turned to Reed, her hand still wrapped around my cock. “Can you go again? I want my husband to watch you fuck me in every position.”

Reed chuckled, his hand coming to rest possessively on Miranda’s thigh. “I can go all night, baby. This white boy gonna get exactly what he thought he wanted.”


Chapter 12

My heart hammered against my ribs as Miranda positioned herself on top of Reed, sinking down onto his thick shaft with a moan that seemed to vibrate through my entire body.

“Watch,” she commanded, her eyes locking with mine. “Watch me ride this big black cock while you jerk that pathetic little excuse for a dick.”

I obeyed, my hand moving to my softening shaft as I watched Miranda rise and fall on Reed’s massive cock. Her movements were fluid, confident—nothing like the hesitant rhythm she maintained with me. She knew exactly what she was doing, exactly how to milk every inch of pleasure from his thick shaft.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Reed groaned, his dark hands gripping Miranda’s hips as she ground against him. “Your wife’s pussy was made for black dick.”

I nodded, unable to speak as shame and arousal battled within me. My hand moved faster on my cock, trying to match Miranda’s rhythm as she rode Reed with an enthusiasm I’d never witnessed before.

“Tell me how it feels,” Miranda gasped, her eyes never leaving mine. “Tell me how it feels to watch your wife take a real man inside her.”

“It feels...” I struggled to find the words, my voice breaking. “It feels like I’m watching something sacred.”

Miranda laughed, the sound both beautiful and cruel. “Sacred? Mmmm, fuck yeah. That’s ride. Sacred and sexy as fuck.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, yet my hand moved faster, my arousal building despite the humiliation burning through my veins. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.

Reed’s hands moved to Miranda’s breasts, his dark fingers kneading her pale flesh as she continued to ride him. “Your wife’s tits are perfect,” he told me, his voice casual despite the obscene sight before us.

Miranda moaned.

“I bet that BBC would look so hot between them…” she whispered.

“Fuck,” said Reed, “let’s find out.”

Miranda shifted positions, sliding off Reed’s cock with a wet sound that made my stomach tighten. She positioned herself between his legs, her hands wrapping around his thick shaft as she brought it between her breasts. The sight was devastating—my wife’s pale flesh pressed against that dark, glistening cock, her hands barely able to encircle its girth.

“Watch this,” she commanded, her eyes finding mine as she began to slide her breasts up and down Reed’s shaft. “Watch me worship this beautiful black cock.”

I couldn’t look away. My hand moved frantically on my own shaft as I watched Miranda pleasure Reed with her breasts, her tongue occasionally darting out to lick the swollen head. Reed groaned, his hands coming to rest on the back of her head, guiding her movements.

“Fuck, your wife’s tits feel amazing,” he told me, his voice strained with pleasure. “So soft, so perfect for wrapping around my dick.”

I nodded, unable to form words as shame and arousal battled within me. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.

Miranda’s pace increased, her breasts glistening with saliva and precum as she worked Reed’s shaft.

“That’s it baby,” she said to me, “stroke your little white dicklet to the sight of this big, sexy black cock between your wife’s tits. You wanna watch him bust a fat nut all over me so you can lick it up again?”

“Yes,” I whispered, the word tasting like surrender on my tongue. My hand moved frantically as I watched my wife pleasure another man, her eyes locked with mine as she serviced Reed’s massive cock.

“Good boy,” Miranda purred, her voice husky with desire. “Watch your wife take care of a real man.”

Reed’s breathing grew ragged, his powerful body tensing beneath Miranda’s ministrations. “Fuck, I’m close,” he groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Where do you want it, baby?”

Miranda looked directly at me, a wicked smile playing at her swollen lips. “All over my face and tits,” she commanded. “I want my husband to watch you cover me in black cum.”

My hand moved faster as Reed’s hips bucked upward, his thick shaft pulsing between Miranda’s breasts. With a guttural groan, he erupted, thick ropes of white splashing across my wife’s face and chest. Miranda moaned, her tongue darting out to catch the salty fluid as it dripped down her chin.

I exploded in my hand, my third orgasm hitting me like a tidal wave. My vision blurred as pleasure and humiliation crashed through me in equal measure.

“Look at you,” Miranda whispered, her voice barely audible over Reed’s ragged breathing. “You can’t stop leaking and spewing like a pathetic little beta.”

Her words cut through me like a knife, yet I couldn’t deny the truth in them. My hand continued its slow, weak movements on my spent cock as I watched Reed’s cum drip down Miranda’s chin.

“Come here,” Miranda commanded, beckoning me with a finger slick with Reed’s release. “Clean me up. Lick every drop of his black cum from my tits.”

I crawled forward on shaky limbs, my heart hammering against my ribs. The humiliation burned through me even as arousal coursed through my veins. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.

Reed watched with an expression of amused interest as I lowered my head to Miranda’s chest. The taste of his cum mixed with her sweat was foreign yet somehow familiar, like something I’d always known was missing. I lapped at her skin, cleaning every drop as Miranda ran her fingers through my hair.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice husky from screaming. “That’s it. Taste what a real man left behind on your wife.”

I continued my ministrations, moving from her breasts to her face, cleaning every trace of Reed’s release. When I finally pulled away, Miranda smiled down at me, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and something darker.

“Did you like that?” she asked, her fingers trailing down my cheek. “Did you like watching me take a real man inside me?”

I nodded, unable to form words as shame and arousal battled within me. This was exactly what I’d fantasized about for months, yet now that it was happening, I felt hollow, empty.


Chapter 13

Reed chuckled, his massive cock still glistening with their combined fluids. “Your wife’s a natural,” he said, his voice casual despite the obscene scene before us. “Never had anyone worship my dick like that before.”

Miranda preened under his praise, her fingers still tangled in my hair. “I told you,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving mine. “I was made for this.”

The words cut through me like a knife, yet my spent cock twitched weakly in response. What had I done? What had I unleashed?

Reed stretched, his powerful body rippling with muscle as he sat up. “I could use a drink,” he said, glancing between us. “You two want anything?”

Miranda nodded, her hand finally releasing my hair. “Water would be great.”

I remained silent, unable to form words as Reed rose from the bed and padded naked to the kitchen. His confidence, his ease in this situation, only highlighted my own inadequacy. He moved through his apartment as if he owned the world, while I knelt beside the bed like a supplicant.

“Get up,” Miranda commanded, her voice softer now. “Sit with me.”

I obeyed, settling beside her on the rumpled sheets. Reed’s cum still glistened on her skin, a visual reminder of what had just happened. My hand trembled as I reached for hers.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “Did I... did I push you too far?”

Miranda laughed, the sound both beautiful and cruel. “Push me? Will, this is exactly what I needed.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. I stared at Miranda, searching her face for some sign that she was joking, but found only raw honesty.

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice barely audible.

Miranda sat up, her body still glistening with sweat and Reed’s cum. “I mean that I’ve been... unsatisfied for a long time, Will. And I didn’t even realize how much until tonight.”

My stomach dropped. “But we’ve always—”

“Had mediocre sex?” she finished for me. “Yeah, we have. I just never knew it could be like this.”

Reed returned with three glasses of water, handing one to Miranda before offering me one. I took it with trembling hands, unable to meet his eyes.

“So,” Reed said, settling onto the edge of the bed, completely comfortable in his nakedness. “What’s the verdict? This a one-time thing, or...”

Miranda looked at me, a question in her eyes. “What do you think, Will? Is this what you wanted?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry despite the water in my hand. The fantasy that had consumed my thoughts for months had just become reality, and I wasn’t sure how to process what had happened.

“I... I don’t know,” I admitted. “It was... intense.”

Miranda laughed, the sound both beautiful and cruel. “Intense? That’s putting it mildly.” She turned to Reed, her hand coming to rest on his thigh. “I want more of this. A lot more.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched my wife’s fingers trace patterns on another man’s skin.

“And I don’t really care if Will’s ok with that or not…” she said finally.

The words hit me like a physical blow. I stared at Miranda, searching her face for some sign that she was joking, but found only raw honesty.

“You don’t care if I’m okay with it?” I repeated, my voice barely above a whisper.

Miranda shrugged, her fingers still tracing lazy circles on Reed’s thigh. “You wanted this, Will. You practically begged for it. And now that I’ve had a taste...” She glanced at Reed, a hungry look in her eyes. “I don’t think I can go back.”

Reed chuckled, his hand coming to rest on Miranda’s bare shoulder. “Sounds like your wife knows what she wants.”

I sat there, naked and exposed, my spent cock lying useless against my thigh. The fantasy that had consumed my thoughts for months had just become reality, and now reality was turning into something I hadn’t anticipated.

“But we agreed—” I started.

“We agreed to try it once,” Miranda interrupted. “And now I want more. A lot more.” She turned to face me fully, her expression serious. “I’ve been settling for mediocre sex for years, Will. I didn’t even know what I was missing.”

The words cut through me like a knife. My throat tightened as I struggled to process what she was saying.

“So what does that mean for us?” I asked, my voice hoarse with emotion.

Miranda sighed,her hand traveling down to my crotch.

To my horror, I realized I was hard again.

Hard and helpless to resist.

Her lips curled into a sexy, cruel smile.

“Oh Will,” she whispered, “I think you know exactly what it means for us. And it looks like you fucking love it…Don’t you cucky boy?”

I gulped hard and swallowed as Miranda turned back toward Reed and embraced his mouth in a wanton, sloppy open mouth kiss.

It was time for another round.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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