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Note to the Reader

March Mating 2: April Showers is the direct sequel to March Mating: Tournament Time.


While you can start here, you’ll get much more out of the story (and avoid major spoilers) if you read Book 1 first.
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Chapter 1: She’s Pregnant

Jeff lay in the bed that used to belong only to him and Steph. A month ago, before Derek came to visit, it had been theirs. Now it was the bed where Derek had gotten his wife pregnant.

His thoughts wouldn’t slow down. How the hell were they supposed to explain this? What could they possibly say that wouldn’t make him look like a complete joke? Even as the shame twisted in his gut, he felt his cock twitch and begin to harden. Jesus Christ. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Steph came out of the bathroom and slid under the covers. Jeff caught the faint mint smell of her toothpaste as she leaned over and kissed him goodnight.

She could tell the news had shaken him. If she didn’t do something, he’d lie here all night spinning himself in circles.

“How are you doing, babe?” she asked softly.

“I’m freaking out a bit,” Jeff said, the words coming out tight. “I love you. I want you to be happy. But how are we supposed to explain this to anyone? There’s no way we can pass off a Black baby as mine. You’re going to be showing soon, and we can’t say it’s adopted. Everyone will see it the second the baby is born. And that’s not even counting the fact that Derek is moving in with us. On top of all that, the thought of it is… turning me on… a little.”

Steph gave a quiet laugh. She knew exactly how his mind worked.

“Okay, okay,” she said gently, with a hint of amusement. “I have some ideas. But first,” she continued as she slid closer, “how turned on is it making you?”

“I don’t know. A little,” Jeff muttered, clearly embarrassed. “But the humiliation would wreck me, Steph. Completely.”

Steph slipped her hand under the covers and rested it on the front of his shorts. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but she could already feel him starting to swell.

“Well, I was thinking of a few different stories we could tell,” she said, her fingers tracing lightly over his growing bulge. “Maybe I run a couple options by you, and then we can decide together which one feels right. Sound okay?”

Jeff swallowed. “Okay, what were you thinking?”

Steph’s voice slowed, becoming more seductive and teasing as her hand kept moving.

“One option is we wait until the baby is born. When the doctors and nurses give us that knowing look, after our families show up to meet the new baby, we could have Derek walk in, kiss me deep, and thank me for delivering his perfect Black baby.”

“Steph…” Jeff protested, but she felt his cock twitch and harden under her palm.

“Not a fan?” she teased. “Okay, how about this: Derek came to visit, I was sitting on his lap innocently, and his big black cock accidentally slipped out the leg of his shorts and right into my wet pussy?”

“Good God, woman,” Jeff breathed, his hips shifting.

Steph’s hand moved with more purpose now, stroking him through the thin fabric.

“Or what if we tell them I teased Derek a little? Just some harmless flirting. Like maybe I pulled my pajama shorts high up to show him more of my ass, and he couldn’t help himself. He took me right there, even though I tried to resist.”

“You can’t throw Derek under the bus like that,” Jeff said, but the protest sounded weak.

“Oh, right,” Steph purred, clearly enjoying herself. “We wouldn’t want to do that to the father of my child. How about this one: You were out of town, Derek stopped by, and I was so horny I begged to see his cock. When I saw how big it was — so much bigger than yours — I just had to feel it inside me.”

Jeff groaned. His cock was now fully hard, straining against his shorts.

Steph pushed the covers down and tugged his shorts lower, freeing him. His dick sprang up, flushed and throbbing, the head already slick.

“Or maybe we tell them we’d been trying for so long, but you just couldn’t get me to come when you fucked me,” Steph continued, her voice soft and wicked as she stroked him slowly. She felt a warm trail of his precum spill over her fingers. “So Derek fucked me right after you, and his sperm were so much stronger than yours that you never stood a chance.”

“Fuck,” Jeff breathed, hips twitching.

Steph smiled mischievously, her hand never stopping.

“Okay, how about this one?” she purred. “I could tell my mom and sister that your dick was just too little to really please me, so we asked your best friend to fuck me good and hard after you finished. But we got so lost in it that we completely forgot about pulling out.”

Jeff’s cock pulsed hard in her slick hand, another thick bead of precum sliding down over her knuckles.

“Oh God, honey. Fuck,” Jeff begged, voice cracking as his cock strained desperately in her hand. “What are you trying to do to me?”

Steph giggled and continued stroking him slowly, feeling every throb and twitch.

“I guess there’s always the option of just telling everyone the truth,” she said, her tone turning sexy and dangerous. “I’m sure everyone at your work would love to know that the moment I saw how much bigger your Black friend’s cock was compared to yours, I had to fuck him. That he fucked me so much better than you ever could, I begged him to cum inside me. That I wanted him to breed me right in front of you… and again while you listened from another room as he filled me in our marital bed.”

Jeff groaned, trying to hold back, but his hips betrayed him, pushing into her grip.

“And then we’ll tell them Derek’s moving in with us,” she continued, squeezing him a little tighter, “so he can be my full-time lover and breed me again after I have his first baby.”

She felt it the moment he broke.

His cock pulsed violently in her hand, then began pumping, thick ropes of cum shooting into the air and landing warm across her fingers and his stomach. Steph kept stroking him through every spasm, milking him completely until he had nothing left.

When Jeff finally caught his breath, he looked at her, dazed.

“Fuck, babe… what the hell was that?”

"It was you spraying more cum than I've ever seen! Talk about your April showers," Steph said, laughing.

Steph smiled softly and kissed his chest.

“Relax, baby. That was just a little tease,” she said gently, seriously now. “I’ve thought this through.”

“Really?” he asked, still breathing hard. “What’s the plan?”

“We’ll tell them we wanted to try in vitro, but it was so expensive that we asked Derek to donate for us instead, you know turkey baster style,” Steph explained calmly. “And he’s staying with us to help with the baby since it’s also his. I don’t think any other explanations are necessary. We don’t have to justify our family to anyone else.”

Jeff was quiet for a long moment, processing.

Finally he whispered, “You really want this, don’t you?”

Steph kissed his chest again, lingering this time.

“I do. And I want you with me. All of it — the good parts and the messy parts.”

She reached down and gave his softening cock one last affectionate squeeze.

“Even the parts that make you spray like this,” she teased lightly.

Jeff exhaled shakily, pulling her closer. For the first time that night, the panic in his chest eased just a little.

Steph nestled against him, her hand still resting possessively on his spent cock.

As sleep finally started to pull at them both, she whispered against his skin:

“The next few months are going to be interesting, baby. Derek moving in, doctor visits for the three of us, telling our families, and you hearing and seeing me get fucked all the time. Think you’re ready for all of it?”

Jeff didn’t answer. He just held her tighter, his mind already drifting toward the months ahead and the complicated, thrilling new life they were about to begin.


Chapter 2: Moving Day

It was a couple of weeks after Stephanie’s late night talk with Jeff when Derek finally arrived.

He didn’t bring much, which was fortunate as their house wasn’t big, and there wasn’t a lot of extra room.

Derek’s SUV pulled into the driveway towing a small U-Haul trailer. Jeff walked out to greet him with a firm handshake and the usual half hug guys give each other when they’re too awkward to show real affection.

Steph, on the other hand, could barely contain herself. She waited until the men finished their greeting, then literally leapt into Derek’s arms, wrapping her legs around his waist. Derek’s hands slid under her ass to support her as they held each other tight. It had been four long weeks since they’d said goodbye, and for Steph, that felt like forever.

When she finally pulled back, she cupped his face and gave him a soft, warm kiss, lingering just a little too long for Jeff’s comfort. He glanced around quickly, hoping none of the neighbors were watching. Luckily, it was a Tuesday afternoon, and most of them were still at work.

Still, he made a mental note to talk to Steph later about toning down the public displays. They couldn’t afford to raise suspicions.

Derek opened the back of the trailer. Inside were mostly boxes and hanging clothes. He handed Jeff a box, then grabbed a fistful of the clothing and slung them over his shoulder. With his free hand, he wrapped an arm around Steph’s waist and pulled her close as the three of them headed inside.

The moment the front door closed behind them, Steph stopped holding back.

“Baaaby,” she said in that sweet, syrupy voice she reserved for moments like this, “why don’t you finish unloading the rest of Derek’s stuff from the trailer? He’s got some… um… work of his own to do in here.”

As she spoke, Steph took Derek’s hand and led him straight down the hallway toward the master bedroom.

Jeff stood there for a second, box still in his arms, and let out a long sigh. Then he turned and headed back outside to finish unloading.

By the time Jeff finished unloading the trailer, he walked back up to the porch. He could already hear Steph’s moans drifting through the walls — loud, unrestrained, and unmistakably passionate. He scanned the street carefully, praying no neighbors were out walking dogs or checking mailboxes. The second he opened the front door, those sounds would spill out, no longer buffered by walls and closed windows. There would be no hiding what was happening inside.

Seeing no one outside, Jeff picked up the last box and stepped inside. The sounds coming from the master bedroom hit him immediately with a loud, obscene energy.

“Fuck me! God, yes, Daddy! Give me that big cock — fuck, I’ve missed it so much,” Steph cried out, her voice thick with need.

Jeff flinched at the word “Daddy.” He knew what it meant in this context. It wasn’t about the baby. It was about ownership. Derek wasn’t just the biological father. No, he was the man who now owned her pleasure, the one she submitted to completely in bed. Hearing her call another man “Daddy” while she was getting fucked in their marital bed hit Jeff harder than he expected.

The longer he stood there in the hallway, the harder his cock grew. He hated how turned on he was getting. He hated it, but he couldn’t stop himself from wanting to see.

He needed to take a peek.

He had missed watching them, missed hearing them.

As Jeff peeked into the bedroom, the first thing he noticed was Derek’s clothing hanging haphazardly over the bench at the foot of the bed. And Steph hadn’t even bothered to undress fully. Her jeans and panties lay crumpled on the floor. While Steph lay there still in her shirt, Derek was even more fully clothed. He had simply unzipped and shoved his jeans and boxers down just far enough to free his massive cock.

The tops of Derek’s ass cheeks spilled out over the waistband of his jeans, clenching and releasing with each powerful thrust as he pistoned into Steph’s wet pussy.

Jeff stood frozen in the hallway, listening as his wife made sounds he hadn’t heard since Derek’s last visit — raw, desperate cries that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside her. There was nothing held back in those noises. They carried a kind of wild, otherworldly passion that left no doubt just how completely she was lost in this man.

It was disappointing that Derek’s pants blocked most of the view. Jeff could only catch glimpses of that thick black cock sliding into his wife’s pussy. After the last visit where he mostly only heard them through the walls, he had been hoping to finally see it again, to witness their union with his own eyes.

Still, his own cock was rock hard and leaking into his underwear even hearing them again.

He quietly opened his pants and pulled himself out, stroking slowly as he watched from the doorway. The kissing was intense. If he didn’t know better, he would have sworn they were long-lost lovers finally reunited. In a way, maybe they were. The passion in the way their lips moved, the way their tongues slid against each other, was deeper and hungrier than anything Jeff had ever seen, much less experienced himself.

Steph suddenly pushed on Derek’s shoulder to nudge him onto his back. As she tugged Derek’s pants down to his knees and straddled his lap, Jeff was treated to his wife’s already stretched cunt as it swallowed the massive dark member that was reclaiming her after weeks apart. The new angle afforded Jeff a much clearer view of their bodies joining.

He watched, mesmerized, as Derek’s thick cock pulled his wife’s pussy lips outward with every slow withdrawal. Her slick folds clung desperately to him, as if her body refused to let go. It looked like her pussy was hungry for him, like it needed his cum constantly filling her.

It was already too much.

Maybe I should just listen from now on, Jeff thought, realizing it was too late for this session. His own cock pulsed hard, spewing ropes of cum against the doorframe to run down in thick, messy streams. Fuck… I really need to start carrying something to clean up with.

Jeff quickly grabbed a paper towel and wiped the evidence from the door frame as Steph and Derek remained lost in each other, completely unaware he had been watching.

Once the mess was gone, he returned to the living room and stared at the boxes he had carried inside. After a moment, he picked them up, one by one, and carried them into the guest room. He knew Derek would probably spend most nights in their bed, but at least it would still feel like his bedroom belonged only to him and Steph.


Chapter 3: Getting Settled

Over the next few weeks, the three of them settled into a strange but surprisingly comfortable rhythm.

Steph made sure Derek slept in the guest room most nights. She was careful not to push Jeff too far, too fast — she knew if she moved too quickly, he might start to pull away. Derek, for his part, wasn’t entirely sure how this new arrangement was supposed to work. He didn’t really care about the details, though. As long as Jeff remained his best friend and Derek was able to continue fucking his best friend’s wife, he was happy.

Jeff was surprised to find he was actually more comfortable with the new arrangement than he had expected.

Derek’s remote work kept him around the house most days, and he was happy to pitch in with chores and errands, which took a real load off Jeff. On top of that, having live action porn playing out in his own home every single day was a thrill he would have gladly paid for, and here it was, completely free.

The nights were even better.

When Derek slept in the master bedroom with Steph, Jeff would lie in the guest room listening to them through the wall. The sounds were so intense that he usually came hard and fast, then drifted into some of the deepest sleep he’d had in years.

On the nights Derek fucked Steph in their bed and then went to sleep in the guest room, Jeff would already be hard from watching, and she’d climb onto him, still full of Derek’s cum. She’d tease him mercilessly, stroking his cock while whispering how her pregnant pussy was still dripping with another man’s load. Both versions left Jeff completely spent and sleeping better than he had in a long time.

With their plan settled and Derek now living with them, the constant tension Jeff had been carrying finally began to ease. He felt lighter, more refreshed, even happy.

Until a few weeks later.

Steph announced that Megan was coming for a visit. Jeff felt his stomach tighten when he heard her name. Megan had been his girlfriend through high school and the first two years of college. They had only broken up because she moved away for school. Even though years had passed and Megan was now married with a six-year-old son, the thought of her staying in their house stirred up old feelings.

Now reality was hitting him hard again. They’d have to explain this to someone else. Telling the neighbors that the Black man living with them was Jeff’s friend from college was easy enough, but Jeff knew that Megan would have more questions than the nosiest of neighbors.

“I've missed her since she moved a few months ago,” Steph said as she folded laundry. “She’s coming into town to help me with some baby stuff. Nursery ideas, maternity clothes, all that. I couldn't make my best friend stay in a hotel.”

Jeff nodded. “Yeah… that makes sense.”

He knew Megan and Steph had become friends at the hospital. Steph had reached out to her partly out of guilt when Megan first started working there. She was with Jeff when Megan came back after college. Megan had hoped to rekindle things with Jeff but didn't interfere in his new relationship.

Over time, they found they had similar interests, and their interactions turned into a real friendship. If she didn’t live three hours away, Jeff would have likely had to deal with this before now.

“It’s just for a few days,” Steph said, attempting to console him. “It will be over before you know it.”

Jeff knew it wouldn’t be that simple. “So you and Derek aren’t going to have sex those days?” he asked, trying to figure out how that would be possible for the two people who had sex multiple times a day for the past few weeks.

Steph laughed hard. “Of course we’ll still have sex. Don’t be ridiculous. We’ll just have to be more discreet about it,” she said as she gave him a devilish smile, still chuckling.

Fuck.

Jeff felt the tension come back immediately as he collapsed onto the couch. What the hell was going to happen? How could they be discreet when you can hear them fucking from outside the house?

Steph rubbed his shoulders and kissed the back of his neck softly. “It’s okay, babe. I already told her I was pregnant, and she bought the story about the fertilization. I did tell her we had to literally use a turkey baster because his load was so big though,” she whispered into his ear, followed by a little giggle.

Jeff felt a little tension release upon her words, but knowing that didn’t solve the “fucking” issue, it only helped slightly.

A few days later, Megan pulled into their cul-de-sac and parked the car at the curb. She hopped out with just a small backpack for the few day’s stay. Her short curly blonde hair bounced lightly as she walked up the driveway. She had just turned thirty a few months earlier and was the same age as Jeff. She had apparently decided to leave her husband, Brett, and their son, Bradley at home for this trip.

At least I won’t have to explain it to a six-year-old. At that age the questions never end.

Jeff opened the door and greeted Megan with an awkward hug. “Hey, stranger, I hope the drive went well.”

“As well as can be expected,” she replied, hugging him back before setting her bag down. “So, what’s new around here?”

Jeff hesitated, suddenly uncertain of what exactly Steph had already told her. Luckily, Megan was as chatty as ever and didn’t wait for an answer.

“Congrats on the baby! You’re finally going to be a dad. Good thing Derek stepped up where you fell short,” she teased, giving a glance down towards his crotch. “Too bad Steph didn’t get it the old fashioned way. That man looked so good in college, I almost had to leave you then.”

Jeff forced a laugh. He knew she was just ribbing him, but it was true, every girl at school had thought Derek was hot. Even though she didn't voice it at the time, it was obvious that she liked his appearance. He’d never been short on attention in college or after.

Steph stepped into the room with a big smile. “Hey! I’m so happy you’re here. It’s been forever since we’ve had a chance to really catch up.”

The two women immediately headed into the kitchen and sat at the table, diving into conversation about life, kids, and work. Jeff knew they would be able to entertain each other for hours.

Derek, who had been at the gym when Megan arrived, walked in a little later, still glistening with sweat. His muscles looked even more pronounced after his workout, and the athletic shorts he wore did nothing to hide the heavy bulge inside.

Steph glanced up when she heard the door. “Hey Derek, do you remember Megan, Jeff’s ex?”

“Hell yeah, I remember her,” Derek said, flashing a grin. “But damn, you’ve grown into a fine woman. What’s it been... ten years?”

“It’ll be ten years in a couple weeks,” Megan replied, smiling back. “I think your graduation in May was the last time I saw you. And you’ve definitely aged well. How the hell are you still not married?”

Derek chuckled. “I like to keep busy with work and the gym. But I manage to find ways to keep my romantic bone satisfied,” he said, grinning widely with a quick glance at Steph.

“Your dick doesn’t have a bone in it,” Megan jabbed back, flirting and teasing at the same time.

Derek laughed loudly, then excused himself to go clean up. Fifteen minutes later he returned, dressed more modestly.

That evening, the four of them spent time together in the living room. Jeff ordered pizza, and they settled in to watch a movie on the big screen. For the first couple of hours, conversation was light. They laughed at each other’s jokes, passed around beers, and talked about old college stories.

But as the night wore on, Megan’s attention kept drifting toward Derek.

She laughed a little too hard at his jokes. Her gaze lingered on his arms when he reached for another slice. At one point she playfully nudged his shoulder with hers while teasing him about a ridiculous story from their college days. Derek, for his part, didn’t discourage it, Instead he smiled easily and kept the conversation going, his deep voice relaxed and confident.

By the time the movie ended and they started cleaning up, Megan was openly flirting. Steph knew it was just the light, harmless kind of flirting a married woman could get away with — nothing outrageous — but the lingering eye contact and casual touches on Derek’s arm still made the air in the room feel just a little thicker.

Later that night, after Derek had gone to the guest room and Megan stretched out on the day bed in the office, Stephanie and Jeff finally climbed into bed.

The moment the lights were off, Steph rolled onto her side to face him, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

“So…” she whispered, tracing a finger down his chest. “Did you notice your first love flirting with Derek all night?”

Jeff let out a low groan. “Yeah. I noticed.”

Megan had been Jeff’s first in every way. They lost their virginity together and stayed together all through high school and the first two years of college. When Megan transferred to finish her degree at a school across the country, they ended things, but she never moved on. She didn’t date or see anyone else while she was away. When she finally returned, she went straight to Jeff, only to find out that he had already met Steph.

Steph’s smile widened. She slid her hand lower, resting it on his stomach.

“She couldn’t keep her eyes off him. Laughing at everything he said, touching his arm… I think she’s got a little crush.” Her voice dropped even softer. “Imagine if she knew the truth. That the man she was flirting with is the one who knocked me up and that he’s been fucking me every night in the bed right down the hall from hers.”

Jeff’s cock twitched against her thigh.

Steph let out a soft, knowing laugh.

“Mmm, baby,” Steph whispered, her voice low and teasing. “I think Megan might like the idea of getting blacked too. What if I gave her a little taste of Derek’s big black cock?”

Jeff’s breath caught. His cock jumped in her hand.

Steph smiled with her head against his neck, stroking him slowly.

“Imagine it,” Steph continued, her voice turning softer and more wicked. “Your first girlfriend… the one who used to be the love of your life. On her knees in the guest room, eyes wide when she sees how big he is. I’d hold her hair back for her and guide her mouth onto his cock, telling her how good it feels when he stretches my throat.”

Jeff groaned, hips twitching upward into her fist.

“Or maybe I’d let her watch first,” Steph purred, giving his cock a slow stroke. “Let her sit right there while Derek fucks me on our bed. Let her see what it looks like when a real man takes what he wants. I want her to watch me cum on his cock and realize you never fucked anyone like that… not even when you took her virginity.”

Steph felt Jeff’s cock throb hard, leaking steadily over her fingers now.

“Would you like that, baby?” she asked sweetly, speeding up her strokes. “Knowing your first crush is getting corrupted by the same cock that knocked me up? That she might end up begging for his cum too, just like I did?”

Steph kept going, her voice dropping even lower.

“Or maybe… I’d let Derek fuck her right here in our bed while you watch from the chair. Let her call him ‘Daddy’ while he breeds her. Let her moan louder than she ever did for you. Would that make you come even harder, knowing the only two women you've had sex with are addicted to the same big black cock now?”

Jeff’s breathing was ragged. His hips were moving on their own, fucking her hand.

Steph felt him getting close and leaned in, her lips brushing his ear.

“Look how hard you are,” she murmured, her strokes becoming faster and slicker. “You’re leaking so much just thinking about it. Maybe we could send her back home knocked up with Derek’s baby too.”

That was all it took.

Jeff groaned deep in his throat, his entire body tensing as he came hard in her hand. Thick ropes of cum spilled over her fingers and onto his stomach while Steph kept stroking him through every pulse, milking him completely.

When the last spasm finally faded, Steph kissed his cheek softly, her hand still gently wrapped around his spent cock.

“I’m going to see what Derek thinks about it,” she whispered, sliding out of bed. “I’ll be back in a bit.”

Jeff heard the guest bedroom door open and then click shut. A moment later, low voices rumbled through the wall. He wasn’t sure if Steph was actually telling Derek what they had just discussed, but it quickly became clear that whatever they were talking about had led to them fucking.

Derek did a decent job staying quiet, but Steph, even when trying to hold back, was loud enough that her moans carried clearly through the wall.

Fuck. I hope Megan doesn’t hear this.

About thirty minutes later, Stephanie slipped back into their bedroom. She climbed quietly under the covers and pressed herself against Jeff.

“Derek seemed really turned on by that idea,” she whispered, her voice light with amusement.


Chapter 4: Suspicious Behavior

The next morning Steph was first to rise. She started the coffee, making a full pot, knowing that someone else would be up soon. She started going through the fridge, deciding what she would make for breakfast. Bacon, eggs, juice, and fresh fruit. That should be good.

As she was bending down in the pantry to check for potatoes to make hash browns, she felt someone grab her hips. She knew as soon as his body pressed his thick shaft against her from behind that it was definitely Derek.

Steph moaned as she stood back up, pressing back against him. Derek reached around using his right hand to squeeze her tit, running his thumb across the rapidly hardening nipple.

Her head fell back against his chest as Derek leaned down to run his lips along the side of her neck, placing light kisses along his path. Steph's hips began a rolling motion against his cock as her arousal increased.

“You two need to be careful,” Jeff said quietly, surprising the couple.

“Mmmm, but it feels so good,” Steph mumbled, still moving her hips.

Derek continued pressing against her and rubbing her breasts. His kisses on her neck became more open-mouthed, leaving a wet line of saliva as he trailed down to her collarbone.

Steph reached back with her hand, finding the long, thick shaft inside Derek’s shorts, and grabbing hold of it possessively. She slowly stroked it as she accepted his touches. Jeff could only watch — his own cock hardening in his shorts.

“Good morning,” a voice said as Megan rounded the corner to enter the kitchen.

Derek quickly moved away. Jeff spun around, startled, and Steph, moving to separate herself from Derek, turned to face Megan.

“Good morning,” Steph said, her voice hitting a higher pitch than she intended.

Megan was clearly confused by everyone’s reactions.

Steph’s nipples poked out desperately tenting the light material of the nightie she wore. Her hand quickly went to her neck, wiping away the slickness that Derek had left there.

Derek moved to sit at the table, trying to hide the massive log swinging inside his shorts. Megan definitely noticed. Oh my God, that thing is massive.

Jeff’s “good morning” sounded like a nervous teenager on his first date with someone way out of his league.

What the fuck was going on in here?

“Why are you guys acting so weird?” Megan asked, grabbing the coffee pot to pour herself a cup.

“Just still waking up, I guess,” Steph said, acting much more normally now. “Everyone okay with bacon and eggs this morning?”

Getting everyone’s assent, Steph began cracking eggs into a bowl. She was happy for the distraction to help her come down from the aroused state Derek had put her in. She knew Derek and Jeff would be happy to get a moment to relax as well.

The rest of breakfast was mostly uneventful. Megan again flirted with Derek but much more tamely without the alcohol to lower her inhibitions. Derek obviously loved the attention.

Steph watched, amused and not jealous in the slightest. Derek was hers, but she liked the fact that he was such a stud, lusted after by other women. The thought of him giving Megan what Steph was getting all the time made her pussy drip.

After breakfast, everyone pitched in with the cleanup, getting the dishes and food cleaned up in record time. Megan excused herself to take a shower in the guest bath as Jeff said he was going to do the same in the master.

As soon as they were gone, Derek moved in on Steph, grasping her by the waist and pulling her in for a deep, passionate kiss. He slipped his hand under the nightie, finding Steph’s naked pussy already soaked.

Derek’s fingers slipped softly along Steph’s wet lips, gliding up and circling her clit before sliding back down. He tested, pressing against her hole, feeling it practically suck his finger in.

He added a second finger and began stroking her inner wall, as he pushed her quickly toward an orgasm, stimulating her g-spot.

Steph did her best to stifle her moans, but the sound easily carried outside of the kitchen.

Megan, needing a glass of water to take some morning supplements, was walking through the living room when she heard a squelching sound and some muffled moans.

Derek heard her footsteps just in time. As Megan entered the kitchen, they were standing a couple of feet apart, but clearly looked guilty of something.

Was something going on between them? It sounded like…

“Everything okay in here?” Megan asked curiously.

“Yeah,” they both answered curtly, not sure what to say about why they were still in the kitchen much less what was happening before Megan walked in.

Megan grabbed her water, looking at both of them somewhat suspiciously before she returned to the bathroom.

Deciding that was a close enough call, Derek and Steph headed to their respective rooms after.

Once Jeff and Megan finished with their showers, Derek and Steph traded places with them.

Sitting in the living room enjoying their coffee, Megan talked with Jeff. They shared funny stories about Bradley and how he was growing up, complained about in-laws, and discussed work stories as they waited.

Eventually Megan asked him about the baby. “Are you really okay with having a baby that will clearly not be yours?” she asked.

Jeff knew that she was genuinely curious and concerned for him, but he still felt a slight twitch in his pants at the question. “Yeah… um, we decided it would be cheaper this way, and we’ve known Derek forever. I… uh… like the idea of having a tall kid too. I mean he should be great at basketball.”

“Yeahhhh,” Megan responded. Why is he so nervous talking about this? It’s almost like he’s trying to talk himself into it.

“And since we were able to artificially, you know, um, put his stuff in her, they didn’t have to have sex,” Jeff said nervously.

That’s a weird thing to say. “Why did you —,” Megan began.

Jeff was saved from any further questioning as Derek and Steph returned to the room.


Chapter 5: The Discovery

That afternoon, Stephanie and Megan went shopping while Jeff and Derek stayed behind to tackle the yard work and organize the garage. It wasn’t the most exciting way to spend a Saturday, but the chores still needed to be done.

The four of them had already made plans to go out to dinner that night, followed by a new brewery downtown that featured live music. Everyone thought it sounded like a fun way to end the day.

When the women finally returned in the afternoon, they were each carrying enough shopping bags to make any husband slightly nervous. Steph and Megan just smiled at the guys as they walked past.

Steph paused long enough to lean in and whisper in Jeff’s ear, “I talked Megan into buying some sexy lingerie I think Derek is really going to like.”

That evening, the four of them went out to dinner at a lively Greek restaurant downtown. The conversation stayed light and easy with old college stories, Megan’s latest work drama, and plenty of teasing about how much Steph and Megan had spent shopping earlier. After dinner, they headed to the new brewery a few blocks away to chill and listen to the bands scheduled to play.

They continued to chat about mostly nothing at first, the kind of light conversation people use to fill space. But with the drinks from dinner and now the brewery flowing freely, the talk gradually loosened up. Megan was the first to steer it into slightly more unconventional territory.

“You two were really going at it last night,” she said to Jeff. “I couldn’t hear you much, but damn, you must have really been putting it to Steph.”

“Oh, uh, yeah… she can be a little too loud sometimes,” Jeff stammered, clearly uncomfortable talking about sex with his ex-girlfriend.

“Hopefully they didn’t disturb you too much, Derek. Your wall is right against theirs,” Megan continued, making Jeff wish someone would change the subject.

“Yeah… I might have heard some of it,” Derek said, trying to give as little information as possible.

“Some of it?” Megan replied, incredulous. “Fuck, Steph, if you were any louder, your next-door neighbors would have heard it.”

Steph blushed guiltily. “I can’t help it when I get a big dick in me. The moans just come out,” she responded, winking at Jeff.

The conversation turned as Megan started going on about some baby ideas she had for their nursery. Jeff was happy to no longer be on the topic of Steph’s noises in the night.

The place was packed and buzzing. After a couple more rounds of craft beers, Steph’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She leaned over to Derek and said loud enough for everyone to hear, “Come on, dance with me. Jeff doesn’t dance.”

Derek grinned and stood up without hesitation, taking her hand as they headed toward the small dance floor. Soon they were moving together to the rhythm of the band. They danced close and far too intimate for a casual dance between a wife and her husband’s friend.

Megan watched them for a long moment, her expression shifting from amused to thoughtful. She turned to Jeff, who was nursing his beer and trying not to stare.

“So… the pregnancy,” she said casually, taking a sip of her drink. “Congrats again. Though I have to admit, I was a little surprised when Steph told me about the donor story.”

Jeff’s grip tightened on his glass.

Megan leaned in a little closer, her voice dropping. “Derek’s been staying with you for a while now. And the way those two are dancing… there’s a lot more chemistry there than just ‘husband’s old college friend,’ don’t you think?”

Jeff felt his face heat up. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Megan’s lips curved into a sly smile. “Relax, Jeff. I’m not judging. But when a woman gets pregnant with a Black baby while a tall, handsome Black man is living under the same roof… it doesn’t exactly take a detective to start wondering if the ‘artificial insemination’ story is the whole truth.”

She paused, studying his reaction, then continued in a lower, more intimate tone. “Be honest. Did Derek fuck her?”

Jeff’s face moved from flushed to pure crimson, and Megan knew right away.

“Oh my God, he did, didn’t he?” Megan questioned. “She didn’t cheat on you, did she?”

“No,” Jeff said too abruptly.

“You knew about it!? Fuck. Did you watch? Did you see your best friend put a baby in your wife?” Her voice turned teasing, almost playful. “Because if you did, that would make you a bit of a cuck, wouldn’t it? Sitting there, watching, while another man breeds your wife.”

Jeff’s cock twitched hard in his pants. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, unable to stop the arousal fueled by the humiliation.

Megan noticed. Her smile widened as she reached into Jeff's lap, finding his cock hard beneath his pants.

“Oh, wow… you are turned on by it,” she whispered, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Look at you. Did he have a really big cock? Did you get to see him stretch Steph open? Your wife is out there grinding on your friend, and you’re sitting here getting hard just thinking about how he knocked her up. It’s actually kind of hot to think that my ex is a cuck. If I'd have known you'd let your wife fuck a sexy Black man like Derek, I would have married you in college.”

She took another sip of her drink, eyes sparkling with mischief as she kept going.

“I bet you get off on it, don’t you? Watching a bigger, better man fuck your wife. Does it get you off when you hear her moaning for him? When she begs him to breed her while he’s stretching her out?”

Jeff’s breathing grew shallow. His cock was now fully hard and leaking in his pants as she lightly rubbed him.

Megan leaned even closer, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Be honest with me,” she whispered, eyes sparkling. “You get off thinking about Derek’s big cock inside your wife, don’t you? So much bigger than your average cock. Imagining him giving her that baby while you watch… that’s kind of hot.”

Jeff was speechless, humiliated, but with his cock throbbing painfully.

Megan sat back with a satisfied grin just as Steph and Derek returned to the table, both lightly sweating from the dancing.

Steph immediately sensed the charged atmosphere. “What did I miss?”

Megan leaned back with an innocent smile. “Oh, nothing much. Jeff was just telling me how Derek knocked you up the fun way.”

Steph’s eyes snapped to Jeff, surprised. “I thought you didn’t want anyone to know.”

Megan laughed lightly and waved a hand. “He didn’t tell me. But when I asked, he got so uncomfortable I knew it happened. The poor guy turned bright red and started squirming in his seat. His dick is probably rock hard even now.”

Steph looked back and forth between them, then let out a soft, amused laugh before reaching her hand into her husband’s lap. “He’s so hard right now,” she confirmed.

“Well… looks like the cat’s out of the bag,” she said, giving Jeff a knowing look. “Guess we’re done pretending.”

“So that big dick making you moan last night…” Megan started before Steph jumped in.

“Yeah, that was Derek,” Steph said with a big grin as she pulled Derek to her and kissed him on the cheek.

“Yeah, when you said ‘big dick’ earlier, I found it a little unbelievable that it could be Jeff’s,” Megan teased Jeff while winking at Steph. After, Megan raised her glass with a wicked little smile.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I won’t tell anyone else… as long as I get to watch Steph and Derek fuck while I’m here.”

Now that everyone was aware of the dynamics, no one except Jeff wanted to delay the return to the house.


Chapter 6: The Show

The pretense that Derek was “just a guest” officially died the moment they left the brewery. Steph slid into the backseat with Derek without hesitation. Megan took the passenger seat, leaving Jeff to drive while the energy in the car thickened instantly.

The moment the doors closed, Derek pulled Steph into a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues slid wetly together with practiced familiarity. Megan clicked her seatbelt loosely and twisted in her seat, unable to look away from her best friend making out with the tall Black man she’d secretly fantasized about for years.

Megan felt her own pussy grow slick as she watched them. It was immediately obvious this wasn’t their first time together.

Derek’s hands were sliding across Steph’s breasts, his thumbs pressing into her nipples with each pass. Steph moaned lightly as the sensations triggered her body’s preparations to take Derek’s cock. Megan hoped it would be as massive as what she caught a glimpse of in his shorts that morning.

“Fuck, Jeff, this is so hot to watch. No wonder you wanted to be a cuck,” Megan said, rubbing the humiliation in further.

Jeff could only groan and feel his cock leak again in his pants. How the hell did I get in this situation? My ex-girlfriend is teasing me now.

Megan turned completely, kneeling on the seat to face backwards. She wanted a better view, safety rules be damned.

Steph’s hand slid boldly into Derek’s lap, stroking slowly up and down his thick thigh. It was a little dark to see it, but Megan knew that Derek’s cock was beneath the material that Steph was stroking.

Derek’s hand traced up Steph’s thigh and disappeared under her skirt. He pressed two fingers against her soaked panties, feeling how drenched she already was. He pushed against the gusset near her entrance before sliding up to her clit.

Megan stared intensely as she watched Derek work the wife of her first love into a passionate frenzy.

The couple kissed passionately throughout everything for several minutes before Derek’s hands disappeared under her skirt. He hooked his fingers into her soaked thong and tugged. Steph lifted her hips obediently, letting him peel the drenched fabric down her legs and off her heels. Megan reached out and snatched the panties, feeling how absolutely saturated they were.

Megan held up the soaked thong, the fabric glistening.

“Jesus, Jeff. Your wife is dripping for him.” She tossed the drenched panties onto her ex-boyfriend's lap. “Take the long way home, cuck.”

Jeff sighed, but complied with the request as he turned a different direction to take some country roads back instead of the freeway.

The action behind him didn’t slow down at all though. After Steph’s thong was removed, she reached for Derek’s belt. After unbuckling and unzipping him, she tugged at the waistband to drop his pants to the floor. Derek kicked a shoe off and stepped out of one leg of his pants make it easier to move. As he did, Megan caught sight of what was more than she ever imagined.

“Holy fuck,” Megan breathed, eyes wide.

Derek’s cock was monstrous. Thick, heavy, and still only half-hard, it hung like a club against his thigh, veins bulging along the dark shaft. A thick, steady ribbon of precum already drooled from the wide slit, dripping onto Steph’s thigh as he lifted the massive organ and dragged the swollen head along her soaked pussy lips. Derek grabbed hold and lifted it to Steph’s pussy. He brushed his precum across her pussy lips like an artist with a paint brush, coating her labia in his clear fluid and mixing it with the secretions escaping Steph’s aroused cunt.

Megan shoved her hand under her skirt, two fingers plunging straight into her soaked cunt. Her thumb worked her clit in frantic circles while she stared at Derek’s huge cock slipping across the entrance.

She glanced at Jeff briefly, concerned he may be watching her. "Eyes on the road, Jeff. If I catch you looking at me, I'll kill you," she threatened.

Derek notched the fat, glistening head against her entrance and slowly fed his cock into Steph. Inch after thick inch disappeared as her pussy stretched obscenely around him. Megan watched, mesmerized, as her best friend’s white pussy swallowed nearly the entire black monster.

The way her pussy swallowed Derek’s cock so easily impressed Megan. It’s clearly not her first time taking this monster. Fuck, the contrast of his massive black cock against her tiny white pussy looks so hot.

She began fucking herself steadily with her fingers as Derek pushed fully into Steph, plunging deep and drawing out an extended moan from the blacked wife. He drew back and thrust forward again, slightly harder this time.

Megan understood now why the moaning couldn’t be contained last night. She was surprised that Steph was taking it without screaming now.

As the couple began fucking in earnest, Megan worked her own pussy in time with the thrusts, imagining herself in Steph’s place — that thick black member stretching her own pussy wide. She knew that it must have taken a while for Steph to adapt to this. She imagined the burn and fullness accompanied with taking even half of Derek’s dick.

Looking at Derek’s cock as it reemerged again before driving back in, Megan realized his dick made Jeff and her husband look tiny. Megan could wrap her hand all the way around Brett’s cock and the head just barely peeked above her hand when she did and Jeff's was barely longer that. He’s got to be at least three hands, maybe a fourth, or at least part of a fourth.

The pounding continued, and Steph began to moan even louder. She now had her long legs locked behind Derek’s back, using it as leverage to push her hips up, driving him deeper. Juices flowed down her ass onto the seat. At this point, you couldn’t tell how much was Steph’s and how much Derek's precum was adding to the mess.

As Steph’s cries began to sound choked off, her upward thrusting slowed. Megan could see Steph’s legs begin to quiver uncontrollably, her pelvis shaking. Steph’s legs began to shake violently. As Derek pulled back, a powerful gush of girl cum sprayed around his cock, splattering the center console and hitting Megan’s arm.

The hot splash, combined with the taboo visual, sent Megan over the edge. She came hard, moaning loudly as her pussy clenched around her fingers in rhythmic pulses as she lost herself right there in the passenger seat.

Jeff attempted to keep his eyes on the road or in the rearview mirror, avoiding any curiosity about what was happening in the passenger seat, but he could hear Megan’s grunting noises and lusty cursing and couldn't resist glancing over to look.

His pants were already decently saturated at this point, and he didn’t foresee any changes to that as the drive continued into their neighborhood.

Jeff regretted turning into the neighborhood as soon as he heard the increasing volume from the back seat. But he pulled into the driveway anyway with Derek and Steph still going at it hard.

"Fuck yes, Daddy! Give it to me!” Steph cried. “Fill your little slut up!”

“You want this nut?” Derek asked. “Are you ready for me to fill you like I did when I put that baby in you?”

“God, yes! Fill me, Daddy,” Steph cried. “I wish I wasn’t already pregnant, so you could knock me up all over again.”

Derek picked up his pace, working himself toward completion as he felt Steph’s cunt clasping around his cock, milking him.

“Fuck yeah, I’m gonna give it to you, slut. I’m gonna pump you full again,” Derek grunted.

“Do it, Daddy. Shoot that hot cum into me,” Steph moaned.

The dam broke finally. Megan saw Derek’s buttocks clench as he pushed deep. The point just between his ass and balls spasmed dramatically as pump after pump of thick semen was pushed into Steph’s pussy.

Steph cried out louder than before as she came undone on his cock, squeezing every bit of his seed into her already bred pussy.

As they came down, Derek began dressing, and Megan couldn’t believe what she had just witnessed.

“Holy shit…” Megan panted, slowly pulling her fingers from her soaked pussy. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Steph, you lucky fucking bitch.”

They exited the car and moved up the driveway toward the front door. Steph with cum oozing down her thighs and Derek with his massive cock only halfway back to it’s flaccid state. Jeff fumbled with the keys, desperate to get the door open before any neighbors poked their heads out.


Chapter 7: Cuckold

The front door had barely clicked shut when Derek pulled Steph onto the couch. She melted against his chest with her legs slightly parted as thick white trails of his cum still slowly leaked down her inner thighs onto his pants.

Jeff fumbled with the deadbolt, heart hammering, as if locking the door could somehow contain the obscene reality of what had just happened in their family car.

Megan dropped onto the far end of the sectional, smoothing her skirt down but not bothering to hide how flushed she still was.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed. “I can’t believe I just watched your wife get absolutely railed in the backseat while you drove us home, Jeff.”

"Megan —” Jeff started.

“No, seriously.” Megan cut him off with a wicked grin. “That massive black cock stretching her open, the way she was begging for his load... I came harder than I have in years.”

Steph smiled lazily and swung a leg over Derek, straddling his lap. She began a slow, deliberate grind against his thickening cock while locking eyes with her husband.

“Told you he’s addictive, baby.”

Jeff didn't say anything. He couldn't believe the situation he was in now. His ex-girlfriend, who was the woman he gave his heart to first, who had always seemed so into Jeff, discovered his biggest and dirtiest secret. His cock was still hard, his pants soaked at the spot where the tip of his dick pulsed. The best he could do is just avoid eye contact with her.

Megan wasn't letting him off that easy though.

"It looks like you really enjoyed your wife getting plowed as we drove home."

Fuck, she's not going to let it be.

Megan leaned forward, eyes flicking down to the growing wet spot on Jeff’s pants.

“You were so fucking quiet the whole drive, Jeff,” Megan smirked, eyes locked on the growing wet spot in his lap. “Were you trying not to cum in your pants like a pathetic little cuck while your wife begged Derek to nut in her pussy?”

Another thick bead of precum pulsed out of Jeff, visibly darkening the fabric.

“Our friends from high school would lose their minds if they knew the high school basketball stud I dated back then gets off watching his wife take black cock.”

Megan laughed softly. “Look at you. That huge black cock that knocked up your wife… God, I wish I could’ve watched the first time he tried to breed her.”

Steph was listening and watching Jeff's pants as another pulse followed the first, expanding the wet spot again. Her hips slowly grinding harder against Derek's stiffening cock.

“I’m still dripping his load,” Steph purred, grinding harder, “but I need him inside me again. Properly. In our bed.”

Stephanie rose and clasped Derek's hand as he stood to lead the way.

"Come on, Megan. You wanted to watch, and I want you to see exactly what this wife needs," Steph beckoned.

Megan looked at Jeff and hesitated for a second, nervous, before jumping up to follow them down the hall.

Steph paused in the hallway and looked back with a sweet, wicked smile.

“Jeff, come on. You’re watching too.” Her voice dropped. “I want your only other lover to see exactly how much better Derek fucks me than you ever could.”

Jeff was frozen. He didn't think he could do this.

"Babe, I don't know..."

"Come on, baby. Be a good cuck for us. Let your little ex-girlfriend see how excited you are to watch what a real man does to your wife."

Megan glanced back at Jeff with a delighted grin. “This is wild. The guy I thought I'd marry someday is a real life cuck, and I get front-row seats.”

She continued the teasing, "Oh my God, you really are a little cuck, aren't you? Sitting there hard while your wife invites me to watch her get fucked in your own bed. This is better than any porn."

The four of them moved down the hall with Megan looking nervous but excited. Jeff trailed the group as the reluctant observer.


Chapter 8: The Bedroom

Derek led Steph through the threshold and directed her lightly to the bed. Steph wasted no time. She peeled off her top and bra, then shimmied out of her skirt, leaving herself completely naked. She lay back on their marital bed, legs spread wide, presenting her used, leaking pussy to her Black lover.

Steph pointed to the armchair beside the bed. “Megan, you get the good seat. Jeff, you can kneel right there on the floor. I want both of you to have a perfect view.”

Megan moved to the chair as Steph pointed to a spot on the floor for her husband. He obediently kneeled where indicated as Derek began disrobing.

Megan took in the sight of his godlike body as it was revealed from the top down. His bulging muscular shoulders and arms led the way, followed by his broad chest and defined abs, and then his strong legs.

She could feel the juices flowing between her legs as Derek lowered his boxers. She watched as it sprung free of the confined space. The lights were on in the bedroom, giving Megan a much better view of the powerful tool between Derek's legs, which was already pouring precum from its tip.

Derek stepped in front of Steph. She wrapped her left hand around his thick shaft, feeding it slowly into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” Steph moaned around him, savoring the salty-sweet mix. She dragged her tongue along the underside in long, slow licks, cleaning every inch of their combined mess from his shaft.

Steph took Derek’s cock in her left hand, her wedding and engagement rings glittering, and guided the swollen head between her lips.

She made sure to angle herself so both Jeff and Megan had the perfect view of her rings as her hand slid up and down that massive black shaft.

Steph relaxed her throat and pushed forward, taking him deeper until she had a couple of inches in her throat. She held there for a beat, then pulled back with a wet gluck-gluck-gluck, thick ropes of spit and precum spilling from her lips down her chin and onto her tits. She did it again and again, fucking her own throat on his cock until her face and chest were shiny and dripping.

With a wet pop she released him, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. She lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide, pulling him down on top of her.

Derek placed the thick head of his cock at her entrance and drove forward in one smooth thrust. Steph’s eyes flew open as her pussy stretched around him, the thick shaft forcing her walls apart inch by inch and then gripping his cock tightly as he pulled back.

Megan watched in fascination at the filthy scene in front of her. She couldn't hold back anymore. She spread her legs and lifted the front of her skirt, stuffing her hand down the front of her panties. She dipped her fingers just inside her hole to wet them before moving them to rub her clitoris as she watched her friend get split open.

Jeff could hear the wet noises coming from beside him and turned to see Megan's hand move beneath the thin material of her panties, chasing her next orgasm since the one in the car.

Seeing her play with her pussy definitely aroused him, but knowing that the woman who used to only have eyes for him was getting off to Steph cuckolding him was making his cock painfully hard.

Steph saw the arousal building for the two voyeurs. "Jeff, baby. Don't be shy. Take off your pants so you can stroke your little dickie," Steph mewled.

Jeff complied and lifted his ass off the floor to pull down his pants. His cock was red and dripping from the pent up tension caused by the drive home and now the activities in their bedroom.

Megan looked over and saw Jeff stroking himself. It wasn't as small as she remembered from college, but when she looked back at Derek's massive log sliding into Steph's cunt, she realized that in context to what her friend was getting now, Jeff paled in comparison.

Steph’s moans turned loud and broken as Derek started fucking her in long, deep strokes.

“Fuck, baby, he’s so deep,” she gasped, eyes locked on Jeff. “He’s ruining me for you. I can feel him in my stomach.”

Jeff's face burned with humiliation. Here he was stroking himself to his wife fucking the better man, while his old girlfriend looked on at both of them.

“God, he reaches places you could never touch,” she moaned, voice trembling. “This is what a real cock feels like, baby. You’ll never be enough again.”

Steph caught sight of Jeff’s hand moving and smiled wickedly. “That’s it, baby. Stroke that little dick. Show your ex-lover how much you love watching me get fucked by a real man.”

Then she turned her attention back to Derek. "Fuck me, Daddy. Show my cuck husband how much better you own this pussy than he ever could."

"Holy shit, look how stretched she is... fuck, she wouldn't even feel that skinny little dick of yours anymore," Megan added to the humiliation being dealt.

"Is this what you jerk off to every night, Jeff? Listening to your wife call another man Daddy?" she continued.

Jeff’s hand froze on his cock. He was dangerously close and didn’t want to cum yet. Megan’s eyes flicked between his straining erection and Steph’s face twisting in pleasure.

Just in time, she watched Steph’s pussy clamp down hard around Derek’s thick shaft, her swollen lips gripping him so tightly that pink inner flesh pulled outward with every withdrawal.

"Fuck, he's turning her inside out," Megan whispered, almost reverently, her fingers moving frantically.

Derek gripped Steph’s hips and flipped her onto her stomach in one smooth motion, yanking her up onto her knees like a ragdoll. He drove back inside her in one brutal thrust, and Steph instantly came again, her body shaking as she buried her face in the pillows.

Jeff glanced over at Megan just as she hit her climax. Squirt spraying into her panties as she came undone herself. The material turning translucent and causing it to adhere to her fingers.

Derek’s thrusts turned rough and possessive. His breathing grew ragged, muscles flexing as he closed in on his release.

“Fill me, Daddy,” Steph begged, voice hoarse. “Even though I’m already pregnant, I want every drop. This pussy belongs to you.”

Megan stared, transfixed, as Derek’s cock swelled and pulsed inside Steph. One, two, three heavy spasms rocked through him as he roared and flooded her pussy, thick ropes of cum pumping deep into his best friend’s wife.

After several more smaller spasms, Derek withdrew, the head of his cock stretching the lips again as he extracted it. One more spasm shot a small rope of cum onto the exterior of Steph's lips before Derek moved away.

Megan’s eyes dropped to the creamy mess just starting to leak from her friend’s gaping pussy, then flicked to Jeff, his cock nearly purple and drooling a steady stream of precum onto the floor.

"Have you ever made him clean up?" Megan asked excitedly.

Steph grinned. “Not yet… but tonight feels like the perfect time.” She looked down at Jeff. “Come here, baby. Lie down under me.”

"Babe, I don't think—"

"Do as you're told, cuck," Steph added curtly.

Jeff began to stand, pulling his pants up as moved.

"No, baby. Just kick those off," Steph commanded.

Jeff burned with shame as he was forced to walk over and crawl beneath his wife. He was now lying on his back on the bed. Steph hovered her freshly-fucked pussy just above Jeff’s face, thick white cum already starting to drip onto his lips.

“Clean up the mess your best friend made in me,” she cooed. “Suck every drop of Derek’s load out of your wife’s cunt.”

She lowered her lips to press against her husband's mouth.

Megan rubbed her clit faster at the sight. “Oh my God… that’s so fucking dirty.”

Fuck, I can't believe the woman I thought I'd marry at one point is watching me eat another man's cum from my wife's pussy.

"Get in there deep, baby. I want you to swallow every drop your friend put in me. Show Megan what a good little cuck you are," Steph teased.

She lifted up briefly, pulling her pussy away from Jeff's mouth. She could see a thick strand of Derek's seed lying across her husband's upper lip.

Megan saw it too. With a sharp gasp, her fingers rubbed furiously at her swollen clit, the obscene sight of her ex's face glistening with another man’s cum pushing her straight over the edge again.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, thighs quivering as another hot gush of fluid flooded her panties and coated her hand.

She rode out the powerful orgasm, breath coming in short, ragged bursts, but her eyes never left the bed. Steph had settled back down onto Jeff’s face, grinding slowly while the filthy encouragement continued to pour from her lips as he obediently lapped up every drop he was commanded to swallow.

“Look at you, face buried in my sloppy cunt, tongue scooping out another man’s nut. Your best friend’s baby batter is all over your tongue and you’re fucking hard for it. Admit it, you're loving being my cleanup bitch.”

“Fuck yes… swallow it. That’s right, gulp down every thick rope he left in me. You’re drinking the same cum that knocked me up. How does it feel knowing your wife is carrying his Black baby while you’re on your knees eating his leftovers?”

Megan could feel another orgasm building as she took in the filthy words the blacked wife spewed at him.

But Steph wasn't done with the comments.

“I can feel more of it dripping out… don’t you dare miss any. Lick my clit while you’re down there too. I want to cum again with your tongue in my pussy and Daddy’s cum in your belly.”

Oh fuck... I can't believe this. Why does this turn me on so much?

Jeff's cock throbbed and vibrated visibly, a steady stream of precum already pouring in thick, glossy strands from his swollen, angry-red tip. Then, without anyone laying a single finger on it, his shaft began to pulse and jerk violently, twitching, jumping, and bucking as if it had a mind of its own. Thick, hot ropes of cum suddenly erupted from him in powerful, uncontrolled spurts, shooting nearly a foot in every direction, splattering across the floor, his own heaving chest, and even arcing toward the edge of the bed.

He was completely undone, his entire body shaking with the force of a hands-free orgasm that had been building from the moment he buried his tongue in his wife's sloppy, cum filled pussy and heard her obscene, taunting words spilling from her lips.

Megan's breath caught in her throat as she watched Jeff's cock erupt untouched, thick ropes of his own cum spraying wildly across the floor and his chest while his tongue remained buried deep in Steph's freshly fucked, cum drenched pussy.

The sheer depravity of it — Jeff climaxing hands free just from slurping another man's load out of his wife's stretched cunt — sent Megan hurtling into her own orgasm again. Her fingers plunged feverishly into her soaked panties, rubbing her swollen clit in desperate circles as her hips bucked and her pussy clenched hard around her knuckles.

A guttural moan tore from her throat, her thighs quivering violently while fresh juices gushed out to soak her hand and the chair beneath her.

"Oh my fucking God, Jeff... you're coming just from eating his cum... that's so fucking hot," she gasped, riding the waves of her climax as she stared transfixed at the lewd scene, her body shaking with the intensity of that powerful release.


Chapter 9: Another Ride

The room still carried the heavy scent of sex and sweat when Steph turned to Megan with a gentle smile. Jeff lay on the bed, breathing hard, his body still twitching from the force of his release. Megan sat in the armchair, her legs loosely parted, her skin flushed and glistening from her own climax.

Steph crawled across the bed toward her, moving slowly so as not to startle her. “You were incredible just now,” she said, brushing damp hair from Megan’s cheek. “Watching you come apart like that… I was glad watching us could get you there, but I think you’d like to feel what I’ve been feeling.”

Megan’s eyes flicked to Derek, who lounged against the headboard with lazy confidence, his thick cock already beginning to swell again. A nervous laugh escaped her. “Steph, I… I’m not sure. Brett would lose his mind if he ever found out. And Jeff is right here.”

Steph cupped Megan’s face with both hands, her thumbs stroking soothing circles. “Brett doesn’t ever have to know. This stays between us. And as for Jeff…” She glanced at her husband, still dazed on the floor. “He can give us the room if that makes you feel better. You deserve to know what it’s like to be with a man who actually knows how to use what he’s got. Derek’s going to make you feel things Brett and Jeff never even came close to.”

Megan swallowed hard. Her gaze dropped to Derek’s lap again, and the memory of how completely that same cock had stretched Steph earlier sent a needy pulse between her legs. She nodded once, hesitantly. “Maybe we could do something... I don't know about him fucking me, but either way, Jeff has to leave. I won't have him in the room if anything happens.”

“Done,” Steph said, glancing at Jeff. “You heard her. Go.”

He stood without a word, pulled his pants on, and stepped into the hallway. The door closed behind him, and Jeff heard the click of the lock.

Fuck. Locked out of my own bedroom.

He sat on the floor next to the door and pressed his ear to the cool wood, hoping to hear what was happening inside. He was getting aroused again. It wasn't so much about Megan, although that didn't bother him as much as he expected. It was the cuckolding in front of her. It was the humiliation of her watching his submission and the humiliation of Derek laying claim to her as well as his wife. It was as though his Black friend owned the only two women he'd ever had sex with and had ever loved.

He couldn't hear much at the moment, just some soft talking he couldn't quite make out.

Inside the room, Steph was quietly convincing Megan to experience the new world she had found recently. She knew her friend would be hesitant. That first step was always the hardest. So she made sure to make it as easy and comfortable as possible.

“You don't have to go all the way, but you should at least feel this big dick. It's like magic,” Steph told her, lifting Derek's cock and beginning to stroke it.

Megan looked on, somewhat disconnected from reality at the moment. Brett still lingered in her mind, but he was no longer at the forefront.

“Feel it. Feel how heavy it is,” Steph whispered, beckoning her closer.

Megan moved over to sit on the bed. She still wasn't touching, but she was definitely admiring his massive cock.

As Derek reached full hardness, Steph reached out, took Megan's hand, and guided it onto the hot skin of Derek's cock.

Megan didn't stop her.

The soft exterior barely disguised the thick hardness just beneath. Megan could feel the pulsing of his heartbeat as the black cock continued to harden beneath her grasp.

Steph moved Megan's hand, sliding it slowly across the skin, over the raised veins that lined the exterior and up to the prominent ridge circling the crown of his cock. “Go ahead, feel the weight of him,” Steph encouraged, before removing her hand.

Megan wrapped her fingers around it, at least as much as she could. There was a clear gap between them. Heavy. Way heavier than she expected. The thought hit her fast: something this thick and heavy could wreck a woman. Her pussy grew wet at the thought.

Steph moved behind Megan, sliding her body against her friend and wrapping her arms around her. One hand slid up to her breast, lightly circling her nipple through her shirt. The other moved under her skirt, caressing the soft lips of Megan's pussy through the soaked panties.

Megan's hand continued unconsciously as she melted back into Steph's chest. She felt Steph's lips on her neck, leaving light, wet kisses along its length and raising goosebumps across her skin.

Steph's hands moved to the hem of Megan's shirt and tugged it upward. Megan lifted her arms, allowing the shirt to be removed. Then came the bra.

Now that she was topless, Steph had direct access to her nipples. She rubbed and lightly pulled on the nubs as she continued stroking Megan's pussy, which had grown considerably wetter in the last couple of minutes.

The cock in her hands began to weep from the slit. Megan shifted her hand position, holding the cock more upright. She watched as the flow of precum began. She had been enthralled watching it leak for Steph earlier, and now it was dripping just for her.

It started leaking right away — thick and clear, sliding over the fat head and down the shaft until her fingers were shiny and sliding easy.

Outside the door, Jeff was growing frustrated. He wasn't hearing anything, and it was driving him crazy with anticipation.

Then he began to hear a light squelching sound. He wasn't aware of the cause, but if he had seen, he would have known that Megan's hand was making the noise as it extracted more of the lubricating fluid from Derek's thick cock.

He slowly stroked himself, imagining what might be happening. He heard voices begin.

“He leaks a ton. Every time,” Steph told Megan. “It’s really amazing.”

“It is. I’ve never seen this much from anyone. It’s more precum than the cum Brett shoots when he orgasms,” she confessed.

“How does the cock compare?” Steph asked, her voice carrying clearly through the door.

Jeff stayed pressed to the door, cock aching as the voices and wet sounds carried through.

Inside the bedroom, Megan’s hand moved slowly up and down Derek’s thick shaft, her fingers shining under the steady flow of precum. She stared at it for a moment before speaking.

“It’s so much bigger than Brett’s,” she said. “His is tiny next to this. Thin. Jeff is a little bigger than Brett, but still not very thick. I always thought I'd be satisfied with what I had, but I don't think I will be anymore.”

Steph’s fingers traced lazy circles over Megan’s soaked panties, pressing just enough to make her breath catch.

“Feel that weight in your hand,” Steph murmured. “That heat. Imagine how it would stretch you open. Derek makes you feel like a virgin.”

Megan’s hand slowed. She bit her lip, eyes flicking away for a second before she forced herself to look back at the cock in her grip. Her strokes resumed, a little shakier.

“It would… it would stretch me so much,” she whispered.

Steph leaned closer, voice low and teasing. “Deeper than Brett could ever reach. While he’s at home, clueless, thinking you’re just visiting your best friend.”

Megan’s thighs pressed together. She whimpered softly, but her hand kept moving. Faster now, almost like she couldn’t help it.

“Mmm, that thought does get me wet,” she admitted, then shook her head a little, like she was trying to clear it. “But I… I shouldn’t be thinking like this.”

Steph dipped her fingers under the edge of Megan’s panties, stroking her slick folds.

“And think about him filling you up,” Steph continued, gentle but relentless. “Pumping that thick cum deep inside you. Filling you. Even though you’re on birth control and it probably wouldn't actually happen, the idea of Derek knocking you up is so fucking filthy, isn’t it? Both of us pregnant with Black babies at the same time.”

Megan’s breath hitched hard. She stopped stroking for a beat, squeezing her eyes shut, then started again, except slower, almost reverent. Her free hand gripped Derek’s thigh like she needed something to hold onto.

“It is hot,” she breathed. “So hot. But I wouldn't want to get bred for real. I don’t think I could ever actually do that.”

Steph smiled, rubbing Megan’s clit in slow, firm circles.

“You don’t have to worry about that, baby. Just let him use this pretty married pussy. Make you his for a little while. Go home to Brett dripping with another man’s cum.”

Megan moaned, hips rocking against Steph’s fingers. Her hand on Derek’s cock was flying now, precum splashing onto her wrist. She looked torn. She was aroused beyond belief, but still holding back.

“God, Steph… I… I don't think I can go any further... as much as I want to,” she said, voice small, still uncertain. But her body betrayed her with another needy whimper. Her strokes faltered again, like the words had pulled her back from the edge.

Steph used her free hand to reach for Derek’s cock. She scooped up a thick bead of precum that had welled at the tip, then brought her coated fingers to Megan’s lips.

“Taste it,” she whispered.

Megan hesitated for half a second, her eyes wide, then opened her lips as Steph’s fingers moved to her mouth. The second it touched her tongue her whole body shuddered. The taboo of tasting another man’s precum hit her like a bolt of lightning.

A broken moan tore out of her. Her eyes fluttered, thighs squeezing together hard, and she sucked Steph’s fingers clean like she couldn’t get enough. The taste seemed to short-circuit every bit of hesitation left in her.

Steph’s voice dropped even lower, warm and coaxing.

“See? You love it. Now suck his cock, baby. Open up and take that big head in your mouth.”

Megan complied.

Leaning forward, she placed her lips on the dripping head, sucking the beads that hadn't yet made their way down the shaft. She placed her mouth over the head, swirling her tongue around the slit that produced the delicious nectar.

Megan couldn't believe how much was flowing from the tip. Brett leaked a little when he got really turned on, but it was nothing like this. And the taste of Derek's was more manly, slightly heavier musk, but still salty and sweet.

She stroked to get more of his fluid as she sucked more of the head into her mouth. The size of the head was astounding. Her mouth could barely close around it. She wasn't sure how Steph even got it to her throat, much less into it a few inches.

Steph, as though she was reading her mind, spoke. "It's really hard to take at first. It takes some getting used to."

Megan was determined to put on a good show for Derek though. She wanted him to be happy with her efforts. She pushed more into her mouth, the precum on the shaft coating her lips as she squeezed it in.

Using the flat of her tongue, she slowly stroked the sensitive spot just below the head of Derek's cock, feeling more precum drip onto the back of her tongue and roll down into her throat.

"Good girl," Derek said, speaking for the first time since Jeff left. The deep voice startled her slightly, but the praise made her pussy slicker.

She pushed further, determined to at least get him to her throat. She swallowed as she pushed forward.

"I think she's turning into a black cock slut," Steph teased, giving Derek a subtle nod.

Derek took the cue, reaching back and wrapping his hand into Megan's hair. Grabbing hold, he pushed the back of her head until the gag reflex kicked in. He wanted to bump her throat, give her just a taste of what a huge cock feels like in her throat.

Gluck! Megan pulled back quickly, but just a couple inches. She was startled, but still determined. She started forward and Derek pushed again. Gluck, gluck, cough. Some thick spit drooled from her lips.

Megan pulled off briefly. "How the fuck do you take this in your throat?!" she asked incredulously.

"I told you it takes some practice," Steph responded, laughing.

Megan continued sucking on Derek for a few minutes more. Enjoying the dominance of that big black cock.

Back in the hall, Jeff heard the noises through the door.

Holy shit... is she really gagging on his cock already?

His cock was leaking profusely now. He stroked himself slowly, lightly so he wouldn't shoot off too soon. He wanted to find out how far this would go.

Steph was playing with herself as she watched her friend, her husband's ex-girlfriend, sucking on her Black bull's cock. She was enjoying the power of corrupting her with black dick. It was an aphrodisiac watching Megan fall under the spell of this godlike man.

Megan had progressed to working Derek's balls as well, burying her face into his sack as she licked and sucked on his huge orbs. Her pussy was juicing at the scent of him. It was like the pheromones were overpowering any will of her own.

Steph didn't even have to encourage her as she pulled Derek with her onto the bed. Megan moved his cock to her pussy, rubbing the dripping head against her drenched cunt.

"Not a word to anyone," she said, looking at Steph. She was going to do this, but she didn't want to hurt Brett.

"Not unless you say it's okay. It'll be our secret," Steph said, plunging her fingers into her own pussy to wet them before returning to her clit.

Derek let Megan coat his cock in their combined juices before he took over. He smacked the head against her pussy lips, letting her feel the heaviness of it. He knew that once she had felt it, Megan would always want more.

Jeff heard the slapping sound but wasn't sure exactly what caused it. He knew the sucking sounds he heard had stopped.

Is she actually going to let him fuck her?

His dick was so hard it hurt. His stroking had almost stopped. He wasn't sure how much more he could take before he blew.

He heard a loud moan. It wasn't Steph. He knew that sound could only have been from Derek pushing his cock into the woman Jeff first called his.

But that was only partially correct. Megan did moan, but Derek hadn't even put it in yet. He had only pressed part of the head into her hole, just starting to stretch it.

Feeling the stretch, Megan knew this experience would be life-changing. She was fucking a Black man behind her husband’s back, taking a cock she would never be able to forget. A moan escaped her, born mostly from the intense stretch, but that moan lingered even after he pulled back out because part of her already wanted it back inside.

"Give it to me... please..." she begged, wanting nothing more at this moment than to be taken by Derek.


Chapter 10: Taken

Derek pressed forward again, easing a little deeper this time. Megan’s cunt stretched slowly around him as he drew the moment out, letting her body open for him.

Megan groaned loudly again, feeling her labia spread and the massive head of the black cock begin its intrusion as Steph gently sucked on Megan's nipples and rubbed her clit. The sensory overload was already too much for Megan to resist. She began her first ever penetrative orgasm before Derek had even gotten his entire head into her pussy.

As the noise carried through the door, Jeff's cock jumped in his hand, spewing its load onto his stomach.

Oh my God… that’s Megan. She’s already cumming on his cock.

Jeff sat on the floor outside the bedroom door, cum dripping down his stomach as he listened to the sounds coming from inside. His ex-girlfriend — the girl he had lost his virginity to — was moaning in ways he had never heard from her before. The fact that she was married with a child only made it hit harder.

Derek paused, allowing Megan to finish her first climax before pushing forward again. Once he pushed past the entrance, Megan’s tight lips snapped around the thick ridge of his cock head. He slid in only an inch before pulling back, repeating the motion slowly as he let her adjust.

Megan slowly got used to the stretch. The teasing of only having his head inside was already building her toward another orgasm, and Steph’s fingers rubbing her clit made it even harder to hold back.

She came again just as Derek pushed in a little deeper. Thick white cream began to coat Derek’s cock as Megan’s pussy clenched around him.

"Fuuuck, that feels so good," Megan moaned, trying to steady her breathing.

"Ride it out, sweetie. You haven’t felt anything yet," Steph teased. "Once he starts hitting your cervix, you’re really going to lose it."

Derek kept going slowly at first, gradually working more of his cock into her until he had buried about three-quarters of his length. Only then did he start thrusting with more intent.

Megan quickly realized Steph was right. Every time the head of Derek’s cock bumped against her cervix, it sent a sharp, overwhelming jolt through her body. What started as discomfort quickly turned into something much more intense.

Her moans shifted from sharp and high-pitched to lower, needier sounds as Derek fucked her deeper.

"Fuck, yes! Pound me with that black cock!" Megan begged.

Jeff sat frozen outside the door, listening to his ex beg to be fucked harder. His hand had started moving again on his cock without him realizing it. Hearing Megan like this — desperate and filthy — made his chest feel tight, even as his cock throbbed in his fist.

"He’s resizing you," Steph teased. "He’s turning you into a black cock slut. You might need to go ahead and cuck Brett so you can have this all the time."

"Oh fuck," Megan breathed.

She’s right. I’m definitely going to want this again.

"Yes, yes. I need it. Fuck, I need it."

Jeff couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His ex-girlfriend — the woman who had been so loyal to him for years — was moaning like she was already addicted to Derek’s cock.

Derek picked up the pace, fucking Megan with deep, steady strokes. He was getting close, but he held back, waiting for her to cum again first.

It didn’t take long. Megan’s moans suddenly cut off as her body locked up, and a moment later a loud, wet gush hit the floor as she squirted hard around Derek’s cock.

Derek pulled out and rubbed her clit roughly, dragging out her orgasm until she was shaking. Then he slammed back into her and started fucking her with fast, brutal strokes.

Megan couldn’t stop moaning. She came again almost immediately, her body trembling as Derek pounded into her. Steph was on the edge too, frantically rubbing her own clit as she watched.

A few hard thrusts later, Derek buried himself deep and came with a low groan, flooding Megan’s pussy. Steph came at the same time, gasping as her fingers worked her clit through her orgasm.

Megan moaned softly as she felt Derek pulsing inside her, another small orgasm rolling through her at the feeling of being filled.

When Derek finally pulled out, thick cum slowly began to leak from Megan’s stretched pussy.

"Need a cleanup?" Steph asked teasingly.

"Jeff is not getting anywhere near me — the little perv," Megan replied with a tired laugh.

"Only fair he gets a taste of Derek’s cum though," Steph said, pushing three fingers into Megan’s messy pussy.

When she pulled her fingers out, they were coated in thick, white cum. Steph stood up, walked to the door, and opened it.

Jeff was sitting on the floor just outside, his cock limp in his hand and cum drying on his stomach. He looked up at her, dazed.

"I brought you a taste, baby," Steph said sweetly, holding her fingers out to him.

Jeff opened his mouth without hesitation. Steph pushed her fingers inside, letting him suck Derek’s cum off of them. Some of it dripped onto his lips and chin as he cleaned her fingers.

"Good boy," Steph praised. "How does Derek’s cum taste the second time?"

Jeff mumbled something that sounded like “good,” but it was muffled around her fingers.

"Mmm, I’m glad you’re enjoying it," Steph said, then leaned down and whispered in his ear, "I took it out of Megan’s pussy to feed it to you."

She stood back up and gently closed the bedroom door behind her, leaving Megan and Derek inside to clean up.

Jeff sat there in stunned silence for a moment, the taste of Derek’s cum still on his tongue and the knowledge that it had just been inside his ex-girlfriend settling heavily in his chest.

Steph looked down at him and smiled softly.

"Come on," she said. "Let’s go make some drinks. They need some time to clean up and get dressed," Steph said, already walking toward the kitchen.

Jeff just stood there in shock for a moment before snapping out of it, and following Steph down the hall.

As Steph gathered ice in the glasses and mixed some lemonade and vodka together in a pitcher, she looked at her husband.

"Sorry if that was too much, baby. I just couldn't resist," Steph said, hoping there weren't any lingering issues from her comment.

"N-no, it was a little unexpected, and I wasn't sure what to do with it, is all," Jeff mumbled back. "Still, I can't believe you talked Megan into that."

"I think most of her resistance was what everyone else would think of her," Steph commented, continuing to prepare the drinks. "Now that she's been there, you might have Brett as a fellow cuck."

Jeff wasn't sure how to respond to that. He liked the idea of having a fellow cuck that he could talk to about this, but that would also likely mean being humiliated more in front of Brett.

The endless possibilities of his submission ran through his mind.


Chapter 11: The Change

The four of them sat in the living room with fresh drinks. Megan had changed into Steph’s short green silk robe, the hem barely covering the bottom curve of her ass as she walked. Jeff caught a glimpse of it when she sat down next to Derek on the couch. Steph remained completely naked, taking the spot on Derek’s other side, while Jeff was the only one still fully dressed after pulling his pants back on in the kitchen.

Megan kept stealing quick glances at Jeff whenever Derek touched her. She still looked a little self-conscious, but her body was already leaning into Derek’s touches more than it had earlier.

Derek played with Megan's breasts outside the robe and kissed her neck lightly in between sips. Steph watched delightedly. She was clearly proud of herself for corrupting Jeff's ex-girlfriend and bringing her into her circle.

Jeff loaded up some light pop music on his phone as they sat there chatting. Soon the conversation turned to Brett.

Steph turned toward Jeff with a sweet but mischievous smile.

“Baby, we’re going to need your help with Brett,” she said softly. “Megan’s not going back to just fucking him after Derek. We need to turn him into a cuckold like you.”

Megan let out a soft laugh, her hand already resting on Derek’s thigh.

“I don’t think I could ever go back to Brett’s dick after this,” she admitted, glancing at Jeff before looking away again.

Jeff shifted uncomfortably. “I don’t even know what I could do to help with that.”

Steph reached over and squeezed his knee. “You don’t have to do much. Just be honest with him. Tell him how much you love watching me get fucked. Tell him how good it feels to be a cuck. If he knows he’s not the only one, it’ll be easier for him to accept it.”

The conversation shifted then to more mundane topics for the next hour or so. During that time, Megan and Derek continued touching each other. Steph would occasionally join in for a minute as well, touching Megan's leg or giving Derek a loving kiss.

After a while, Derek's hand reached inside the robe and began stroking Megan's nipple, eliciting a lusty moan from Jeff's ex.

As Megan stroked Derek through his shorts, a dark wet spot began to form where his precum soaked through the fabric. She tugged the leg of his shorts higher, freeing the thick head and several inches of his shaft. The sight immediately sent Jeff’s mind back to that first night — the way Derek’s cock had leaked so heavily while Steph stroked it.

Megan leaned in and kissed Derek harder, her hand gliding over the slick head. Derek responded by grasping her grapefruit sized breast and squeezing, drawing a sharp moan from her.

Steph wasn’t content to just watch. She moved behind Megan, reaching around to cup her other breast while kissing the side of her neck. Megan let out a soft protest about Jeff being able to see, but it quickly dissolved into another moan as Derek and Steph both increased the pressure.

Steph untied the robe and slid it off Megan’s shoulders, leaving her completely naked. Jeff’s eyes dropped to his ex-girlfriend’s body. Her nipples were stiff, and when Steph’s fingers slid between her legs, they came away shiny with arousal.

It had been years since he had seen her naked, and she had changed some from having a child. It was still very familiar though, including the small mole on her right hip.

"I think you should reward Derek for fucking you so well in there," Steph said, pulling Megan's hair back and securing it with a hair tie.

As Megan stroked Derek's cock, the precum flowed onto her hand and arm. With Steph's encouragement, Megan moved onto the floor on her knees between Derek's muscular thighs.

Bent over like that, her wet pussy was on full display as she leaned forward and took the swollen head of his cock into her mouth. She immediately began worshipping him, giving slow, reverent licks along the shaft, gentle kisses on the heavy balls, and swirling her tongue around the leaking tip like she couldn’t get enough.

Jeff couldn’t look away.

That’s Megan.

The girl who had been his first everything. The one who had given him her virginity in high school. The one who had waited for him for years, even after they broke up. And now here she was on her knees in his living room, married with a child, eagerly sucking a Black man’s cock like it was the most natural thing in the world.

His stomach twisted with a sharp, painful mix of jealousy, guilt, and raw arousal. This was the woman who used to look at him with so much love and innocence. Now she was moaning softly around Derek’s thick black cock, her eyes half-closed in pleasure as she took him deeper..

Jeff watched Megan's asshole and pussy as they winked at him, causing his cock to stiffen at seeing his now-married ex-girlfriend in this state. Steph sensed his arousal from the scenario and wanted to really get him worked up.

She moved down behind Megan and began playing with Megan's soaked cunt. Sliding her fingers in, she pumped three fingers in deep as she used her thumb to probe Megan's sphincter.

Steph watched her husband closely. His eyes never left the scene. They looked pained in a way that he clearly was remembering that she used to be only his. For some reason this made Steph want to amp up the tension on him.

As he continued watching, Steph moved her face lower. She spread Megan's legs, pushing her ass cheeks apart as she buried her face in Megan's pussy from behind. There was a loud moan from Megan's cock-filled mouth as she felt Steph's tongue slide along her labia and circle her clit.

Jeff couldn't believe what he was seeing. His wife on her knees behind the only other woman he'd had sex with, orally pleasuring her. His cock pulsed and released a large bead of precum into his pants.

Steph continued licking for several minutes bringing Megan to climax as Steph's tongue lapped up her sweet nectar.

Slowly separating from Megan's dripping pussy, Steph climbed onto Jeff’s lap and straddled him, her face still glistening. She took his face in both hands and kissed him deeply, sliding her tongue into his mouth without warning.

Jeff tasted it instantly. It was the unmistakable, musky-sweet flavor of his ex-girlfriend’s pussy. His cock jerked hard between them.

Steph broke the kiss just enough to whisper against his lips, “That’s her you’re tasting, baby. I had my tongue buried in Megan's cunt while she sucked Derek’s cock.”

She kissed him again, slower this time, making sure he got a full taste before pulling back and making sure her upper lip pressed just under his nose, leaving the smell with him long after the kiss. “Now you get to taste her on your wife’s tongue, and you'll smell her for the rest of the night."

Then she wrapped her hand around his leaking cock and started stroking him with long, slow pulls. "Look at her, baby. She's a huge slut for him and his beast of a cock. She's falling into this so easily now," Steph teased softly.

Jeff couldn't remember a time when his cock was harder. The whole scenario seemed surreal. Megan's taste was still on his tongue and in his nose as he watched her worship Derek's cock and balls.

Derek eventually stood and pulled Megan up with him. He guided her to the arm of the couch and bent her over it, making her straddle the cushion so her ass was raised and completely exposed. Her pussy, still wet from Steph’s mouth and earlier creampie, was on full display.

Derek didn’t waste time. He lined up and pushed into her in one steady thrust. Megan was still tight, but her body accepted him more easily than before. Jeff watched, transfixed, as his ex-girlfriend’s pussy stretched around Derek’s thick cock.

Steph kept stroking Jeff slowly as they watched Derek fuck his ex over the arm of the couch. She could feel how hard he was in her hand, and she knew exactly what buttons to push.

Leaning in close to his ear, she spoke softly, her voice low and teasing.

“You know… she told me something once,” Steph murmured, her hand gliding up and down his cock. “She said she’ll always have feelings for you. That she never really stopped loving you, even after all this time.”

Jeff’s heart slammed against his ribs. The words landed like a heavy blow to the chest. He had suspected it for years. It was the way Megan sometimes looked at him a second too long, the careful way she avoided talking about their past, the quiet sadness he’d caught in her eyes when she thought no one was watching. But hearing Steph say it out loud, while she stroked his cock and they both watched Megan getting fucked by Derek… it hit different. Harder.

She never stopped? After all these years? After she got married and had a kid? She still…

His cock twitched violently in Steph’s grip, betraying him completely even as guilt and shame twisted tight in his stomach.

Steph smiled against his ear, clearly savoring the way his body reacted.

“She was so sweet about it too,” she continued. “Told me she was glad I was with you because I’m kind.” Steph gave him a slow, teasing stroke. “But I don’t think that matters much anymore, does it?”

She nodded toward Derek, who was gripping the ex’s hips and driving into her.

“Because now that Derek’s got her, I’m pretty sure he’s all she’s going to need from now on… just like me.”

Jeff let out a shaky breath, his cock leaking steadily over Steph’s fingers as she kept stroking him.

Steph kissed the side of his neck and whispered, “She might’ve had feelings for you, baby, but she’s falling for his cock right now. Just like I did.”

Steph kept stroking Jeff slowly, her lips brushing his ear.

“Look at her,” Steph whispered, still slowly stroking Jeff’s leaking cock. “She’s already taking him again like she was made for it. Your ex is turning into just as much of a black cock slut as I am.”

Derek didn’t go as slowly this time. Since he’d already been inside her earlier, he quickly picked up the pace, feeding her more of his cock with each thrust.

“He’s going to own your ex too,” Steph whispered into Jeff’s ear, causing his cock to pulse and leak heavily over her fingers.

Fuck. Owning my wife and my ex? Why the fuck does this turn me on so much?

Megan broke in that moment, coming hard on the black staff pounding her. Jeff and Steph watched her quiver and moan as her orgasm carried her for at least a full minute.

But Derek didn't let up.

Derek kept fucking Megan with deep, steady strokes while Steph continued slowly stroking Jeff’s leaking cock. After a minute, Steph leaned forward and spoke loud enough for Megan to hear over her own moans.

“Hey, Megan,” she said, her voice teasing but firm. “Jeff’s cock is dripping while he watches you take that black cock. Tell him what you are now.”

Megan’s body tensed hard. Her eyes flicked toward the door where Jeff sat, and her face flushed a deep, humiliated red.

“I… I can’t,” she panted, her voice shaky. “I can’t say it in front of Jeff.”

Derek didn’t slow down. If anything, he started fucking her harder, his hips slapping against her ass.

Steph smiled darkly. “Yes, you can. He’s already heard you cum on Derek’s cock. He’s already listened to you beg for it. Now tell him what you really are.”

Megan shook her head, biting her lip hard as another powerful thrust made her moan. “I… fuck… I can’t say it with Jeff listening. Not that… not in front of him.”

Derek let out a low growl and reached forward, grabbing a thick fistful of Megan’s hair. He yanked her head back sharply, forcing her back to arch dramatically as he kept pounding into her.

“Tell him,” Derek ordered, his voice rough and commanding. “Stop fucking around and tell your ex what you are now.”

Megan cried out at the sudden pull on her hair, her eyes watering. Derek gave her hair another firm tug, forcing her to turn her head toward the door where Jeff sat.

“Say it,” Derek growled, fucking her even harder. “Now.”

Megan’s resistance finally cracked under the overwhelming combination of shame, pleasure, and Derek’s dominance.

“I’m a slut!” she gasped, her voice breaking with humiliation. “I’m a black cock slut! Fuck— I’m a black cock slut, Jeff!”

Derek didn’t let up. He kept her hair pulled tight as he drove into her relentlessly.

“Louder,” he demanded.

“I’m a black cock slut!” Megan cried out, her voice cracking with shame and pleasure. “Your ex is a black cock slut for Derek’s cock!”

Steph’s hand tightened around Jeff’s shaft as she watched Megan break.

Derek gave her hair one more sharp pull and leaned down close to her ear, still fucking her deep.

“And who owns this pussy now?” he asked.

Megan didn’t hesitate this time.

“You do!” she moaned. “You own my fucking pussy, Derek!”


Chapter 12: The Aftermath

As soon as Megan made her admission, Jeff’s cock betrayed him completely. His shaft jerked and pulsed in Steph’s grip with no control, thick ropes of cum erupting in helpless, uneven spurts across his stomach while she kept stroking him through every twitch. The orgasm felt stolen. It was sharp, overwhelming, and deeply humiliating.

Derek followed soon after, burying himself deep and flooding Megan’s pussy with another heavy load.

As they came down, Steph made a suggestion. “Hey, Meg,” she said softly, “would you like to make Jeff clean your pussy?”

Jeff started to protest. “Babe, I don’t think—”

“Yes,” Megan interrupted, her voice firm as she looked straight at him. “I want that.”

Jeff’s stomach twisted. He had just come, and the thought of doing this while still soft and sensitive made something in him recoil. But the way Megan was staring at him, with her expectant, almost hungry look, and the quiet authority in Steph’s voice left him no real choice. He moved from the chair and crawled onto the floor.

Megan knelt over his face and removed her hand. Long, warm strings of thick white fluid dripped from her swollen lips onto his mouth and chin. The taste hit him immediately. It was the same salty and musky taste that was unmistakably Derek’s. He could feel Megan’s eyes on him the whole time, watching every reluctant lick and every time he swallowed. When he audibly gulped, her fingers moved faster over her clit. She came again with a deep moan, her thighs quivering as fresh slickness mixed with the cum already coating Jeff’s tongue.

Steph watched with a satisfied smile.

After Megan’s orgasm faded, she slowly lifted herself off Jeff’s face. Derek helped her to her feet, and the two of them disappeared into the bathroom together.

Steph reached down and offered Jeff a hand. He took it and got to his feet, still tasting Derek on his tongue.

Steph threw on a nightshirt and went into the kitchen. She came back a few minutes later with fresh drinks. She handed one to Jeff and curled up on the couch while he sat in the armchair across from her. The low music from his phone continued playing softly in the background.

A short while later, Megan and Derek joined them. Megan had slipped back into Steph’s short green silk robe, and Derek was wearing just a pair of loose athletic shorts. Megan sat on the opposite end of the couch, while Derek dropped down between them, casually resting his left arm behind Steph.

For a little while, the room was quiet. Everyone sipped their drinks, the intensity of what had just happened still lingering.

Eventually, Megan let out a small, slightly breathless laugh and shook her head.

“God…” she said, almost to herself. “It's been a while since I've felt that tongue. He used to spend forever down there when we were together. I’d completely lose track of time.”

Steph raised an eyebrow, a slow smile forming on her lips.

“Oh yeah?” she asked, glancing between them.

Megan nodded, a faint blush rising in her cheeks. She looked over at Jeff for a second before looking away again.

“We’d go out to that spot off the old service road,” she admitted. “Stay out there for hours sometimes. I used to get so nervous someone would catch us.”

Steph watched her with interest, then glanced over at Jeff.

“Sounds like that spot had a few memories,” she said casually.

Megan nodded again, her expression turning a little more distant as she thought back.

“It did. A lot, actually,” she said. “We had a few other spots though too.”

She paused for a moment, then continued, almost without meaning to.

“Like your old bedroom at your parents’ house,” she said, looking at Jeff again. “That was… that was a big one.”

“What made that one so big?” Steph asked.

Megan hesitated, her fingers lightly tracing the rim of her glass. For a second, it looked like she might brush the question off, but then she spoke.

“That’s where we lost our virginity to each other,” she said quietly. “We were both so nervous. We kept stopping and starting because we were scared of getting caught. But we wanted it to be special, so we waited until we had the house to ourselves one weekend.” She gave a small, almost shy smile. “It took a while. We were both really careful and gentle with each other. I remember after, we just laid there for a long time. He kept asking if I was okay.”

She glanced at Jeff again, her expression softer than it had been all night.

“It was a really big deal for both of us,” she added.

Jeff felt the words land like stones in his chest. He could still picture that afternoon so clearly — the nervous laughter, the way Megan had looked at him like he was the only person in the world. He thought they would be together forever at that time. And now here she was, freshly fucked and still leaking another man’s cum, casually talking about those same memories while Derek’s hand rested on her thigh.

The contrast was brutal. That sweet, careful boy who had given her his heart was gone. In his place was this version of himself. Swallowing another man’s load from his ex-girlfriend’s pussy while she watched and came again, is that what he'd become? The same woman who had once worn his ring, and his wife who still wore his ring, both were now calling themselves a slut for Derek’s cock. The humiliation twisted low in his gut, hot and shameful and impossible to ignore.

Steph let the silence hang for a moment before she spoke again, her voice light but unmistakably teasing.

“Sounds like that memory stuck in your minds,” she said. She looked over at Jeff with a knowing little smile. “I'm sure you thought you were going to be a perfect cute little couple that only ever had eyes for each other. Must feel strange, watching that same girl get fucked senseless right in front of you.”

Derek’s hand rested on Megan’s thigh, his thumb slowly stroking back and forth as he listened.

Megan glanced down at her drink, then back up.

“There was also that tree in the park,” she added quietly. “The one we planted together.”

Steph tilted her head, clearly interested.

“What was special about the tree?” she asked.

Megan was quiet for a moment, like she was deciding how much she wanted to say. Eventually, she spoke, her voice softer than before.

“We planted it the summer before junior year of high school,” she said. “It was kind of our thing. We picked it out together, dug the hole, and planted it in that little clearing near the back of the park. It was supposed to be something that would grow with us and represent how we’d always be together.”

She paused, her fingers lightly tracing the edge of her glass.

“Right after we finished planting it, Jeff gave me a promise ring,” she continued. “He told me he wanted to marry me someday.” She let out a small, almost sad laugh. “I wore that ring every day for a long time.”

Steph didn’t say anything right away. She just watched Megan with a thoughtful expression, then slowly turned her gaze toward Jeff.

“Damn,” she said eventually, her voice light but laced with something sharper. “That’s actually really sweet.” She took a sip of her drink, then added more gently, “Except as we sit here listening to her talk about that memory. You know that she just took a cock that you could never compete with.”

Derek let out a low chuckle, his hand giving Megan’s thigh a gentle squeeze.

Megan didn’t respond. She just stared down into her drink, her cheeks faintly flushed.

Jeff didn’t say anything either. He just sat there, gripping his glass a little tighter than necessary.

Steph smiled faintly and leaned back against the couch.

“We should probably do something normal for a bit,” she said, her tone shifting into something lighter. “You know what? Let’s play some spades.”

Megan looked up, surprised. Jeff blinked.

Steph’s mouth curved into a small, knowing smile as she met Jeff’s eyes.

“Seems appropriate, don’t you think?”

The double meaning hung in the air for a beat. Megan let out a short, slightly nervous laugh. Derek chuckled.

Steph stood and retrieved a deck of cards from the drawer. She headed for the kitchen table and began shuffling.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s play. Might help take the edge off.”

Megan hesitated for only a second before standing and moving to the kitchen to join her. Derek followed. Jeff moved more slowly, but eventually took his place.

As Steph dealt the first hand, Jeff found his mind drifting back to that tree anyway. He could still see the two of them as teenagers with the dirt on their hands, sun shining brightly. He remembered the shy way Megan had smiled when he gave her the ring. She had looked at him like he was her whole future.

Now she was sitting a few feet away with another man’s cum still inside her, casually talking about those same memories while still gaping from Derek's big cock. The contrast kept looping in his head, sharp and relentless, even as he picked up his cards and tried to focus on the game.


Chapter 13: Dinner Out

After the card game, Steph and Derek slept in the master bedroom, sending Jeff to the guest room. They weren't as active tonight. It seemed that Derek had finally gotten a little worn out. But still once in the night, Jeff heard his wife moaning to Derek about how good he fucked his new slut.

But even though Jeff's cock began to stiffen as he heard them, he rolled over and went back to sleep. He was worn out from his own orgasms.

The next day seemed to start off really well. No one mentioned the previous night, which allowed Jeff to relax a bit. Megan seemed a little shy around him at first, but by mid-morning she was acting more like her usual self. Derek was in a good mood, and Steph was being surprisingly sweet to everyone.

Around noon, Steph suggested they go out for dinner.

“I think we could all use a nice meal somewhere that isn’t this house,” she said, smiling at Jeff. “You’ve been cooped up here for days. Let’s go somewhere decent.”

No one argued. Jeff actually liked the idea. Getting out of the house and doing something normal felt like it might help reset things.

They ended up at a nicer Italian place downtown. The hostess seated them at a regular booth near the back. Steph and Derek slid in on one side, sitting next to each other. Jeff and Megan took the seats across from them.

It didn’t take long for Steph and Derek to start their usual routine.

Steph leaned into Derek’s side, laughing softly at something he said. She rested her hand on his thigh under the table, and every now and then she’d turn and kiss his neck or whisper something in his ear that made him grin. Derek played along perfectly, draping his arm around her shoulders and occasionally letting his hand drift down to rest possessively on her hip. They weren’t being inappropriate, but it was obvious to anyone watching that there was something very sexual between them.

Jeff sat awkwardly, not knowing if he should watch or look away.

They were halfway through their appetizers when two couples walked past their table.

“Jeff? Megan? Holy shit, is that you guys?”

It was Mike Reynolds and his wife Lisa, along with Ryan Thompson and his wife Ashley. Jeff and Megan had gone to high school with all of them.

Megan’s face lit up. “Oh my God! Hey! I haven't seen you guys in forever!”

The four of them stopped at the edge of the table, smiling.

“We’re just grabbing dinner before a movie later,” Lisa said. She looked between Jeff and Megan, glancing at the rings on their hands before giving a warm, knowing smile. “Wow… I can’t believe it. You two finally got married, huh?”

Jeff felt his stomach drop. He opened his mouth to say something, but the words caught in his throat. He didn’t want to draw attention to the situation — especially not with Steph sitting across from him with Derek’s arm around her shoulders.

Mike chuckled. “Come on, we all knew you two were gonna end up married eventually. You were the 'it' couple back in high school.”

There was an awkward pause.

Megan glanced at Jeff, then turned back to their old friends with a small, slightly amused smile.

“Actually, I'm just in town visiting,” she said lightly, nodding toward Steph. “This is Jeff’s wife."

The four of them went quiet for a second, clearly surprised. Their eyes moved between Jeff, Steph, Megan, and Derek — taking in the seating arrangement and the obvious chemistry between Steph and Derek. Derek still had his arm around Steph, and her hand was resting comfortably on his thigh.

Mike blinked. “Oh… damn. Sorry, man. We just assumed… you two were so close back then.”

Ryan gave a small laugh, but there was clear curiosity in his eyes as he looked at Steph and Derek.

“So… wait,” Ryan said, glancing between Jeff and Steph. “You’re married to Steph and Megan’s just… here with you guys?”

There was an awkward pause.

Lisa tilted her head, studying the table. “I’m sorry if this is rude, but I’m a little confused. You all seem really close. And the way you’re sitting…” She gestured lightly at Steph and Derek. “You two look like you’re together.”

Steph smiled sweetly and leaned into Derek a little more, looking directly into his eyes for a moment.

“Something like that,” she said simply with a smile.

The four of them exchanged glances. Mike rubbed the back of his neck, clearly trying to figure out how to respond without being rude.

“So, you’re okay with that?” he asked Jeff, his tone careful but genuinely curious. “I mean, your wife and your… friend?”

Jeff’s face burned. He could feel everyone looking at him. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Megan let out a soft laugh beside him and glanced at Jeff with a playful little smirk.

“Oh, he’s very okay with it,” she said, her voice warm but teasing. “Trust me.”

Jeff shot her a look, but she just smiled innocently and took a sip of her water.

Lisa’s eyebrows rose slightly, clearly picking up on the vibe now. “Wow. Okay. I didn’t expect that.”

Ryan chuckled, shaking his head. “Damn, Jeff. You’ve always been full of surprises.”

Mike looked between Steph and Derek again, then back at Jeff. “So, how does that even work? Like, you’re all just… cool with everything?”

Jeff wanted to disappear into the floor. He could feel the heat crawling up his neck. Before he could come up with any kind of answer, Megan spoke again.

“Let’s just say Jeff’s very understanding,” she said, her tone light but clearly enjoying herself. “He likes to keep things interesting.”

Steph laughed softly and gave Derek’s thigh a little squeeze under the table, making no effort to hide it.

The four high school friends looked at each other, clearly trying to process what they were hearing.

“Well, shit,” Mike finally said with a small laugh. “I don’t even know what to say to that.”

Lisa smiled politely, though she still looked a little stunned. “As long as everyone’s happy, I guess — at least most of you anyway.”

Ryan grinned and shook his head again. “You do you, buddy.”

They stayed for another minute or two of awkward small talk before finally excusing themselves to head out to their movie. But even as they walked away, Jeff could feel their eyes flicking back toward their booth one last time.

Once they were gone, Megan turned to Jeff with a small, satisfied smile.

“That was fun,” she said quietly to the other three. “You should’ve seen your face, Jeff.”

Steph smirked from across the table, clearly pleased with how everything had played out.

Jeff sat there in silence, his face still burning, his cock traitorously hard in his pants.


Chapter 14: The Theater

After dinner, the four of them left the restaurant and crossed the parking lot toward the car. Steph suddenly slowed her steps.

Up ahead, the four high school friends they’d seen earlier were heading toward one of the theaters on the right side of the building. Steph’s eyes narrowed with interest. A wicked smile curved her lips.

“I’ve got an idea,” she murmured, voice low and charged with excitement. “Let’s go see a movie.”

Jeff shot her a wary glance, already sensing trouble. “A movie? Right now?”

Steph didn’t answer. Her gaze stayed locked on the group as they reached the theater entrance and disappeared inside an action film that had been out for weeks.

“Hmmm,” she said, turning to the others with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I think we should see an action movie.”

Derek raised an eyebrow, clearly trying to understand what she was planning. Megan tilted her head, curious but silent. Jeff just went along, resolved to play out whatever Steph wanted to do.

Steph led them inside without hesitation. She took her time at the concessions stand, deliberately drawing things out before they finally stepped into the darkened theater.

Once inside, she scanned the rows. The four high school friends were seated near the back, a few rows from the very last row. Perfect.

Steph chose seats five rows ahead of them, right in the center. Jeff and Megan didn’t notice the other couples at first, and Steph made a point to act as though she hadn’t seen them either as they settled in.

The lights dimmed and the previews began. The theater wasn’t crowded. The movie had been out for weeks, which explained the emptiness, but there were still enough people scattered throughout the rows in front of them and a handful of others besides the couples behind them.

For the first twenty minutes or so, they watched in relative quiet. Steph was restless, but she forced herself to wait until the film was well underway before she made her move.

Finally, she shifted closer to Derek, resting her hand on his thigh. A few minutes later, she leaned in and kissed him softly. The kisses quickly deepened. Jeff glanced over and immediately looked away, his face flushing hot. Even with this being an R-rated film, the intensity was becoming more than your normal public affection.

Megan noticed too. She glanced at Jeff with a small, knowing smile but said nothing.

Steph’s hand slid higher up Derek’s thigh, stroking the thick outline of his cock through his pants. Jeff and Megan could both see the massive shape running down his pant leg as Steph rubbed him slowly.

Jeff sat right beside Steph and had an unobstructed view of everything. Megan, seated on Jeff’s other side, slipped her hand into his lap. She could feel him already rock-hard from watching his wife.

Then Steph casually reached over and unzipped Derek’s pants, pulling out his thick cock right there in the theater. She began stroking him in slow, steady pumps, her left hand gliding up and down his shaft while she continued kissing him.

Jeff’s cock twitched violently in his pants. He couldn’t believe his wife was doing this in public. He hoped no one he knew saw them.

When Megan leaned over to whisper to him, Jeff assumed she was about to suggest he ask them to stop. Instead, her voice dropped into a seductive, breathy octave.

“Mmm… she can’t help herself. Derek is just too irresistible. She wants him... even where other people can see.”

Her hand continued gliding over the hard bulge in Jeff’s pants.

“Mike, Ryan, Lisa, and Ashley are sitting just a few rows behind us,” she whispered. “They’re watching your wife make out with another man while she sits next to you. I’m sure they’ll put everything together once the baby arrives… a tall Black man clearly fucking your wife, and then a Black baby showing up a few months later. I wonder how many people from school they’ll tell?”

Fuck.

A few rows back, the high school couples had definitely noticed the heavy kissing. Jeff could feel their eyes on the back of his neck.

Steph must have sensed it too. She suddenly pulled away from the kiss, glanced over her shoulder just enough to confirm they were watching, and then slowly lowered her head into Derek’s lap.

Her head began bobbing up and down.

There was no mistaking it. Steph was sucking Derek’s cock right there in the middle of the theater.

Jeff’s breath caught in his throat. His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper.

Beside him, Megan shifted closer. She reached over, unzipped his pants, and freed his aching cock. She wrapped her hand around it and started stroking him in slow, methodical pumps, her eyes locked on Steph’s moving head.

“God, look at her,” Megan whispered into his ear, voice low and teasing. “Your wife is sucking Derek’s cock in a public movie theater. Right in front of everyone.”

Jeff bit his lip hard, fighting back a moan.

Megan kept stroking him, her grip firm and steady.

“She’s such a filthy slut for him,” she continued softly. “I bet those people behind us can see everything. I bet they’re watching her head go up and down right now, realizing exactly what she’s doing. I wonder if it’s turning them on… watching you get cucked in front of them like this.”

Jeff risked a quick glance back. Sure enough, all four of them were staring. Their eyes were wide, clearly shocked, but unable to look away.

Megan followed his gaze and smiled.

“Oh yeah. They see,” she whispered, stroking him faster. “They know. They know your wife is sucking another man’s cock while you sit here and watch like a good little cuckold.”

Jeff’s cock jerked hard in her hand.

Megan leaned in even closer, her lips brushing his ear.

“And now that they know the truth about you, Jeff. I'm sure they'll want to tell others. Soon everyone we went to high school with will know too. All the girls who used to want you when you were with me… all the guys from your basketball team… especially the Black guys. I bet they’ll be all over Steph at the next reunion. How many of them do you think she’ll end up fucking?”

Jeff’s face burned with humiliation, but his cock throbbed and leaked steadily over Megan’s fingers.

Next to him, Steph’s head continued its steady rhythm in Derek’s lap. She was mostly quiet, but the wet, rhythmic slurping sounds carried clearly to Jeff and Megan.

It didn’t take long.

Derek’s hand tightened on the armrest as he came. Steph stayed down, gulping audibly as she tried to swallow every thick rope of his heavy load. When she finally lifted her head, cum glistened at the corners of her mouth. She turned toward Jeff and Megan, opened her mouth to show them the creamy mess she still held on her tongue, then swallowed with a soft moan. She wiped her lips and glanced back at the other couples with a satisfied little smile.

Jeff couldn’t hold back any longer.

He came hard, thick ropes of cum spraying as Megan angled him toward his shirt and then his pants. She kept stroking him through every pulse, milking him completely while he shook and bit down on his lip to stay silent.

Megan giggled softly and tucked him back into his pants, wiping her hand on his thigh.

“Messy boy,” she whispered.

They sat in tense silence for the rest of the movie, hearts pounding.

When the credits rolled and the lights came up, Jeff waited several minutes before standing, hoping the other couples would already be gone. But as they stepped into the lobby, Mike, Lisa, Ryan, and Ashley were waiting near the exit.

The four of them turned as Jeff’s group approached.

Mike gave Jeff a long, pointed look, his eyes dropped to his shirt and then moved back to his face. Then he smirked.

“Well, that was one hell of a movie,” he said, his tone light but dripping with meaning.

Ryan chuckled and shook his head. “Yeah. Some parts were pretty intense.”

Lisa glanced at Steph, then at Derek, before turning back to Jeff with one raised eyebrow.

“You guys really know how to make an impression,” she said sweetly, though her voice carried a sharp edge. “I don’t think we’ll forget tonight anytime soon.”

Ashley just smiled and gave Jeff a little wave as they turned to leave. After a few steps she looked back over her shoulder.

“You know, Jeff… you really should get those clothes washed.”

“See you around, Jeff,” Lisa called without turning back.

The four of them walked out, leaving Jeff standing there with his face on fire and his cum drying on his shirt.

Megan leaned in close and whispered in his ear.

“Told you they’d know.”


Chapter 15: Where They Began

When they returned home that night, the four of them sat in the kitchen, drinking wine and playing cards. They chatted about mostly mundane things until Steph asked, “Which spot would you two say was the most special for you?”

Jeff was caught off guard by the question. Megan’s eyes darted quickly to Steph, trying to read where she was going with this.

“Sorry,” Steph said with a chuckle. “I’ve been thinking about it since our conversation yesterday. Both the bed and the tree seemed special, but I was curious if one stood out more than the other.”

“I guess it’s hard to decide,” Megan answered. “The first time is always special, right? But the tree was where we realized we wanted to be together forever… or at least thought we were. I went back to that tree several times after Jeff got together with you, hoping it would somehow bring us back together.”

“So the tree might be the more special one?” Steph followed up.

“It’s really a tough call, but those are definitely the top two.”

“Even though we aren’t together anymore, you know I’ll always care about Megan and those memories,” Jeff said. “Every time I see my old bed at my parents’ house, that first night comes rushing back. It’s all I can see when I look at it. And the tree… even as it’s grown, I still see the day we planted it and the moment I gave her that ring. Even driving past that park only reminds me of that day. Megan’s right — there really isn’t just one special spot.”

“Do you still have that ring, Megan?” Steph asked, genuinely curious.

Megan blushed and looked down for a moment.

“Yes… I’ve actually always kept it in the small pocket of my purse. It felt too special to throw away, and it became a sort of security blanket for me. Like if I kept it safe and with me, there would always be a chance for us. I know it’s silly now that I’m married with a child, but… I still carry it,” she admitted softly.

“Can we see it?” Steph asked, her voice gentle but eager.

Megan got up and walked over to the table by the door, reaching for her purse. She pulled out a small golden ring with three small sapphires offset by four smaller diamonds. It wasn’t flashy, but it was delicate and pretty, and the stones caught the light beautifully.

“That’s lovely,” Steph said, smiling sweetly as she looked at the ring. “And it’s really sweet that you two still have those memories together.” She paused, then added with a wicked little smile, “You’ll always be able to cherish those special moments… even though Derek is stretching her pussy out with his big cock now.”

Jeff’s face burned with humiliation. Steph’s crude words landed like a slap, turning the most private, cherished moments of his life into something dirty and cheap right in front of everyone. His stomach twisted as a fresh wave of shame washed over him, yet his cock twitched traitorously in his pants at the same time. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, unable to meet anyone’s eyes, while Megan glanced at him with a small, knowing smile that only made the humiliation burn hotter.

The next morning, Steph’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter. She glanced at it and smiled.

“Oh, that's right,” she announced. “Your parents are out of town today. They sent me a text earlier this week and asked if I could swing by and let the dog out this afternoon.”

Jeff nodded, still half-asleep with his coffee. “Yeah, they’re visiting my aunt in Springfield.”

Steph’s eyes sparkled with sudden mischief. “Great. Why don’t we all go? It’ll be a nice little trip down memory lane.”

"Yeah! That would be so fun!" Megan yipped gleefully.

Jeff knew that Steph wouldn't drag everyone along unless she had something planned, but there was really nothing that

An hour later the four of them pulled into the driveway of Jeff’s childhood home. The house was quiet, the dog happy to see them. After letting the dog out and giving him a quick walk, Steph led them upstairs like she owned the place.

She stopped outside the door to Jeff’s old bedroom and pushed it open with a dramatic flourish.

“After you,” she said sweetly.

Megan stepped inside first. The moment she saw the familiar bed, she let out a soft laugh and flung herself backward onto it, arms spread wide.

“Oh my God,” she said, bouncing once on the mattress. “It’s exactly the same.”

Jeff stood in the doorway, heart pounding. The room looked almost untouched. His old posters were still on the walls. His parents hadn't changed a thing since he left home. They had enough space in their home that there was really no need.

Jeff noticed the small stuffed bear Megan had given him for his sixteenth birthday lying on his old pillow. It was the one she’d picked out because it reminded her of him.

Steph leaned against the doorframe, watching them both with a knowing smile.

“Remember what we were talking about last night?” she asked casually. “How every time you two see this room or this bed, the only thing you can picture is the two of you in it?”

Megan propped herself up on her elbows, still lying on the bed. “Yeah, I can’t even look at it without thinking about that first time.”

Jeff swallowed hard. “Same.”

Steph’s smile turned wicked. She walked over to Derek, ran her hand down his chest, and looked back at Jeff.

“Well, from now on, you’re both going to have a very different memory when you think about this room.”

Derek didn’t need any more invitation. He stepped forward, grabbed Megan by the ankles, and pulled her to the edge of the bed as she squealed. In one smooth motion he flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her shorts and panties down, and pushed her knees apart.

Megan let out a breathless laugh that quickly turned into a moan as Derek lined up and sank into her in one long thrust.

“Oh fuck…” she gasped, gripping the sheets.

Steph moved behind Jeff, pressing her body against his back. She slid one hand down to rub his already-hard cock through his pants while she whispered right in his ear.

“Look at that, baby. Derek is fucking your ex on the exact same bed where you took her virginity. The same bed where you lost yours.”

Derek started thrusting harder, the old bed creaking under them. Megan’s shameless moans filled the room. She sounded nothing like the shy girl Jeff used to know.

Steph kept stroking Jeff slowly, her voice low and filthy.

“Every time you enter this house from now on, you’re going to remember this. Not the sweet little memory of your first time. You’re going to remember Derek owning Megan's pussy right here on your childhood bed — fucking her way better than you ever have.”

Megan turned her head, cheek pressed against Jeff’s old pillow, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“God, he’s so deep,” she moaned, looking straight at Jeff. “Deeper than I've ever had.”

Derek had gotten a little more of his cock in this time. Steph knew from experience that it would take a few more fucks before he'd be able to sink balls-deep into her.

She chuckled softly and squeezed Jeff’s cock.

“Tell him, Megan. Tell Jeff how much better Derek feels in the same spot where Jeff used to make love to you.”

Megan’s voice came out shaky between thrusts. “I can't believe... oh fuck, I can't believe we're fucking on your bed. He's pounding me so good on the bed where you were so gentle. Oh my God... this is so much better.”

Derek’s pace grew faster as he thrust harder. They were under the same wall covered in posters. Jeff's favorite bands were watching that night that he and Megan first had sex, and now they were looking on as Derek took Megan's pussy so much better than Jeff had taken her.

Derek suddenly pulled out with a deep groan. He flipped Megan onto her back, straddled her chest, and aimed his throbbing cock directly at her face.

Megan opened her mouth wide, eyes locked on Jeff, tongue out like an eager slut.

Derek’s cock pulsed hard.

The first thick rope of cum blasted out like a firehose, landing squarely across Megan’s forehead and splattering into her hair. The second and third ropes were even heavier, painting both cheeks and her nose in heavy white streaks. Rope after rope kept coming, many overshooting and landing with a thumping sound against the pillow under her head. Several more landed on their target though, splashing against Megan's lips and chin as she opened her mouth to catch the sweet nectar. Soon, her entire face was glazed in a shiny, dripping mask of cum.

The aftermath looked like an orgy had just taken place. Megan's hair had several streaks of the thick liquid creating white lines across her dark brown locks. Jeff's old pillowcase had puddles of the viscous cum across it's surface, soaking deep into the pillow beneath it's cover.

The stuffed bear seem to take almost as much as Megan. The bear’s soft fur was drenched; thick strands of semen clung to its face, ears, and body, running down in slow, heavy rivulets. The load was so voluminous and so thick that even after some of it began to soak in, a glossy, opaque layer still coated the surface of the bear.

Steph stroked Jeff faster, feeling his cock throb at the sight. "He's just desecrated one of your spots, cucky. Look at how he marked her and your memory," Steph purred into his ear.

Jeff's cock unloaded. Spurt after spurt pulsed over Steph's fingers, landing uselessly onto the light carpet.

Derek kept stroking himself, milking out the last heavy spurts. He had managed to make everything an obscene, glistening mess that would be impossible to clean completely.

Megan lay there panting, cum dripping from her chin onto her tits. She reached over with cum-covered fingers, picked up the soaked stuffed bear, and brought it to her lips. She kissed it deeply, smearing even more of Derek’s thick load across her mouth as she did.

“Mmm,” she moaned softly, pulling back just enough to speak, her voice thick with lust. “It tastes so much better kissing little Jeffie while he’s covered in Derek’s cum.”

She held the cum-drenched bear up so Jeff could see the thick, sticky layer still clinging to its fur, then kissed it again with a soft, satisfied laugh.

"Little Jeffie" was the name Megan had given the bear when she gave it to Jeff. Now, with the bear covered in Derek's cum as much as Jeff's first love, the name just seemed humiliating.

Steph gave Jeff’s cock one last slow stroke and whispered hotly in his ear.

“See, baby? Now every single time you think about this room… this is what you’ll see. Not your sweet first time. Just Derek painting your ex’s face and your childhood pillow and that special little bear with the biggest load I’ve ever seen him shoot.”

Jeff stood there, cock still dribbling, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene on his old bed.

The room that used to hold all his innocent memories now held something very different. Steph was right, it would never be the same again.


Chapter 16: A Night In

The evening after the intense afternoon at Jeff’s parents’ house, the four of them decided to stay in. No one had the energy to go anywhere. After everything that had happened so far that weekend, a quiet night at home felt right.

They cooked dinner together, Jeff and Derek grilling steaks as the Steph and Megan prepared sides. They opened a nice bottle of wine that paired well with their ribeyes and enjoyed good conversation around the kitchen table as they ate. The conversation started light at first, but it didn’t take long for it to drift into more intimate territory.

Steph rested her hand on her stomach and smiled. “I still can’t believe I’m pregnant with Derek's baby.”

Megan looked at her with open curiosity. “So, how are you actually going to handle this? I'm not sure Jeff's face can stand up to many questions,” Megan said, laughing. “Plus, the way you and Derek are around each other, it's not hard to tell there's something going on there.”

Steph laughed softly. “Yeah, it is hard to keep things in check when I'm around this stud,” she said, placing her hand gently on Derek's shoulder. “We'll have to practice, I guess.”

Megan smiled but looked unconvinced.

“I know. I know. It's definitely going to be difficult. I was teasing Jeff with how we would tell everyone when we first found out I was pregnant. I told him that I'd tell our families that I just wasn't satisfied with his little dick, so I had to fuck Derek's big black one and forgot to have him pull out,” Steph told Megan. “Jeff was so turned on, it makes me want to tell them that for real.”

“Babe...,” Jeff pleaded.

“Seriously, I think the artificial insemination story will work well enough,” Steph continued, “I'm sure people will always have questions in their minds no matter what we tell them, but as long as we're happy, I don't care much if anyone else wants to judge us.”

Steph looked into Derek's eyes lovingly. “There's no way that this man is not going to be in my life.”

Derek pressed his lips against hers as they began to kiss lightly at first, but it grew heavier quickly.

Steph turned her attention back to Megan, her voice teasing but playful. “I love teasing Jeff with it too. Watching his face when I remind him that another man, a much better man, is the one who put this baby inside me. It turns me on so much.”

Jeff shifted in his seat, his face warming. He could feel that familiar mix of shame and arousal rising in his chest.

The air in the room grew thick with tension as Steph and Derek resumed making out, her hand sliding up his thigh. Derek responded immediately, pulling her closer and kissing her back with clear hunger. The kiss became more heated. Their tongues were sliding, hands were roaming. Clothing wasn't slowing them from touching each other intimately.

Megan and Jeff watched from across the table, both clearly aroused at the spectacle. Jeff’s cock was already hard in his pants from the teasing, and watching them make out was only serving to make his cock leak.

He could see Megan shifting in her seat, her breathing a little heavier.

Steph eventually broke the kiss and glanced between Jeff and Megan, a playful spark in her eyes.

“You two look like you’re about to explode,” she said with a soft laugh. Then her expression turned more thoughtful. “You know what? I think Jeff should fuck you, Megan. One more time.”

Jeff’s eyes widened. “Steph… are you sure?”

She looked at him with complete trust and calm. “I’m sure. I want you to. I trust you completely.” She reached across the table and took his hand, squeezing it gently. “Go on. Take her to the bedroom.”

Jeff’s heart was pounding as he stood up. Megan followed him without hesitation, her cheeks flushed.

Once in the bedroom, Jeff laid Megan down and slowly undressed her. When he pushed inside her a powerful wave of emotion hit him. This was the woman he had loved for years, the woman he had lost his virginity to. For a few minutes it almost felt like old times. He moved inside her easily and Megan moaned softly beneath him, her hands gripping his back. She still felt so good, so familiar. For a brief moment his mind slipped back to when they were together, to the nervous laughter and the way she had once looked at him like he was the only person in the world.

Steph and Derek stood in the doorway watching.

After a while, Steph spoke up, her voice teasing but light. “How does he feel, Megan?”

Megan moaned. “He feels… good. I had dreamed of this moment for years, but...”

Steph smiled. “But now that you've had Derek, it's different, isn't it?”

Megan hesitated for only a second before answering honestly. “Yeah. Sorry, Jeff. Derek just feels so different from you.”

Jeff’s cock twitched hard inside her at those words. The mild humiliation only made him harder. He started fucking her faster, chasing the pleasure.

Steph kept going. “Tell him how much better Derek feels. Tell him how much deeper he gets. How much harder he makes you cum.”

Megan’s voice came out shaky and breathless. “It's true. He stretches me so much more, Jeff. He hits places you never could. And when he fucks me… God, it feels so much better.”

Jeff could feel the tension building in his body as she continued.

"You always made sweet love to me. Soft and gentle. But Derek makes me come so easily, and his big cock stretches me, pressing so deep inside me. His cock makes yours feel tiny, Jeff. And he comes so hard, I can feel it hitting my cervix, flooding me. You could never compete with that."

Jeff groaned, the combination of Megan’s words and the feeling of her pussy, still coated in Derek's come from that afternoon, pushing him over the edge. He buried his face in her neck and came hard, filling her with his cum.

Steph smiled approvingly from the doorway. “Good boy.”

Then she looked at Derek. “Your turn. Fuck her so she can compare.”

Derek stepped forward with a confident smirk. He pulled Megan to the edge of the bed and slid into her in one smooth thrust. Megan’s eyes rolled back and she let out a loud, desperate moan.

“Oh my fucking God…” she gasped loudly.

Steph moved behind Jeff and wrapped her hand around his softening cock, stroking him slowly as they both watched.

“Listen to her,” Steph whispered in his ear. “Listen to how much better he feels. She’s moaning so much louder for him than she did for you.”

Megan’s moans grew louder and more desperate as Derek fucked her deep and hard. Steph kept stroking Jeff while talking dirty.

“You hear that? She's getting properly fucked now. Derek owns her pussy. Just like he owns mine. And you’re going to watch him claim both of us over and over again.”

Jeff was rock hard again in Steph’s hand, his breathing ragged as he watched Derek claim Megan right in front of him.

Steph leaned in closer, her voice low and filthy. “Tell me how much better he feels, Megan. Be honest. How does Derek’s big black cock compare to Jeff’s?”

Megan could barely speak between moans. “He’s so much bigger, so much deeper… I can feel him in my stomach. Fuck, he’s ruining me…”

"Do you like Derek's black cock better than Jeff's little white dick?" Steph asked, teasing her husband.

"Fuck, yes! God, it's so much better. Thank you... thank you for giving me to him," Megan moaned.

Steph smiled and stroked Jeff faster. “You hear that, baby? She loves his cock so much more than yours. And you’re going to watch him fill her up while I stroke your pathetic little dick.”

Derek fucked Megan harder, the bed creaking beneath them. Megan’s moans turned into cries of pleasure as she came hard around his cock. Derek wasn’t far behind. With a deep groan, he buried himself inside her and came, flooding her pussy with his thick load.

Steph kept stroking Jeff as they watched Derek pull out, thick cum slowly leaking from Megan’s stretched pussy.

Jeff came again in Steph’s hand, his cum spilling over her fingers as he watched the scene in front of him.

Steph kissed his neck and whispered, “Good boy. Now clean Megan up.”


Chapter 17: The Tree

The next morning the four slept in, trying to recover from the excitement of the previous day and the disappointment in knowing that Megan would need to head home later that afternoon. It would mean the end to their adventures for now.

Once they were up, Steph suggested a brunch outing. Everyone agreed that it sounded like a great end to Megan's trip. This decided, they hopped into Derek's SUV as he drove them to the restaurant Steph suggested.

When they went into the restaurant, Steph told Megan that they needed to use the ladies room. Jeff and Derek sat in the booth as the girls walked toward the back of the restaurant.

When they returned, Steph and Megan looked like they had a secret. Steph was flashing her guilty smile, and Megan was blushing as she sat.

It took a couple of minutes before Jeff noticed, but Megan was wearing the ring he had given at the tree years ago on her right ring finger. Megan saw Jeff looking at her hand, blushed a little again, and just smiled at him.

Was she feeling something for him again?

Jeff enjoyed the thought that maybe having sex with her brought back her old feelings for him. He knew that he would never leave Steph, but maybe next time Megan visited, he would be able to have sex with her while Derek and Steph did their thing.

As they finished their brunch, they began discussing what to do for the rest of the day. Everyone seemed to agree that the day should be relaxing. Both women had made it clear they wanted Derek inside them again before the day ended. Then Steph voiced what everyone else was thinking.

"I think we should enjoy this beautiful day and take a drive somewhere we can enjoy the sun... like maybe the beach," she said with a small, knowing smile.

Everyone agreed it would be nice to get out and enjoy some rays. It was the first really nice day in several weeks.

As they drove, Jeff was riding in the passenger seat as Megan and Steph chatted quietly in the back, giggling often. Jeff thought it was a little strange that Megan seemed to be pointing the way to Derek as he drove. Jeff assumed that she must know a specific spot.

As they turned down Maple Street, Jeff wondered where they were headed.

"There isn't a beach over here," he said, confused.

"No, but there's a beautiful park," Steph said, that same evil grin on her face again.

"Oh no," Jeff muttered.

They were going to their park, his and Megan's, their tree.

This can't be good.

They parked and walked along the path toward the back of the park. Steph and Derek held hands as they walked. Jeff and Megan flanked them on opposite sides.

Jeff could see the tree before they got to it. It had grown quite a bit more since the last time he was here. There was a decent amount of shade beneath the tree now.

They stopped just under the shade as they looked at the tree. It was growing well.

"So this is the tree..." Steph said, more of a statement than a question. "What do you think Megan? Bring back any old memories or feelings?"

"Yeahhh," she replied, placing her right hand on the tree as if searching for its heartbeat. "I remember that day like it was yesterday. We were so connected, so close."

"Like it was the only thing you could think about when you see it?" Steph grinned at her as she released Derek's hand from hers.

Derek moved to Megan, pressing the front of her body against the trunk of the maple tree as he reached around to squeeze her breast and kissed her neck.

"I have a feeling that's about to change... for both of you," Steph teased, looking at Jeff.

Megan began to moan as Derek's hands slid all over her body. Derek spun her around, locking his mouth to hers as his hand slipped under her skirt to rub her swollen pussy lips.

Jeff could feel his cock pressing against the leg of his pants as it stiffened watching them. Steph moved closer, once again wanting to heighten his arousal at watching another of Jeff and Megan's special moments be claimed by Derek's cock.

Derek gripped Megan’s thighs and drove into her harder, pinning her against the tree. The rough bark scraped against her back, but she didn’t seem to care. Her moans echoed through the quiet park as Derek fucked her with deep, powerful strokes.

Steph stood beside Jeff, watching the scene with a wicked smile. She reached over and gave his cock a slow squeeze through his pants.

“Look at them,” she whispered. “Your ex-girlfriend getting fucked against the same tree where you promised your love to each other. How does that make you feel, baby?”

Jeff swallowed hard, his face burning. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Derek’s thick black cock stretching Megan’s pussy, her juices already coating his shaft and dripping down onto the roots of the tree.

“You planted this tree together,” Steph continued, her voice low and teasing. “And now Derek is claiming it. Claiming her. Right where you both swore your love to each other.”

Megan’s moans grew louder as Derek fucked her faster. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. Every thrust made the tree shake slightly, leaves rustling above them.

Steph leaned in closer to Jeff. “You remember how sweet and innocent she used to be? Now look at her. Begging for his cock like a desperate little slut. And you’re just standing there watching, like the good little cuckold you are.”

Jeff’s cock throbbed painfully in his pants. He hated how much her words turned him on.

Derek suddenly pulled out of Megan with a wet sound. His massive cock was glistening with her juices. He spun her around so she was facing the tree, then bent her over and slammed back into her from behind. Megan cried out, her hands pressing against the trunk for support as Derek pounded into her.

“Fuck, Derek!” she moaned. “Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”

Steph laughed softly. “Listen to her, Jeff. She never begged you like that, did she?”

Derek fucked Megan harder, his heavy balls slapping against her with every thrust. Her moans turned into desperate whimpers as she pushed back against him, desperately trying to take in every inch.

Derek continued fucking Megan with deep, pounding thrusts as her moans rang out through the park. Megan’s moans turned into cries of pleasure as she came hard around his cock. Derek wasn’t far behind.

"Where do you want this nut, baby?" Derek asked.

Jeff noticed that Megan's eyes flicked up to Steph for just a second, and Steph gave her a slight nod.

"Right here," she said, pointing to her face and open mouth with her right hand. She didn't pull her hand back though. She actually spread her fingers, holding the palm of her hand against her chin.

And there it was. The ring.

She was leaving her hand there to put the ring in the line of fire. The promise ring Jeff had given her. The ring that she carried around with her long after they were no longer together. The ring that meant so much to her before... before Derek.

Derek suddenly pulled out of Megan with a wet sound. His massive black cock was glistening and throbbing, still rock hard and ready to explode. Megan dropped to her knees as he took a step closer and aimed his cock directly at Megan’s face and hand.

Derek let out a deep groan as he came.

The first thick blast hit Megan’s face with force, streaking across her cheek and landing directly on the promise ring she still wore. The second and third ropes were heavier, painting her forehead, streaking her hair, and splattering the trunk of the tree behind her. Rope after rope followed, the heavy load marking both the woman and the tree that had once symbolized their future.

Jeff watched the small golden ring disappear beneath the thick, milky layer, the same ring he had placed on her finger the day they planted the tree now completely claimed. Cum dripped from Megan’s chin onto her breasts and ran down the bark in slow, glossy trails, soaking into the roots where they had once stood together.

By the time Derek finished, Megan’s face was glazed and the tree behind her glistened with streaks of white that would dry there and take days to fade.

Megan looked up at Jeff through cum-covered eyelashes, the promise ring still on her finger, almost unrecognizable beneath the thick, milky layer coating it. She gave him a satisfied, cum-drunk smile.

Steph stepped forward and gently took Megan’s hand, lifting it so Jeff could see the ring clearly. It was completely covered in Derek’s heavy, pearly cum.

“Looks like your promise ring has a new memory now,” she said softly, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Every time you think about this tree, this is what you’ll see. Not the day you you promised yourselves to each other… but the day Derek claimed both your ex-girlfriend, the tree, and the ring you gave her.”

"Do you want to add yours too, Jeffy?" Megan asked with an overly sweet voice as she reached out with her cum-covered hand to open his pants.

Her hand immediately left wet marks as she reached in to extract his dick. She used her right hand, the hadn't slathered in Derek's cum, and began stroking.

The cum, acting as a lube, made her hand extra slippery. Jeff looked down to see her looking up at him, smiling through the semen mask at him. Jeff could just make out the sapphires through the layer on the ring.

He couldn't hold back.

There was no way Jeff could produce what Derek did, but he still shot a very respectable load. Megan opened her mouth, aiming the tip of Jeff's dick between her lips. He unloaded, spurting four or five heavy bolts of cum onto her tongue.

Once he was done, Jeff felt somewhat proud of himself for coming more than he usually did. But it was short-lived pride.

Megan smiled again, as she used both hands to push and scoop the opaque liquid from her face into her mouth. By the time she was done, Jeff was certain that his meager cum load was completely and utterly overwhelmed by Derek's thick seed.

"Even his sperm dominates yours," Steph giggled. "Derek is clearly the superior man here."

Jeff stood there in stunned silence, his cock still pulsing, his mind spinning. The tree that once symbolized their love and future now stood marked by another man’s claim. The ring that used to mean something special was now coated in the same thick load that had just filled the woman he had once promised forever. Nothing about this place would ever feel innocent again.


Chapter 18: The Ring

They returned home at two in the afternoon.

The car had been quiet the entire drive back from the park. Megan sat in the back with Derek, her body still loose and flushed from what had happened beneath the tree. Every few minutes Jeff caught her reflection in the rearview mirror. Her cheeks were still pink, streaks of cum in her hair, and the promise ring remained on her finger. Faint traces of dried cum reflected the light on her face from where Derek had marked her.

Steph reached over and rested her hand on Jeff’s thigh as he pulled into the driveway. She gave it a gentle squeeze but said nothing. The silence between them felt heavier than words.

Inside the house the air was thick with everything that had already happened and everything still to come. Megan went straight to the guest bathroom. When she emerged twenty minutes later wearing one of Steph’s soft robes, her hair was damp and her skin carried the faint scent of soap. She avoided Jeff’s eyes at first, offering only a small, almost shy smile before settling onto the couch beside Derek.

The next two hours moved slowly.

They sat in the living room with the television on with the volume low, though no one was really watching. Conversation came in short bursts. Megan mentioned the long drive ahead of her and how she needed to be home before dark. Derek kept one arm draped along the back of the couch, his fingers occasionally brushing her shoulder. Steph stayed close to Jeff, her presence steady and grounding, but even she seemed aware of the tension simmering just beneath the surface.

Jeff couldn’t stop looking at the promise ring on Megan’s finger.

Every time she moved her hand, the small stones caught the light. He remembered the day he had given it to her all those years ago. He remembered the way her face had lit up. Now that same ring sat on the finger of a woman who had spent the afternoon pressed against a tree while another man used her.

By four o’clock the tension had grown thick enough to feel.

Steph finally stood. She looked at Megan, then at Derek, and finally turned her gaze to Jeff. Her voice was soft but certain.

“We should give Megan one last proper send-off before she has to leave.”

No one argued.

They moved to the master bedroom. Derek's arm surrounded Megan possessively as they moved down the hall.

Derek laid Megan down on the bed and entered her slowly, sinking into her with one long, deliberate thrust. Megan’s breath caught. Instead of rushing, Derek lowered his body over hers and kissed her deeply. Their mouths met with slow, hungry intensity, tongues sliding together as he began to move inside her with deep, unhurried strokes.

Megan moaned softly into his mouth, her arms wrapping around his back. She kissed him like he was her lover. Her legs slid higher around his waist, pulling him deeper as they moved together in a slow, intimate rhythm. The way she kissed him wasn’t just lust, it was something more tender, almost reverent. She was giving herself to him completely, and it showed in every touch and every slow roll of her hips. She made soft sounds against his lips as Derek had pushed his deepest into her yet.

Jeff watched from the edge of the bed, his chest tight. The sight of Megan kissing Derek so deeply while he fucked her slowly made something twist painfully inside him. She wasn’t just fucking Derek. She was making love to him.

Derek broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her neck, then returned to her mouth, kissing her even deeper as he continued his slow, powerful thrusts. Megan’s fingers dug into his back. Her moans grew breathier, more emotional. She looked at him like he was the only man in the world.

After several long minutes of this deep, intimate rhythm, Steph finally stood and walked to the bed. She gently took Megan’s right hand and slid the promise ring off her finger. Turning to Jeff, she held it out.

“Put it back on her,” she said quietly. “While he’s inside her.”

Jeff’s stomach tightened. His cock throbbed painfully in his shorts as he took the ring and moved closer.

Derek slowed his thrusts again, keeping himself buried deep inside Megan as Jeff lifted her hand. Megan’s eyes immediately found Jeff’s. She reached out and took his hands in hers, gripping it tightly.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice soft but steady. “Put it back on me while he’s fucking me.”

Jeff slid the ring down her finger until it settled into place.

“This ring always meant I was yours,” Megan continued, looking him directly in the eyes. “But not anymore.”

Derek gave a slow, deep thrust.

“I’m going to be his forever now, Jeff.”

Another thrust.

“I officially won’t be yours anymore after tonight.”

Jeff’s chest felt tight. His cock was aching, the front of his shorts damp with precum.

“Every time I look at this ring from now on,” Megan said, her voice dropping even softer, “I’m going to remember how he fucked me so good in the park... how he took me against our tree.”

She squeezed his hands.

“Thank you for letting him have me. Thank you for giving me to him.”

Derek suddenly picked up the pace, fucking her harder and deeper. The bed began creaking loudly as he drove into her with powerful, relentless strokes. Megan’s moans grew louder, her grip on Jeff’s hands tightening as her body rocked beneath him.

Derek’s breathing grew heavy and rough. He was getting close.

“Whose pussy is this?” he growled.

Megan’s eyes stayed locked on Jeff’s. Her voice came out louder, breaking with pleasure as she cried out:

“Yours! Fuck, it’s your pussy, Derek! You own it!”

Derek let out a deep groan and buried himself to the hilt. His cock pulsed hard as he came, flooding Megan’s pussy with thick ropes of cum while she held Jeff’s hands and stared straight into his eyes. Megan came with him, her body shaking uncontrollably, her voice still echoing with the words in Jeff's mind as the promise ring glinted on her finger.

For a long moment the only sound in the room was their heavy breathing.

Eventually Derek pulled out slowly. Thick, creamy rivers of cum immediately began leaking from Megan’s stretched pussy, running down between her ass cheeks and soaking into the sheets. She lay there with her legs still parted, chest rising and falling, the ring back where it now belonged.

Steph helped her dress a little while later. Megan made no effort to clean herself. She simply stepped into her panties and pulled her clothes on over the mess, letting Derek’s cum soak into the fabric against her skin.

At the front door, Megan hugged Steph first. Then she turned to Jeff.

She stepped into his arms and held him tightly, her body warm and soft against his. He could smell Derek on her as she embraced him. For several long seconds neither of them spoke.

Megan pressed her lips close to his ear.

“I still love you, you know,” she whispered. “I always will. But after this weekend I don’t think I can ever go back to wanting you the way I used to. Derek ruined me for that. And I think part of me is glad he did.”

She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes soft but honest.

“And every time I look at this ring now, I’ll remember the moment you slid it back onto my finger while he was deep inside me.”

She kissed his cheek, gave him one final squeeze, and walked out to her car.

Jeff stood in the doorway and watched her drive away. The late afternoon sunlight caught the windshield as she turned the corner, shining directly into his eyes.

Steph came up behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist, resting her chin on his shoulder.

“You okay, baby?” she asked softly.

Jeff knew Megan wasn't really his, but he had liked the idea that she still wanted him. Now, he knew that wasn't true anymore.

"I guess," he answered as he closed the front door.


Chapter 19: The Reset

Steph knew that Jeff needed a break from the humiliation. The emotional toll of hearing his first love pledge herself to his wife's lover, had to be impactful — even if that lover was his best friend.

She gently took his hand and led him back to their bedroom. She gave Derek a concerned look as she passed, and he gave her a slight head nod, indicating that he understood.

When they got to the bedroom, Steph gave her husband a tight hug. Jeff felt an emotional release at that moment and he broke down. Steph just continued to hold him tight for several minutes, saying nothing.

After some time, Jeff spoke. "I don't know what that was all about," he mumbled, wiping tears from his cheek.

"Baby, you've been through an emotional roller coaster this weekend. I love you, and Megan and Derek still love you too," Steph said, consoling him. "I know you love our teasing while it's happening, but the reason you love it so much is that it hits something deep inside of you."

"Yeah, I don't understand it myself, but you're right. The impact of watching Derek take you two, owning you both right in front of me, it's... "

"Powerful?" Steph suggested.

"Yeah," Jeff agreed. "I've never felt anything like it."

"Wait until Derek's baby is born," Steph teased, then quickly caught herself. "Sorry, it's become a bit of a habit now."

Jeff chuckled. "Babe, I'd be bothered if that comment hadn't just made my dick get harder."

"Mmmm, let's get in bed," Steph cooed.

As soon as they laid down, Steph moved close. She leaned in, kissing Jeff deeply as her hand traced down his his cock. He was already fully erect.

Extracting it from his pants, Steph stroked his leaking cock slowly. "Have you thought about the baby being born yet?" she asked.

"Every day," Jeff responded.

"How do you picture it?"

"Well, I feel like everyone will know instantly when they see it. Like we won't be able to convince them, and they'll know that you fucked Derek," Jeff shared quietly.

"And does that turn you on?"

"Fuck, it does."

"I think we should keep Derek very involved," Steph said. "I think he should come to the doctor's visits with us. I want him to be in the room when his baby is born."

"Fuck, babe. Why does that turn me on?" Jeff whispered.

Steph knew that Jeff was ready to be teased more.

"Because then everyone would know you're a cuck. No one brings an donor to those events unless they're actually fucking. The doctors would know. The nurses would definitely know. They'd be looking Derek up and down. If they saw his dick swinging in his pants, they'd definitely understand why," she teased.

Jeff groaned, his cock leaking continuously, slicking Steph's hand as her stroking continued.

"What if we didn't tell everyone the artificial insemination story? What if we just let them think that you got me pregnant? Then when the baby is born, they'll see his skin color and know immediately it wasn't from you," Steph said in a sultry voice.

She could see in Jeff's facial expressions that she was getting to him.

"What if Derek started coming to all of our family events? Holidays. Birthdays. Maybe standing a little too close to me," Steph paused watching Jeff's reaction and feeling his cock harden even further in her hand. "And when I'm eight months pregnant over Christmas, maybe he even puts his hand on my swollen belly, possessively stroking it in front of all of our relatives..."

Jeff groaned.

"They might not even say anything. But they would know," Steph commented. "Maybe I would even hold his jaw like we were going to kiss in that moment before I catch myself."

“And after the baby is born, they might not even say anything,” Steph continued, her voice dropping into that low, wicked tone she knew drove him crazy. “But they would know. Every aunt, every cousin, every old family friend. They’d look at that beautiful Black baby in my arms and then look at you… and they’d understand exactly what happened.”

Jeff groaned, his hips twitching upward into her hand.

Steph smiled against his neck, stroking him faster now, her grip slick with his precum.

“And Derek would be right there the whole time. Standing beside me like he belongs. Maybe he’d even lean in and kiss my cheek while everyone watches. Or put his hand on my lower back, right above my ass, like he owns me. And you’d just stand there smiling, because that’s what good husbands do when their wife’s lover is claiming her and their child in front of the whole family.”

“Fuck, Steph…” Jeff breathed, his voice strained.

She kissed his jaw, then whispered right against his ear.

“Would you like that, baby? Watching everyone figure it out? Watching them realize that the tall, handsome Black man who’s been living with us didn’t just donate sperm… he fucked your wife. He put his baby in me while you watched and jerked off like the pathetic little cuck you are.”

Jeff’s cock jerked hard in her hand. His breathing was ragged.

Steph slowed her strokes, teasing him right on the edge as she painted a more focused, painful picture.

“Imagine Christmas dinner at your parents'. Derek sitting at the head of the table like the man of the house. Me on one side of him, heavily pregnant, and you on the other like the good little husband. And your little sister home from college… the one you used to look after when she was just a kid… maybe Derek decides he wants her too.”

Jeff’s whole body tensed.

Steph’s voice grew even filthier, feeding directly into his protective instincts.

“She’s what, twenty-one now? Still so young. Still so innocent compared to what we’ve become. Imagine Derek taking her upstairs to her bedroom after everyone’s gone to sleep. You see them disappear together, and you know exactly what’s happening. You know he’s breeding your little sister while you sit downstairs like a good little cuck. And the whole time, you’d be hard… because deep down, part of you knows she deserves a real man too.”

Jeff let out a broken, desperate sound. His cock was throbbing violently in her fist.

Steph squeezed him tighter, her strokes becoming faster and more deliberate.

“Think about it, baby. Your baby sister. The one you used to look after when she was younger. The one who was so innocent. Getting stretched open by Derek’s thick black cock. Moaning for him. Begging him to cum inside her. And you just sit there downstairs, knowing it’s happening, too hard to even move.”

Jeff’s entire body was shaking. His cock was pulsing so hard it almost hurt.

Steph leaned in and delivered the final blow, her voice dripping with cruel sweetness.

“And when she starts showing… when your sweet little sister starts walking around with Derek’s baby growing inside her… everyone will know. They’ll know that one man came into your life and took everything from you. Your wife. The girl you thought you were going to marry. And now even your little sister. And you let him. You begged for it.”

That was all it took.

Jeff came with a hoarse, broken cry, his cock erupting in thick, powerful spurts that painted his stomach and chest. His whole body convulsed as Steph kept stroking him through every violent pulse, whispering filthy encouragements the entire time.

“There you go, baby,” she murmured, her voice soft and loving again. “Let it all out.”

When he finally stopped shaking, Steph kissed his forehead and gently wiped her hand on the sheet.

Jeff lay there panting, staring up at the ceiling. His mind was spinning, but for the first time in days, the spinning didn’t feel panicked. It felt like surrender. Like acceptance.

Steph curled against his side, resting her head on his chest. She traced lazy circles over his heart with her fingertips.

“I love you, Jeff,” she said quietly. “More than anything. This doesn’t change that. It never will.”

He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her closer.

“I know,” he whispered. “I love you too. I just… I didn’t expect it to hit me this hard when Megan left.”

Steph nodded against his chest.

“She meant a lot to you. And watching her give herself to Derek like that… it was a lot. But you handled it. You were perfect.”

They lay in silence for a while, the only sound the soft rhythm of their breathing.

After a few minutes, Steph spoke again, her voice gentle but serious.

“We’re going to be okay, you know. All of us. Derek’s here. He’s going to be here for the pregnancy, the birth, everything. And when the baby comes… we’ll figure out how to be a family. The way we were always meant to.”

Jeff reached up and brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Me too,” he said softly. “I’m ready.”

Steph kissed him softly, then settled back against his chest with a contented sigh.

“Get some sleep,” she whispered. “Tomorrow we start the rest of our lives.”

Jeff closed his eyes, holding his pregnant wife close while the future stretched out in front of them — uncertain, humiliating, and more arousing than anything he had ever imagined.

For the first time in a long time, he felt ready for it.


Chapter 20: The Call

Jeff’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter just after lunch. He glanced at the screen and frowned. The number wasn’t saved, but the area code matched Megan’s. His stomach did a little flip. Maybe she’d had car trouble on the drive home.

He answered on the second ring. “Hello?”

A man’s voice came through, steady but cautious. “Hey, Jeff? This is Brett, Megan’s husband.”

Jeff’s blood ran cold for a split second. Shit. “Hey, Brett. What’s up?”

There was a brief pause. “Listen, this is gonna sound weird, but Megan and I were talking last night after she got home. She told me some… interesting stuff about her weekend with you guys. She had told me that Steph was pregnant before she left. But after visiting, she said that you had this wild story about how it happened. She wanted me to call you directly.”

Jeff’s eyes flicked toward the hallway. Steph was in the bedroom folding laundry. He muted the call.

“Steph?” he called out. “Babe, can you come here for a second?”

A moment later she appeared in the doorway, looking curious. “What’s up?”

Jeff kept the phone muted so only she could hear. “It’s Brett. He says Megan told him some stuff about the weekend and that I have a ‘wild story’ about how you got pregnant. He wants me to explain it to him. What the hell is going on?”

Steph’s eyes lit up with that familiar mischievous spark. She stepped right up to him, pressed her body against his, and whispered, “Megan wants you to help Brett become a cuck, baby. She’s already craving Derek again. She told Brett enough to get him curious. Now it’s your turn to finish the job.”

Jeff swallowed hard, his cock already twitching. Steph reached down and gave him a slow, deliberate squeeze through his shorts.

“Tell him the story,” she murmured, voice low and filthy. “But only what we want him to know.”

Jeff nodded, heart pounding. He unmuted the phone and put it on speaker so Steph could hear everything.

“Hey, Brett. Sorry about that. Yeah. It’s kind of a long story. Megan figured most of it out while she was here.”

He took a breath and started explaining, trying to keep his voice steady as Steph dropped to her knees in front of him and tugged his shorts down. His cock sprang free, already half-hard.

“So back in March, Derek came to stay for the basketball tournament weekend. We were all watching games in the den, drinking, just hanging out. Steph came out of the shower in these little satin pajamas. You know, shorts and a button-up top. No bra, no panties. The shorts kept riding up, and… well, Derek noticed. Hard not to.”

Brett let out a low chuckle. “I can imagine.”

“Yeah. Things got a bit heated. Steph started teasing him a little. One thing led to another, and before I knew it she was stroking him through his shorts. Then she pulled his cock out. Man, it was huge. Easily over ten inches. Thick as my wrist. She couldn’t even wrap her entire hand around it.”

Steph wrapped her hand around Jeff’s cock, as if to show him that she could easily do it with his, and began stroking him slowly. She looked up at him with a wicked little smile and mouthed, "tell him how much bigger it was than yours."

Jeff’s voice cracked slightly. “It was… a lot bigger than mine. She kept saying it. Kept comparing us right there on the couch while she stroked him. I ended up pulling mine out too just so she could see them side by side. The difference was obvious.”

There was silence on the other end for a moment. Then Brett spoke, voice a little rougher. “And you were okay with that?”

Jeff glanced down at Steph, who was now licking the head of his cock in slow, teasing circles. “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Like having live action porn in my own living room. Watching my wife’s hands gliding up and down this massive black cock while she told me how much bigger and better it was... I couldn’t look away. Couldn’t stop touching myself either.”

Steph took him into her mouth, sucking gently as she stroked the base with her left hand. The wet sounds were quiet but unmistakable.

Brett cleared his throat. “Jesus. And then what? She just let him fuck her?”

“Yeah. Right there on the couch. Skin to skin. No condom. She rode him, came on him, and... well, she ended up getting pregnant from it.”

There was another pause. Then Brett said, almost casually, “Bad luck that she got pregnant from just having sex with him one time.”

Steph pulled off Jeff’s cock with a soft pop and looked up at him, eyes sparkling. She spoke loud enough for Brett to hear.

“Actually, it wasn’t just one time, Brett.”

She took Jeff back into her mouth, sucking him deeper as Jeff continued.

“She couldn't get enough. It happened again later that same night. And the next morning. And the next day. And the day after that. Derek fucked her over and over all weekend."

Steph pulled off just long enough to speak, her voice husky and teasing. "We did it on the couch, in our bed, even in the church janitor closet after Sunday service," Steph shared, giving Jeff's cock a lick as she paused. "He came inside me every single time. Huge, thick loads. I begged him to breed me. I told him I loved him while he was balls-deep in our marital bed. And I meant every word.”

Steph moaned softly around Jeff’s cock, the vibration making his knees weak. She stroked him faster with one hand while sucking the head, her tongue swirling.

On the other end of the line, Brett’s breathing had changed. It was deeper, heavier.

Steph pulled off again, strings of saliva connecting her lips to Jeff’s cock. “Megan watched me fuck him when she was here, Brett. She saw how Derek stretched me open and filled me while Jeff knelt on the floor stroking his much smaller dick. She got so turned on just watching. She’s already texting me asking when she can come back and see it again. She wants to see Derek fuck me while you and Jeff watch. She wants you to see it for yourself.”

Steph took Jeff back into her mouth, sucking him loudly, causing Jeff to moan.

Brett’s voice came back strained. “Jesus Christ… I can hear you. Both of you.”

A moment later Megan’s voice joined the line, breathless and excited. “Hi, guys… I was listening in too. Brett’s so hard right now. I’m stroking him while we listen to you.”

Steph smiled around Jeff’s cock, then pulled off just long enough to speak. “Good. Keep stroking him, Megan. Tell Brett how hot it would be for him to watch Derek fuck me. Tell him how much bigger and better it is than anything he’s ever seen.”

Megan’s moan filtered through the phone. “God… it was so intense just watching. I can only imagine how hot it would be to see it again with Brett right there."

"You should come, Brett. Both of you. Come see it for yourself,” Steph said.

Steph looked up at Jeff, eyes dark with lust, and took him into her throat again, making the wet glucking sound several times for effect.

Jeff’s voice was husky when he spoke next. “Exactly. Brett, you should bring Megan and come visit. We’ll make it a proper weekend. Derek lives with us now, so he’ll be here the whole time.”

Steph looked up at Jeff with a wicked smile and added, “You can watch him stretch me open and fill me while Jeff strokes his little white dick in the corner. You’ll see exactly why I can’t get enough of that cock. You’ll understand why Megan got so worked up just from watching. And when you see it in person, you’ll know why you’ll be begging to come back for more.”

Jeff’s breathing was ragged. Steph was sucking him faster now, her hand stroking in perfect rhythm.

“Come for me, baby,” she muttered, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Fill my mouth while Brett listens to you come thinking about that black cock breeding me. Show him what a good little cuck you are.”

Jeff groaned, hips jerking as he came hard down Steph’s throat. She swallowed every drop, moaning softly as she milked him with her lips and tongue until he was completely spent.

Even as she swallowed Jeff’s load, Steph could hear Brett’s ragged breathing turn into deep, guttural grunts on the other end of the line — unmistakable sounds of him coming hard while Megan stroked him.

Megan's voice came through, "Good boy. You want to see her getting fucked by that black cock, don't you?"

Brett could only utter single syllable words at the moment, so he only could respond with "Fuck. Yes." As he continued squirting his cum onto the floor while Megan stroked him.

When Jeff finally caught his breath, Steph kissed the head of his softening cock and spoke again.

“So, Brett,” she said sweetly, “Megan’s already begging for another visit. And she wants you to come with her. You both can watch me fuck Derek with Jeff right there stroking himself. What do you say?”

Brett’s answer came without hesitation, his voice thick with arousal.

“We’re in. We’ll both come.”

Steph smiled, satisfied, and ended the call. She stood up, kissed Jeff deeply, and rested her forehead against his.

“See, baby? Everything’s falling into place. Derek’s moved in. Megan and Brett are coming to watch. And you… you get to be the perfect little cuck husband while everyone sees exactly how much better Derek fucks me.”

Jeff held her close, heart still racing, already imagining what the next visit would bring.
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When Jeff invites his tall, charismatic Black college teammate Derek to crash at their place for a full weekend of March Madness basketball, the cozy living room filled with takeout, beer, and old sports stories quickly turns into something far more charged. Steph, Jeff’s hardworking nurse wife, finds herself unexpectedly captivated by Derek’s commanding presence and undeniable physical gifts—sparking a night of teasing, temptation, and escalating desire that none of them can resist.
What starts as innocent couch time during the tournament soon spirals into a steamy exploration of boundaries, size differences, and raw attraction. As the games play on in the background, Steph discovers pleasures she never knew she craved, while Jeff watches his wife awaken in ways that leave him torn between shock, jealousy, and overwhelming arousal.
Over the course of the intense weekend (and its lingering aftermath), the trio navigates a new, intoxicating dynamic—one filled with passionate encounters, deep surrender, and irreversible changes that will reshape their marriage forever.
Filthy, emotionally layered, and relentlessly explicit, March Mating: Tournament Time is a sizzling interracial hotwife/cuckold story perfect for readers who love intense size comparison, breeding tension, husband-watching, and the thrilling descent into a bold new lifestyle.
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The weekend that changed everything is over, but the real transformation has only just begun.

With Derek now living under their roof, Jeff and Stephanie’s marriage has entered a thrilling and dangerous new phase. Stephanie is fully embracing her role as a passionate hotwife, while Jeff finds himself sinking deeper into the addictive thrill of watching the woman he loves submit completely to his best friend.

But as Steph’s body begins to change and their secret life grows more intense, new complications, and new temptations, arise. When Steph’s best friend, who had moved several hours away, arrives for a weekend visit, the lines between old memories and new desires begin to blur. Derek’s powerful presence continues to dominate their home, and soon it becomes clear that while one man may be enough to satisfy the growing needs of the women in Jeff’s life… it’s not Jeff — it’s the Black man with the huge member who’s stretching them both beyond their limits.

As spring brings new life and even deeper cravings, Jeff must confront just how far he’s willing to go — and how much he’s willing to share — in this new world they’ve created together.
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When a devoted husband confesses his long-held fantasy of watching his beautiful wife with a well-endowed black man, their once-vanilla marriage ignites into something far hotter and more addictive than either of them expected.

Rachel is sweet, stunning, and completely loyal — until the night two confident, hung black strangers start flirting with her in a Chicago bar while her husband Mike watches from the shadows. What begins as innocent teasing quickly turns into shameless attention, lingering touches, and an invitation that pushes every boundary. Mike discovers just how much he loves seeing his wife come alive under the gaze — and hands — of powerful black men.

From steamy private encounters to nights filled with raw, uninhibited pleasure, Rachel embraces her new role as a hotwife with growing confidence and hunger. Mike finds himself more turned on than ever, thrilled by the intense contrast, the overwhelming size, and the way his wife surrenders completely while always coming home to him.

This erotic journey is packed with interracial BBC, hotwife sharing, cuckold watching, filthy dirty talk, breeding fantasy, and deep marital trust that only grows stronger with every naughty adventure.

Approximately 31,000 words of explicit, pulse-pounding heat.

Perfect for fans of hotwife erotica, BBC breeding, and loving cuckold stories where the wife explores her wildest side and the husband supports every dripping, moaning moment.

Warning: This story contains extremely explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only.

Addicted to Shane: My Vegas Surrender

Lauren and Tim arrive in Las Vegas expecting a fun, lighthearted getaway—gambling, neon lights, and a little playful spice in their marriage. Tim harbors a long-held fantasy: watching his beautiful wife taken by a dominant black man, a kink he’s only ever explored through Shane Knox videos and whispered dirty talk in the dark. Lauren indulges him with teasing words, but she’s never had any real intention of crossing that line.
Until the night they spot Shane Knox himself at a quiet steakhouse off the Strip.
What begins as a nervous, flirtatious introduction quickly spirals into something neither of them can resist. One drink leads to dancing, dancing leads to Shane’s house, and the fantasy Tim has jerked off to for years suddenly becomes very, very real.
Over one transformative week, Lauren surrenders completely—drawn deeper into Shane’s orbit with every touch, every thrust, every whispered claim. The casinos are forgotten. The hotel room is abandoned. Their entire vacation unfolds inside Shane’s home, where boundaries dissolve and desires take over.
A raw, intense cuckold hotwife story packed with graphic BBC scenes, creampie obsession, cleanup moments, and a wife’s complete transformation. 

Keynote Confessions

A steamy hotwife tale of forbidden temptation and total surrender.
Emily, a devoted wife and mother, heads to a week-long digital marketing conference in Chicago expecting nothing more than networking and sessions. But when she meets Jalen—the charismatic, dominant keynote speaker—sparks fly instantly.
What begins as an innocent happy hour drink escalates into whispered secrets, stolen touches, and a night of raw, unfiltered pleasure that awakens desires she never knew existed. Back home, her husband isn't just accepting... he's utterly captivated by the teasing updates and photos she sends, fueling his own arousal as she dives deeper into surrender.
Slow-burn tension, intense chemistry, and the thrill of crossing every boundary—perfect for readers who crave emotionally charged, character-driven erotic romance with heart, heat, and a powerful BBC/hotwife dynamic. 

Naughty Kitty at the Party

A lavish masked costume party. Hundreds of strangers. One playful rule: her husband has until dawn to find her—or she’ll come home in her outfit and he’ll discover exactly what she’s been doing all night.
Dressed in a glossy black latex cat suit (high collar, hidden zipper, dark wig, full-face mask), she slips through the crowd, evading him, teasing the edges of temptation. Every sway of her hips rubs the zipper seam against her most sensitive spot. Every glance from masked strangers sends a thrill down her spine.
Then a towering, muscular stranger in tight wrestling gear steps into her path.
“Damn… I think I just found the sexiest cat in the jungle.”
What starts as innocent flirting quickly turns heated—hands wandering, bodies grinding, anonymity fueling desire she never expected.
How far will she let it go before the night ends?
And what will her husband find when she finally walks through the door?
A steamy hotwife tale of masks, temptation, and boundaries pushed to the breaking point. 

Beyond the Black Diamond

In the glittering world of Aspen’s most exclusive resort, Victoria Harrington has everything money can buy and nothing she truly craves.
Trapped on yet another ski trip with her older, billionaire husband who lives for the slopes, Tori spends her days in boutiques and fire-lit lounges, quietly bored and restless. When she books a lavish spa treatment to escape the monotony, she stumbles onto the resort’s hidden “off-menu” indulgence: the Triple Black Diamond package.
What begins as an extravagant massage quickly becomes something far more dangerous — a slow, deliberate unraveling of every boundary she thought she had. A mysterious therapist with commanding hands and a body built for sin awakens desires Tori has buried for years, pushing her toward a forbidden edge she can’t resist.
Luxury. Secrecy. Surrender.
Some runs are meant to be taken off the marked trails… and some pleasures come with no safe way back.
Beyond the Black Diamond is a steamy, high-stakes erotic tale of temptation, power, and the thrill of crossing lines that were never meant to be crossed. Perfect for readers who love lavish settings, dominant lovers, and wives discovering exactly what they’ve been missing.
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