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Book 1 - Cucking the Birthday Boy

Chapter 1

“What do you want to do for your 40th birthday?” she asked.

My heart leapt into my throat as my pulse thrummed between my ears. My palms were sweating. I knew the question was coming. I’d made sure to drink a little extra wine to take the edge off, to help my have the courage to finally ask the question.

And here the moment had arrived and I was dangerously close to balking. To clamming up. To saying something mundane, “like, duh, I don’t know? Just golfing with the guys, then maybe dinner with you after?”

But something in me rebelled. This was the moment. I’d been fantasizing about it for years—the thought of watching her with another man, a bigger man. The image had consumed my mind, my nights, my private moments. If I didn’t ask now, when would I?

“Actually,” I began, sitting up a little straighter in my chair, “I did have a thought…”

Debbie and I had been beating around the bush and roleplaying my greatest fantasy for years in bed. But it never went further than that. In the heat of the moment, we’d both be all about it and swear up and down we were going to do it for real, and soon. But then after we both came and sobered up a bit, we never even mentioned it to each other.

But I couldn’t take it anymore. It had become my obsession. This idea of watching Debbie. Watching her be taken by another man right in front of me while I watched, helpless and humiliated, as Debbie got the best fucking of her life and laughed in my face.

And it didn’t stop there. See, my fantasy was more specific than that. I wanted it to be a black man. A real BBC bull with a monster cock that would reach places inside her I could only dream of.

The thought had been growing stronger in my mind for years. Consuming every fantasy, every late-night porn binge and masturbation session. It wasn’t just about seeing her with any man. It had to be a well-hung black man. That’s it. That’s the truth. I didn’t know where it came from then and I didn’t much care. Much the same is true today.

Debbie had been totally resistant and even a little repulsed by the idea the first time I brought it up and for a little while after I was seriously convinced I’d done irreparable harm to our marriage. But she softened a bit, I got a little more tactful in how I approached it, over time she’d come around to at least entertaining the idea during our lovemaking sessions.

More recently, I’d introduced some interracial porn and a BBC dildo into our bedroom and well, they’d gone over better than I could have ever hoped. It seemed like Debbie had only needed a little time and little extra coaxing toward the hill and now she was barreling down it full steam ahead.

“So,” I said, finally mustering the courage, “what if for my 40th, we finally do it? For real this time.”

Debbie’s eyes widened slightly, her wineglass paused halfway to her lips. “You mean...”

“Yes,” I nodded, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst through my chest. “I want to watch you with another man. A black man. Just like we’ve talked about.”

She set her glass down carefully, her fingers lingering on the stem. The silence between us stretched uncomfortably until I couldn’t bear it.

“Look, I know it sounds crazy,” I continued, the words tumbling out now. “But I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. Every time we role-play it, every time you use that dildo and pretend it’s someone else... God, Debbie, it drives me absolutely wild.”

Debbie tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, her expression unreadable. At 38, she was still stunning—curves in all the right places, skin that seemed to glow, and a confidence that had only grown with age.

“I don’t know, Evan,” she said, breaking eye contact with me.

“It’s just fantasy, Evan,” she said, finally meeting my eyes again. “Roleplaying in bed is one thing, but actually doing it...”

I leaned forward, my elbows on the table. “But what if it wasn’t just fantasy? What if we actually made it happen?”

She took a large sip of her wine, draining half the glass. I could see her mind working, processing. This was the furthest we’d ever gotten in this conversation while sober.

“You’re serious,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Dead serious.” I reached across the table and took her hand. “Look, I’ve thought about this for years. It wouldn’t change anything between us. If anything, it would make us stronger.”

Debbie laughed nervously. “How exactly would watching me fuck another man make our marriage stronger?”

I felt my cock twitch at her bluntness. “Because it’s about trust. About fulfilling each other’s deepest desires. About knowing that no matter what happens in that bedroom, at the end of the day, you’re mine and I’m yours.”

She withdrew her hand and crossed her arms. “And what if I enjoy it too much?”

The thought was thrilling to me. Honestly, I hoped she did. I hoped she got hooked. Addicted. Whatever. I hoped that once she had a tasted, she’d never want my pathetic little white dick again. That was the whole point…but I had to be careful in how hard I pressed on those buttons.

“That’s part of the thrill,” I admitted, my voice dropping lower as I leaned in. “Seeing you lose control, watching you experience something I can’t give you.”

Debbie’s eyes darkened, and she reached for her wine again. “And you really want me to do this? Fuck a BBC while you sit in the corner and jerk off? For your 40th birthday present?”

The crude way she put it made my cock stiffen instantly. “Yes,” I whispered, almost ashamed of how desperately I wanted it. “Exactly that.”

She studied me for a long moment. “And you wouldn’t be jealous? You wouldn’t hate me afterward?”

“I’d be jealous in the hottest possible way,” I confessed. “That’s the whole point. The humiliation, the contrast, watching you get something better than what I can give you.”

Debbie’s cheeks flushed, whether from the wine or our conversation, I couldn’t tell. “Jesus, Evan. Where would we even find someone? It’s not like we can just post an ad.”

My heart leapt. She was considering it. Actually considering it. “There are websites,” I said quickly. “Forums of sorts, that are dedicated to helping facilitate exactly these kinds of encounters.

Debbie’s eyebrows shot up. “What, like Craigslist? Evan, I’m not having sex with some random stranger we find online.”

“No, no,” I quickly assured her. “There are reputable sites specifically for this lifestyle. With verification processes, reviews, the whole nine yards. People call it the ‘hotwife’ or ‘cuckold’ lifestyle. It’s actually pretty common.”

She looked skeptical but intrigued. “So you’ve been researching this.”

I felt my face grow hot. “I’ve... done some looking around. Just to understand how people actually make this happen safely.”

Debbie took another long sip of her wine, then set the glass down deliberately. “And what exactly would happen? Walk me through it.”

My cock throbbed at her words. Was this really happening? I tried to keep my voice steady.

“Well, we’d find someone we both approve of. Someone attractive, respectful, experienced. We’d meet him first, maybe for drinks, to make sure there’s chemistry and everyone feels comfortable. Then if everything feels right, we’d... proceed.”

“And you’d just watch?” she asked, her voice dropping lower.

I cleared my throat.

“Yeah, you know exactly like we’ve talked about and you’d…you know…”

A dark smile came across her face, as if she was suddenly and for the first time recalling all the nasty things I’d gotten her to whisper in my ears while I was inside her, feeding her all the lurid details of my debaucherous fantasy.

“I would, really…” I said, my voice hoarse with excitement. “Just like I’ve told you. I’d sit in the chair across from the bed and watch him take you. Watch him do all the things to you that I can’t.”

Debbie’s pupils dilated as she leaned forward. “And you’d like that? Watching me moan for another man? Watching me take a cock bigger than yours? Humiliating you while I do it?”

I nodded frantically, my erection straining painfully against my pants. “God, yes.”

“And what would you do if I started to enjoy it too much?” she pressed, her voice taking on an edge I rarely heard. “What if his big, black cock feels so good that I can’t help myself? What if I tell you right in front of you that he’s better than you’ve ever been?”

I nearly came in my pants right then. “That’s... that’s exactly what I want to hear. I want you to be honest, to lose yourself in it.”

She studied me for a long moment, swirling the last of her wine in the glass. “You know what the craziest part is? I’m actually getting turned on talking about this.” She drained her glass and set it down with a decisive click. “So really want this, huh?”

I nodded, trying to contain my excitement. “Yes. For years, Debbie. Years.”

She stood up suddenly, and for a terrifying moment I thought she was walking away from the conversation. Instead, she came around the table and settled herself in my lap, her thighs straddling mine. I could feel her warmth through her thin summer dress.

“Show me,” she whispered, her lips close to my ear. “Show me these websites you’ve been looking at.”

My hands trembled slightly as I pulled out my phone. I’d been bookmarking sites for months, preparing for this moment, hoping it would come. I navigated to one of the more reputable cuckold dating sites and handed her the phone.

Debbie scrolled through the profiles, her eyes widening at some of the photos and descriptions. “Jesus,” she muttered. “Some of these guys are... impressive.”

“That’s the whole point,” I said, my voice strained as she shifted on my lap.

She paused on a profile – a well-built Black man in his early thirties with a confident smile. His profile showed him carefully posed in designer clothes, but with his muscular physique clearly visible beneath. The description mentioned he was educated, successful, and “experienced in the lifestyle.”

“He’s handsome,” she admitted, shifting in my lap again. I could feel her heat through my pants.

“What about him?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual despite the fact that my heart was racing.

Debbie studied the profile more closely. “His name is Darius. Says he’s a pharmaceutical sales rep, 32, single.” She scrolled down. “God, he’s got references. Actual references from other couples.”

“That’s good,” I whispered, my hands finding her hips. “That means he’s trustworthy, experienced.”

She continued reading, and I watched her face carefully. Her eyes widened slightly at something on the screen. “He says he’s... nine inches.”

My cock twitched violently beneath her. “That’s more than twice what I am,” I said, the words coming out choked.

Debbie turned to look at me, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite read. “You really want me to fuck a man with a cock twice your size? While you watch?”

“Yes!” I practically screamed. “I’m not kidding around here Debs, I’m serious. You asked my what I wanted and I told you. Now, will you do it for me?”

Debbie’s eyes locked with mine, searching for any hesitation, but I held her gaze. The moment stretched between us, charged with possibility.

Finally, she sighed and ran her fingers through her hair. “You’re really serious about this.”

“I’ve never been more serious about anything,” I whispered, my hands trembling slightly on her hips.

She bit her lower lip, a habit she had when deep in thought. I could practically see the wheels turning in her head, weighing the risks, the potential rewards, and maybe—just maybe—her own hidden curiosities.

“I can’t believe I’m saying this,” she finally said, “but okay.”

My heart nearly stopped. “Okay?”

“For your birthday,” she clarified, her voice firm. “We’ll try it once. Just once. And if either of us wants to stop at any point, we stop. No questions asked.”

I nodded frantically, afraid that if I spoke, the spell would break and she’d change her mind.

“And I get to pick the guy,” she added. “If I’m going to do this, I need to be attracted to him.”

“Of course,” I agreed immediately, though the thought of her choosing someone sent a fresh jolt of arousal through me. I’d fantasized about Debbie’s reactions, but never really considered she might have preferences of her own.

“Do you want to message him?” I asked, nodding toward the profile still open on my phone.

Debbie studied the screen again, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. “Not him specifically. Not yet. I want to look through more profiles first.” She climbed off my lap, taking my phone with her. “This is a big decision.”

I followed her to the couch, where she kicked off her shoes and curled her legs underneath her. For the next hour, we scrolled through dozens of profiles together. Debbie was methodical, asking questions about the lifestyle that I sometimes struggled to answer.

“So these bulls, as you call them, they know you’ll be watching?”

“Yes,” I explained, my voice tight with excitement. “That’s part of the appeal for them. The power dynamic.”

She nodded slowly, continuing to scroll. Occasionally she’d pause on a profile, studying a particular man more carefully. I noticed a pattern in the ones that caught her eye – all tall, athletic, well-dressed, and yes, black.

After about an hour, Debbie paused on one profile and let out a little “hmm” that made my stomach flip.

“This one,” she said, showing me the screen. “Marcus. 35, personal trainer, lives about 30 minutes away.”

I leaned in closer, studying the man who had caught my wife’s attention. He was tall—6’4” according to his profile—with broad shoulders and the kind of defined muscles that come from years of disciplined training. His smile was confident but not arrogant, his eyes intelligent and intense.

“He’s... impressive,” I managed, my mouth suddenly dry.

“He says he’s experienced with first-timers,” Debbie said, still reading his profile. “And look at his references. Three different couples, all saying he was respectful, followed boundaries, but...” she paused, clearing her throat, “definitely delivered on his promises.”

My cock stiffened instantly at the implication. I glanced down at his stats and saw what had made Debbie hesitate. Ten inches. My God.

“Should we message him?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Debbie stared at the screen for a long moment, then handed the phone back to me.

“You message him,” she said softly. “You’re the one who wants this so badly.”

My fingers trembled as I began composing a message. This was really happening. After years of fantasy, of late-night whispers and secret desires, we were taking the first step toward making it real.

I typed out a message, trying to sound confident and experienced despite being anything but:

“Hello Marcus, My wife and I are new to the lifestyle but very interested in exploring. Your profile caught our eye, especially your experience with first-timers. We’d love to chat more if you’re interested. - Evan and Debbie”

I showed it to Debbie before sending. She read it, nodded once, then looked me in the eyes.

“Are you absolutely sure about this, Evan? Once we send this, we’re crossing a line.”

I swallowed hard. “I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

She took a deep breath. “Then send it.”

I hit send and immediately felt a rush of adrenaline so intense I had to put the phone down. What had I just done? What had I set in motion?

“What should we do now?” I whispered.

Debbie’s face lit up with a wicked smile.

“Well, I’m kinda horny now…” she stood up and took me by the hand, “let’s go play with that BBC dildo you bought me.”

Gulp.


Chapter 2

I followed Debbie up the stairs, my heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. The weight of what we’d just done—sending that message, taking that first real step toward my ultimate fantasy—had me in a daze. Yet somehow, my cock was harder than it had been in years.

Debbie didn’t say a word as she led me to our bedroom, but there was something different about her. A confidence, an energy I rarely saw. She turned to face me once we crossed the threshold, and the look in her eyes made me weak in the knees.

“Strip,” she commanded.

I complied instantly, fumbling with my clothes while she watched, arms crossed beneath her breasts. Once I was naked, my erection pointing straight at her, she smiled.

“Look at you,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Just the thought has you ready to burst.”

“I can’t help it,” I admitted, my voice cracking with desire. “You know what it does to me.”

She walked to the dresser where we kept our toys and pulled out the 10-inch black dildo I’d bought her last month. It was intimidatingly realistic, complete with thick veins and heavy balls.

She held it up, examining it in the light as though seeing it for the first time. The contrast of the jet-black silicone against her pale fingers made my cock twitch.

“Sit in the chair,” she ordered, pointing to the armchair in the corner of our bedroom. The same chair I’d just described downstairs—the one I imagined sitting in while watching her with another man.

I obeyed, settling into the chair, my naked body trembling with anticipation. Debbie stood before me, still fully clothed in her sundress, the massive black dildo in her hand.

“You think you want to watch me with a real black man?” she asked, her voice taking on a tone I’d never heard before. “Let’s see if you can handle even pretending.”

She placed the dildo on the nightstand and began to undress slowly, deliberately. Each movement was calculated, putting on a show for me as she revealed her body inch by inch. When she finally stood naked before me, she picked up her phone.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my voice hoarse with desire.

“Setting the mood,” she replied with a smirk. A moment later, some hip-hop music from our college days started playing through her phone’s speakers. The heavy bass and explicit lyrics about a woman taking control of a man immediately set my pulse racing.

“You like that?” she asked, climbing onto the bed. “You want to pretend I’m with a real man tonight? A real black man with a cock that would put yours to shame?”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words as she positioned herself on our bed, leaning back against the pillows, legs spread wide for my viewing pleasure.

“Touch yourself,” she commanded. “But don’t you dare cum until I say so.”

I wrapped my hand around my cock as she reached for the massive dildo. She brought it to her mouth first, making a show of licking along its length, her eyes locked on mine the entire time.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, swirling her tongue around the thick head. “I bet the real thing tastes so much better.”

My hand moved faster on my cock. I couldn’t help it. The sight of my wife worshipping that massive black phallus was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

“Slow down,” she warned. “This is just the beginning.”

She moved the dildo lower. I watched with bated breath as she ran the huge black cock down her body, between her breasts, over her stomach, and finally between her legs. She teased herself with it, rubbing the massive head against her clit in small circles.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her eyes half-closed. “It’s so big... so much bigger than you.”

My cock twitched in my hand at her words. This wasn’t the first time we’d played with the dildo, but something was different tonight. Maybe it was because we’d actually taken that first step, sending that message to Marcus, but Debbie seemed to be embracing the fantasy like never before.

“You know what,” she said suddenly, her eyes snapping open with mischievous intent. “I think we should give this a name.”

“A name?” I croaked.

“Mmm-hmm. If I’m going to be fucking a real black cock soon, I should get used to talking to it.” She stroked the length of the dildo. “I think I’ll call him... Marcus.”

My breath caught in my throat. She was pushing things further than she ever had before, and it was driving me wild.

“Do you like that?” Debbie purred, her fingers caressing the thick black shaft. “Do you like watching me with Marcus?”

I couldn’t even form words, just nodded frantically as she positioned the massive dildo at her entrance. My hand moved slowly on my cock, desperate to maintain control as I watched my wife push the huge toy inside her.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as the bulbous head disappeared inside her. “He’s so big, Evan. So much bigger than you.”

The sight of her pale thighs spread wide, accepting that massive black intruder, was almost more than I could bear. I slowed my strokes, determined not to cum too soon.

“That’s it, baby,” I encouraged, my voice trembling. “Take him deeper.”

Debbie locked eyes with me as she worked more of the dildo inside her. “You think this is big? Wait until I have the real thing. A real black man stretching me open while you just sit there and watch.”

She began fucking herself with long, deliberate strokes, each one accompanied by a moan that sounded more authentic than any I’d heard during our regular sex.

“Tell me,” I begged, my voice cracking. “Tell me what you’d say to him.”

Debbie’s eyes darkened as she pushed the dildo deeper inside herself. Her back arched off the bed, and I could see her wetness coating the black silicone shaft.

“I’d tell him how good he feels,” she moaned, picking up the pace. “I’d tell him how his big black cock is stretching me in ways you never could.”

My hand moved faster on my cock as I watched my wife fuck herself. The wet sounds of the dildo sliding in and out of her filled the room, mixing with the bass-heavy music still playing from her phone.

“Would you look at him while you said it?” I asked, my voice barely audible over her moans. “Or would you look at me?”

Debbie’s eyes locked with mine, and a wicked smile spread across her face. “Both,” she said. “I’d make sure you could see exactly how much I was enjoying his superior cock.”

She suddenly flipped over onto all fours, her ass high in the air as she reached between her legs to continue fucking herself with the massive toy. From this angle, the contrast was even more striking—the thick black shaft disappearing between her pale cheeks, her wetness glistening on its surface.

“Oh fuck, Marcus,” she moaned, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Your cock is so much bigger than my husband’s. Can you feel how wet you make me?”

I stroked myself frantically, lost in the fantasy. Debbie had never gone this far with our roleplaying before. Usually, she’d make a few comments about size, but this—this was different. She was fully embracing the character, speaking directly to the imaginary bull as if he were actually there in the room with us.

“That’s it,” I encouraged, my voice hoarse with desire. “Tell him what you want.”

Debbie’s eyes gleamed with a new intensity. “I want you to fuck me harder, Marcus. Show my husband what a real man feels like.” She drove the dildo deeper, her moans growing louder. “Oh God, you’re so deep... you’re reaching places he’s never touched.”

My hand moved faster on my cock as I watched my wife’s performance. The wet sounds of the dildo plunging in and out of her pussy filled the room.

“God, look at how wet you’ve made her, Marcus,” I groaned, playing along. “She’s never this wet for me.”

Debbie’s eyes flashed with something primal as she continued fucking herself with the massive toy. “You know why I’m so wet, baby? Because he’s giving me what you can’t.”

She suddenly pulled the dildo out completely, showing me how glistening and soaked it was before plunging it back inside with a loud, obscene squelch.

“Fuck, you’re so much bigger than my husband,” she moaned, her voice taking on a theatrical quality that somehow made it even hotter. “His little white dick could never fill me up like this.”

My hand was a blur on my cock now. I’d never heard Debbie talk like this before. We’d played around with the fantasy plenty, but she was taking it to another level tonight—embracing the racial aspect in a way she’d always been hesitant to do before.

“Tell him,” I urged, my voice cracking with excitement. “Tell him how superior his black cock is.”

Debbie locked eyes with me, her pupils blown with lust. “Your black cock is so much better than my husband’s,” Debbie moaned, her fingers digging into the bedsheets. “It’s not even close. Look at him watching us... look how pathetic he is stroking his little white dick while you stretch me open.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I watched my wife lose herself in the fantasy. I’d never seen her this uninhibited before, this raw. The way she was talking about me as if I wasn’t even there sent shivers down my spine.

“Do you like this view, baby?” she asked, turning her attention back to me. “Watching your wife get fucked by a real man? Watching me take every inch of this big black cock?”

“God, yes,” I groaned, my hand slowing down to prevent myself from cumming too soon. “I love it.”

She pushed the dildo so deep inside herself that I could barely see the base of it anymore. Her moans grew louder, more primal, as she worked herself into a frenzy.

“Look at me,” she commanded, her voice ragged with lust. “Look at your wife taking this big black cock and loving every inch of it.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The sight of my wife on all fours, her ass in the air, fucking herself with that massive black dildo while she talked about another man was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.

“Does it make you feel small?” she asked, her eyes burning into mine. “Watching me stretch around a real man’s cock?”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

“I can’t hear you,” she taunted, slowing her movements to emphasize each word. “Tell me how it feels to know your wife needs a black man to satisfy her.”

“It makes me feel small,” I gasped, stroking myself faster. “Inadequate.”

“That’s right,” she purred, her face flushed with arousal. “And when Marcus fucks me for real, it’s going to be so much worse.”

I nearly lost it right there. My hand froze on my cock as I tried desperately to hold back. The way she said his name—not just referring to the dildo anymore, but the actual man whose profile we’d just viewed—sent electric shocks through my entire body.

“You’re going to sit right there,” Debbie continued, her voice husky as she fucked herself deeper with the massive toy. “Watching a real man stretch me open. And you know what, Evan? I won’t be faking these moans.”

She demonstrated with a particularly loud groan that made my cock pulse in my hand. I’d heard Debbie’s real orgasms enough times to know when she was close, and she was definitely approaching the edge now.

“Do it,” I begged, my voice hoarse with need. “Cum on his cock while I watch. Show me what I’ll be seeing soon.”

Debbie’s rhythm became more frantic, her breath coming in short gasps as she drove the massive dildo deeper. Her eyes never left mine, holding me captive as she approached her climax.

“Oh God... oh fuck... Marcus!” she cried out, her body convulsing around the thick black shaft. I watched in awe as my wife came harder than I’d seen in years, her pussy visibly clenching around the dildo, her juices coating the black silicone. The sight pushed me over the edge, and I erupted in my own hand, cum shooting across my stomach as I gasped her name.

As the aftershocks of her orgasm subsided, Debbie slowly withdrew the dildo, her eyes still locked with mine. A thin string of her wetness connected her to the toy, and she made sure I saw it before breaking the connection with her finger.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, slumping back in the chair. “That was incredible.”

Debbie rolled onto her back, her chest still heaving.

“Fuck that was hot…” she whispered up toward the ceiling. Then she sat bolt upright, instinctively covering her breasts with one arm, suddenly regaining her modesty.

“Oh shit, Ev,” she said, a guilty look in her eye, “was that too much? I feel like I got carried away, that was too much wasn’t?”

I practically flew out of the chair, crossing the room to join Debbie on the bed. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close against my chest.

“No, no, baby. That was perfect,” I whispered, stroking her hair. “Better than perfect. It was everything I’ve fantasized about.”

“Are you sure?” Debbie looked up at me, her eyes searching mine for reassurance. “I’ve never talked like that before. I just got so into it and the things I was saying...”

“Were exactly what I wanted to hear,” I finished for her, kissing her forehead. “God, Debbie, that was the hottest thing that’s ever happened in this bedroom.”

She relaxed slightly against me, her body softening. “Really? You’re not upset about the things I said about... you know, your size and everything?”

I felt a fresh twinge of arousal despite having just climaxed. “Upset? Debbie, that’s literally the whole point of the fantasy. The humiliation, the comparison—it drives me wild.”

“I don’t really think that way about you,” she said quickly. “You know that, right?”

I smiled, stroking her back reassuringly. “Baby, I know you don’t think that way in real life. That’s what makes it so hot—it’s taboo, it’s forbidden.”

Debbie nestled against my chest, her breathing gradually slowing. I could feel the dampness of her sweat against my skin, and the lingering scent of her arousal filled the air between us.

“I just don’t want to hurt you,” she whispered. “Some of those things I said were so... mean.”

“But that’s exactly what turns me on,” I insisted, tilting her chin up so she’d meet my eyes. “Honestly, you could go even further if you wanted to.”

“What do you mean?” Debbie asked, pulling back slightly to look at me.

My stomach did a backflip. Had I really just said that? The post-orgasm clarity should have made me more cautious, but instead, I found myself doubling down.

“Just... lean into it,” I said, my voice low and eager. “Say whatever comes to mind in the moment. Don’t hold back. The nastier, the more humiliating it is for me, the hotter — I’m completely serious,” I insisted, shifting to face her more directly. “The more you embrace the stereotypes, the power dynamic, all of it—the hotter it is for me. I want to feel that burn of inadequacy, that rush of being...”

“Inferior?” Debbie finished, studying my face with newfound curiosity.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “Exactly that.”

She ran her fingertips along my chest, contemplative. “You know, I always thought you were just into the visual aspect of it. The contrast. But it’s more than that, isn’t it? You actually want to feel... replaced.”

My cock twitched despite having just climaxed. “Not replaced,” I clarified. “Just... outclassed. Temporarily.”

Debbie’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Temporarily, huh?”

Before I could respond, a distinct buzzing sound cut through our conversation. My phone was vibrating on the nightstand where I’d placed it before undressing.

“Probably just work,” I muttered, reaching over to grab it.

But when I glanced at the screen, my heart nearly stopped. The notification wasn’t from work. It was from the dating site we’d just joined.

“Oh my God,” I breathed, my fingers suddenly trembling as I opened the message.

Debbie sat up straight, her previous vulnerability vanishing as curiosity took over. “What is it?”

“It’s... it’s him,” I managed, my voice catching in my throat. “Marcus responded.”

Debbie’s eyes widened, and she scooted closer to look at the screen over my shoulder. I could feel her warm breath against my neck, her heartbeat quickening against my arm as we both stared at the notification.

“What does it say?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I swallowed hard and tapped the notification. The message loaded, and there it was—a response from the man whose name Debbie had just screamed in the throes of passion while fucking herself with a dildo. The man who might soon be in our bedroom, turning fantasy into reality.

“He says...” I started, my mouth suddenly dry as I read the first line of his message. My cock, impossibly, began to stiffen again as I realized this was really happening.


Chapter 3

“Read it,” Debbie urged, her voice betraying a mixture of anxiety and excitement as she pressed against me.

I cleared my throat and began reading aloud:

“Hello Evan and Debbie. Thank you for reaching out. I’m always pleased to meet a couple exploring this lifestyle for the first time. Your message caught my interest. I’d be happy to chat more about what you’re looking for and see if we might be a good match. Perhaps we could meet for drinks first? No pressure, just to see if there’s chemistry. Let me know what you think. - Marcus”

“Oh my God,” Debbie whispered, her hand flying to her mouth. “He sounds... normal. Professional almost.”

“What did you expect?” I asked, though my own heart was racing at the polite, confident tone of his response.

“I don’t know,” she admitted, pulling the sheet up to cover herself. “I guess I thought he’d be more... aggressive? Forward? This sounds like someone applying for a job.”

I chuckled, though my heart was still racing. “That’s probably a good sign. It means he respects boundaries, takes this seriously.”

Debbie took the phone from my hands, reading the message again for herself. I watched her face carefully, trying to gauge her reaction. Her cheeks were still flushed from our intense roleplay session, but now there was something new in her expression—genuine curiosity.

“Should we respond now?” she asked, looking up at me.

“Do you want to?”

She bit her lower lip, then nodded slowly. “I think so. While we’re still... you know, in the moment.”

The implications of what she was saying sent another jolt of arousal through me. While we were still turned on. While the fantasy was still fresh and exciting. Before rational thought could creep in and make us second-guess everything.

“What should we say?” I asked, my voice betraying my eagerness.

Debbie thought for a moment. “Let’s suggest meeting this weekend…on your birthday…for drinks and then maybe…”

I nodded eagerly. “Yes, that’s perfect. Saturday. We could meet him at that new hotel bar downtown—neutral territory.”

Debbie bit her lip as she began typing. I watched over her shoulder as her fingers moved across the screen:

“Hi Marcus, Thanks for your quick response. We’d love to meet for drinks this Saturday around 8 PM. It’s actually Evan’s 40th birthday, and this whole adventure was his special request. Would the Skyline Bar at the Meridian Hotel work for you? - Debbie & Evan”

She showed me the message before sending it. “How’s that?”

“Perfect,” I whispered, my heart racing. “Send it.”

Debbie hit send, then immediately tossed the phone aside as if it had burned her fingers. “Oh my God, we’re really doing this.”

I pulled her close, kissing her forehead. “Only if you’re completely comfortable. We can back out at any time.”

“Are you sure this is what you want?” she asked, her eyes searching mine. “Not just the fantasy version, but the real thing? Me with another man?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” I answered honestly, holding her gaze. “This is what I want, Debbie. You, with him, while I watch.”

She nestled against me, her body warm and soft. “I just worry that once we cross this line, things might change between us.”

“They might,” I admitted, stroking her hair. “But I think they’ll change for the better. This could bring us closer.”

The phone buzzed again, making us both jump. Debbie reached for it first, her hands trembling slightly as she read the new message.

“He’s available,” she whispered, her voice catching. “Saturday works for him. He says he’s looking forward to meeting us both.”

My cock instantly hardened again. “Did he say anything else?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “He asked if we had any particular... preferences or boundaries he should know about.”

“That’s good,” I said quickly. “That means he’s respectful, considerate.”

Debbie handed me the phone. “You should answer that part. You’re the one who knows what you want from this.”

I took a deep breath an typed out some boring, boilerplate stuff to be aware of. But otherwise I said we were down for pretty much anything.

After I finished typing my response, I looked over at Debbie, who was watching me with a mixture of nervousness and excitement.

“What now?” she asked, pulling the sheets up around her naked body.

“Now we wait,” I said, setting the phone down on the nightstand. “And we talk about what this actually means for Saturday.”

Debbie nodded slowly. “I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Are you having second thoughts?” I asked, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice. “Because we can still back out. All of this is just for fun, for us. If you’re not comfortable—“

“It’s not that,” she interrupted, reaching out to touch my arm. “I’m just... processing. This has been your fantasy for so long, but now that it might actually happen, I want to make sure it’s still what you want.”

I took her hand in mine. “Debbie, this is absolutely what I want. I’ve never wanted anything more.”

She studied my face carefully. “Even when you see me with him? When you see me enjoying it? You won’t hate me afterward?”

“I could never hate you,” I assured her, squeezing her hand. “This is exactly what I want. I promise.”

Debbie leaned back against the headboard, running her fingers through her tousled \ hair. “So what happens next? Do we just... meet him for drinks and then what? Invite him back here?”

My pulse quickened at her directness. “Well, I was thinking maybe we could get a hotel room. Something nice, for the occasion.”

“A hotel room,” she repeated, testing the words. “That makes it feel so... deliberate.”

“It is deliberate,” I said, shifting closer to her. “But also practical. Neutral territory for everyone.”

Debbie nodded slowly. “I should get something new to wear, shouldn’t I? For Saturday.”

The thought of Debbie shopping specifically for this encounter made my cock twitch again. “If you want to. Something that makes you feel confident.”

“What should I wear?” she asked, suddenly looking vulnerable. “I mean, what would you want me to wear for this?”

I swallowed hard, the fantasy becoming more real with each passing moment. “Something sexy but classy…”

“Something sexy but classy. Maybe that black dress you wore for our anniversary last year? The one with the low back?”

Debbie nodded slowly, a small smile forming on her lips. “And underneath? What would you want me to wear underneath?”

My mouth went dry at the thought. “Something new. Maybe that lingerie store at the mall? The one with the really expensive stuff we always walk past?”

“La Perle?” she asked, her eyebrows rising. “You want me to get something from there?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice thick with desire. “Something black. Or red. Something that will drive both of us crazy when we see you in it.”

And with that…the plan was set in motion.


Chapter 4

The days leading up to Saturday passed in a blur of anticipation and nerves. I found myself constantly checking my phone for messages from Marcus, and each time he responded—always courteous, always respectful—my heart would race. We exchanged a few more messages, establishing boundaries and expectations, and with each one, the reality of what we were planning became more concrete.

On Friday afternoon, Debbie went shopping. She didn’t invite me along, which somehow made it even more thrilling. The thought of her selecting lingerie specifically for another man to see her in—with my blessing—was almost too much to bear. When she returned home with several discreet shopping bags, she refused to show me what she’d bought.

“You’ll see tomorrow,” she said with a mysterious smile that made my cock instantly harden. “It’s a surprise.”

Saturday arrived with an almost dreamlike quality. I woke up early, too anxious to sleep, and found Debbie already awake beside me, staring at the ceiling.

“Having second thoughts?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual despite the fear gripping my chest.

She turned to face me, her blue eyes searching mine. “No. Just... nervous. Just trying to wrap my mind around the fact that tonight, I’ll be with another man while you watch. It doesn’t feel real.”

I leaned over and kissed her gently. “It’s still just us right now. And it will still be just us after. This is something we’re doing together.”

She nodded, some tension leaving her shoulders. “I know. I just want it to be good... for both of us.”

We spent the day in a state of heightened awareness. Every touch, every glance between us seemed charged with electricity. I tried to distract myself with normal Saturday activities—catching a game on TV, answering a few work emails—but my mind kept drifting to what awaited us that evening.

Around six, Debbie disappeared into the bathroom to get ready. I paced the bedroom, changing my outfit three times before settling on dark jeans and a button-down shirt that Debbie had once said made my shoulders look broader. Not that it would matter next to Marcus’s physique, but still—my pride demanded some effort.

When Debbie finally emerged from the bathroom an hour later, my breath caught in my throat. She was wearing a black dress— one that hugged her curves and left her back almost entirely bare—but she’d paired it with higher heels than she usually wore and had styled her hair in loose waves that framed her face perfectly. Her makeup was subtle but emphasized her eyes in a way that made them look even bluer than usual.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, unable to come up with anything more eloquent.

Debbie gave a nervous twirl. “Do I look okay?”

“Okay? You look incredible.” I crossed the room and pulled her into my arms, careful not to mess up her makeup. “Marcus is going to lose his mind when he sees you.”

A blush crept across her cheeks. “That’s the idea, right?”

I nodded, swallowing hard. “What did you get? You know... underneath?”

Debbie’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “You’ll find out later. When he does.”

The implication sent a jolt straight to my groin. She was fully embracing this now—not just going along with my fantasy but actively participating in it, heightening the anticipation.

We took a cab into the city and before we knew it, we were at the bar a little early, ordering drinks to loosen up and take the edge off before Marcus arrived…


Chapter 5

The Meridian’s Skyline Bar was buzzing with Saturday night energy when we arrived. We found a small table in the corner with a view of the entrance. Debbie’s hand trembled slightly as she sipped her martini, and I couldn’t stop my leg from bouncing under the table.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching across to touch her hand.

Debbie nodded, though her eyes kept darting to the entrance. “Just nervous. What if we don’t like him in person? What if he doesn’t like us?”

“Then we thank him for his time and go home,” I assured her. “No pressure, remember?”

She took another sip of her drink, leaving a faint lipstick mark on the glass. “And what if we do like him?”

My cock stiffened at the question. “Then we see where the night takes us.”

At precisely eight o’clock, the elevator doors opened, and Marcus stepped into the bar. Even from across the room, his presence was commanding. He was taller than his profile suggested, his broad shoulders filling out his tailored navy suit perfectly. He paused at the entrance, scanning the room with quiet confidence until his eyes landed on us.

He caught my eye immediately and nodded, a small smile playing on his lips as he approached our table. My heart hammered against my ribcage. In person, Marcus was even more impressive than his photos suggested—tall, powerfully built, with the confident gait of a man who knew his worth.

“Evan and Debbie?” he asked, his voice deep and smooth.

I stood up quickly, nearly knocking over my drink in my eagerness. “Yes, that’s us. I’m Evan.” I extended my hand, which he shook firmly. His grip engulfed mine completely.

“And you must be Debbie,” Marcus said, turning his attention to my wife. “Your pictures didn’t do you justice.”

Debbie blushed furiously as she offered her hand. Instead of shaking it, Marcus brought it to his lips and placed a gentle kiss on her knuckles. I watched her eyes widen slightly at the old-fashioned gesture.

“Please, join us,” I said, gesturing to the empty chair at our table.

Marcus sat down, unbuttoning his suit jacket as he did. “I hope I haven’t kept you waiting. Traffic was a nightmare.”

“Not at all,” I replied, waving down a server. “We just got here ourselves.”

The server approached our table, and Marcus ordered a whiskey neat. I couldn’t help but notice how the female server’s eyes lingered on him a moment longer than necessary. Something about it made my stomach tighten with excitement.

An awkward silence fell over our table once she left. Debbie fidgeted with her martini glass, avoiding eye contact with either of us. I cleared my throat, desperate to break the tension.

“So, Marcus, your profile mentioned you’re in pharmaceutical sales?”

Marcus nodded, his posture relaxed and confident. “Seven years now. Primarily cardiovascular medications. It’s a good field—stable, and I enjoy the medical aspect of it.”

“That’s fascinating,” Debbie said, finally looking up. Her voice was higher than usual, betraying her nervousness. “Do you travel much for work?”

“Some. Mostly regional, though I hit a conference in Vegas twice a year.” His eyes met hers, and I watched as my wife held his gaze for a beat longer than she needed to.

The server returned with Marcus’s drink, and he raised his glass.

“To new experiences,” Marcus said smoothly, his dark eyes moving between Debbie and me. “And to the birthday boy.”

I clinked my glass against his, noting how his hands dwarfed mine. “Thank you for meeting us. I know this isn’t exactly a conventional birthday celebration.”

Marcus chuckled, a rich sound that seemed to vibrate through the air. “In my experience, the unconventional celebrations are always the most memorable.”

Debbie took a larger sip of her martini than usual, her knuckles white around the stem. I could tell she was struggling to find her footing in this surreal situation.

“So,” Marcus said, turning his full attention to Debbie, “Evan mentioned this lifestyle is new to you both. What made you curious about exploring it?”

Debbie’s eyes darted to me in panic. I reached under the table and squeezed her knee reassuringly.

“It was Evan’s fantasy,” she said finally, her voice barely audible over the ambient noise of the bar. “He’s been... interested in it for years.”

Marcus nodded thoughtfully. “And what about you, Debbie? What interests you about tonight?”

I watched Debbie’s face flush as she considered Marcus’s direct question. She took another sip of her drink before answering.

“I’m curious,” she admitted softly. “About what it would feel like to... to experience something different. With Evan’s blessing.”

Marcus nodded, his expression thoughtful rather than predatory. “That’s a healthy approach. The couples who do best in this lifestyle are the ones who see it as a shared adventure.”

The conversation flowed more easily after that. Marcus asked questions about our relationship, our jobs, our interests—normal getting-to-know-you talk that somehow made the extraordinary circumstances feel more manageable. He was articulate, well-read, and had a way of making both of us feel like the most interesting people in the room.

By the time we ordered a second round, Debbie’s shoulders had relaxed. She laughed at Marcus’s story about a disastrous sales conference in Detroit, her hand occasionally brushing his arm as she spoke. The sight made my cock twitch in my pants.

Things were going great and moving quickly, after our third drink we were all feeling a little loose and Marcus cleared his throat.

“So, how are we feeling? Would you two like to take this thing upstairs? Somewhere a little more…private?”

My heart nearly leapt out of my chest. The moment I’d fantasized about for years was suddenly right in front of me. I glanced at Debbie, who was biting her lower lip, her cheeks flushed from more than just the alcohol.

“I... we...” Debbie stammered, looking to me for guidance.

“Yes,” I said firmly, surprising myself with my conviction. “We have a room already. Upstairs. But it’s all up to Debbie here…”

I put my hand on her knee reassuringly.

She sat up a little straighter.

“Yes - let’s order one more shot, and go upstairs!” she said, her voice getting a little louder than she intended.

I felt a surge of excitement as the server brought over a round of tequila shots. Marcus raised his glass first.

“To new experiences,” he said, his eyes locked on Debbie’s. The intensity of his gaze made my cock twitch.

We clinked glasses and downed our shots. Debbie winced slightly at the burn, but her eyes were bright with anticipation as she set her empty glass down. I paid the tab quickly, my hands trembling as I signed the receipt.

The elevator ride was excruciating. We stood in a triangle formation—me near the buttons, Debbie in the middle, and Marcus towering behind her. I could see his reflection in the mirrored walls, the way his eyes traveled appreciatively over Debbie’s bare back. When we reached our floor, I fumbled with the keycard, nearly dropping it twice before managing to unlock the door.


Chapter 6

The suite I’d booked was more extravagant than our usual taste—a king-sized bed dominated the room, facing floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased the city lights. A bottle of champagne waited in an ice bucket, arranged per my earlier request.

“Nice,” Marcus commented, shrugging off his jacket.

The moment the door clicked shut behind us, the atmosphere changed. The polite, get-to-know-you conversation from the bar evaporated, replaced by a crackling tension that made it difficult to breathe.

Marcus didn’t waste any time. “You have a beautiful wife, Evan,” he said, his voice deeper than it had been downstairs, more commanding. He moved behind Debbie, his large hands settling on her bare shoulders. She visibly shivered at his touch. “I’ve been wanting to feel her skin since the moment I saw her.”

I swallowed hard, suddenly aware that this was really happening. “Thank you,” I managed, my voice embarrassingly weak compared to his.

“Why don’t you sit there?” Marcus suggested, pointing to an armchair in the corner.

I stood frozen in place as Marcus guided me toward the armchair, his hand on my shoulder both gentle and commanding. The dynamic had shifted completely; the polite conversation from the bar was gone, replaced with something primal and electric.

“That’s right,” Marcus said, his deep voice filling the room as I lowered myself into the chair. “Get comfortable. You’re about to see what your wife has been missing.”

My mouth went dry as I watched him return to Debbie. She stood trembling slightly, her eyes darting between Marcus and me. The alcohol had loosened her inhibitions, but there was still uncertainty in her expression—until Marcus placed his large hands on her shoulders again.

“You nervous, baby girl?” he asked, his thumbs tracing small circles on her bare skin.

“A little,” Debbie admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s natural,” he said, leaning down to speak directly into her ear. “But I’m going to take good care of you tonight. Better care than your husband ever could.”

My cock strained against my pants at his words. This was happening. Really happening.

Marcus’s hands slid from Debbie’s shoulders down her arms, his dark skin creating a striking contrast against her pale flesh. I shifted in the chair, my cock already painfully hard as I watched another man’s hands on my wife.

“Turn around,” Marcus commanded, and Debbie obeyed without hesitation, facing him with her back to me. He towered over her, at least a foot taller, his broad frame making her look delicate and small.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?” he asked, tilting her chin up with one finger. “Wondering what it would be like to be with a real man?”

“Yes,” Debbie whispered, her voice trembling.

“Say it louder,” Marcus demanded. “I want your husband to hear you.”

“Yes,” she repeated, her voice stronger now. “I’ve been thinking about it…a lot.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. This wasn’t the tentative roleplay of our bedroom anymore. This was real. Marcus’s commanding presence had transformed my wife before my eyes—she was yielding to him in a way she never had with me.

“Tell him what you’ve been thinking about,” Marcus instructed, his hand now resting possessively on the small of Debbie’s back. “What’s been keeping you up at night?”

I gripped the armrests, my knuckles turning white as I watched my wife’s transformation happening right before my eyes.

“I’ve been thinking about...” Debbie paused, swallowing hard before continuing, “about what it would feel like to be with a black man. Someone bigger than Evan. Someone who could... fill me completely.”

Marcus smiled, his white teeth flashing in contrast to his dark skin. “And is that what you want right now? To feel what a real man can do to you?”

“Yes,” Debbie whispered, then louder, “Yes.”

Without warning, Marcus pulled her against him, one hand tangling in her hair as he claimed her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like the gentle ones we shared. This was possession, dominance, and my wife melted into it, her body molding against his larger frame.

I couldn’t breathe. The sight of my wife in another man’s arms, her lips parting eagerly for his tongue, sent shockwaves through my body.

I watched in stunned silence as Marcus devoured my wife’s mouth, his massive hands gripping her ass and pulling her against his body. Debbie moaned into his mouth—a sound I’d never heard from her before, primal and desperate.

When they finally broke apart, Debbie’s chest was heaving, her lipstick smeared across her mouth. She looked dazed, intoxicated not by the alcohol but by Marcus’s presence.

“Look at your husband,” Marcus commanded, turning her to face me. “Look at how pathetic he looks watching another man touch his wife.”

Debbie’s eyes found mine, and I saw something new in them—a mixture of excitement and pity that made my cock throb painfully. “He does look pathetic,” she whispered, her voice huskier than I’d ever heard it.

“Tell him what you’re about to do,” Marcus said, his hands working the zipper at the back of her dress.

Debbie kept her eyes locked on mine as she said, “I’m about to fuck a real man, Evan. With a real cock. A big black cock that’s going to stretch me wider than you ever could.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat had closed up completely as I watched Marcus’s large hands slide the zipper of my wife’s dress all the way down, revealing the new lingerie she’d bought especially for this occasion. Black lace hugged her curves, the bra pushing her breasts up and together in a way that made them look fuller than I’d ever seen them. The matching thong disappeared between her round cheeks, leaving her ass almost completely exposed.

“Look at what your wife’s been hiding under that dress,” Marcus growled, his eyes meeting mine over Debbie’s shoulder. “Bought special for me, didn’t you, baby girl?”

“Yes,” Debbie whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Yes, what?” Marcus prompted, his hand sliding down to cup her ass possessively.

“Yes... I bought it for you,” she admitted, louder this time. “I wanted to look good for you.”

Marcus turned her around, examining her like merchandise. His massive hands looked even larger against her pale skin as he traced the outline of her bra. “Pretty little white girl,” he commented, and I felt my cock twitch at his casual description. “Turn around, show your husband what a real man gets to enjoy tonight.”

Debbie turned slowly, modeling the lingerie for me, and I felt my heart hammering against my ribs. The black lace barely contained her curves, and the way she moved—with a newfound confidence I’d never seen before—made it clear that she was enjoying this power shift.

“Tell him how wet you are already,” Marcus commanded, his voice low and authoritative.

Debbie’s eyes locked with mine, a flush spreading across her chest. “I’m soaked, Evan. Just from his kiss. Just from his hands on me.”

Marcus chuckled, a deep rumbling sound that seemed to vibrate through the room. “Let’s check, shall we?” Without warning, he slid his large hand between my wife’s thighs, and I watched her gasp, her knees buckling slightly.

“Fuck,” he growled, “she’s dripping. Your wife’s pussy is absolutely drenched, and I haven’t even taken my clothes off yet.” He withdrew his hand and brought his glistening fingers to my wife’s lips. “Taste yourself.”

I watched in stunned arousal as Debbie obediently opened her mouth and eagerly licked his fingers clean, her eyes closing in ecstasy. When she opened them again, she looked directly at me with an expression I’d never seen before—a mixture of lust and triumph that made me feel simultaneously aroused and diminished.

“Stand up,” Marcus commanded her, and Debbie obeyed instantly. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard and straining. “Beautiful,” he murmured, cupping them in his large hands. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale breasts was even more striking than I’d imagined in my fantasies.

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my erection painfully confined in my pants. Marcus noticed and smirked.

“You can take it out,” he said to me, his tone casual yet commanding. “That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it? To jerk your little white dick while a real man fucks your wife?”

My face burned with humiliation, but my hands moved to my zipper of their own accord. I freed my cock, already leaking precum, and wrapped my hand around it.

“Fuck,” I whispered. Debbie looked at me in a way that made me want to die but turned me on unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

And then she started laughing softly.

Her soft laughter cut through me like a knife, but my cock only grew harder. I’d never seen this side of Debbie before—confident, almost cruel.

“Look at him,” she said to Marcus, her voice taking on a mocking tone I’d never heard from her. “He’s so excited to be humiliated.”

Marcus’s hand slid down her bare back, possessively gripping her ass as he turned to look at me. “Your wife’s about to learn what she’s been missing all these years. You ready for that, little man?”

I nodded frantically, unable to form words. My hand moved slowly on my cock, trying to prolong the experience.

“Take those panties off,” Marcus commanded Debbie, and I watched in awe as my wife—my normally reserved, proper wife—hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her thong and slowly slid it down her thighs. When she straightened up again, she was completely naked before us both.

“Beautiful,” Marcus murmured, running his large hands over her body. “Now, why don’t you help me out of these clothes?

Debbie moved toward Marcus with newfound confidence, her fingers working at his tie with surprising dexterity. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me—my wife, completely naked, undressing another man while I sat stroking myself in the corner.

“You like what you see, Evan?” Marcus called over to me, his voice dripping with condescension. “Your wife’s hands look pretty eager to get at what’s underneath.”

I nodded wordlessly, my throat too dry to speak. Debbie had already removed his tie and was unbuttoning his shirt, revealing more of his muscular chest with each button. When she finally pushed the shirt from his shoulders, I gasped audibly. His torso was like something carved from obsidian—perfectly defined abs, broad chest, and powerful shoulders that made me suddenly conscious of my own softness.

“Oh my God,” Debbie whispered, her hands running over his chest with undisguised awe.

“That’s right, baby girl,” Marcus said, his voice deep and commanding.

She moved to his belt next, and I found myself holding my breath as she unbuckled it.

The sound of Debbie’s fingers working at Marcus’s belt buckle filled the room. My heart hammered in my chest as she slowly pulled the leather through the loops, her eyes fixed on the growing bulge beneath his pants. I couldn’t look away—couldn’t even blink—as my wife dropped to her knees in front of him.

“That’s it,” Marcus purred, his hand resting on top of her head. “Show your husband where you belong.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as Debbie unzipped his pants with trembling fingers. When she pulled them down along with his boxer briefs, both of us gasped audibly. His cock sprang free, hanging heavy and impossibly thick between his legs. It was bigger than I’d imagined—than either of us had imagined—at least twice my size in both length and girth, with prominent veins running along its dark shaft.

“Oh my God,” Debbie whispered, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and fascination.

Marcus chuckled, the sound deep and confident. “That’s the reaction I usually get from married white girls like you.” He wrapped his hand around the base, angling it toward Debbie’s face. “This is what a real man looks like. Not that little white thing your husband’s playing with.”

I couldn’t breathe as I watched my wife’s face inches from another man’s massive cock. The reality of what was happening hit me like a physical blow - this wasn’t just dirty talk in our bedroom anymore. This was Marcus, in the flesh, towering over my naked wife as she knelt before him.

“Go ahead,” Marcus commanded, his voice deepening with authority. “Show your husband how much you want it.”

Debbie glanced back at me, and something in her expression shifted. The last traces of the hesitant, uncertain woman from the bar vanished completely. In her place was someone new—someone hungry, primal, uninhibited.

“Watch me, Evan,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “Watch me worship a real man’s cock.”
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Without another moment’s hesitation, she leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft, from base to tip. Marcus groaned, his hand tightening in her hair.

“That’s it, good girl. Get it nice and wet. You’re gonna need it.”

My hand moved faster on my own cock as I watched my wife take another man’s massive shaft in her mouth. The sight was both devastating and electrifying. Debbie struggled to stretch her lips around his girth, managing only the head at first while her small hand wrapped around his thick base.

“That’s right,” Marcus growled, guiding her head with his large hand tangled in her blonde hair. “Show your pathetic husband what you’ve been missing all these years.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Debbie moaned around his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with an enthusiasm I’d never seen before. The wet, obscene sounds of her slurping filled the room.

“Look at me,” Marcus commanded, but he wasn’t talking to Debbie. His dark eyes locked with mine as my wife serviced him. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To see your pretty white wife choking on big black cock?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice barely audible as I stroked myself faster.

Marcus pulled Debbie off his cock, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening head. “Tell your husband how it tastes,” he said.

Debbie looked up from her position on her knees, her lips wet and swollen. Her eyes met mine as Marcus’s massive cock rested against her cheek, the contrast between his dark shaft and her pale skin making my heart pound even harder.

“It’s... incredible,” she breathed, her voice husky with desire. “So much bigger than yours, Evan. So much more... powerful.” She ran her tongue along the side of his shaft again, maintaining eye contact with me. “I can taste how superior he is.”

I couldn’t speak. My hand moved frantically on my cock as I watched my wife transform before my eyes. This wasn’t the same woman I’d been married to for fifteen years. This was someone new—someone unleashed.

Marcus pulled her to her feet and guided her toward the bed. “On your back,” he commanded, and Debbie obeyed instantly, spreading herself open without being told. Her pussy glistened in the dim hotel lighting, wetter than I’d ever seen it.

“Look at your wife,” Marcus said to me, positioning himself between her thighs. “About to get fucked by a real man for the first time in her life.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Marcus positioned himself at my wife’s entrance, his massive cock looking impossibly large against her glistening folds. He rubbed the head up and down her slit, coating himself in her wetness while she whimpered beneath him.

“You ready for this, baby girl?” he asked, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the room.

“God yes,” Debbie moaned, her hips bucking upward. “Please... I need it.”

“Tell your husband what you need,” Marcus commanded, still teasing her entrance.

Debbie turned her head toward me, her eyes glazed with lust. “I need his cock, Evan. I need to feel what a real man feels like inside me.”

My hand froze on my shaft. This was it—the moment I’d fantasized about for years was actually happening.

“Happy birthday, little man,” Marcus taunted with a smirk before driving forward in one powerful thrust.

Debbie’s scream echoed through the hotel room—not a scream of pain, but of shocked pleasure. Her back arched off the bed, her fingers clawing at the sheets as Marcus buried himself to the hilt inside my wife. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth frozen in a silent scream as her body adjusted to his size.

“Fuck,” Marcus growled, his massive hands gripping her hips. “Your wife’s pussy is so tight, Evan. When’s the last time you actually filled her up?”

I couldn’t answer. I was transfixed by the sight of his thick shaft disappearing into my wife, stretching her in ways I never could. The contrast of his dark skin against her paleness was even more striking than I’d imagined in my countless fantasies.

“Oh my GOD!” Debbie cried out as Marcus began to move. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him deeper. “It’s so... fucking... big!”

“That’s right,” Marcus grunted, establishing a rhythm that had the headboard slamming against the wall. “Tell your husband what you’re feeling.”

Debbie’s head turned toward me, her eyes unfocused, drunk with pleasure. “I can feel him... everywhere, Evan. Places you’ve never... oh fuck... never reached before.”

My cock throbbed painfully in my hand as I watched Marcus pound into my wife with savage intensity. Each thrust made her breasts bounce violently, her face contorted in ecstasy I’d never witnessed before.

“Look at your wife taking this black cock,” Marcus growled, his hands gripping her hips so hard I could see his fingerprints marking her pale skin. “This is what she’s needed all along.”

Debbie’s eyes rolled back, completely lost in pleasure. “So fucking big... oh my God... so deep!”

“Tell your husband how it feels,” Marcus commanded, slowing his thrusts to deliberate, powerful strokes that made Debbie gasp each time he bottomed out inside her.

“It’s... it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before,” she moaned, her eyes finding mine with a mixture of pity and triumph. “He’s so much bigger than you, Evan. So much better.”

My humiliation was complete, but my arousal was undeniable. I stroked myself faster as I watched my wife being taken in ways I could never manage.

“Happy birthday, baby,” Debbie taunted between moans, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

The words hit me like a physical blow, sending me into a spiral of humiliation and arousal unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My wife—my Debbie—was taunting me while another man fucked her senseless.

“Look at him,” Marcus laughed, his rhythm never faltering as he continued to pound into my wife. “Jerking his little dick while I rearrange your insides.”

I couldn’t stop stroking myself. The sight before me was too intoxicating—Debbie’s legs spread wide, her back arching with each powerful thrust, her face contorted in pleasure I’d never been able to give her.

“Oh my God,” Debbie moaned, her hands reaching up to grip Marcus’s powerful shoulders. “It’s so fucking deep! I never knew... I never knew it could feel like this!”

Marcus suddenly flipped her over onto her hands and knees without withdrawing, his massive hands positioning her like she weighed nothing. From this new angle, I could see everything—his thick shaft glistening with my wife’s juices as it plunged in and out of her, her pussy stretched obscenely around his girth.

“Come closer,” Marcus commanded me, I stood up on shaky legs, moving closer to the bed as commanded. My heart hammered in my chest, a mixture of humiliation and arousal making me lightheaded.

“That’s it,” Marcus said, never breaking his rhythm as he continued to pound into Debbie from behind. “I want you to see exactly what your wife’s been missing.”

From this new vantage point, I could see everything in excruciating detail—the way Debbie’s pussy stretched around his massive girth, the way her juices coated his shaft, the way her face contorted in pleasure with each thrust.

“Look at how wet she is for me,” Marcus taunted, reaching beneath Debbie to rub her clit. She immediately cried out, her whole body shaking. “Your wife’s about to cum on my cock, Evan. Something she probably fakes with you.”

“I don’t—“ Debbie started to say, but Marcus thrust particularly deep, cutting off her words with a strangled cry of pleasure.

“Don’t lie to him now,” Marcus chuckled, his hand tangled in her hair as he pulled her head back. “This is about truth tonight. Tell your husband how many times you’ve faked it with him.”

I stood there, frozen, my hand still wrapped around my throbbing cock as Marcus continued to thrust into my wife. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, punctuated by Debbie’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Tell him,” Marcus commanded again, his voice leaving no room for disobedience.

Debbie’s eyes found mine, glazed with pleasure but with a hint of guilt that made my stomach clench. “Most... of the time,” she admitted between gasps. “I’ve been faking it... for years.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. All those nights I thought I’d satisfied her, all those times I thought I’d made her come undone... lies. Yet somehow, the humiliation only made me harder.

“You hear that?” Marcus taunted, never slowing his relentless pace. “Your wife’s been lying to you every time she pretended to cum on that little white dick.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even think. I was trapped in a vortex of humiliation and arousal so intense it felt like I might pass out.

“But she’s not faking this,” Marcus continued, punctuating his words with a particularly deep thrust that made Debbie cry out. “Look at her face, Evan. This is what real pleasure looks like.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Debbie’s face. Her eyes were rolled back, mouth hanging open in a silent scream as waves of pleasure visibly coursed through her body. I’d never seen her like this—completely abandoned, primal, lost in sensation.

“Oh my GOD!” she suddenly screamed, her whole body tensing. “I’m cumming! Fuck, I’m CUMMING!”

Marcus maintained his relentless pace, his massive hands gripping her hips as he drove into her. “That’s it, baby girl. Cum on this big black cock while your husband watches.”

I watched in awe as my wife experienced what was clearly the most powerful orgasm of her life. Her body convulsed violently, her fingers clawing at the sheets, incoherent sounds escaping her throat. This wasn’t the gentle shuddering I was used to—this was a full-body experience that seemed to consume her entirely.

“Tell him,” Marcus commanded, his pace never faltering. “Tell your husband what you’re experiencing.”

“It’s... it’s...” Debbie struggled to form words, her body still quaking from her orgasm. “I’ve never felt anything like that before, Evan. Never. Not once with you.”

The admission should have crushed me, but instead, my cock throbbed painfully in my hand. I was close—so close—just from watching this display of dominance and submission.

“Tell him how it feels,” Marcus commanded, his voice hard as steel.

Something shifted in Debbie’s eyes then—a transformation so sudden and complete it made my breath catch. The submissive woman who had been taking Marcus’s pounding was gone. She pushed back against him forcefully, taking control of the rhythm.

“Stop telling me what to do,” she growled, shocking both of us. “It’s my turn now.”

In one fluid motion, she spun around and shoved Marcus onto his back. He fell against the mattress with a surprised grunt as Debbie straddled him, grabbing his massive cock and positioning it at her entrance.

“I’ve had enough of men telling me what to do,” she hissed, sinking down on him in one fluid motion that made them both gasp. “Now I’m going to use this big black cock exactly how I want.”

I stood there paralyzed, my hand frozen mid-stroke as my wife transformed before my eyes. She planted her palms on Marcus’s chest, her nails digging into his dark skin as she began to ride him with savage intensity.

“Look at me, Evan,” she commanded, her voice dripping with newfound authority. “Watch me take what I need.”

I couldn’t look away as my wife—my sweet, reserved Debbie—rode Marcus with a ferocity I’d never witnessed. Her hips slammed down against him, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she used his massive cock for her own pleasure.

“See what I’ve been missing all these years?” she taunted, locking eyes with me. “This is what a real cock feels like. This is what I’ve needed.”

My hand moved mechanically on my shaft as I watched my wife’s transformation. She wasn’t the passive recipient of pleasure anymore—she was taking it, demanding it, her body glistening with sweat as she bounced on Marcus’s enormous cock.

“Look at how pathetic you are,” she said, her eyes never leaving mine. “Standing there with your little white dick in your hand while I fuck a real man.”

My mouth hung open as I watched Debbie transform into someone I barely recognized. She was magnificent in her newfound dominance—her body glistening with sweat, her blonde hair wild around her shoulders as she rode Marcus with abandon.

“You like what you see?” she asked, her voice husky and commanding. “This is what happens when a real man fucks your wife. This is what I’ve needed all along.”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. My hand moved mechanically on my cock as I watched my wife claim her pleasure with a ferocity I’d never witnessed.

“Look at him,” Debbie said to Marcus, though her eyes never left mine. “Look how small he is compared to you. I can barely even feel him when he’s inside me.”

Marcus chuckled, his large hands gripping her hips as she rode him. “White boys never measure up. That’s why their women always come looking for men like me.”

“God, yes,” Debbie moaned, increasing her pace. “I should have done this years ago. All those nights I lay there unsatisfied...”

Her words cut through me like a knife, but my cock only throbbed harder in response.

“Every night I’ve faked it with you,” Debbie continued, her hips working in a frenzy, her voice rising with each word. “Every. Single. Night.”

I stood there, cock in hand, utterly transfixed by my wife’s transformation. She was glorious in her abandon—a goddess of pleasure I’d never truly known until this moment.

“Look at him,” she said to Marcus, though her eyes stayed locked on mine. “Pathetic little white boy with his pathetic little white dick. He wanted this so badly, and now he can’t handle seeing what a real man does to me.”

“White boys never can,” Marcus chuckled, his massive hands gripping her waist as she bounced on him. “They talk big game until they see their women coming apart on black cock.”

Debbie’s laugh was cruel and intoxicating. “God, you’re so much bigger than him. So much better.” She leaned forward, her breasts swaying hypnotically as she rode him harder. “How does it feel, Evan? Watching a real man fuck your wife? Knowing you’ll never satisfy me like this?”

I couldn’t answer. My throat had closed up completely as I watched my wife transform into a sexual goddess right before my eyes. She was magnificent, wild in a way I’d never seen her before—her body glistening with sweat, her face a mask of pure ecstasy as she rode Marcus with primal abandon.

“What’s wrong, baby?” Debbie taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. “Cat got your tongue? Or are you finally seeing what a real woman needs?”

She leaned back, changing her angle on Marcus’s massive cock, and let out a guttural moan that sent shivers down my spine. Her hands reached behind to brace against his muscular thighs as she ground herself against him in circular motions.

“Oh my GOD!” she cried out. “It’s so fucking deep! I can feel you in my stomach!”

Marcus grinned up at her, his white teeth flashing against his dark skin. “That’s it, baby girl. Take what you need.”

But Debbie wasn’t listening to him anymore. Her eyes were locked on me, filled with a mixture of triumph and pity that made my cock throb painfully in my hand.

I felt my face burning with humiliation, but my cock only throbbed harder. I couldn’t look away as my wife continued riding Marcus with wild abandon, her body glistening with sweat, her hair whipping around as she moved.

“Tell him, Evan,” she commanded, her eyes boring into mine. “Tell Marcus how much smaller you are than him.”

“I’m... I’m much smaller,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

“Louder!” Debbie demanded, slamming herself down on Marcus’s massive shaft with renewed vigor.

“I’m much smaller than you!” I shouted, my hand moving frantically on my cock. The humiliation was overwhelming, but so was my arousal.

Debbie laughed, the sound cruel and intoxicating. “That’s right. Your pathetic white dick could never fill me up like this big black cock.” She leaned forward, her movements becoming more frenzied.

Marcus grunted.

“Speaking of getting filled up, I’m about to nut…where do you want it, Debbie?”

Debbie’s eyes flashed with a wild, primal hunger as she looked down at Marcus. “Inside me,” she commanded, not asked. “Fill my married white pussy with your superior black seed. I want my husband to see every drop.”

I felt my knees weaken as I watched my wife take complete control. This wasn’t the Debbie I knew—this was a sexual goddess unleashed, demanding what she wanted without hesitation.

“Oh fuck yes,” Marcus groaned, his massive hands gripping her hips as she slammed herself down on him with renewed vigor.

“Watch, Evan,” Debbie ordered, her eyes locking with mine. “Watch a real man fill your wife with his cum. Something your little white dick could never do properly.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe. My hand moved frantically on my cock as I watched my wife claim her pleasure with a dominance I’d never witnessed before.

“That’s it,” she hissed at Marcus, her movements becoming more frenzied. “Give me that black seed. Breed me while my pathetic husband watches.”

Marcus’s face contorted, his powerful body tensing beneath her as he approached his climax. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum deep inside your wife’s pussy,” Marcus growled, his powerful body tensing beneath Debbie.

“Do it!” Debbie demanded, grinding her hips forcefully against him. “Fill me up with your superior black seed while my pathetic husband watches!”

I couldn’t breathe as I witnessed my wife’s complete transformation. Her eyes locked with mine as Marcus erupted inside her, his massive hands gripping her hips so hard they left marks on her pale skin. Debbie threw her head back, a primal scream tearing from her throat as she came simultaneously with him.

“Oh my GOD!” she wailed, her body convulsing violently. “I can feel it... so much... so fucking deep!”

I stroked myself frantically as I watched another man flooding my wife’s womb with his seed. The sight was both devastating and the most arousing thing I’d ever witnessed. My legs trembled beneath me as Debbie continued to milk Marcus’s massive cock, grinding herself against him to extract every last drop.

When their mutual orgasm finally subsided, Debbie collapsed forward onto Marcus’s chest, both of them panting heavily. I stood there awkwardly, still painfully hard, watching my wife cuddle with another man after he’d just filled her with his seed.

After a few moments, Debbie stirred. She pushed herself up, her palms flat against Marcus’s muscular chest, and looked over her shoulder at me. Her expression had changed completely—gone was the uncertain woman from earlier in the evening. In her place was someone new, someone confident and commanding.

“Come here, birthday boy,” she ordered, her voice husky but firm.

I approached the bed on shaky legs, my erection still bobbing embarrassingly in front of me. Debbie slowly lifted herself off Marcus’s softening cock, and I watched in fascination as a thick rivulet of white cream began to drip from between her legs.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

Without thinking, I dropped to my knees beside the bed. Debbie turned and positioned herself at the edge, her legs dangling off the side. With deliberate slowness, she spread her thighs wide, revealing her glistening pussy, stretched and swollen from Marcus’s massive cock.

“Sorry honey,” she purred, her voice dripping with condescension. “I didn’t get you a birthday cake, but I did get you a creampie...”

My cock throbbed painfully as I stared at the thick white cum leaking from my wife’s well-used pussy. The contrast of Marcus’s seed against Debbie’s pink folds was hypnotic.

“Well?” she demanded, reaching down to spread her lips wider. “Aren’t you going to thank me for your present?”

I hesitated for just a moment, overwhelmed by what was happening. This wasn’t the shy, reserved Debbie I’d married. This was someone new—someone powerful who knew exactly what she wanted.

“I’m waiting,” she said, her tone leaving no room for disobedience. “Show me how grateful you are for letting you watch a real man fuck me.”

I leaned forward without another moment’s hesitation, my tongue extending toward the creamy mixture leaking from my wife’s swollen pussy. The first taste hit me like an electric shock—tangy, salty, primal—and I moaned involuntarily as I began to lap at her entrance.

“That’s it,” Debbie purred above me, her hand coming down to grip my hair tightly. “Clean up another man’s cum from your wife’s pussy like the pathetic little cuck you are.”

I whimpered against her flesh but didn’t stop. If anything, her cruel words only intensified my arousal as I hungrily devoured the mixture of her juices and Marcus’s seed.

“Look at him,” Debbie said, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she addressed Marcus. “My husband’s eating your cum out of me like it’s his favorite dessert.”

Marcus’s deep laugh rumbled from the bed.

My face burned with humiliation, but my cock throbbed painfully between my legs. I couldn’t denymy cock throbbed painfully between my legs. I couldn’t deny the overwhelming arousal I felt as I continued to lap eagerly at Debbie’s well-used pussy, savoring the taboo mixture that filled my mouth.

As I finished cleaning every last drop, Debbie’s grip on my hair tightened painfully. She pulled my head back, forcing me to look up at her transformed face—flushed with pleasure, eyes gleaming with newfound power. “Happy birthday, Evan,” she whispered, her voice both tender and mocking. “I hope you enjoyed your present…”

Debbie got down on her knees and squeezed her tits together.

“Now be a good boy, and cum for me. Cover my tits, Evan…”

I groaned, my hand moving frantically on my shaft as I stared at my wife on her knees before me, her breasts pushed together, waiting for my release. The sight of her - flushed, satisfied, and commanding - after being thoroughly fucked by another man was too much to bear.

“That’s it,” Debbie urged, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Show me how much you enjoyed watching me get fucked by a real man.”

Marcus lounged on the bed behind her, his impressive body on full display, watching with amusement as I approached my climax. The contrast between his powerful physique and my average frame only heightened my arousal and humiliation.

“I can’t... I’m going to...” I gasped, feeling the pressure building to an unbearable level.

“Do it,” Debbie commanded. “Mark what’s still yours, even if you can’t satisfy it.”

That pushed me over the edge. With a strangled cry, I erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum across my wife’s perfect breasts. She maintained eye contact the entire time, a knowing smirk playing at her lips as she watched me experience the most intense orgasm of my life.


Chapter 8

As I watched Debbie rub my seed into her skin, a strange emptiness settled in my chest. The room felt different now—charged with something that hadn’t been there before. The fantasy I’d harbored for years had come true in ways more intense than I could have imagined, but as the post-orgasmic clarity washed over me, I found myself wondering if I’d made a terrible mistake.

Marcus excused himself to the bathroom, and Debbie stood up, stretching like a satisfied cat. There was something different about her posture, her expression—a confidence I’d never seen before.

“Well,” she said, her voice still husky from screaming, “that was... educational.”

I tried to laugh but it came out hollow. “Yeah, I guess it was.”

She looked at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I lied, pulling on my clothes with trembling hands. “That was... everything I wanted.”

“Was it?” she asked, studying my face. “Because you look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Before I could answer, Marcus emerged from the bathroom, fully dressed and looking impeccably put together. He nodded at us both with a satisfied smile.

“That was fun,” he said casually, as if we’d just finished dinner rather than the most intense sexual experience of my life. “You two have my number. Let me know if you want to do this again sometime.”

I stood frozen, watching as he leaned down and kissed Debbie deeply. She melted into him, her hand running up his powerful arm as she returned his kiss with enthusiasm.

“I definitely will,” she whispered against his lips, loud enough for me to hear.

After Marcus left, Debbie and I cleaned up in silence. The air between us felt charged, different. I couldn’t stop replaying everything in my mind—the sounds she made, the things she said, the way she looked at him. At me.

“So,” she finally said, sitting on the edge of the bed in her robe. “Was it everything you hoped for?”

I hesitated, unsure how to articulate the storm of emotions inside me. “It was... intense. More than I expected.”

Debbie studied my face, her expression softening slightly. “Are you okay? Really okay?”

“I think so,” I said, though I wasn’t. “I’m not sure,” I admitted finally, looking down at my hands. “It was incredible in the moment, but now I feel... I don’t know. Different.”

Debbie moved closer, wrapping her arms around me from behind. Her body felt familiar yet somehow changed against mine. “I think that’s normal. It’s a lot to process.”

I turned to face her, searching her eyes for some reassurance. “What about you? How do you feel?”

Something flickered across her face—a momentary hesitation before she composed her expression into one of concern. “I’m worried about you, honestly. I want to make sure this didn’t hurt us.”

But there was something else there, something beneath the surface that made my stomach tighten. I’d never been particularly good at reading people, but fifteen years of marriage had taught me Debbie’s tells.

“And?” I prompted, watching her carefully.

She bit her lip, looking away briefly before meeting my eyes again. “And... it was incredible. I’ve never felt anything like that before.” Her voice dropped lower. “I’ve never been fucked like that before.”

The words stung even as they sent a renewed twinge of arousal through me. It was what I’d wanted, what I’d fantasized about for years. But hearing her say it out loud, after it had actually happened, hit differently.

“You said you were worried about us,” I managed, my voice strained. “Are you?”

Debbie hesitated, her fingers playing with the belt of her robe. “I’m worried about you,” she clarified. “About whether you can handle this.”

“And if I can’t?” The question escaped before I could stop it.

Something shifted in her expression—a hardening around the eyes, a subtle straightening of her posture. “I hope that’s not the case,” she said carefully. “Because I don’t think I can go back to how things were before.”

My stomach dropped. “What do you mean?”

“Evan,” she said, taking my hands in hers, “you’ve opened a door I didn’t know existed. I’ve discovered something about myself tonight.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’ve never felt so... complete. So satisfied.”

I swallowed hard, trying to process what she was saying. “So you want to see him again?”

“Not just him,” she whispered, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “I want to explore this further. With different men. Bigger men.” She stroked my cheek with feigned tenderness. “Are you going to be okay with that, baby? Because I need to know now.”

I felt my world spinning as I stared into her eyes. There was concern there, yes, but something else too—calculation. She was already planning her next encounter, her next bull, while pretending to worry about my feelings. I realized with startling clarity that her question wasn’t really a question at all. It was a courtesy notification dressed as concern. The Debbie I’d known for fifteen years was gone, transformed in a single night by Marcus’s massive cock and the power she’d discovered. And while part of me was devastated, my treacherous cock twitched at the thought of watching her transform again and again.

“I’ll be okay,” I whispered, surrendering completely to what we both knew was inevitable. Debbie smiled—not the warm smile of my wife, but the satisfied smirk of a woman who’d gotten exactly what she wanted. She kissed me softly on the lips, a gesture that felt more like sealing of possession. She leaned in, her lips against my ear.

“Happy birthday baby, I’m glad I could give you exactly what you wanted…” she whispered, nibbling at my ear.

After that, there was no going back. I got my birthday gift and my wife picked up an incurable addiction to BBC. Our lives haven’t been the same since.

THE END


Book 2 - Deep Tissue Massage

Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned.

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

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

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

“That was...” she started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lauren tilted her head, considering my words.

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

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

“That stuff really turns you on?”

“It does,” I whispered.

Lauren bit her bottom lip.

“Ok…” she said and let it hand there.

“Ok what?” I asked.

“Ok…let’s try it…” she said.

My heart skipped a beat.

“Really?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.


Chapter 2

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

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

Then I had an epiphany.

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

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

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

And that’s when it hit me.

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing to it.

Nothing at all.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Perfect!”

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed hard simply said: “Surprise…”

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

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

Definitely excitement.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

She looked at me and smirked.

Desmond hesitated.

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

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

She looked down at Desmond’s hands.

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

Then she laid down on her stomach at his feet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

It hung thick and heavy between his legs, already semi-hard and still growing. Even in this state, it was easily twice my size both in length and girth. My stomach tightened with a mixture of inadequacy and intense arousal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped and nodded.

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

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

“Go slow at first,” Lauren instructed, glancing back at him over her shoulder. “I’ve never had anything that big before.”

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

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


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 8

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you see this, Daniel?” Lauren gasped, her eyes finding mine again. “Do you see how fucking deep he is? I can feel him in my stomach.” She placed her hand on her lower abdomen, pressing down slightly. “Oh my God, I can actually feel him here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded weakly.

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


Chapter 9

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

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

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

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

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

“Do it, Desmond,” she moaned, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Cum inside me. Let my husband see you claim his wife.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t look away. The sight of my wife’s intimate area, red and swollen from Desmond’s massive cock, leaking another man’s seed, was both devastating and arousing. I felt hollow and full at the same time, my emotions a tangled mess I couldn’t begin to unravel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 10

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END


Book 3 - Banged at the Beach Bar

Chapter 1

The tropical night was a warm, wet mouth against Megan’s skin. She leaned on the railing of the beach bar, the condensation from her mojito slick in her palm. Under her tank top and jeans, her bikini was still damp from the ocean, a secret second skin. She focused on the feeling—the cool fabric clinging to her hardening nipples, the humid press of the bottoms between her thighs.

David had been fantasizing about this moment for years. Ever since their honeymoon he’d whispered filthy BBC scenarios in her ear while he fucked her, sent her videos of snowbunnies getting stretched, begged her to finally let a well-hung black man ruin her married pussy. She’d always teased him, saying “maybe one day,” but never actually gone through with it.

Until tonight.

The drinks had been flowing since lunch. The vacation vibe, the heat, the constant teasing from her husband had finally worn down every last hesitation. When David leaned in, kissed her neck, and whispered “If the right guy shows up tonight, you have my full permission, baby,” before heading to the bathroom, something inside her finally clicked.

That’s when Xavier appeared.

He was massive — easily 6’4”, broad shoulders, deep ebony skin, and an unmistakable heavy bulge in his shorts. He stepped right into the space David had just left and looked her up and down like he already knew what was about to happen.

She couldn’t have put it into words, but a current passed between them, a silent agreement that pulled the air tight. The night had just begun, and its end was already written.

Megan’s fingers tightened around her glass as she met Xavier’s gaze. The bar’s ambient music seemed to fade into the background as his eyes traveled slowly down her body, lingering on the outline of her bikini visible through her thin tank top.

“Your husband just gave me the nod,” Xavier said, his voice a rich baritone that made her aware of her own pulse. “I think we both know what that means.”

She took a sip of her mojito, the mint and lime doing nothing to cool the heat rising in her cheeks. “I don’t think I know what you’re talking about.”

Xavier leaned closer, his cologne—something musky with hints of sandalwood—enveloping her. “Really? Because he just told me you’ve been waiting for this moment for years.”

Megan glanced toward the bathroom where David had disappeared. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she realized her husband had orchestrated this encounter.

“Mmm, maybe he has…but me? I don’t know…” she teased playfully, eyeing him up and down. And she was being truthful, to a point.

Cuckolding. David had whispered the word to her for years, a filthy promise she’d always dismissed as just a game. It made her wet, yes, but she never seriously thought ‘one day’ would come. Now, here it was, tall and undeniable, standing right in front of her. And ‘one day’ was looking better than she had ever let herself imagine.

“One day — I mean, Xavier,” she said, giggling at her slip up, “how about you buy a girl a drink first, show me what kind of game you got?”

Xavier’s mouth stretched into a wicked grin, his thumb pressing slow circles into his palm.

“Game?” Xavier chuckled, the sound rumbling from deep in his chest. “I’ve got plenty of that, but I think we both know this isn’t about games.”

He signaled the bartender with a subtle nod, his eyes locked on hers. “Let’s grab a seat.” He gestured to a pair of empty stools at the bar, and the way he looked at her made her feel naked already. As she settled onto the stool, she became acutely aware of how the damp bikini bottoms created a slick friction against her increasingly sensitive flesh.

“Two mojitos,” Xavier told the bartender, then turned back to Megan. “Though I’m guessing you’ve had enough drinks already to lower those inhibitions.”

The bartender returned quickly with their drinks. Xavier handed her the fresh mojito, his fingers deliberately brushing against hers. She felt the contact long after he'd pulled his hand away.

“So your husband,” Xavier said, leaning in so close she could feel his breath against her ear, “he tell you what he wants to watch?”

Megan’s throat went dry. She took a large sip of her drink, the alcohol burning pleasantly down to her stomach. “He... he likes to talk.”

“Talk?” Xavier raised an eyebrow, his eyes dancing with amusement. “That’s not what I heard.”

She glanced toward the bathroom again, wondering what was taking David so long. Had he planned this entire thing? Was he watching from somewhere, getting off on seeing her flirt with this stranger?

“And what did you hear?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Xavier’s hand moved to her thigh, his palm warm through the thin denim. “That you’ve been thinking about this for years. That you lie awake at night imagining exactly how I’d touch you.”

Megan felt heat flood her face. “That’s—“

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, his fingers tracing small circles on her thigh, inching higher. “I’ve been watching you all evening. You keep touching your ring, did you know that? Every time you think about leaving.”

“I’m not going to break,” she said, though the quaver in her voice betrayed her.

“No?” His hand moved higher, his thumb now brushing against the seam of her jeans where her legs met. “Then why are you trembling?”

Before she could answer, Xavier’s other hand reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering at her neck. The casual intimacy of the gesture made her breath catch.

“Your husband’s watching us from the corner,” Xavier whispered. “Don’t look. Just know he’s getting exactly what he wants right now.”

Megan’s mouth had gone dry, her skin tight and oversensitive, as if every nerve ending had risen to the surface. The knowledge that David was witnessing this exchange made her both mortified and incredibly aroused.

“Fuck,” she whispered… “I guess this is really happening, huh?”

Xavier’s smile widened as he nodded. “Oh, it’s happening. The question is just how far you’re willing to go.”

His hand slid higher up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her jeans. The pressure was firm, a silent promise. Megan’s breath caught as a fresh wave of dampness bloomed between her legs, her body betraying her conflicted mind.

“I should check on David,” she said, but made no move to leave the barstool.

“He’s fine,” Xavier assured her, his voice dropping to a seductive rumble. “He’s exactly where he wants to be. Watching his pretty wife get seduced.”

Megan took another sip of her drink, the ice clinking against the glass. The alcohol was definitely making this easier, lowering the walls she’d built around this fantasy. When she set the glass down, her hand wasn’t quite steady.

“Let me show you something,” Xavier said, nodding toward the beach. “There’s a private cabana just down the shore. We could talk there. More privately.”

Her eyes darted to where she’d last seen David. He was nowhere in sight, but she knew he was watching. The thought should have made her uncomfortable, but instead, it sent a rush of heat through her body.

“Don’t worry,” Xavier said, “if he sees us go down that path, he knows what to do.”

Megan bit her lip.

“Yeah, and what’s that?”

Xavier leaned in a whispered, “Follow us so he get cucked just how he wants. So he can watch his beautiful white wife take her first BBC.”

BBC. The term made her stomach clench and her thighs press together of their own accord.

The word echoed in Megan’s mind, making her thighs clench. Her mouth went dry. She met Xavier’s confident smile with one of her own, a silent acknowledgment that they had passed the point of no return.

“I think I need another drink,” she said, her voice barely audible over the bar’s music.

Xavier signaled the bartender again without taking his eyes off her. “Whatever the lady wants.”

As the bartender prepared another round, Megan glanced around the bar, trying to spot David. Her heart raced when she couldn’t find him. Was he hiding? Watching? Getting off on this? The thought made her nipples harden painfully against the damp bikini top.

When the drinks arrived, Xavier paid quickly and stood, offering his hand. “That cabana I mentioned isn’t going to find itself.”

Megan hesitated only briefly before placing her hand in his. His skin was warm, his grip firm as he helped her down from the barstool. She felt wobbly—from the drinks or the situation, she wasn’t sure.

The only thing she was sure of: it was really happening, she was going to do it.


Chapter 2

Watching them walk away down the beach, David’s world narrowed to the sight of Xavier’s hand resting possessively on the small of his wife’s back. He followed, the sand still warm beneath his feet. The moonlight cast a silvery glow on the water, the sound of waves providing the only soundtrack to their silent journey.

The gesture was possessive, territorial. David trailed behind them, his mouth dry, his stomach tight in a way that wasn't quite dread and wasn't quite want. His heart pounded against his ribs as he watched his wife walk hand in hand with the stranger toward the secluded cabana.

He kept his distance, a shadow tracking a more vital reality. The moonlight caught the sheen on Megan’s skin, making her look almost ethereal as she was led away toward the secluded cabana.

When they reached the cabana, Xavier pulled back the curtain and guided Megan inside. David ducked behind a palm tree, his breath coming in short gasps. The cabana wasn’t far from the main resort area, but far enough to offer privacy. Soft lantern light illuminated the space, casting shadows that danced with the breeze.

From his hiding spot, David could just make out Megan’s silhouette on the daybed. Xavier stood before her, his tall frame an infuriating eclipse. But then Xavier shifted, and David’s mouth went dry. He could see Xavier’s hands on Megan’s shoulders, pushing the straps of her tank top down. Things were escalating quickly…and exactly according to his plan.

“Jesus,” David whispered, his cock hardening painfully in his shorts. He’d fantasized about this moment for so long, but the reality of seeing it unfold before him was overwhelming. His heart hammered in his chest as he watched Xavier’s hands slide Megan’s tank top down, revealing the white bikini top beneath. The moonlight caught the glisten of her skin, still slightly damp from their earlier swim.

David shifted his position behind the palm tree, careful to remain hidden. The rough bark scratched against his back as he leaned closer, trying to hear what they were saying. The sound of the waves made it difficult, but he could make out the deep rumble of Xavier’s voice, though not the words.

Megan’s head tilted back, exposing her throat. David recognized that gesture—it was what she did when she was aroused. His cock strained against his shorts as he imagined what Xavier might be whispering to her.

“Fuck,” David breathed, his hand moving to adjust himself. He shouldn’t touch himself, not yet, but the temptation was a physical ache. The reality was so much more intense than the fantasy—the sight of his beautiful wife surrendering to another man, someone whose sheer presence made David feel small.

Xavier’s hands moved to Megan’s shoulders, his dark fingers contrasting sharply against her pale skin. David watched as Xavier pulled her to her feet, their bodies now just inches apart. Megan’s hands rested tentatively on Xavier’s chest, then grew bolder, sliding up to his shoulders.

David’s breath caught as he watched his wife’s hands explore the stranger’s body. This was the moment he’d fantasized about, yet seeing it unfold in reality made his chest feel hollow and too full at the same time. His cock throbbed painfully against his shorts as Xavier’s hands slid down to grip Megan’s waist.

The sound of the ocean seemed to fade as David focused entirely on the scene before him. Xavier leaned down, his face close to Megan’s, and David could see his wife’s eyes flutter closed. When their lips met, something primal and possessive stirred within him—a complex mix of arousal and jealousy that made his stomach clench.

Megan’s arms didn’t just wrap around Xavier’s neck; she hauled him down to her, demanding more. As the kiss deepened, David saw Xavier’s hands slide down to cup her ass through the denim. The sight of his wife being claimed so thoroughly should have angered him, but his cock only twitched in response.

“God, yes,” David whispered, his hand finally moving to his erection, unable to resist any longer. He palmed himself through his shorts, his eyes never leaving the cabana.

Inside the cabana, Megan broke the kiss, her breath ragged as she pulled away from Xavier’s lips. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes slightly unfocused from the alcohol and the rush of what was happening. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her tank top.

“I should take this off,” she said, her voice barely audible over the sound of the waves. “It’s still damp from earlier.”

Xavier watched her with hungry eyes as she pulled the white fabric over her head, revealing the skimpy bikini top beneath. The thin white material did little to hide her hardened nipples, which pressed against the wet fabric.

“Mmm, I do love a pair of white titties. Look at these little, pink nipples…” Xavier said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her chest.

Outside, David’s breath caught as he watched his wife remove her top. The sight of another man looking at her with such naked desire made his cock throb painfully in his shorts. He stroked himself through the fabric, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene.

“I think someone is watching us…” David heard Xavier whisper with a smile, his hand moving to cup her breast through the damp fabric.


Chapter 3

Megan’s eyes darted to where Xavier indicated, her breath catching at the sight of David’s silhouette. The knowledge that he was watching was a current running straight to her core. Her trembling wasn’t just nerves anymore; it was the hum of a wire pulled taut. She could feel his gaze from the shadows, and it made her stand taller.

“Should we invite him over for a closer look?” Xavier asked.

Megan’s heart raced as she considered the question. The thought of David watching them from closer, witnessing every touch and kiss, sent an unexpected thrill through her body. She’d never considered herself an exhibitionist, but the idea of performing for her husband while another man touched her made her skin flush hot.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered, the words tasting like a dare on her tongue. Her own voice surprised her. She glanced at David’s form in the shadows, then back at the solid warmth of Xavier beside her. “I want him to see.” The idea bloomed, hot and fast, a dizzying surge of power. For years, this had been David’s game, his words. Now, it was hers. “I want him to watch a real man take what he couldn’t.” The thought was intoxicating; it wasn’t just about giving David his fantasy, it was about claiming it for herself.

Each thought was a fresh pulse between her legs, a throb that demanded attention.

“Mmm, someone is excited,” Xavier whispered as he reached inside her shorts and ran a finger over her slickness.

Megan bit her lip, feeling the alcohol warm in her veins. “I like knowing he’s watching,” she admitted, her voice barely audible over the waves. “I like knowing this is turning him on.”

“Call him over,” Xavier said.

Megan’s heart pounded as she called out, “David! Come join us!”

David emerged from behind the palm tree, his expression a mixture of excitement and nervousness. His shorts did little to hide his arousal as he approached the cabana. The moonlight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the intensity in his eyes.

“I’ve been watching,” he admitted, his voice husky with desire. “This is... exactly what I wanted.”

Xavier’s hand remained on Megan’s waist as he turned to face David. “Your wife is quite the woman,” he said, his voice confident and commanding. “She’s been telling me how much she wants this.”

Megan felt a thrill run through her body at Xavier’s words. She hadn’t said exactly that, but she couldn’t deny the truth of it. Having both men’s attention fixed on her was a heady sensation, making the air in the cabana feel thick and her own skin prickle.

“Come closer,” Xavier instructed David. His hand slid from Megan’s waist to the top of her thigh, his grip possessive. “You’ll want a good view of this.”

David moved into the cabana, his eyes never leaving Megan’s body. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the way he devoured every detail of her exposed skin.

“Take off your shirt,” Megan said, surprising herself with the authority in her voice.

David complied immediately, pulling his shirt over his head. Megan watched him with new eyes, seeing him not just as her husband but as part of this scene they were creating together. The moonlight caught the slight sheen of sweat on his chest, and she noticed how his breathing had quickened.

“Come sit,” she said, patting the daybed beside her. “I want you to watch.”

David moved closer, his movements hesitant yet eager. He settled onto the daybed, close enough to touch her but maintaining a careful distance. His eyes darted between her face and Xavier’s imposing figure.

Xavier’s hand moved to the button of her jeans, his fingers working it open with practiced ease. “You don’t mind if I get your wife more comfortable, do you?” he asked David, though it wasn’t really a question.

“Go ahead,” David whispered, his voice tight with arousal.

Megan felt the zipper slide down, the cool night air kissing her exposed skin. Xavier’s hands slipped inside her jeans, pushing them down over her hips. She lifted herself slightly, allowing him to remove them completely. Now she wore only her bikini, the thin white fabric doing little to conceal her arousal.

“Fuck,” David breathed, his eyes fixed on the dark patch between her legs.

Xavier’s fingers traced the edge of her bikini bottoms, teasing the sensitive skin beneath. Megan’s breath hitched as she watched David watching her, his hand now openly palming himself through his shorts. The knowledge that her husband was getting off on this made her feel powerful in a way she’d never experienced before.

“Touch yourself,” she whispered to David, surprising herself with the command. “I want to see.”

David’s eyes widened slightly, but his hand moved with eager compliance. He unbuttoned his shorts and pulled himself free, his cock springing out, thick and rigid in the lantern light. The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching her with another man sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

Xavier’s fingers dipped beneath her bikini bottoms, finding her slick and ready. “She’s so wet,” he told David, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Been dreaming about this, haven’t you?”

Megan couldn’t deny it. Her body had been preparing for this moment since they’d arrived at the beach bar, perhaps longer. Years of David’s whispered fantasies had created a deep hunger she was finally ready to satisfy.

“Take it off,” Xavier instructed, tugging at her bikini bottoms.

She lifted her hips, allowing him to slide the wet fabric down her legs. The night air kissed her exposed flesh as the bikini came away. She lay before them, completely naked except for the damp bikini top that still clung to her breasts. The vulnerability was intoxicating, especially with David’s eyes drinking in every inch of her.

“Take that off too,” David said, his voice barely recognizable.

Megan reached behind her back and untied the strings of her bikini top. The fabric fell away, revealing her breasts to both men. The cool air hardened her nipples further, making them ache for contact.

Xavier’s hand moved to cup her breast, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale flesh. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her sensitive nipple.

David watched, his hand moving faster on his cock. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

Megan felt herself growing wetter at their attention, her body responding to the dual focus. She spread her legs slightly, an invitation that wasn’t lost on either man.

Xavier’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her spread before him. His hand moved from her breast, tracing a path down her stomach with deliberate slowness. Megan’s breath caught in her throat as his fingers approached the apex of her thighs.

“You’re dripping,” Xavier observed, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body. “Your husband’s fantasy is making you wetter than he ever could.”

Megan felt her cheeks flush with heat, but she couldn’t deny the truth of his words. The forbidden nature of this encounter, the knowledge that David was watching, touching himself while another man explored her body—it all combined to create an arousal more intense than anything she’d experienced before.

Xavier’s fingers parted her folds, exposing her completely to the warm night air. “Look at her,” he commanded David. “This is what you’ve been dreaming about.”

David’s hand moved faster on his cock, his eyes wide and hungry. “Fuck, yes,” he whispered, his voice strained. “This is perfect.”

Megan felt a strange power surge through her at their words. She was the center of their attention, the object of their desire. The sensation was intoxicating.

“Are you ready to stroke it for me baby while I put on a show for you?” she said to David, surprising herself.

David’s eyes widened at her words. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing growing ragged. “Yes,” he managed, his voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Megan turned to Xavier, emboldened by the alcohol and the power she felt. “I want you to touch me,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “I want to feel you.”

Xavier’s smile was predatory as he stepped back, giving her a better view of him. His hands moved to the waistband of his shorts, fingers hooking into the fabric. Megan’s breath caught as she watched, her eyes fixed on the movement.

“You want to see what I’m packing,” Xavier said, his voice a low rumble. “Don’t you?”

“Please,” Megan whispered, the word almost lost in the night air. “Show me that big, black cock.”

Xavier slowly pushed his shorts down, revealing his huge, dark cock. Megan’s mouth fell open at the sight. He was enormous, far larger than anything she’d experienced before. The moonlight cast shadows along his length, making him look almost unreal.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, unable to look away. The sight of him sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs.


Chapter 4

She’d never seen anything so intimidating, so magnificent in its size and darkness against her pale skin. Her mouth went dry as she stared, transfixed by the sheer scale of him.

“Jesus Christ,” David whispered, his hand stilling on his own cock. The size difference between them was staggering—Xavier’s cock was nearly twice as thick as David’s, and at least several inches longer. A sudden, sharp thought cut through the haze of lust: he was actually going to be inside her. All of him.

“You like what you see?” Xavier asked, stroking himself slowly. The motion made his cock look even more impressive.

Megan nodded, unable to form words. Her body was responding with an intensity that surprised her. She’d expected to feel nervous, perhaps even hesitant, but instead she felt only a deep, primal hunger.

“Come here,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Xavier moved closer, his massive cock now level with her face. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils, making her dizzy with desire. She reached out tentatively, her fingers trembling as they made contact with his heated skin.

“Fuck,” she breathed, feeling the hardness beneath her fingertips. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers barely meeting. The sheer girth was overwhelming, the heat radiating from him making her palm sweat.

David watched from the side, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and arousal. His hand had slowed on his cock, his attention completely captured by the sight before him.

“Look at you,” Xavier said, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Taking all of me in your little white hand.”

Megan’s fingers tightened around him, her palm sliding along his length. The sensation of his skin against hers made her breath catch, heat blooming up through her chest. She’d never touched anything so large, so powerful. The knowledge that this man was about to enter her body made her pussy clench with anticipation.

“I can’t believe how big you are,” she whispered, her voice filled with genuine wonder.

David’s breath came in short gasps as he watched his wife explore the stranger’s cock. “Fuck, baby,” he said, his voice strained. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

Megan glanced at her husband, seeing the naked desire in his eyes. The sight of him watching her, touching himself while she explored another man’s body, sent a surge of power through her. She felt beautiful, desired, in control.

“Tell me what you want to see,” she said to David, her voice stronger now. “Be specific.”

David nodded, his hand moving faster on his cock. “I want to see you take it,” David managed, his voice barely audible. “All of it.”

Megan felt a thrill run through her body at his words. She turned her attention back to Xavier’s massive cock, her fingers still wrapped around its impressive girth. The head was already glistening with pre-cum, and she couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel inside her.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Xavier asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body. “You look like you’re about to change your mind.”

The challenge in his words sent a jolt of electricity down her spine. She’d never been one to back down from a dare, and the way he was looking at her—like she was something to be conquered—only made her more determined.

“I can handle it,” she said, surprising herself with the confidence in her voice. “I want to feel you stretch me open.”

David’s breathing grew more ragged as he watched the exchange. “Fuck, baby, you’re so hot right now,” he whispered, his hand moving faster on his cock.

Megan felt a surge of power at his words. She was in control here, the center of attention, the object of desire for both men. The sensation was intoxicating, making her feel bold and reckless in a way she’d never experienced before.

“Are you ready to feel what a real man can do?” Xavier asked, his voice dropping to a seductive rumble.

Megan nodded, her throat suddenly dry. She glanced at David, seeing the hunger in his eyes, the way his hand moved frantically on his cock. The sight of his arousal only heightened her own desire.

“Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Xavier’s hands moved to her thighs, pushing them apart with firm pressure. The night air kissed her exposed flesh, making her shiver despite the tropical heat. His fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, moving closer to her center with agonizing slowness.

“So responsive,” he observed, his voice rich with satisfaction. “All this for him, or for me?”

Megan felt her cheeks flush. She couldn’t have answered even if she’d wanted to. The forbidden nature of it all—David watching, this stranger’s hands on her—had created an arousal so total it erased every other thought.

“Fuck her,” David whispered, his voice strained. “Please, fuck my wife.”

The desperation in her husband’s voice sent a fresh wave of wetness between Megan’s thighs. She’d never heard him sound like this before—raw, needy, completely at the mercy of his fantasy. The power she felt was intoxicating.

Xavier positioned himself between her legs, the massive head of his cock nudging at her entrance. Megan’s breath caught as she felt the pressure, the sheer size of him making her pussy clench with anticipation and fear.

“You’re going to feel every inch,” Xavier promised, his voice a deep rumble. “Your tight little pussy won’t know what hit it.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his eyes wide with wonder, his hand moving frantically on his cock. The sight of his arousal only heightened her own desire.

“This is what you wanted,” Xavier told David, not taking his eyes off Megan. “To see her stretched open for the first time.”

David’s breath came in short gasps as he nodded, unable to form words. His eyes were fixed on the place where Xavier’s massive cock pressed against his wife’s entrance.

Megan felt the head begin to push inside her, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced. The sensation was overwhelming—a mixture of pleasure and pressure that made her gasp.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her fingers digging into the daybed beneath her. The initial stretch was intense, her body fighting against the intrusion even as her arousal surged. Xavier moved slowly, giving her time to adjust, his eyes locked on hers with predatory intensity.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of controlling himself. “Taking me so well for a first-timer.”

David’s breathing had grown ragged, his hand moving in quick, desperate strokes. “Look at you,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe. “Taking that huge cock.”

Megan’s body trembled as Xavier pushed deeper. She’d never felt so full, so stretched—like something inside her was being rearranged, organs shifting to make room. The pressure sat right at the edge of too much, and yet her hips pressed back to meet him.

“More,” she heard herself say, surprising herself with her own eagerness. “I want all of it.”

Xavier’s lips curved into a satisfied smile as he pushed deeper, his massive cock inching further into her tight channel. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice a low rumble. “Take all this black dick.”

The word landed like a brand, searing through her. A hot pulse of wetness bloomed between her legs, sharp and undeniable. Her gaze snapped to David. He was a statue of pure hunger, his hand a frantic blur on his shaft as he watched her being taken. A fierce, predatory power surged through her, a feeling so new it was almost frightening.

“God, you’re so big,” she moaned, feeling Xavier push deeper. The stretch was becoming unbearable, but in the most delicious way. Her body trembled as she tried to accommodate him, her muscles clenching around his massive girth.

“Your husband’s cock never stretched you like this, did it?” Xavier asked, his voice a dark rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body.

Megan’s eyes met David’s, seeing his expression shift from arousal to something more complex. “No,” she admitted, surprising herself with the honesty of her answer. “Nothing like this.”

David’s hand stilled on his cock, his eyes widening at her words. Something flickered across his face—surprise, perhaps, or a deeper emotion she couldn’t quite read. But then he nodded, a slight movement that seemed to give her permission to continue.

“Tell me more,” Xavier encouraged, his hips moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her gasp. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

The words were a raw need, escaping her lips before she was even conscious of forming them.

“It’s all the way in my stomach…” she whispered.

“What is?” Xavier prodded, “What’s all the way in your stomach?”

“Your big black dick. Your big black fucking dick is all the way in my — oooohhh fuggggggggg….”

The words dissolved into a long, moaning wail as Xavier bottomed out inside her, his massive cock stretching her to her absolute limit. The sensation was overwhelming—a mixture of intense pleasure and burning stretch that made her vision blur at the edges.

“Fuck, you’re so deep,” she gasped, her fingers clawing at the daybed beneath her. Her body trembled as she tried to accommodate him, feeling every inch of his impressive length buried inside her.

Xavier’s hands gripped her hips, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Take all this black dick. Your tight little white pussy was made for this.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand moving frantically on his cock, his eyes wide with a mixture of arousal and something else she couldn’t quite name. The sight of him watching her take another man—a man so much larger than him—sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs.

“Tell him how it feels,” Xavier commanded, his hips beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her gasp. “Tell your husband what this big black cock is doing to you.”

Megan’s mind raced, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “It’s so much bigger than yours, so much fucking better than yours,” she gasped, the words spilling out unfiltered. “I feel so full... so stretched... I never knew it could feel like this.”

David’s face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure, his hand moving faster on his cock. The sight of his reaction sent a thrill through Megan’s body. She was doing this to him—giving him exactly what he’d fantasized about for years.

Xavier’s rhythm intensified, his massive cock hitting spots inside her that she didn’t know existed. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body, making her toes curl and her back arch.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, her fingers digging into Xavier’s muscular shoulders. “Harder. Give it to me harder.”

The demand hung in the air, torn from a part of herself she didn’t know existed. With David, she was a quiet partner. Here, watching him watch her, filled to the brink by this man, a raw, demanding creature had clawed its way to the surface. It was terrifying. It was exhilarating.

“Your wife loves black cock,” Xavier told David, his voice a dark rumble that vibrated through her body. “Can you see how much she loves it?”

David nodded, unable to form words. His hand moved frantically on his cock, his eyes never leaving the sight of his wife being filled by the massive black cock. The desperation in his movements told Megan everything she needed to know—this was exactly what he wanted, exactly what he’d fantasized about for years.

Xavier’s pace quickened, his massive cock stretching her with each powerful thrust. Megan’s moans grew louder, echoing off the cabana walls. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure blending together in a way that made her feel alive, powerful, completely free.

“Fuck,” Xavier gasped, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “I will never get enough of this pussy.”

Megan’s head fell back, her eyes rolling with pleasure. She’d never experienced anything like this—the fullness, the intensity, the raw power of being taken so completely. Her body responded with an eagerness that surprised her, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

“Tell me how it feels,” Xavier demanded, his voice a dark rumble. “Tell your husband what this big black cock is doing to you. Keep talking till you make me nut girl!”

Megan turned her head to look at David, seeing the mixture of emotions on his face—arousal, jealousy, fascination. The sight of his reaction sent a fresh wave of wetness trickling down her thighs.

The mention of Xavier cumming threatened to send her over the edge.

“Oh fuck yes,” she moaned, “give me that black nut daddy. I fucking want it!”

Xavier grabbed her hair and pulled firmly.

“Where do you want it?” he growled into her ear.

Megan’s mind went blank for a moment as Xavier’s grip tightened in her hair. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending shockwaves through her body. She’d never been spoken to like this, never been commanded so directly during sex. The raw power in his voice made her pussy clench around his massive cock.

“Inside me,” she gasped, surprising herself with the desperation in her voice. “Fill me up with your black cum. I want to feel it.”

Xavier’s rhythm intensified, his massive cock hitting her deepest spots with each powerful thrust. “You want this black seed inside you?” he growled, his voice a dark rumble against her ear. “Want me to breed this tight white pussy?”

The words landed somewhere low in her belly. Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand moving frantically on his cock, his mouth slightly open, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that told her he hadn’t expected her to go this far. The sight of his reaction only heightened her own pleasure.

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Xavier hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Breed me. Make me yours.”

David’s breathing grew more ragged, his hand moving faster on his cock. “Fuck, baby,” he whispered, his voice strained. “You’re so hot right now.”

Xavier quickened his pace, ready to explode. His muscles tensed, his breath hitched and began to unload inside her.

Megan could feel the heat of his release flooding inside her, the pulsing sensation of his cock as it emptied itself deep in her womb. The feeling was overwhelming, a primal satisfaction that made her whole body tremble. She’d never experienced anything like it—the sheer volume of his cum, the way it seemed to fill her completely.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her fingers digging into Xavier’s muscular shoulders. “That’s so much...”

Xavier’s body shuddered above her, his massive cock still twitching inside her as he emptied the last of his seed. His breath came in hot, ragged pants against her neck, his grip on her hips tight enough to leave bruises.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Your tight little white pussy took all of it.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand still moving frantically on his cock, his eyes wide with a mixture of arousal and something that looked almost like reverence. The sight of his reaction sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her body.

“Did you see that?” she asked David, her voice breathless and raw. “Did you see him fill me up?”

David nodded, unable to form words. His hand moved faster, his breathing growing more ragged. Megan watched as his body tensed, his release imminent.

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” she continued, her voice husky with satisfaction. “To watch another man fill me up?”

A low groan escaped David’s lips as his pace turned desperate. He was close, so close. She felt a surge of dominance, watching him lose control while she was still slick and full of another man’s seed.

“You like watching me take black cock?” she asked, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “Like seeing me stretched open by something so much bigger than you?”

David’s hand stilled, his eyes widening at her words. Something shifted in his expression—surprise, perhaps, or something deeper. But then his hand resumed its frantic pace, his body trembling with need.

“Yes,” he managed, his voice barely audible. “Fuck, yes.”

Xavier’s cock softened inside her, and she felt his cum begin to leak, a warm trickle that sent a shiver through her. When he withdrew, a strange emptiness replaced him, a void where his massive cock had been. His seed continued to spill from her, a warm, abundant reminder running down her inner thighs.

Xavier pulled out, towering over them for a moment. He gave David a slow, knowing nod, a silent dismissal. Then, without a word, he turned and vanished back up the path toward the bar, leaving the scent of his satisfaction in the air.

Megan looked back at David with a devilish smile.

“Come feel what he did to me baby…come take back what’s yours…”


Chapter 5

David moved toward her like a man hypnotized, his eyes never leaving the glistening trail of Xavier’s seed on her inner thighs. The sight of his wife filled with another man’s cum sent a primal thrill through him that he couldn’t explain.

“You’re still dripping,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. “He filled you up so much.”

Megan spread her legs wider, an invitation that made David’s cock twitch painfully. He’d been touching himself throughout their encounter, but had held back from climaxing, saving himself for this moment.

“Come taste what he left behind,” she said, her voice husky with newfound confidence. “That’s what you really want isn’t it? You dirty boy. Now’s your chance, come eat this hot black nut out of your wife’s sloppy pussy…”

David’s breath hitched. He’d whispered this part of the fantasy to her just once, years ago, drunk on wine and shame. That she’d remembered, that she was offering it to him now... It was more than he’d ever dared to hope for.

David dropped to his knees between her spread thighs, his heart hammering against his ribs. The sight of his wife, flushed and glistening with another man’s essence, made his mouth water with an anticipation he’d never felt before.

“You’re really going to let me?” he whispered, his voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Megan’s eyes darkened with something primal, something that made his cock twitch painfully. “I want you to,” she said, her voice husky. “I want you to taste what a real man feels like inside me.”

David’s hands trembled as they gripped her thighs, spreading them wider. The scent hit him first—musky, primal, unmistakably different from anything he’d experienced before. His tongue darted out, tentative at first, tasting the mixture of her arousal and Xavier’s release.

“Fuck,” he groaned, the flavor exploding across his tongue. It was saltier than he expected, thicker, more potent. He dove in deeper, lapping hungrily at the evidence of what had just happened.

Megan’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “That’s it,” she moaned, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. “Clean me up. Taste what he left behind.”

David lost himself, his tongue lapping eagerly at the evidence of another man’s possession. The taste was intoxicating—musk, salt, and a primal tang that made his own cock throb painfully against his stomach. This was it. This was the center of his world.

“God, you taste so good,” he groaned against her swollen flesh, his tongue delving deeper. “So fucking good.”

Megan’s fingers tightened in his hair, guiding him to where she wanted him most. Her hips moved in small circles, pressing herself against his eager mouth. The sight of her husband on his knees, cleaning up another man’s mess, sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

“Did you like watching me take his cock?” she asked, her voice breathless. “Did it turn you on to see him stretch me open?”

David nodded frantically, unable to form words with his mouth so occupied. The vibrations of his moans against her sensitive flesh made Megan’s toes curl.

“Tell me,” she demanded, tugging his hair to make him look up at her. “I want to hear you say it.”

David pulled back just enough to speak, his chin glistening with their combined fluids.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice raw with desire. “I loved watching him fuck you. I loved seeing you take something so much bigger than me.”

Megan felt a surge of power at his words, at the desperate hunger in his eyes. She’d never seen him like this before—so vulnerable, so completely at her mercy.

“And you like cleaning up after him?” she asked, her fingers still tangled in his hair. “Tasting what he left behind?”

David nodded frantically, his tongue darting out to lap at the mixture still leaking from her. “God, yes,” he groaned. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

A tremor went through Megan, but it wasn’t from Xavier’s lingering presence. It was her own. Watching David so devoted, so undone at her feet, she realized this was no longer his fantasy. It was hers now. She was in control.

“Then keep going,” she commanded, pushing his head back down between her thighs. “Clean me up completely. I want to feel your tongue everywhere he was.”

David obeyed eagerly, his tongue delving deeper, lapping at the evidence of Xavier’s possession. The taste was intoxicating—saltier, muskier than anything he’d ever experienced before. His cock throbbed painfully as he worked, his own arousal building to an almost unbearable level.

“Mmm good boy,” she purred. “Now, come stick that little white cock in me and feel how stretched and sloppy he left me…”

David’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. The thought of sliding into her after Xavier had stretched her so thoroughly sent waves of conflicting emotions through him—shame, excitement, and a desperate need that overrode everything else.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “I need to feel you.”

Megan spread her legs wider, giving him full access. The sight of her, glistening and swollen from another man’s use, made his mouth water all over again. He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock hovering at her entrance.

“Feel how loose I am now,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Feel what he did to your wife.”

David pushed forward, sliding into her with an ease that was both thrilling and humiliating. She was so much looser than usual, her walls slick with a mixture of her arousal and Xavier’s seed. The sensation was overwhelming—hot, wet, and so different from anything he’d experienced before.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward involuntarily. “You’re so wet. So loose.”

Megan’s fingers dug into David’s shoulders as he began to move. His familiar length felt almost foreign inside her now, sliding through the slick heat Xavier had left behind. The contrast—the memory of being stretched wide and the feeling of her husband inside her now—sent an electric thrill through her nerves.

“Can you feel that?” she whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Can you feel how much bigger he was than you?”

David’s face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and shame. “Yes,” he groaned, his hips moving faster. “I can feel everything.”

Megan’s fingers tightened on his shoulders as she pulled him closer. The power she felt was intoxicating—seeing her husband so desperate, so completely at her mercy. She’d never experienced anything like this before, never felt so in control of her own pleasure.

“That’s right,” she moaned, her back arching as David hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Use his cum as lube while you fuck me with that tiny excuse for a cock...”

David’s rhythm grew more frantic, his breathing ragged. The sensation of sliding through the evidence of another man’s possession was overwhelming—humiliating and arousing in equal measure. His cock throbbed painfully as he approached his climax.

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped, his voice strained. “Fuck, I’m going to cum inside you.”

Megan felt David’s body tense above her, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. The sensation of his release mixing with Xavier’s already present seed sent a strange thrill through her body. She’d never felt so full, so thoroughly claimed by two different men.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his sweat-slicked back. “Add your little load to his. Show me how much you loved watching another man fuck your wife.”

David collapsed on top of her, his breathing ragged against her neck. His weight should have been uncomfortable, but Megan found herself enjoying the closeness, the vulnerability of the moment. She’d never seen him like this before—completely spent, completely hers.

“Was it everything you imagined?” she asked, her voice soft in the tropical night.

David nodded against her skin, his lips brushing her collarbone. “Better,” he managed, his voice hoarse. “So much better than I ever imagined.”

Megan traced patterns in the cooling sweat on his back. The night air was quiet now, except for their breathing. A new landscape had opened up between them, vast and uncharted. She felt its pull, a thrill of a journey just begun.

“You?” David asked.

“Better,” she said with a smile. “And I can’t wait to do it again…”

David felt his cock begin to rise and stiffen again.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Fuck is right,” she whispered back.

She moved without a word, swinging her leg over and sinking down onto his stiffening cock, ready for another round.

THE END


Book 4 - Down for Anything

Chapter 1

Here’s the thing. I never thought I’d work up the courage to actually say it out loud. To actually tell her what I wanted. Every filthy fucking detail.

But then one night, after enough wine, I did. I spilled my pathetic guts.

Claire and I were lying in bed, the lights dimmed low, a half-empty bottle of red wine on the nightstand. She was propped up on one elbow, wearing that silky black slip I love — the one that barely contains her tits and rides up just enough to show the curve of her ass. Her dark hair spilled over one shoulder as she looked at me with those sharp, knowing eyes.

We’d been married eight years, and I still couldn’t believe she was mine.

“Ryan,” she said softly, tracing a finger down my chest. “You’ve been acting weird all night. Just tell me what’s on your mind.”

I swallowed hard.

Just tell me what’s on your mind.

It sounded so simple. So easy. Sure, just say it.

My mouth had gone completely dry. The moment I’d fantasized about for years but never had the balls to fully admit.

I took a breath.

“I want to watch you fuck another man.”

Claire went still. Her eyebrows rose slowly, and for a second she just stared at me like I’d spoken in another language.

“Not just any man,” I continued, my voice low. “I want to watch you take a big black cock.”

The silence that followed felt heavy. Claire didn’t laugh. She pulled back slightly, her expression clouding over. “Is this a joke?”

I shook my head, my throat tight.

“So, what, I’m not enough for you?” Her voice was quiet, but it was laced with a hurt that twisted my stomach into a knot.

“No, baby, it’s not that,” I said quickly. “It’s… complicated.”

She studied me, her piercing blue eyes searching my face. I saw the hurt warring with a flicker of disbelief. “You want to watch me get fucked by a Black man?” She said it so plainly, the clinical words a stark contrast to the subject, that it still made my cock twitch.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I’ve fantasized about it for years.”

Claire took a slow sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine over the rim of the glass. When she set it down, there was a slight curve to her lips that hadn’t been there before.

“And what exactly do you want to see?” she asked, her voice dropping to that low, husky register that always undid me.

My mouth went dry. “Everything. I want to see him stretch you open. I want to hear you moan for him. I want to see you take all of him.”

She shifted on the bed, her thighs pressing together slightly. “And where would you be while this is happening?”

“Right there. Watching. Maybe touching myself.” The words were tumbling out now, unstoppable. “I want to see you worship his cock with your mouth. I want to see you ride him until you can’t take it anymore.”

Claire’s lips parted slightly. I could see her chest rising and falling faster beneath the thin silk. She was getting turned on. My mouth went dry.

“But that’s not all…” I continued.

She stopped, adjusting herself on the bed.

“It’s not? What else is there?” she asked breathlessly.

“I want you to…humiliate me while you do it…”

Claire’s eyes widened, and her breathing quickened. I could see the pulse point in her neck throbbing.

“Humiliate you?” she repeated, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Like how?”

My mouth felt like sandpaper. “Tell me how much bigger he is. How much better he feels inside you. How pathetic my little white cock is compared to him. I want you to cuckold me…hard…”

The word sat there between us, just a word, ordinary syllables I’d never said aloud before. I’d said it. Actually said it out loud. My deepest, most shameful desire laid bare before my wife.

Claire’s expression shifted, her eyes darkening with something I’d never seen before. Not disgust. Not anger. Something far more dangerous.

“Cuckold?” she repeated, as if learning a new word in a foreign language for the first time.

“Yeah, it’s a thing,” I started, searching for the words to explain the concept. “It’s hard to explain…”

“Try,” she says.

I met her gaze, the challenge in her eyes giving me the final push I needed. I took a deep breath, searching for the right words. How do you explain something that’s been living rent-free in your head for years?

“It’s about... submission,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “About watching someone else pleasure you in ways I can’t. About the humiliation of knowing I’m not enough for you.”

Claire’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t interrupt.

“The fantasy is that his cock would fill you completely, stretch you in ways I never could.” I swallowed hard. “And that you’d enjoy it so much you’d have to tell me—right while it was happening. That you’d want me to know.”

“That’s fucked up, Ryan,” Claire said, but her voice held a note of genuine curiosity now. “Why would that turn you on?”

“I know,” I admitted. “It’s about the idea of you being completely pleasured by someone else while I watch, helpless to stop it. Just…”

My voice trailed off.

“Just what?” Claire asked, leaning closer, her perfume intoxicating.

I closed my eyes, feeling the shame and desire twist together inside me. “Just... there. Witnessing it all. Being reminded that I’m not enough for you.”

Claire was quiet for a moment. When I opened my eyes, she was studying me with an intensity that made my skin prickle.

“And you think I’d enjoy that?” she asked. “Humiliating my husband?”

“I think you’d enjoy being worshipped by someone who could give you what I can’t,” I whispered. “Someone with a cock so big it makes mine look like a joke.”

Her breath caught. I saw her pupils dilate, darkening those blue eyes.

“You’ve really thought about this,” she said, not a question but a realization.

“Every night for years,” I admitted. “Every time we have sex, I imagine it’s someone else inside you. Someone bigger. Someone…”

“Blacker?” she joked, finishing my sentence.

We both laugh.

“Blacker,” I confirmed, my voice dropping lower. “Someone with a cock so massive it would make you forget my name.”

Claire’s laugh faded, replaced by something more serious. She turned her head slightly to one side, and I watched her mind working behind those beautiful eyes.

“You know,” she said, reaching for her wine glass again, “I’ve never actually been with a Black man before.”

My mouth went dry. My cock throbbed painfully against my leg.

“Really?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Really,” she confirmed, taking a slow sip. “But I’ve thought about it.”

My heart raced. “You have?”

Claire set down her glass and turned to face me fully, her expression suddenly more confident than I’d ever seen it.

“Of course I have. What woman hasn’t?” She trailed her fingers down my chest again. “But I never thought my husband would be the one encouraging me.”

“Would you really want that?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “To watch me with someone else?”

I nodded, unable to form words as my throat tightened with anticipation.

Claire’s eyes searched mine, looking for any sign of hesitation. Finding none, she continued, “And you wouldn’t be jealous? Not even a little?”

“The jealousy is part of it,” I admitted. “But in a good way. The kind that makes me want you even more.”

She shifted closer, her silk slip riding higher on her thighs. “And if I agreed... where would we find someone?”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “There are... websites. Apps. Places where people arrange these things.”

Claire’s eyebrows rose. “You’ve looked into this already?”

Heat flooded my face. “I’ve...researched. Just in case.”

Her laugh was low, throaty. She traced circles on my chest and leaned closer, her lips brushing against my ear. “And what if I like it too much?” Her breath was hot against my skin. “What if I decide I want his big black cock instead of your pathetic little white one for good?”

The words hit me like a physical blow, sending a wave of shame and arousal through me.

“Fuck,” I said through gritted teeth. “That’s exactly what I’m hoping will happen.”

Claire’s eyes widened at my confession, her lips parting slightly. The air between us felt charged, electric with possibility.

“You’re serious,” she whispered, not a question but a realization. “You actually want me to prefer someone else.”

My cock throbbed painfully as I nodded. “I want to know what it feels like to not be enough for you.”

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then she shifted closer, her hand sliding down my chest, lower, until her fingers wrapped around my shaft through my boxers. I gasped at the contact.

“You’re hard as a rock,” she observed, her voice taking on a new quality—something commanding, almost cruel. “Just from talking about this.”

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

She squeezed harder, making me whimper. “Tell me more about what you want me to do. Be specific.”

I took a shaky breath, feeling her grip tighten around my cock as I gathered my thoughts.

“It’s not about watching him,” I confessed, my voice barely audible. “I don’t give a fuck about the guy. It’s about you.”

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, her hand still wrapped around my shaft.

“Explain,” she commanded.

“I want to see you let go completely. To be someone else entirely. Someone who doesn’t care about being a good wife, someone who just wants to get fucked by a massive black cock.” The words poured out of me now, unfiltered. “I want to watch you become a slut for him. To see you lose yourself completely in pleasure that I could never give you.”

Her grip tightened, making me gasp.

“And the humiliation?” she prompted, her voice dropping lower.

“I want you to make me feel worthless. To compare us while he’s inside you. To tell me how pathetic my cock is compared to his. I want you to make me feel like nothing while you’re screaming his name.”

Claire’s eyes darkened, her lips curling into a smile that sent shivers down my spine. She released my cock and pushed herself up, straddling me with her silky thighs. The slip rode up to her hips, exposing the black lace panties she wore underneath.

“It’s not about watching some random guy fuck you, not exactly…” I continued, my voice raw with need. “It’s about watching you become a black cock slut. I want to see you transformed. I want to see the moment you realize how much better it feels, how much deeper he reaches.”

Her hips pressed down against mine, grinding slowly. I could feel her heat through the thin fabric of her panties.

“And you’d just sit there?” she asked, her voice taking on a cruel edge. “Watching me get destroyed by a cock that makes yours look like a joke?”

“Exactly,” I gasped as she ground against me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. “I’d be right there, watching you take every inch of him while you told me how much better he is. How my cock never filled you like that.”

Claire’s eyes darkened with something primal as she leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest through the thin silk. Her lips found my ear, and when she spoke, her voice was barely a whisper.

“You want me to be a black cock whore for you?” she breathed, the words sending shockwaves through my body. “To let some stranger split me open while you jerk your pathetic little cock?”

I couldn’t speak. My mouth opened, but no sound came out. The image she painted was exactly what I’d been fantasizing about for years.

“Answer me,” she demanded, nipping at my earlobe.

“Yes,” I finally managed, my voice breaking. “God, yes.”

She pulled back slightly.

“Ok then,” she said. “If this is what you want, what you really need…I’ll do it. You know me…I’m down for anything.”

My heart skipped.

“I mean it,” she continued, her voice dropping into that low, dangerous tone she only used when she was turned on.

“This is insane, you know that? But I can feel how much you need this, and god, it’s making me wet. So fine. But I won’t half-ass it. If we’re really doing this, I’m going to give you the filthiest fucking performance of your life. Get ready to be cucked hard.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing my ear.

“So tell me, baby…how nasty do you really want me to be?”


Chapter 2

I stared at her, my heart hammering. The way she said “cucked hard” sent a jolt through me. She wanted to know just how far to go.

“Forget I’m your husband,” I whispered. “Treat me like nothing.”

Her eyes darkened as she ground her hips down. “And him?” she asked, her voice dropping. “What about him?”

“Worship him. Beg him for more. Tell me how much deeper he reaches, how you’ve never felt so full.” The words tumbled out, a torrent of shame and need. “I want you to come harder for him than you ever have for me.”

She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “And what if I can’t go back to your little cock after?” she whispered, her voice dripping with cruel promise. “What if I decide I like being his slut?”

My breath hitched. “That’s what I want,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I want to know I’m not enough.”

Claire pulled back slightly, studying my face. Then she smiled—a slow, predatory smile.

“Mmm fuck. This is so hot. I don’t know why, but fuck…it is…” she reached down and squeezed the rock hard buldge in my pants.

“Fuck, you’re so hard,” Claire whispered, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through the fabric. “Just from me talking about this.”

I couldn’t respond. My mouth was dry, my heart hammering so loudly I was sure she could hear it. The way she was looking at me—with that mixture of curiosity and hunger—made my head spin.

“So tell me,” she continued, her voice dropping to that dangerous register that made my cock throb, “where exactly would you be while I’m getting fucked? Would you be right there in the room?”

“Right there,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse. “Watching everything. Close enough to hear you moan, to see his cock stretching you open.”

Claire’s eyes darkened further. She shifted her weight, grinding down on me with deliberate slowness.

“Mmm you think you could really handle that?” she asked, reaching into my pants and pulling my cock out. She began to stroke slowly as we continued talking.

“Watching me take another man’s cock?” she whispered, her hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes. “Watching me moan for someone else? You think you could really handle that?”

“I need it,” I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily into her grip. “I’ve never wanted anything more.”

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, her expression shifting from playful to something darker, more intense. “And what if I love it?” she asked, her voice dropping lower. “What if his cock makes me do things I’ve never done with you?”

The thought sent a jolt of electricity through my body. “That’s what I want to see,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I want to watch you become someone else entirely.”

She leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest, her lips brushing my ear. “I’m going to make you regret this in the best possible way,” she promised, her breath hot against my skin.

She opened her mouth and began sucking me off. After a few minutes, she popped her head off.

“Mmm, what about…a condom?”

She stared up at me as if it was the most natural curiosity in the world.

“What about a condom?” I replied dumbly.

Claire looked at me with those piercing blue eyes, her lips still glistening from sucking me off. “I mean, would you want him to wear one? Or would you want to watch him fuck me raw?”

The question hung in the air, a detail I had obsessed over in private. This was the point of no return.

“Raw,” I said, the word coming out steadier than I expected. “I want to watch him fuck you raw.”

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, slipped a hand down between her legs. “This is making me so wet…”

I shook my head and swallowed hard, trying not to faint from the rush.

“Is it?” I asked through gritted teeth.

She nodded and began sucking me off again.

“Good,” I whispered, grabbing the back of her head and guiding her down my shaft. “Because I want you to take him. All of him. Let him nut deep inside you…”

She was working faster, moaning with each dirty word that left my mouth.

“Would you like that? Letting that big, black cock explode inside your pussy while I watched?”

“Mmmhmmmmm,” she moaned, sucking harder and harder.

“Good, because I want to…” I paused, froze really. Could I really say it? Could I really say the most depraved part out loud.

After a beat, she stopped sucking and looked up at me.

“Want to what?” she asked, my cock half in her mouth.

“I want to…” I gulped hard and took the plunge, “I want to taste you after. I want to clean you up when he’s finished with you…”

Claire cocked her head to the side.

“Clean me up?” I could see the wheels spinning. Her mind racing to catch up with what she instinctivley already knew.

“You want to taste his cum inside me?” Claire asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. The shock in her eyes quickly gave way to something darker, more primal. “You want to lick another man’s load out of my pussy?”

My cock throbbed painfully in her hand. I couldn’t believe I’d said it out loud, but now that I had, there was no taking it back.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice hoarse. “I want to clean up every drop he leaves behind.”

Claire’s lips curled into a slow, wicked smile. She released my shaft and crawled up my body until her face hovered inches above mine.

“That’s the most fucked up thing I’ve ever heard,” she whispered, her breath hot against my lips. “And it’s making me so fucking wet.”

She grabbed my hand and guided it between her thighs. The lace of her panties was soaked through, her heat radiating through the thin fabric.

“Feel that,” she whispered, pressing my fingers harder against her soaked panties. “This is all because of you. Because of what you’re making me imagine.”

I groaned, my fingers exploring the wet fabric, feeling how swollen she was beneath it. Claire’s eyes fluttered closed as I rubbed her through the lace.

“You really want this,” she breathed, grinding against my hand. “You want to watch another man claim me, then clean up his mess.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my voice barely recognizable. “I want to taste you both.”

Claire’s eyes snapped open, suddenly fierce. She grabbed my wrist, stopping my movements.

“Then we need to make it happen,” she said, her voice taking on that commanding edge again. “No more just talking about it.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “You mean... you’re actually willing to do this? For real?”

She leaned down, her lips brushing mine as she spoke. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life,” she whispered against my lips. “I want this as much as you do.”

My mind reeled. This was really happening. After years of fantasy, of shameful late-night browsing and guilty masturbation sessions, we were actually going to make it real.

“But first, I want you to fuck me. This is the last time you get to fuck this pussy before it’s ruined forever by a big, black cock…better make it count,” she said and bit her bottom lip as she stripped naked on top of me.

My heart pounded as Claire peeled off her soaked panties and tossed them aside. She reached down and positioned my cock at her entrance, her eyes locked with mine. The heat of her arousal radiated against my tip.

“Last chance to back out,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Once I take you inside me, there’s no going back.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat had closed up with anticipation. I just nodded, my eyes pleading with her to continue.

Claire sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until I was fully seated inside her. We both gasped at the sensation. She was so wet, so tight, so perfect.

“Feel that?” she whispered, grinding her hips in slow circles. “This is what you’re giving up. This pussy that’s been yours for eight years.”

I groaned, my hands gripping her hips. The pleasure was overwhelming, but it was nothing compared to the mental image of what was to come. This was our last time before everything changed forever.

“Remind me why this is the last time,” Claire demanded, her voice commanding as she rode me. “Tell me what’s going to happen to this pussy.”

“It’s going to be ruined,” I gasped, my fingers digging into her hips. “He’s going to stretch you open, bottom out where I can’t reach.”

Her eyes darkened as she increased her pace. “And you’ll just watch?”

“I’ll jerk off while you scream for him,” I admitted, my voice breaking.

She leaned down, her breasts swinging above my face. “And after he fills me with his seed?”

“I’ll clean you up,” I whispered, the shame and arousal twisting together. “I’ll lick his cum out of you.”

Claire moaned, her rhythm becoming hypnotic and frantic at the same time.

“Mmm fuck. Dirty, dirty boy. You wanna eat that hot black nut right out of your wife’s pussy? That hot, creamy BBC load?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hips bucking up to meet her downward thrusts. “I want to taste his seed inside you. I want to feel it on my tongue.”

Claire’s eyes rolled back as she rode me harder, her inner walls clenching around my shaft. The dirty talk was pushing us both closer to the edge.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” she moaned, her rhythm becoming erratic. “I’m going to come thinking about being split open by a massive black cock while you watch.”

The words sent me over the edge. I came with a sound I didn’t recognize as my own, every muscle locking as the fantasy and the reality collapsed into one unbearable point. Claire followed immediately, her body convulsing as she ground down on me, milking every drop.

We collapsed together, panting and sweating, our bodies still joined. For several minutes, neither of us spoke, the only sound was our ragged breathing filling the bedroom.

Finally, Claire rolled off me and propped herself up on one elbow, staring down at me with those piercing blue eyes. Her dark hair clung to her damp skin, and her lips curved into a satisfied smile.

“So,” she said, tracing lazy circles on my chest, “tell me, now that you have your post-nut clarity…was that all just talk or are we really doing this?”

I swallowed hard. Even the PNC I was experiencing wasn’t enough to help me back out now. I had come too far. It was now or never.

“I’m game if your game,” I said.

She smiled a wicked grin.

“Baby, I already told you. You know I’m down for anything…”


Chapter 3

It didn’t take long to find a bull who was ready, willing, and able to meet our criteria.

We found him on a website dedicated to exactly this kind of arrangement. His name was Marcus, and his profile picture showed a muscular Black man with dark skin that seemed to absorb the light around him. His cock hung thick and heavy between his legs in the photo, making my mouth go dry.

Claire sat beside me on the couch, her legs tucked underneath her, as we scrolled through his pictures together. Her breathing had quickened the moment his cock came into view.

“Jesus Christ,” she whispered, her eyes wide. “That’s... that’s not real, is it?”

I swallowed hard. “I think it is.”

We arranged to meet him at a hotel downtown the following weekend. The days leading up to it felt surreal, like I was living someone else’s life. Claire and I barely spoke about it, but the tension between us was electric. Every time our eyes met, I could see the mixture of excitement and nervousness in hers.

The night before, we barely slept. Claire tossed and turned beside me, her body radiating heat despite the cool sheets. I could tell she was as nervous as I was excited.

“You sure about this?” she whispered at around 2 AM, her voice small in the darkness.

“Never been more sure of anything,” I lied, my heart hammering against my ribs.

The morning of, we showered together in silence, the water cascading over our bodies as we avoided each other’s eyes. I washed Claire’s back, my hands trembling as they slid over her smooth skin. She turned to face me, her eyes searching mine.

“Last chance,” she said softly, water streaming down her face. “We can cancel.”

I shook my head. “I want this. I want to see you take him.”

Something shifted in her expression—acceptance, maybe even excitement. She leaned forward and kissed me, her tongue sliding against mine with unexpected passion.

“Then let’s do this,” Claire whispered against my lips, her eyes dark with desire and something else—anticipation, maybe even hunger.

We dressed in silence, the air between us thick with unspoken words. I watched Claire slip into the black lace bra and matching thong I’d bought her for this occasion, her movements deliberate, almost ritualistic. She caught me staring and smiled—not her usual warm smile, but something predatory.

“You like what you see?” she asked, turning to give me a full view. “Too bad it’s not for you.”

My cock stirred despite the anxiety twisting in my gut. This was really happening.

The drive to the hotel felt surreal, like we were characters in someone else’s fantasy. Claire’s hand rested on my thigh, her fingers occasionally squeezing in reassurance or excitement—I couldn’t tell which. Neither of us spoke.

When we arrived, I couldn’t stop straightening my jacket. The hotel lobby was sleek and modern, all glass and chrome, with soft ambient lighting that made everything feel like a dream. Claire’s heels clicked against the marble floor as we made our way to the elevator, the sound echoing in the empty space. My heart hammered so loudly I was sure everyone could hear it.

Room 1214. That was the number Marcus had texted me earlier that morning. I pressed the button for the twelfth floor, my finger trembling slightly against the cool metal.

“You okay?” Claire asked, studying my face as the elevator ascended.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. She reached over and squeezed my hand, her eyes searching mine.

“We can still leave,” she whispered, but there was something in her tone—not reluctance, but a test. She wanted me to confirm this was what I truly wanted.

“No,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected. “I need this.”

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime. We stepped out into a long corridor, plush carpet muffling our footsteps as we made our way down the hallway. The numbers on the doors seemed to blur together as we walked, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Room 1214.

I raised my hand to knock, then let it fall. Claire’s breathing next to me was a quick, shallow rhythm of pure adrenaline. She looked incredible, but it was more than the dark hair spilling over her shoulders or the tight black dress clinging to her curves. It was the frantic, raw anticipation in her eyes—an expression I’d put there. An expression for him.

“Ready?” I whispered, my hand hovering inches from the door.

Claire nodded, her eyes bright with nervous excitement. “Let’s do this.”

I knocked three times, the sound echoing in the quiet hallway. For a moment, nothing happened. Then the door swung open.


Chapter 4

Marcus stood before us, even more imposing in person than in his photos. He was tall—at least six foot four—with broad shoulders that seemed to fill the doorway. His skin was the color of rich dark chocolate, smooth and gleaming under the hotel room’s warm lighting. He wore nothing but a white towel wrapped around his waist, his chest broad and dense-looking, the kind of body that suggested years of real physical work rather than a gym.

“Ryan and Claire,” he said, his voice pitched low, each syllable unhurried. Not a question, but a statement. His eyes moved to Claire, and I watched as his gaze traveled slowly down her body, lingering on her curves.

I extended my hand. “Thanks for meeting us.”

Marcus took it, his grip firm and confident. His eyes never left Claire’s face. “Pleasure’s all mine,” he replied, finally releasing my hand and stepping aside to let us enter.

The suite was spacious, with a king-sized bed dominating the center of the room. Soft lo-fi hip-hop played from hidden speakers, creating an atmosphere that felt both intimate and surreal. A bottle of champagne sat in an ice bucket on the nightstand, two flutes beside it.

I watched as Claire stepped into the room, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the space. Her gaze lingered on Marcus, and I could see the subtle shift in her body language—the way she straightened her spine, pushed her chest out slightly, bit her lower lip.

“Would you like a drink?” Marcus asked, gesturing toward the champagne.

Claire nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

Marcus poured three glasses, his movements fluid and confident. When he handed Claire hers, their fingers brushed, and I saw her shiver slightly at the contact. He handed me a glass last, his eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my stomach tighten.

“So,” Marcus said, settling into a plush armchair, “shall we discuss boundaries before we begin?”

I took a sip of champagne, my mind racing to establish the rules we’d discussed. But before I could speak, Claire set her glass down. She took a steadying breath, her eyes locking with mine for a split second—a flicker of the woman I knew—before turning to Marcus, her posture transformed. A slow, deliberate smile touched her lips.

“There are no boundaries,” she said, her voice dropping to a smoky register I’d never heard. “Not for me. Ryan doesn’t get to call the shots tonight. He just gets to watch.”

“All the way?” Marcus said, raising an eyebrow.

“Mmmhmm. That’s right. Cucky boy here wants the full show. He wants to watch you pump my pussy full of your superior seed. Breed this married white pussy with your black cum…isn’t that right cucky?”

They both turned to face me.

I gulped. Claire had been studying for the role. Researching so she could play her part well. But now, I sincerely couldn’t tell if she was acting for me or saying what she really thought. Was this all coming naturally to her?

I gave a slight nod of ascent and Marcus’s face lit up with a smile.

“Mmm ok then. I must say Claire, you have such a filthy mouth.”

Clair bit her bottom lip and began to undo her dress.

“Does that bother you?”

“On the contrary,” Marcus said, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her in close for a kiss. “I want to hear you get even filthier. I love white women who aren’t afraid to properly worship black cock and who know how to put their beta husbands in their rightful place.”

“Then I think I’m your girl,” Clair whispered, standing up on her tippy toes to kiss his big, wet lips.

I stood frozen, watching as Marcus’s massive hands slid down Claire’s back, pulling her closer as their kiss deepened. Her body melted against his, her fingers tangling in his short, tight curls. My mouth went dry watching my wife give herself to another man—this towering Black stranger—and my hands were trembling at my sides.

When they finally broke apart, Claire’s lips were swollen, her eyes glazed with desire. She turned to look at me, a wicked smile playing across her face.

“Come sit down, Ryan,” she commanded, pointing to a chair in the corner. “I want you to have a good view.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to the chair she’d indicated. I sank into it, my heart hammering against my ribs. Claire stepped back from Marcus, her eyes never leaving mine as she slowly unzipped her dress.

She stood before us in nothing but her black lace bra and matching thong, her body glowing under the warm lighting. Marcus let out a low whistle of appreciation, his eyes devouring every inch of her.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he said, his voice dropping an octave.

Claire smiled, a slow, predatory smile that I’d never seen before. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, full and round, her nipples already hard with anticipation.

“Like what you see?” she asked, cupping them and pushing them together. “These have never been touched by a man like you.”

Marcus stepped forward, his towel now tented obscenely at the front. He towered over Claire, making her look delicate and small in comparison. His hands reached out, massive and dark against her pale skin, and cupped her breasts.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his thumbs brushing across her nipples. Claire gasped as his dark hands enveloped her, dwarfing her breasts and making them look impossibly small.

I shifted in my chair, my erection a painful pressure against my jeans. The sight of Marcus’s dark hands on my wife’s pale skin was a scene ripped straight from my fantasies, but the reality of it was dangerously overwhelming.

Claire’s eyes found mine as Marcus continued to fondle her breasts. There was something new in her gaze—a wildness I’d never seen before.

“Look at him, Ryan,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Look at how big his hands are compared to mine. Imagine what that means about the rest of him.”

My mouth went dry. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as Marcus’s hands slid down her body, tracing the curve of her waist before settling on her hips. With a single fluid motion, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulled it down, exposing her completely. The thong fell to the floor, and Marcus stepped back to admire her naked form.

“Turn around,” he commanded softly.

Claire complied, slowly pivoting to face me. Her eyes locked with mine as Marcus’s hands gripped her hips from behind. I could see his dark fingers against her pale skin, the contrast making my cock throb painfully.

“Tell your husband what you want me to do to you,” Marcus whispered, his lips brushing against Claire’s ear.

Claire’s eyes never left mine as she spoke. “I want you to fuck me with that massive black cock of yours. I want you to stretch me open and make me forget what it feels like to be satisfied by anything smaller.”

Marcus’s hands slid around to her front, his fingers disappearing between her legs. Claire gasped, her head falling back against his chest.

“Already so wet,” he murmured, his fingers working between her thighs. “Your husband barely had to convince you into this I bet. I’m sure you pretended to hesitate, but deep down, all along…you’ve always wanted to know what it was like…didn’t you? To take a black cock? To be an unencumbered slut for BBC? Didn’t you?”

Claire’s eyes fluttered closed as Marcus’s fingers worked between her thighs. Her mouth fell open, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I watched my wife admit her deepest desires to another man. The humiliation twisted with arousal, creating a toxic cocktail that made my head swim.

Marcus’s fingers emerged glistening with Claire’s arousal. He brought them to her lips, and without hesitation, she opened her mouth and sucked them clean. The sight of her tongue swirling around his dark fingers sent a jolt of electricity straight to my cock.

“I hope you don’t come to regret this decision, Ryan…”

His eyes locked with mine as he said those words. The challenge in his gaze made my stomach tighten with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

“I won’t,” I managed to say, though my voice sounded foreign to my own ears.

Marcus smiled—not warmly, but with predatory satisfaction. He turned his attention back to Claire, his massive hands gripping her hips as he guided her toward the bed.

“On your knees,” he commanded softly.

Claire complied without hesitation, sinking to her knees before him. Her eyes found mine, dark with desire and something else—a wildness I’d never seen before. She reached for the towel at Marcus’s waist, her fingers trembling slightly as she pulled it away.

What was revealed made my breath catch in my throat. His cock hung heavy between his legs, thick and dark, the head already glistening with precum. It was massive—easily twice my size—and it made my own cock look pathetic in comparison.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered, unable to tear my eyes away from the massive shaft now inches from Claire’s face.

Claire’s eyes widened as she stared up at Marcus’s cock, her lips parting slightly in awe. She reached out tentatively, her small white fingers wrapping around the thick shaft. Her hand couldn’t even close around it completely.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “It’s even bigger than the photos.”

Marcus looked down at her with a mixture of pride and hunger. “You think you can handle all of this?”

Claire glanced at me, her eyes bright with nervous excitement. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her fingers still wrapped around his shaft. “But I want to try.”

I shifted in my chair, my erection a painful throb in my pants. I watched her wrap her small, pale hand around his dark shaft—a perfect, obscene image I had replayed in my mind a thousand times.

“Show me what that mouth can do,” Marcus commanded, his voice dropping to a low rumble.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine as she leaned forward, her lips parting to take the head of his cock into her mouth. The sight of her stretching her lips around that massive black shaft made my heart stop. This was it—the moment I’d fantasized about for years.

She struggled at first, her mouth unable to accommodate his girth. Marcus placed his hand on the back of her head, guiding her slowly down his shaft.

“That’s it,” he murmured, watching as Claire’s lips stretched around him. “Take it deeper.”

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched my wife suck another man’s cock for the first time. Her eyes watered as she tried to take more of him, her cheeks hollowing with each suck.

“Look at your husband while you suck my cock,” Marcus instructed, his fingers tangling in her dark hair.

Claire’s eyes found mine, glazed with desire as she struggled to take more of him. The sight of her lips stretched around that massive black shaft while she stared directly at me sent shockwaves of humiliation and arousal through my body. This was everything I’d fantasized about and more.

“Talk to him baby, talk to your husband…” Marcus demanded, his voice deep and commanding.

Claire pulled back slightly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “So much bigger than yours,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I can barely fit the head in my mouth.”

I could only sit and watch her worship him, my own erection a painful, useless thing in my pants. The reality was so much more intense than any fantasy.

“Show him how deep you can take it,” Marcus said, his hand guiding her head back down his shaft. Claire’s eyes watered as she struggled to take more of him, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife’s mouth was filled with another man’s cock. The wet, slurping sounds filled the room, mixing with Marcus’s low groans of pleasure. Claire’s hand worked the base of his shaft while she sucked, her small fingers barely able to wrap around it.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Marcus moaned, his head falling back.

My cock throbbed painfully in my pants. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene before me—my wife on her knees, worshipping a massive black cock while I watched helplessly from my corner.

Claire pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. She looked up at Marcus with wide, glazed eyes.

“I want to feel this inside me,” Claire said, her voice thick with desire as she stroked Marcus’s massive shaft. “I want to know what it’s like to be fucked by a real man for once.”

My stomach dropped at the words. My cock throbbed painfully as I watched my wife stroke another man’s cock with such reverence.

Marcus smiled down at her, his hand caressing her cheek. “Tell your husband what you really want,” he commanded.

Claire turned to face me, her eyes dark with lust and something I’d never seen before—a cruel edge that made my stomach flip.

“I want this big black cock to ruin me,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want it to stretch my tight white pussy until I can’t remember what your pathetic little dick feels like.”

My breath caught in my throat. This was exactly what I’d asked for, but hearing it from Claire’s lips made it feel more real —more devastating, more arousing than I could have imagined.

Marcus guided Claire to her feet, his massive hands gripping her hips as he positioned her at the edge of the bed. She lay back, her dark hair fanning out against the white sheets, her pale body spread before him like an offering. The contrast between her milky skin and his dark form was stark, almost obscene.

“Look at this,” Claire said, spreading her legs wide, exposing herself completely. Her eyes locked with mine, burning with an intensity that made my skin prickle. “This pussy has been yours for eight years, Ryan. And it’s never been satisfied. Not really.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry as sandpaper.

“You think you’ve been fucking me all these years?” She laughed—a cruel, sharp sound I’d never heard from her before. “Baby, you’ve been tickling me. Playing with yourself inside my body while I faked every single orgasm.”

“Every. Single. One.”

The words shattered something inside me. Eight years. A whole marriage built on a lie. The confession should have killed my erection, but instead, shame and arousal coiled into a sickening knot in my stomach.

“I’ve been faking it for you since our honeymoon, Ryan,” she continued, her voice dripping with a cruel satisfaction that was undeniably hot. “Your little white dick has never once made me come. Not once.”

“Tell him why you’ve been faking it,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, dark and hungry. “Because you’re not enough,” she said simply. “You’ve never been enough. White boys like you can’t satisfy a woman like me. You never could.”

I shifted in my chair, my cock straining painfully against my zipper. This was exactly what I’d asked made my stomach twist with a mixture of shame and unbearable arousal.

“I’ve always needed this Ryan. I’ve always needed more. A real man. A sexy, hung black man. That’s what I was made for. And I now, I finally fucking get it and you’re gonna watch every second of it…”

Marcus positioned himself between Claire’s spread legs, his massive cock resting against her inner thigh. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale flesh made my mouth go dry.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice taking on a cruel edge I’d never heard before. “I want you to watch every inch of this big, beautiful black cock disappear inside me. Come closer, I want you to get a good look.”

I moved closer, my legs unsteady beneath me. Claire’s eyes burned into mine as Marcus positioned himself at her entrance. The head of his massive cock pressed against her folds, spreading them wide.

“Look at how much bigger he is than you,” Claire whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Your pathetic little white dick could never stretch me like this.”

Marcus pushed forward slowly, the thick head of his cock disappearing into Claire’s tight pussy. She gasped, her back arching off the bed, her eyes going wide with shock and pleasure.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets. “It’s so fucking big. I can already feel it going into my stomach.”

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus sink deeper, inch by massive inch, into my wife. The contrast between his dark skin and Claire’s pale flesh was obscene, beautiful, everything I’d fantasized about.

“Tell him what it feels like,” Marcus commanded, his voice deep and authoritative as he pushed deeper into Claire’s tight pussy.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, glazed with pleasure but still sharp with cruel intent. “It feels like being fucked for the first time,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Marcus bottomed out inside her. “Like my pussy was made for black cock all along.”

I stood frozen, watching as Marcus’s dark hips pressed against Claire’s pale thighs. The sight of his massive black cock stretching her open was more intense than any fantasy I’d ever had.

“Oh fuck,” Claire gasped, her nails digging into Marcus’s shoulders. “Your cock is so deep, I can feel it bottoming out. Ryan’s pathetic little white dick never reached this far.”

Marcus began to move, pulling back before thrusting forward again. Each stroke made Claire’s body jerk, her breasts bouncing with the force of his thrusts.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, his massive hands gripping Claire’s hips as he drove deeper. “I can feel your pussy stretching around me.”

Claire’s head thrashed from side to side, her dark hair fanning across the white sheets. “Oh God, I’ve never felt so full,” she moaned, her voice breaking with each thrust. “Your black cock is splitting me open.”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus pound into my wife. Each thrust pushed her body up the bed, her pale skin flushing pink with exertion and arousal.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her eyes finding mine despite the pleasure overwhelming her. “I want you to see exactly what a real cock looks like inside me.”

Marcus pulled back until just the tip remained, allowing me to see how stretched Claire’s pussy was around him. Her pink flesh clung desperately to his dark shaft, unable to close completely around his girth. The sight was devastating—my wife’s body transformed, stretched beyond recognition by another man’s cock.

“See that?” Claire panted, her eyes locked on mine. “That’s what a real cock does to a pussy. Your little white dick could never stretch me like this.”

Marcus thrust forward again, burying himself to the hilt. Claire’s back arched off the bed, a scream tearing from her throat.

“Oh God, I can feel you in my stomach!” she cried, her nails raking down Marcus’s dark back. “Your black cock is so deep, so fucking deep!”
 

“Tell him how much better I feel than him,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes locked with mine, dark with pleasure and cruel satisfaction. “So much fucking better,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Marcus thrust deep. “Your pathetic little white dick has never made me feel like this. Never filled me up like this.”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched Marcus pound into my wife. Each thrust pushed her body up the bed, her pale skin flushed pink with exertion and arousal. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies connecting filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“I can feel every inch of him,” Claire gasped, her hands gripping Marcus’s muscular shoulders. “His black cock is reaching places you’ve never touched, Ryan. Places you could never reach with that tiny white dick of yours.”

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants, a dark stain of precum spreading across the fabric. This was everything I’d fantasized about and more—my wife being fucked by a massive black cock while I watched helplessly from the corner.


Chapter 5

Marcus pulled Claire to the edge of the bed, repositioning her until her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, ankles locked behind his back. The sight was mesmerizing, the contrast of their skin even more stark from this angle.

“Come closer, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice thick with desire. “I want you to see this up close.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to the foot of the bed. From this vantage point, I could see everything—the way Claire’s pussy stretched obscenely around Marcus’s massive cock, the way her body jolted with each powerful thrust.

“Watch,” Claire panted, her eyes burning into mine. “Watch how a real man fucks your wife.”

Marcus’s pace increased, his powerful hips driving forward with relentless force. The wet, slapping sounds of their bodies connecting filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Oh God,” she cried, “he’s so much bigger than you, Ryan! His black cock is splitting me open!”

The words hit me like a physical blow, sending a jolt of shameful arousal straight to my cock. I couldn’t look away as Marcus drove deeper, his dark hands gripping Claire’s pale thighs.

“Is this what you wanted to see?” Claire gasped, her eyes burning into mine. “Is this what you’ve been fantasizing about all these years? Watching your wife get destroyed by a real man?”

I nodded, unable to form words as Marcus pulled Claire’s legs higher, folding her nearly in half as he pounded into her with increasing ferocity.

“Answer me!” she demanded, her voice sharp despite her obvious pleasure.

“Yes,” I managed to croak, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants.

Marcus suddenly pulled out, leaving Claire gasping on the bed. “Let’s take this to the couch,” he said, his deep voice commanding.

I watched, transfixed, as Marcus lifted Claire effortlessly into his arms. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her arms clinging to his muscular shoulders. Her eyes found mine as he carried her across the room, and there was something in her gaze that made my cock throb painfully—a wildness, a hunger that had never been directed at me.

Marcus set her down on the plush couch, positioning her on her hands and knees. The contrast was striking—her pale body bent over the dark leather, her dark hair spilling down her back. Marcus stood behind her, his massive cock jutting proudly between his legs.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Claire commanded, her voice husky with desire. “I want you to look me in the eyes while I cum all over his BBC.”

Marcus drove into her from behind, and her body instantly tensed. Her eyes locked with mine, wide with shock, before they rolled back in her head. A guttural scream tore from her throat as her first orgasm hit—a violent, full-body convulsion that was nothing like the quiet shudders I was used to.

Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Marcus held her hips firmly, driving deep as she came apart beneath him. The sounds she made—guttural, primal, completely unrestrained—were nothing like the quiet, controlled noises she made with me.

“Oh God! Oh fuck!” Claire screamed, her back arching as Marcus continued to pound into her. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming on his black cock!”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched my wife experience what appeared to be the most intense orgasm of her life. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth hanging open in ecstasy. Marcus maintained his relentless pace, seemingly unfazed by her climax.

He didn’t stop. He pounded into her through the first climax and into a second, then a third. Each time she screamed and convulsed, her body drenched in sweat, her pleasure raw and undeniable. She had never, not once in eight years, come like this for me. The thought was both a spike of agony and a fresh wave of heat in my groin.

After what seemed like an eternity of watching Claire cum over and over again, Marcus finally slowed his pace. My wife’s body trembled with aftershocks, her skin flushed pink from exertion. Sweat glistened on her pale skin, making her look like she’d been thoroughly used—which, of course, she had.

“Look at me, Ryan,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice cutting through my haze of arousal and shame. “I want you to see this.”

I forced my eyes to focus on the point where their bodies joined. Marcus pulled back slowly, allowing me to see Claire’s pussy stretched obscenely around his massive cock. Her pink flesh clung desperately to his dark shaft, unable to close completely around his girth.

“See how loose she is now?” Marcus said, a cruel smile playing across his face. “Your wife’s pussy will never be the same after this. No matter how many times you fuck her, you’ll never feel like enough. again. She’ll always be loose, always stretched, always craving something bigger than what you can give her.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants as I watched Marcus demonstrate by pushing two fingers inside Claire alongside his still-hard shaft.

“See?” he said, his voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. “I can fit my fingers in here with my cock. Your wife’s pussy is ruined for you now.”

Claire moaned, her eyes rolling back as Marcus continued to stretch her with his fingers. “It feels so good,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Being stretched like this... I never want to go back to your tiny dick, Ryan.”

I stood frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from the obscene sight of Marcus’s fingers disappearing alongside his massive cock inside my wife. The humiliation twisted with my arousal, creating a toxic cocktail that made my head swim.

“Mmm, are you ready for the main event now?” Marcus asked with a smile.

“Main event?” I asked stupidly.

“The breeding,” Marcus answered while increasing his pace.

Claire let out a low, shameless moan at his words.

Fuck. I’d forgotten all about the main event.


Chapter 6

Before I could say anything, Claire was cumming and begging for it.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said, “breed me baby. Nut up in this married white pussy, fill me up daddy!”

Marcus’s pace increased dramatically, his massive cock driving into Claire with brutal force. Her body jerked forward with each thrust, her pale skin slapping against his dark thighs. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, mixing with Claire’s increasingly desperate moans.

“Yes! Yes! Breed me!” Claire screamed, her voice breaking as Marcus pounded into her. “Fill my white pussy with your black cum!”

I stood frozen, my cock throbbing painfully as I watched Marcus claim my wife. His massive hands gripped her hips, pulling her back to meet each thrust. Claire’s face was a mask of ecstasy, her eyes squeezed shut, her lips parted in a silent scream.

“Tell your husband what’s happening,” Marcus commanded, his deep voice resonating through the room.

Claire’s eyes flew open, finding mine despite her obvious pleasure. “He’s going to cum inside me,” she panted, her voice thick with desire. “He’s going to fill my pussy with his seed,” she gasped, her eyes never leaving mine. “He’s going to breed me with his superior black cum while you watch.”

Marcus’s thrusts became erratic, his massive cock driving deep into Claire’s stretched pussy. I could see the muscles in his back tensing, his dark skin glistening with sweat under the hotel room’s warm lighting.

“And then,” she whispered, eyes nearly rolling back in her head as if she was possessed by some sex demon, “and then you’re going to eat every last drop out of me Ryan. You’re going to clean me up like a good cucky boy.”

Gulp.

“I’m going to cum,” Marcus growled, his voice dropping to a primal rumble. “I’m going to fill this tight white pussy with my black seed.”

Claire screamed, her thighs clamping around him and her spine arching so sharply I thought something might snap. I watched Marcus go rigid, his breath cut short, one hand pressing flat against her lower back as if to hold her in place while he finished. Claire’s fingers clawed at the sheets, her face turned sideways against the pillow, eyes squeezed shut and mouth stretched wide around a sound that had stopped being a word some time ago.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. “Fill me up. Breed me.”

I stood frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of Marcus’s cock still pulsing inside my wife. Claire’s body trembled with aftershocks, her skin flushed pink with exertion and pleasure. Marcus slowly pulled out, and I watched in fascination as his seed began to leak from Claire’s stretched pussy, running down her inner thighs in thick white rivulets.

“Now,” Claire panted, her eyes finding mine with cruel intent, “come clean me up, Ryan. Like you promised.”

My legs moved automatically, carrying me to where she lay sprawled on the couch. The smell of sex filled my nostrils—musky, primal, and utterly intoxicating. I sank to my knees between her spread legs, my cock throbbing painfully as I stared at the mess Marcus had left behind.

“Go on,” Claire whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Taste what a real man feels like inside me.”

I leaned forward, my tongue extending hesitantly toward my wife’s swollen, stretched pussy. The taste hit me immediately—salty, musky, and utterly foreign. Marcus’s seed mixed with Claire’s arousal created a flavor I’d never experienced before. My cock throbbed painfully as I lapped at her, cleaning the thick white fluid that leaked from her well-fucked hole.

“Good boy,” Claire whispered, her fingers tangling in my hair. “That’s it. Clean up every drop.”

I closed my eyes, losing myself in the act. The humiliation twisted with my arousal, creating an intoxicating cocktail that made my head spin. I could taste Marcus on my wife—taste the evidence of his superior masculinity, his ability to satisfy her in ways I never could.

When I finally pulled back, Claire’s pussy was clean, though still swollen and red from Marcus’s rough treatment. She looked down at me with an expression I’d never seen before — something between satisfaction and contempt. Her lips curled into a cruel smile as she reached down and stroked my cheek.

I swallowed hard, the taste of Marcus still lingering on my tongue. The finality in her gaze was clear. I wouldn’t be getting any release from her. Not today. Not ever again, perhaps.

“Mmm, come here,” she whispered. “I don’t want to fuck you, but you can jerk your cock off all over my tits.”

My hand moved automatically to my aching cock, wrapping around it as I positioned myself over Claire’s body. She lay back on the couch, her breasts still glistening with sweat, her eyes watching me with cruel amusement. From the doorway, Marcus watched us for a moment before giving a satisfied smirk and letting himself out.

“That’s it,” Claire whispered, her fingers trailing over her own nipples. “Jerk that pathetic little white dick all over my tits. Show me how much you loved watching your wife get fucked by a big black cock.”

I stroked myself faster, my eyes locked on the mixture of fluids still glistening between Claire’s thighs. The taste of Marcus lingered in my mouth, a constant reminder of my humiliation. My balls tightened as I felt my orgasm building.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about,” Claire demanded, her voice taking on that commanding edge again.

“You,” I gasped, my hand working frantically. “Him inside you. His cock stretching you open,” I gasped, my hand working frantically. “His cum inside you. The way you screamed for him.”

Claire’s eyes darkened as she watched me stroke myself. “And what did it taste like?” she whispered, her voice dropping to that dangerous register. “His seed mixed with my pussy?”

“Like... like I’m not enough,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “Like I never was.”

My orgasm hit me suddenly, violently. I came hard, ropes of cum splattering across Claire’s breasts as she watched with cruel satisfaction. My body convulsed with each spurt, the pleasure mixed with shame making my head swim.

“Look at that,” Claire said, examining my cum on her skin. “So little. So pathetic compared to what Marcus just pumped into me.”

I collapsed beside her, my body spent but my mind racing. What had I done? What had I unleashed?


Chapter 7

After Marcus left, Claire and I sat in silence on opposite sides of the hotel bed. The sheets were rumpled, stained with evidence of what had just transpired. The air still smelled of sex, of Marcus, of something I couldn’t quite name but felt deep in my bones.

“So,” Claire finally said, her voice soft in the dim room. “Was it everything you hoped for?”

I stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her directly. My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—shame, arousal, confusion, and something else I couldn’t identify.

“Yes,” I whispered. “And no.”

Claire shifted on the bed, the sheets rustling beneath her. “What do you mean?”

I finally turned to look at her. Her hair was a mess, her lips swollen from kissing Marcus, her skin still flushed from his rough treatment. She looked beautiful and used, satisfied in a way I’d never seen before.

“I got exactly what I asked for,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “But I didn’t expect to feel... this.”

Claire’s eyes searched mine, waiting for me to continue.

“Empty,” I finally said. “I feel empty.”

She reached across the bed, her fingers brushing against mine. “Ryan, we can stop. We don’t have to do this again.”

But even as she said the words, I could see something in her eyes—a hunger that hadn’t been there before. A need that I had awakened but could never satisfy.

“No,” I whispered, my cock already stirring again despite my exhaustion. “I don’t want to stop.”

Claire’s lips curved into a smile that was both tender and cruel. “Good,” she said, her voice dropping to that dangerous register. “Because I’m not sure I could.”

The admission hung in the air between us, heavy with implication. Claire had enjoyed it. Not just the physical pleasure, but the power dynamic.

The realization settled into me slowly, then all at once, like a weight I hadn’t noticed until my legs nearly gave out. Claire had discovered something in herself tonight—something I had awakened but could never satisfy. The way she had looked at Marcus, the sounds she had made, the way she had begged him to breed her—none of it had been for my benefit. It had been real.

“You really liked it,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

Claire’s eyes met mine, and I saw the truth there before she spoke. “I’ve never felt anything like that before,” she admitted, her voice soft but certain. “His cock... the way it filled me completely...”

My cock stirred despite the complex emotions swirling inside me. The shame twisted with the heat, that familiar, dangerous combination that had brought us here in the first place.

“Tell me,” I urged, needing to hear it. “Tell me how it felt.”

Claire shifted closer, her naked body still glistening with sweat. “It felt like I was being properly fucked for the first time,” Claire whispered, her eyes darkening with the memory. “Like my body finally understood what it was made for.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully as she continued.

“When he first pushed inside me,” she said, her voice dropping lower, “I felt like I was being split in two. But in the best possible way. Your cock has never stretched me like that, Ryan. Never made me feel so... full.”

The words should have devastated me, but instead they sent a jolt of electricity straight to my groin. My cock twitched against my thigh as Claire’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest.

“And when he came inside me,” she continued, her voice barely above a whisper, “I felt it everywhere. His cum was so hot, so much more than yours. I could feel it filling me up, marking me as his.”

I closed my eyes, the image of Marcus’s seed leaking from Claire’s stretched pussy burned into my mind. The memory of cleaning her, tasting their combined fluids on my tongue, made my cock throb painfully.

“And what about me?” I asked, my voice barely audible. “What about us?”

Claire’s fingers stilled on my chest. She was quiet for a moment, her expression unreadable.

“This changes things,” she finally said, her voice soft but certain. “I can’t pretend it doesn’t.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “What does that mean?”

Claire shifted closer, her naked body pressing against mine. The contact sent shockwaves of arousal through me, despite everything.

“It means,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear, “that I want to do it again. Soon.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes. And you’re going to arrange it. Because this is our thing now, isn’t it? You wanted this. And now… I think I want it more.” Her voice was low, possessive, a hint of a threat coiled beneath the words. “Isn’t that right, cucky?”

Gulp.

She was right.

God help me. She was right.

THE END


Book 5 - He Was Never Enough

Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lauren’s cheeks burned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lauren couldn’t believe her ears.

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

But thankfully Mark was nowhere to be found.

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

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

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

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

Lauren titled her head to the side.

“Cuck?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She laughed out loud.

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

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

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

Lauren burst out laughing again.

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

Jade laughed, turning the key in the ignition.

“Well, where to then?”

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A woman like me?” Lauren said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The timing of his message seemed almost like fate.

Lauren decided not to answer and ordered another drink.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

“Hey, babe. Good time with Jade?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’d say...”

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

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

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

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

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

Mark needed no further encouragement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

...

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END


Crossing the
Line - Part 1
(free preview - read now)

Chapter 1

I’m daydreaming about Rachel in the new two-piece I just bought her. More specifically: I’m picturing her in it, on her knees next to the pool with my cock in her wet mouth.

I hear a low, rhythmic growl from outside our window. It’s faint but getting louder as it approaches.

A lawnmower.

At this hour? On a Sunday? Some fucking people.

It snaps me out of my stupor and I remember what I’m doing: scraping last night’s hardened dinner off some plates I was too lazy to take care of last night.

“Son of a bitch,” I mutter under my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Rachel asks from over my shoulder, nearly scaring me out of my skin.

“Jesus, where’d you come from?” I ask, sounding a little meaner than I want to. “Nothing, I just…can’t believe someone is mowing their lawn at this hour on a freaking Sunday.”

I don’t see it, but I can hear it: Rachel rolling her eyes. She’s knows it’s a pet peeve of mine but at this point in our relationship, she’s way past caring.

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

“Oh, lighten up, Ryan,” she teases playfully.

Then I watch as she stands on her tippy toes to look out the window.

“Ohhh,” she whispers under her breath as her eyes go wide.

“What?” I ask, my mood immediately turning to a combination between panicked and suspicious.

It’s just one word: Oh.

But it draws on like a lazy yawn on a hot summer afternoon. And it’s packed with something…something that sends a chill down my spine when I join her by the window and look outside.

I stand behind her, feeling the quiet buzz of anticipation crawl under my skin. Rachel’s hands rest lightly around her mug as the steam curls from its wide mouth. Her eyes are locked on something outside. I follow them out across our yard and into the next. And I see him.

Our new neighbor.

Our new black neighbor who is built like an adonis on steroids.

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

Sweat glistening off his dark skin, rolling down his chiseled chest and the muscles of his back, each drop seeming to trace the lines of his physique. He’s got that athletic build. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, toned arms.

I’m still trying to figure out if I’m imagining this or if I really hear her breath catch in her throat. She’s not just looking; she’s devouring the sight. Her pupils are wide, lips parted.

I don’t think she even notices the way her chest rises and falls just a little faster now. I don’t think she notices anything. Her reaction is totally and completely involuntary. She simply cannot help herself.

For a brief second, I think I should be mad. But I’m surprised to find I’m not mad. I’m not even jealous.

I’m just…watching her watch him and…

I lean in a little closer to Rachel, my arms brushing against her. My body is still pressed against the doorframe, but the air between us is different now. She doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t even blink.

I glance down at her, noticing the way her lips are parted, the slight sheen of her skin from the light sweat of the morning, and how her breath catches just a little bit as she watches him mow the grass. His movements are steady, rhythmic, like it’s all just second nature to him.

Rachel shifts her weight, one hip jutted out, crossing her arms loosely over her chest. And that’s when I see it. The way she tilts her head, the way her lips curl slightly. There’s a quiet longing in her eyes now. A spark. She’s not just admiring the guy’s work ethic.

She’s watching him like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

Her fingers flex on her mug. She doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. It’s so subtle and yet so very telling.

Then, he stops for a moment, wipes the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, and just stands there in the middle of the lawn.

Rachel sighs.

I glance down at her again. I don’t ask what that sigh means. She’s already a thousand miles away from me in her thoughts.

I try to make sense of what I’m feeling because it isn’t jealousy or anger, like I said. None of the traditional emotions you might expect a man to feel in a scenario like this.

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like…arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

Well, then why is my crotch beginning to ache and bulge?

I’m not sure what’s happening but there’s something thrilling about seeing her stare so openly at another man with such obvious lust and desire, and right in front of me too.

My cock twitches slightly in my jeans. I try to ignore it. But I can’t. It’s there and there’s nowhere to hide.

"Must be the new neighbor," I mumble, finally breaking the silence while trying to keep my voice steady.

I turn to face her. The moment feels heavier now, weighted with all the things unsaid.

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

She still doesn’t realize what’s going on so she doesn’t even think to hide it. Her pupils are dilated, her breath shallow and ragged. She’s turned the fuck on and it has nothing to do with me.

But for some reason, that just makes the whole thing even hotter.

Before I know it, my daydream from before creeps back into my skull.

Only this time, Rachel isn’t on her knees by the pool for me.

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

Just as my erection is reaching full mast, Rachel finally breaks her gaze away from the shirtless god next door and glances up at me.

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

The obvious, unmistakable bulge straining against the front of my jeans.

Her lips part slightly in surprise, and for the first time this morning, she seems pulled back into the moment. Her gaze flickers between my face and my crotch, searching for something she can’t quite name.

I clear my throat, shift awkwardly, try to turn away as if I’m adjusting my stance, as if it’s not what it obviously is.

“Ryan?” Her eyes are wide with confusion and perhaps mild horror.

“Sorry, I—” I begin to stammer but I can’t find the right words. I don’t even know how to finish that sentence. I’m sorry I’ve got a raging hard-on from watching you watch our new neighbor and wishing he were…what? Railing you right in front of me? She sets her coffee down, smirking the tiniest bit.

“Sorry?” she asks, drawing the word out like an accusation.

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

She moves in closer, her breath hot on my cheek.

“Why are you hard? Are you…hard for…” her voice trails off as she looks back over her shoulder at our new neighbor.

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks…oh no!

“No, no, no,” I being to stammer. “It’s not like that. I’m not — you think? What, no! It’s just that…”

She folds her arms and studies me as I stammer like a drunken mess in front of her.

“It’s just what?” she asks.

I freeze. I can’t think. I can’t speak. Suddenly it’s as if all my motors skills but my control over my legs have evaporated.

And before I know it, I’m walking — nearly running — away from Rachel and looking for a place to hide.

(end of free preview - read now)


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

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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