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Chapter 1: The Confession

I always knew Ethan had a secret.
Not a big one, mind you. He’s not exactly the type to hide a mistress or a gambling problem. No, Ethan’s the kind of man who’s got spreadsheets for his spreadsheets, who double-checks the locks at night and pays the credit card bill two days early just for the thrill of it.

But today, as I am “cleaning” his home office—translation: looking for something to amuse me before the wine kicks in—I find a little black USB drive tucked under his desk calendar. Nothing scandalous, right? Except my husband is the kind of man who labels everything. This one is just...blank.

Of course, I plug it in. And of course, I’m not prepared for what I find.

Porn.

LOL.

How pathetic. Ethan’s porn stash.

Only…something makes me stop. Something I can’t explain right away.

I have no idea why, but I click into one of the folders and I feel my mouth gape wide open. I almost knock over my wine glass as my pulse quickens and thrums in my chest.

The folder isn’t even named—just a string of numbers and letters, like he can outsmart my curiosity with obfuscation. Nice try, Ethan. Inside: more folders, some just “A,” “B,” “Z,” and one labeled “Fire.” That one brings me up short. I am staring at the word, the tiny flame icon someone must have added, and suddenly I am warm. Actually, I am sweating. I run my finger along the trackpad and click the fire.

There are videos. Dozens. And not the bored, rusty kind of porn you see when you’re killing time on your phone. The women are all…my god. They’re all a little like me: red hair, pale skin, a certain unspoken defiance in the way their mouths curl at the men on the screen. But it’s not the women that glue me.

It’s the men.

All of them Black, and not just in a “diverse casting” way. Towering, carved, handsome. Fucking hung. The first clip I hover on: a woman with wild green eyes and freckles kneeling in front of two of them, her hands trembling not from fear but anticipation.

My thighs are pressed tight under the desk and my skin feels prickly, too alive, as the woman gasps and then opens her mouth to suck one, then the other. Alternating, sharing, ravenous. I watch, transfixed, as she melts into them, as their hands cradle and guide her. Gentle and greedy at once.

I should stop, but I don’t. I should think, What does this mean about Ethan? About me…us?

But mostly I’m thinking, Why am I this wet right now?

Apparently, I don’t care to answer. At least not right now. I still have a few hours before Ethan gets home and I feel my hand creep down between my legs as my eyes widen and stay fixed on the erotic scene before me.

The reckless little demon in my head cackles as I slide a finger into my panties. I don’t take my eyes off the screen, but I let my mind wander a little. I wonder how long this folder has been here, how many times Ethan has crept to his office late at night and watched red-haired women be pleased by two...no, sometimes three, sometimes a veritable wall of perfectly chocolate skin and rippling muscle. Watching these men split these women open like they were nothing, and the women… most resembling some version of me…begging for more.

My own fingers are slick and moving now, slow circles and little jabs.I’m suddenly irrationally angry at Ethan for hiding this from me, for not inviting me into this dark, sticky corner of his brain.

For years he’s played the safe, beige husband. The one who prefers missionary and dim lighting and, god help us, pillow talk about 401(k)s, but here he is, hoarding a hunger for something raw and enormous. For something other than me. Or maybe for something only I could ever give him, if I only knew how to read the signals.

My orgasm is sudden and violent and I bite the inside of my cheek so hard I taste copper. I slap the laptop shut, cast the USB drive onto the desk, and sit there with my thighs quivering and a wet patch seeping cool and tacky beneath the cotton of my panties.

The hum of shame mixed with satisfaction lingers in the air. I am still catching my breath when I hear the garage door begin its slow, grinding ascent.

Ethan, home early.

Shit.

I scramble to my feet, adrenaline coursing through my veins, and wipe my hands on my jeans as if I have just eaten something messy, as if the proof of my little sin is smeared between the cracks of my knuckles.

And it is.

I almost laugh—almost—because what else is there to do? I stare at the drive spun halfway off the desk and contemplate sliding it back under the calendar, pretending none of this ever happened, but the notion is so craven it repulses me.

I won’t be that girl. Not anymore.

Instead, I close the now-dormant laptop, and sweep up the USB, palming it like a lucky coin.

Ethan’s footsteps pad up the hall; the well-rehearsed routine, the brushing of his shoes on the slate tile, the slight impatient shuffle right before he opens the door. It’s all so Ethan, so guileless and suburban, I almost want to scream.

He appears, briefcase dangling from two fingers, glasses halfway down his nose. He’s already talking as he shoulders through, voice bright and oblivious: “Hey, Savannah, you won’t believe what the new guy—oh.”

He stops. Looks at me, unblinking, zeros in with those tired blue eyes.

I wonder, in that millisecond, if I have moaned so loudly he heard it from the driveway, or if he’s just startled by the fact that I’m in his sacred space.

Maybe it’s the wine glass, still with a red thumbprint on the rim.

Maybe I’m just flushed, post-orgasmic and transparently alive for the first time in weeks.

Or maybe, just maybe, he can read it all. Every last detail of what just happened — because it’s written all over my face.


Chapter 2: Curiosity Burns

Before I know it, it’s time for bed and I still haven’t confronted him. I’m totally going to, I just want to make sure the timing is right. And I have a plan. A devious little plan I hatched over dinner and a few more glasses of wine.

I’m going to fuck Ethan tonight.

I know how that sounds. He’s my husband, right? Who cares? We do it all the time. Well, that’s not true. Maybe once a month. Or less at this point.

No, tonight is different.

I’m going to fuck him and his mind.

When the moment is right, well…you’ll see.

I watch him get ready to go to sleep with a curious and devious indifference.

I can’t see them, but I’m sure there’s a devilish sparkle in my eyes right now.

I shimmy out of my jeans and throw one of his old university t-shirts over my shoulders, letting it hang long enough to brush the bare skin at the tops of my thighs. He’s always loved that shirt on me, which says something, since it’s faded and has a mysterious rust-colored stain above the C in “Cornhuskers.”

I sidle up behind him, wrap my arms around his waist. He almost chokes on toothpaste, but his eyes catch mine in the mirror, and I see the flicker of panic, then the careful modulation of his features into confusion, then mild pleasure. I drag my fingers under his shirt, up the faint ladder of his ribs.

I reach down into his waistband and grab a handful of his cock.

“Come to bed,” I whisper in his ear before moving my hand quickly off his cock and grabbing him by the hand.

He still tastes a little like toothpaste when I kiss him, but I bite his lower lip and slide my palm up his chest until I feel his heart pattering. It’s like a small, caged thing that’s trying so hard to keep secrets.

I don’t give him time to process, just pull him by the belt loops into the bedroom and push him onto the bed.

He lies there awkwardly for a second, like he’s been invited to a party but isn’t sure if he’s allowed to dance. I yank off my t-shirt, pop my bra with the back-of-the-neck ninja trick, drop both on the floor. His eyes go wide.

I straddle him, pinning his arms down at the wrists, and let myself settle heavy on his hips. His cock, already halfway hard, presses against my bare heat. I grind down, slow at first, then enough to make him arch his back and try to roll me underneath, but I tighten my thighs and whisper, “No. Stay.”

He’s breathing through his nose, still so eager to please, but confused at the lack of roadmap. This isn’t how we usually do things. It’s not how our little dance number usually goes.

I lean down close enough to taste the stubble on his chin.

"How bad do you want me right now?" I ask, voice barely above a growl. It comes out a little more dangerous than intended.

"Jesus, Savannah," he breathes, and his cock jerks against me. “Like, so bad.”

For all his control-freak tendencies, it's the rare moments I break script that make him wild.

I rock against him, sliding my cunt the length of his cock, then pull away, sitting up so he can see every inch of me. For once I want him to know what it feels like to be halfway starved.

"Take your shirt off," I say, and it comes out clipped, almost like an order. He hesitates, looking up at me with an odd, speculative glint in his eyes, but he peels off the t-shirt and tosses it aside. His torso is pale, scattered freckles and the faintest outline of abs. He looks good for thirty-two and the knowledge nearly makes me smile.

I rake my hands over his chest, down the treasure trail, and then sit back and just watch his cock. It’s fully hard now, straining against thin gray boxer briefs.

I want to tell him to fuck me. I want to demand it. I want to split myself open and let all the pent-up something pour out but I don’t say anything. I make him wait.

Instead, I drag my nails lightly up the V beneath his navel, teasing the waistband lower with each pass without ever committing to the reveal. I want him leaking for it, desperate. I want him needy in a way that makes me the only thing holding the universe together.

It’s a sick little thrill, watching my husband squirm. This man who never once in twelve years of marriage has shown a crack in his armor. Except now, he’s helpless and twitching beneath me, and I can do whatever I want.

I slip my hand beneath the fabric and grip his cock fully, feeling it pulse hot and curious in my palm. His breath hitches. He bites his lip and tries to keep his hips from bucking, but I see the tension ripple through his abdomen.

“Savannah,” he says, all gravel and nerves. There’s so much packed into the syllables. There’s lust, need, and that little streak of bewilderment he can’t seem to shake. Maybe also a bit of fear.

And it drives me absolutely wild to see him like this.

I put my finger to my lips and shake my head. “Shhhh,” I say. “Don’t ruin it.”

He nods, biting down harder.

“You know,” I say, and my voice is liquid velvet, “I found something interesting today.”

I begin to squeeze and pump and jerk his cock while I talk.

"Do you want to know what it was?" I croon, milking his cock so slow it aches. "Or should I keep you guessing a little longer?"

He tries for bravado, just like he always does, but the way he’s shivering tells me I've got him strung up like a marionette.

"Depends," he manages with a tight smile, and the syllables are rigid, strained. "Is it work-related?"

I give him a look. He's trying to be funny, to drag us both back into safe harbor. It's a valiant effort, but we’re already in open water.

"It’s about you," I say. My hand stills, just gripping him, hard, enough to make his breath shudder out. "Or maybe us."

I lean forward again, hair falling over my shoulders, tickling his chest. I press my lips to his ear so close he's probably counting the brush of every word: "I found your porn stash."

He freezes.

I almost laugh, but it isn’t funny at all; it's exhilarating. All those years of vanilla missionary, all those times we faked surprise at what the other wanted in bed. The way he freezes now, like prey, makes me want to bite him.

Hard.

I keep going, relentless, my thumb rolling over the slick head of his cock, as I purr low, "Do you want to guess what I watched, Ethan?”

He swallows so hard I hear it. His eyes won’t meet mine. But his hips twitch upward, seeking friction, and his fists clench the comforter.

I resist the urge to gloat. I’m not here to shame him, exactly; I’m here to see how far down the staircase he’ll follow me. I never knew I wanted to play this game until I realized how much he wanted it, too.

“You like watching girls that look like me, getting wrecked by men nothing like you.” I whisper it into his mouth just as I straddle him harder, slicking myself along the hard line of his cock.

I hear him gulp and almost whimper at my words.

“What?” he whispers, “No, it’s not what you think —”

I grind down harder on him, not letting up for a second.

“Oh, Ethan,” I say, making a mock pouty face and biting my lip. “It’s not? Then what is it then? Why don’t you explain it to me?”

His face is hot and shiny with shame, but his cock is throbbing in my hand, eager and more alive than I’ve seen it in months. I curl my fingers around the base and stroke him slow, daring him to contradict me.

He’s tongue-tied, which isn’t like him. Normally he masks discomfort with a snort of laughter, a reroute into a safer topic. But now I can almost see the conflict buzzing beneath his skin, some enzyme breaking down the outer Ethan to make room for whatever pulsing animal is thrashing inside. I let him writhe under the weight of it, heart pounding so loud I can feel it in my own chest, too.

“That’s what gets you off, isn’t it?” I whisper, soft enough to make him lean in, desperate not to miss a syllable. “Watching married, white women get destroyed by big, black cocks?”

The word lands heavy, obscene, and the way his eyelashes flutter is all the answer I need.

He doesn’t say yes. He doesn’t need to. I can feel the confession in the twitch of his cock against my knuckles, in the ragged stumble of his next breath.

“Savannah,” he pants, and I hear the plea inside it, the barely-voiced prayer for permission or forgiveness, or maybe punishment.

My pussy is blazing hot and wet and my thighs are sticky already, every nerve lit up and hungry. I can’t stop thinking about the girls in those videos. How they submitted, how they begged, how they were ruined for hours after, bodies limp and entwined in a tangle of damp sheets, how the look on their faces was always equal parts shame and rapture. How there was something monstrous and pure in the surrender of it.

I spit on my hand and stroke Ethan harder. He lets out a low, broken sound I’m not sure I’ve ever heard from him, and it reminds me of the animal inside my own chest. I slide down him, my hair hiding my face so he can’t read my intent, and pull his cock free. Lick a wet stripe up the head, swirl it in my mouth, and watch his eyes go bleak and wild at the same time.

I lick, and suck, almost sloppy, not the careful, gentle wifely head I usually give but something hungry and mean. I want to see him break. I want him to admit it, to shatter the beige lie of our sex life, maybe even of our whole marriage.

Finally, I pull my mouth off and look him directly in the eyes, still gripping his cock hard.

“Do you ever think about me?” I ask, grinding again, spreading myself slick around him but stopping just before the head can catch. I want to see the fight behind his eyes. “Do you want me to do what those girls do?” I can barely believe the words are mine, but the honesty tastes almost as good as the wine.

For a moment he’s silent, blinking up at me, bleeding nervousness and raw wanting. Then, a small, choked admission: “Yeah. I always think about you. Always you.”

My heart skips, fluttering against my ribs. I hop on top of him and straddle him.

I slide down the length of his cock until the tip is nudging at my entrance. I hold there, pinning his hips down. I want to hear him say it. To tell me, explicitly and directly, what he wants.

“Tell me,” I command, but my voice comes out raw, almost desperate. I want him to fucking own it. I don’t want a man who hides. I want a man who tells the truth, even if it kills him inside.

He hesitates. His face is a storm—shame, arousal, a little terror. Finally, he rasps out, “Yes. I want it. I want you to be like them.”

Like them. It knocks the air out of me, but not in a way I hate.

I rock my hips again, letting the head of his cock slide barely inside, feeling how he twitches, seesaws between control and surrender. “Say it,” I whisper.

He grabs my wrist—tight, but not enough to hurt. Just enough that I can feel his pulse thumping through. “I want to see you,” he says, voice tight as a garrote. “Like that. With a real man. I want to watch you get ruined, Savannah. For real.”

“Get ruined by what?” I growl. I want specifics. I want to hear him say it. Need to hear him say it.

He pauses and gulps and I can see the indecision.

So I do it for him. I feel my lips curl into a wicked smile.

“You want to see me get ruined by a big, black cock?”

Hearing the words on my own lips sends a twisted thrill down my spine. My entire body breaks out in gooseflesh.

Just saying those words, big, black cock, turns me on unlike anything ever has before.

I bite my lip and smile again as a wicked thought occurs to me.

He doesn’t just want to see me with one…he wants…

“Maybe two big, black cocks? Isn’t that right, Ethan? Isn’t that what really turns you on?”

He gulps and nods.

“Yes. Fuck yes…”

His whisper is almost a hiss and I feel like I could cum right then and there.

There it is. The secret. Out and alive and feral between us.

I let him in, a slow, deliberate slide down his cock, then grip his face in both hands.

“That’s what you want?” I drive him deeper with those words, squeezing my thighs against his ribs so tight I feel his heartbeat stutter.

His eyes flash panic, but there’s no going back now. This is a full confession, both of us wild and open.

“Yes,” he says again, louder, shame cracked open and pouring out.

“God, Ethan,” I whisper and ride him in slow, deep strokes, like I already have a third audience in the room.

Every movement is wanton, every thrust a dare. I fuck him the way I saw the women in his videos fuck: proud, needy, unashamed. He’s losing it beneath me.

His hands scramble up my back, his mouth finds my nipple and fastens on, tongue frantic.

I’m shaking. Literally vibrating on top of him, thighs burning, holding back the violence of what I want to unleash because once I go, there’s no stuffing this thing back in a box. He’s sucking my nipple so hard the skin aches, and I arch into him, clawing at the back of his neck. I want the pain. Need it, even, to drown the blunt force of what’s happening between us.

I ride him until my ass is smacking his thighs, until he can barely keep hold of my hips. He tries to hold back, like he always does, tries to let me go first. I disobey the script and slap his cheek. Just a quick sting, the kind that says, Pay attention. His eyes reel, then focus hard on mine.

“Don’t hold back,” I say, and it’s a fucking order. “Come for me, Ethan. Fill me up.”

He does it, nearly sobbing, his cock throbbing inside me, pulsing white-hot.

I grind down and rub my clit against his pubic bone and I’m right there too. We’re both shuddering, clawing at each other, not making love but taking it, all teeth and sweat and ugly, beautiful desperation.

He collapses, panting, eyes wide and unseeing, and I collapse too, breathing in sharp tides, sweat pooling in the space between us as if we’ve just battled, not loved.

We lie there, bodies knotted, the pitiful aftershocks wracking us both. I can feel his cum leaking out, sliding slick down my thighs, and for a moment I just bask in the filthy satisfaction of what we’ve done.

He’s trembling when he wraps his arms around me. Not from cold, but the kind of tremor that happens after the release of something enormous, something coiled and mean that’s been hiding for years. I burrow in, press my face to his chest and lick the taste of salt and regret from his skin.

After, in the calm, we lie side by side, shoulder to hip, staring at the nothing on the ceiling, and breathing ragged little echoes of our former selves.

Neither of us says a word and before I know it, we’re asleep.

All night long, I dream of my pussy getting wrecked by big, black cocks while Ethan watches and cheers me on.

When I wake up the next morning, I’m soaking wet. My pussy throbs and aches.

I realize there’s no going back. We’ve awoken a hunger that simply must be satisfied.


Chapter 3: The Plunge

At first, things are a little awkward between us. I mean, how could they not be, right?

It’s not everyday you find out your husband harbors a secret fantasy of watching you get wrecked by another man let alone two hung black men.

But I can’t stop thinking about it. And I doubt he can either. I mean, it’s his obsession, isn’t it? The raw, obscene honesty of the night before. The way Ethan’s voice broke, how he begged without saying a word. His open, terrified hunger. My own.

We don’t talk about it the next morning, not exactly. We fall into our weekday routines. A little too polite, a little too careful not to meet each other's eyes over eggs and toast. I mention a Pilates class I might try. He makes a joke about his boss and shrugs into his jacket. We both pretend like we’re not dying to bring it up.

All day, it’s there under my skin. The memory of his hands shaking on my hips, the echo of his voice admitting what he wanted. I check my phone obsessively, hoping for a message from him, some tiny signal that he wants to go deeper, to double down, to chase it.

I consider sexting him a pic of my hand between my legs, captioned: “thinking about what you want to watch me do,” but then I think of something even better. It’s amazing what one can do with AI these days.

After a few carefully tuned prompts and a handful of selfies…I’ve got it.

It’s me, or some idealized, naughtier ghost of me, sandwiched between two titanic men with dark, beautiful skin.

My red hair is tangled in their fists, my mouth stretched into a wet, ragged O, every inch of me slick and shining. The look on my face is the thing that gets me: hunger, sure, but also this animal joy.

Like I was never meant for anything else but this.

I download a copy and send it to Ethan. Midday.

No warning. Just the photo and: “Can’t stop thinking about last night…think I might need the real thing. I mean…doesn’t this look so fucking hot?”

He doesn’t reply for seven full minutes, which I spend staring at the unread message bubble and manically refreshing Gmail, like maybe that will conjure a response from the ether. I imagine him alone in his glass-walled office, frozen, phone in hand, the flush rising over his collar, his dick already hardening as he tries to decide if it’s a prank or a dare or if I have finally, irretrievably, lost my mind.

The reply, when it comes, is lowercase and trembling: holy shit, sav. fuck.

And that’s it.

And I don’t know if I’ve ever been wetter in my life.

For the rest of the day, every errand is foreplay. I knock out my Pilates class, but the instructor’s barked “harder, Savannah, harder!” is almost too much and I barely manage not to squirm on the mat. I meet my friend Molly for lunch, but I only hear every third word out of her mouth because the other two-thirds are occupied by visions of me, legs spread for strangers, while Ethan watches with forced casualness, maybe his hand down his pants, maybe just his eyes wide and unblinking.

By the time I get home, I am coiled so tight I almost can’t walk straight. My pussy is a wet, thrumming mess as I sit in the living room waiting for Ethan to get home.

Ethan is late. Of course he is. I pace the kitchen like a caged animal, skipping dinner because if I eat I’ll just puke it up from nerves. I run my tongue along my teeth, feel the leftover citrus burn of a seltzer, wonder how long a person can edge themselves sexually and emotionally before something snaps.

Part of me expects him to slink in the way he did last night: careful, apologetic, dodging my eyes. But that's not what happens.

He walks through the door with that wound-up, high-wire energy he always gets before a big presentation. Like he’s been giving himself a pep talk in the car for twenty minutes. “Hey,” he says, and he won’t look straight at me, instead fusses with his shoes, his briefcase, the inside pocket of his suit.

I want to pounce on him, or slap him, or both, but instead I force myself to be still.

He’s the one who cracks first.

“So, uh,” Ethan says, after a few seconds of pretending to read junk mail. “That…photo.”

I lean against the kitchen counter and let the smile bloom slow, like poison. “What photo?” I deadpan.

He returns my sarcasm with a mock frown.

“Oh, that photo - you mean the one with me and two —”

Before I can finish the though, he’s jumping my bones right there in the living room.

…

We lay on the living room floor. I trace circles on his pecs with my perfectly manicured index finger.

He’s soft and loose now, pulsing with afterglow, but I can feel the tension lurking under his skin. I want to poke it, see what happens. “Did you jerk off in your office bathroom?” I ask, only half kidding. But secretly I’m hoping the answer is yes.

He laughs, but there’s an edge to it. “No. I just…couldn’t stop looking at it. Like, I’d put my phone away and it would just pop up in my brain again, on loop.”

“Hmm.” I drag my nail along the inside of his wrist, making him shiver. “I can always make more. I could make a hundred silly, slutty pictures. I could probably make a video. Or…”

Ethan sits up a little.

“Or what?”

I raise an eyebrow.

“I could…try the real thing…”

I see the hesitation mixed with excitement in his face.

“Savannah…” he starts, but doesn’t know where to go next.

I let him simmer in the unfinished sentence.

He doesn’t say anything. Just watches me, nervous energy rippling under his skin, like a man who desperately wants to leap and also to run away. It’s almost sweet, how transparent he is now that the truth is out in the open.

I let the silence stretch until I can’t stand it.

I’m torn between offering him reassurances that I’d only ever do something like this if he really wanted me to and telling him something much darker. The truth.

Because the truth is…I think I’m already more obsessed with this idea than he is. I think about what it would be like to just hold a BBC in my tiny hand and watch it grow. I think about what it might feel like between my thighs, heavy and dangerous, while Ethan watched, helpless and pathetic. Unable to touch me while I got railed.

I think about what comes after. I think about the hot, sticky mess, the ache, the slow-burning guilt that makes every orgasm sharper and more desperate. But mostly I think about how it would finally, finally break the stalemate of our safe little life and make us something new, something wild.

Ethan clears his throat, and I realize I’ve been staring at his half-hard cock in full, unladylike contemplation, lost in the fantasy.

He sits up and pulls his knees to his chest, looking suddenly boyish and shy. “Do you mean…do you actually want to?”

I should feel embarrassed, or at least coy, but I don’t. A weird, reckless glee bubbles in my gut. “Yeah,” I say, to his wide-eyed amazement. “I actually do.”

We stare at each other across the expanse of the rug, like we’re on opposite teams, both waiting for the other to draw first blood.

I see my admission both hurts and thrills him. And it makes me feel guilty. But also wet. Shame and regret mixed with something…else. And it’s so…hot. But confusing.

“I don’t know,” he says finally. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love this…like fantasizing and role playing and all that. But, actually going through with it seems…”

I’m calculating as he’s talking. I know he’s unsure. But the truth is, I’m not. And I realize in that moment, I hold all the cards. I’m in control. I could wrap this man around my finger and control his every decision. I could play the puppet master. I know how to push all his buttons. I could manipulate him in ways that would get me everything I want…and more.

The question is…do I want to try BBC bad enough to cross those lines?

Yes.

The answers hits my brain before I know what is happening.

Fuck yes.

And just like that my decision is made. I place my hand on his.

This is going to be so easy.

I feel a wicked smile curl on my lips.

“But Ethan, think of how hot it would be…” I lean up to his ear and whisper, “to see me getting fucking railed by some huge black man with a dark, sexy cock that barely even fits. To see me take it. To see me get destroyed and filled up in ways you never, ever could…wouldn’t you like that?”

He’s so hard it’s almost comical. The words hit him like a blow. I can see it in the way his pupils flare, the way his hands tremble against the rug. But instead of answering, he grins this weird, crooked grin, like he knows exactly what game I’m playing but he’s too far gone to care.

The silence stretches between us, electric and dangerous, until Ethan finally lets himself fall backward onto the rug, arms spread like he’s about to be crucified. “Jesus, Savannah. You’re going to kill me.” I crawl up next to him, drape a bare leg over his. “Only if you ask nicely,” I murmur, nipping at his earlobe.

“I wouldn’t even know where to start—finding someone, setting rules, what if it’s awkward?” He’s silent for a moment, just breathing up at the ceiling, before finally admitting: “There’s places for that. Online. It’s…uh…a thing. If you want to, I mean.”

He’s blushing so hard it looks painful. I take savage delight in how much I can unravel him with just a few whispered words and a little direct eye contact. “What’s the worst that could happen?” I purr, delighted at how his face does this weird thing where he tries to look scandalized but can’t quite hide that he’s into it.

He lies there for a while, processing. I imagine I can hear the gears in his head grinding through every possible nightmare scenario: I fall in love with a stranger, I run off with a porn god, maybe I just never want his cock again. But I can see the way he’s looking at me, heat outpacing panic, the same way I looked at that AI photo this morning and wondered what it would be like to actually live it.

He rolls over, pins me with a look. “You’d really do it? If I set it up?”

“Try me,” I shoot back.

And that’s how we end up, late that night, side by side in bed, Ethan’s phone resting between us like a forbidden relic. The screen, for once, brighter than the bedside lamp. We’re both a little drunk.

He’s googling so hard his thumbs are shaking. “Jesus Christ, there are so many of these sites,” he says.

I lean over to peer at the screen. It's a parade of shadowy avatars and lurid headlines. “Couple seeks Bull,” “BBC for Wife,” “Hotwife wants to explore BBC fantasies—no flakes.”

Ethan gestures helplessly, a little too gleeful in his embarrassment. “I mean, people are really…upfront about this stuff.” He scrolls and scrolls, eyes flicking past photos of men with faces blanked out, pixelated, or just cropped at the neck—dick shots everywhere, some so exaggerated they feel like satire.

It's not exactly surprising. I’d always assumed the internet was just porn with a spreadsheet, anyway. “We can make our own account,” I say, emboldened by wine and the way his hand keeps sliding up my thigh beneath the covers. “It’ll be like an adventure.”

He looks at me, skeptical. “So we just…post your face online and wait for the crazies to roll in?”

I consider. Maybe there’s danger in it. Maybe that’s even part of the draw. “We can blur my face if you want,” I tell him, “or use old photos. Just enough to prove we’re real.”

He chews on his lip like a grade schooler. “You’re serious about this?”

I nod, watching him try to be scandalized, but the tip of his tongue shows at the corner of his mouth and his eyes keep dropping to my chest. “Isn’t this what you want?” I ask, making my voice whisper-soft. “To see me taken apart?”

He swallows so hard I hear it.

“Okay,” he says, and his voice is a little hoarse. “Fuck it. Okay.” His hands shake as he fumbles to register, typing in the fake names we agree on—“E and S, mid-30s, fit, sane, healthy, married and committed, seeking select experience with two dominant BBCs for an MFM threesome, discretion required. No drama.” He scrolls through the profile settings—discretion, location, even the “interests” field, which we check with a kind of giddy horror. Apparently, it’s a whole taxonomy.

Finally, the bomb dropped: “Upload photos to verify!” With a hiccup of nerves, I lean into the blue-white glow of the phone and snap a quick, demure selfie—just tousled red hair and bare collarbones, cropped above the nipples. I insist on the next one: a side profile, lips parted and just enough to hint at a nipple without giving anything away.

Ethan’s hand trembles as he holds the phone, and instead of annoyance, I feel a rush of warmth. It’s somewhere between pride and the dizzying certainty that I want to ruin his nerves tonight, tomorrow, for as long as he can take it.

We hit submit.

There’s this strange, stunned silence. Ethan’s breath is shallow, his eyes locked to the screen like he’s waiting for a pop-up to call us out as the colossal perverts we are. When nothing happens, we both exhale, relieved and a little bit giddy.

He’s quiet for a while. “Now what?” he says.

I shrug, drape myself across his chest, let my fingers trace the line of muscle down his stomach, stopping just shy of his cock, which is already growing back to life. “Now we see who answers. Maybe you can screen them like a job interview.”

He laughs at that. But under the laughter, I sense the thrill and the part of him that wants to find out what would happen if we just...kept going.

Our DMs start to populate instantly, as if half the city has been waiting for us to arrive. Dick pics, yes, but also full-on manifestos: what they’d do to me with words, yes, but also with uncomfortable candor. The best (worst?) ones refer to me as “Queen” or “Firecracker” or “Goddess.” Some are crude as hell, but most read more like job applications than horny rants. There are men who want to “elevate” me, “worship” me, “show me what a real man is.” Some of the DMs are so over-the-top I giggle until Ethan snatches the phone away and flips through with a look of grim, fevered fascination.

“Jesus, babe, some of these are…”

He trails off. His face is like a car crash: he can’t look away. “This one attached his resumé,” he says, voice rising in disbelief. “AND a dick pic.”

“I respect a man who’s thorough,” I say, and he grins, then blushes.

We spend the next two nights reading responses, comparing notes, and making a secret, mutually-agreed-on list of “no fucking way”s and “could be interesting.” There are a few clear top contenders.

One guy, Marcus, stands out. His photos (face visible, teeth perfect, body like a linebacker carved out of obsidian) are matched by a note that’s equal parts charm and audacity. He’s not just “here for a good time,” he’s got rules and a sense of humor and—get this—claims he won’t even meet a wife unless her husband is in the room, “so you can see nothing up my sleeve except 10 inches of magic.” I can’t help but snicker at that one, and Ethan looks like he’ll either spit out his beer or propose a toast.

He also, apparently, has a friend named Andre he likes to work with.

They come as a package deal. Which is perfect because that’s exactly what we want. Two packages, lol.

The idea sends my head spinning—two BBCs, both real, both eager.

I show Ethan the “duo” part of the message and he gives a nervous, giddy chuckle, looking at me sideways to see if I’ll call him on his bluff.

But all I feel is a hot, twisting thrill.

That night, in bed, the glow of our phone screens hits our faces ghostly and blue. “We’d need to meet first, right?” Ethan says, fingers twitching. “Like, real-world meet. Safe, public. Just to see if it’s even…possible.”

“Obviously,” I say, but it’s not obvious at all. My knees are jelly. My heart won’t sit still.


Chapter 4: The Meeting

We agree to a coffee shop. Neutral ground. I’m paranoid about being recognized, so I pull up my biggest sunglasses and a black wrap dress that makes my hair look like actual fire. Ethan noodles around in the mirror for ages, comes out crisp in a button-down and dark jeans, and looks so nervous I want to both fuck him and tell him it will all be okay.

“Should we have a safety word?” Ethan asks as we walk to the car.

“For coffee?” I tease. But I let the tease hang a second, glancing at Ethan. His mouth’s open, about to answer, but he doubts himself at the last minute, maybe wondering if it’s a trap.

He tries to laugh it off, but there’s a telltale twitch in his neck.

“I just mean like, a backup, you know? If it gets weird?”

I stifle a chuckle. He’s adorable, blue-eyed, all Midwest caution. This man really did marry me. Redheaded trouble, chaos incarnate, and yet he’s still surprised when his fantasies get out of hand.

“We’ll use the menu,” I say. “If things are fine, we say ‘pumpkin spice.’ If we have to abort, you order a ‘flat white.’”

His gaze flicks up, meeting mine through the oversized sunglasses. There’s a wildness in him I haven’t seen since our first summer together. And I’m suddenly giddy.

“Flat white,” he repeats dutifully, running the words through the simulator of his mind, prepping for fleeing the scene.

We drive in silence, each replaying the what-ifs. At the red light, I catch myself rubbing my thighs together in tiny, involuntary pulses. Both of us are so wired.

I can’t look at Ethan without picturing the wild, depraved shit we’ve read in those DMs. He drums his fingers on the steering wheel, humming tunelessly, and keeps checking the rearview as if we’re fugitives en route to a bank job, not a coffee date with two men who want to fuck me. Correction: fuck me senseless in front of my husband.

I try not to let myself overthink. I already spent two hours sitting on the bed with tight, trembling hands, wondering if I’m about to ruin my marriage or, even worse, if it will somehow leave everything exactly the same.

The coffee shop is new, all glass and steel and some fake plant wall that’s supposed to feel “organic.” We’re ten minutes early, so Ethan circles the lot. Once, twice. “They’re probably not even here yet,” he says, “I mean, who gets to a meet-up early?”

“People who want a good seat,” I say, and slide my hand casually onto his thigh. He jumps, but relaxes.

He parks and we walk in together. I can feel the energy rolling off both of us. It’s the closest thing to foreplay we’ve managed in public since I forgot to wear panties to Molly’s wedding.

I feel my fingers linger on his zipper.

“You know,” I say as I begin to unzip it, “ten minutes is just enough time to…”

Ethan gulps as my fingers slip into his fly and tickle the hardening flesh of his cock. Before I know it, I pull him out and I’m stroking him in broad daylight in a graveyard of minivans and Volvos. My pulse is a jackhammer. I glance up at him and he’s pale, lips sucked in, whispering “Savannah” in the helpless, breathless way he does when he’s at my mercy.

The air is stale and hot, and my sunglasses slip down my nose as I lean over and lick a fat bead of precum off his tip. I make a show of it—lips glossed, tongue flat, my eyes never leaving his. I want him to know who the fuck he married.

He stutters a warning—“God, someone could see us”—but his hands are already in my hair, pushing me deeper. There’s not enough room but that’s the point; every bob of my head a countdown before we have to go inside. I hum low and mean while I work him, punishing his anxiety with the wet, deliberate suction that always breaks him. He fists at my hair and just as suddenly, he’s shuddering, trying to hold back, but I grip his thigh hard and force him farther down my throat.

I can almost taste his nerves in the salty, desperate way he clings to discipline even when he wants to fall apart in my hands (and mouth). His thighs are rigid, every muscle in his body tensed and quivering. I want to see him lose it, to ride that edge, just short of total surrender.

But not today. I’m careful. I let him simmer, trembling and on the verge, then slide off with a single, nasty gasp that fogs up my sunglasses. I tuck his cock away, zip him up, and slap his thigh playfully.

“Don’t forget to tip your server,” I say, grinning.

He groans, half in agony, half in awe.

We clean up as best we can and stroll into the coffee shop with the world’s most illicit secret between us. I scan the crowd: three freelancers in noise-cancelling headphones, a couple of bored undergrads, two women with matching yoga mats and a shared boyfriend, if the body language is any hint. There’s no sign of our “dates” yet.

We order and post up at a little round table with a view of the door, which makes my heart beat faster. I keep thinking about the photo I sent. How it’s nothing compared to the real thing. How, after all the games, I’m about to meet two, real-life black men with big, black cocks who want to fuck me. In front of my husband.

It doesn’t feel real, even though my entire body is humming, primed for it.

Ethan is doing the classic married man sit: two feet planted, hands folded over the phone, eyes flicking from the entrance to the tabletop. He’s pretending, valiantly, to look bored, but he’s got that haunted thousand-yard stare of a man waiting for his own personal apocalypse. I love him so much in this moment I want to bite through his skin.

The first one arrives right on time. It’s hard not to notice him. He’s six-and-a-half feet if he’s an inch, suit tailored so perfectly he might’ve been vacuum-wrapped into it. Andre. The pictures barely did him justice: skin like polished walnut, shaved head, and the rakish flicker of a scar running up his left cheekbone. He scans the room with calm, predatory ease, and when his eyes settle on me, my entire core clenches.

He walks to the counter, orders a black coffee, and stands with the quiet, unhurried confidence of a man who could snap the door off its hinges but would rather just watch you squirm. I can feel Ethan shrinking beside me, rendered insignificant by the gravitational pull of this literal and figurative giant.

I feel like a mouse being watched by a panther. My thighs go sticky under my dress and, involuntarily, I cross one leg over the other, pressing hard.

Ethan doesn’t notice. He’s fixed on his phone, feigning intent interest in suburban husbands’ memes, but even from here I see how he’s watching Andre in the reflection of the window. For a fantasy, it couldn’t get more textbook.

I see Andre scanning again. His eyes are dark, unreadable, but when he moves, it’s gravitational. He saunters over, coffee in hand, and Ethan nearly squeaks when the shadow eclipses our table.

“Savannah?” His voice is warm, but the accent is unexpected—something southern, but ironed clean. “Ethan?” He gives my husband a nod, then focuses on me, generous with the smile this time. “Pleasure.”

I stand, because I don’t know what else to do, and immediately his hand is on mine. The handshake lingers one beat beyond appropriate, but that’s the point, isn’t it? Nothing about this situation is appropriate.

Ethan stands, too, awkwardly but before he can shake Andre’s hand. Marcus enters the scene.

Marcus isn’t as tall as Andre but he’s close, thick with muscle and confidence. His beard is sculpted, his fade flawless, and he’s in a blue polo that clings to arms the size of Ethan’s thighs. His gaze rakes from my head to my hem in a single, slow pass, and I feel the heat in my cheeks and everywhere else.

Andre does the introductions. “This is Marcus,” he says, as if he has just summoned him with a thought.

“Hey, there.” Marcus’s voice is low and rough, playful. His handshake is firmer, and his eyes crinkle at the corners as they lock on mine. “Damn,” he says, not even pretending to lower his voice. “You look even better than the pics.”

I let myself smile. The compliment lands differently coming from him—unapologetic, a little dangerous. I can sense the way Ethan’s posture reeds up next to me. He’s not intimidated, not exactly, just aware that these men are just built different and there’s not much he can do about it.

I sense his longing to be impressive, too, but he is not in the same league, and that’s the whole fucking point, isn’t it?

Suddenly I feel protective, almost. I slip my fingers through Ethan’s and squeeze like I’m reminding him: I’m still yours, we’re still us, even if I want to let these men fuck me until the sun comes up. Maybe especially because of that.

The conversation is weirdly normal. Small talk, midwestern, about local coffee, the weather, even politics. But underneath it all, there’s a constant hum of subtext, like everyone is sitting on a live wire.

At some point, Ethan relaxes. I watch it happen. Maybe it’s the way Andre treats him, with exactly the right mix of respect and subtle dominance. Maybe it’s how Marcus, instead of glaring, actually laughs at Ethan’s dumb puns. Maybe, just maybe, it’s how I’m leaning into Ethan more than I am into them, at least for now, and he sees that as evidence I haven’t already left him in my mind for someone stronger, sexier, hung-er.

Though let’s be honest…I totally have and can’t wait to do it in real life.

I excuse myself to the bathroom, mostly to breathe, but also to touch myself.

I wedge my fingers between my thighs and, sure enough, I am already so wet it’s almost burdensome. I take two full and deliberate minutes to clench, touch, and think about BBC.

Marcus and Andre and all the things I want even more than I thought possible. I want the risk, the ruin, the chaos of it. I want to make my husband afraid of how bad I want it, and I want him to love me more for my insatiable lust.

I clean up, wash my hands, and fix the wobbly line of my lipstick. When I come out, all three men stand crowded around the table, coffees cooling, tension warming.

Ethan cocks his head at me as I slide back into my seat. “You okay, darling?”

“Never better," I say, and I mean it. I cross my legs and let my skirt ride just a little, an inch of thigh showing, enough to make every eye at the table follow the motion.

“Did you want another drink?” He offers, “Maybe a flat white or…pumpkin spice.”

I exhale sharply without ever looking at Ethan. My eyes dart back and forth between the two dark-skinned gods in front of me. I bite my lip and raise an eyebrow.

“Oh, definitely pumpkin spice,” I say.

We talk for almost an hour. Andre is a smooth operator. He leans in, asks about my job, calls out my taste in shoes, then pivots to Ethan and delivers actual, genuine questions.

I catch Ethan smiling, almost charmed. Marcus is more direct: he doesn’t just compliment, he appraises, talks about my hair like it’s the most regal creature he’s ever seen. He makes a comment about my tiny hands. I laugh, show him my fist, and he places his giant paw beside it for comparison, fingers nearly double the length of mine.

It’s a joke, but also not a joke, and the implication isn’t lost on any of us.

At some point Ethan ducks out for a bathroom break, and Marcus immediately leans forward, voice dropping just for me. “He’s a lucky dude,” he says, teeth white as cut marble. “But you knew that already, didn’t you?”

I pretend to be bashful but I can feel my lips tugging up at the corners. “I work hard to keep him on his toes.”

Andre leans in, so close I can smell his aftershave and asks, “So, Savannah? What do you think? This thing gonna go down between us or what?”

The way he says my name, slow and deliberate, makes my toes flex in my shoes.

The men exchange a glance. I know, in the animal way women always know, that they’ve already decided what happens next, and the only question is whether I’ll let them.

Ethan returns, and immediately senses that the atmosphere has changed. I can tell because his hand hovers near my shoulder, like he’s not sure if he wants to touch me or shield me or both at once.

“Everything okay?” he asks, giving me a look that says, Should I call the safety word?

“Better than okay,” I say, and Marcus and Andre both grin, slow and satisfied. “We were just trying to work out the details, weren’t we boys?”

“Details?” Ethan asks.

“Yeah,” I say, dropping my voice low and taking on a sensual, sultry tone, “the when, where, and how of them fucking my brains out while you watch.”


Chapter 5: Testing the Waters

It doesn’t take us long to work it out. We agree to meet up later that night at a swanky lounge downtown for drinks and dancing. And then…well, we’ll see where the night takes us.

I don’t know how to describe the hours between the coffee shop and the downtown lounge except as a kind of time warp. I’m in a constant state of low-grade arousal, like my skin is a live wire.

Ethan says almost nothing in the car. I alternate between trying to act normal and then just standing in the bathroom mirror, staring at my own reflection and trembling. I clean the house, I put on makeup, and I change my mind about my dress five times.

I choose black in the end, of course. Because, duh. It’s a classic fuck-me dress, low-cut but not so much that you’d call it desperate. I go back to the mirror and spend extra time touching up my makeup. When I re-emerge, Ethan is on the edge of the bed, phone dangling in his hand, just watching me.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer right away, then says, “I feel like I’m about to walk into a hurricane. But I’m like, excited about it.”

I crawl onto his lap in the dress, straddle him, and just let my weight pin him for a second.

“Baby,” I whisper, “it’s gonna be the storm of the century. I’m gonna go absolutely wild for you.”

I feel him get hard as stone beneath me as I whisper into his ear and watch the hair on the back of his neck stand on edge as his skin pebbles into gooseflesh.

It takes us a full hour just to get out the door, partly because I keep fidgeting with every detail of my outfit and partly because Ethan keeps finding excuses to touch me—my shoulder, the back of my neck, running his palms up my thighs when I perch nervously on the arm of the sofa. He doesn’t say much, but every time our eyes meet, something passes between us, electric and neither fully excited nor totally terrified, but both at once.

The lounge is pure velvet and gold.

I see Marcus and Andre posted up in a horseshoe booth near the back, separated from the rest of the crowd by a low glass wall that does nothing to conceal them.

Marcus is in a white button-down open just enough to flash inked collarbones. Andre is more casual, a black tee and a tailored jacket, but he wears the look with the assurance of a man who could buy the place if he wanted.

As we cross the floor, I feel the weight of their eyes on us.

I squeeze Ethan’s hand and he squeezes mine back.

We slide into the booth and the space closes in around us, everything going instantly darker and denser. There’s a bottle of champagne on the table, already open, and two fresh glasses lined up for us, which Marcus pours with sly, oversized gentility. Andre’s eyes find mine and hold, deliberate and unblinking, so that even though there’s music and chatter all around, it suddenly feels like a confessional. Marcus toasts: “To new friends and wild nights.”

We all clink, Ethan’s hand trembling so lightly he nearly knocks my glass from my grip. Ethan tries to steer the conversation somewhere safe, but the men are having none of it. It’s like they’ve flipped a switch: suddenly every word, every look, has a double meaning.

“Savannah, you are going to make one sexy snowbunny for us to devour tonight,” Marcus says, grabbing my hand and examining my wedding ring, glinting in the dim light overhead.

“Snowbunny?” I say dumbly.

“Ethan didn’t tell you what a snowbunny is?” Andre asked, faking shock.

Ethan squirms and blushes in his seat.

I turn to face him with mock reprimand.

“No, he did not,” I say.

I give Ethan my best disappointed-wife face. Marcus and Andre are both watching me now, like I’m a new dessert they plan to share.

Ethan just stares blankly back at me, unsure of himself.

“Well, are you gonna tell me?” I say, teasing him. “Or are you going to make Marcus and Andre do it?”

Ethan clears his throat.

“Go head, Ethan. Tell her,” Marcus says.

He shifts, jaw clenching before he answers, “It’s a white girl who loves…”

But he stops short.

“A white girl who loves what?” I ask, prodding him on. But of course, I’ve already put two and two together. I just enjoy watching him squirm. This strange power I have over him is intoxicating and its going straight to my head.

“It’s a white girl who loves Black cock,” Ethan finally blurts, the words brittle on his tongue and loud enough to catch the attention of the hipster couple at the next booth. He clamps his lips together but his eyes won’t meet mine; they’re fixed somewhere between the table and infinity, like maybe if he stares hard enough the world will swallow him up.

Marcus and Andre erupt into laughter. Not mocking, just delighted, like this is the punchline to a joke we’ve all been in on for years. “Goddamn, man,” Marcus says, shaking his head and slapping Ethan’s shoulder hard enough to jostle the table. “Why you looking so shook? Your girl’s sitting here in this little black dress about to give you your ultimate fantasy.”

I can’t help but laugh, but it comes out wild and breaking. I feel Ethan’s hand twitch in my lap, hot and shaking, so I slide my palm over his and squeeze. Hard. Ethan glances at me, and for a second his shame is replaced with something hungrier.

I lean into the moment, my voice syrupy and faux-innocent,

“And what do you two call men like yourselves? Surely not just ‘Black guys’ or ‘dudes.’” My eyes flick from one to the other, then land on Marcus, just to see his smile widen.

Marcus barely lets me finish. “We’re Bulls, baby,” he says, as though explaining something elemental. “A Bull is a brother who takes care of what your man can’t. He brings the big, black thunder.” He winks at me, and it should be corny, but coming from him, it’s like someone has pressed a hand to the small of my back: steadying, then coaxing me forward.

Andre chuckles, then leans across the table. “So what we wanna know is, Savannah—” he says, dropping his voice low enough that it vibrates in the booth’s padded leather, “Are you ready to be transformed into a snowbunny slut right before your husband’s eyes?” His lips curl on the last words, and I swear my heart starts thumping so loud I wonder if Ethan can hear it over the background din.

I should be embarrassed. Or shy. Instead, I feel unzipped and weightless, like I’m floating above us all, watching this happen to some other Savannah who has no qualms about drinking free champagne with two men who call themselves Bulls. I toss back what’s left in my glass and then, smiling sweetly, say, “Oh, fuck yes.”

I stand up and take Marcus in one hand and Andre in the other.

“Let’s dance a little first,” I say.

Ethan starts to stand up and I can’t help but laugh.

“Oh no, honey. Not you. I want you to stay here and watch us from afar. Do me a favor though and don’t even think about touching yourself.”

Ethan nods silently as I let the two ebony gods take the lead and pull me out onto the dance floor.

They move me through the crowd like a pair of magnets dragging a strip of iron. Marcus keeps one hand splayed at the small of my back, Andre’s fingers lock around my wrist, and I am utterly, perfectly malleable, someone’s plaything, a toy on a conveyor belt toward its own shattering.

The DJ is playing a hypnotic and sexy hip-hop beat that makes me want to grind my ass on something hard as the beat wraps us in a hot, grinding haze. Everyone around is riding their own high, too caught up in themselves to notice the redhead and her two BBC bull escorts.

Except, I think, for Ethan.

He’s at the table, lips pressed so tightly it looks painful, but I can see his eyes tracking my every step. He’s holding both hands in his lap, as though if he lets go, something will explode. I wonder if this is what he wanted; if he’s picturing me in a hundred different ways right now, or if his mind is already running ahead to what will come after.

On the dance floor Marcus and Andre sandwich me, palms spanning my waist like I’m something delicate and dangerous at once. I melt against them, my arms draping over muscle and bone, letting the rhythm pulse through my entire body. Marcus has a hand on my lower back, the other sliding gradually, irreversibly, down toward my hip, fingers spreading wide. Andre trails his own hand up my bare shoulder, the heat of his skin making fireworks beneath my dress.

They don’t even try to be subtle. They don’t have to. The club is anonymity, permission, a space where the rules are just rumors. I go pliant and fluid for them. Andre, the taller of the two, leans down so I can hear his voice. “Relax, Red,” he says, “we’ve got you tonight.”

Marcus smells like cinnamon and sandalwood, and when he grinds slow against my ass, I know he’s already hard. I let myself roll into it, let my hips keep time with his, until the thin fabric of my dress is all that separates me from being publicly claimed.

I catch a glimpse of Ethan over Marcus’s shoulder. He’s frozen, still, turned entirely toward the dance floor. He looks so small and distant, ringed by the golden light and the flicker of the candle on the table, and through the haze of the crowd, our eyes lock. I don’t blow him a kiss. I don’t wink. I just let him see me: wild, lost, radiant.

The music builds, thickens, becomes sexual in a way that’s hard to describe. Marcus turns me to face him, his hands bracing my ribcage like he’s about to lift me, and I notice how his grip is both careful and possessive: like he knows I’m breakable but also his to break. Andre presses up behind, both arms cinched at my waist, and I’m sandwiched so tight I can’t move unless they move me.

There’s nothing to do but surrender to it.

I don’t know if they plan it, but suddenly Marcus’s mouth is next to my ear, teeth just grazing the rim. “Don’t look back at him,” he says, voice a low, electric growl. “Tonight is about you. Let him watch.”

He spins me, so I’m facing Andre, and I feel a palm slide up my thigh, higher than decent, the friction of his skin against the inside of my leg. The delicious heat of it nearly making me moan. If it weren’t for the bass swallowing everything else, I might’ve.

Andre’s lips brush my temple, then lower, and suddenly his hand is under the hem of my dress, palming my bare ass with greedy tenderness. He’s careful not to expose me, but his fingers linger, lazy as a cat, squeezing and drawing little lazy circles that send shockwaves up my spine. Marcus’s hands roam freely, too, up my back and around my ribs. I’m dizzy with the push-pull of it, the total loss of boundaries, the way their bodies move me like I’m the only woman in the world.

It should feel sleazy. It should feel terrifying. But in that moment, in that velvet dark, I’ve never felt so worshipped.

Somewhere in the distance, I sense Ethan’s attention sharpening, maybe it’s the involuntary muscle memory of years together, or maybe it’s that I can just feel his nerves humming in time with mine. I want to turn, to let him see what’s happening up close, to let him witness the way these two men are already taking me apart with just their hands and hips and mouths. But Marcus’s words echo: Don’t look back. Let him watch.

So I press my cheek into Marcus’s chest, feel the heat baking through his shirt, and I lose the border between my own breath and his. Andre’s thigh wedges between mine and he lifts me off the floor so I'm half-suspended, my toes just skimming the ground and my body caged between the force of the two men. I’m floating, weightless, held up by testosterone and intention.

I hear myself laugh, and it’s not my laugh, except it is, high and wicked, the kind of laugh that only comes out when nobody is left to impress. Marcus grins, his teeth sparking white in the gloom. He kisses my neck, just once, and then tips me backward so I’m staring up at the mirrored tiles that spiderweb across the ceiling. For a moment, I see myself as Ethan must: this porcelain doll tilted between two giants, my red hair a spill of thread, my throat arched, lips parted. My legs are spread, the black dress hiked so high it’s nearly a joke, and Marcus’s hand is all the way up my thigh, the rough of his palm dry and hot against the absolutely soaked folds of my sweet sex.

I should be worried but there’s nobody here I know, and the anonymity is like a drug. The music blots out everything but the pulse in my body. Andre’s breath is molten at my ear, Marcus’s thumb is tracing circles over my hip bone, and I am forced to acknowledge the truth: There’s no going back. Even if this night ends at the bar, some switch inside me is flipped for good.

We dance together for what could be hours, or maybe just a few minutes—it’s one of those things where time moves like oil. At some point, Andre kisses the side of my head and whispers, “Ready to come back?” and Marcus lowers me with surprising gentleness until my feet touch the marble floor again.

I’m unsteady on my heels, breathless and raw, but I let them steer me through the crowd, my arms hooked around both their waists as I giggle and stumble. The lounge is more packed now, bodies pressed together, music loud enough to feel in your chest. As we approach the booth, I see Ethan hasn’t moved; he’s statue-still, posture strained, eyes locked to us like a man watching his own execution.


Chapter 6: Crossing the Line

There’s a kind of hunger that’s awakened within me that has nothing at all to do with food as we giddily leave the lounge and the brisk night air fills our lungs as we step out onto the sidewalk.

“Where to now?” I ask. “I’m so horny.”

“Our place,” Marcus says, not even pretending it’s a question. He pulls his phone, hails a ride with a flick and a single thumb, and before I can catch my breath, I’m squeezed in the back seat of an Escalade, four full grown adults but somehow I’m the only one scrambling for equilibrium.

Andre slides in next to me, thigh pressed tight against my bare knee. Ethan’s across from me, pinned against the opposite door without saying a word. Even with Marcus between us like a wall of meat, I can see the way Ethan’s breathing fast and shallow, the way his hands have become two small cages in his lap.

Ten minutes is all it takes. Ten minutes of Andre’s fingertips running lazy figure eights on my thigh, ten minutes of Marcus’s hand holding mine so big and warm it could probably crush me whole, ten minutes of Ethan staring and inhaling and not blinking. At one point, Andre leans forward and puts his lips an inch from my ear, his voice so low it’s barely a ripple: “You nervous, Red?”

I shake my head no, because I’m not nervous. I’m excited. I’m thrumming from the twin surges of alcohol and anticipation; somewhere under it all there’s still that animal, doubled-over fear that this will go wrong or that Ethan will take it back at the last possible moment. But it’s shrunk, easier to ignore. The cold air needles my skin through the dress and the men flank me as we climb the steps to their building, Ethan trailing, not touching, watching the back of my calves with every step.

There’s a lobby, then a hush of elevator. Andre palms the button and the doors close us in, soft jazz on the overheads, everyone hushed at once. Marcus’s arm is draped across my shoulders. I lean into his solidity and am shocked at how easy it is, how right it feels. He smells like leather and sweet cologne, and when the elevator glides upward, his hand dips low around my waist and tugs me against him. I nestle into the pressure. Part of me expects Ethan to register complaint, but he only looks at us, wide-eyed in the soft, florescent light.

It’s a penthouse. Of course it is. Tall windows, city lights, the clean, almost indifferent richness of luxury.

For a second, the room is so clean and silent I wonder if I hallucinated the whole night. Ethan steps in last, the door clicking shut behind him. He seems so small in the dark wood and glass of the apartment, but I want to wrap him in my arms and tell him how much I need him. I also want to be fucked so savagely that the imprint of it never leaves my pelvis.

The Bulls, Marcus and Andre, know exactly what to do. They take my coat—one on each side, as if I’m a prize pet. And before I know it, I am down to my dress, half-unzipped already, with my hair tumbling everywhere.

Andre offers Ethan a highball, which he accepts without a word, and then the two of us are left alone in the living room, Marcus having already vanished down the hall like he's got business to attend to. The skyline outside is a neon scrawl. I can feel the warmth of Ethan’s hand hovering in the air, not quite landing on my back.

“You okay?” I ask, barely above a whisper.

He nods once, hard, Adam’s apple working overtime as he takes a long sip. I want to comfort him. And I will, I swear I will. I promise myself. But later. Now? I just want what I want and I’m helpless to resist as Andre returns to my side and begins pulling me onto the couch as Ethan watches helplessly with confused, pleading eyes.

I am sprawled between Andre and the city, hazardously balanced on the edge of their linen-soft couch. The skyline is a streaked watercolor behind the glass, but the real art is the way Andre’s hand wraps my thigh, thumb stroking along my hemline until my skin is gooseflesh. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Ethan standing with his drink, the liquid trembling minutely with each silent second. He looks like his soul has left his body, or maybe it’s just hovering somewhere over the balcony, wondering if it’s allowed to come down.

Andre leans in, his lips almost touching mine. The way he pauses makes my chest flood with heat as he hovers over my mouths. Maybe he wants Ethan to watch, to see if he’ll step in, call a halt. Ethan doesn’t. He just stares, knuckles white around his highball.

I lean into the kiss and Andre receives me, full and lush. It’s a different kind of kiss than any I’ve taken before: not a question, but an answer, confident, alive with intent. I surrender to it, to the press of his mouth and the clean taste of whiskey on his breath. His palm slides up my thigh, gripping all the way to my hip now. I shudder.

Before I know it, Marcus has returned from down the hall and is shirtless next to me, whispering in my ear and cupping a breast while Andre shoves his tongue down my throat.

Marcus’s hands are so big that when he cups my breast, it disappears, swallowed up in the warmth of his palm. He squeezes, not hard, just enough that my nipple instantly perks beneath the thin stretch of my dress and his thumb circles, slow and dangerous, on the delicate lace. I gasp into Andre’s mouth and Andre grins against me, pulling away just long enough to let his hand snake behind my neck and tip my head back. I feel both of them. Marcus’s grip on my breast, Andre’s fingers in my hair. They’re moving me like a ragdoll, like I’m not even human but some shared delicacy they’re peeling open.

My breath goes in gusts. I don’t care that Ethan is standing twenty feet away, or that his hands are trembling on his glass. I want him to see this, to remember it for every dull future holiday, every argument, every morning we wake up and wonder if we’re still alive.

The men don’t talk, not even to each other. They just lift me, between them, so I’m balanced along both their thighs. It’s like being caught between tectonic plates, each movement seismic. Marcus tugs my dress down while Andre pushes it up, their hands so in sync it’s like they’ve done this a thousand times to a thousand other women. Maybe they have. The thought makes me wetter. I want to be one of those women, the one Ethan always fantasized about, bragged about in forums or secret chats with strangers. No, not bragged. Worshipped.

Marcus grins wide as he pulls my dress down, baring my chest. He doesn’t take his time. He palms both breasts, thumbs circling my nipples. He nips my shoulder while Andre, still behind me, runs his palm up the inside of my thigh. His hand is so big he could probably palm a basketball, and when his fingers reach my panties, he doesn’t hesitate. He slides one under the band, strokes gently. I almost come right there.

The whole time, I’m staring at Ethan. I can barely see him now, the city lights behind him, making him a shadow outlined by neon. He’s not looking at my face. His gaze is locked between my legs, at the place where Andre’s hand is buried in lace. His face is all confusion and panic and helplessness, but also awe.

Andre pulls me back and slides his hand deeper, fingers nudging exactly where I’m desperate for them. He rubs slow circles on my clit while Marcus moves from my nipples assault to the soft valley between my legs, leaving a trail of pinprick fire in his wake. My hips arch up as Andre slides a finger inside, so thick that I can feel the pulse at my opening as if my cunt has been waiting only for a hand like this all my life. I yelp, then bite my lip to stifle it, refusing to give them the satisfaction of knowing how easy I am. Except, I realize, I want them to know. I want Ethan to see every second of it.

Andre murmurs something just for me: “You take cock as well as you wear that dress, Red?” His finger is working slow, then fast, then slow again, a torture I’ve never tasted before. I buck helplessly. Marcus plants his mouth on my nipple and I see stars. I want everything, all at once.

I tilt my head back until I find Ethan’s eyes and hold them. He’s swaying a little, not drunk, just barely tethered to gravity. For a second I feel shame, like I’ve done something irretrievable, but the look on his face burns the shame away. He’s awestruck and more turned on than I’ve ever seen him.

“You want your husband to watch us break you open?” Marcus says, and I shiver, body locked between his mountain of muscle and Andre’s merciless hand.

I nod, desperate now, not even pretending to play hard to get. I am so fucking open.

Marcus pulls me onto his lap, thighs wide, cock already hard under his jeans. Andre lifts me up so I’m straddling Marcus, my face inches from his. Andre’s hands work my panties off and then he crouches, spreading my knees with his palms until my cunt is bare and throbbing, slick and shameless, right in Ethan’s line of sight. He’s sitting now, across the room, drink untouched, and he sees all of it. Marcus’s tongue down my throat, Andre’s fingers spreading me open, wet and swollen and abject.

“Beautiful,” Andre says, and leans in, slow, watching me squirm at the anticipation. He blows a cool stream of air, then drags his tongue from my clit to my entrance, slow as a secret. My head rocks back, my hair a chaos of red against Marcus’s chest. I want to scream. I want to swallow Marcus whole. I want Ethan to see every second.

He does. Our eyes meet, and I think he’s crying, maybe, or maybe it’s a trick of the light. But I don’t care. Not now.

I shove my hips against Andre’s mouth, needy and whimpering. His hands are so big on my thighs they could leave bruises, and I hope they do. Marcus’s fingers twine in my hair, tugging until I arch, nipples grazing his chest as he ruts himself up into me through the denim, pressure obscene and perfect. I feel Andre’s tongue flick, swirl, circle my clit until all I can do is tremble and gasp. Marcus barks a filthy laugh, low and breathless, as if he can’t believe how slutty I am for them. I want to snap back but all I can do is moan, helpless and a little bit feral.

They make me work for it. Andre eats me out like he’s been starved, but every time I get near the edge he pulls away, grins up, and slaps my ass so hard it stings. Marcus kisses me hard, biting and urgent, tongue owning my mouth. I can’t breathe, can hardly think, and for the first I truly realize and understand why Ethan was so obsessed. I want to be ruined, want every inch of myself rewritten by these two men while my husband watches and breaks apart and puts himself back together, harder and cleaner and somehow more mine for having lost me in the first place.

I cum for the first time from Andre’s mouth, but it’s not a discreet little gasp—it’s a wild, ragged sob that bursts out as he sucks my clit and Marcus clamps a hand roughly over my mouth, stifling the shriek. My thighs are quaking, my whole body shivers so hard I nearly fall off Marcus’s lap, but Andre pins me in place and keeps on eating, sucking, licking, forcing a second, rolling orgasm out of me before I can even catch my breath from the first.

When my eyes open finally, the two bulls loom over me, each one gripping their bulge from the outside of their pants. I lick my lips. Wet with desire. They haven’t even taken their cocks out yet. And I’ve already cum harder than I ever have in my life.

“You ready for your first taste of BBC?” Marcus asks.

I nod slowly and drop to my knees between them, a wicked grin on my face as I lock eyes with my husband.


Chapter 7: Ignition

The anticipation is killing me. I think back to that AI generated image to me and a thrill goes down my spine. It’s really happening. It’s coming to life. Two big, black cocks. All for me. All while my husband watches.

For a second, neither of them moves. They just let me stew in the tension, hands slowly working the buttons, knuckles grazing skin, the deliberate drag of anticipation until it’s almost painful. I hear the sound of zippers. The shift of denim. The stretch, the give, the hush of fabric yielding to flesh.

Marcus draws his cock out first, and I almost laugh aloud at how perfectly, outrageously huge it is. The head is a dark, gleaming bulb, wide and already beading clear at the tip, the shaft so thick it looks like it would take both my palms just to close around it. I reach for it on instinct, but pause, wanting to savor the moment—wanting Ethan to savor the moment too. I glance over my shoulder at him and catch the look on his face: gobsmacked, mortified, hungry. His knuckles are white on the glass he holds, and I can almost see the pulse throbbing in his jaw as his tongue works furiously behind his lips. If I asked him to touch himself, I bet he would, but for now, he’s locked in place, frozen with need.

Andre is second. He’s slower and cockier. He leans back on the couch and just lets it happen, hand reached inside the fly, fingering the elastic slow, like he’s teasing even the air. When Andre finally frees himself, the reveal is—if it’s possible—an escalation.

He’s bigger than Marcus, thicker and longer and somehow even more intimidating. The skin is obsidian velvet, vein-laced and beautiful, the head almost glossy in the city’s neon. He sees me staring and grins, and it’s a knowing thing, the smile of a man who’s seen this reaction hundreds of times before.

I don’t know where to start. I want all of it, but my body craves order, structure, a beginning to the wildness. So I lean in to Marcus. His cock is so large that the tip alone fills my palm, and I bring it to my lips, circling it with a tongue so greedy I swear I can taste the promise of what’s coming. I let the head rest on my tongue, weighty and demanding, savor the salty, mineral tang of his precum as it beads onto my tastebuds.

He groans and the sound vibrates into my mouth through his cock. I suck, just the end at first, cheeks hollowed, then ease down, slower than slow, until the stretch at my jaw is almost too much. I have to pull off, gasping. My jaw literally aches. “Jesus,” I say, half-laughing, half-sobbing, “do you even fit inside women?”

Marcus just grins and guides it across my cheek, smearing a bead of precum on my skin. “You’ll see, Savannah, it’ll fit just right” he promises, and the sound of his voice sends a tremor through my entire body.

I look up at Ethan again. He hasn’t moved. His face is so red, so utterly stricken, it’s like he’s being held under by the force of his own arousal. I want to give him a show he’ll never get out of his brain. I want to ruin him. So I tuck my hair behind my ear, open my mouth wide, and slide Marcus’s cock in even deeper, determined to take as much as I can.

The head hits the soft palate and triggers a hot, helpless gag. My eyes blur with tears, but I don’t stop; I want to be messy, a total slut, I want to put all those girls in Ethan’s videos to shame.

Marcus guides my pace with one hand in my hair, the other stroking my cheek, and fuck, he’s gentle about it. So gentle, it’s sexy.

For all his size, Marcus is infinitely patient, stroking my hair, brushing the line of my jaw with his thumb as if he wants me to know I can back out at any moment. But I don’t. I won’t. I want more. I press deeper. My nose mashes against the rough thatch at his base, my throat convulses around the thick, living pillar, and for a second the world becomes nothing but heat and wet and the taste of him flooding my mouth.

He says my name, but it’s a sound divorced from language, just a thick groan that makes my toes curl as I look up from my knees.

Ethan is still across the room, but he’s leaned forward now, elbows biting into his thighs. Eyes locked on us. His drink still trembling in hand. I can’t help but wink at him, mouth full of cock, as if to say, See what you started?

I let Marcus’s cock pop free, trailing spit down my chin, and angle his shaft against my cheek as if measuring it against my face. “You ever had a woman deepthroat you before?” I ask, breathless, already knowing the answer.

He laughs, low and warm. “Not like that, Red. Never like that.”

Andre is waiting his turn and I meet his gaze as I open up, tongue first, licking upward along the underside, mapping every vein, every heat-glossed ridge. The taste of him is a little salty and shockingly clean, and when I press the head past my lips, I feel him pulse, a quick, involuntary twitch that makes my own core clench in empathy. I can’t even get the whole tip in at first; it’s too wide, so I flatten my tongue and bob, painting him with spit, using both hands to stroke what my mouth can’t reach.

He lets out a a low, animal rumble and his hand comes down on the back of my head, not to force, but to steady, to test me. I take his challenge, bobbing deeper each time, and he’s so fucking big I can feel my neck bulging with effort. Andre’s cock has a weight to it, a density, like it’s made to break things open, and when I finally manage to get the head between my teeth, my lips ache with the pressure, but I don’t stop. I look up through a haze of tears and spit and see Andre’s face, mouth open in shock and pleasure. I wonder if I’ll even be able to talk tomorrow, or if I’ll just spend the whole day in a ruined, sore haze.

Ethan can’t look away. I think he’s holding his breath. Sweat beads at his hairline, and even from across the room, I see his hand drop from the glass to his own crotch, pressing hard. He’s not jerking off, not exactly, just holding himself, desperate, as if reality might fly apart if he lets go.

Andre grins down at me, says, “Goddamn, Savannah…” and it makes me flush so deep I can feel the heat rising off my scalp. I love hearing him say my name like that.

Andre’s cock is heavy in my palm, so thick my fingers don’t meet around it. I want to devour him, to prove I can, so I stroke him up and down, letting my tongue work the head until he is slick and throbbing. He tastes like heat, the faint metallic tang of precum and something I’ve never tasted before: pure, male hunger. Every time I look up at him, Andre’s eyes are half-lidded and dangerous, and every time I glance back at Ethan, those eyes are wild and helpless.

I want to suck both of them at once.

The thought makes me so wet I can feel the hot flush of arousal up my inner thighs. I turn my head sideways, still on my knees, and grab Marcus’s cock, giving the tip a wet, slow kiss before opening for Andre, then back again. I alternate, tongue and lips and spit everywhere, mouth stuffed with so much cock I’m choking on my own need. Every time I move from one to the other, both men let out little sounds, one low and rumbling, the other more like a hiss, and I get drunk on the idea of controlling this much raw power.

I want Ethan to see. I want him to never forget a second of this.

I call him over with a crook of my finger, a come-here motion that he’s powerless to resist. I watch as Ethan floats across the room like a ghost, glass abandoned, his steps silent on the hardwood.

In that moment, I’m ashamed to say, he looked so pathetic, for a second I was absolutely repulsed by him. I’ll never admit it to him, but in the moment I can’t help but think: what kind of man is he to allow this to happen right in front of him?

Rather than ignore it or try to burry it, I use it as fuel. It turns me on in some weird way. Makes me hornier and sluttier. I want to embarrass and humiliate him even more. But it in a way that he doesn’t quite realize it’s happening.

For a second, I wonder if he’ll break the spell, say a safe word, call this off before I’m finished. But he just drops to his knees beside me, not touching, just watching, his breath coming out so ragged and hitched.

I smile.

“Good boy,” I say, patting his head.

He goes even redder, but also his spine straightens a little, like the praise surprised him. I grab Marcus’s cock again, squeeze so hard my knuckles pale against the obsidian slickness, and guide it into my mouth. Now I put on a show: spit everywhere, tongue working wild, moaning obscenely as I suck him, making so much fuss that even Andre laughs and tells me, “Damn, Red, you’re not holding back.” I shake my head, mouth too full for words, and let spit cascade in bright ropes down my chin onto my dress.

I spit out his cock.

“I’m ready,” I say, then turn to Ethan, “are you ready baby?”

“Ready for what, slut?” Marcus growls.

“We need to hear you say it - beg for it,” Andre says.

“I’m ready to get fucked,” I say, a sharp edge in my voice.

But Marcus shakes his head. Andre looks disappointed.

“Get fucked by what?” Andre says.

“You want to be a true snowbunny slut, we need to really hear you, we need you to worship and say the words like a good little whore…”

A thrill runs down my spine at their instructions.

I sigh.

“Ahh, ok…” I say.

I let the silence hang until I’m sure every drop of hunger has pooled up in the room. I glance at Ethan, who looks at me like I’m a goddess and a demon all at once. Then I gaze up at Marcus, then Andre, their cocks heavy and slick in my hands, and I say the words as sweetly and clearly as I can, each syllable an arrow straight at Ethan’s heart:

“I want to get fucked by your huge, black cocks. I want to get destroyed. Ruined. I want you to stuff me full while my husband watches with his tiny little cock, and I want to show him what it looks like when a real man takes me.”

There’s a pause—a beat of pure, animal electricity—then Marcus barks out a laugh, low and delighted, and Andre bites his bottom lip. Ethan’s mouth opens, and I see the pain and lust mixed in equal parts, a cocktail only I could ever serve him.

I shudder a little at my own audacity. This is it. I am no longer the girl who found a USB drive and blushed about it. I am the girl on her knees, drooling and slutty, begging to be made into Ethan’s wildest fantasy.

“That’s a good start,” Marcus says, “but I think you can get nastier than that. Don’t hold back.”

I want to go full throttle. I’m greedy now, and past decency. “I want to get fucked by two massive black cocks at once,” I say. “I want to feel them both inside me, in every hole. I want you to rip me open and leave nothing for my husband but your cum leaking out of me. I want you to turn me into your personal fucking snowbunny black cock sleeve.”

Marcus whoops and grabs me by my jaw, turning my face up. “There’s that dirty girl,” he says, and the words light me up everywhere. Andre just grins, hands tangled in my hair, and glances at Ethan.

“Keep going slut, I don’t want to hear you stop begging,” he says, grabbing me gently by the throat. It makes me feel warm and tingly inside and I feel myself smiling from ear to ear.

“Yes, daddy,” I say, voice even and clear. “I want both of you to wreck me, to ruin my pussy so my husband will never be able to compete, to spit-roast me until all I can taste is your cum, to stuff every hole until nothing else will ever feel real again. I want you to make Ethan watch and know that he can’t do anything but jerk his little white cock while you break me in.”

His hand tightens on my throat. A warning, not a threat. I let my tongue loll and make a show of pushing my ass into the air, arching my back until the neckline of my dress all but gives way, then rock back on my knees and look both men dead in the eye. “Please, use me. Show me how to take black cock like a good little snowbunny. Show Ethan, too. He needs to see what it looks like when real men fuck a woman like me. He needs to see his wife’s pussy ruined by BBC and filled up with superior seed.”

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Marcus breathes. He steps forward, and for a second all I am is sensation and expectation—his hands huge on my shoulders, Andre’s presence at my back, the taut and blinking disbelief in Ethan’s eyes. I’m basically vibrating out of my skin. I want this so bad I could scream.

“Get on the couch,” Andre orders, and his voice is so calm and deep I almost come from it alone.

I crawl up onto the couch, hands braced on the cool, buttery leather, knees spread wide and my ass arched high. I wag it shamelessly, making sure my soaked, ruined panties are center stage, then peel them down slow, bunching them at mid thigh, before popping them off and tossing them to Andre, who snatches them out of the air with a practiced snap. It makes me giggle, a burst of real joy and disbelief that this is really, truly happening to me.

I look over at Ethan and see him standing stock-still, his expression like I’ve just stolen every atom of oxygen from his lungs. His eyes flick from my bare ass to Marcus’s cock, to Andre’s hands stroking himself, and back to me again.

I bite my lip.

It’s about to go down for real and I’m so fucking ready for it.

Marcus is first. He presses up behind me, brushing the heavy, hot length of his cock down the line of my spine, then lower, between the cheeks of my ass. There’s just the suggestion of a tease, a smearing of precum as the head drags across my skin, before he lines himself up. He doesn’t push in right away; instead, he curves over my back, lips at my ear, and says, “You ready for this, slut?”

I don’t respond with words, just push my hips back, greedy. I crave the stretch. The first press is mind-blowing; even at the entrance, I’m forced to gasp and grab for the far cushion, fingers clawing for traction as Marcus works just the head into me. I can feel how fucking big he is, the thick, insistent pressure shoving me open, inner walls straining to accommodate the brute force of him.

“Oh god,” I whimper, and steal a glimpse over my shoulder. Marcus’s face is a mask of focus and animal satisfaction, eyes locked on the place where his enormous cock is spreading me open by sheer, patient force.

“No turning back now,” Andre says, watching on.

I laugh at the absurdity of the idea.

“Like I’d fucking want to,” I moan, “fuck - this black cock is gonna make me cum already, oh fuck, oh fuck!!!”

Before I know it, it’s hitting me hard and fast as fuck.

I explode. There’s no warning. My whole body just clamps, legs shaking so hard the couch squeaks under me. The stretch of him, the fullness, the unbelievable heat makes my orgasm burn through me, wave after violent wave. I cry out, not caring who hears, not caring about dignity or decorum, just full-on animal need. My arms give out and I collapse forward, face smushed in the armrest, ass still high for Marcus to use.

He doesn’t slow down. He holds my hips and pounds into me, the slick and slap of his cock obscene and perfect. I can hear wetness squelching, feel drips running down my thighs, and the shame of it only makes me hungrier. Marcus pistons in and out with brutal, practiced rhythm, so thick I see stars every time he bottoms out. My pussy is so stretched, so full I can hardly stand it, but I force myself to look back at Ethan.

He’s standing just a few feet away, jaw slack, one hand still gripping at his crotch, the other hanging useless at his side. His blue eyes are locked on where Marcus is splitting me open, and his face is all longing and heartbreak and awe. I wink at him, even as I’m being fucked senseless, and see a sick satisfaction flare in his eyes, as if seeing me ruined really is the only thing he ever wanted.

“Damn, Ethan,” Andre says, “Your wife is a natural. Made for BBC. You sure it’s her first time? Never seen a bitch take to it this quick.”

I flush with pride, bearing down as Marcus slams home again, stretching me to a limit I didn’t know existed. He sets a brutal, relentless pace, hands spanning my waist like a vise, and every time he buries himself to the hilt, I feel a zap of electricity straight to my brain. My legs tingle, then go numb. I can barely breathe. My voice is a raw, endless moan as he pounds me open, staking his claim so deep I swear I can feel the shape of him behind my ribcage.

There’s something about being fucked this hard, this well, in front of Ethan—my Ethan, my sweet, cautious husband—that rewires my DNA. I never want to go back. I want to stay here, in this perfect, pornographic tableau, forever.

Marcus grunts, pulling my hips flush against him, then leans forward, a hand braced on the sofa beside my head. “You good, Red?” he asks, breath rough against my ear. The concern is real, but it’s also a dare. Am I good? Better than good. They need to invent a new word to describe how good I am in this moment.

I groan, “Fuck me harder, please, Marcus. Please, I want Ethan to see what that black cock does to me.”

Marcus laughs, a warm, malicious sound, and hammers into me, each thrust lifting my knees off the couch. I’m so wet it’s everywhere, slick running down my thighs, pooling under my knees, and the hot, stretching fullness is so much I could sob from the pleasure. I don’t care at all that my makeup is smeared, my hair wild, my dignity already long-forgotten. I want to be ruined, to lose myself entirely in the sensation of this brutal, relentless black cock splitting me open while my husband stands and watches, helpless, cheeks flushing, cock straining under his pants.

Marcus fucks me with such effortless dominance that I forget my own name for a while. All I can think about is how it hurts, in the right way, how it burns and fills and transforms me. Hands gripping my waist, he keeps me locked in place, body slammed against his, every stroke scraping my insides raw and alive.

I try to turn my head, to look at Ethan, but I can barely see straight anymore. My vision is haloed and my whole body a molten blur. “Look at your husband,” Marcus grunts, and yanks my hair back so I’m staring Ethan dead in the face as Marcus spears deep, eyes wild and glassy, mouth open in a shocked little O. “You see this?” Marcus says, speaking to Ethan now, “You see how well your wife takes a real cock? Bet you didn’t think she was this much of a whore, did you?”

Ethan doesn’t answer. He just nods, jerky and desperate, as if agreeing so hard could keep his body from shaking apart.

Marcus threads his hand into my hair, balls it in his fist, and fucks up into me so deep I feel my womb shudder. The internal ache is almost spiritual. I’m aware only of the pure collision of flesh, the heat of his body against my skin, the way each stroke rips me wider and emptier, then fills me in a single, perfect instant. Every sound I make is loud and animal. I don’t care at all. I want Ethan to hear every last filthy moan.

Andre slides up beside us on the couch, stroking himself slow. He grins, eyes glazed with lust, and puts a hand on my cheek. “You want to taste this while he fucks you, Savannah?”

I nod, tongue out before I even realize it, and Andre presses the tip of his cock to my lips. I open wide, let him slide past my lips, the crown thick and leaking. Andre feeds me his cock while Marcus rails me from behind, and the twin sensations fuse into a symphony of raw, desperate need. For a moment, I’m dizzy, unsure if I’ll pass out or come so hard I black out, but I relax my throat, slide Andre deeper, choke on him a little and moan around the stretch.

“I knew you were a little freak,” Andre says, and the praise makes me even hungrier. “Show your man how much you love these BBCs.”

So I do. I bob on Andre’s cock, slobber running wet down my chin, tongue darting and swirling. My throat bulges as he pushes me to the limit, and I look up at him, ruined and grateful. He grins. “That’s a good slutty redhead. Take it all, baby.”

Marcus’s rhythm never falters. He jackhammers into me, so thick and deep my cunt buzzes with every impact. The couch lurches, the air is wet with sex, and every muscle in my body shakes, even my teeth. It’s obscene, the way the two of them use me, but I love it more than breathing. I wonder if I’ll ever be able to fuck Ethan again without thinking of this—without comparing him to this black gods and their huge fucking cocks.

Before I know what’s happening, they are switching places and Andre, who is even bigger than Marcus, is preparing to stretch me even further.

Bring that BBC on baby, ruin me with that sexy black cock…I think to myself with whorish delight.

I barely even notice when Marcus pulls out, cock glistening and dripping with my own wet. The absence is shockingly cold after the inferno he stoked inside me, but it’s Andre who commands my focus now. He’s looming over, hands huge on his thighs, cock so thick and veined and perfect it’s practically cartoonish. For a second, I don’t think he’ll fit. Not really. Not unless he hurts me. The idea makes my heart hiccup in my chest.

He lines up behind, and for the first time, I admit to myself there’s a real, live fear at the center of all this. Am I ready? Is Ethan? The need is there—god, the need is bottomless—but the body is just…so small compared to the size of what’s coming. I brace myself on the couch, feeling sticky and raw, thighs trembling as Andre slaps the head of his cock up and down my slit, gathering every drop of me that Marcus left behind.

“That’s it, Savannah,” Andre murmurs, and I love the way he uses my name in his mouth, the way he lets it linger, an invocation. “Just relax. Let it in. Let it all the way in.”

He presses forward, hands cradling my hips, and the head spreads me, an impossible, searing pressure against the raw, desperate ache of my cunt. For a crazy second I’m sure I’ll break, that there’s no way I can possibly take more, but then I do—inch by inch, the thick, pulsing length of him burrows in, splits me open, fills every atom of my body with a slow, shuddering fire.

I scream. Actually fucking scream. Not a cute porn moan or a breathy gasp, but a real, animal sound, half agony and half absolute, mind-blowing rapture. My hands scramble for the sofa, for anything solid to anchor to, and I’m dimly aware of Ethan watching, face drained and beautiful, eyes so wide it’s almost as if he’s watching a murder instead of an act of love. I want to tell him it’s okay. I want to scream I’m alive, that I need this, that I want more. But all I can do is claw the couch and beg for air.

Andre is patient, even as my inner walls spasm and clench around me, drenching the thick root in everything I have.

Andre hammers into me, slow and careful at first, but when he feels the quake in my legs, the way my body seems to suck him in, he grabs my waist in both hands and starts driving. I feel the meaty slap of his pelvis, the insane depth of him filling me so completely I can do nothing but brace myself on the armrest and stare, unseeing, at the wild, streaked world beyond the penthouse windows.

My vision whites out as the first orgasm hits, then the next, then the next—rolling, tumbling, senseless. I’m not even embarrassed by the way I sob and buck. I scream again, louder, and for a moment I think I might black out from the sheer totality of sensation, but Andre’s hands on me are so strong, so grounding, they keep me moored to Earth.

Behind me, Marcus is watching, stroking himself, and murmuring encouragements. “Take it, bitch. That’s a good snowbunny slut, cum all over that black dick for your husband!”

It’s like there’s no more boundary between pain and pleasure. I’m unmade, pure sensation. Andre’s cock stretches me past everything I thought I could take, and all the while Marcus leans in, one hand stroking himself, the other playing at my clit, teasing it in tight, torturous circles. Every time I start to come down, a new ripple shreds right through me.

I try to talk, to make words for Ethan, to tell him I’m okay, to tell him thank you for this, but all that comes out is nonsense, moans and gasps, wet and guttural. I reach for the only thing that makes sense, and my eyes lock on Ethan, who’s closer now, standing at the arm of the couch, face slack with hunger and disbelief. Our eyes meet and I hear myself whine, “Are you watching, baby? Are you seeing this?”

He nods, frantic and broken, and the sound that escapes him is as full of need as my own.

Andre’s thrusts are slow and devastating, each one a deliberate conquest, a proof that I can take more. His hands are massive on my hips, and when he leans over and bites my shoulder, the animal hunger in him makes me wild. Each deep, punishing stroke is a claim, a mark, and the sound of my body yielding to his is as obscene as it is perfect.

Marcus moves around the couch, still stroking his massive cock, the head swollen and flushed with blood. He plants himself in front of me and slaps it against my spit-slick lips, smearing my smeared lipstick even further across my face.

“Taste,” he says. And I obey him.

I open wide, tongue out, and let Marcus’s cock slap my lips, my cheeks, chin, nose—smearing spit and precum all over my face.

I suck the head, then the shaft, then let Marcus mouth-fuck me as Andre keeps wrecking me from behind, each thrust shoving my mouth deeper onto his cock until my gag reflex goes numb and I’m just a soft mess of spit, mascara, and black cock.

I choke, drool, gasp, and cum again. I lose count of how many times. I’m gone. Totally totaled. Nothing left but raw, ruined nerve endings.

The finish is sudden. Marcus’s cock jerks in my mouth and I know, in a scorching instant, that he is going to cum. I’m greedy for it, determined to take every drop, but at the last second, Marcus pulls out, grips himself, and paints me in hot, thick jets. My hair, my lips, both cheeks, even the bridge of my nose. The contrast is obscene: the milky ropes against my flushed, freckled skin, red hair seemingly on fire catches some stray drops that shimmer and sparkle in the.

Then it’s Andre’s turn. He snarls, an animal rumble in his chest, and as he fucks me through the last spasms of my orgasm, I feel his cock thicken and pulse until he buries himself, all the way, wrenching a cry from my ruined throat. He stays there, crammed at some impossible depth, and I feel the hot, slow flood of his cum spurt against my cervix, filling me so completely there’s pressure for a heartbeat, then the warm, obscene trickle as it starts to leak back out. The sense of being claimed, of being marked and used, is so strong it’s almost a living thing inside me.

He withdraws a little, enough to let his last spurts coat the battered walls of my pussy, and then the impossible: he’s still hard. Still relentless. He fucks me through his own orgasm, using my body as if nothing on earth could ever exhaust him. I’m weeping now, no distinction between tears and sweat and spit and cum on my lips, and I realize I’ve never been this empty or this full, all at once, in my life.

Marcus wipes his cock across my tongue as Andre keeps rocking his hips, keeping my body pinned, and I taste the mixture of myself and their salt, the tang of iron and something primal, power, the distinct taste of submission and victory.

Ethan is kneeling at my side now, eyes wide and glazed with want.

Marcus cups my chin with a gentle hand, smearing his cum up into my hairline as he drags my mouth into his for a filthy, post-coital kiss. I open for him, letting his tongue curl inside, letting him taste his own salt on my breath and the wild, tangled ruin of me. He licks at the corner of my lips, painted with spit and seed, and growls low: “That’s our good little snowbunny. You did so fucking good.”

It makes me shudder with longing.

Andre still has me pinned, his cock stretching me open to the point of madness, and every tiny movement sent aftershocks through my entire body. He bends over until his chest pressed to my trembling back, his huge arms caging me on either side.

“You still with us, Red?” he whispered, the vibration of it like a secret. “You still want more?”

“Yes,” I whisper, “fuck yes, I want more. I never want this to end.”


Chapter 8: Cooling Embers

We barely make it down the hall.

Ethan’s keys jangle and hit the foyer tile before the door even shuts. The silence of the house is obliterated by the rasp of my own breath, still fucked-raw, still reeling. The city outside is indifferent and endless, but in here it’s just the two of us and the aftermath of what we did. What I did, with his blessing, with his eyes drinking in every drop.

He stares at me like he’s not sure I’m real, or maybe he’s trying to burn the memory of those other men out of his retinas and replace it with a new one—one that’s just us, just Savannah and Ethan, small and naked and ordinary.

“Come here,” he says, and his voice cracks, so I do.

He doesn’t wait for the bedroom; he grabs me by the wrist and yanks, hard, up against the wall of the entryway. The impact stuns me. I want to laugh but there’s no humor in it—just the slap of drywall at my back and the heat of his hand winding in my hair. I look at his face and for the first time ever he is not a man but a thing, a need, an organism that exists only to consume.

He kisses me. It’s not soft. It’s not some quick married peck. It’s not a request either. It’s dominant. Assertive. Very unlike my husband. I bite my own lip and taste iron and saliva. His hand cups my ass and lifts, hoists me up so my legs straddle his hips and I have no leverage at all.

He presses his alread-hard cock against the slick, still-sticky mess between my thighs. I think for a second he might say something, that he might break and ask if I’m okay, or if I want this, but he doesn’t. He just pulls my panties aside and rubs himself into the tender, battered seam of me until I gasp, head thunking back on the wall.

“Ethan—” I say, but I don’t know what comes next.

He grinds into me. His hands are rougher than they’ve ever been, gripping my thigh so tight I wonder if there will be bruises tomorrow. I hope so. He bites at my neck and I shriek with pleasure and pain. He doesn’t care. Neither do I.

I want to tell him how much I need this, how much I want to feel him inside, to know that I can still take him after what just happened. I want to scream that I am his, not in spite of what we did tonight, but because of it. Instead, I reach down and undo his belt, the buckle loud and stupid and clumsy. My hands are shaking so badly I can’t work the zipper.

“Let me,” he says, voice low and mean, and in a blink his cock is out, flushed purple and trembling. I guide him in, greedy, and when he pushes inside I see stars. It’s different. So much different from before. I’m stretched and raw, and he knows it, and he doesn’t slow down at all.

He fucks me right there in the hallway, my heels scraping the wall for purchase, his hands pinning my shoulders down as if he’s afraid I’ll float away. Every thrust is wild, reckless, so much harder than our old, polite bedroom sex. I claw at his shoulders, dig my nails in, and moan with every pulse. I’m half convinced the wall will collapse behind me. I hope it does. I want ruin.

I think about Andre and Marcus, the way they claimed me, the way I didn’t just allow it but begged for it. I feel every echo of their size, their power, in the tender ache between my legs. But it’s Ethan who owns the story now. He’s not them and he never will be, but he’s here, he’s real, and right now he is the only thing in the universe.

He pulls out and lets me drop, but before I can catch my breath, he spins me around, shoves my face into the wall, and lifts my skirt to fuck me from behind. The angle is brutal. I yelp and he slaps my ass so hard I can feel the handprint.

“You want this?” he growls, and the words shock me as much as the sensation. I’ve never heard him talk like this. Never. I shiver.

“Yes,” I whimper, “yes, fuck me, Ethan. Make me yours again. Reclaim this used pussy.”

He does. His hand is in my hair, yanking, holding me at the throat while he jackhammers in with every ounce of spite and want he has. There’s a jealous desperation in him, but it only makes me wetter. Every time I clench around him, he gasps, and I realize he’s trying to outdo them, to stake his claim back. It’s sweet, in a savage way. I want him to know he never lost me, but this is the only language he speaks right now.

My face is mashed to the drywall. He fucks me so hard I can barely stand, and when I come, it’s sharp and shameful, a lightning bolt that makes my knees buckle. He doesn’t let up. He fucks me through it, then pulls out and flips me, back against the wall, and kisses me again, filthy and breathless.

He slides down, kissing my stomach, my hips, then drops to his knees and buries his face between my legs. He licks me with a hunger that is part worship, part penance. His tongue laps up every taste, every drop, and when he finds the ruined, swollen button of my clit, I shriek again. I can’t believe how sensitive I am. Every touch is electricity. I ride his face, grind against his tongue, until the aftershocks become too much and I have to push him away.

He stands, his face slick, and for a second he just looks at me like he’s finally seeing who I am. Not the woman he married, but the one who did what she did tonight and loved every second.

He grabs me by the hand and drags me to the bedroom. The walk is silent but loud with what isn’t being said. When the door slams behind us, he throws me onto the bed. He strips me naked, ripping the dress at the seams in his hurry, and I let him. I lie back, exposed and open, my skin still marked by every mouth and hand that touched me earlier tonight.

He fucks me again, harder this time, on the edge of the mattress. He lifts my legs over his shoulders, bending me in half, and drives in so deep I lose my mind. The sound is wet and obscene. I’m sure the neighbors can hear us now.

“You like that?” he says, and the words are almost a dare. I don’t answer. I just pull him in deeper with my ankles.

He bites my calf, marks me, then leans down and whispers, “No one’s ever going to do it like I can. No one, Savannah.”

I want to laugh because…if he only knew, but instead I come again because despite the absurd idea that he could ever compare to the two men that just ravaged me, it’s fucking hot to hear him talk like this.

This time it’s less fireworks and more napalm. My whole body shakes and I black out for a second, my vision going white at the edges. When I come to, he’s pounding me with wild abandon, sweat pouring down his face, hands gripping my hips like he’s afraid I’ll slip away.

He pulls out at the last second and comes all over my stomach, my tits, my throat, my face. He stands over me, jerking the last drops onto my tongue, and I swallow every bit, wanting him to show him, in some way, I’m still his, always his.

We collapse. There’s no afterglow, not really. Just the raw, savage satisfaction of two people who have obliterated the old rules and have no idea what comes next.

We don’t talk. We just lie tangled, his cum drying on my skin, his breath hot in my ear.

I close my eyes and see flashes of black skin, wide hands, the stretch and slap and glorious ruin. But I also see Ethan, see how desperate he was to have me, to prove he could. I want to tell him it was enough. I want to tell him it was everything.

But all I can do is hold him, and hope he understands.

. . .

The sunlight in the kitchen is unreasonably bright, like someone cranked the exposure on the whole morning just to make a point. There are still crusty streaks of sweat and something else on my thighs, but I ignore them. It’s just me and Ethan, coffee, the quiet hum of the refrigerator, and the kind of tension that only happens when a marriage crosses a threshold nobody talked about before.

He’s in his usual spot at the table, but he won’t look at me. He keeps fussing with his phone, flipping the screen face-down every time I move. I want to ask what he’s reading, if it’s the weather or some secret group chat or just an endless scroll of nothing to fill the space where words should go.

My body feels like I’ve been hit by a luxury sedan. My pussy throbs in slow, insistent pulses. I’m sore in places I didn’t know existed. There’s a line of bruises on my hip, darkening already, and a handprint on my thigh that I find myself stroking absently, over and over. The memory of last night loops in my skull—Marcus’s cock in my throat, Andre’s hands pinning me open, the way my body bucked and sobbed under the force of it. I keep thinking about how it felt to be watched, to have Ethan there, eyes wide and helpless, and the sick little thrill that maybe it turned him on more than it hurt.

We sit in silence for a long time, the only noise the clink of my spoon against the mug. I want to ask if he’s okay. I want to say something that will unspool the knot between us, but all I can think about is the taste of Marcus’s cum on my tongue and the way I begged for it.

Finally, he speaks.

“Do you…want to talk about it?”

His voice is small, almost lost in the cavern of our kitchen. I stare at the swirl of coffee, the way it pools in the bottom of my cup. I’m not sure which “it” he means…last night, the months leading up, the years of polite, practiced sex that left us both starving.

I take a breath.

“I can’t stop thinking about them,” I blurt, because honesty is the only thing left. “It’s like, every time I close my eyes, I see it. I feel it. I can’t turn it off.”

He nods, slow, letting the words settle.

“I’m not mad,” he says, and the relief that floods me is a tsunami. “I mean…fuck. Of course you can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t either.”

He finally looks at me, and it’s like the first time I saw him, in college, when I knew I could make him do anything just by smiling the right way. His pupils are huge. His face is still flushed, either from embarrassment or the kind of shame that’s so hot it burns itself clean.

“I keep seeing you on your knees,” he says, the words tumbling out faster now. “The way you took them, how you wanted it, how you just…let go. I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

“Like what?” I ask, voice catching. I can’t breathe for a second.

“Like I love you more for it,” he says, and I almost laugh, except I’m crying, and I don’t even notice until a fat, salty drop lands in my coffee. I wipe it away with the back of my hand.

“It made me feel like a slut,” I say, and I can’t hide the smile in it. “But in a good way. Like, I’ve never been more alive. It hurt, but I wanted it to hurt. I wanted you to see me take it, to know that you made this happen, that I’d do anything for you.”

He shivers. I watch it ripple through him, the way he curls his hands into fists on the table, the way his Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows.

“I’ve never been so hard in my life,” he admits, and now I do laugh. I want to climb across the table and fuck him right here, right now, but I also want to savor this—the weird, fragile honesty of two people who have detonated the last of their illusions and are somehow still standing.

“What was the best part?” I ask, and I want him to say it, to put it into words that will live in my head forever.

He doesn’t hesitate. “When you begged for more. When you looked at me, and you were covered in cum, and you just said ‘yes, yes, never let it end.’ That’s when I knew. That’s when I knew you were all in, and so was I.”

I want to melt.

He leans in, elbows on the table, eyes locked on mine. “Was it as good as you hoped?” he asks, and there’s a tremor in his voice, like maybe he needs to hear me say it was okay, that I’m not ruined or lost.

I take another sip of coffee, let the silence stretch, then answer:

“It was better. So much better. I want it again. I want more. I want everything. Is that…fucked up?”

He shakes his head. “No. It’s perfect.”

The sunlight moves across the table, inch by inch, like it’s trying to erase everything we just said. But the words hang there, hot and alive, and I know we’re not done. Not even close.

I reach for his hand and squeeze it, hard.

“Next time,” I say, “maybe you should join in.”

He grins, wicked and wild, and I see the man I married, but also someone else…someone bigger, braver, hornier than I ever imagined.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” he says, and the rest of the coffee goes cold as we stare at each other, the whole world wide open and brand new.

It’s quiet except for the creak of the old leather couch as we flop down, Ethan first, then me, sprawling across his lap so I can keep my hand on his chest and my face close enough to see every twitch and micro-expression.

“I know you said you’re not mad,” I say, “but are you…jealous?”

He thinks about it, and I can see the process play out behind his eyes like a spreadsheet running wild calculations.

“A little,” he says. “But it’s not like I wish it never happened. It’s more like I want to make sure I don’t lose you to it.”

“You won’t,” I say, and it’s the truest thing I’ve ever told him. “But I don’t want to lie and say it didn’t mess with my head. Or my body. I mean, look at this.” I push my hips against him and he winces, but in a good way.

He laughs. “I can tell. It’s like your pussy is a different animal now.”

I laugh with him, but then I get serious. “Would you want to do it again? If I said yes?”

He doesn’t answer right away, and the silence is so long I wonder if I broke something after all.

“Yeah,” he says finally, voice almost a whisper. “But only if we can do it together. I want to be in it with you, not just a bystander.”

I nod. I get it.

“Maybe next time,” I say, “you could help. Maybe take control. Maybe watch up close, or…” I pause, testing the waters. “Or even join in.”

His eyes go wide, and I see the excitement flicker beneath the fear.

“We should talk about rules,” he says. “Like, boundaries. What’s okay, what isn’t.”

“I don’t want to do it with anyone I don’t trust,” I say. “I want you there, every time. It’s us, or nothing.”

He exhales, a slow, shuddery breath. “Deal.”

We let the silence fill up again. Outside, a bird chirps like nothing in the world has changed.

I turn on the couch, climbing over him, straddling his thighs, letting my t-shirt ride up until I’m bare to the morning sun. My body is still marked, but his hands are gentle this time, tracing every bruise and bite as if learning a new language.

He pushes into me, slow and careful, and I ride him with an ache that’s not just physical. We make love this time—not just fuck, but something deeper. Every motion is a reminder of the night before, and the night before that, all layered into a single, seamless now.

I whisper in his ear: “Pretend I’m still ruined. Pretend they’re watching us.”

He growls and moves his hips faster, and the old Ethan is gone. This one is new, wild, but also so much more mine.

“Was I a good girl?” I say, and he bites my shoulder.

“The best,” he says.

I come so hard I almost black out again, but this time I keep my eyes on his, and we stay locked there, gasping and shuddering, until it’s over.

We curl up on the couch, sticky and spent, and for the first time in forever I feel like I have everything I ever wanted.

My phone buzzes on the end table. I reach for it, already knowing what it will be.

There’s a new text, from an unknown number.

Hey, snowbunny. Miss us yet?

I read it to Ethan and we both start laughing, shaking our heads at how insane our lives have become.

I pull him close, and together we stare at the screen, knowing exactly what comes next.

There’s no going back.


Chapter 9: The Fire Within

I wake up more naked than I’ve ever been, literally and metaphorically. The sunlight slices through the window and cuts me into ribbons on the tangled bed, and for a flickering moment I almost can’t tell if I’m myself, or just a body, a vessel emptied and rearranged by foreign hands.

My thighs ache, my throat is raw, and there are bruises on my hips in the shape of a man who isn’t my husband. Two men, actually. A whole set of wild shadows that followed me home and now sprawl across my skin like a confession.

But Ethan’s fingers are laced through mine, and the first thing I see when I turn my head is the way he’s still watching me, awake for what must be hours, eyes burning with a mixture of awe and disbelief. He looks at me like I’ve come back from the dead.

“Hey,” I whisper. My voice is sandpaper, the word slurring as I taste the salt and memory of everything that’s happened.

“Hey,” he whispers back, the faintest smile crooking the corner of his mouth. There are new lines around his eyes, thin as seams in blown glass. He squeezes my hand, and I squeeze back.

We are something else now. We are the couple who did the thing, who made the private public, who pried open the hush of our own marriage and poured in fire until it overflowed.

I sit up, clutch the blanket to my chest, and stare at my knees while Ethan traces the new marks on my thigh. The bruise is already yellowing at the rim, a sickle moon of proof. His thumb hovers, tender and deliberate, as if he can heal the ache just by admitting he sees it.

“Does it hurt?” he asks.

“No,” I say, and it’s almost true. “It just…reminds me.”

He smiles, and this time it’s not shy. “I like that.”

He twists a lock of my hair between his fingers. I expect him to pull, to start something messy and animal, but instead he just studies me. The freckles across my cheek, the fading smear of mascara, the fingerprint-sized hickeys along my neck. I can tell he’s cataloging the aftermath, building a new archive of “us” in his head.

“I keep replaying it,” he says. “Like, I can’t get it out of my head. All of it. You. Them. The look on your face.” He laughs a broken little laugh. “It’s like my entire brain chemistry is just…rewired.”

I want to tease him, to say something mean or playful or just slightly less raw, but the words jam up behind my teeth. I search the bedsheets for a sense of normalcy but they’re crumpled and sticky, every inch a reminder that the concept has, at minimum, shifted for us. I wonder if I’m more myself now, or less.

Last night crashes back in tiny, jagged pieces: the obsolete shyness before the first hello, the way Marcus’s smile curved cruel and satisfied as he watched me choke, the heat-bloom of Andre’s hand around my throat, holding me steady as if I might otherwise dissolve. The glass city outside the window had splintered into a million wild colors as I was split open by two strangers who, in a handful of hours, knew me in ways Ethan never could.

And yet—Ethan saw. He watched every second, eyes wide and hungry and filled with something that was not quite pain and not quite pride, but both, and more. I look down at our hands, knotted together, and realize that I can’t remember the last time I held his hand for no reason. For real, unprompted, no date night, no “we’re on vacation, let’s be cute”—just instinct, just compulsion, like reaching for the rail at the top of a too-steep escalator. We clutch each other like a lifeboat, and I know I should say something, be the first to break the surface. But it’s Ethan who speaks.

“Did you like it?” he asks. He doesn’t mean the act, he means the new version of me. The animal. The part of Savannah that never asked for permission and never apologized after. There’s a dare in his eyes, equal parts hope and terror. I want to put him at ease, but I also want to bruise the truth with a little bit of honesty, just to see if it still stings.

“I loved it,” I say, and the words make the room colder, sharper. “I loved every second. Even the parts that hurt.”

He exhales. The tension drops an inch out of the air, but not all the way. I realize, with a kind of backhanded relief, that we’re both waiting for the crash. For the big, ugly feeling that’s supposed to come after you roll around in your dirtiest desire and let someone else see it. I think he’s bracing for it, that unravel, the confession, the first little sign that this was all a bluff. That I’ll start to shake, or ask him to erase the night from our shared history, or collapse in hot, secret tears. But I don’t. I just lean over, set my head on his shoulder, and let him wrap both arms around me.

Ethan’s breath fogs my hair. “I was scared you’d disappear,” he whispers. “Just…be gone after.” He’s not being dramatic. I hear the real panic in it—like he thought I’d transition to some new phase of matter, float off as someone he didn’t recognize, or worse, still look like Savannah but leave nothing behind he could touch.

I squeeze him tighter. “You’re not getting rid of me that easy.”

He laughs, a narrow, uncertain sound, but it grows and grows until it’s a real thing, filling the room. I feel it in my ribs, the way you do when someone’s laugh is so honest it vibrates your bones. It makes me want him.

I kiss him. Not polite, not even sweet—a bite, a full-bodied press. He tastes like sweat and salt and the remains of a long, devouring hunger. I want to crawl inside him and shut the door.

And for now, that’s exactly what we do.

Tomorrow or maybe the next day, we’ll meet up with Marcus and Andre again. Apparently, there’s a whole network of BBC bulls they want to introduce us to. It’s thrilling and exciting and sexy and dangerous.

But for now, we can just be us and enjoy the moment.

THE END
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Chapter 1

It’s our third night in the new house and we’re nowhere close to being unpacked. The house is a sea of boxes and containers in various states of unpackedness.

Claire’s out picking up Thai from the little place on Main that she wouldn’t stop talking about during the entire escrow process.

“It’s not just good, it’s great,” she said, slipping her arms around my neck that first night we came to see the house. “Like really great.”

So now she’s off picking up food while I’m ankle-deep in packing paper and cardboard flaps. Boxes everywhere. The living room looks like an abandoned Amazon warehouse.

I don’t mind it. The silence. The weight of the house settling around me. New walls. Old town. But not just any town. Claire's town.

She grew up here. Went to college here. Made memories here.

We’d talked about this move for years, always in abstract, non-committal terms.

But I knew it was something she really wanted.

“Someday, maybe,” she’d say. A wistful kind of longing in her voice.

Unfortunately, the circumstances that brought us here were less than ideal.

Her mom got sick. And we hastily decided it was time.

But before we could even make settlement, she was gone.

It was that quick.

And it was too late to change plans so…just like that, we were moving to Middleton.

Claire calls it fate.

I call it timing.

Same thing, depending on the day.

But something's been just a little different since we moved back. A subtle shift. But that’s to be expected I guess, right?

I’m opening a box labeled OFFICE–MISC.

Not my handwriting, which is probably why I assume it’s Claire’s. But inside I find a confusing and messy mix of a cables, an old, dusty keyboard, and tattered books.

My hand comes to rest on a cracked, leather-bound notebook near the bottom.

Funny, I didn’t even realize I’d begun rummaging.

I pull it out.

It’s heavier than it looks. Worn in a beautiful, careful kind of way. Like it’s been handled and paged through thousands of times. Loved in an obsessive kind of way. The edges are soft. There’s no label. No name.

I flip it open.

It’s an old journal. Every page seemingly filled with a carefully scrawled entry.

Ordinarily, I would never do something like this. Reading a journal that isn’t mine? Not my jam.

But before I know what’s happening, I’m too far gone. I can’t put it down.

The handwriting is tight, elegant. Slanted in a way that makes it feel like it was meant to stay secret. Only to be viewed from a certain angle and in just the right light by just the right person.

And the words?

They’re definitely not mine. Not even close. If there was any doubt left in my mind, it’s gone now.

This isn’t a forgotten journal of mine or some old school notebook.

This belongs to her.

To Claire.

And it is absolutely filthy.

In every kind of way.

It’s erotic and playful.

Flirty.

But it’s also raw.

Visceral.

Explicit.

Kinky.

Dirty.

Sexy.

Before I’m even totally comprehending the words, my pulse is pounding in my ears as my heart rate skyrockets.

I blink. Go back. Reread.

It seems most every entry is written to someone named Julian.

And the more I read, the less I recognize the writer as my wife.

Dear Julian,

I’m still sore from last night…in the best way possible. I cannot believe we did that. Then again, I can’t believe we’ve done any of this. Can you?

I never thought I'd enjoy being taken like that – no date, no foreplay, no build up…just fucking taken – until you showed me just how hot it could be to do exactly that.

You remember that first time in your office? When I came to office hours with a question and after you answered, well…you bent me over the desk and punished me?

Crazy how fast you made me go from a good girl to something else entirely...an insatiable slut :).

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go…

Just as I turn the page, I hear the garage door opening.

Claire's home.

I shut the journal. Heart pounding. I slide it behind a row of books on the lower shelf of the study.

Claire comes in carrying two bags. She kicks the door closed with her foot, and through a wide smile, I see she’s wearing a fresh coat of lipstick.

“Baby!” she calls from the kitchen. “Need some help?”

I’m still in some kind of stupor. Like I’ve just binge-watched a dozen episodes of a show too crazy to process.

“Dan?” she repeats, head poking around the corner. Her eyebrows do this cute little dance that only happens when she's genuinely confused. “Did you hear me?”

“Yeah,” I manage, shaking off the haze. “Just trying to find my way out of these boxes.”

I navigate my way through the mess, head still swirling…not wanting to believe the revelations of my recent discovery.

“I got all your favorites,” she says as I reach her, unloading cartons and containers onto the counter with a flourish. “Panang curry, extra spicy…pad thai…”

She runs through our order but I don’t hear what she’s saying. She gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.

As far as she’s concerned, nothing major between us has changed since she left to pick up takeout and came back.

As far as I’m concerned, everything has.

What to do?

“You’re amazing, thanks” I blurt out, trying to keep my voice steady as I say the first banal thing that comes to mind so as to appear totally calm and normal.

“I know,” she grins, tilting her head to the side. “How’s the unpacking going?”

“Uh, good. Just unpacking some things in the study. Books and whatnot.”

She nods absently as she cracks open cartons and fills plates with fragrant heaps of chicken and noodles.

For a moment, I wonder if I should just get it over with – mention the journal. Get it all out in the open and move on.

But then I picture those words again, Claire’s elegant handwriting such dirty, filthy words across the page. Line after line of wanton filth. All written to some guy named Julian.

And I don’t even know where to start.

“Smells incredible,” I say instead, my stomach churning with something other than hunger.

“Told you! It’s like really great…” She hands me a plate, her eyes sparkling with a playful triumph. “I’ve missed this place.”

We settle into a makeshift dining area on the floor, surrounded by chaos and the scent of lemongrass and chili, and eat on upturned boxes.

Claire tucks her legs beneath her, looking cozy and comfortable.

She’s exactly where she wants to be. We’re exactly where we want to be, or so I thought, and for a little while, I forget all about the journal.

“So,” she says between bites, “uncover anything good while I was gone? Gosh, we have so much stuff…” There’s an innocent curiosity in her voice as she looks around the disheveled house.

My heart stops for a moment and I almost choke.

I fight back coughs and take a large sip of water.

“Huh? What?”

“Jeez, Dan? Are you ok honey?”

“Yeah, yeah fine, just uhh, down the wrong pipe.”

Claire sighs relief.

“Good. No, I was just asking if you uncovered anything good while I was gone. Anything we forgot about or any hidden treasures maybe?”

“Ahh, nope. Not really.” I shovel another forkful of pad thai into my mouth even though I’ve only just recovered my wind. “Nothing too crazy.”

She frowns, slightly disappointed. Then shrugs and goes back to eating.

The silence stretches out like the miles we crossed to get here. I glance toward the study, and suddenly the journal pops back into my head and lodges itself there for good.

I stare at the bookcase, imagining that journal and the books I stashed it beneath. I can almost feel it pulsing. Like it has its own heartbeat, one that syncs up with mine every time I think about those entries.

I realize with mild horror and morbid curiosity that I can’t wait to find time later to steal away and read it again.


Chapter 2

After dinner, Claire heads upstairs and slips into the shower, and I quietly but quickly slip into the study.

Finally.

I lock the door behind me and pull the journal from its hiding place. I clutch it like a stolen treasure.

I sit down and hold it in my lap for a moment. Should I really be doing this?

But the question doesn’t linger for long and it goes unanswered.

My hand trembles as I grip the cover and open to a random entry.

I’m hungry to learn more.

To see what else this artifact from my wife’s past will reveal to me…

Dear Julian,

I had a dream about you last night. It was so real, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up in your bed. You were doing that thing to me – you know the one ;).

It felt like every nerve ending was lit on fire and the only words I could get out were oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

Even in my dreams, you ruin me. But it’s never enough...I always want more.

All I can think about is Friday. Do you have any idea what I’ll wear? Or not wear? We both know how much you like…

I turn the page and thumb through to another entry.

Julian,

I’m lying in bed right now, spent and sore in the most delicious way from the pounding you just gave me. I could barely walk straight on my way home.

I don’t know how to explain it, but the more you wreck me, the more I want it. The more I want you.

All day, I think about being filled, stretched, and ruined by you.

What is it about that big cock of yours? It’s all I can do to keep my panties dry in class.

God, I’m such a mess.

But you love it, don’t you? That’s why you crammed me into that tiny coat closet by the lecture hall.

That’s why you made me feel every inch of you while people came and went down the hall.

You knew they might hear us, well…hear me, if they got too close.

But you wanted them to hear what a dirty whore I was for you, didn’t you? It was so crazy wrong and so stupid hot.

You make me someone else…

A thought occurs to me…the first entry I read just before dinner. I thumb my way backward through the book. Ah, here it is:

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go BLACK, you NEVER GO BACK…

END OF SAMPLE
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Taken By The Unexpected House Guest: A Hotwife Romance Novella (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

My other available works can be found here on Amazon. And do please connect with me on X (@erotichemingway)

Stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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