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Chapter 1 


I awoke in a thick fog of confusion, the kind that clings to the edges of your mind after drifting too deeply into sleep. For a long, disorienting moment, I couldn’t remember where I was. The room swayed, unfamiliar shadows casting long shapes across the ceiling. My body ached with the weight of hours spent in a single position. 


Slowly, I forced myself to sit up, blinking in the darkness. The faint blue glow from my wristwatch caught my eye, and I squinted at the numbers. 2:47 AM. 

“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath, wiping a hand across my face. “Chloe’s going to fucking kill me.” 

With a groan, I pushed myself off Andre’s leather couch, the material sticking to my skin as if trying to drag me back down into sleep. The house was eerily silent, a far cry from the party that had been raging just hours earlier. Empty glasses and abandoned plates littered the living room, like remnants of some forgotten battlefield. I hadn’t meant to fall asleep here; I wasn’t the kind of guy who passed out at parties. But tonight, something had worn me down, some unknown exhaustion that had knocked me out cold. 

I rubbed my temples and tried to shake the lingering haze from my mind. Edward Richards, I reminded myself, as if the name would anchor me in place. Thirty-five, sales rep for some high-end office furniture company, and currently a guy who was going to have to explain to his wife why he was creeping back home at three in the morning. 

The thought of Chloe waiting up for me—eyes narrowed, lips pursed—spurred me into motion. I glanced around the room. Empty. It seemed everyone else had left, and with a pang of irritation, I realized no one had bothered to wake me. Nice of them, really. 

Andre Newton, our Purchasing Manager and self-appointed social director, had hosted this little gathering at his sprawling suburban home. Andre was the type of guy who never let an opportunity for networking pass, his affable smile and ever-present glass of whiskey doing half the work for him. I usually attended these events with Chloe at my side, but tonight she’d been called into work, leaving me to fend for myself. 

I staggered to my feet, still half-drunk on exhaustion, and reached for my car keys on the table. But then, just as my fingers brushed against the cool metal, a noise cut through the silence. A low sound, faint at first, like a distant echo. I paused, straining to hear. It came again—this time louder, more distinct. A moan. 

I froze, the keys slipping from my hand, clattering onto the hardwood floor with a sound that seemed to reverberate through the empty house. My breath caught in my throat as I stood there, listening. The moaning intensified, a rhythmic pulse of pleasure mixed with the unmistakable creaking of bed springs. 

Every muscle in my body tensed. My first instinct was to grab my keys, get the hell out, and leave whatever sordid scene was playing out behind me. But something held me in place—curiosity, maybe, or something darker. The sounds were strangely hypnotic, drawing me in like a siren's call, and against every ounce of better judgment I had, I found myself taking a step toward the source. 

I moved quietly, my feet gliding over the polished floor, the moans growing louder with every step. It wasn’t just the noise, though—it was the voice. There was something disturbingly familiar about it. But my brain, still foggy with sleep and confusion, couldn’t quite place it. 

I stopped just short of the doorway, the moaning now a fevered crescendo. The air in the hallway felt heavy, charged with the intensity of whatever was happening beyond that door. My heart pounded against my ribs, each beat drumming in my ears, as I hesitated, caught between retreat and some inexplicable compulsion to see. 

And then I heard it—a sharp cry, high and desperate. “Oh! Fuck! Fuck me, Andre!” 

My stomach twisted with the force of it, a sickening cocktail of shock and disbelief that nearly knocked the wind out of me. Andre? Reserved, polite Andre? There had to be some mistake. And yet… 

I inched forward, my hands trembling slightly as I braced myself against the doorframe. The sound of flesh meeting flesh reverberated through the thin wood, and I was suddenly acutely aware of my breathing, shallow and unsteady. 

I didn’t want to look. Every rational part of me screamed to turn around and leave, but something stronger—a primal, voyeuristic instinct—drove me forward. Slowly, as if moving through water, I leaned in and glanced through the crack in the door. 

What I saw stole the breath from my lungs. 

A haze of disbelief washed over me as I took in the sight before me. Andre—naked, his broad, muscular frame dominating the room—was on the bed, pounding relentlessly into a petite, blonde woman from behind. The slap of flesh echoed in the confined space, and the unmistakable gasps of pleasure cut through the air like a blade. My breath hitched in my throat, but the shock wasn’t just at the scene unfolding in front of me. 

It was Angela. 

Angela, the wife of Chris, one of our coworkers. A woman I’d shared drinks with at company parties, who had laughed with Chloe over gossip and holiday plans. The sudden recognition hit me like a punch to the gut. My heart twisted with sympathy for Chris, imagining him oblivious to his wife’s infidelity. But at the same time, my body betrayed me—my pulse quickened, blood rushing downward in response to the raw sexuality of the scene. I blinked, once, twice, trying to make sense of it. 

It felt like stepping into an alternate reality—one where Andre, the quiet, reliable guy everyone trusted at the office, was now transformed into something primal. He was in his late forties, sure, but years of maintaining his body had paid off. His muscular form rippled with each thrust, his dark skin glistening in the dim light of the room. Despite his unassuming demeanor in everyday life, there was no denying the intensity of his presence now. Women probably found him attractive, I mused, though not in an overt way. His appeal was more like gravity—strong, constant, and undeniable once you felt its pull. 

Angela, on the other hand, was a stark contrast to him—her small, pale frame seemed almost delicate in comparison. Her blonde hair was a wild tangle around her face, her head thrown back as her lips parted in a soundless moan, her eyes squeezed shut in pleasure. Her body moved with each of Andre’s powerful thrusts, her small breasts bouncing with the motion, while the rhythmic sound of their joining filled the room. The scene was electrifying, erotic in a way that made me feel like I was trespassing on something both intimate and forbidden. 

The contrast between their bodies—the sheer size of Andre’s dark frame against Angela’s slender, white form—held a strange allure. I’d never seen anything like this before. The taboo of it all, the sharp clash of races, size, and power, had me mesmerized. Angela’s bitten lip and stifled moans only heightened the intensity of the moment. There was something almost hypnotic about the way her body surrendered to Andre’s dominance, and despite the guilt gnawing at the back of my mind, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. 

And then, from the corner of the room, a sudden glow drew my attention. My breath caught in my throat as I saw the source—a phone screen. And beside it, standing in the shadows, was Chris. 

Naked. 

He stood there silently, his hand wrapped around his own cock, stroking it slowly as he watched his wife and Andre with a focused intensity that stunned me. His face was calm, almost serene, as if this were the most natural thing in the world. The absurdity of the scene hit me like a tidal wave. My mind raced, struggling to make sense of what I was witnessing. The alcohol coursing through my veins didn’t help; it made everything feel surreal, dreamlike, as if I’d stepped into some twisted fantasy I couldn’t escape. 

My jaw dropped, and for a moment, I wondered if this was all some hallucination brought on by exhaustion and too much booze. The logical part of my brain screamed at me to leave, to walk away and forget I’d ever seen this. But my legs felt rooted to the spot, held captive by the bizarre tableau playing out before me. 

Just as I began to steel myself to retreat, there was a shift on the bed. Angela let out a low moan as Andre pulled her up off him, their bodies briefly separating. For the first time, I caught a full view of Andre’s cock, and my brain stuttered in disbelief. It couldn’t be real. 

The thing was massive—easily close to a foot long and thick enough that it seemed impossible it had been inside Angela moments before. I blinked hard, my mind struggling to process the sheer size of it. It was almost grotesque in its enormity, like something out of a pornographic exaggeration. A wave of embarrassment and discomfort washed over me, and I quickly averted my eyes, feeling like I’d crossed some line I couldn’t come back from. 

I was just about to retreat when a cold spike of terror shot through me. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a flicker of movement—Andre’s face, turning in my direction. My blood ran cold. Had he seen me? 

Panic surged in my chest, adrenaline overriding my fascination. I jerked back from the doorway, my heart pounding as I quickly moved toward the exit. I moved as quietly as I could, though each step felt like a thunderous betrayal in the silence. With every step, I felt Andre’s gaze burning into me, even though I couldn’t be sure if he had truly seen me or if it was just my paranoid imagination. 


Chapter 2 


I reached the front door and pulled it open, the cool night air hitting me like a slap to the face. I slipped outside, closing the door silently behind me, my hands shaking as I stood there for a moment, trying to collect myself. My mind raced, replaying the scene I’d just witnessed over and over again, the mix of shame, confusion, and arousal tangling together until I could barely separate them. 


I burst out of Andre’s front door, my breathing ragged as the cool night air hit me like a splash of water. The quiet suburban street was a stark contrast to the chaos churning inside me. I felt like I was on the edge of panic—heart racing, stomach twisting—my mind still grappling with the sight I’d just witnessed. The whole thing felt surreal, like I’d stumbled into someone else’s life, or some weird late-night fantasy. But it was real. All too real. 

I needed to get away. Away from that house, away from the insanity of it all. I fumbled for my phone, my fingers trembling as I swiped open the Uber app. Four minutes. That’s what the screen said, but as I started pacing up the block, it felt like an eternity. Each step was an attempt to shake the images from my mind—Angela’s flushed face, Andre’s powerful body, Chris standing there, a silent observer to his wife’s betrayal. 

What the fuck just happened? 

I tried to steady my breathing, inhaling deeply as I stood beneath a streetlight, casting an occasional glance down the road, willing the Uber to arrive faster. The night was quiet, the faint hum of distant traffic the only sound. Yet, inside my head, it was chaos. A sick feeling settled deep in my gut—guilt gnawing at me for Chris, for witnessing something I shouldn’t have, for not stopping it. But I didn’t even know what it was I could have stopped. Chris… He was there, watching. And not just watching, but enjoying it. 

My mind reeled. Had he… encouraged it? Was this something they did? A sick game? Had he lost some twisted bet? But the look on his face—the way he stroked himself while watching Angela and Andre—there was no anger there, no resentment. If anything, he was into it. 

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to erase the images, but they replayed in vivid detail, over and over again. Andre’s body—large, strong, completely in control. Angela—small, delicate, lost in pleasure. And Chris… in the corner, like some voyeur in his own life. 

I swallowed hard, fighting the urge to throw up right there on the street. I had to pull myself together. Focus, Ed. Breathe. 

But just when I thought I was beginning to calm down, a wave of embarrassment swept over me. My body had betrayed me in the worst way possible. I glanced down in the dim light, mortified to realize my cock was rock hard. Jesus. What the hell is wrong with me? I shifted uncomfortably, forcing my mind to rationalize it. It had to be Angela’s body. That sexy little naked frame, her moans of pleasure… But I couldn’t ignore the guilt tightening in my chest. Chris. I couldn’t stop thinking about him. 

Finally, headlights appeared in the distance, and I exhaled, relieved. The Uber pulled up to the curb, and I wasted no time climbing into the backseat, grateful for the chance to escape. 

The ride home was a blur. My head was still spinning, not just from the alcohol but from everything I had seen. How could Chris just… sit there? How could he watch his wife with another man like that? What kind of relationship was this? I replayed the scene in my head for what felt like the hundredth time, trying to make sense of it, but I couldn’t. It didn’t add up. They seemed happy enough at work—normal, even. Did Chris just lose a bet? Was this some kind of punishment? But that didn’t seem right either. He hadn’t looked like a man paying some cruel price; he looked… content. No, more than that. He was turned on. What the hell? 

I shook my head in disbelief, still trying to wrap my mind around the whole thing. But no matter how hard I tried to push it away, I couldn’t stop picturing Andre and Angela together. The way their bodies fit, the stark contrast of their skin, the sheer erotic intensity of it. It clung to me, refusing to let go, no matter how hard I tried to shake it. 

Just as my thoughts began to spiral again, my phone buzzed in my pocket, snapping me out of my trance. I fished it out, my heart sinking as I saw five missed calls from Chloe. Shit. I’d lost track of time, and now I had to explain why I was getting home so late. 

But it wasn’t the missed calls that made my pulse quicken. It was the notification below them—a text from Andre. 

My stomach lurched as I opened it, my mind racing with possibilities. Did he know I had seen them? Had he caught me lurking in the hallway, watching? The thought sent a fresh wave of dread washing over me, but I couldn’t stop myself from reading it. 

I tapped the message, holding my breath as the words appeared on the screen. 

The Uber hadn’t even pulled away from the curb when I glanced down, feeling a pit form in my stomach as I read the message from Andre: 

“Would really appreciate it if you didn’t tell anyone about what you saw. I’d like to talk on Monday so I can explain.” 

Fuck. I muttered the word under my breath, my throat tightening. So, he’d seen me after all. I’d been caught. My mind raced, still buzzing from the alcohol but now also from the sharp edge of panic. What the hell was Andre going to explain? Why did he need to make sure I didn’t talk? I hesitated, unsure of how to respond, but then quickly typed back: 

“You don’t owe me an explanation. It’s my fault, I shouldn’t have wandered down the hall. I won’t say a word.” 

I hit send, hoping to close the door on this bizarre night as fast as I could. But even as the message went through, the weight of everything I’d seen settled on my chest. I didn’t want to think about it anymore—I just wanted to get home, forget this night ever happened. 

As I waited for the Uber, the minutes stretched out unbearably long. The cool night air did little to calm me down. I was still pacing along the sidewalk when the car finally pulled up. I slid into the backseat, grateful for the escape, and sank back into the worn leather, rubbing a hand over my face. The car had just started to pull away when my phone buzzed again. 

Another message from Andre. 

“It’s really important that you don’t, Edward. I really don’t want to hurt Chris and Angela’s marriage with gossip. I know you’re a decent guy who wouldn’t do that kind of thing, but I need to be sure. Please give me a couple of minutes on Monday so I can explain everything.” 

I exhaled slowly, the weight of his words sinking in. It wasn’t just about what I’d seen—it was about keeping it quiet. Protecting Chris and Angela. Protecting Andre himself. The responsibility of it all made my head spin. I stared at the phone, my fingers hovering over the screen before finally typing out a reply: 

“No problem. We’ll talk then. Again, sorry about seeing that—I was drunk and stupid.” 

A minute passed, and then, almost immediately, Andre responded again: 

“No worries. I guess it was natural curiosity. See you Monday.” 

I slid the phone back into my pocket, letting out a long breath as the city blurred past the window. I couldn’t shake the unease that had settled over me. Andre’s calm, understanding tone only made me feel worse. He seemed almost… too composed. Like this wasn’t his first time dealing with something like this. The thought gnawed at me, but I tried to push it down. 

Still, no matter how hard I tried to focus on the passing scenery or the gentle hum of the Uber’s engine, my mind kept circling back to that room. To Angela’s moans, to Chris’s detached presence in the corner, to Andre’s towering form. I couldn’t stop replaying it, couldn’t erase the images that had burned themselves into my brain. 

It was all too much, too surreal. And now, I was tangled in it—bound by secrecy, guilt, and curiosity. 

When we finally pulled up to my house, I paid the driver and climbed out, still feeling like I was in a fog. As I opened the front door, I hoped Chloe was asleep. I didn’t think I could handle any more tonight. 

But no such luck. 

Chloe was awake, pacing the living room in her nightgown, her messy brunette hair cascading over her shoulders. Her eyes were sharp, darting to me as soon as I stepped inside. She stopped mid-step, arms crossed tightly over her chest, and I could see the tension in every line of her body. Her breasts—large, natural—bounced slightly with the force of her movements, but even the familiar sight of her in her nightgown couldn’t pull me from the knot of anxiety in my chest. 

“What the hell, Edward? I tried calling you like ten times!” Chloe’s voice hit me as soon as I walked through the door. The concern in her tone was unmistakable, but it was laced with frustration—enough to make me wince. 

I raised my hands in a gesture of surrender. “I’m sorry, babe. I don’t know what the hell happened. I passed out and didn’t wake up until 3 AM.” I paused, running a hand through my hair, feeling the weight of exhaustion settling in again. “These last couple of months have been brutal—long hours in the office, all that time on the road. I think it finally caught up with me. I’m embarrassed as hell, honestly.” 

Chloe’s expression softened slightly, though she wasn’t letting me off the hook so easily. Her arms crossed over her chest, but there was a flicker of relief in her eyes as she spoke. “You should be! I know you’ve been working hard, Edward, but that’s no excuse to pass out like some college frat boy. Next time, try to pace yourself, or come home earlier, okay? I was worried sick!” 

I sighed, nodding earnestly. “You’re right. I’ll do better, I promise.” 

Her lips thinned into a small smile, and she stepped closer, wrapping her arms around me in a relieved hug. The warmth of her body against mine, the soft press of her curves, instantly soothed the lingering tension in my chest. I held her tightly, feeling the familiar comfort of her embrace, but I also couldn’t ignore the rush of arousal that surged through me. 

Chloe was 31, and absolutely gorgeous by anyone’s standards. I often reminded myself just how lucky I was to have her. An ER nurse at the local hospital, she was the kind of woman people couldn’t help but fall for—patients, colleagues, everyone. At 5'4", with long, wavy brunette hair and large, natural breasts, her hourglass figure was the kind of thing that could stop a man in his tracks. She had pale, flawless skin, and her face was angelic, with soft, feminine features that only enhanced her beauty. But it wasn’t just her looks that made her irresistible—she was smart, quick-witted, and she had an assertiveness that kept me on my toes. 

As she leaned back slightly, her hazel eyes sparkled with that familiar mix of fierceness and affection. She was scolding me, sure, but I could tell she was just relieved I was home safe. 

I looked down at her, taking in the delicate curve of her neck and the way her nightgown clung to her body. My thoughts flickered back to the events of earlier in the night—the image of Angela’s small body writhing under Andre’s powerful form, the sound of her moans. I cursed myself for even thinking about it, but the combination of that lingering sexual tension and the sight of my gorgeous wife in front of me was making it hard to focus. 

Chloe’s brow furrowed as she studied my face. “You okay?” she asked, her voice softening as she reached up to brush a stray hair from my forehead. 

I swallowed hard, trying to shake off the guilt and confusion that had been brewing all night. “Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just… glad to be home.” 

She smiled back, the warmth in her eyes easing some of the guilt in my chest. But beneath it all, my body was still reacting to the charged memories from earlier. The testosterone was flowing through me, and my arousal was hard to ignore. Chloe, standing there with her soft curves and her beautiful face, was only making things worse. 

I held her a little tighter, my fingers brushing along the small of her back. She tilted her head up to me, her eyes narrowing slightly in that way she always did when she could tell I was thinking something dirty. She raised an eyebrow, a small smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth. 

“What?” she asked, her voice playful now. 

I shook my head, leaning down to kiss her forehead, trying to keep things light. “Nothing,” I murmured, but my voice was thick with the tension I was feeling. 

She chuckled softly, sensing the shift. “You’re still a bit wound up, huh?” 

I let out a low laugh, pressing my lips to hers, unable to resist the pull any longer. “Something like that,” I said quietly, my hands sliding lower along her hips. 

Before she could say another word, I pulled Chloe into a deep, urgent kiss. My hands gripped her waist, drawing her body against mine, and for a split second, I worried she might pull away—might not be in the mood. After all, over the last few years, our sex life had slowed to a crawl. It wasn’t anyone’s fault, really. Life had just gotten in the way. My long hours at work, constantly traveling and pushing deals, and her grueling shifts in the ER left little energy for intimacy. By the time we both collapsed into bed at night, exhaustion usually won out over passion. 

But tonight, I got lucky. 

Chloe melted into the kiss, her lips soft and welcoming, her hands sliding up to tangle in my hair as she kissed me back with a fervor I hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever. It was a rare moment where neither of us was too tired, too distracted, or too stressed to lose ourselves in each other. Her body pressed into mine, the warmth of her skin sending sparks of desire shooting through me. My hands roamed down her back, tracing the familiar curves of her hips, and she responded eagerly, her fingers tugging at my clothes, pulling me closer. 

In no time, we were both naked on the couch, our bodies entangled in a desperate hunger that had been lying dormant for too long. I leaned over her, positioning myself between her legs, and thrust my cock inside her. Her body welcomed me, her legs wrapping around my lower back, pulling me deeper. I moved slowly at first, savoring the feeling of being connected to her again, of hearing her soft moans fill the room. Our bodies rocked together in a steady rhythm, the friction between us building a heat that I hadn’t felt in far too long. 

Despite the mild belly I’d developed and the fact that I wasn’t as fit as I used to be, I knew how to make Chloe cum. It had always been one of the things I prided myself on—no matter how much time passed between our moments of intimacy, I could usually bring her to orgasm. Tonight, I could tell she was on her way there. The way her breathing quickened, the way her nails dug into my shoulders, the way her body tensed beneath me—it was all there, the signs that she was close. 

But as I continued to thrust into her, my mind—against my will—began to wander. 

Images from earlier in the night crept back into my consciousness. Angela’s naked body flashed before my eyes—her pale, flawless skin, her small but perky breasts bouncing as Andre took her from behind. I couldn’t help but focus on the way her body had moved, the way she’d arched her back in pleasure, her soft gasps of ecstasy filling the room. The memory was vivid, too vivid, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of arousal at the image. Angela was petite, her body delicate and dainty, a stark contrast to Chloe’s curvier, fuller frame. Her breasts had swayed with each thrust, small and perfect, her nipples taut and rosy against her pale skin. I could still see the way her lips parted in pleasure, her eyes squeezed shut, her face flushed with heat. 

I hated myself for it, but I enjoyed the image. 

My body responded almost instinctively to the thought, my cock throbbing inside Chloe as I pictured Angela’s slender form beneath Andre. Her moans had been so sweet, so delicate, and I couldn’t shake the memory of the way her body had surrendered to Andre’s power. 

But then, as if my mind were playing tricks on me, the image began to shift. The scene in my head morphed, and I remembered something else—something that unsettled me in a way I couldn’t fully grasp yet. Andre. His tall, muscular frame, dominating Angela’s small body. The contrast between them had been striking—Andre, a former athlete with a powerful build and dark skin, and Angela, so petite and pale, almost fragile-looking beneath him. His thrusts had been relentless, commanding, and the memory of his cock—the sheer size of it—sent another jolt of arousal through me, despite the discomfort that accompanied it. 

And then, the image morphed again. This time, it wasn’t Angela beneath Andre. It was Chloe. 

I tried to shake the thought, tried to focus on the here and now, but it crept in like an unwelcome shadow. I remembered how Andre had been flirtatious with Chloe at those parties—always a little too friendly, a little too lingering with his compliments and glances. Chloe, for her part, had always laughed it off, finding humor in his flirtation. She was respectful and never crossed any lines, but I could tell she enjoyed the attention. I didn’t blame her—Andre was charismatic in his own way, and women tended to be drawn to him. I’d never thought much of it, never let it bother me. 

But now… as I thrust into Chloe, I couldn’t help but wonder. Had Andre ever imagined Chloe in Angela’s place? Had he fantasized about having my wife the way he’d had Angela—pounding into her with that massive, monstrous cock, driving her to the brink of ecstasy while I watched from the sidelines, helpless? 

The thought filled me with a strange mix of jealousy and arousal, and before I knew it, my orgasm was rushing up on me like a freight train. My body jerked violently as I began to cum, spilling myself deep inside Chloe. I could feel her body tensing beneath me, her small, satisfied moan signaling that she was cumming too, though it was a softer, quieter orgasm than the ones we used to share in our younger years. 

I collapsed onto her, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Chloe’s breathing was rapid too, her skin flushed as she looked up at me with a lazy, contented smile. 

She kissed me gently, her lips brushing against mine as she murmured, “Try not to pass out at other people’s houses, babe. We’re not in college anymore. It’s not a good look.” She laughed softly, the tension in her voice gone, replaced by affection and relief. 

I chuckled, nodding in agreement as I rolled off of her and settled beside her on the couch. “Yeah, I know,” I said, my voice still breathless. “I’ll do better next time.” 

As we lay there, Chloe resting against my chest, the events of the night replayed in my mind again. I thought about telling her—about Andre, about Angela, about what I’d seen—but I held back. I’d promised Andre I wouldn’t talk about it, and as much as I hated keeping things from Chloe, I felt like I needed to let Andre explain himself before I opened up to her. She deserved to know, but not tonight. Not like this. 

For now, I just needed sleep. I’d deal with everything else in the morning. My eyelids grew heavy, the exhaustion of the night finally catching up with me. Chloe snuggled closer, her breath warm against my skin, and I let the comfort of her body lull me toward sleep. 

But as I drifted off, the images still lingered at the edges of my mind—Angela, Andre, and the unsettling thought of Chloe in Angela’s place. 


Chapter 3 


As I drove into work on Monday, my mind kept flickering back to the strange events of the weekend. I tried to push it down, telling myself I had more important things to focus on. But the thought of my upcoming chat with Andre kept nagging at the back of my mind. A part of me dreaded it, unsure of what he would say or how I would even respond. Another part of me was oddly curious. 


But as the day picked up and my inbox filled with urgent emails, conference calls, and last-minute meetings, the anxiety began to fade. The hours flew by in a blur of work, and soon I was drowning in tasks, my mind completely wrapped around my sales reports and the latest company updates. By the time the afternoon rolled around, I had almost forgotten about the impending conversation with Andre. 

It wasn’t until near 5 PM, as the office started to empty out for the day, that it hit me. Shit. I glanced at the clock and remembered the conversation I’d been trying to avoid all day. I felt a knot of tension form in my stomach as I stood from my desk and headed down the hallway toward Andre’s office. 

I knocked lightly before stepping in, closing the door behind me. The familiar hum of the office suddenly felt distant, as if I had entered a different world entirely. Andre was on the phone, his deep voice calm and collected as he wrapped up the conversation. When he saw me, he nodded, gesturing for me to take a seat while he finished up. 

I stood awkwardly for a moment before slowly sitting down in the chair across from his desk, my nerves suddenly bubbling back to the surface. I hadn’t felt this tense all day, but now, being here in the quiet of Andre’s office, everything came rushing back. The images of that night. The confusion. The arousal. The guilt. My mind raced. 

Finally, Andre hung up the phone and turned his attention to me. His expression was unreadable, and for a moment, I had no idea what he was about to say. 

“Thanks for coming, Edward,” he said, his tone surprisingly casual. 

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “Y-Yeah,” I stammered, trying to keep my voice steady. “Sure thing.” 

Andre leaned forward slightly, folding his hands on the desk. He met my gaze directly, and his next words hit me like a freight train. 

“Let me just cut to the chase,” he began, his voice calm but firm. “What you saw the other night is a pretty regular occurrence at my home. There are a few guys that like to share their wives with me. I won’t tell you who else, but you stumbled upon Chris and Angela.” 

I blinked, my mind scrambling to process what he had just said. A regular occurrence? My thoughts whirled, and I could feel the heat rising in my face. I must have looked as floored as I felt because Andre gave me a knowing look before continuing. 

“I know this might sound crazy to you, but it’s not as wild as it seems,” he said, his voice steady, almost reassuring. “A lot of people have different dynamics in their relationships. For Chris and Angela, this is something they both enjoy. It’s fully consensual, and it works for them.” 

I stared at him, my mouth slightly open, but no words came out. I was trying to wrap my head around it. I had heard of this kind of thing before, sure—but to have it happening right in front of me, with people I knew, people I worked with? It felt unreal. And Andre...Andre was just sitting there, calm as ever, explaining it to me like it was the most normal thing in the world. 

“Edward, why don’t you take a seat?” Andre suggested, motioning to the chair in front of me, his tone friendly but firm. “I assure you, this isn’t as crazy as it sounds.” 

I realized I hadn’t actually sat down, despite his earlier gesture, so I quickly sank back into the chair, feeling somewhat unsteady. My heart was still racing in my chest, and I felt like I needed to say something—anything—but I was at a loss for words. This was way outside my realm of understanding. 

Andre leaned back in his chair, giving me a moment to process. His eyes remained locked on mine, but there was no judgment there—just a calm, controlled expression, as if he had had this conversation a dozen times before. Maybe he had. 

“So…” I finally managed, my voice shaky. “This… this is just something you guys… do?” 

Andre nodded, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips. “It is. And like I said, it’s consensual. Everyone involved knows what they’re getting into. It’s not about deceit or betrayal—Chris, Angela, and the others all have clear boundaries and open communication.” 

I nodded slowly, though my mind was still struggling to catch up. I thought back to that night, to Angela’s flushed face and soft moans, to Chris standing in the corner, watching it all unfold with a strange sense of detachment. They were all in on it. I tried to wrap my head around that idea, but it felt foreign, almost alien to me. 

“I... I didn’t mean to stumble into that,” I said after a long pause, my voice barely above a whisper. “I wasn’t trying to... spy or anything.” 

Andre nodded again, his expression softening slightly. “I know, Edward. I know it wasn’t intentional. But I thought it was important to talk to you about it—make sure there’s no confusion, no misunderstandings. I’m not asking you to be involved or anything like that. I just want to be clear that this is something that works for us. And, more importantly, that it’s not something we talk about outside of the group.” 

“Of course, sure,” I stammered, trying to steady my voice. But then, almost involuntarily, a question slipped out that I hadn’t planned on asking. “How did it start?” 

Andre paused for a moment, and for the first time, I saw a hint of something thoughtful in his eyes. He leaned back in his chair, exhaling slowly as if preparing to dive into a story he rarely told. 

“Look,” he began, his tone casual but carrying weight, “one night a few years back, myself and another couple had a few too many drinks. I don’t remember exactly how or why, but we ended up in my bedroom, and then we ended up in bed. During the act, the husband noticed how big I was and how much his wife was loving it. So, he just… stepped back. Watched. After that, it became a thing. They’d come over every now and then, and he’d watch me with her.” 

He paused, eyeing my reaction before continuing. “A few months after that, another guy from the office approached me. Turns out he’d talked to the first husband, and soon enough, the same sort of thing developed with him and his wife. After that… well, Chris and Angela came into the picture. Although the other night was my first time with them.” 

He leaned back, letting the words settle between us. “I’m not sure how else to put it.” 

I struggled to find my voice, my mind racing. “I… I dunno, Andre. That definitely sounds… pretty crazy.” 

He paused for a moment, watching me carefully before a deep, booming laugh filled the room. It was so loud and full that it startled me. “Yeah,” he chuckled, wiping a hand across his face. “I guess now that I hear myself say it out loud, it does sound pretty wild.” 

The tension in the room eased slightly with his laughter, and I couldn’t help but relax a little too. It was disarming—the way he was so comfortable with it all. I still felt uneasy, but something about the way Andre owned the conversation made it feel less like a confession and more like a matter-of-fact conversation. It was clear this wasn’t taboo for him—it was just life. 

Curiosity got the better of me, so I ventured further. “I still don’t really understand. What do these guys get out of it? What do you get out of it?” 

Andre’s face took on a more serious expression. “It’s a kink, Edward. It’s more popular than you think.” He leaned forward slightly, his voice lowering as if to emphasize the point. “I don’t mean to brag, but I’m very well-endowed—much more so than Chris or any of the other guys who are into this. Most husbands get off on seeing their wives pleasured in a way they can’t provide. That’s the thrill for them.” 

I blinked, trying to process that, but before I could respond, he continued. “At first, it was just about the sex—weekends here and there, nothing too serious. But after a while, I started to get off on the power. It gives me a rush to take a wife in front of her man, knowing I’m making her cum in ways he can’t. Sometimes I talk dirty to them during—remind them how much better I am than their husbands. That typically sends them over the edge.” He paused, his eyes flickering with a smug satisfaction. “It sure did for Angela.” 

I sat there, mouth agape, my brain working overtime to process everything he was saying. This was a side of Andre I had never seen, and the sheer brazenness of it left me reeling. But Andre, ever aware of people’s reactions, quickly noticed my shock. 

“Jesus, Edward,” he said with a light laugh, waving off my stunned expression. “Lighten up, man. It’s just sex.” 

I shook my head slightly, trying to collect myself. “No, no… I’m not judging or anything. It’s just… I’ve never heard of anything quite like this.” 

Andre gave me a sympathetic smile, leaning back in his chair. “Man, it’s just cuckolding. It’s everywhere. I’m pretty sure it’s the most popular fetish among married couples, especially those who’ve been together a while. If more people could separate sex from love, it would probably be happening in every marriage.” 

I was still trying to reconcile all of this in my mind, the shock slowly giving way to a strange sense of understanding. I had heard the term before, but hearing it explained so plainly by someone I worked with—someone I knew—made it feel surreal. 

I stood up, feeling like I needed to get out of there before the conversation took another wild turn. “Alright, well… I appreciate you clearing that up,” I said, trying to keep my tone neutral. “You have my word—I won’t mention this to anyone. It’s really none of my business.” 

Andre stood as well, extending his hand, which I shook somewhat stiffly. “Good man. That’s great to hear. I really want to avoid any office drama. One word of this to the wrong person could cause some real problems. Thanks again, Edward.” 

I nodded, feeling a bit more at ease now that the conversation was wrapping up. But just as I was about to turn and walk out, Andre’s voice stopped me in my tracks. 

“Look,” he said, his tone suddenly more serious. “I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, and trust me, you really shouldn’t… because, like I said, it’s just sex. But now seems as good a time as any to mention this…” 

I froze, dread creeping up my spine. I turned slightly, facing him but not fully, waiting for what I feared might come next. 

“Basically, Edward,” Andre continued, his voice calm and measured, “if you and Chloe ever find yourselves intrigued by this kind of thing, I would absolutely love to take her to bed. She’s a beautiful woman, and I firmly believe she’d enjoy the experience. You could watch, join in—whatever gets you off—but I’m confident you’d both love it.” 

The air seemed to leave the room. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My heart pounded in my chest, and for a split second, I wanted to knock him out, to throw a punch and walk out. But I forced myself to stay calm, to remind myself that this was just how Andre looked at things. He didn’t see this as inappropriate or offensive—he just saw it as an offer, plain and simple. I could say no and that would be the end of it. 

I took a deep breath, clenching my fists for a moment before releasing the tension. “Look, Andre,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady, “I’m not sure that’s an appropriate line of questioning…” 

He cut me off with a raised hand. “Say no more, Edward. I’m sorry—truly. I meant no offense. Like I said, it’s just sex to me. I see things differently these days. But I respect your position and won’t mention it again.” 

I nodded slowly, still processing everything, my head spinning. I didn’t know how to feel—part of me was furious, part of me was bewildered, and another part of me was simply confused. How could someone so calm, so collected, approach such a wild topic with such ease? 

Without another word, I turned and walked out of his office, my mind still racing. As I stepped back into the hallway, the sounds of the office returned to me like a distant hum, and I couldn’t help but feel like I had just walked out of some strange alternate reality. 

After leaving Andre’s office, I felt like I was walking in a daze. The conversation replayed over and over in my head. The words seemed to echo, Andre’s calm and casual tone juxtaposed with the sheer absurdity of what he had said. Cuckolding… Sharing wives… And then that offer—his nonchalant suggestion that Chloe and I could join in. It was as if the world had shifted slightly, and I couldn’t quite grasp what was real and what was some twisted dream. 

I walked down the hallway toward my desk, trying to shake it all off. But as I passed by one of the cubicles, I saw her: Beth. 

Beth was the kind of woman who immediately stood out in an office like ours. She was tall, blonde, and built like a tank—a CrossFit fanatic with defined muscles and hard lines. Her skin was almost always exposed to show off the intricate tattoos that wound their way around her arms, shoulders, and down her back. She was the kind of girl you couldn’t help but notice. Even now, as she sat at her desk in a tank top and shorts, her powerful arms moving effortlessly as she typed away, I couldn’t stop my gaze from lingering. 

I knew she had a boyfriend—some gym rat like her. They were always posting pictures on Instagram, flexing together, looking like a fitness power couple. But now, after that conversation with Andre, I found myself wondering—Had she done the same? Had Beth and her boyfriend ever crossed paths with Andre? The thought made my stomach twist. 

Almost instantly, my mind betrayed me. I pictured her hard, muscular body—naked, exposed, on her knees in front of Andre. Her mouth open, lips stretched wide around his massive cock, her tattooed arms braced against his thighs as she took him deep into her throat. The image was so vivid, so obscene, that I almost physically recoiled. 

I shook my head violently, trying to push the thought away. Jesus, Edward, get it together. 

I kept walking, forcing myself to focus on something—anything—other than the twisted images that had started creeping into my mind. I reached my desk and began gathering my things, ready to just get the hell out of here and go home. I needed to clear my head. But as I moved through the now mostly-empty office, I bumped into someone else: Kate. 

Kate was tall—almost as tall as me—and curvy in a way that often went unnoticed by most of the guys around here. She wasn’t what you’d call conventionally attractive. She had a certain quirkiness to her that some might overlook. But there was something about her that had always caught my eye—some kind of presence that was hard to define. Her long red hair and full, pale figure gave her an air of softness, but beneath that, there was a kind of subtle sensuality I couldn’t quite put my finger on. 

“Hey, Edward,” she said with a smile, adjusting her glasses as she passed me in the hallway. 

“Hey, Kate,” I managed, trying to sound normal, but my mind had already started wandering. 

Before I could stop it, the image flashed before me—Kate, naked, bent over, her pale skin glowing in the dim light, her large ass jiggling as Andre pounded her from behind. I could almost see her face, flushed with pleasure, her mouth open in a silent moan, while her husband stood off to the side, watching, helpless and aroused. 

The thought hit me like a punch to the gut, and I felt a surge of disgust—at myself, at my own mind for conjuring these images, at Andre for planting the seed in the first place. I shook my head again, trying to shove the vision away, to pull myself back to reality. 

What the hell is wrong with me? I needed to stop thinking like this. I needed to stop seeing every woman in the office through this twisted new lens. 

I mumbled a quick goodbye to Kate and hurried toward the exit. My hands shook slightly as I pushed through the glass doors of the office and stepped out into the parking lot. The cool air hit my face, snapping me back to some semblance of reality. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself, but my mind was still spinning. 

I walked quickly to my car, my footsteps echoing in the nearly empty lot. As soon as I reached the car, I yanked open the door and slid into the driver’s seat. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, staring straight ahead for a moment, trying to pull myself together. 

This whole thing had gotten into my head, twisted up my thoughts. I needed to get home—needed to talk to Chloe, to feel grounded again. I took another deep breath and started the car, forcing myself to focus on the drive ahead. But even as I pulled out of the parking lot, I couldn’t help but feel that Andre had opened a door in my mind that I might never be able to fully close again. 





Chapter 4 


Later that night, I was sitting on the couch with Chloe, half-watching some old rerun we’d seen a dozen times before. We had a bottle of wine between us, sipping lazily, trying to unwind from the day. But despite the comfortable setting, I couldn’t relax. My mind kept circling back to the events of the party and the conversation with Andre that followed. No matter how hard I tried to push it out of my head, it stuck there like some stubborn, unpleasant dream. Every time I tried to focus on the TV, my thoughts drifted back to that dark room, to Angela, Andre, and Chris. The tension in my chest refused to let go. 


Chloe had no idea what was going on inside my head, but I had hoped it would stay that way. I wasn’t ready to revisit it all—not tonight. Not ever, if I could help it. 

But then, just as I thought I might manage to keep it buried, Chloe surprised me. 

She turned to me with a knowing look, the kind that said she had some juicy piece of information she’d been dying to share. There was excitement in her eyes, mischief almost, as she sipped her wine. 

“So,” she began, her tone teasing but carrying an edge of seriousness. “You won’t believe what Angela told me.” 

A cold chill shot up my spine. My heart skipped a beat, and I felt the blood drain from my face. She couldn’t possibly know… could she? I tried to mask my sudden surge of panic, forcing a casual smile as I took a sip of wine, but my hand was trembling slightly. 

“Oh?” I said, trying to sound nonchalant. “What’s that?” 

Chloe leaned in closer, her voice lowering as if she were about to share some scandalous secret. “You cannot tell a soul, Edward. This is serious—and crazy!” She hesitated for a moment before continuing. “Angela told me that she and Chris… well, they’ve been seeing Andre. Together.” 

My stomach lurched as she began to describe in detail what Angela had confessed—everything I had already seen with my own eyes. I felt a wave of nausea rising as I listened to her recount the events, each word pulling me back into that hallway, that room, that unsettling scene. I couldn’t take it anymore. Before she could get too far into her story, I blurted out, cutting her off mid-sentence. 

“Chloe, I know.” 

She blinked, clearly taken aback. “What do you mean, you know? How could you possibly know?” 

My face flushed red with embarrassment as I struggled to find the words. I hadn’t planned on telling her—not like this. But I couldn’t keep it from her any longer. I had to be honest. “When I was leaving the other night,” I began, my voice tight, “as I was walking out the door, I heard a… commotion from down the hall. I went to check it out, and that’s when I saw… well, I saw Angela and Andre. And Chris was there too. Watching.” 

Chloe’s eyes widened in shock. She sat up straighter, her wine glass frozen in mid-air. “What do you mean you saw them? What exactly did you see?” 

I swallowed hard, feeling the heat rise in my face again. This wasn’t how I wanted to explain it, but there was no turning back now. “I saw Andre… with Angela. They were, uh, you know… and Chris was just standing there, watching the whole thing. I was only there for a second before I realized what I was seeing. I turned and left right after that.” 

Her hand flew to her mouth in disbelief, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and disgust. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “You actually saw them?” 

I nodded, my face burning with embarrassment. “Yeah. Only for a moment, but yeah, I saw it.” 

Chloe set her wine glass down on the table with a clatter, standing up suddenly as if the weight of the information had become too much to sit with. She paced the room, running a hand through her hair, trying to process it all. “Did anyone see you?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. 

I hesitated, knowing what was coming next. “Yeah… Andre saw me. We had a conversation about it today at work. He asked me not to say anything to anyone.” 

She stopped in her tracks, turning to face me with wide eyes. “You talked to him about it? At work? Why didn’t you tell me this sooner, Edward?” 

"I was going to tell you, babe," I began, trying to keep my voice steady, "I’ve just been trying to process all of it. He said pretty much what you already know—that he’s been having sex with a couple of wives from the office, and that he just started with Chris and Angela. He mentioned it’s called cuckolding and that it’s apparently very popular. And—again—he emphasized that it’s private and that we shouldn’t tell a soul.” 

Chloe’s face flushed deeper with every word, her expression caught somewhere between shock and fascination. “I don’t get it—why would the husbands let Andre fuck their wives?” she asked, her voice almost breathless with disbelief. 

“Apparently, it turns them on,” I replied, shrugging as if it was the most bizarre thing I’d ever heard. Because, frankly, it was. 

She shook her head slowly, trying to absorb it. “That’s so bizarre… but that’s what Angela said too.” 

I raised an eyebrow, curiosity piqued. “What exactly did Angela say about it?” Now it was my turn to push for details. 

Chloe hesitated, her face now fully flushed, and she fidgeted slightly in her seat. “Umm…” she paused, biting her lip before finally answering. “She said she heard about Andre from a friend. She wouldn’t say who, for privacy reasons.” 

“What do you mean she ‘heard about Andre’? She’s known Andre for years. What exactly did she hear about him?” 

Chloe stuttered for a moment, clearly uncomfortable, and I could see her weighing how much to reveal. “Uh… she heard that he’s… very big down there. Huge, even. And that he’s… well, willing to do this sort of thing.” 

I tried to maintain a neutral expression, but I must have failed, because Chloe gave me a knowing look. She was blushing even more now, but there was a glimmer of something else in her eyes—curiosity, excitement, maybe both. 

“You didn’t see his… thing, did you?” she asked, her voice hesitant but laced with something more. 

I didn’t want to dwell on the image that was still burned into my mind, but there was no use in hiding it now. “Yeah,” I admitted, feeling my own face flush. “It’s… big.” 

For a brief moment, I thought I saw something flicker across Chloe’s face—something that both worried me and, strangely, amused me. She was clearly affected by my answer, though I couldn’t quite tell if it was fascination or something else entirely. 

“Wow,” Chloe whispered, her voice barely audible. “So Angela wasn’t lying…” 

She trailed off, her eyes drifting away as if deep in thought. I could almost see the gears turning in her mind. After a moment, she looked back at me, her expression both vulnerable and intrigued. 

“Angela was telling me that Chris and her have been in a rut… sexually,” she continued, her voice soft but deliberate. “She said they’ve struggled to connect in bed for a while now. Then, one day, her friend tipped her off to Andre. And as it turns out, Chris had already heard about him from another husband who was… involved. I guess it just came up one night when they were drunk, and they admitted that it… excited them. The idea of it.” 

She paused, biting her lip again, and I could tell she was debating how much more to say. 

“And then… I guess they got drunk again,” she continued, her voice growing quieter, “and took the plunge. She told me that she’s never had orgasms like the ones she’s had with Andre.” 

The words hung in the air like a bomb waiting to go off. 

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me was reeling from the revelation, the idea of someone I knew, someone Chloe knew, having their entire sexual world upended by Andre. But another part of me, the darker, more curious part, couldn’t help but wonder… What was Chloe thinking right now? 

She sat there, her face flushed, her eyes wide with the weight of everything she had just shared. And as much as I wanted to brush it all aside, to ignore it and pretend none of this was real, I couldn’t escape the feeling that something had shifted between us. Something had been planted—an idea, a curiosity, a dangerous seed that could take root if we weren’t careful. 

Chloe looked at me, waiting for a response, and I could see the mix of emotions swirling behind her eyes. Shock, yes, but also intrigue, as though she was trying to process this strange new world Angela had introduced her to. 

I took a deep breath, trying to push past the shock and confusion that had been swirling in my mind all night. I needed to understand it—all of it. “But how does Chris deal with it? I mean, what the fuck, man. How can he just… let that happen?” 

Chloe sighed, her face still flushed, but she looked more conflicted than ever. “Angela says he loves it—thrives on it, even,” she said, shaking her head. “I know, I don’t get it either. She told me it turns him on like nothing else to see Andre pound his… huge meat into her.” 

Her use of those words—huge meat—sent an involuntary jolt through me. My dick stirred slightly at the lingo, which only made my head spin more. How the hell was this turning into this? 

“What else did she say?” I asked, sensing there was more. Chloe hesitated, biting her lip as if debating how much to reveal. She paused, her eyes darting to the side, clearly hiding something. 

“That’s it… really,” she trailed off, but her hesitation was all too obvious. 

I narrowed my eyes, pressing her. “Chloe… What else, babe? I can tell that’s not all she said.” 

She blushed deeply, her face turning a shade of crimson as she stammered, “She said… She said I had to try it.” 

I froze, my mind scrambling to process what she had just said. Her voice cracked with tension, and she caught herself, backtracking almost immediately. “But I told her to fuck off! I told her I’m married, Edward.” 

My blood ran hot, anger rising in my chest. “That slut! I thought we were friendly, and she goes and recommends that you cheat on me with Andre? What the fuck, man. Wow. I’m gonna ream her a new one the next time I see her—what a bitch!” 

Chloe quickly reached out to calm me, her hand touching my arm. “Edward, no—you can’t say anything. It’s too messy. And in the interest of full disclosure… she didn’t exactly tell me to do it behind your back.” She hesitated, her eyes meeting mine with a mix of guilt and fear. “She said… she said to tell you about it. That we should talk it over together… That maybe you’d… like it. That you’d love it.” 

I couldn’t help but laugh—a loud, bitter laugh that burst out before I could control it. “Oh, that’s rich. The nerve of that woman!” I took a sip of my wine, trying to drown out the absurdity of the situation. 

Chloe sipped her wine too, her brow furrowed as she stared into her glass. “This whole thing is so strange… I never thought something like this could be happening, let alone within our group of friends. It feels like we’ve stepped into some kind of alternate reality.” 

I nodded, taking a few more sips and shaking my head in disbelief. The tension in the room had thickened to the point where it felt almost suffocating. I tried to process everything—Angela, Chris, Andre, Chloe’s reaction… It was all too much. 

Chloe glanced at me over the rim of her glass. “Did Andre say anything else to you?” 

I hesitated, a sudden urge to just lay it all out there. There was no point in holding anything back now. I didn’t want this whole ordeal to become something secretive that festered between us. So I took a deep breath and told her the truth. 

“…Yeah, actually. Much like Angela, Andre pissed me off at the end of our little talk.” 

Chloe remained silent, her eyes on me, waiting for me to continue. 

“After explaining the whole thing, Andre basically said… that if we were ever interested in trying it… he’d love to take you to bed.” 

Chloe nearly choked on her wine, sitting up abruptly, her eyes wide in shock. “W-What!? He said that? To you?” 

I shrugged, trying to keep my voice steady. “Yeah. It took everything I had not to knock him out. It’s just so strange… Andre’s been a good guy for so many years, and now… this.” 

Chloe’s face was flushed with both shock and embarrassment, her eyes darting around as if searching for an explanation. “I-I can’t believe he would say something like that.” 

I let out a sarcastic laugh, the absurdity of the situation bubbling up inside me. “Yeah, he was basically like, ‘Hey Edward, I think Chloe’s beautiful and I would love to fuck her with my huge cock while you watched. I think you guys would love it.’” I couldn’t help it—I burst out laughing, half from disbelief, half from the sheer ridiculousness of the words coming out of my mouth. 

But Chloe didn’t laugh. She sat there, wide-eyed and silent, clearly shaken by the whole thing. She looked like she was trying to reconcile the man she thought she knew with this new, unsettling reality. And despite the laughter that had escaped me, I felt the same way. I wasn’t sure what to make of any of this anymore. 

Chloe took another large gulp of wine, the deep red liquid sliding down her throat as her phone buzzed on the table, lighting up with a new notification. She hesitated before picking it up, her fingers trembling slightly around the stem of her glass. Her eyes skimmed the screen, and then she gasped, her breath catching audibly. 

"Oh my God!" she blurted out, quickly averting her gaze as if the image burned her. But curiosity—or something deeper—dragged her back to the screen. 

"What is it?" I asked, leaning in closer, the scent of her floral perfume mixing with the sharp tang of wine in the air. I could feel the tension thrumming between us even before I saw it, but when my eyes finally landed on the screen, a dizzy wave of heat washed over me. My mouth went dry, and I swore I almost fainted. 

There it was—a photograph Chris had snapped, raw and explicit. Andre and Angela, caught in the throes of a wild, uninhibited moment. Andre's enormous cock was halfway inside her, still leaving what looked like five solid inches exposed. The thick, veiny shaft pulsed with life, his dark skin contrasting against her flushed, pale body. Beneath him, his balls hung heavy, almost the size of tennis balls, swaying with each thrust that had been captured mid-motion. 

Angela’s head was thrown back in pure, unrestrained ecstasy, her mouth parted slightly as if she were holding back a moan. Her lips, swollen from biting them in pleasure, glistened in the dim light. Her hands, manicured and delicate, were clutching desperately at the bed sheets, knuckles white from the strain. She still wore her stilettos—thin straps winding around her ankles, sharp heels digging into the mattress—accentuating the arch of her back as she took Andre in from behind. 

Despite my disbelief, I couldn’t ignore it: Andre was in incredible shape, his muscles taut and rippling beneath his smooth, dark skin, the power of his body clearly visible even in the still frame. He was easily four inches taller than me and had at least forty pounds of raw, rippling muscle to his frame. And the way Angela looked… like she was lost in that moment, craving every inch of him—it did something to me I couldn’t deny. 

My gaze slid lower, beneath the image, where a message from Angela glowed mockingly: Look what you’re missing, girl! Delete this picture after you look at it! 

My body reacted before my mind could process the shock. Heat surged in my veins, and I felt the unmistakable pressure building between my legs. My cock swelled hard against the fabric of my pants, throbbing with an unexpected intensity. 

I turned my head to Chloe, whose eyes were still glued to the phone. Her bottom lip was caught between her teeth, a small crease of desire forming on her brow. She was locked on the image, transfixed, her breaths coming in shallow waves. 

When she finally looked at me, her pupils were dark with something more than just shock. Without a word, her hand moved deliberately, sliding over to my crotch. The lightest touch, and she found me already hard, my erection straining against the fabric. Her fingers curled around me, teasing, testing. 

A sly smile tugged at the corners of her lips. "Oh…" she whispered, her voice low and velvety. "So, this does excite you, doesn’t it?" 

I couldn’t speak. The words were stuck in my throat, thick with desire and confusion. Chloe’s hand moved slowly, rubbing the length of my cock through my slacks. Her eyes flicked back to the screen as she bit her lip again, a shiver running down her spine. 

"My God," she murmured, her voice barely above a breath. "He’s… huge. I’ve never seen a black dick in real life before. They’re not all this big, right?" Her free hand moved with a practiced ease, undoing the buckle of my belt while her gaze stayed locked on the image. The light from the phone cast a soft glow on her flushed cheeks, illuminating the hunger in her eyes. 

I swallowed hard, struggling to form a coherent reply. "N-No… no way," I stammered, my pulse pounding in my ears. "Andre’s one of the lucky ones." 

Her hand slipped beneath my waistband, fingers curling around my bare skin now, stroking with increasing boldness. Each movement sent another jolt of electricity shooting through me. I couldn’t believe how quickly the air between us had thickened with something raw, something primal. Chloe’s touch became more insistent, her breathing quickening in tandem with mine. 

And all the while, that damn picture stayed on the screen—taunting, tempting, pulling us both deeper into its heat. 

Chloe took another large gulp of wine, her hand shaking slightly as her phone buzzed on the table. She hesitated for a moment, the soft glow of the screen casting shadows across her face. Then, with a flicker of curiosity—and something else—she picked it up, her fingers tightening around the glass. 

She stared at the screen for a long, breathless second before gasping, "Oh my God!" Her eyes widened in shock, but beneath that, I could sense something more—a flicker of excitement she couldn’t quite suppress. She quickly looked away, as if trying to process what she’d just seen, but then, unable to resist, her gaze returned to the image. 

“What is it?” I leaned in closer, the air between us suddenly thick with an unspoken tension. But nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt the room spin as I took in the explicit photo. It was like a punch to the gut, a mix of emotions I couldn’t fully grasp—shock, envy, humiliation, and, to my surprise, a flicker of arousal. 

Chris had sent Chloe a picture of Andre and Angela, and it wasn’t just any picture. It was raw, carnal, a snapshot of them in the middle of their passionate romp. Andre’s massive cock was captured in stark detail, thick and veiny, partially buried inside Angela, yet still leaving inches exposed. I couldn’t help but compare—I was outclassed in every way. His shaft seemed like it could split her in two, and beneath it, his heavy balls dangled, almost absurdly large. Angela’s face was contorted in pure bliss, her lips parted as if on the edge of a scream. Her hands were clawing at the sheets, and though she was caught in the throes of passion, she still wore her high heels, emphasizing the arch of her back as she took Andre from behind. 

I’d never felt so inadequate. The man was a beast—tall, muscular, a dominant force in every sense. I could see it, feel it in the way Angela responded to him, her body alive with pleasure, something primal and fierce in the way she gave herself to him. 

And then, almost as if to mock me further, I noticed the message beneath the image: Look what you’re missing, girl! Delete this picture after you look at it! 

A wave of jealousy surged through me, followed by something darker—arousal. The reaction was instant, my cock straining against my pants, as if my body had betrayed me. I felt humiliated, confused, my emotions a whirlwind of contradictions. How could I be turned on by this? By the sight of another man—a man so clearly superior in every way—pleasuring a woman with such raw, unapologetic power? 

I glanced at Chloe, who was still staring at the image, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. Her eyes were dark with something I hadn’t seen before, something that sent a shiver down my spine. She was… turned on. Incredibly so. And it wasn’t just the wine. 

Without a word, she reached over, her hand sliding down to my crotch. Her fingers brushed against the bulge there, and she smiled, a knowing, almost predatory look in her eyes. “Oh…” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, “so you are hard. Maybe this does excite you.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, but the words stuck in my throat. I was too conflicted, too overwhelmed. Her hand moved deliberately, rubbing me through the fabric, and to my embarrassment, I felt myself throb in response, harder than I had been in a long time. Chloe’s fingers traced the length of my erection, and I could tell she was enjoying this—enjoying the power she held over me. 

“My God, he really is huge,” she murmured, her voice laced with awe and curiosity. “I’ve never seen a black dick before. They’re not all this big, right?” Her free hand moved with practiced ease, undoing the buckle of my belt and sliding down the zipper, her fingers now curling around my bare flesh. The contact was electric, sending jolts of pleasure through my body, but it was tinged with the bitter taste of envy. 

I struggled to form a reply, my voice shaky and uncertain. “N-No… no way. Andre’s one of the lucky ones.” 

She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear as she whispered, “I don’t know… I think Angela might be the lucky one.” 

That did it. Her lewd comment, combined with the image burned into my mind, pushed me over the edge. The orgasm hit me with a force I wasn’t prepared for—an intense, overwhelming surge of pleasure that left me breathless. I erupted, my cum spurting out over her hand, my body trembling with the force of it. It happened so fast, too fast, and I couldn’t stop it. The embarrassment was immediate, the shame hot and suffocating. 

Chloe giggled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Busted! This does excite you after all.” 

I tried to recover, my face burning with shame. “Uh… No, I just… really needed that.” 

She laughed, a light, teasing sound that only deepened my humiliation. “Uh-huh, you really needed that because you’re so horny from all this.” She wiped her hand off on my shirt, then kissed me, her lips soft and warm. I was too stunned, too overwhelmed to respond, my mind still reeling from the intensity of it all. 

Chloe picked up her phone again, her fingers moving quickly over the screen. I panicked, watching as she typed out a message to Angela, my heart racing as I read the words. 

That’s so hot! I can’t believe that’s his actual dick! He’s so big! 

She tapped send, and I felt a flash of terror. What was happening? This was spiraling out of control, and I didn’t know how to stop it. Chloe lifted her ass off the couch, her movements slow and deliberate as she peeled down her sweatpants and panties in one smooth motion. She looked at the image on the screen again, then back at me, her expression a mix of lust and mischief. 

“Babe… I’m so horny. Look how wet I am.” She playfully smacked at her swollen pussy lips, the sound erotic and obscene. 

My mind was a blur, everything spinning out of control, but I couldn’t resist. I slid off the couch and dove face-first into her pussy, desperate to drown out the confusion with the taste of her arousal. She was soaking wet, her scent intoxicating, her moans filling the room as I lapped at her clit with frantic need. 

Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as I devoured her. I wanted to lose myself in her, to forget about Andre, about the humiliation, but it was impossible. The image of that massive cock, of Angela’s pleasure, was seared into my mind. 

Suddenly, her phone buzzed again. Chloe paused, her breath hitching as she glanced at the screen. “Oh wow,” she breathed, “she’s really taking the whole thing… Jesus, look at that cock!” 

I started to stand, but she quickly objected, whining and hiding the phone against her chest. “Nooo… Baby, make me cum first, make me cum and I’ll show you.” 

I looked up at her, my heart pounding. “When did you become such a naughty girl?” 

She moaned as my tongue circled her clit again, her body trembling with pleasure. “Ohhh! I don’t know… now. Now, after seeing Angela with that big dick!” 

Her words sent another surge of arousal through me, and I redoubled my efforts, my tongue flicking and teasing as I squeezed her plump ass. She was close, I could feel it, her body tensing, her breath coming in ragged gasps. 

And then she came, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. “Ohh! Fuck! I’m cumming, baby!” Her body convulsed, her hands gripping my hair as she rode out the pleasure. I didn’t let up, not until she finally relaxed, slumping back against the couch with a contented sigh. 

She smiled at me, her eyes still glazed with satisfaction, and handed me the phone. There were two new images. The first showed Angela riding Andre cowgirl, his massive cock completely buried inside her. His large, black hands were gripping her tiny ass, pulling her down onto him as he thrust upward, his muscles straining with the effort. Her head was thrown back in pure bliss, her lips parted in a silent scream of pleasure. The second image was a close-up of Angela kissing the side of Andre’s cock, her mouth worshipping the enormous length of it. His massive balls rested heavily on the bed cushion below, the entire scene dripping with raw, carnal energy. 

Beneath the pictures was a caption: It feels like heaven when he’s inside me. Talk to Edward, babe. I know for a fact that Andre would love to fuck you! 

A shudder ran through me, and I handed the phone back to Chloe, my mind spinning with a mix of emotions I couldn’t even begin to untangle. She had already started to pull her pants back on, but I could see the spark of something new in her eyes—something hungry, something that had been awakened by what we’d seen. 

I stood there for a moment, watching Chloe casually slip back into her pants as if nothing had happened, though the energy in the room told a different story. Everything felt charged, buzzing with an intensity that hadn’t existed between us before tonight. My head was swimming in a haze of conflicting emotions—lust, jealousy, confusion—and my heart pounded against my chest as I tried to steady my breathing. 

Then I noticed it: despite having just cum moments ago, I was hard again. 

This wasn’t normal for me. Usually, once I climaxed, I was done for hours. It was something we both knew well—my stamina had always been limited, and Chloe had gotten used to the fact that our sessions would end with my first orgasm. But now, as I stood there, I felt my cock straining against my pants again, pulsing with need, as if something deep within me had been awakened. 

Chloe caught my movement and her eyes drifted down to the bulge in my pants. Her eyebrows lifted in surprise, and she let out a soft laugh, a mixture of amusement and intrigue. “Oh my God,” she whispered, stepping closer to me. Her fingers trailed across my chest as she moved in, her breath warm against my neck. “You’re hard again? Already?” She bit her lip, her gaze flickering between my eyes and my crotch. “That’s new…” 

“I-I don’t know,” I stammered, still trying to process it myself. “This never happens.” 

She reached down, her fingers lightly grazing the fabric of my pants, teasing me with soft strokes that made my cock twitch even harder in response. Her eyes sparkled with curiosity and a hunger that sent a shiver down my spine. “Maybe,” she murmured, her voice soft and sultry, “all this excitement woke something up in you too.” 

She kissed me then, deep and slow, her lips molding to mine as her hands moved with practiced ease to undo my pants once more. The kiss ignited a fire between us, one that felt raw and untamed, driven by everything we had seen tonight. My mind was racing, the images of Andre and Angela still fresh, still pulsing in my thoughts. 

I didn’t resist. I couldn’t. The moment she peeled my pants down and freed my cock, she let out a soft gasp of delight. “Mmm, I like this,” she whispered against my lips before dropping to her knees. 

I groaned as she took me in her mouth, her warm tongue swirling around my shaft, sending bolts of pleasure through my body. It was all so intense, too intense, and I found myself gripping her hair, trying to hold on as the pleasure built up once again. My thoughts, however, weren’t on Chloe entirely. They were drifting… to that image of Angela riding Andre, her body moving up and down on him, taking every thick inch of that massive cock. 

I tried to shake the thought, but it was stuck in my mind, burning into me, and strangely, it only heightened my arousal. I could feel Chloe’s mouth working me, her lips gliding over my length, her tongue teasing the sensitive tip, but the image of Andre kept intruding—his muscles straining, his cock pounding into Angela, her moans echoing in my head. 

And then Chloe’s voice cut through my haze, low and breathy. “Do you like thinking about him fucking me?” Her words were laced with something dark, something provocative, and it sent a jolt of desire straight through me. “Would you want to see that?” 

I tensed, her words flooding my mind with conflicting emotions. The jealousy twisted with arousal, creating a heady mix that I couldn’t escape. “Chloe…” I started, my voice rough with need. 

She didn’t wait for me to answer. Instead, she stood and kissed me hard, her body pressing against mine, her wet heat seeping through her pants as she ground against me. “It’s okay,” she whispered between kisses. “It’s okay to want it. It’s just a fantasy.” 

Her words danced through my mind, stirring something deep inside me. The fantasy of it, the sheer taboo of imagining Andre with Chloe, was electrifying. And for the first time, I found myself not resisting the idea but embracing it, letting it fuel the lust that coursed through me. 

I didn’t hesitate this time. With a rough growl, I grabbed her by the waist and lifted her onto the couch, stripping her pants off in one swift motion. Chloe gasped, her eyes wide with excitement as she lay back, her legs spread wide for me. Her pussy glistened with arousal, her swollen lips already slick and inviting, the sight of her so ready for me making my cock throb painfully. 

I climbed over her, positioning myself between her legs, and then slid inside her with one deep thrust. We both moaned at the sensation, the warmth of her enveloping me, the slick tightness of her pussy gripping my cock perfectly. I didn’t wait, didn’t ease into it. I couldn’t. The need was too great, the tension too high. I started thrusting into her, hard and fast, my hands gripping her hips as I fucked her with a desperation I hadn’t felt before. 

Chloe’s moans filled the room, her body arching beneath me as she met my thrusts with equal urgency. Her nails dug into my back, pulling me closer, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. And then, between those gasps, she whispered, “Imagine him fucking me, baby… Imagine Andre filling me up.” 

The words sent a shockwave through me, and I couldn’t help but picture it—Andre’s massive cock stretching her, the way she’d moan for him, the way he’d dominate her with his size and strength. My mind ran wild with the images, and each thought only spurred me on, made me fuck her harder, faster, as if I was trying to outdo the fantasy in my head. 

Chloe was lost in it too, her hands gripping the back of the couch, her eyes fluttering shut as she moaned louder, her pussy squeezing me tighter with each thrust. “Oh God, yes… just like that,” she cried out, her voice desperate and needy. “Fuck me like he would…” 

I was close, so close, the pleasure building with every thrust. And then, just as I felt myself nearing the edge, the image of Andre filled my mind once again, this time more vivid, more real. I imagined him cumming inside her, filling her up, his thick cock pumping her full of his seed. The thought alone was enough to push me over the edge, and with a loud groan, I erupted inside her, my orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave. 

As I came, my mind was filled with the image of Andre, the fantasy overwhelming me, and for a moment, it was as if I wasn’t the one cumming inside her—it was him. The thought was dizzying, terrifying, and yet, strangely exhilarating. 

I collapsed onto her, my body trembling with the aftershocks of the orgasm. Chloe was breathing heavily beneath me, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close. 

For a long moment, we just lay there in the aftermath, the room filled with the sound of our ragged breathing. My mind was still spinning, trying to process everything that had just happened, the intensity of it, the way the fantasy had taken hold of us both. 

Chloe broke the silence first, her voice soft and teasing. “That was… different,” she said with a small laugh, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back. 

I nodded, still too overwhelmed to form a coherent response. 

Then, after a long pause, she added, “You know, I’ve never seen you get hard again so quickly before. Whatever this is… I think it’s woken something up in us.” 

I swallowed hard, my thoughts still tangled with confusion and excitement. She was right. Something had changed between us, something I couldn’t quite put into words yet. But for now, all I could do was hold her close, my mind swirling with the possibilities of where this new, dangerous fantasy might take us next. 

And as I lay there, my body still buzzing from the afterglow, I couldn’t help but wonder—what would happen if the fantasy became reality?





Chapter 5 


The next morning, I awoke with a thick, groggy haze hanging over me, half-believing that everything from the night before had been some twisted dream. I blinked against the morning light, rubbing my eyes as flashes of the previous night played in my mind—Chloe’s whispered words, the taste of her skin, the vivid, unavoidable images of Andre that haunted me even in the dark. It felt surreal, like a feverish memory I couldn’t shake. 


I rolled over and grabbed my phone, hoping to distract myself from the thoughts crowding my mind. But when I unlocked the screen, my stomach twisted into knots. 

A new message sat at the top of my notifications. 

It was from Andre. 

Hey Edward, spoke with Angela. Wanted to invite the two of you over on Friday night, say 8:00pm. 

My breath caught in my throat. It was a simple, nonchalant invitation—a casual offer for dinner, nothing more. But as I read it, the weight of it settled over me like a heavy blanket, suffocating. My chest tightened, and I could feel the pulse of anxiety start to rise, making my hands shake slightly as I stared at the words on the screen. It felt like the walls were closing in around me, trapping me in a reality I wasn’t prepared to face. 

Chloe stirred beside me, her body moving lazily as she stretched, her limbs extending with the ease of someone who hadn’t been plagued by the same restless thoughts. She yawned, her voice soft and sleepy. “Good morning, sexy. Thanks for the fun last night.” Her tone was light, almost playful, but I could hear the echo of the tension that still lingered between us. 

I couldn’t wait any longer. “Andre texted me,” I blurted out, the words tumbling from my lips before I could stop them. 

To her credit, Chloe didn’t flinch. She didn’t even blink. Her calm was unnerving. “Oh?” she asked, her voice even, as if she were inquiring about something as simple as the weather. “What did he have to say?” 

I sat up straighter, my heart racing. “Angela already talked to him,” I said, my words coming out faster than I intended. “He invited us over for dinner on Friday.” I looked at her, searching for any sign of unease, hoping she might mirror some of the panic I was feeling. 

But Chloe simply smiled, leaning back against the headboard. “Babe, relax,” she said, her voice gentle but firm. “We haven’t done anything. We don’t have to do anything.” She paused for a moment, letting the words sink in before continuing, her tone taking on a more playful edge. “But last night was incredibly exciting, wasn’t it? Maybe we can just… play around with it a bit. Use it as inspiration. That’s all.” 

Her words hung in the air between us, and I felt the weight of them pressing down on me. Inspiration. The word felt loaded, brimming with the potential for something more—something dangerous. I tried to swallow down the fear that was clawing its way up my throat. 

“So… we should go?” I asked, though it sounded more like a question than a statement. I needed to hear her say it, to hear her affirm that everything was still in our control. That nothing had changed, even though everything felt like it had. 

Chloe leaned over and kissed me softly, her lips warm and reassuring against mine. “Only if you want to, Edward,” she whispered. “Honestly. I love you, no matter what.” She pulled back, her gaze steady and full of warmth. “We can go and just have dinner. Or we don’t have to go at all. Whatever we do… my life goes on. Our life goes on.” 

I nodded, trying to absorb her calm, her certainty. But deep down, a pit of doubt was growing, gnawing away at me. 

The drive over to Andre’s that Friday night was surreal. Neither of us spoke much, the car filled with an electric tension that buzzed in the air between us. I kept sneaking glances at Chloe, my mind racing with the memory of her last night, her body responding to mine in ways it never had before. She was wearing a sleek black dress tonight—not overly fancy, but enough to accentuate every curve in the way that made my chest tighten. I couldn’t help but notice how the fabric clung to her hips, the gentle sway of her breasts as she shifted in her seat. 

But what really set my heart racing was when I realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. I stared, my mouth going dry as my mind tried to process it. 

She caught my look and smiled coyly. “Angela told me not to,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, as if it were a secret shared just between us. 

That admission sent a surge of heat through me, straight to my core. I could feel myself harden almost instantly, my erection pressing uncomfortably against the confines of my pants. Chloe must have noticed, because she let out a soft, knowing laugh, her fingers lightly brushing my thigh. “Don’t get too distracted,” she teased, though the glint in her eyes told me she was fully aware of the effect she was having on me. 

I shifted in my seat, trying to conceal the growing tension in my body, but my mind was a chaotic blur. I couldn’t stop thinking about what this night might hold—what it might mean for us. Were we really just going for dinner? Or was there something darker, more seductive, lurking beneath the surface of this invitation? 

When we pulled up to Andre’s house, the driveway was empty. I had half-expected there to be other guests, maybe a casual dinner party, something to distract from the tension that had been building. But when Andre opened the door, he was alone. 

He greeted us with a broad smile, his presence immediately commanding the space around him. Dressed casually but impeccably, he looked relaxed, at ease—as if this was just another ordinary night. 

But to me, it was anything but ordinary. My pulse quickened as I looked at him, the man who had been at the center of my thoughts, my fantasies, and my insecurities. He was everything I wasn’t—bigger, more confident, more dominant. And as he welcomed us into his home, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was stepping into something I couldn’t control. 

“Glad you could make it,” Andre said warmly, his eyes lingering on Chloe for just a moment longer than they did on me. It was subtle, but I noticed. And it made my stomach twist. 

Chloe smiled back at him, her voice light and easy. “Of course, thanks for having us.” She stepped inside without hesitation, her confidence unshaken. 

I followed her in, feeling the weight of Andre’s gaze on me, a silent reminder of everything that had changed between us. And as the door closed behind me, I couldn’t help but wonder—what was really waiting for us tonight? 

And more importantly… was I ready to face it? 

"Glad you guys could make it," Andre said as he handed us two cocktails without hesitation. His voice was smooth, warm, but there was an undercurrent of something more—a casual confidence that made my stomach tighten. "Something for the nerves. Careful—these are strong." He didn’t waste a second before his attention shifted to Chloe, his eyes drinking her in with open admiration. "You look absolutely beautiful tonight, Chloe. My God, would you look at those breasts," he said, his voice low, intimate. 

Before I could react, he had her by the waist, pulling her closer with an ease that made my chest tighten. He leaned in and pressed a lingering kiss to her cheek, his lips hovering near her skin longer than I would have liked. Chloe blushed deeply, her cheeks a soft pink as she nervously brushed her hair behind her ear. I caught the flicker of a smile on her lips as she glanced at me—half-embarrassed, half-flattered. 

Andre turned to me then, and the air shifted subtly. He reached out and shook my hand, gripping it firmly—too firmly, perhaps. “Edward, glad you guys are here, man.” He patted my back as we walked inside, his smile warm but something about it felt unsettling. Like he knew something I didn’t. 

As I stepped into the living room, the atmosphere became even more surreal. Soft music floated through the air, a low, sensual rhythm that seemed to pulse in the background, almost unnoticed. The TV was on, but muted, casting flickers of light across the room. Chloe snuggled up against me on the couch, her body pressing into mine as we sipped our drinks. My head swam from the alcohol, but more than that—from the absurdity of the situation. My wife was sitting close, her body warm and pliant against me, yet my mind was miles away, spinning with doubt, anticipation, and a growing sense of unease. 

Andre moved around the kitchen, his presence calm, self-assured. He was fixing something—I couldn’t focus long enough to tell what—while I sat in stunned silence, trying to make sense of what was happening. I needed to break the tension. 

"No other guests tonight?" I asked, forcing a casual tone into my voice, though inside I was far from calm. 

Andre chuckled, glancing over his shoulder as he continued to move around the kitchen. “No, just the three of us this evening. How do you like the drinks?” 

Chloe was quick to respond, her voice light, almost flirtatious. “Delicious. Even more so than usual.” 

I felt a knot tighten in my chest. Everything about this felt off—wrong, even. My wife’s tone, her ease in this situation. Was it the drinks? Was she truly this comfortable? I could barely hold on to my thoughts. 

Andre re-entered the room, holding refills for both of us. "Yeah, I used a special blend tonight," he said as he handed us the fresh glasses. He met my eyes briefly before adding, "It’s a good relaxer… and an even better aphrodisiac." 

His words hung in the air like a slow-burning fuse. I glanced at Chloe, who was already sipping her drink without hesitation. I hesitated, but before I could think too much about it, I found myself taking a long pull from the glass. 

He took a seat across from us, and somehow, he effortlessly sparked a conversation, steering it through lighthearted topics—work, movies, stories from his travels. It was disarming, his ability to keep things casual despite the growing tension. Soon, all three of us were laughing, the unease slipping beneath the surface. For a moment, I wasn’t thinking about what had brought us here—the intoxicating allure of it all, the flirtation with danger that had begun last night. Andre was charming, no doubt about it, and he had a way of pulling you into his orbit, making you forget the deeper undercurrents. 

But the reality of the situation loomed over me, gnawing at the edges of my mind. 

By the time I looked down, I realized we were five cocktails deep. The room felt softer, more fluid, the lines between reality and this strange, charged atmosphere beginning to blur. My body felt loose, relaxed, but I was also keenly aware of something beneath the surface—a pull, a seduction that I wasn’t sure I had the strength to resist. 

I blinked, my vision fading in and out, the edges of the room softening as I struggled to stay present. I glanced at Chloe, who was lounging comfortably beside me, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of my pants, and a surge of something—jealousy, fear, excitement—spiked in my chest. The world began to tilt, the alcohol thickening my thoughts, and I fought to stay awake, to stay in control. 

Until I couldn’t. 


Chapter 6 


When I awoke, the room felt hazy, my mind slow to catch up with my surroundings. My head pounded softly as I blinked, trying to focus, my thoughts swimming in a thick fog of alcohol and confusion. The memory of the drinks, the surreal conversation, and the weight of Andre's presence all lingered in my mind, but something was different now. Something had shifted. 


The soft sound of lips meeting reached my ears, and I became aware of movement across the room. I sat up slowly, the haze lifting just enough for me to see them—Chloe and Andre—locked in a deep, sensual kiss on the sofa. 

My stomach dropped. 

Chloe’s body was turned toward him, her hand resting on his chest as his arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her closer. Their lips moved together with an intimacy that made my chest tighten, their kiss lingering, unhurried. I sat frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding in front of me, my mind struggling to process what was happening. My wife—my Chloe—was kissing another man. And not just any man, but Andre. 

I felt a wave of disbelief wash over me, followed quickly by a surge of emotions I couldn’t quite untangle—shock, jealousy, confusion… and, to my horror, a low, simmering arousal. 

I should have said something. I should have leapt off the couch and pulled her away from him. But I couldn’t. I just sat there, paralyzed, watching as if in a trance. 

Andre's hand moved slowly, deliberately. His fingers trailed down Chloe’s bare arm, sending a shiver through her that I could almost feel myself. She moaned softly into his mouth, and that sound—so familiar, so intimate—ripped through me like a blade. I had heard that sound countless times, in the privacy of our bedroom, meant only for me. But now, it was being drawn out of her by another man. 

I swallowed hard, my throat dry and tight as I continued to watch. My heart pounded in my chest, an erratic rhythm that matched the rising tension in the room. I was consumed by a sick mixture of emotions—rage, envy, and, disturbingly, lust. It was wrong, so wrong, but I couldn’t deny the way my body was responding to the scene in front of me. My cock hardened in my pants, throbbing uncomfortably as I stared at them, unable to look away. 

Andre’s hand moved lower, his fingers brushing the fabric of Chloe’s dress. With slow, deliberate movements, he tugged at the neckline, pulling it down, inch by inch, exposing more of her pale skin. Chloe didn’t stop him. She didn’t even hesitate. She leaned into him, her body pliant, eager for his touch. 

I held my breath as Andre’s hand slipped beneath the fabric and pulled her dress down to her waist, revealing her bare breasts to the room. The sight hit me like a punch to the gut. Chloe’s breasts—those soft, beautiful breasts I had touched, kissed, worshipped for years—were now exposed for another man’s hands, another man’s eyes. The intimacy of it, the vulnerability of her body in this moment, was overwhelming. And yet, there was something undeniably erotic about it, something primal that made my pulse race. 

Andre’s large hands moved over her breasts, kneading them gently at first, as if savoring the feel of them beneath his fingers. He cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples, sending shivers through her body that I could see in the way she arched her back slightly, pushing herself closer to him. 

My stomach churned with a mix of jealousy and arousal so potent I could hardly breathe. It was as if I was seeing Chloe for the first time—her body reacting to another man’s touch in ways I had never imagined. And God, did she respond. Her lips parted, a soft gasp escaping as Andre’s hands squeezed her breasts more firmly, his fingers pinching her nipples between them. Her head fell back, eyes closed, and for a moment, she looked lost in the sensation, lost in the pleasure he was giving her. 

My hands balled into fists at my sides, the urge to shout, to stop this, was warring with the dark thrill of watching it happen. The jealousy gnawed at me, clawing at my insides, but beneath it, there was something darker—a twisted arousal that I couldn’t deny. 

It was surreal, watching another man touch my wife like this—seeing her body respond to him, her skin flushed with excitement, her breaths coming in shallow gasps as his hands roamed over her. And the worst part was… I could feel my own body reacting to it too. My cock was throbbing painfully in my pants, every touch, every movement between them sending jolts of pleasure through me, as if I were the one feeling Andre’s hands on her. 

Andre leaned in and kissed Chloe again, his lips moving down her neck, trailing lower until his mouth found her breast. I watched in stunned silence as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then more forcefully. Chloe gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair as she arched her back, pushing herself closer to him, her body trembling with need. 

A wave of nausea and desire surged through me. This was the woman I loved, the woman I had pledged to protect and cherish, and yet here she was—her body offered up to another man, her pleasure spilling over under his touch. It was both exhilarating and terrifying, a dizzying combination of emotions that I couldn’t fully comprehend. 

And yet… I couldn’t look away. I was trapped in this moment, a helpless spectator to something that was both a nightmare and a fantasy. 

Chloe’s hand slipped down to Andre’s crotch, her fingers finding the hard outline of his cock through his pants. She began to rub him, slow and deliberate, her eyes heavy-lidded with lust as she looked at him with an intensity that made my stomach twist. She had never looked at me like that before—never with such raw hunger. 

My chest tightened, the ache of jealousy sharp and insistent. But beneath that, something darker stirred. I couldn’t deny the arousal coursing through me, the way my cock twitched with every moan that escaped Chloe’s lips, with every touch of Andre’s hands on her body. It was as if I was experiencing the pleasure with her, vicariously, and it was overwhelming. 

I should have stopped this. I should have stood up, shouted, done something to put an end to it. But I didn’t. I just sat there, frozen in place, my mind reeling, my body betraying me with every passing second. 

The lines between love and lust, jealousy and desire, had blurred beyond recognition. All I knew was that my world had changed in an instant. Chloe’s soft moans, the sight of Andre’s dark hands on her pale skin, the way she responded to him with such abandon—it was all too much, too intense, and yet… I couldn’t tear myself away. 

And as I sat there, watching it all unfold, I realized with a sickening clarity that my life—our life—would never be the same again. 

Andre’s gaze locked onto mine, his lips curling into a slow, deliberate smile that made the blood in my veins feel like ice. "Welcome back, Edward," he said smoothly, his voice heavy with confidence and control. 

Chloe’s eyes went wide as she glanced in my direction, panic flaring in her expression. She instinctively moved to cover herself, but Andre’s strong hands kept her exposed, vulnerable beneath his touch. "Relax, baby," he murmured, his words slow, almost soothing, as his fingers resumed their languid exploration of her bare breast. "He wants to see you like this. He likes watching me touch you." 

Chloe’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushed crimson as Andre’s hands roamed her body with possessive ease. I could see the hesitation in her eyes—her limbs stiffened slightly, but then she relaxed again under his grip, the haze of desire clouding her judgment. Her breaths became shallow, and her lips parted as if she were caught between embarrassment and some deep, primal craving. 

Andre stood, guiding Chloe to her feet with a deceptive gentleness. Her dress was still pulled down around her waist, her magnificent breasts bouncing slightly as she straightened. She stood there, her face flushed, her nipples hard, and her eyes glazed with a mix of arousal and uncertainty. Despite the weight of the moment, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her; the sway of her tits, the way they moved with every breath, every slight shift of her body—God, she looked so fucking sexy. 

But then Andre’s voice pulled me from my daze. 

"Edward," he said, the command unmistakable in his tone. "I’m going to take your wife to my bedroom." He paused deliberately, letting the words sink into my bones like poison. "Wait here for five minutes. Then come find us—you know where it is." 

For a moment, everything inside me rebelled. Anger surged hot in my veins, burning away the confusion and desire, leaving only a raw, gnawing sense of failure. How the fuck had it come to this? My wife, the woman I swore to protect, was being led away by another man—right in front of me—and I was just… standing there. I wanted to scream, to rip her out of his grasp, to punch him so hard he’d never touch her again. My fists clenched at my sides, my nails digging into my palms. I could feel the sickening churn of disgust roiling in my stomach—disgust at him, disgust at her, but mostly disgust at myself. 

But despite the nausea clawing at my insides, I couldn’t ignore the throbbing erection pressing painfully against my pants. The contradiction was unbearable—I hated what was happening, I hated myself for allowing it… and yet, my body betrayed me. My cock strained against my zipper, hard as steel, aching with desire. I was paralyzed, trapped between shame and lust, fury and arousal. 

Chloe turned, avoiding my gaze as Andre tugged her hand, leading her down the hallway. Her big, beautiful breasts were still exposed, her dress bunched at her hips, and each step made them jiggle seductively. I hated myself for noticing how goddamn sexy she looked, how her ass swayed in that little dress as she disappeared down the hall with him, her heels clicking against the floor like some twisted countdown. 

I should have stopped her—I wanted to stop her. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. 

Three minutes passed in agonizing silence. My mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts—anger, jealousy, disgust… and something else. Something darker. My cock pulsed with need, even as my stomach churned with guilt. 

When I finally stood, my legs felt heavy, like they were weighted down by invisible chains. My breath came in shallow, ragged gasps as I made my way down the hall. Every step felt like a betrayal, like I was walking straight into the heart of something I couldn’t come back from. 

The hall stretched on forever, each second amplifying the sickening tension inside me. When I reached Andre’s door, I froze. A black dress lay crumpled on the floor, discarded like some kind of trophy. I swallowed hard, my throat dry, before I forced myself to look up. 

What I saw ripped through me like a shockwave. 

Chloe was lying on her back, completely naked on Andre’s bed. Her pale skin glowed in the dim light, her curves accentuated by the soft sheets beneath her. Her pussy—pink and glistening—was spread open, exposed, inviting. Her legs were parted wide, framing her perfect body as if she were waiting, ready to be taken. She was soaked, her arousal undeniable, and the sight of it sent another surge of conflicting emotions through me. 

Andre hovered above her, his powerful body looming over hers. His thick, dark cock rested against her stomach, the size of it impossible to ignore. His balls pressed against her mound as he leaned down to kiss her, his lips trailing along her neck, her chest. Chloe moaned softly beneath him, her hands sliding up his back, her delicate fingers a stark contrast against his dark skin. 

Andre glanced over his shoulder and smirked when he saw me. "Your wife was already begging me to fuck her," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "But I told her to wait. I wanted you to watch as I entered her." 

He shifted, positioning himself between her legs. I stood there, rooted to the spot, my heart pounding in my chest. My mind screamed at me to do something—anything—but my body refused to obey. All I could do was watch, helpless, as Andre pressed the thick head of his cock against the entrance to Chloe’s slick, swollen pussy. 

He teased her for a moment, dragging his cock along her folds, slapping it against her clit with a lewd, wet sound that made her gasp and arch her back. "Ohhh… oh God…" Chloe whimpered, her voice trembling with need. Her legs spread even wider, her toes curling as she braced herself. 

And then, slowly, agonizingly, Andre began to push inside her. Chloe cried out as the thick head of his cock breached her entrance, her hands clutching at his back as he stretched her wide. "Ohhh… oh fuck…!" she moaned, her voice high and desperate, her body writhing beneath him. 

Andre thrust deeper, his cock disappearing inch by inch into my wife’s tight, soaking pussy. Chloe’s moans filled the room, loud and unabashed, her body rising to meet his every movement. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her fingers digging into his skin as he fucked her, hard and slow. 

"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," Andre growled, his voice low and dangerous. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her closer as he thrust even deeper inside her. Chloe’s body arched, her back lifting off the bed as she moaned, her eyes rolling back in pleasure. 

And then, just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, Chloe’s eyes found mine. There was no shame in her gaze—only pure, unfiltered pleasure. Her lips parted, and in a breathless voice, she whispered, "His cock is fucking amazing, baby." 

I nodded slowly, my heart breaking and my cock throbbing painfully in equal measure. There were no words left—just the unbearable reality of what I was watching. 

Suddenly, Chloe’s head snapped back, her hair fanning out over the bed as Andre pushed deep into her again. I could see his thick cock sliding in and out of her, the glisten of her arousal coating his shaft. His hands moved up her body, rough and demanding, as they found her breasts—those full, beautiful tits that had always been mine to cherish—and now, they were his to claim. He squeezed them hard, his fingers kneading her flesh, and she moaned loudly in response, her voice thick with pleasure. 

Each thrust seemed to send a shockwave through her body. Her back arched sharply, her perfect breasts jiggling with every powerful movement as Andre pounded into her, taking her with an intensity that left me frozen in place, unable to think, unable to breathe. Every wet, lewd sound, every moan, every gasp felt like a knife twisting in my gut, yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I was mesmerized. 

"You like my black cock, baby?" Andre growled, his voice low and rough as he leaned over her, his chest brushing her skin as he continued his relentless assault on her pussy. 

Chloe’s lips parted, her breath coming in sharp pants as she bit down hard, eyes squeezed shut against the onslaught of pleasure. "Mmmhmm," she whimpered, her voice a desperate, needy sound that made my chest tighten. 

Andre grinned, his grip on her breasts tightening as he drove into her harder. "You like this big black cock inside your married pussy, don’t you?" His words were sharp, piercing through the haze of pleasure that surrounded them, and yet Chloe only moaned in response—loud, uninhibited, her voice thick with lust. 

"Ohh! Fuckkk!" she cried, her body writhing beneath him as he continued to pump into her with deep, powerful thrusts. Her ass rippled with each impact, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room. I stared, dumbfounded, as his massive cock continued to slide effortlessly in and out of her, the slick lather of her arousal coating his length. My wife's pussy—wet, swollen, and stretched wide around him—was accepting him fully, taking him deeper than I ever thought possible. 

It was so obscene. So wrong. And yet, the sight of it—the undeniable proof of her pleasure—sent another surge of heat rushing through my body. I could feel the tightness in my pants, the unbearable pressure building with every second. My cock strained painfully against the fabric, and yet I couldn’t bring myself to touch it. I didn’t have to. The scene unfolding in front of me was more than enough. 

Andre’s voice cut through the haze again, his tone commanding. "Do I fuck you better than your husband?" His eyes bore into her, demanding an answer, even as his hips continued their relentless rhythm. 

Chloe’s body trembled beneath him, her hands clutching desperately at the sheets, her nails digging into the fabric. Her head fell back, her eyes rolling as another deep moan tore from her throat. "Ohhh! Andre! Mmm…" she whimpered, her voice trembling. 

"Answer me," Andre growled, his thrusts slowing, becoming torturously slow as he waited for her response. "Tell the truth." 

The words hung heavy in the air, and for a brief moment, there was silence—just the wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of her, the breathless gasps escaping from her lips. And then, finally, she spoke. 

Her voice broke, trembling with pleasure and raw need as she cried out, "Yes! Yes! Yesss!! You fuck me better than my husband! I love your big black cockkk…" The words were a desperate confession, torn from her as she came again, her body bucking wildly beneath him. She buried her face in the bed, her moans loud and honest, her entire being lost in the throes of an orgasm so intense that it made her shudder uncontrollably. 

The sounds of their bodies, the wet, rhythmic slapping, filled the room. Andre’s muscular torso rippled with every thrust as he drove Chloe higher, taking her to heights I had never managed to reach. Her eyes fluttered back in her head, lost in pure ecstasy, her lips parted in a silent scream. Her beautiful breasts swayed back and forth with each deep stroke, her nipples hard, her skin glistening with sweat. Her delicate hands clawed at the sheets, her toes curled tightly as waves of pleasure rolled through her. 

I could only watch—helpless, aching, my body betraying me as I stood there, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight of her. She was lost to him, her mind shattered by the pleasure he was giving her. The knowledge of that should have crushed me, but instead, I felt the pressure inside me build to an unbearable peak. 

My vision blurred, my head spinning as I watched Chloe writhe and moan, her body consumed by pleasure I had never given her. It was too much. My breath hitched in my throat, my knees buckling as the tension finally broke. Without even realizing it, I came—hard. The force of it ripped through me, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine. Hot, thick cum spurted from my cock, soaking my pants, the release so overwhelming that it left me gasping for breath. 

I stumbled, my legs weak beneath me, and collapsed to the floor, my head spinning. I barely registered the sticky warmth spreading across my groin, the physical evidence of my own shame. My heart raced, my vision swimming as I struggled to steady myself, but the image of Chloe—arched beneath Andre, her body trembling in ecstasy—was burned into my mind, a vision that would haunt me forever. 

And all I could do was lie there, gasping for breath, my cock softening in my cum-soaked pants, while my wife—my beautiful, perfect wife—continued to moan and cry out in pleasure that wasn’t mine to give. 

Andre let out a deep, satisfied groan as he finished inside Chloe, his body stilling as he filled her one final time. Her eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling heavily as she lay sprawled beneath him, utterly spent. The room was heavy with the scent of sex, the air thick with the sounds of their breathless recovery. Slowly, Andre withdrew from her, his thick, glistening cock pulling free with a wet, obscene sound. Chloe’s legs trembled as he pulled away, her body twitching in the aftermath of her intense orgasm.

My heart pounded in my chest, my mouth dry as I watched. This was it—my turn. But it felt wrong, like I was stepping into something that no longer belonged to me. The sight of Chloe, her beautiful, naked body now marked by Andre’s touch, her pussy red, swollen, and slick with both of their combined fluids, made my stomach churn with a mixture of desire and dread. She was mine… yet she wasn’t. Not anymore.

Andre stood and gave me a look, a silent signal that it was my time to reclaim what was left. I approached slowly, almost mechanically, my hands trembling as I knelt between her legs. Chloe’s eyes flickered open as I settled above her, her gaze soft but distant, her lips parted in a weak smile. Her body was still warm, still slick with sweat and cum, her legs limp and spread wide, inviting me in. But there was something different now, something unspoken between us that made my chest feel tight and heavy.

I positioned myself at her entrance, and the moment my cock slid inside her, I knew—everything had changed.

Her pussy was so hot, so wet, but it wasn’t like before. There was a looseness to her now, a slickness that had nothing to do with her own arousal and everything to do with Andre’s massive cock that had stretched her far beyond what I could ever manage. I could barely feel her around me, the tightness I was used to completely gone, replaced by a stickiness that made it difficult to find any friction at all.

I thrust into her slowly, trying to regain some semblance of control, but it was no use. The sounds of my own cock sliding in and out of her were faint, almost lost beneath the soft moans she made, moans that were so different from the desperate cries she’d made just minutes ago with Andre. It was like she was barely aware I was even inside her.

I pushed deeper, trying to focus on the feeling of being connected to her again, but all I could think about was how much had changed. Her body was slick with the evidence of what she’d just experienced—the wetness, the warmth, the faint traces of cum that lingered inside her. And I… I was nothing in comparison. I could feel it in the way her pussy barely gripped me, in the way her body seemed indifferent to my presence, in the way her moans were softer now, almost out of habit, not pleasure.

I felt my heart break a little more with every thrust.

I had always been able to make her cum. Always. I knew her body like the back of my hand, knew how to touch her, how to bring her to the edge and push her over. But now, as I fucked her, I realized with a sickening certainty that I had no chance. She was spent—utterly, completely satisfied in a way that I could never match. Her body was still buzzing from Andre’s touch, and all I could do was follow in his wake, filling her in a way that felt so… inadequate.

Chloe moaned again, but it was different now—soft, almost sleepy, her body relaxing beneath me as if she were simply waiting for me to finish. She wasn’t lost in pleasure, wasn’t trembling on the edge of another orgasm. She was just… there.

And that realization crushed me.

I sped up, desperation creeping into my movements as I tried to find some release, some closure to this nightmare. The wet heat of her pussy, slick with cum, barely offered any resistance as I pumped into her, my own arousal surging in spite of the ache in my chest. But it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t enough.

Within minutes, the pressure built too high. I could feel it swelling inside me, threatening to explode, but there was no triumph in it, no satisfaction. Just a desperate need to finish. I thrust into her one last time and came—hard. My body jerked violently as my cock erupted inside her, pumping load after load of cum into her already-used pussy. It felt like it went on forever, a relentless torrent of release that left me gasping for breath, my head spinning.

And yet, even as I came, I knew it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.

Finally, I collapsed beside her, my body spent, my heart racing. My cock softened quickly, slipping free of her as I rolled onto my back, staring up at the ceiling as I tried to steady my breathing. I could feel the sticky warmth of my own cum dripping from my cock, mixing with the mess that already coated her thighs and the sheets beneath us. I felt empty—completely, utterly drained.

Chloe lay next to me, silent for a moment, her breaths soft and even as she recovered. Her hand brushed against mine, but it didn’t feel the same. There was a distance between us now, something unspoken that lingered in the air, thick and heavy.

And then, Andre reappeared.

He moved with the same effortless confidence as before, his naked form filling the doorway as he stepped toward us. He sat on the other side of Chloe, his presence undeniable, his dominance still palpable in the room. Chloe stirred slightly, glancing down at each of us as we lay beside her—me on one side, Andre on the other.

For a long moment, there was only silence.

Then, she shifted, her hand reaching out to grasp both of our cocks in each of her hands. Her delicate fingers wrapped around Andre’s still-thick length, her other hand closing around my limp, dripping cock. The difference between them was… humiliating. Andre’s cock was still impressive, even soft—thick, dark, powerful. Mine, by comparison, looked small, weak, spent.

Chloe’s lips curled into a smile—a smile that was sweet but edged with something darker. She let out a soft laugh, her fingers tightening around both of us as she looked down at the contrast between us.

"You know," she said, her voice light but laced with amusement, "it’s almost cute, the difference." She glanced at me, her eyes twinkling with something that made my chest tighten. "But honestly, baby… after tonight, I’m not sure how I’ll ever go back."

The words stung, sharp and cold, cutting through the haze of post-orgasmic exhaustion. Her laugh was soft, almost teasing, but it hit me like a punch to the gut.

I couldn’t bring myself to respond. All I could do was lie there, my heart heavy, my cock limp in her hand, as the reality of what had just happened sank in.

And that was it. Everything had changed. Nothing would ever be the same again.
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