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Chapter 1 


It had been almost eight months since the business trip that turned my world upside down. That was the week I first met Andrew—the moment when a fantasy I had carried with me for years finally became reality. The day I felt what it was like to be taken by a well-hung black man, and discovered just how deeply that pleasure could undo me.

Since then, I’d returned to that same client twice, and each time Andrew and I found ourselves tangled together again, losing track of time as we explored one another with a hunger that only seemed to grow. Every stolen hour, every secret night, only pulled me deeper into his world—a world where a man with such size, confidence, and raw desire could use his body to push me far beyond anything I’d known before.

In between those trips, it was impossible to escape him. At my desk, in airports, even standing in line at the grocery store, I’d catch myself drifting back into the memory of his weight pressing down on me, the heat of his chest against mine, the way my breath caught as his thick cock filled me. Sometimes I’d close my eyes just for a second and see him again—his dark, muscular frame, the easy strength in his movements, and that look in his eyes that told me he knew exactly what I needed, even before I admitted it to myself.

In my mind’s eye, I always found myself looking down—drawn to the sight of his big, beautiful black cock standing hard and ready for me. Just the thought of it sent a shiver through me. I loved imagining that he was already swollen with desire, already aching from the thought of what he was about to do to me. At my desk, I’d drift away into memories of wrapping my hands around his thickness, of guiding him into my mouth, of tasting the salty heat of his release as I swallowed every last drop like I couldn’t bear to waste a single bit of him.

But just as often, I would catch myself replaying the way he pleasured me—his lips and tongue working hungrily over my pussy until I was trembling, soaking, and begging for more. Those memories were sharp, vivid, impossible to suppress. And yet, above all, what lingered strongest was the way it felt when he was inside me—his sheer size stretching me, filling me, owning me in a way no one else ever had.

Whenever we were together, Andrew had this way of starting slow, patient, deliberate, giving my body time to adjust around the thickness of his cock. Even then, the fullness left me gasping, clinging to him. And then the rhythm would shift—his pace quickening, his hips driving with more force until every thrust had me crying out, my body breaking into helpless orgasms as he pounded me harder, deeper, taking me right to the edge of madness. And always, it ended the same way: with his climax following mine, hot waves of cum spilling deep inside me, leaving me stretched, quivering, and utterly consumed by him all over again.

During those stolen moments when my mind drifted back to Andrew, it was almost impossible to keep my hand from sliding down between my thighs. Even at my desk in the middle of the workday, I’d catch myself pressing my legs together, fighting the urge to touch myself. More than once, I had to snap back to reality with a silent laugh at the thought of how disastrous it would be if anyone walked in on me. Can you imagine the headline? HR manager caught masturbating at her desk. The risk alone made my pulse quicken, but I forced myself to hold back.

Still, the cravings were always there, simmering under the surface, and the moment I was finally alone, there was no more restraint. I would close my eyes, let the memories flood me, and give in to the heat building inside. My fingers would slip down, circling, sliding, pushing me closer as I replayed the feeling of Andrew’s weight on me, his cock stretching me open, filling me, pounding me until I broke. I indulged myself whenever I could, needing the release, needing him—even if only in my imagination.

But here’s the part that I still feel guilty admitting, even to myself. There were times—many times, if I’m being honest—when I couldn’t stop those same thoughts from creeping in while I was in bed with my husband. I’d close my eyes, let the rhythm of his thrusts blur, and I would picture someone else on top of me. Not just anyone—always a black man, always a cock so much bigger, thicker, harder. I had been doing that for years in secret, using it as a way to get myself over the edge when the spark wasn’t enough. But now, it was different. Now I wasn’t imagining shadows or fantasies. I had lived it. I had felt Andrew inside me.

That changed everything. The images in my head weren’t vague anymore; they were vivid, real, undeniable. And so as my husband moved above me, doing his best, my body would tighten with arousal while my mind betrayed him completely. I would see Andrew’s broad shoulders, feel his cock stretching me to my limits, hear the deep sounds of his pleasure as he took me in ways my husband never could. My poor husband had no idea, no chance at all of competing with the memory of what Andrew had given me. And sometimes, as I moaned under him, I felt almost cruel, knowing he thought it was for him—when really, in my mind, it was Andrew I was cumming for.

But for my husband, it wasn’t all bad. If anything, he had unknowingly been one of the biggest beneficiaries of what had happened to me. Since those nights with Andrew, our sex life had improved beyond recognition. I found myself wanting him more often, approaching him with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years. He had gone from receiving the occasional, half-hearted blowjob to having me on my knees once or twice a week, eagerly taking him into my mouth. In fact, in the last three months alone, he had cum in my mouth more times than he had in the last ten years of our marriage combined. He didn’t question it—why would he? He just enjoyed the change, and I let him believe that my newfound enthusiasm was all for him.

Of course, the truth was far more complicated. Even in those moments of intimacy, part of me knew where that hunger came from. It came from Andrew—from the way he had awakened something raw and undeniable inside me. And though I still carry immense guilt for the secret life I’ve led on those business trips, that guilt doesn’t linger for long. Whenever the memory of Andrew’s body pressing into mine returns, whenever I think of the overwhelming pleasure of being stretched wide by his huge cock, the guilt is drowned out by sheer desire.

I’ve come to understand something I can no longer deny: these emotions, these cravings, are powerful, and they aren’t something I can just bury and forget. They have always been inside me, buried deep as fantasies I thought would never see the light of day. Now that I’ve lived them—now that I’ve tasted them—I know they’re part of me.

And none of that changes the fact that I love my husband. I do love him, deeply. I don’t want to hurt him. But I also know that for my own sake—for my sanity, my sexuality, my sense of being alive—I need to keep exploring these feelings. At least for now. Only by indulging them, by letting myself surrender to them fully, can I ever hope to be truly honest with myself.

These conflicting emotions and erotic memories swirl in my head often, but never more intensely than now, as I grip the wheel and guide my car toward my favorite client—the one where Andrew works. My pulse is quicker than it should be for a simple business trip. Because I know what’s waiting. I’ve already arranged to meet him as soon as he finishes work. We’ll have dinner first, but we both know the real course of the evening will be served later, in my hotel room.

The way things have developed between Andrew and me is nothing like the affairs you hear whispered about among friends or read in some cheap novel. There’s no messy talk of love or broken promises, no daydreaming about running off together. From the very beginning, I was honest with him. He knew exactly why I wanted him: because he’s a tall, devastatingly handsome Black man, and because I had fantasized about being with someone like him for as long as I could remember. Andrew wasn’t flattered or offended—he understood. And then, of course, I discovered he was more than just the fantasy. He’s thoughtful, gentle when he needs to be, even protective in his way.

But that doesn’t change what drives me to keep coming back. I’m not looking for a new boyfriend. I’m not looking to fall in love with anyone else. I love my husband, and I have no intention of leaving him. What I crave—what I need—is Andrew’s cock. That’s the truth I can’t hide from myself anymore. The sheer size and power of it, the way my body reacts when he pushes inside me—it’s unlike anything else I’ve ever felt. That’s why I keep arranging these meetings, why I can’t bring myself to let him go.

Sure, in a strange sort of way, we do care for one another. We laugh, we share stories, we can spend hours together without even touching. But then again, I enjoy the company of many of my friends, and I’m not fucking them. This is different—raw, physical, addictive. From the very beginning, we promised each other honesty. We agreed that this wasn’t some secret prelude to a lifelong relationship. I had no intention of leaving my husband, and Andrew was never mine to claim in the first place. He isn’t exclusive to me, and I’ve never expected him to be. We’ve never spelled it out, but I’ve always known the truth—if he met someone else and decided our arrangement had to end, I wouldn’t have a choice but to let go.


Chapter 2

On my last trip to his city, that reality came into sharper focus. We were lying naked in bed, our skin still slick from a night of rough, punishing sex that had left me sore in the most delicious way, when he turned to me out of nowhere and asked if I’d ever considered other interracial experiences on my many business trips. His tone wasn’t jealous or possessive; it was curious, almost teasing. I remember the way his arm was draped heavy across my stomach, his cock still soft but thick against my thigh as he asked it, like he already knew the thought must have crossed my mind.

I told him the truth—I hadn’t really thought about it. Not seriously, anyway. The opportunities hadn’t presented themselves, and honestly, my head was still trying to make sense of everything he and I had already shared. Processing the reality of being with Andrew—the size of him, the way he used me, the way I responded—was more than enough for me to handle.

But I have to admit, his question lodged itself in my head and refused to leave. The thought of another man—another big, black cock stretching me, using me the way Andrew does—wasn’t something I could just laugh off. Even letting my mind wander there made my pussy tingle, my thighs press together as though I could hold the heat in. I wasn’t ready to act on it yet, but if the opportunity ever presented itself? I knew I’d have to think long and hard before saying no.

The rest of that afternoon dragged by in a haze of distraction. I sat in the conference room with my laptop open, forcing myself to focus on the dry, soulless task of rewriting the company’s harassment and bullying policy. My fingers typed words, but my mind kept slipping. Every few minutes, I would catch myself picturing Andrew instead—his body pressed against mine, his thick cock sliding into me.

At one point, I passed him in the corridor. He didn’t see me, too intent on whatever task he was carrying out, but I saw him. The sight of his tall, powerful frame in his fitted shirt made me ache with impatience. We were both pretending to work, but I knew he was counting down the hours just as much as I was.

Time slowed to torture. Seconds dragged into minutes, minutes into hours, until at last the day was done. I said polite goodnights as I left the office, and just before I walked out, I caught Andrew’s eye. I gave him a sly wink, the sort of wink that said everything without words. His lips twitched in the faintest smile, and I left knowing it wouldn’t be long before his hands were on me again.

Back at the hotel, I went straight to the shower, scrubbing the day off my skin and letting the steam fog up the mirror. Tonight mattered. Lately, I had started packing differently for these trips, slipping sexier things into my suitcase that I hid carefully from my husband. Last time, I had surprised Andrew with a garter belt and tiny G-string under my dress.

This time, I wanted to drive him wild the moment I walked through the door. No panties at all—nothing between my bare pussy and the fabric of my dress. Just the click of hot little fuck-me pumps showing off my legs, and a fresh coat of bright red lipstick. I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my heart racing, already wet just imagining the look on his face when he discovered what I wasn’t wearing.

At exactly 7:00 p.m., there was a knock at my door—the knock I now knew as well as my own heartbeat. I practically ran to open it, my pulse hammering with anticipation.

When I swung the door open, there he was—Andrew, tall and broad-shouldered, that easy, devastating smile lighting up his face. I threw my arms around him, pressing my body against his hard chest as I whispered, “Hi, darling. I’ve missed you so much. God, you look so good to me… good enough to eat.”

He chuckled, low and warm, before kissing the side of my neck. “Mmm, you’re looking pretty good yourself. Look at you—little skirt, those heels, that lipstick… you’re killing me. Do you have any idea what it did to me seeing you in the office today? I couldn’t even get out of my chair for an hour.”

Looking down at the bulge straining against his trousers, I couldn’t help but grin. It was already thick and heavy, swelling more just from being close to me. I dragged my fingertip slowly over it and purred, “Looks like I wasn’t the only one who missed me. Your friend down there looks desperate to come out and play.”

Andrew chuckled, but his voice was already darker, huskier. “I think we’d better grab something quick for dinner, because as soon as we get back, my friend and I are going to make sure you remember exactly why you keep coming back here.” He leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear. “Let’s save time—hotel restaurant, then back here for dessert. You hungry?”

I slid in tight against him, pressing my breasts against his chest, lips brushing his jaw. “Starving,” I whispered. Then I let my mouth curl into a wicked smile. “But first, I want a little appetizer.”

Before he could answer, I pulled him down into a deep, hungry kiss. My tongue pushed into his mouth, greedy, claiming him. His groan vibrated through me as I reached down boldly and gripped the thick outline of his cock through his pants. It twitched hard in my hand, and I squeezed, loving the way his breath caught.

He actually jolted in surprise at first, but only for a heartbeat. Then his hand slid down my back, firm and possessive, pressing me harder against him. “Goddamn…” he muttered between kisses, “…you don’t waste time, do you?”

I grinned against his lips, giving him another squeeze. “Not when I already know exactly what I want.”

I could feel his cock pulsing hot and alive against my palm, swelling even bigger with every beat of his heart. By the time it was straining fully erect, I broke the kiss and sank slowly down onto my knees, never breaking eye contact with him as I did.

My fingers worked quickly, tugging at his belt, popping the buckle free, and dragging his zipper down. His trousers fell in a heap at his ankles, and I wasted no time hooking my thumbs into the waistband of his boxers. With one swift pull, I yanked them down around his knees—and suddenly his massive, thick black cock sprang free, inches from my face.

I gasped softly, almost reverently, staring up at it. “Remember me?” I murmured, my voice low and needy. “God, I’ve missed you so much.”

I wrapped both hands around the heavy shaft, barely able to close my fingers around him, and brought my mouth forward. My tongue flicked over the swollen head, tasting the first bead of his saltiness. Then I began trailing my tongue slowly down his length, worshipping every inch, until I was lapping at his balls, warm and heavy against my lips.

He groaned deep in his chest as I pressed my face against him, covering his sac with wet kisses before gliding back up the thick underside of his shaft. I stopped just below the crown, teasing the ridge with slow, deliberate licks, lingering on that exquisitely sensitive spot until I felt his cock twitch violently in my hands.

Andrew’s head tipped back as a deep moan ripped from his chest. “Holy fuck, I’ve missed this… God, I love it when you suck my cock!”

That was all the encouragement I needed. I opened wide and slid his huge cock into my mouth, taking as much of that thick length as I could manage. My lips stretched around him as I bobbed my head, stroking up and down his shaft with wet, steady rhythm. One hand pumped the base, my other hand fondling and teasing his heavy balls, rolling them gently in my palm.

Andrew was lost in it already—his groans raw, his hips shifting as he gave in to the rhythm I set. I could feel the way his cock twitched in my mouth, the heat building fast. I knew within another minute he’d be exploding down my throat.

And that’s exactly when I stopped.

With a wet pop, I let his cock slide from between my lips and sat back on my heels, looking up at him with a wicked smile. His shaft glistened with my spit, smeared with traces of my bright red lipstick. A perfect ring of color marked the point where my mouth had reached, halfway down that massive brown length—a bold reminder of just how much I had managed to swallow.

Andrew blinked down at me in dazed disbelief, his cock throbbing inches from my face. His lips, too, were smeared with my lipstick from our earlier kiss. His voice was hoarse, pleading. “What… what’s up? Why did you stop, Michelle? It felt incredible. Please—keep going.”

I stood up and gave him a quick, teasing kiss on the lips. With a wicked smile, I whispered, “I love your big, beautiful black cock. But that’s enough for now—I don’t want to spoil my appetite before dinner, do I? I’ll save the rest for dessert.”

The stunned look on Andrew’s face was priceless. His cock was still standing thick and hard in front of me, his balls surely aching from how close I’d taken him. I couldn’t help but grin as I added, “Better pull your pants up, baby, and wipe your face clean. You wouldn’t want to go out in public looking like that.”

A slow, crooked smile crept across his lips as the reality of my little game sank in. “You really are pure evil,” he growled, shaking his head. “Such a cock tease. I’ll have to spank you later for that stunt.”

His frustrated groan as he reluctantly tucked himself back into his pants only made me more pleased with myself. I watched him wipe my smeared lipstick from his mouth while I turned to the mirror, carefully reapplying mine. The taste of his cock still lingered hot and heavy on my tongue as we finally left the room together.

Downstairs, the Maître D’ led us to a quiet U-shaped booth tucked away at the back of the restaurant, the kind of spot that promised just enough privacy for whispered words and wandering hands. We ordered a bottle of red wine, and soon after, placed our meals. I caught Andrew’s eyes as the waiter turned back toward us, and with an impish grin I leaned forward, asking sweetly, “Excuse me… don’t you serve a sausage appetizer here? I heard it was a truly mouthwatering experience.”

The poor waiter flushed crimson, mumbling that they did not, while Andrew nearly choked trying to hold back his laugh.

The waiter eventually stammered, “No, Madame, I’m sorry, but we don’t have anything like that on the menu.” His brow furrowed in mild confusion, and before he could step away, Andrew suddenly started coughing, his hand clamped over his mouth.

“Are you okay, sir?” the poor guy asked nervously, glancing between us.

Andrew managed to wave him off between coughs. “Yes—yes, thank you. Just… just a little water went down the wrong way. I’m alright now.” His voice was hoarse, his shoulders still shaking with suppressed laughter.

The waiter, clearly unconvinced but eager to escape, hurried away from the booth.

As soon as he was gone, Andrew turned to me with an exasperated look that only made his eyes sparkle. I leaned back against the leather seat, tilting my head, my smile wide and wicked.

“You’re going to get me in trouble one of these days,” he muttered, shaking his head, but the corners of his mouth betrayed him with a grin.

I giggled softly, resting my chin in my hand, and whispered just loud enough for him to hear, “Trouble? I thought you liked it when I misbehave.”

His hand slid under the table, brushing against my bare thigh, and the heat of his touch made me shiver. “Oh, I do,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “But you’d better believe you’re going to pay for that later.”

Once we were alone, we sipped our wine, the soft glow of the restaurant’s low lighting casting shadows that made the whole moment feel even more secretive. I let my hand wander under the table, stroking Andrew’s thigh, each pass a little bolder until my fingertips brushed across the thick bulge straining against his pants. He tensed ever so slightly, then spread his legs wider in silent invitation.

Leaning close so that my lips grazed his ear, I whispered, “I’ve got a surprise for you.”

His eyebrows shot up, curiosity sparking in his eyes. Without breaking his gaze, I reached down with both hands, grabbed the hem of my skirt, and began inching it upward. The long tablecloth draped perfectly around us, the booth’s walls cocooning us in privacy, making it our own little world. Slowly, teasingly, I lifted the skirt higher and higher until Andrew’s eyes widened and his mouth curled into a grin.

There I sat, my freshly shaved pussy glistening faintly in the dim light, completely bare for his eyes only. His gaze dropped, lingering shamelessly, then he leaned in and kissed me deeply, his hand already sliding across my thigh to claim what I’d just revealed.

“Wow, babe,” he murmured against my lips, his voice thick with desire. “What a beautiful pussy you have.” His palm pressed firmly between my thighs, fingers spreading me just enough to make me bite my lip. With a wicked glint in his eye, he added, “You know… my friend might want to play with your friend later.”

Then Andrew slid his left hand under the table, his fingers moving with a quiet confidence that made my breath catch. Even in the middle of a busy restaurant, I didn’t stop him—I couldn’t. The thrill of being touched in such a forbidden place only made my pussy throb harder. His fingertips brushed across my folds, teasing, stroking, rubbing slowly until I had to clench my thighs together just to keep from trembling too visibly.

I forced myself to keep my face composed, to smile as though nothing out of the ordinary was happening. It was a losing battle, though. My lips parted with each deeper breath, and the faintest flicker of a grin betrayed me as I felt his touch circle my clit. I nearly froze when the waiter appeared at our table to refill the water glasses. Andrew didn’t pause—his finger kept stroking, steady and deliberate—while I sat there smiling far too sweetly, praying the waiter couldn’t see the flush spreading across my chest or the sheen of sweat forming at my brow.

The moment he walked away, Andrew pushed further, slipping one of his thick fingers inside me. My body betrayed me instantly—I jolted so hard that the wine glass and silverware clattered against the table. My eyes darted around, panicked for a moment, but no one nearby seemed to notice. Andrew only smirked, his gaze locked on mine, as if daring me to make a sound.

I squeezed my thighs around his hand, but he was stronger, relentless. I closed my eyes briefly, trying to wrestle back control, but the slow curl of his finger inside me shattered any composure I thought I had left. My chest rose and fell faster, my breaths coming shallow and uneven. Andrew leaned back casually, still watching me intently, his expression calm and collected while his finger worked me under the table as though the crowded restaurant around us didn’t exist.

Suddenly, a booming voice shattered the spell. “Andrew!”

I nearly leapt out of my skin, clamping my legs together as Andrew’s finger slipped out of me. My cheeks flushed hot with panic, and Andrew jolted upright in his seat.

We both looked up to see a tall, handsome Black man grinning down at our table. He leaned in, his energy filling the space. “Shit, man, I thought that was you when I first walked in! Damn, how are you?”

Andrew’s face broke into a huge smile, his earlier focus on me instantly shifting. He jumped up from the booth, grabbing the man in a strong hug. “Karl? What the fuck are you doing here, man? I almost didn’t recognize you. What’s it been—five years?”

I was still trying to steady my breathing, my pussy still tingling from Andrew’s fingers, when the sudden interruption jolted me back to reality. My pulse was racing, my cheeks hot, and I was still struggling to wrap my head around the situation unfolding right in front of me.

The man standing at our table was striking—about Andrew’s age, tall and athletic, though maybe a little leaner than Andrew. His smile lit up his face, wide and warm, and his skin was even darker, a deep, flawless tone that made his teeth and eyes stand out all the more.

Andrew turned back toward me, still grinning ear to ear. “Oh, I’m so sorry! Let me introduce you two. Karl, this is my good friend Michelle. We met at my job a while ago, and we’re here celebrating our newfound friendship. Michelle, this is one of my oldest friends—Karl. We were college roommates back in the day.”

I reached out, my hand still slightly trembling, and shook Karl’s. His grip was firm, confident, and those deep brown eyes held mine with such effortless ease that I felt a flicker of heat return low in my stomach. He had the kind of chiseled features that made it hard not to stare.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Karl,” I managed, my voice softer than I intended.

Karl’s grin widened, and his gaze lingered on me just long enough to make my blush deepen. “Oh, I’m sure the pleasure’s all mine, Michelle. Andrew’s a lucky guy, finding such a pretty new friend.”

The compliment slipped out of him so smoothly, so naturally, that it disarmed me. I felt my face warm even more, and I quickly glanced away, reaching for my wine glass as if that could steady me.

"Michelle, would you mind if Karl joined us for a little bit?" Andrew asked, then glanced at his old friend. "If you’re free, that is."

Karl gave an easy laugh and started to wave it off. "I don’t want to intrude—"

But I leaned in, smiling warmly, and cut him off. "Nonsense. Please stay. You two clearly have a lot to catch up on, and I’d love to hear some of your stories." I told myself Andrew and I would have all the time we wanted later once we were back in the room.

Karl hesitated just long enough to be polite, then slid into the booth beside me. He moved in close so the three of us could talk without raising our voices. His shoulder brushed lightly against mine as he settled, and I found myself caught between the two of them, flanked on either side by tall, handsome black men. I couldn’t help the little thrill that ran through me. I gave a small, private smile as the thought flashed through my mind: we’re like a human Oreo, and I’m the creamy white center. The mental image made my pussy tighten and tingle in a way that forced me to take a sip of wine just to steady myself.

The waiter returned, and Karl ordered, his deep voice carrying a quiet confidence that matched the way he carried himself. Soon after, our food arrived, and conversation flowed as easily as the wine.

We discovered that Karl, like me, was traveling on business, though he was only in town for one night. He hadn’t even realized Andrew lived here now, and I could see from their easy banter how quickly they were falling back into old rhythms.

Their laughter filled the booth, and as they reminisced, I found myself learning a lot more about Andrew than he had ever volunteered to me. Karl painted vivid pictures of their college days—late nights, wild parties, endless pranks—and more than a few stories that hinted at Andrew’s way with women.

None of it surprised me. I’d already come to know Andrew as a man who was confident, funny, and charismatic, especially outside of work. But hearing about how effortlessly he had charmed the college girls back in the day made me glance at him in a new way. It made perfect sense—his natural good looks, that easy smile, the warmth he radiated—and, of course, something else I knew all too well now.

Karl was more reserved than Andrew, but no less magnetic. Where Andrew radiated energy, Karl carried himself with a quiet confidence that was just as attractive in its own way. He was sharp, quick with subtle humor, and his large hands—those long fingers that moved gracefully whenever he spoke—caught my eye more than once. I couldn’t stop myself from imagining what it might feel like to have those hands exploring me. His face had a softness to it, kind and approachable, but it was his thick, full lips that held my attention. As he talked, I found myself wondering how they might feel pressed against mine, whether his kiss would be as gentle and tender as his manner suggested. The thought left me shifting slightly in my seat.


Chapter 3

Somewhere between stories and laughter, Andrew discovered that Karl had divorced just over a year ago. He set his glass down and leaned in with genuine sympathy. "I’m sorry to hear that, Karl. Though, if I’m honest, I was always surprised you and Lucy went that far. Hell, I didn’t think you’d even make it to graduation. That last semester, you two argued more than you ever made love!"

Karl chuckled, though his smile didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Andrew’s own grin turned sly as he shot me a quick glance before adding, "Besides, you always had a thing for blondes in college. You chased your fair share before Lucy. Remember that one girl—Rami, wasn’t it? The one at the bar who said she wanted to sleep with two guys at once? Man, you were practically on fire that night."

He laughed, shaking his head at the memory. "I still appreciate you thinking of me as your wingman, but I’m pretty sure Rami got cold feet the second she saw the two of us together. She bolted half-naked out of the apartment before we even had our shirts off. Left the two of us just standing there in our underwear!"

Andrew burst out laughing at his own story, the sound echoing across the booth. I felt a tingle trace up my spine at the mention of Rami’s fantasy, my imagination sparking in directions I wasn’t ready to admit. Karl, on the other hand, only gave a short, uneasy laugh and shook his head. "Well," he said simply, voice lower now, "I guess I learned my lesson about Lucy the hard way, didn’t I?"

Andrew leaned back with a smile and asked, "So what about you now? Are you seeing anyone, or just enjoying the bachelor life for a while?"

Karl didn’t hesitate. "No, I’m definitely enjoying the bachelor life, man," he said with a wry grin. "I’m steering clear of anything too serious. I’m just not ready for that kind of drama again—not yet. The few times I’ve gone on proper dates, all the women wanted to talk about was long-term plans, settling down, marriage… and I can’t stomach that right now."

His tone softened as he added, "But it has been a pretty lonely year, if I’m honest. Living alone, avoiding the dating scene—it means I don’t get out much. I’d just like to find someone I could enjoy being with, without all the other baggage." He gave a quiet laugh and added, "Maybe I should go back to chasing blondes. Life felt a lot simpler back then."

As soon as the words left his mouth, Karl shot me a quick glance—just a flicker of his eyes that carried both humor and a hint of worry, as though checking to see if I’d taken offense. The look lingered only a second, but I felt it all the same. Then he pushed himself up from the booth, clearing his throat. "I’m sorry, I just need to make a quick phone call—trying to finalize a couple of meetings for tomorrow morning. I’ll be back in about fifteen minutes."

With that, Karl gave a small, apologetic smile before striding off, leaving me and Andrew alone again at the table.

Once Karl had stepped away, Andrew turned to me with that sly grin of his. "So," he teased, "what do you think of my old friend Karl?"

I hesitated, then answered honestly, "He seems like a really nice guy. But a little sad… and obviously lonely. I can’t help but feel bad for him."

Andrew chuckled and leaned closer. "Oh, come on! You know that’s not what I meant. Don’t tell me you weren’t sneaking glances at him all through dinner—I saw your eyes wandering more than once." His grin widened knowingly. "I don’t mind, honestly. That’s why I invited him to join us. I thought you might enjoy the view."

My face grew warm, but he pressed on. "That story about the blonde co-ed? I told it for you, to give you ideas. And judging by the look on your face right now, I think it worked. I’d bet anything that if I slid my hand under your skirt this second, you’d be even wetter than you were earlier."

I blushed so hard I could feel it burning across my chest. I hadn’t realized I’d been that obvious when my eyes lingered on Karl… or maybe Andrew just knew me too well.

"This is a good chance for you," he murmured, lowering his voice. "Another black guy. A perfect opportunity, if you want it. And it’s perfect for Karl too—lonely, single, and I know he’s always had a thing for attractive blondes."

"And it's pretty perfect for me, too. You're my friend, and Karl is my friend. I completely trust him; I know he would never do anything to hurt you. And you don't need to worry about me getting jealous. We've already agreed that our relationship is different from most, and besides, it would just be this one time. Karl is only passing through town, so you probably won't get another chance. So, with all that said, I don't think you should pass up this chance unless, of course, you're going to try to tell me you think Karl isn't your type!"

The way Andrew was looking at me as he said it made me shiver. That sly little grin of his wasn’t just playful—it was daring me, pushing me right to the edge of something I couldn’t quite believe we were even talking about in the middle of a crowded restaurant. His voice had dropped low, teasing but serious, threading its way into my head until I could feel my whole body humming in response.

I felt my face heat up, my cheeks flushing so hot I was sure Andrew could see it even in the dim glow of the booth. I knew my eyes must have given me away, because before I could stop myself, the truth came tumbling out. "No, I think Karl is seriously hot!" The words felt bold, forbidden, and yet liberating all at once. My voice was low, almost breathless, but it still came out too fast, like I had been holding it in and finally had no choice but to let it go.

I bit my lip, leaning closer across the little stretch of table between us. I could still taste the faint traces of wine on my lips, but underneath that was something stronger—the memory of Andrew’s cock in my mouth earlier, the lipstick ring still burned into my mind. And now here we were, openly talking about his friend, about sharing me, about pushing the boundaries even further.

"And yeah," I admitted softly, my voice trembling with the weight of it, "I will admit it... the thought of having both of you at once is making me so hot." Just saying it aloud made my pussy clench, a deep throb pulsing between my legs. "You were right about being even wetter now."

Andrew’s grin widened at my confession, and the glint in his eyes told me he was savoring every word. He knew me too well. He always had.

I shook my head slightly, almost laughing at how surreal this all felt, then lowered my voice to a whisper only he could hear. "No matter what happens from now on, Andrew, I am definitely going to reward you later. You deserve a reward just for suggesting the idea of a threesome and putting that heavenly image in my head, let alone trying to make it come true."

The words hung between us, thick with promise. I felt my nipples hardening under my blouse, my thighs pressing together as I squirmed slightly in my seat. Andrew didn’t miss it—his eyes flicked downward and then back to mine, the look of a man who had me exactly where he wanted me.

Still, the doubt lingered, tugging at me. I exhaled slowly and added, "But how do you know Karl would even be interested in it? Or me?" My voice faltered at the end, betraying the insecurity I was trying to hide. "I'm just not sure."

Andrew smiled as he replied, "Oh, he'll be interested! I know guys, and I know Karl. Also, you might not have noticed, but while you were busy eyeing him, he was definitely casting sideways glances at you all evening. He'll go for this in a heartbeat, I promise. When he gets back, move in a bit closer to him and give him a little attention." Then Andrew quickly said, "Ready, he's coming back. You just follow my lead. You'll know what to do, don’t worry."

I barely had time to steady my breathing before Karl slid back into the booth beside me. His shoulders brushed mine as he settled in, and he seemed noticeably more at ease than when he’d excused himself. I caught the faintest whiff of his cologne—warm, musky, clean—and it made my pulse quicken.

We poured another round of red wine, and soon the three of us were talking again. Only this time, I leaned into Karl, directing my focus almost entirely on him. I asked about his work, genuinely curious, but also carefully attentive, letting my hand linger against his arm as I responded. He told me about his long hours and his occasional frustration with the travel, and I listened with a soft smile, nodding, my fingers brushing over his sleeve as though unconsciously drawn there.

When he mentioned sports, my eyes widened, and I leaned closer, my thigh grazing his as I crossed my legs beneath the table. "I can tell," I said with a teasing grin. "You don’t get a body like yours without serious dedication." My voice dropped, playful and admiring, just enough to let the words land where I wanted them to.

Karl chuckled, ducking his head slightly, though I saw the flicker of pride in his eyes. "I try to keep in shape," he said modestly.

I tilted my glass and took a slow sip, giving myself the excuse to study him openly. His shoulders, the way his shirt stretched across his chest, the strong lines of his arms. Each time I laughed at one of his stories, I reached out and touched him—his shoulder, his hand, his forearm—never too much, but always enough to send a little spark across my skin.

And it was working. Karl’s attention shifted more and more toward me as the minutes passed. His body angled subtly closer, his gaze catching mine more often, his voice softening as though this was our conversation now, just the two of us. I could feel Andrew still sitting across the table, watching everything, but Karl seemed to forget he was even there.

Finally, the waiter came back over to our table to see if we wanted anything for dessert. Andrew leaned back with that sly grin of his and replied, “No, thank you. We have something else in mind, but it’s not on the menu.”

I got the joke almost instantly, biting my lip to stop a laugh, but Karl clearly didn’t catch on. He just nodded politely and let it slide, though I noticed a faint crease of curiosity form between his brows. The waiter moved away, and I felt my heart rate pick up as Andrew reached for the check without hesitation. There was a sense of inevitability now, the evening tightening toward something I couldn’t quite believe was happening.

Karl pushed his chair back once Andrew had paid. “Well,” he said with an easy smile, “it’s been great catching up, but I should probably let you two get back to your quiet evening together.” He looked genuinely ready to excuse himself, and for a split second I felt my stomach drop—like the opportunity Andrew had been carefully building toward all night was about to slip away.

But then I caught Andrew’s eyes. He was smiling again, the kind of knowing, confident smile that told me he had a plan all along. Relief washed through me, almost dizzying in its intensity.

“Karl,” Andrew said warmly, his tone laced with insistence, “you can’t go just yet. Michelle and I have really enjoyed your company this evening. In fact, she told me earlier how glad she was you joined us—and that she’d love to get to know you better.”

I felt my cheeks burn at his words, but I didn’t look away. Andrew wasn’t just winging this; he was guiding the whole situation, and he wanted Karl to see my reaction.

“We both think you should join us for dessert,” Andrew continued smoothly. He let the pause linger before he added, with deliberate weight, “We’re planning to have it up in Michelle’s hotel room right now.”

Andrew turned toward me, his grin widening. “Michelle, can you please show Karl what is on our menu for dessert?”

I already knew exactly where Andrew was steering things, and I had quietly braced myself even before he finished speaking. So when his hand moved the tablecloth away from my legs, I was ready. My heart was thudding in my chest, but I didn’t flinch. Karl turned toward me, his eyes searching mine, waiting for me to explain or laugh it off. Instead, I just shifted slightly, bunching my skirt higher in my hands so that there was no mistaking what I was showing him—my bare, freshly shaven pussy, glistening softly under the dim light of the booth.

For a moment Karl was frozen, jaw slack, lips parted as he stared. His eyes darted back toward Andrew, as though he couldn’t believe what he was being shown, or that this was even allowed. But Andrew only leaned back with that infuriatingly sly grin, offering no explanation, no denial—just silent approval.

Karl’s gaze snapped back down to me, and this time I saw his composure crack. His full lips parted, tongue slipping across them in a slow, hungry sweep, as if he were tasting the idea in his head before he dared speak it aloud. My pulse spiked at the sight.

I leaned in a little closer, holding his dark, smoldering eyes with mine, refusing to look away. My breath caught in my throat as I slowly reached across and let my hand settle on his thigh. His leg was firm beneath my touch, the heat of him radiating upward, and I could feel the solid weight of his cock swelling against his pants. My fingers moved almost on their own, stroking lightly across the bulge, testing it, claiming it.

His body tensed under my hand, but he didn’t stop me. His eyes were wide, almost disbelieving, and for a second the air between us felt so heavy it could snap. That was when I gave him the words—low, deliberate, and commanding, my voice vibrating with need.

“Karl…” I squeezed him just enough to feel him throb in my palm. “I want you to fuck me with your big, black cock. I want to feel both of you using me. Tonight. Now.”

The moment the words left my mouth, the last of Karl’s hesitation dissolved.


Chapter 4

The three of us sat there in a thick, charged silence, pressed close together in the curve of the U-shaped booth, the world of the restaurant outside seeming to fall away. From where we were tucked in, shielded by the high back of the booth, I doubted anyone could see more than our shoulders. But inside, the air was electric. I was wedged between them—Andrew to my right, wearing that maddeningly knowing smile, and Karl to my left, still utterly speechless, his dark eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

My pulse pounded so hard it felt like everyone in the room must hear it. Heat pooled low in my belly, part excitement, part nerves. I could hardly believe my own boldness—how easily I had slid into Andrew’s game, how natural it felt to say the words that only hours ago I would never have imagined myself daring to speak aloud.

I didn’t break eye contact with Karl. I wanted him to see that I meant it, that I wasn’t just teasing. My left hand still held my skirt bunched high around my waist, leaving no doubt, no mystery—my bare, smooth pussy laid out for him under the table, glistening softly in the low light. My right hand gripped the thick swell of him through his trousers, squeezing, feeling him twitch and grow firmer under my touch.

I leaned in close, my lips grazing the side of his ear as I whispered, my voice low, breathless but commanding. “Karl… I want you to come back to the room and fuck me with this big, black cock. I want to feel both of you inside me. I want it now.”

My heart was hammering so hard I could feel each beat reverberating through my chest, a heavy rhythm that seemed to echo the chaos in my head. As the moment stretched out before me, my mind couldn’t help but race backward, retracing every step that had led me here, to this very table, to this dizzying collision of guilt and hunger.

It still astonished me that it had been only a little over eight months since I’d crossed that line for the first time—since I’d finally surrendered to my darkest, most private fantasy. Only eight months since I had wrapped my lips around a big black cock, since I had taken one deep inside me, felt its weight and power stretching me in a way that had haunted me for years in secret.

Andrew had been the catalyst for all of it—the charming, dangerously persuasive man who had walked straight into my carefully ordered life on that business trip and flipped everything upside down. From that first encounter, he had become the embodiment of temptation, the one who made my forbidden craving real, tangible, inescapable. And every time I returned to his town, we picked up where we left off, chasing that high together, pushing further each time.

But even in the midst of this intoxicating freedom, guilt always lingered, sharp and cutting whenever I thought of my husband back home—my sweet, loyal husband who loved me without question. That guilt had been strong in the beginning, fierce enough to make me question everything. Yet more and more, it was losing ground, slowly being drowned out by the waves of exhilaration and the pure, visceral arousal that surged through me whenever Andrew was near.

And Andrew hadn’t slowed down. If anything, he seemed to thrive on pulling me deeper, each encounter an escalation, each new experience designed to unravel me further. And the more I yielded, the clearer it became: I wasn’t fighting this anymore. I was embracing it. I wanted it.

And now here we were—Andrew, once again, nudging me toward a new edge. Weeks ago, on my last trip, he’d asked if I’d ever thought about widening my horizons—other black men, other experiences—and tonight the answer had simply walked up to our table and smiled. His old college roommate, Karl. A coincidence that felt a lot like fate.

I kept my gaze locked on Karl’s, letting the heat in my eyes do half the talking while my mind ran wild with images I’d never allowed myself to picture before. With Andrew I’d daydreamed about other men in a lazy, abstract way—idling fantasies about another big, black cock—nothing more. Two men at once had never even crossed my mind. But now, with Karl right here, it bloomed inside me fully formed: two tall, beautiful black men, their hands, their mouths, their cocks taking me apart together. The thought hit me so hard I felt a little light-headed. Warmth pooled low in my belly and spread, the wetness between my thighs growing with every breath, every second of waiting.

I didn’t blink. I willed him to say yes—stared into those dark eyes and tried to pour the word into him with my own. Maybe it worked, or maybe the hunger was already there, because I watched the shock fade from his face and something hotter take its place. A slow, hungry smile curved his lips.

“I would love to fuck you tonight, Michelle,” he said.

My heartbeat leapt. I leaned in and kissed him, slow at first and then deeper, parting his lips with my tongue until the world outside our booth fell away. My right hand slid over his lap and tightened around the thick swell in his trousers, squeezing to let him feel exactly how grateful I was for the answer I wanted.

Karl and I straightened ourselves quickly, though my pulse was still racing. Andrew, smooth as ever, strolled over to the bar, ordered another bottle of red, and asked for three glasses to take upstairs. By the time he returned, the three of us were moving together toward the elevator, the bottle tucked under Andrew’s arm like it was nothing out of the ordinary.

We stepped inside, and another couple slipped in behind us. They looked to be about my age—both white, both polished in that slightly bland, suburban way. Andrew and Karl took up their places at the back, tall and broad on either side of me, while I stood in front of them. The strangers positioned themselves near the doors, but I felt the woman’s eyes the instant she turned. She looked me over first, then let her gaze travel—slow, deliberate—over the two men at my back.

It didn’t take much to read what was in her mind. The way her eyes lingered, the way she tried to play it off with quick darts of attention that always circled back—she saw what I saw: two gorgeous, powerful men. She wasn’t just curious. She was staring.

That knowledge sent a wicked thrill through me. Without changing my expression, without even looking at her, I slowly reached behind me, letting each hand settle over the heavy bulge in Andrew’s and Karl’s pants. I gave both of them long, slow strokes through the fabric, dragging my palms up and down to show the full weight and length pressing into my hands.

The woman’s reaction was priceless—her eyes went wide, and instead of turning away, she stared openly now, lips parted as though she couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. I kept my gaze fixed straight ahead, my hands busy, my body thrumming with the forbidden rush of putting on a show right in front of her husband.

Neither Andrew nor Karl made the slightest move to stop me. If anything, their silence, their stillness, felt like approval—as though they were just as turned on by the performance as I was.

From the way my hands moved, stroking and teasing the obvious bulges pressing against Andrew’s and Karl’s pants, the woman could tell instantly just how well-hung both of them were. There was no mistaking it. My slow, deliberate movements gave away every inch of their length, and her wide, transfixed eyes confirmed that she knew exactly what I was showing her. She didn’t dare say a word, not even to her husband, who remained completely oblivious as he stared straight ahead at the panel of glowing floor numbers. But she couldn’t stop staring—her gaze clung to my hands, as if magnetized by the sinful little show unfolding right in front of her.

The air in the elevator grew thick with tension, so heavy it felt like it might spill out as soon as the doors opened. When the woman finally dragged her eyes upward, she realized I was watching her closely. Our eyes locked, and she saw the mischievous, devilish smile tugging at the corners of my lips. That smile said everything without a single word: Look at these two big, black cocks that I get to play with tonight. Look at what’s waiting for me upstairs.

For a second she froze, caught in the act. The heat in her face betrayed her, a sudden flush that had nothing to do with the stuffy elevator. But then, after the initial shock of being caught passed, her lips curved into a tiny, knowing smile. It was the kind of smile shared between women who understand something secret and forbidden—an unspoken confession of desire. A moment later she turned quickly away, perhaps worried her husband might notice, but not before I caught the flicker in her eyes as they passed across him.

What I saw there made me grin even wider. It was envy, plain and simple—a fleeting expression that told me she couldn’t help but compare the thick, dark bulges under my hands to whatever her husband had waiting for her. She turned back to face forward, but the truth was written all over her face.

As I stood there, sandwiched between Andrew and Karl, still shamelessly palming their cocks through their trousers, I found myself secretly hoping that the little glimpse she’d just witnessed would stay with her all night. I hoped she would get back to her room and feel so turned on she’d practically throw herself at her husband, unable to hold back the need that seeing us had sparked inside her. Maybe she’d ride him hard, maybe she’d beg him to take her a second or third time, all the while imagining it was one of these gorgeous, well-hung black men pressing her down into the mattress. Maybe even both.

And in some twisted, generous way, I thought of it as giving them a gift. Just like what Andrew had given me, and what I had passed on to my husband. That little taste of danger and excitement had been enough to rekindle something in my marriage—I’d sucked my husband’s cock and swallowed his cum for the first time in years, and it had thrilled us both. I knew in my heart that never would have happened if I hadn’t met Andrew. And now, watching this woman’s flustered cheeks and hungry eyes, I knew she might carry the same gift back to her own husband tonight—an unspoken, forbidden spark that could change everything.

The elevator chimed, and when the doors slid open onto my floor, a rush of nerves and excitement surged through me. The three of us stepped out, and the soft thud of our footsteps echoed down the quiet corridor as we made our way toward my room. Each step I took seemed to hammer home the reality of what was about to happen. Until now, it had all been flirtation, suggestion, and possibility. But now? Now it was real.

A shiver ran down my spine as the thought fully sank in: I was about to try to satisfy two men at once. The idea both thrilled and terrified me. Questions tumbled through my mind, one after another. Would I even be capable of giving them both the attention they deserved? Could I keep up with two men’s hunger and stamina? Or would I end up focusing too much on one while the other waited?

And then came the even bigger question—could my body handle it? Both Andrew and Karl were big men, and I knew from experience just how demanding a single one of their cocks could be. The thought of trying to take them both—one after the other, or maybe even at the same time—sent a rush of heat straight between my legs, but also made my heart beat wildly. It was something I’d never even fantasized about before tonight.

But then I reminded myself: every new experience Andrew had introduced me to, every step deeper into this world of discovery, had only awakened more of my desire. Not once had he led me somewhere I regretted going. Every time, I had left wanting more. That thought alone calmed the nerves and steadied me.

So, by the time we reached the door to my room, my hesitation had turned into determination. I decided I wouldn’t just let this happen to me—I would step into it fully, own it, and embrace it. I would show them both that I wasn’t just some timid wife sneaking into thrills on the side; I was ready to take control of this moment. My hand reached for the keycard in my purse, and with a deliberate, steady breath, I promised myself: I was going to make tonight mine.

Once we stepped into my hotel room, I wanted to set the mood immediately, to strip away that last layer of hesitation clinging to Karl. I put on some soft, rhythmic music—something slow and sultry that filled the air with an almost hypnotic pulse—and dimmed the lights until the room glowed in a warm, inviting haze. Andrew was already at ease, moving with practiced confidence as he opened the bottle of wine and poured three glasses. Karl, though, lingered near the door at first, his body language stiff, like he wasn’t quite sure if he belonged here. But behind that tension, I could see it—the spark in his eyes, the way his chest rose just a little quicker than normal, betraying his excitement.

I moved toward him deliberately, smiling as I pressed a glass into his hand, and I made sure to bridge the gap between us with touch. My fingers lingered on his arm, tracing the muscles beneath his shirt, and I leaned in close, letting my words brush against him like a caress. “You’re so handsome, Karl,” I murmured, holding his gaze, not giving him the chance to look away. “God, I can’t wait to see your strong, naked body.” His lips twitched into a nervous smile, but his eyes never left mine. That was all the encouragement I needed.

We all sipped our wine, but the alcohol wasn’t what loosened us—it was the deliberate teasing, the tension winding tighter with each touch and glance. I leaned across Karl’s hand, stroking his fingers as I whispered, “I can’t wait to feel you inside me.” The words hung heavy in the air, and Karl’s breath caught, his body betraying him even if his hesitation lingered.

Andrew, of course, didn’t need coaxing. He slid up behind me, his lips brushing the curve of my neck, and before long we were swaying together to the music, our bodies moving as naturally as they always did. He kissed me, playful and assured, his hands roving over me like I was already his prize. But I wouldn’t let Karl fade into the background—not tonight. Every few moments I peeled myself away from Andrew to return to Karl, making sure he felt my attention, making sure he knew this wasn’t just about me and Andrew, but about the three of us.

It worked. Slowly, the stiffness in Karl’s posture dissolved, his shoulders relaxing, his smile growing wider. His hands began to mirror mine, tentative at first, then bolder, brushing along my waist, my back, the curve of my hip. The way his touch lingered told me everything I needed to know—his nerves were melting into hunger.

When I couldn’t take the waiting any longer, when the ache between my thighs demanded more than teasing, I made the move myself. I reached up, both hands curling behind Karl’s head, and pulled him down to me. Our lips met in a kiss that began soft, exploratory, letting me savor the fullness of his mouth, the way his lips yielded against mine. But my need surged too hot, too fast, and the kiss deepened. I pressed harder, parting my lips to slide my tongue between his, claiming him as he accepted me eagerly.

The world shrank down to that kiss—long, breathless, charged with the taste of wine and the promise of everything to come. My hand trailed downward, slipping over the flat plane of his stomach until it reached the heavy outline pressing against his pants. I cupped him boldly, rubbing his cock through the fabric, and felt his body jolt at my touch. He groaned low into my mouth, the sound vibrating against my tongue, and for the first time all night, I felt Karl abandon restraint and give himself fully to the moment.

I felt Andrew step in close behind me, his chest pressing into my back as his hips aligned with mine. That familiar heat surged through me as his thick bulge nestled firmly against the curve of my ass, reminding me exactly how much I craved him. My free hand slid behind me, cupping that hardness through his trousers, stroking him in the same rhythm that my tongue was moving with Karl’s. For a moment, I let myself sink into the intoxicating pleasure of it—two men, both hard for me, both mine to play with, my body trapped deliciously between their towering frames.

But the fabric separating us was maddening. My fingers ached for bare skin, my body yearned for the full contact of their dark, powerful bodies against me. The clothes felt like a barrier, a frustration that kept me from the raw intimacy I craved.

When I finally pulled away from Karl’s mouth, my lips tingling, I stepped back just enough to take in both of them at once. The sight of them standing there—broad-shouldered, dark-eyed, and waiting for me—lit something in me I hadn’t expected. A boldness, a sharp rush of control I hadn’t known I possessed.

I smiled slowly, savoring the power of the moment, and let my voice drop into something firm, commanding. “Now, boys,” I said, drawing their attention squarely onto me, “tonight I expect you both to service all of my desires. Whatever I ask of you, you’ll do it. No hesitation. No holding back. Do you agree?”

For a heartbeat, neither man moved—then, almost in unison, they nodded, their eyes locked on me with a mixture of hunger and submission. That silent promise, that eager willingness to give themselves over to me, sent a jolt of arousal straight through me.

“Good,” I said, my smile curving into something devilish. “Because what I want first is for both of you to undress for me. Right now. Hurry up.”

I folded my arms, taking a deliberate step back so I could watch. The room went quiet except for the sound of clothing rustling as they obeyed, fingers working at buttons and zippers with sudden urgency. The sight of two strong, dark-skinned men stripping down at my command made my pulse race, my pussy clenching in anticipation. Soon, nothing would be between us but bare skin—and the knowledge that they were mine to command tonight.


Chapter 5

Karl and Andrew didn’t waste a second. They moved toward me with a kind of coordinated urgency, their hands immediately working at my clothes while I shifted back onto the end of the king-sized bed, placing myself in the perfect position to enjoy the view. My heart was thundering, my body already on fire with anticipation.

I leaned back slightly, spreading my legs just enough to slide my skirt higher and higher until it bunched at my waist, my bare pussy glistening openly for them. I didn’t bother with modesty—why would I?—instead letting my fingers wander lazily across my swollen lips as I watched them undress themselves under my command. The thrill of watching these two powerful men strip down for me while I touched myself sent a wave of heat through me that made me moan softly, my eyes locked on every movement.

Piece by piece, their clothes hit the floor until they were both down to just their underwear. “Stop,” I said firmly, savoring the authority in my own voice. “Now, I want you both standing right here in front of me. Closer… yes, that’s it. Shoulder to shoulder.”

They obeyed without hesitation, moving into position until the two of them towered above me. The sight was intoxicating—two gorgeous Black men standing over me, their smooth, dark skin glowing faintly with a sheen of arousal, the muscles in their chests and arms flexing with every small movement. I inhaled deeply, and the room was thick with their scent—a mix of cologne, sweat, and pure masculine musk. It filled my lungs, and with it, my pussy grew wetter, my fingers slick as they circled lazily over my clit.

I let my gaze roam up and down their bodies like I was savoring a rare indulgence. “God, look at you,” I murmured with a grin, my eyes trailing lower. And there it was—the unmistakable bulge in both of their boxers, cocks so hard that the fabric stretched tight, leaving little to the imagination. My stomach flipped with excitement.

I already knew Andrew’s size, had worshipped and reveled in it countless times. But Karl—Karl was still unknown, and the mystery only made me ache with curiosity. How big was he? How did he compare? Would he fill me the way Andrew always did, or overwhelm me even more? The suspense was unbearable.

I leaned forward, pausing my hand between my thighs long enough to point at them. “Take them off. Now.”

They didn’t hesitate. Boxers were shoved down and kicked aside in a matter of seconds, and suddenly both men were standing before me in their full, naked glory. My breath caught in my throat as I finally got to take them in—two thick, beautiful cocks, hard and heavy, pointing straight at me, gleaming with just the faintest hint of precum at the tips.

They stood before me now, no more than three feet away, their presence filling the room with raw, masculine energy. Andrew carried himself with the same casual confidence I had grown to know so well—his hands resting easily on his hips, his stance wide, his magnificent cock on full display as though he knew it deserved admiration. And he was right—it did.

Karl, on the other hand, was a striking contrast. He stood with his shoulders broad and his body tense, one hand instinctively drifting in front of him, as if to shield himself from my hungry eyes. That hint of shyness only made me want him more. It was intoxicating to see such a strong man trying to hide something I already knew would excite me.

“I can’t look at you both properly from so far away,” I said, letting authority drip from my voice. I locked my gaze on Karl before sweeping it back to Andrew. “Come closer. Stand directly in front of me. Shoulder to shoulder, boys. And I want your hands by your sides at all times.”

The order was deliberate—Andrew needed no instruction, but Karl did, and I wasn’t about to let him shy away from what I wanted.

They obeyed immediately, stepping forward until they were less than a foot away, their powerful bodies towering over me. Now they were so close I could feel the heat radiating off their skin, the scent of their arousal thickening the air. My heart raced as I finally had the chance to take in the full view, inches from my face.

I started with Andrew, the man I had come to know so intimately over the past eight months. I had grown utterly addicted to his cock—its size, its shape, the way it filled me so completely. Eight thick, beautiful inches of dark, veined shaft, crowned by that perfect, swollen head I loved to kiss, lick, and swallow. It was familiar, yet still awe-inspiring every time I saw it. My pussy had already been trained to take him, stretched and molded by him, and just looking at it again made me ache with the need to feel him inside me.

But now, with Karl standing right beside him, my eyes flicked between them eagerly, my breath catching with anticipation as I prepared to see how this new cock compared.

But now I finally had the chance to admire another black cock up close for the very first time, with Karl standing directly before me. My eyes slid from Andrew’s familiar, gorgeous length over to Karl’s, and I felt a little gasp escape my lips. I was stunned by what I saw. Somehow, Karl’s cock looked even longer than Andrew’s—easily by at least an inch. Though he wasn’t quite as thick as Andrew, his cock still carried an impressive girth—substantial, heavy, and certainly much thicker than my husband’s ever was.

The contrast between the two only made my arousal burn hotter. Karl’s cock was a striking, deep chestnut brown, even darker than Andrew’s, the rich tone of his shaft blending perfectly with the flawless skin of his athletic body. The head was beautifully shaped, wide and round, with that tightly circumcised smoothness I loved so much. Unlike Andrew’s, Karl’s head flared just a little wider than his shaft, giving it a bold, enticing silhouette that made my pussy throb with need.

I could feel myself getting wetter just from looking at him—at them both. The sight of two magnificent black cocks so close, so ready for me, had me trembling with anticipation. I already knew tonight was going to be unforgettable.

Completely captivated, I couldn’t hold back my delight. “God, you’re both incredible,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire. I reached out with both hands, claiming them at last. My fingers wrapped eagerly around each cock, pulling them closer to me, feeling their weight, their warmth, their sheer hardness responding to my touch. I lifted them both, holding them level with my face, mesmerized by the contrast and the similarities, my head turning hungrily from one to the other as if I couldn’t decide where to feast my eyes first.

Finally, dragging my gaze upward to meet their eyes, I let a broad, wanton smile spread across my face. “I’m a lucky girl,” I said breathlessly, squeezing both shafts with emphasis. “Look at these two beautiful, big, black cocks—and they’re just for me. God, I’m so fucking lucky.”

I didn’t waste another moment. With a rush of boldness, I leaned forward, wrapped my hand firmly around Karl’s shaft, and guided his cock straight toward my eager mouth. In my mind, it only felt right—he was our guest tonight, and I wanted to be the perfect hostess. That meant Andrew would have to wait, content with the slow, deliberate strokes of my free hand gliding up and down his thick length while my lips and tongue devoted themselves fully to Karl’s brand-new cock.

Karl let out a low groan the instant my lips enveloped his swollen head, the sound vibrating through his chest as he placed a steadying hand on my shoulder. I could feel his whole body tense and then relax under the touch of my mouth, his hips giving the slightest, involuntary thrusts as I worked my tongue around his sensitive tip. His eyes slipped closed, his breathing deepened, and soon he was moaning aloud, unable to hold back his pleasure.

I let my mouth wander, exploring him with growing hunger. I licked along the length of his shaft, tasting the faint salt of his skin, then dipped lower to tease and suck gently at his balls, pulling soft, breathless curses from his lips. My hand never stopped pumping Andrew in steady, hungry strokes, but every ounce of my oral attention was fixed on Karl, savoring the thrill of a new cock filling my mouth for the first time.

It didn’t take long before the first slick beads of precum began to well at Karl’s tip. I felt them smear across my lips as I swirled my tongue over his head, drawing the fluid into my mouth with a loud, greedy slurp. The taste—salty, musky, full of promise—hit my tongue like a spark, making my pussy throb with need. I knew then that this was only the beginning, the first intoxicating drops of the good things still to come.

I lingered on Karl’s cock for another minute or two, savoring the way he moaned and twitched under my tongue, before a guilty little thought slid into my mind—this whole night had been Andrew’s idea, and I couldn’t leave him out a moment longer. He had earned my attention, and I knew I owed him for setting this up. Reluctantly, I let Karl’s thick shaft slip from my lips with a wet pop, though I kept my hand wrapped firmly around it, stroking him slow and steady as I turned toward Andrew.

I couldn’t help but glance down as my fist glided along Karl’s length. His cock had become impossibly hard, swelling to the point where I found myself marveling at the size. It seemed almost as thick as Andrew’s now, though undeniably longer—something that made my pussy clench with excitement at the thought of how it might feel inside me.

Then I shifted my focus, leaning into Andrew and taking him deep into my mouth with the same eager devotion I had just given Karl. His cock slid across my tongue, and immediately my lips stretched wider to accommodate him—he was so heavy, so thick, filling me in that familiar way that made my jaw ache but my body throb with craving. That taste I knew so well washed over me, earthy and masculine, the flavor of the man who had been guiding me deeper into this world for months.

Andrew always loved it when I lavished special attention on his swollen head, and I made sure to give him exactly that. I teased him with shallow thrusts, pulling just the crown in and out of my lips while both of my hands worked feverishly along his shaft. I squeezed him with my palms, pressing my thumbs along the thick ridge of his cock as my fingers curled tight, stroking in long, slick motions that matched the rhythm of my mouth.

It was a lot to manage—his size always demanded both my hands and all the spit I could muster. But the truth was, I didn’t mind one bit. Andrew’s cock had become my addiction, the sheer act of sucking him enough to flood my mouth with saliva every time. Drool spilled down my chin as I worked him harder, wetter, faster, completely lost in the pleasure of servicing the massive black cock I had come to crave so much.

Usually, when I was down on Andrew, I had both hands free to lavish attention on every inch of his thick shaft, but tonight things were different. With Karl beside him, my focus was split, and Andrew had to settle for only one of my hands stroking his length while the other worked furiously to keep Karl’s cock slick and hard. Karl’s girth wasn’t quite as demanding as Andrew’s, which meant I could wrap my fist more securely around him, stroking with a steady rhythm that drew sharp, breathy moans from his throat. The way his body tensed and the sounds spilling from his mouth told me I was doing more than enough to drive him wild.

It didn’t take long before I could sense just how close Karl was getting. His breathing grew ragged, his hips jerked in small, desperate thrusts against my hand, and his cock throbbed so violently in my grip that I knew he was hanging by a thread. It struck me then that it must have been a long time since anyone had touched him like this—since anyone had sucked or stroked him with such hunger. No wonder his body was betraying him, ready to explode so quickly.

I looked up at Andrew through heavy-lidded eyes, his thick cock still filling my mouth as I gave him one last deep suck before pulling back. My lips glistened with spit as I smiled at him, a wicked glint in my eyes. “I’m sorry, baby,” I teased softly, “but I really need to give our guest all of me for a little while.”

Andrew’s expression told me he understood perfectly, and with his blessing clear in his eyes, I turned back to Karl. Both my hands slid eagerly onto his shaft, stroking from root to tip while my lips closed hungrily around his swollen head once more. His cock quivered violently against my tongue, and I knew it was only a matter of moments before I’d be tasting the full force of his release.

Andrew wasn’t about to let me devote all my energy to Karl without claiming some of me for himself. I felt the mattress shift as he climbed onto the bed beside me, and then his hands were on my thighs, firm but purposeful, nudging them apart. The moment his fingers trailed down to my slick folds, I knew exactly what he wanted—and I was more than ready. I arched my back slightly, sliding my ass toward the edge of the bed and spreading wider so he could get where I needed him most. His fingers wasted no time, circling my swollen clit and stroking over my drenched pussy, sending a jolt of raw electricity shooting up my spine.

It was overwhelming—the way my mouth and hands worked Karl’s cock while Andrew’s fingers teased me below. Before long, the rhythm of it all merged into one seamless motion, my lips and tongue moving in perfect sync with Andrew’s steady strokes against my pussy. It was like their bodies were connected through me, each sensation amplifying the other until I was dizzy from the intensity. My moans vibrated around Karl’s shaft as I sucked, and I felt his thighs trembling under my touch.

Karl’s breathing had turned ragged, his chest rising and falling in quick, shallow bursts. His cock pulsed hot and heavy in my mouth, the telltale sign that he was on the very edge. And then, just as Andrew’s fingers pressed harder against my clit, the first crashing wave of orgasm ripped through me. My whole body shuddered violently, and I couldn’t stop myself from pulling off Karl’s cock to let out a loud, desperate scream as the climax tore me apart.

At that exact instant, Karl’s hips jerked forward and his entire body stiffened. I watched his face twist with raw pleasure before the first thick ropes of his cum shot out, his release triggered in perfect unison with mine.

Karl’s first hot volley of cum burst free with such force that it bridged the two-inch space between his cock and my mouth, splattering across my lips and chin while only part of it landed inside. The warmth of it dripping over my skin made me instantly aware of what I was missing, and even though my body was still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm, instinct took over. I pushed forward, lips open and eager, and just managed to seal my mouth back around his shaft in time for the next thick surge to shoot straight across my tongue. The taste was strong, salty, intoxicating—and I swallowed greedily, determined not to let another drop escape me.

The world narrowed to the pulsing throb of his cock against my lips and the delicious gushes filling my mouth as I sucked hard, milking him for everything he had. My body was still quaking, each fresh spurt of cum drawing out new ripples of pleasure through me, like the two of us were climaxing together. Finally, his release slowed to heavy dribbles, and I drew the last few drops with long, slow pulls of my mouth before easing him free, lips glistening and chin still streaked with the mess of his first wild shot.

When I looked up, Karl’s expression was pure bliss—his eyes heavy, his chest heaving, a dazed smile tugging at his lips. That look of raw pleasure made me feel powerful, irresistible. I turned to Andrew, still flushed, and he chuckled, pointing toward me with a teasing grin. “I think you’ve got a little something on your face, Michelle. Just there.”

I hadn’t swallowed yet. I kept my lips pressed tight, savoring the heavy pool of Karl’s cum still resting hot in my mouth. Meeting Karl’s gaze again, I slowly lifted a finger, wiped along my chin to collect the thick, pearly mess, then slid that finger between my lips. I opened wide so they could both see, pushing the rescued spill inside to join the rest before I tilted my head back slightly and swallowed it all down in one long, deliberate gulp. The gesture wasn’t just about tasting him—it was about showing both men how much I craved every drop.

Karl’s eyes were wide, his expression somewhere between awe and disbelief as he stared down at me. “Holy fuck, Michelle! No woman has ever done that for me before!”

I licked my lips slowly, savoring the lingering taste, and smiled up at him with playful satisfaction. “Well, that’s their loss, honey, because your cock is delicious.” My voice was dripping with mischief, making it clear how much I had enjoyed every second.

Behind me, Andrew gave a deliberate little cough, a gentle reminder that he was still there—and still painfully hard. I turned my head toward him with a sly grin. “Don’t you worry, Andrew. Trust me, I haven’t forgotten about your cock.” My tone was teasing but reassuring, promising him his turn was next.

With that, I gave Karl one last glance before shifting my focus entirely to Andrew. “Lie back on the bed for me,” I instructed, my voice firm but affectionate. He obeyed without hesitation, stretching out across the mattress, his thick cock jutting proudly upward, dark and glistening in the low light.

I crawled forward on hands and knees, moving between his legs with deliberate slowness, letting both men admire the sway of my breasts and the way my hips rolled as I moved. When I reached him, I hovered for a moment, letting my breath ghost across the head of his cock before lowering my mouth over it in one long, smooth motion. The taste of him was instantly familiar, comforting in its intensity, and I moaned softly as I welcomed him deeper into my throat.

In that position, with my ass tipped high and hanging right at the edge of the bed, I knew exactly what kind of view I was giving Karl. The thought of his eyes fixed on me—on my parted thighs and swollen pussy, glistening and open—only fueled my hunger.

I wrapped both hands tightly around Andrew’s thick shaft, savoring the weight and heat of it as I leaned forward. Just before I lowered my mouth over him, I glanced back over my shoulder. Karl was still standing there, his cock glistening and softening after the orgasm I’d just wrung from him, his hand lazily stroking the last of his pleasure from it. The sight sent a wicked thrill through me, and I flashed him a knowing smile.

“Karl,” I purred, my voice low and commanding, “I need you to come here and lick my pussy now.”

That was all it took. Even though he’d just cum, Karl’s eyes lit up with eager obedience. As I took Andrew’s massive black cock into my mouth, sealing my lips around the swollen head, I heard Karl drop to his knees behind me. A moment later, his strong hands gripped my ass, spreading me wide, and then his tongue pressed between my slick folds.


Chapter 6

The contrast was overwhelming—my mouth stretching around Andrew’s thick shaft, my tongue circling his head while warm, salty precum coated my lips, at the same time Karl’s mouth worked hungrily at my pussy. His tongue started slow, long strokes from the base of my slit to my clit, teasing me, building me higher. I moaned around Andrew’s cock, the vibrations making him groan in turn as his hips shifted upward, pushing deeper into my throat.

Karl’s rhythm quickly picked up, his tongue darting and flicking faster, lapping at me with desperate hunger. Every time he pressed against my clit, a fresh wave of heat rolled through me, leaving me trembling between the two of them. It wasn’t like a 69 at all—this felt different, indulgent, decadent. I was giving myself entirely to Andrew’s cock, worshipping it with my mouth, while at the same time receiving raw, greedy pleasure from Karl’s tongue.

The sensation of being used and worshipped by both of them at once was intoxicating. My fingers dug into Andrew’s thick shaft as I worked him harder, slurping noisily, while behind me, Karl buried his face even deeper between my thighs, as if he couldn’t get enough of my taste.

My lips slid up and down Andrew’s thick black cock, my cheeks hollowing as I worked him, each groan he let out vibrating through my chest like a reward. His body twitched beneath me, his abs tightening, his breath coming out in short bursts as I sucked him deeper. At the same time, Karl’s mouth was busy between my thighs, his tongue gliding in long, deliberate strokes from the base of my pussy up over my clit and back again. Every lap made my hips jolt, my body caught between the ache of needing more and the thrill of being teased. God, this man’s tongue was talented—confident, relentless, like he already knew every weakness I had.

I had to pause my sucking just to moan, my lips still wet with Andrew’s precum, when suddenly Karl’s tongue wandered higher. He slipped past my clit, traced upward over the soft crease above my pussy, and then swirled around the tight ring of my asshole. The sensation shot through me like electricity, unexpected and filthy in a way that made me cry out. “Oh God!” My body arched, my thighs trembling as his tongue flicked and circled, and then his hand slid lower, rubbing my clit and pussy with steady, hungry strokes.

I gasped, then grabbed Andrew’s cock again, wrapping both hands around its thick base before plunging his swollen head back into my mouth. I licked and sucked greedily now, my moans muffled against his shaft as my whole body quivered from the dual assault.

The pressure built fast, unbearable, and I could barely form words around Andrew’s cock as I finally let out a ragged cry: “Karl—fuck me with your fingers!”

I felt him shift immediately, his mouth leaving my ass just long enough for two strong fingers to slide deep inside me. He didn’t hesitate, thrusting them hard and fast into my soaked pussy while curling them just right to make my hips buck against his hand. My lips tightened on Andrew’s cock as my body jolted, every nerve alight with pleasure, and just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, Karl’s tongue returned to my asshole, slick and relentless.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck yes!” I screamed, my whole body clenching in raw ecstasy as I lost myself to them both.

Karl didn’t rush. He lingered at my ass, circling it lazily, deliberately, the flat of his tongue gliding over the tight ring in slow, wet laps that made my whole body shiver. Every flick, every stroke sent aftershocks through my spine, and yet somehow, I still tried to keep Andrew’s cock deep in my mouth, bobbing my head to his rhythm. My lips slid over the thick crown again and again, my tongue stroking along the underside, but it was impossible to keep the steady pace Andrew loved when Karl’s mouth was doing things to me I’d never even imagined.

Andrew groaned, his cock twitching against my lips, and I tried to focus, to give him the kind of worship he deserved. But my thighs were already trembling, the heat between them unbearable. My nails dug into his hips as if I needed something to anchor myself, and still Karl didn’t let up. His hands held my ass open, spreading me wide for his tongue as he traced every slick contour of my most forbidden place, teasing me to the very edge of madness.

Just when I thought I’d adjusted, that maybe I could push through and concentrate on Andrew’s cock, Karl shifted. He pressed his tongue flat against me, right at the tight center of my asshole. My breath hitched around Andrew’s shaft, my throat tightening as a ragged moan slipped out past my lips. Andrew shuddered at the vibration, his hips jerking, but I was barely aware of him now.

Karl began to push—slow, deliberate pressure, the firm tip of his tongue easing against me, parting me. Then he did something that made my entire body lock up in shock. He flexed. The muscles of his tongue quivered, pulsing in tight, rapid waves, like some living vibrator moving against me.

I screamed into Andrew’s cock, the sound muffled, my voice breaking with pure disbelief. My pussy clenched around nothing, soaking wet, while my ass trembled under that relentless, rippling pressure. It was obscene, so raw, so filthy—and yet it felt impossibly good.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, pulling my lips off Andrew’s cock for a moment just to breathe, drool trailing down my chin as my chest heaved. “Karl—what the fuck—how are you—oh fuck!” I could barely form words as the sensation built, spreading out from my ass and flooding my pussy with even more unbearable pleasure.

Andrew’s hand slid into my hair, tugging gently, trying to pull my mouth back down onto his cock. I obeyed, desperate to please him, but the moment I wrapped my lips around his swollen head again, Karl pulsed his tongue harder, quicker, and I nearly bit down in shock. It was like he was controlling me with nothing but his mouth—forcing me to moan, to tremble, to surrender.

I’d never known a man could have that kind of control over his tongue. It was inhuman, like he’d trained it for years just to drive women insane. And here I was, the lucky one, the one receiving it, stretched open and dripping while my husband’s cock filled my mouth and another man’s tongue made me feel like my ass was the center of the universe.

The waves of sensation slammed together inside me, clashing and amplifying each other until I thought I might lose my grip completely. My lips slipped on Andrew’s cock as I gasped for air, spit and precum coating my chin. I wanted to beg Karl to stop, to give me just a second to breathe—but the truth was, I didn’t want it to end. I wanted more. I needed more.

“Oh fuck… oh my God, yes, yes, keep doing that!” I cried, dragging my mouth off Andrew again as my whole body quivered. My voice shook with desperation, with disbelief, with the kind of pleasure that bordered on agony. “Karl—don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

And still his tongue quivered, relentless, pressing and pulsing against me in a rhythm so perfect I couldn’t believe it was even real.

The words tumbled out of me, raw and desperate, louder than I even meant them to be. “Oh my God! Please, don’t stop! Holy fuck, that’s amazing. Yes—fuck my asshole with your tongue, just like that!” My voice cracked, half-moan, half-scream, every nerve ending in my body lit up with need.

Karl didn’t hesitate for even a heartbeat. The moment the plea left my lips, he adjusted, his mouth sealing more firmly against me. I felt the change instantly—his tongue hardened, stiffened, transformed from that teasing, fluttering softness into something firmer, more insistent. And then, with a slow but deliberate pressure, he pushed forward, sliding the tip past the tight ring of muscle.

My back arched, a shocked cry breaking loose as my whole body seized on the intrusion. I could feel the obscene slide of his tongue pressing deeper, probing, then pulling back, only to thrust again. It was filthy, so dirty I should have felt ashamed—but all I could do was moan and push back against him, spreading myself wider, offering him everything.

And he didn’t stop there. His other hand was still between my legs, his fingers working inside me with steady, hungry thrusts that matched the rhythm of his tongue. Two points of invasion, two relentless drives of pleasure—pussy and ass being filled and teased all at once, his tongue and fingers working together in a way that made my body feel like it wasn’t mine anymore.

Andrew groaned above me, reminding me that his cock was still in my mouth, heavy and throbbing against my tongue. I clung to him, sucking him down again, my lips wrapping desperately around his thick shaft. Every time Karl’s tongue thrust deeper into my ass, I gagged softly on Andrew’s cock, the sensations colliding until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

It was too much. Way, way too much. The pressure built fast—an unstoppable wave that gathered deep in my belly and then surged outward, claiming every muscle, every nerve. I tore my mouth off Andrew’s cock just long enough to scream, the sound raw and helpless. My thighs clamped down on Karl’s hand, my body shaking uncontrollably as my second orgasm ripped through me like fire.

“Ohhh fuck! Yes—yes, I’m cumming! Oh my God!” My cries filled the room, muffled again a moment later as I buried my mouth back onto Andrew’s cock, needing him there while my whole body convulsed around Karl’s tongue and fingers.

The orgasm was brutal, unstoppable—rolling through me in jagged waves until I thought I might break apart from the force of it. My ass clenched around Karl’s tongue, my pussy gushed around his fingers, and still he didn’t let up, his mouth and hands working me with ruthless determination until I was nothing but moans, sobs, and shudders.

Although the orgasm that ripped through me was one of the most intense I’d ever experienced, something about it felt different—less like an ending and more like the beginning of something I couldn’t control. My body was still trembling, but instead of collapsing into exhaustion the way I usually did, I felt my recovery come frighteningly fast. My heart was racing, my breath ragged, and yet there was no sense of relief, no satisfaction. If anything, the orgasm had only stoked the fire inside me, like pouring gasoline on an already blazing inferno.

The hunger was unbearable. It was as though some switch had been flicked deep inside me, and now all I could feel was this wild, insatiable craving for more. My pussy throbbed, still dripping from Karl’s fingers, and Andrew’s cock glistened with my spit right in front of me, demanding attention. My whole body was vibrating with need, every nerve screaming for release again, but it wasn’t enough to be touched, teased, or licked anymore. I needed to be filled, claimed, fucked.

I looked back and forth between them frantically—Andrew lying there with his cock thick and hard, Karl kneeling behind me, his face still glistening with my wetness. The sight of both of them, hard and waiting, made my chest tighten and my stomach flip. I could feel the words building in my throat, the raw urgency clawing its way out of me before I could stop it.

Finally, I couldn’t hold it in any longer. My voice came out hoarse, almost a desperate cry as I blurted, “I need one of you to fuck me—now!”

I glanced between them, my body trembling with impatience, and it was obvious Karl’s cock—though beginning to swell again—still hadn’t fully recovered from the way I’d just drained him with my mouth. Andrew, though… my poor Andrew, his cock was still rock hard, pulsing, desperate, and denied for far too long. A surge of affection and raw hunger for him ripped through me as I tilted my head back, locking eyes with him. My lips curved into a hungry smile as I gasped, “You’re my man… please, baby—fuck me.”

Before he even had a chance to answer, my body had already made the decision for both of us. I spun around on the bed, keeping myself on my hands and knees, presenting myself to him shamelessly. Behind me, I could feel the shift in the mattress as Andrew rose to his knees, the heat of his body closing in, the anticipation thick in the air as he positioned himself behind me.

But I wasn’t about to let Karl be forgotten, not when that gorgeous black cock of his was hanging so close to my lips, already twitching back to life. “While Andrew fills me,” I breathed, turning my head toward him, “I think I should help get you ready for round two.”

Karl seemed to understand instantly, stepping in until his hips were right in front of my face. I wrapped my fingers eagerly around his shaft, feeling it begin to stiffen in my grip as I leaned forward to take him into my mouth again. The salty-slick taste of him spread across my tongue just as I heard Andrew’s sharp exhale behind me—then, in one smooth, needy motion, his thick cock pushed forward and sank deep into my soaked pussy.

My mouth opened wider around Karl’s cock as I moaned from the sudden stretch, my body clenching greedily around Andrew. God, I had grown to crave that feeling—his cock filling me, stretching me, owning me—and now I had both men, one in my mouth and one inside me, and I knew I was exactly where I wanted to be.

It felt as though Andrew’s cock was even thicker than ever before, stretching me open in a way that made my whole body tremble. But deep down, I knew it wasn’t just my imagination—it was everything that had led up to this moment. Earlier, I had deliberately teased him with a fierce, wet blowjob before dinner, taking him to the edge and then cruelly pulling away, leaving him aching. Then he’d been forced to stand by and watch as I pleasured his friend until Karl exploded in my mouth. Even when it finally seemed to be Andrew’s turn again, my orgasm had stolen the focus, cutting his second blowjob short. Now, all that frustration and hunger was pouring into me with every savage thrust, his cock like iron, each stroke deeper and harder than the last.

I could barely hold myself up on trembling arms, the force of his hips driving me forward, but I refused to neglect Karl. My hand and mouth worked frantically on his cock, coaxing it back to life. Even through the haze of Andrew’s pounding, I could feel Karl thickening against my lips, swelling heavier with every second, until his cock was once again filling my mouth and sliding slickly between my lips.

Soon I had them both—two fully erect, enormous black cocks claiming me at the same time. One buried deep inside my pussy, the other stretching my mouth, making my jaw ache and my lips glisten with spit. The sensations collided inside me, overwhelming, intoxicating, sinful. This was bliss. My heaven.

And yet, even as waves of pleasure crashed through me, part of me paused, caught in the shock of realization. Just a few months ago, this wouldn’t have even been a thought, let alone reality. Back then, I never would have imagined myself kneeling between two men, surrendering my body so completely, craving it with every nerve in my body. And now? Now I couldn’t get enough.

Karl was regaining his strength, and soon I felt him start to move, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth with more intent. Each push went deeper, and I braced myself by pressing both palms flat against the mattress, surrendering control of my mouth to him. Any lingering trace of his earlier shyness was gone—now he was confident, demanding. His hands clutched my hair, then the back of my head, holding me steady as he began to fuck my mouth the way he wanted, using me with a hunger that sent a thrill through my whole body.

At first, his thrusts were cautious, testing me, letting me adjust to his size. I knew I wasn’t experienced enough to take him all the way—he was longer than Andrew, stretching me beyond what I thought I could manage, and I was certain I’d choke if he forced the whole thing down my throat. But Karl was deliberate, building his pace and depth little by little, coaxing my mouth to take more of him, pushing me to the edge of gagging before easing back just enough. By the time he found my limit, he was driving his cock into me with quick, deep strokes, each one leaving me gasping and drooling around him.

The rhythm between the two of them began to sync without even trying, Andrew slamming into my pussy from behind as Karl pumped into my mouth. It was almost mechanical, like some perfectly tuned machine—one thrusting in while the other pulled out, my body caught in the relentless motion of their cocks. And God, it was overwhelming. The sensation of being filled at both ends, claimed so completely, broke me wide open.

That’s when it hit me—an orgasm so massive it ripped through me with no warning, exploding out from my pussy with enough force to make me cry out around Karl’s cock. My body shook, clenching around Andrew as my throat quivered around Karl. And then, just as I thought I was done, another wave slammed into me only seconds later, dragging me into a second orgasm before the first had even faded. I screamed, muffled and raw, realizing with disbelief that I had just experienced my first back-to-back orgasms of my life.

I could tell from the way Andrew’s thrusts were becoming harder, heavier, almost desperate, that he was right on the brink. His body pressed tightly against my ass, each movement more urgent than the last, and then suddenly he buried himself deep inside me with a groan that rumbled from his chest. I felt the hot rush of his cum flooding into my pussy, filling me so completely that I shuddered at the delicious sensation of finally giving him the release I had teased him with all night. For a fleeting moment, the satisfaction of knowing he had finally let go made me smile, but I didn’t have time to savor it—because Karl was already unraveling in front of me.

His moans grew louder, raw and unrestrained, his hips pumping with ragged need until his cock pulsed in my mouth. A heartbeat later, the first burst of his cum hit my tongue, thick and hot, and I opened wide to welcome it. This time I was ready for him, eager, sucking him greedily as he spilled everything he had to give. My lips clung to him until the very last drop, and when he finally sagged back, spent, I pulled away just enough to show him the creamy pool glistening on my tongue before swallowing it down in one slow, deliberate gulp.

The three of us collapsed together on the tangled bed sheets, every muscle loose, every nerve buzzing with aftershocks of pleasure. Andrew stretched out at the head of the bed, his chest rising and falling in heavy, exhausted breaths, while I nestled against him with my head resting on his shoulder. At the foot of the bed, Karl lay sprawled out across the mattress, his thigh brushing against my toes. I playfully traced the curve of his soft cock with the tips of my toes, marveling at the sheer size of it even in its resting state. It was almost absurd—long, heavy, and beautiful even without its former rigid power.

As my body melted into the mattress, I let the haze of memory wash over me. Images of the night replayed in fragments: the first stretch of Andrew’s cock, the way Karl had filled my mouth, the feeling of surrender as I was taken from both ends at once. Looking at them now—two gorgeous Black men lying bare and spent beside me—I knew without hesitation that whatever had awakened inside me tonight wasn’t something I would ever want to put back to sleep. This might have been my first time being claimed by two cocks at once, but it was absolutely not going to be my last.

We murmured to each other for a while, soft, lazy words floating into the warm air until I noticed Andrew’s eyes had drifted shut. My sweet Andrew—utterly wrung out, already gone to sleep. I brushed his hair back with my fingertips, then turned to Karl with a quiet smile. “I’m going to take a shower, get cleaned up,” I whispered, leaning forward to press a gentle kiss to his lips before slipping off the bed. My body still hummed with the afterglow, my skin glowing from the attention they had showered me with all night.


Chapter 7

In the bathroom, I caught sight of myself in the mirror—and I barely recognized the woman staring back. My cheeks were flushed, my hair wild, and there was a smile etched across my face that refused to fade. It was the smile of someone who had just crossed a line she never thought she would, and loved every second of it.

I twisted the shower knobs and stepped beneath the steady stream, the water hitting my shoulders in a rush of warmth that eased every aching muscle. The sensation was blissful, washing away the sweat and mess of the night while leaving behind the deep, throbbing satisfaction in my body. As the water coursed down, my thoughts began to wander back—Andrew’s broad frame pressing against me, Karl’s tongue circling my ass, the way their cocks had worked me in perfect rhythm until I lost myself completely. My hand slid between my thighs without thought, almost on instinct, finding my swollen pussy and teasing it as the vivid memories reignited inside me.

I was lost in these incredible memories for the next few minutes until I heard a light knocking and then saw the bathroom door open just a crack. I saw Karl's smiling face as he peeked around the door. "Do you mind if I join you for a bit? I think I could use a shower, too." I gave him a quick smile and motioned him inside without saying anything. 

Karl slid the shower door open and stepped in beside me, his tall frame quickly beaded with droplets as the hot water poured down over both of us. For a moment, he simply closed his eyes, tilting his head back into the spray like a man savoring every sensation. Then he grinned, that boyish smile breaking across his face. “God, that feels good,” he murmured, his voice low and warm over the hiss of the water.

I reached for the washcloth, soaking it until it dripped, and began to lather it against his chest and shoulders. My hands traced slow, soapy circles over the hard planes of his body, the water rinsing away the suds as quickly as I laid them down. Karl chuckled softly, watching me with that mix of ease and hunger I was starting to recognize in him.

“Andrew’s out cold,” he said after a beat, shaking his head with a laugh. “I’m not gonna lie—it felt a little awkward sitting out there, naked and alone with him knocked out next to me. I guess I just didn’t know what to do with myself.” His expression softened, his voice more earnest now. “But mostly… I wanted to come in and thank you. For tonight. Michelle, I swear—I’ve never experienced anything like that before. Not even close.”

I paused, cloth still pressed to his chest, and met his eyes. The sincerity there made my heart catch. My lips curled into a smile, almost shy despite everything we had just done. “I’ve never done anything like that before either, Karl,” I admitted, my voice barely above the patter of the water. My fingertips slid down across the ridges of his abdomen, savoring the warmth of his skin. “But it was amazing. I don’t even think I have the words to describe how good it felt… to have two men like you and Andrew making love to me at the same time.”

I kept gliding the washcloth slowly across Karl’s strong, glistening body as we talked, the hot water cascading over his dark skin and turning it into something almost too perfect to look at without trembling. Every detail of him—his striking face framed with that easy, magnetic smile, the softness of his full lips, the tight curve of his ass, and of course the heavy weight of his cock swaying between his thighs—was a temptation I couldn’t ignore. The more I spoke with him about what we had shared tonight, the more the heat inside me reignited, curling low in my belly.

I let a teasing smile spread across my lips. “You know, Karl,” I murmured, my voice husky as the water pattered around us, “there’s still one thing you haven’t done for me. And I’m pretty sure I asked you already.” My hand drifted lower, the soapy cloth sliding down over his sculpted chest and flat stomach until it hovered right above his cock. I tilted my face up, holding his gaze with playful insistence. “I asked you to fuck me with your big, beautiful cock, didn’t I?”

I pressed my mouth to his then, hungry for him, kissing him deeply as my hand continued to stroke him through the cloth. His lips were hot and insistent against mine, and I could feel the length of him twitching and hardening with startling speed despite how recently he had cum. That alone sent a thrill racing through me.

For long, unhurried minutes, we stayed tangled under the rushing water, kissing with a passion that felt raw and unrestrained, our tongues sliding together as if we couldn’t get enough of each other. My hands roamed over his slick body, mapping every line and curve, while his palms explored me in turn, squeezing, caressing, making me shiver even in the heat of the shower.

At last, I pulled away from his lips, leaving him breathless, and lowered my mouth to his chest. My kisses were softer at first, tasting the droplets that clung to his skin, before turning more deliberate as I circled his nipples with my lips and tongue. His low groan vibrated under my mouth as I trailed lower, down the ridges of his stomach. With one hand I reached for the soap from the dish, lathering it quickly as I knelt before him, ready to worship him in the way he deserved.

I sank down to my knees in the shower, tilting my face up into the hot spray as it pelted over my head and streamed down my back like a curtain of liquid fire. The sensation alone was intoxicating, but kneeling there with Karl towering over me made it feel even more erotic, as if I was kneeling in worship beneath him. I scooped a generous amount of soap into my palms and worked it into a rich lather, then reached for him, wrapping both slippery hands around the thick length of his cock.

The moment my fingers closed around him, I felt the heavy weight of him resting against my palms, still only half hard but already impressive enough to make my breath hitch. The soap turned his dark shaft slick and shining under the water, and I stroked slowly at first, letting both hands slide over him with effortless ease. The suds made every movement feel decadent—up and down, twisting slightly, teasing the sensitive ridge of his head before gliding all the way back down again.

I took my time, drawing pleasure from the act of stroking him, marveling at his sheer size and girth as the heat pulsed and built under my touch. Every so often I let my hand slip lower, gently cupping and massaging his balls, giving them the same careful attention, watching his expression tighten with pleasure. The way he responded to my touch—his jaw clenching, his breath catching in his chest—only encouraged me to keep going. I re-soaped my hands whenever the lather thinned, determined to keep him slick and slippery, gliding him through my hands as if I were sculpting pleasure itself.

It didn’t take long before I felt him swell and stiffen, his cock hardening fully, rising thick and unyielding in my grip. By the time he was straining against my hands, Karl was already watching me with a hunger that made my pulse race. With a low groan, he reached down and gripped my arms, pulling me easily up from my knees. My wet body slid against his, my breasts pressing into his chest, and then his mouth was on mine again, hot and insistent, as though he couldn’t wait another second.

The kiss was fierce and consuming, our tongues tangling, the water still rushing down around us. His arms tightened around me with raw strength, and I melted into him, letting myself be held, letting him take control. A moment later, I felt him break the kiss, his hand fumbling behind him to twist the shower knob. The spray cut off, leaving only the dripping silence of our wet bodies breathing hard together.

Without a word, he guided me out of the stall and toward the vanity, water still streaming down my skin. In one smooth motion, he lifted me as if I weighed nothing, his hands gripping me firmly as he set me down on the cool marble countertop. The sudden chill against my bare, wet skin made me gasp, but before I could even register it fully, Karl was already stepping between my legs, spreading me open with his hands.

He was so tall, his frame filling the space in front of me, and I realized instantly just how perfectly angled this was going to be for him to fuck me.

Karl couldn’t wait any longer. The hunger in his eyes was unmistakable as he leaned in, and without a single word, he hooked his hands firmly under my thighs and spread my legs wide, opening me up completely for him. The cool marble beneath me contrasted with the heat radiating from between my legs, making me shiver in anticipation.

I still had his thick cock in my hands, slick from both the shower and my earlier attention, and I guided it downward, deliberately slow, savoring the control. My fingers curled around his shaft, heavy and hot, until I angled the broad head against my pussy. I dragged him teasingly up and down, rubbing the swollen tip over my lips, smearing my arousal across him, making sure he felt just how wet and ready I already was. The friction was exquisite, every pass over my clit sending a sharp pulse of pleasure through me, my body arching against him as if begging for more.

My need overcame my teasing, and with a desperate little tug on his cock, I pulled him closer, positioning him exactly where I wanted. The instant the thick crown parted my lips and pressed against my entrance, I moaned helplessly. That glorious stretch—the pressure of being filled by a man like him—was a sensation I craved, the kind of fullness that made my toes curl against the countertop.

Slowly, steadily, Karl pushed inside, his length sliding deeper and deeper into me. I gasped at the intrusion, my nails digging lightly into his strong arms as my body yielded to him. The head of his cock was broad, forcing me to open around him in a way that made me think of Andrew, of how I always reveled in the ache of his thickness. Karl’s shaft wasn’t quite as wide as Andrew’s, but the head was just as massive, and the way it stretched me made my walls clench hungrily around him.

And then I felt something different—something more. Inch after inch filled me until I realized with a shock that Karl’s length reached deeper, further inside me than Andrew ever had. My breath caught in my throat as he bottomed out, pressing into places I hadn’t known a cock could touch. The delicious fullness made my whole body tremble with raw pleasure, and I couldn’t help the helpless cry that slipped past my lips.

For a moment, Karl didn’t move. He stayed buried inside me, his chest pressed to mine, his lips finding mine in a slow, sensual kiss. He let me adjust, let my body accommodate the size of him, the depth of him. My thighs trembled as I wrapped them tighter around his hips, pulling him closer, refusing to let him pull back. The kiss was tender, but beneath it I could feel the restrained power in his body, the tension of a man holding back only because he wanted me to be ready for the onslaught he was preparing to give.

But I was already ready. My pussy clenched greedily around his length, every nerve screaming for more, for harder, for faster. My lips brushed his ear as I whispered hoarsely, my voice ragged with lust, “Fuck me hard, Karl.”

Karl instantly answered my desperate whisper, his whole body surging with energy as if I had lit a fuse inside him. His hips snapped forward, sliding that long, thick cock out of me before plunging it back in with a hungry force that made my body jolt against the marble counter. At first he tried to keep his mouth on mine, kissing me hungrily between thrusts, but the intensity of his rhythm soon tore our lips apart. The loss of his mouth only seemed to heighten everything else. His hands clamped down on my hips like he never wanted to let me go, anchoring me as he drove himself deeper, harder, until I could feel every deliberate stroke echoing through my body.

I tilted my head back, gasping, watching the flex of his powerful body above me. His dark skin gleamed under the dim bathroom light, muscles shifting with every thrust, and his face was a portrait of raw need—brows knit, lips parted, eyes half-closed in bliss. Each time he buried himself inside me, I felt him push into places so deep, so untouched, that I couldn’t hold back the desperate little cries spilling from my lips. It was overwhelming—his size, his strength, the sheer contrast of his tall, dark frame pressing between my pale thighs.

My senses were in overdrive. I could still taste him on my tongue from the kisses we’d shared, still hear the low, unguarded sounds of pleasure rumbling from his throat as his pace grew relentless. The counter was cold beneath me, the air warm and heavy with steam, and his cock was pounding into me so hard I could barely think. A swirl of memories flashed in my head—how not long ago I’d nervously taken my first step into this world of forbidden passion, how Andrew had been the only man inside me for so long. And yet here I was now, stretched wide and trembling as another beautiful Black man claimed me with a passion so fierce it made my whole body quake.

I was lost in it, utterly consumed. The sight, the feel, the sounds, the taste—it all collided into a single, dizzying high that felt like pure ecstasy.

I was biting down hard on my lip, desperate to muffle the sounds that kept threatening to spill out of me. Karl and I had both been trying so carefully to stay quiet, aware that Andrew was only a few feet away, fast asleep in the adjacent bedroom. But the way Karl’s cock was pounding into me made restraint almost impossible. Every deep thrust of that long, thick shaft sent sparks of pleasure racing up my spine, building and building until my whole body was trembling with need. I tried to stifle it, I really did, but there was no containing what was about to happen.

The pressure inside me broke like a dam. My back arched off the counter, my toes curled so tightly it almost hurt, and suddenly I was convulsing with the force of another orgasm. It crashed over me in violent waves, shaking me so hard that my voice finally tore free from my throat. I screamed out without caring who heard, my cries echoing around the tiled bathroom as I gasped, “Oh fuck yes! Yes! Yes!”

Karl didn’t let up for a second. He held my hips in that iron grip and drove himself into me with a punishing rhythm, his cock plunging in and out of my soaked, spasming pussy while I writhed beneath him, still cumming. His own breathing was ragged now, every thrust edged with a guttural sound of need that told me he was racing toward his release too. The bathroom was filled with the slap of wet skin, the squeak of my back sliding against the counter, the ragged moans we were both too far gone to suppress anymore.

And then, just when I thought nothing could break the feverish spell between us, the bathroom door swung open. The sudden creak of the hinges jolted through me, startling Karl enough that he froze mid-thrust, his cock buried deep inside me. My head snapped toward the doorway—and there was Andrew.

He filled the frame completely, his tall, muscular body looming, the expression on his face unreadable for a moment. His eyes widened at the sight of us tangled together on the vanity, his look halfway between disbelief and astonishment. Then, almost deliberately, he softened it into something else—an exaggerated mask of mock-injury.

“Holy shit,” he said, shaking his head slowly, voice heavy with disbelief. “I can’t leave you two alone for a minute, can I? What was that? Five minutes, and now you’re in here going at it like rabbits again!” He let the pause hang before adding with a crooked, teasing grin, “I can’t believe that you left me alone in there!”

Karl was still a little startled, but I just laughed at Andrew’s comment and shot back, “That’s what you get for falling asleep on me and not doing your job! But if you want to join in, we can go back to the bedroom. Come on, Karl, let’s go out there.”

Karl slowly slid his cock out of me, still thick and glistening, and then reached down to steady me as I hopped down off the cool countertop. My legs were trembling from what we’d just done, but the heat of the moment kept me moving. As I walked past Andrew, I stopped deliberately, reached up to grab the back of his head, and pulled him down into a hard kiss. At the same time, my other hand slipped down between us until it wrapped around his long, heavy cock. Even though it was hanging down against his thigh, I could feel the weight of it already stiffening again, the nap having clearly done him good.

I broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against his lips, “Why don’t you clean up a little, and then meet us in there? But you better hurry…” My hand gave him a slow, deliberate squeeze before I let go.

That wicked smile of his spread across his face, the kind I could never resist, as he turned and stepped into the shower behind me. Meanwhile, Karl laced his fingers through mine and led me out toward the bedroom. I was ready to flop onto the bed and open my legs for him again, but before I could, Karl tugged me in another direction, steering me toward the large sofa in the middle of the suite.

“I’ve got a better idea,” he murmured, his voice low and hungry. “I want to bend you over the sofa and fuck you from behind.”

The sheer authority in his tone sent a shiver straight through me. I couldn’t deny how much I liked the sound of that. Without hesitation, I let him turn me around and press me down over the end of the sofa. My chest sank into the cushions as my ass rose high, my legs spreading apart in perfect invitation. Karl stepped in behind me, running his hands over my hips and ass as if he were admiring his work, and then, without wasting a second more, he lined himself up and thrust back into me.

The sudden fullness made me cry out, not from pain but from the overwhelming rush of relief and pleasure as his thick black cock buried itself deep inside me again. My fingers curled into the sofa fabric as I gasped and turned my head, managing to look back at him over my shoulder. “God, I love feeling your cock so deep inside of me,” I moaned, my voice breaking with need.


Chapter 8

Just then, I heard footsteps returning, and Andrew’s voice filled the room. “Jesus,” he exclaimed with a half-laugh, half-groan, “you guys couldn’t wait for me again?”

Karl was just starting to fuck me, easing in and out slowly as my body adjusted to the new position. I looked up at Andrew and called out, breathless but demanding, “Get your sexy ass over here!” He didn’t hesitate. Andrew climbed onto the sofa, kneeling on the cushions in front of me, his tall, muscular frame looming above. Our lips crashed together in a deep kiss as Karl’s cock drove steadily into me from behind, and my hands immediately went to Andrew’s heavy shaft and his full, swollen balls, stroking and playing with him while Karl kept building his rhythm.

Karl began to thrust harder, each stroke pushing me forward against Andrew’s body, and that’s when I leaned down further, opening my mouth to take Andrew’s thick cock between my lips. I used both hands to stroke his long shaft, twisting and sliding while my tongue circled the head and my lips worked the tip. The taste, the weight, the sheer size of him—it made me moan even as my mouth was full. I loved sucking Andrew’s cock. He had been the first black man I had ever been with, and I knew, deep down, that no matter how much I might explore, I would never find another lover who could match the way he made me feel.

But Karl was giving him a run for his money. He had straightened up now, his strong hands gripping my hips tightly as he found the perfect angle, driving his cock into me with power and control. Every thrust slammed into my ass and buried that extra inch of length deep inside my pussy, hitting places no one else ever had. My body jolted forward with every stroke, my cries muffled around Andrew’s cock as I tried to keep up with the overwhelming sensations.

I honestly couldn’t choose between them in that moment. Andrew’s cock filled my mouth, thick and perfect, while Karl’s length pounded me from behind, forcing me closer and closer to the edge. My whole body was alive, strung tight between the two of them, until finally the pressure snapped. My orgasm tore through me, hard and sudden, my body shaking uncontrollably as I squeezed Andrew’s cock in both hands, clinging to him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. My muffled scream vibrated around his shaft, my throat tightening as I came.

Karl wasn’t far behind. He slammed into me with several brutal, final thrusts, burying himself as deep as he could. “Oh, fuck!” he shouted, his voice ragged, and then I felt it—his cock twitching, pumping thick, hot cum deep inside my pussy, filling me until I thought I would burst.

I tried with everything I had to keep giving Andrew the attention he deserved while my orgasm ripped through me, but there was only so much I could do. My lips stayed around his cock, my hands still working his thick shaft, but the rhythm was broken by the spasms running through my body. Every jolt of pleasure made my grip falter, every cry muffled around his cock turned into an uneven suck, and I knew he could tell. For that intense minute or so, all I could offer was a sloppy, distracted blowjob—more moans and vibrations than actual technique. But he didn’t pull away, and I think he understood.

When my orgasm finally subsided, Karl pulled his long cock free from me with a wet sound, his cum already beginning to drip down my thighs. He staggered back and dropped onto the bed in exhaustion, half sitting, half collapsing, his powerful chest still heaving as he recovered. I remained right where I was, bent forward over the end of the sofa, my body trembling but eager, and I turned all my focus back to Andrew.

I wrapped my lips tight around the swollen head of his cock and sucked him deeply, determined to make up for what had just been a clumsy, distracted effort. My hands pumped his shaft firmly and quickly, twisting and sliding as my tongue flicked over the most sensitive spots I had learned to find on him. The weight of his cock against my tongue, the heat of him throbbing in my mouth, only drove home just how much I owed this man.

It was Andrew who had first opened this door for me, who had given me the chance to experience being taken by my second black lover, and then by two men at once. Not just any men—two beautiful, powerful men with long, thick black cocks that had left me wrecked and overflowing. I felt a rush of gratitude as I sucked him, almost reverent in the way I worked his shaft with both hands, stroking faster and firmer, desperate to give back even a fraction of the pleasure he had given me.

Andrew’s body was responding quickly. His chest rose and fell sharply, his thighs tensed, and soon his deep, rumbling moans filled the room. He pushed his hips forward, thrusting his cock harder into my mouth, using my lips and tongue as he chased the release I knew was close. From all the times I’d gone down on him before, I knew exactly what those thrusts meant—it was the signal that I needed to take things up a notch.

I tightened my lips, bobbed my head faster, and let my tongue stroke and swirl around him, while my hands pumped the thick length of his shaft with hungry, eager determination. I wanted him to know how much I loved this, how much I loved him, and I wanted him to cum hard for me.

I kept his cock buried in my mouth as I felt the familiar tension begin to build, that swelling and thickening that told me his orgasm was almost upon us both. This time it was even more intense—his shaft was growing harder and heavier with every pulse, stretching my lips so wide that it bordered on painful. My jaw ached, my throat prepared, and I braced myself, knowing exactly what was coming. Andrew’s breathing grew ragged, his muscles locked tight, and then, with one final deep thrust into my mouth, he fell completely silent.

The silence lasted only a heartbeat before I felt the hot, sudden flood of his cum bursting onto my tongue. My eyes closed, and I moaned around him as I swallowed the first gush, the salty, sticky warmth sliding down my throat. The thought hit me then—so sharp and surreal—that if anyone had told me even a year ago that I would not only allow a man to cum in my mouth but actually love it, I would have laughed in disbelief. Yet here I was, eager, almost desperate, welcoming every thick rope of Andrew’s release like it was something sacred, savoring it as it coated my tongue and filled me with his taste.

I didn’t stop. I kept stroking him firmly with both hands while my lips clung to the swollen head of his cock, sucking hard, milking him for every last drop. His moans deepened into a rumble in his chest as I swallowed him down, and I felt his cock twitching against my tongue until his balls were finally empty, spent completely into me.

At last, I let my lips part, his glistening cock sliding free from my mouth. I rose slowly to my feet, my body still humming from the intensity of it all, and looked into his eyes. A smile spread across my face, unbidden, glowing with satisfaction and gratitude, and he returned it with one of his own, warm and full of affection.

For a long, quiet moment, we just stood there, wrapped in each other’s arms. His powerful body pressed tight to mine, his hands holding me as if he didn’t want to let go, and I rested my head against his chest. I felt so grateful—grateful for him, for the night we had just shared, and for the way he had made me feel.

I turned toward Karl, wanting to express my thanks to him for this incredible night, but before I could even open my mouth, I stopped. He was sprawled across the bed, still completely naked, already fast asleep. He looked so peaceful like that, his handsome face slack with exhaustion, his enormous cock flopped heavily against his thigh, as if even it had finally surrendered to the night’s intensity.

Andrew wasn’t far behind him. He stretched out on the sofa, his eyes drooping, and I curled up on top of him, my head resting on his chest as his arm draped lazily around me. The room was quiet now, filled only with the sound of our slowing breaths. Just as I felt myself starting to drift, my phone buzzed softly on the nightstand. My heart jumped when I saw the caller ID—my husband.

I glanced at Andrew; his eyes were already closed, his body warm beneath me. Slowly, carefully, I reached for the phone and answered, keeping my voice soft and casual. “Hey, baby,” I whispered, forcing a yawn into my tone so I sounded sleepy and innocent.

He chuckled gently on the other end, asking if I’d had a good night, if I was tired, if I was warm enough. I murmured back little reassurances, my camera held up just high enough that it framed only my face, the dim light catching the edges of my smile. All the while, my free hand slid down under the blanket, brushing against Andrew’s thick cock. Even though he was half-asleep, he stirred at my touch, and I stroked him lazily, feeling him twitch and swell in my palm as I murmured little answers into the phone.

My husband suspected nothing—he talked about the kids, about the morning ahead, his voice steady and oblivious while I fought to keep mine even, biting down on my lip to keep from sighing as my fingers toyed with Andrew’s length. It was a dangerous, delicious thrill, sitting there between worlds: the devoted wife on the phone, the insatiable woman quietly stroking another man beneath the sheets.

After a few minutes, I told him I was exhausted and needed sleep. We exchanged our goodnights, and I whispered, “I love you,” before hanging up. Then I set the phone back on the nightstand, curled even closer into Andrew’s chest, and let my hand fall away from his cock.

Within moments, the weight of the night claimed me, and I joined Karl and Andrew in a deep, blissful sleep.

When I woke in the morning, I was on the comfortable bed with Andrew beside me. Karl had clearly gotten up at some point and moved to the sofa, but now he was awake, showered, and already pulling on his clothes for work. He gave me a warm, easy smile, and I smiled back, my heart still racing faintly from the secret thrill of the night before. Andrew stirred beside me, yawning as he mumbled, “Good morning.”

“Karl,” I said, catching his attention before he could button his shirt, “before you run off to your meetings, I should tell you—I’m actually in town for another night. Andrew and I had been planning another little adventure for tomorrow after work. You’d be more than welcome to join us, if there’s any way you could shift your plans.”

Karl paused, clearly tempted, his expression softening as if he wanted nothing more than to say yes. But then he sighed, his smile tinged with disappointment. “God, Michelle, I’d absolutely love to. But I can’t. I’ve got to leave this afternoon, right after my last meeting, catch a flight back to Cleveland for another appointment. Trust me, if it were up to me, I’d stay.”

I tilted my head and gave him a deliberately playful smile, not disappointed in the least. “Oh, Cleveland, is it? I didn’t realize that’s where you lived. How interesting.”

For a moment, I let that hang in the air, my eyes flicking to Andrew to make sure he was listening. Then, as casually as I could manage, I added, “You know what’s funny? I actually have a big client in Cleveland too. I’m there at least five or six times a year. As a matter of fact, I’ll be there next month… for two whole nights.”

Karl’s eyes lit up, his grin widening instantly. But across the room, I caught the sharp movement of Andrew’s head snapping up off the pillow. He was suddenly very much awake, his gaze fixed on me, the realization written all over his face. He let out a groan and shook his head slowly. “Oh God… what have I started?”

I couldn’t help but smirk. And though he tried to mask it, I was almost certain I caught the faintest flicker of jealousy in Andrew’s expression—an edge of possessiveness beneath the humor.

Epilogue 

Six months later, I found myself standing naked in the middle of another hotel room, the kind with too-white sheets and the faint hum of the city beyond the window. It was our wedding anniversary, and yet the scene playing out before me could hardly have been imagined on the night we first said our vows. My husband was on his knees at my feet, head tilted up between my thighs, his mouth working hungrily at my pussy as though his very purpose was to please me.

I tipped my head back, closing my eyes as the sharp rush of pleasure built again, my fingers curling into his hair to hold him right where I wanted him. Every flick of his tongue made me tremble, every moan against me sent a jolt of heat rolling through my body. God, I loved this feeling—the raw power of standing over him, utterly exposed and yet in complete control, knowing he was lost in me, devoted to the act of making me cum.

When the climax tore through me for the third time, my body shook so hard my knees almost buckled. I pressed him tighter against me, riding his tongue until the last pulses of my orgasm faded, my cries echoing off the hotel walls. Slowly, I loosened my grip, pulling him back by the hair so I could look down at him. His lips were glistening, his face flushed, his chest heaving from the effort. The sight alone nearly made me cum all over again.

I smiled down at him, that heady mix of affection and dominance swirling in my chest, and whispered, “That’s enough for now.” Then, taking his hand, I guided him up from the floor and led him toward the bed. He looked dazed, almost drunk on me, and I loved it. I pushed him back against the pillows, laying him on his back, his cock already straining with need. For a moment, I just stood over him, drinking in the sight—the man who was mine, laid out and waiting.

And then I crawled onto the bed, ready to give him exactly what he craved, on my terms.

I climbed onto the bed, straddling his thighs, and reached for his cock. He was already rock hard, so desperate it almost made me laugh, but instead I wrapped my fingers around him and leaned forward, letting my lips brush the swollen head. His breath caught instantly.

I loved that reaction—the way he still shivered every time I took him into my mouth. Slowly, I slid down, letting my tongue swirl around the tip before I swallowed him deeper, feeling his cock twitch against my lips. His groan vibrated through the room, but I didn’t let up. My hand worked in rhythm with my mouth, stroking the thick shaft as I sucked, teasing, taking my time.

As I moved over him, I couldn’t stop my thoughts from wandering. Six months ago, I never would have believed this is where we’d be—me naked in a hotel room, owning my husband’s body, shaping our marriage into something far darker and more thrilling than either of us had ever admitted we wanted. And it was all because of Andrew.

Andrew had opened me up—literally and figuratively. His big, beautiful cock had pushed me further than I’d ever thought I could go, but it was more than that. He made me realize I loved the power of choice, of surrender on my terms, of being the one who decided who got my body and when. He made me see my husband differently, too—not less, but more. More mine. More devoted. More desperate to please.

I sucked harder now, bobbing my head while my hand tightened around his shaft, my tongue working the sensitive ridge beneath the head. I moaned softly around his cock, knowing the vibration would drive him wild, and it did—he gasped and bucked his hips helplessly.

Looking up at him, his face twisted with pleasure, I thought again of Andrew. Of his smile, of his strength, of the way he had changed everything between us without even realizing it. And as I took my husband’s cock deeper into my throat, I knew I wasn’t just sucking him—I was celebrating the new life Andrew had carved out for me, for us, the secret pulse of desire that would always tie us together.


Books By This Author

Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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