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PROLOGUE

I watched it all.

My name is Joshua, and my wife is Melissa. And yes, I know exactly what she does when I'm away on business.

I don't just know. I watch.

The cameras were my idea. Four of them, strategically placed throughout the house. Living room. Bedroom. Kitchen. Hallway. High definition, motion-activated, streaming directly to my phone. Melissa knows about them, of course. She likes knowing I'm watching. It makes her perform.

And God, does she perform.

The whole thing with Lisa started before I even left town. I'd noticed her watching us for weeks—peering through her curtains whenever one of Melissa's friends came by, that pinched look of judgment on her face. Melissa noticed too.

"That neighbor lady's been spying again," she told me one night. "Bet she thinks I'm some kind of whore."

"Let her think what she wants," I said.

But I saw something in Lisa that Melissa didn't.

Behind all that judgment, behind the pursed lips and the crossed arms—I saw hunger. I knew that hunger really well, of course.

The same hunger I'd seen in my wife years ago, before we figured out what we both really wanted. Before I left for my trip, I stopped by Lisa's house. Asked her to check on Melissa while I was gone. Keep an eye on things. The irony wasn't lost on me.

The first alert came the day after I left. Motion sensor. Living room camera.

I pulled up the feed on my phone and nearly choked on my coffee.

Darius was there—one of Melissa's regulars. Big guy, built like a linebacker, cock like a baseball bat. He had my wife bent over the couch, fucking her hard enough to shake the furniture. Standard Tuesday for us.

But then I noticed movement on the hallway camera.

Lisa.

She was inside our house. Must have come in through the back door—Melissa always leaves it unlocked when she's expecting company. Lisa had crept up the stairs and was standing in the hallway, frozen, watching through the bedroom doorway.

Her hand was in her shorts.

I watched Lisa watch my wife get fucked. Watched her fingers move between her legs. Watched her face contort as she came, biting down on her fist to keep quiet.

Then she ran. Bolted down the stairs and out the back door like the house was on fire.

I came so hard watching that footage I had to excuse myself from a meeting.

I called Melissa that night. "Lisa was in the house again today."

"I know," she laughed. "Watched the whole thing from the hallway. She thinks I didn't notice."

"She'll be back."

"You think?"

"I know."

Two days later, Melissa called me. "You were right. She's coming over."

"For what?"

"I told her I needed help with some guests. She's bringing wine glasses." I could hear the smile in her voice. "Five of the guys are coming over."

"Five?"

"Darius, Jamal, and three others. I think our neighbor is about to get more than she bargained for."

I cleared my schedule for the rest of the day.

The footage from that afternoon is still saved on my phone. I've watched it maybe fifty times. Lisa showing up at the door with a tray of glasses, looking nervous. Melissa pulling her inside. The five men spread across my living room like they owned the place.

Lisa tried to leave at first. I watched her edge toward the door, make excuses. But Jamal cornered her in the kitchen. I have a camera in there too.

I watched him press her against the counter. Watched his hands slide under her shirt. Watched her resist for about thirty seconds before she melted into him.

By the time they brought her back to the living room, she was already half undressed.

What happened next took hours. Four men used Lisa in ways her husband probably never imagined. Every hole. Every position. They passed her around like a party favor while Melissa watched and cheered her on. My wife got hers too—Darius kept her occupied on the other couch.

I stroked myself raw watching it. Lost count of how many times I came.

When it was finally over, both women were wrecked. Covered in sweat and cum, barely able to stand. I watched Lisa stumble to the bathroom, watched Melissa follow with a towel.

Then came my favorite part.

They sat on the couch afterward, drinking coffee like nothing had happened. I watched Lisa's face as the guilt set in. The shame. The confusion.

"I cheated," she whispered to Melissa. "I betrayed my husband."

Melissa just smiled. "Lisa, what I do isn't cheating."

"How is that not cheating?"

"Because Joshua knows. He's known for a long time." Melissa's eyes flicked up to the camera in the corner. She wiggled her fingers in a little wave. "Hi, honey. Hope you enjoyed the show."

Lisa followed her gaze. Saw the tiny red light blinking. Her face went white.

"He's been watching the whole time," Melissa said. "He likes it."

Lisa couldn't speak. Just sat there, processing, the weight of it crushing her.

Finally, one word: "What?"

"It's just our thing," Melissa shrugged. "It works for us."

Lisa's voice was barely a whisper. "Your husband... likes to watch?"

And that's where it ended. That's where I stopped being just a voyeur and started thinking about what comes next.

Because here's the thing about Lisa Baker. She spent weeks judging my wife, convinced Melissa was some kind of cheating slut. But the second she got a taste of what Melissa had, she couldn't get enough. All that moral superiority crumbled the moment a real man put his hands on her.

Now she knows our secret. She knows what Melissa and I have.

The question is: what's she going to do about it?

More importantly—what's her husband going to do when he finds out?

I fly home in a couple of weeks. I can't wait to meet Lisa properly. To see her face when she realizes I saw everything. Every moan. Every orgasm. Every filthy thing she begged those men to do to her.

But mostly, I can't wait to see what happens when Mark learns the truth.

Because if Lisa's anything like Melissa was in the beginning, her husband might surprise her.

Mine certainly surprised me.

—


CHAPTER 1

I couldn't stop staring at that little red light.

It blinked at me from the corner of the ceiling like an accusation. How long had it been there? How much had it seen? The answer, of course, was everything. Every filthy, depraved thing I'd done in this house over the past few hours—Joshua had watched it all.

"Lisa?" Melissa's voice cut through my spiral. "You okay?"

I turned to look at her. She was sitting there in her robe, sipping coffee like we'd just finished book club, not a gangbang. Like she hadn't just dropped a bomb that shattered everything I thought I knew.

"Your husband," I managed, my voice barely working. "He's been watching. This whole time."

"That's what I said."

"Through cameras."

"Yes."

"While he's away on business."

Melissa set down her mug. "Lisa, I know this is a lot to process. But I need you to understand something—Joshua and I have an arrangement. This isn't cheating. This isn't betrayal. This is something we do together, even when we're apart."

My head was pounding. I pressed my palms against my temples, trying to make sense of it. "But you—you let those men—"

"I let them fuck me, yes. And Joshua watches. And when he comes home, he fucks me too, and I tell him every detail of what happened while he was gone. It makes us closer." She shrugged like she was explaining how she takes her coffee. "It works for us."

"That's insane."

"Is it?" Melissa tilted her head, studying me. "Lisa, what you did today—did it feel insane?"

I opened my mouth to say yes. Of course it was insane. I was a married woman. A mother. I'd let four strangers use my body in ways I'd never imagined, while my husband sat at home completely oblivious. That was the definition of insane.

But the word wouldn't come.

Because it hadn't felt insane. It had felt like waking up. Like finally scratching an itch I'd been ignoring for twenty years.

Melissa saw it on my face. Her lips curved into a knowing smile.

"That's what I thought."

"It doesn't matter how it felt," I said, forcing the words out. "I cheated on Mark. I betrayed my marriage. What I did was wrong."

"Was it?"

"Yes."

"Then why are you still sitting here?"

I didn't have an answer for that.

Melissa leaned forward, her robe falling open slightly. I could see the marks on her chest—love bites, scratches, evidence of what Darius had done to her while I was getting destroyed in the next room.

"Lisa, let me ask you something. When's the last time Mark made you feel the way you felt today?"

*


CHAPTER 2

My jaw tightened. "That's none—"

"When's the last time he made you cum?"

"Melissa—"

"When's the last time he even tried?"

The question hung in the air between us. I thought about last night—was it only last night?—lying in bed next to Mark, staring at the ceiling while he scrolled through his phone. I thought about the weeks before that, the months, the years of reaching for him and being met with a grunt and a turned back.

"That's what I thought," Melissa said softly.

"It's not his fault," I heard myself say. "He works hard. He's tired. We've been married a long time—"

"Lisa." Melissa reached out and took my hand. Her touch was warm, gentle. "I'm not attacking your husband. I'm asking you a question. Are you happy?"

The tears came before I could stop them. Hot and sudden, spilling down my cheeks as something cracked open inside me.

"No," I whispered. "I haven't been happy in a long time."

Melissa squeezed my hand. "Neither was I. Before Joshua and I figured this out, I was miserable. I loved him, but I was dying inside. The sex was boring. The passion was gone. I started to resent him for it, and he could feel it. We were falling apart."

"So you started sleeping with other men?"

"So we started being honest with each other." Melissa's eyes met mine. "I told him what I needed. He told me what he wanted. Turns out, we both wanted the same thing—we just didn't know how to ask for it."

I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand, feeling like a mess. "I don't understand. How can a husband want his wife to—to do what I did today?"

Melissa laughed softly. "You really don't know, do you? Have you ever heard the word 'cuckold'?"

I shook my head. "Isn't that some old Shakespeare thing?"

"It's a man who gets off on watching his wife fuck other men." Melissa said it casually, like she was explaining a recipe. "Joshua is a cuckold. Has been since before we got married. He doesn't just tolerate what I do—he loves it. He craves it. The cameras aren't for catching me. They're for watching me."

I stared at her, trying to process this. "But why? Why would any man want that?"

"Different reasons for different men. Some like the humiliation. Some like feeling inadequate compared to bigger, better men. Some just think it's hot watching their wife get pleasured." Melissa shrugged. "Joshua's a mix of all three. He knows he can't fuck me the way Darius does. He's made peace with it. More than peace—he gets off on it."

"That's..." I couldn't find the word.

"There's more." Melissa stood and walked to a small desk in the corner. She opened a drawer and pulled something out. When she came back, she held up a piece of jewelry—a delicate anklet with a small charm dangling from it. The charm was a spade. Like the card suit. But the spade was filled in with a dark symbol I didn't recognize at first.

Then I saw it. The letter Q inside the spade.

"Queen of Spades," Melissa said. "You know what this means?"

"No."

"It means I only fuck Black men." She said it plainly, without shame. "White men don't do it for me anymore. Haven't for years. Joshua included."

I felt my face flush. "Melissa—"

"I'm not saying this to shock you, Lisa. I'm saying it because you need to understand what today was. Those men weren't random. Darius, Jamal, the others—they're bulls. That's what we call them. Black bulls. Men who fuck married white women while their husbands watch or wait at home."

My head was spinning. Bulls. Cuckolds. Queen of Spades. It was like learning a foreign language.

"The lifestyle is bigger than you think," Melissa continued. "There are thousands of couples like Joshua and me. Tens of thousands. Wives who've discovered what a real man feels like. Husbands who've accepted that they can't compete with what a Black man brings to the bedroom."

"Can't compete?"

Melissa's smile turned knowing. "Lisa. You felt it today. You felt the difference. Tell me honestly—has Mark ever made you feel the way Jamal did? The way any of them did?"

I couldn't answer. We both knew I didn't need to.

"It's not just size, though that matters," Melissa said. "It's everything. The stamina. The aggression. The way they take what they want without asking permission. White men have been trained to be soft. Polite. To ask 'is this okay' every five seconds." She rolled her eyes. "Black men just fuck. They don't overthink it. They don't worry about being gentle. They take you like you're meant to be taken."

I thought about Jamal in the kitchen. The way he'd pinned me against the counter without a word. The way his hands had just... claimed me. No hesitation. No question. Just raw, masculine entitlement.

Mark had never touched me like that. Not once in twenty-three years.

"I know this is a lot," Melissa said, sitting back down across from me. "And I know you're probably feeling overwhelmed. But I wanted you to understand what you walked into today. This isn't cheating, Lisa. Not the way Joshua and I do it. This is a lifestyle. A choice. And once you've tasted it..." She trailed off, her eyes drifting to the camera in the corner. "Well. You don't go back."

My hair was still damp from the shower. My body still ached in places I didn't know could ache. And here I was, learning about cuckolds and Queen of Spades and Black bulls while my neighbor's husband watched through a camera in the ceiling.

"I can't tell Mark," I said. "He would never understand. He would leave me."

"You might be surprised."

"You don't know him."

Melissa was quiet for a moment. Then she stood, walking to the window. Outside, the sun was starting to set, casting long shadows across the lawn.

"When I first told Joshua what I wanted," she said, "I was terrified. I thought he'd call me a whore. Divorce me. Tell everyone what a disgusting slut his wife was." She turned back to me. "You know what he said instead?"

I shook my head.

"He said he'd been thinking about it too. That he'd been watching videos online—wives with Black men, husbands watching—and getting off to the idea of me doing the same thing. He was just too ashamed to admit it."

"Mark isn't like that."

"How do you know?"

"Because I know my husband."

Melissa walked back to the couch and sat down across from me. "Lisa, I've been watching you and Mark for years. You know what I see? I see a man who's checked out. A man who takes his wife for granted. A man who probably hasn't looked at you—really looked at you—in a very long time."

I wanted to argue, but the words died in my throat.

"Men like that," Melissa continued, "they're not happy either. They're bored. Unfulfilled. They watch porn when their wives aren't looking—and I guarantee you, it's not vanilla stuff. It's something they're ashamed of. Something that excites them precisely because it feels forbidden."

"You think Mark watches..." I couldn't finish the sentence.

"I think a lot of white husbands have fantasies they'll never admit to. Fantasies about their wives being taken by men who are bigger, stronger, more masculine than they'll ever be. They hate themselves for it. But they can't stop thinking about it." Melissa leaned forward. "What if Mark is one of them? What if the only thing standing between you and everything you want is a conversation neither of you has been brave enough to have?"

The thought was absurd. Mark was the most vanilla person I'd ever met. Missionary on birthdays if I was lucky.

But then again—I hadn't known any of this existed until today. Cuckolds. Bulls. Queen of Spades. An entire underground world of married couples doing exactly what Melissa and Joshua did.

What if Mark had found it too? What if he'd been hiding the same shameful secret all these years?

"I should go," I said, standing on shaky legs. "Mark will be wondering where I am."

Melissa nodded, rising with me. "Of course. But Lisa—" She caught my arm before I could move toward the door. "Think about what I said. And if you ever want to talk, or if you want to come back..." Her eyes flicked up to the camera, then back to me. "You know where to find us."

She walked me to the front door. The air outside was cool, a relief against my flushed skin. I stepped onto the porch, then turned back.

"Melissa. If I—if Mark ever—" I couldn't finish the sentence.

She smiled. "Joshua gets back in a couple of weeks. If you want to talk to him, ask him questions, whatever—he'd be happy to. And Lisa?"

"Yeah?"

"Your husband might surprise you. Mine certainly surprised me."

She closed the door, and I stood there for a long moment, staring at the wood.

Then I walked home to face my husband.

—


CHAPTER 3

The house was quiet when I walked in. Monica was staying at her friend's place for the week—some kind of girls' trip she'd planned months ago. Part of me was grateful she wasn't here to see me like this. Another part wished she was, just so someone would notice I existed.

Mark was on the couch. Of course he was. Same spot he'd been in when I left this morning—was it really only this morning?—with his phone in one hand and the TV remote in the other. Some sports highlights played on the screen. He didn't look up.

"Hey," he said. "Where've you been?"

"At Melissa's." The truth, technically. Just not the whole truth.

"Oh. Cool."

That was it. No follow-up questions. No curiosity about why I'd been gone for six hours. No comment on the fact that I'd clearly showered and my hair was still slightly damp. He just kept scrolling.

I stood in the doorway, watching him. This man I'd married over twenty years ago. This man I'd built a life with, raised a daughter with, shared a bed with for two decades. He was wearing the same stained t-shirt he'd worn yesterday. Probably the day before that too. When had he stopped caring?

When had I?

Melissa's words echoed in my head: Are you happy?

I wasn't. I hadn't been for years. But tonight, standing in my own living room, the contrast was unbearable. Hours ago, I'd been the center of attention. Five men had looked at me like I was the most desirable woman on earth. They'd fought over who got to touch me next. They'd made me feel alive.

Now my husband couldn't be bothered to look up from his phone.

Something shifted in me. Call it guilt. Call it desperation. Call it one last attempt to convince myself that my marriage wasn't completely dead.

"I'm going to take a bath," I said. "Don't wait up."

He grunted.

I went upstairs and ran the water as hot as I could stand it. Soaked until my skin was pink and raw. Then I dried off, did my makeup—actually did it, foundation and mascara and the red lipstick I hadn't worn in years—and dug through my drawer until I found the lingerie.

It was black. Lacy. I'd bought it for our anniversary three years ago. Mark had barely glanced at it before rolling over and going to sleep. I'd shoved it to the back of the drawer and never worn it again.

Tonight, I put it on.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Fifty-four years old. Not the body I'd had at twenty, but not bad either. The men today certainly hadn't complained. Jamal had called me sexy. Darius had said I had a nice ass. They'd been all over me like I was some kind of prize.

I took a breath. Squared my shoulders. Walked downstairs.

Mark was still on the couch. Still scrolling. The TV was showing commercials now.

"Mark."

He looked up. His eyes traveled over me—the lingerie, the makeup, the heels I'd put on for some stupid reason—and he blinked.

"Oh," he said. "You look nice."

That was it. You look nice. Like I'd put on a new sweater.

I walked over and stood in front of the TV. "I thought maybe we could... spend some time together tonight."

"Hm?" He was already looking back at his phone. "Oh. Yeah, sure. Just let me finish this."

I stood there for a full minute while he scrolled. Then another minute. Then I gave up, turned around, and walked back upstairs.

He followed eventually. Found me sitting on the edge of the bed, feeling like an idiot in my lacy getup.

"Sorry," he said, not sounding sorry at all. "What's up?"

What's up. Like I was a coworker asking about a meeting.

"Come here," I said, reaching for him.

The sex—if you could call it that—lasted maybe ninety seconds. I had to work to get him hard. My hand, then my mouth, coaxing life into something that clearly wasn't interested. He stared at the ceiling the whole time, occasionally grunting like it was a chore.

When his disgusting rubbery little dick was finally stiff enough, I pulled him on top of me. He fumbled for a moment, missed twice, then pushed inside.

I felt almost nothing.

After everything that had happened today—after being stretched and filled and fucked until I couldn't walk straight—Mark's cock felt like a pinky finger. I couldn't even tell he was in.

He pumped a few times. Maybe ten thrusts total. His face scrunched up, he let out a noise that was more whimper than moan, and then—

He pulled out.

His cum landed on my stomach. Thin, watery, barely a dribble. He hadn't even finished inside me. Just splattered across my skin like an afterthought.

"Mmm," he said, rolling off. "Fuck that was so good, honey."

I lay there, staring at the ceiling. His pathetic load cooling on my stomach. The memory of earlier today—Jamal's thick ropes painting my face, Darius flooding my insides, the others taking turns until I was overflowing—crashed against this moment like a slap.

That was good.

That was GOOD?

I wanted to scream. I wanted to grab him by the shoulders and shake him and tell him everything. I wanted to describe in vivid detail what a real man felt like inside me. What a real cock could do. What it was like to actually cum, over and over, until I was crying from the intensity of it.

I wanted to tell him he was pathetic. That his dick was a joke. That I'd spent the afternoon getting fucked by four Black men with cocks bigger than anything he could imagine, and it was the best sex of my entire life.

The words were right there, burning on my tongue.

But when I turned to say them, Mark was already asleep. Mouth open. Snoring.

He'd passed out in under a minute.

I lay there in the dark, listening to him snore, his watery cum drying on my skin. The contrast was almost funny. Almost. If it wasn't so fucking sad.

Melissa's voice drifted through my mind: Your husband might surprise you.

Right now, the only thing Mark was surprising me with was how fast he could fall asleep after the worst sex of my life.

I got up, went to the bathroom, cleaned myself off. Looked at my reflection in the mirror—makeup smeared, lingerie wrinkled, eyes red with tears I didn't realize I'd been crying.

What had I expected? That one more attempt would fix twenty years of nothing? That putting on a lacy bra would suddenly make him want me?

I was a fool. I shouldn't be feeling guilty at all. None of it was my mistake. I went back to bed. Mark hadn't moved. Hadn't even noticed I was gone. I lay down next to him, wide awake, my mind racing. The guilt was still there, but it was different now. Smaller. Quieter. Drowned out by something else.

Resentment.

He didn't deserve my guilt. He didn't deserve anything. He'd checked out of this marriage years ago and hadn't even had the decency to tell me. Just left me here, starving, while he scrolled through his phone and fell asleep the second his head hit the pillow.

I thought about what Melissa had said. About being honest. About telling Mark what I needed.

But how could I tell him anything when he couldn't stay awake long enough to listen?

The snoring continued. Loud and rhythmic, filling the dark room.

I turned away from him and stared at the wall.

Sleep didn't come for a long time.

—


CHAPTER 4

I gave up around 2 AM.

Mark was still snoring. He hadn't moved once. Probably didn't even know I was lying there next to him, wide awake, replaying every moment of the last few days in my head.

The first time I'd snuck into Melissa's house. Watching Darius fuck her from the hallway while I touched myself like some kind of pervert. Running home afterward, ashamed and aroused in equal measure.

Then going back. Telling myself I was just being neighborly, helping her with her guests. And then Jamal cornered me in the kitchen, and everything fell apart.

Four men. Four strangers. They'd used every hole I had, and I'd begged them for more.

And here I was, lying next to my husband, who couldn't even stay awake long enough to finish inside me.

I slipped out of bed and went downstairs. The house was dark and quiet. I poured myself a glass of wine, then another, and settled onto the couch with my phone.

I don't know what I was looking for. Distraction, maybe. Something to quiet the chaos in my head.

But Melissa's words kept echoing. Cuckold. Queen of Spades. Bulls. Black men fucking married white women while their husbands watched. An entire world I'd never known existed.

I opened an incognito browser. Hesitated. Then typed three words into the search bar.

Wife black bull.

The results loaded instantly. Thousands of videos. Millions. I clicked on one at random.

A woman on a bed. Blonde, younger than me, pretty. A Black man between her legs, fucking her while another man—her husband, according to the title—sat in a chair in the corner. Watching.

The husband wasn't crying or upset. He was stroking himself. Getting off on it. Just like Melissa said Joshua did.

I watched for a minute. Then two. The Black man was huge—his cock stretching the wife open, her moans filling my speakers. I turned the volume down, glancing toward the stairs. Mark was still snoring. I could hear him from here.

I clicked on another video.

Same setup. Different couple. The wife on her knees, taking a massive Black cock down her throat while her husband filmed. She looked up at the camera and smiled, her lips wrapped around the thick shaft, saliva dripping down her chin. The title said "Queen of Spades wife services her bull."

Another video. A husband cleaning his wife after her bull finished inside her. Licking another man's cum out of her pussy while she moaned above him. "That's it, baby," she cooed. "Clean up his mess. You know you can't fill me like he does."

I felt heat spreading through my body. My nipples hardened against my thin nightshirt.

Another. And another. And another.

My hand drifted between my legs.

I told myself I was just curious. Just trying to understand what Melissa and Joshua had. But by the third video, I wasn't thinking about them anymore. I was thinking about me. About what it would be like if Mark was in that chair, watching. If he saw what I'd done with those men—not heard about it secondhand, but actually watched.

Would he be disgusted? Angry? Or would he be like these husbands, stroking his pathetic little dick while I got fucked by real men?

My fingers slipped beneath my panties. I was already wet—had been since I started watching. The memory of today mixed with the videos on my screen. Jamal's hands on my hips. Darius's cock filling Melissa on the couch beside me. The feeling of being stretched, used, wanted.

The first orgasm built slowly, creeping up from deep in my core. I rubbed my clit in slow circles, watching a wife take two Black men at once—one in her pussy, one in her mouth—while her husband sat in the corner, jerking his small white cock.

"That's it, slut," one of the bulls growled on screen. "Show your husband what a real fuck looks like."

I imagined Mark in that chair. Watching me the way I'd been watched today. Seeing Jamal spread my legs. Seeing what a Black cock looked like buried inside his wife.

My fingers moved faster. My hips rocked against my hand. The pressure built and built until—

"Oh God—"

I came hard, biting my lip to keep from crying out. My pussy clenched around nothing, spasming as waves of pleasure rolled through me. I could feel myself gushing, my panties soaked, my thighs trembling as I rode out the orgasm.

But I didn't stop.

Before the aftershocks had even faded, I was clicking on another video. A compilation this time—wives confessing to the camera while their bulls fucked them from behind.

"My husband's dick is so small," one woman moaned, her eyes rolling back as a massive Black cock pounded into her. "I forgot what it felt like to be stretched like this. God, I'm never going back to white cock again."

My fingers plunged inside myself. Two at first, then three, trying to recreate the fullness I'd felt today. It wasn't even close. Nothing was close to what those men had done to me.

The second orgasm hit faster and harder than the first. I gasped, my back arching off the couch, my free hand gripping the armrest as my whole body seized up. Pleasure exploded from my center outward, making my toes curl, making my legs shake uncontrollably. My pussy gripped my fingers, pulsing, clenching, as if trying to milk a cock that wasn't there.

"Fuck," I whimpered into the dark room. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"

I was still coming when I started the next video. A wife getting her pussy eaten by her husband while she talked on the phone with her bull. "He's cleaning me up right now," she purred into the phone. "I can still feel your cum inside me. It's dripping all over his face."

I thought about Mark's mouth. Had he ever gone down on me? Maybe once or twice in our entire marriage, and never with any enthusiasm. What would it be like to feel his tongue lapping at me after another man had finished inside?

My fingers rubbed faster, harder. The wet sounds filled the room—obscene, unmistakable. If Mark came downstairs right now, he'd find me spread-legged on the couch, panties shoved aside, three fingers deep in my dripping pussy while I watched other women do exactly what I'd done today.

The third orgasm ripped through me without warning. One second I was edging, the next I was gone—convulsing, gasping, my hips bucking wildly against my hand. Clear fluid squirted from me, soaking the couch cushion beneath me. I'd never squirted before. Not once in my life. Not with Mark, not with anyone.

But I was squirting now. Gushing. Making a mess of myself and the furniture while strangers on my phone screen got fucked the way I deserved to be fucked.

"Oh my God," I sobbed, the pleasure almost too intense to bear. "Oh my fucking God—"

I couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop. My clit was swollen, oversensitive, almost painful to touch—but I touched it anyway. Rubbed it anyway. Forced myself toward another peak because I was greedy, because I was insatiable, because twenty-three years of sexual starvation had finally broken something loose inside me.

The fourth video was amateur—a woman who looked my age, maybe older, getting railed by a young Black man half her age. Her wedding ring glinted as she gripped the sheets. Her husband filmed from the foot of the bed.

"How does it feel, baby?" the husband asked.

"So fucking good," the wife moaned. "He's so deep. God, he's so much bigger than you. Do you like watching me get fucked by big black dick?"

"I love it, baby."

I imagined Mark's voice saying those words. I imagined him admitting his inadequacy. Accepting that his wife needed something he couldn't provide. The fourth orgasm built slowly, the more I thought of my husband watching me. With curious eyes and a mouth agape, I could see Mark jerk himself fast and hard as layer upon layer of sensation kept stacking on top of each other. My fingers moved in a blur—rubbing my overly sensitive clit, plunging inside, spreading the wetness everywhere. My nightshirt was soaked through with sweat. My face was flushed. My breathing came in ragged gasps that I was sure would wake Mark at any moment.

But I couldn't stop.

The climax hit me like a freight train. I bit down on my hand to keep from screaming, my whole body convulsing as the pleasure ripped through me in waves. My vision went white. My ears rang. I could feel myself gushing again, soaking the cushion even more, my body completely out of control.

It went on forever. Every time I thought it was fading, another wave would crash through me, making me twitch and gasp and clamp down on my own fingers. By the time it finally ended, I was a shaking, sweating, utterly wrecked mess.

The phone slipped from my fingers, the video still playing—another wife, another bull, another husband watching his marriage transform into something he never expected.

My eyes closed. My body felt boneless. Heavy. Completely spent.

I didn't remember falling asleep.

—


CHAPTER 5

I woke up in bed.

For a moment, I was disoriented. I'd fallen asleep on the couch—I was sure of it. But here I was, in my bedroom, sunlight streaming through the curtains.

Mark's side of the bed was empty.

I sat up, heart pounding. My phone was on the nightstand. The screen was dark, but it was right there, next to the lamp, exactly where Mark would have put it if he'd—

Oh God.

I grabbed it, opened it with trembling fingers. The incognito browser was closed. But Mark would have seen it. Would have seen the video playing when he found me on the couch. Would have seen what I was watching.

I checked the time. 9:47 AM. Mark left for work at 7:30. He'd been gone for over two hours.

He'd carried me to bed. Put my phone on the nightstand. And left without waking me.

What did that mean? Was he angry? Disgusted? Was he at work right now, calling a divorce lawyer?

I spent the whole day in a fog of anxiety. I couldn't eat. Couldn't focus. I jumped every time my phone buzzed, expecting a text from Mark telling me not to be home when he got back.

But the text never came.

By 6 PM, I was a wreck. I'd showered, gotten dressed, tried to look normal. But my hands wouldn't stop shaking. Every car that passed the house made my stomach lurch.

When I finally heard his car pull into the driveway, I thought I might throw up.

The front door opened. Mark walked in. He set his keys on the table by the door—the same thing he did every night—and took off his jacket.

I stood in the kitchen doorway, frozen.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey."

Silence. He walked past me into the kitchen, opened the fridge, grabbed a beer. Popped the cap. Took a long drink.

I couldn't breathe.

"Mark—"

"I saw what you were watching."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Mark leaned against the counter, not looking at me. His jaw was tight. His knuckles white around the beer bottle.

"Last night," he continued. "When I came downstairs for water. You were on the couch. Asleep. Your phone was..." He trailed off.

"Mark, I can explain—"

"It was hot."

I blinked. "What?"

He finally looked at me. His expression was strange—embarrassed, maybe, but something else too. Something I didn't recognize.

"The stuff you were watching," he said slowly, like every word was costing him something. "I've... I've seen it before. I've watched it before."

The room tilted. "You think it's... hot?"

His face flushed red. "I don't know. I saw what you were watching and I... I couldn't stop looking. I watched some of it after I put you to bed. I stayed up for hours watching video after video." He looked at the floor. "I've never seen anything like that before. I didn't even know this stuff existed."

I stared at him. This man I'd been married to for over twenty years. This man I thought I knew everything about.

"You watched the porn? After you found me?"

"Why didn't you?" he shot back. Then, softer: "I was ashamed. I thought there was something wrong with me. What kind of man gets off on watching his wife with other guys?"

I was shaking. My whole body trembling as something cracked open inside me.

"Mark," I whispered. "I have to tell you something."

"Okay."

"It's bad."

"Okay."

I took a breath. Then another. Then I told him everything.

The spying. The first time I watched Melissa through her bedroom doorway, touching myself while Darius fucked her. Running home ashamed, then going back two days later. Jamal in the kitchen. The living room. The bedroom. Four men. Every hole. Hours of it.

I told him about the orgasms—more than I could count. About how they made me feel alive for the first time in years. About lying next to him afterward, covered in his pathetic cum, wanting to scream.

I told him about the cameras. About Joshua watching everything. About Melissa saying it wasn't cheating because her husband knew.

By the end, I was crying. Ugly, heaving sobs that shook my whole body. Mark hadn't moved. Hadn't said a word. His face was white, his beer forgotten on the counter.

"I'm sorry," I gasped. "I'm so sorry. I know you must hate me. I know this is over. I just—I couldn't keep lying to you. I couldn't—"

Mark set down his beer.

He grabbed his keys.

And he walked out the front door.

I collapsed onto the kitchen floor, sobbing. This was it. Twenty-three years of marriage, and I'd destroyed it in one afternoon. He was gone. He was never coming back. I'd thrown everything away for a few hours of pleasure with men whose last names I didn't even know.

I sat there in the dark, crying until I had nothing left. The house was silent. Empty. Just me and my shame and the memory of what I'd done.

Hours passed. I don't know how many. I stopped checking the clock after a while. Just sat there on the cold tile, waiting for something—a text, a call, a sign that my life wasn't completely over.

The front door opened.

I scrambled to my feet, my heart hammering. Mark stood in the doorway, backlit by the porch light. He looked different somehow. Older. Tired.

He walked toward me. Stopped a few feet away.

We stood there in silence. I couldn't read his face. Couldn't tell if he was about to yell at me or serve me with papers or break down crying.

"Mark—"

"I drove around for three hours," he said quietly. "Thinking."

"And?"

He looked at me. Really looked, for the first time in years. His eyes moved over my face, my body, like he was seeing me for the first time.

"I want to watch."

I blinked. "What?"

"Next time." His voice was barely above a whisper. "I want to watch."

—


CHAPTER 6

I called Melissa the next morning.

My hands were shaking as I dialled. Mark had slept in the guest room—not out of anger, he'd said, but because he needed time to process. I'd lain awake all night, staring at the ceiling, wondering if I'd dreamed the whole conversation.

I want to watch.

Three words that changed everything.

Melissa picked up on the second ring. "Lisa. I was wondering when you'd call."

"He knows," I said, my voice barely steady. "I told him everything. About the gangbang, about Joshua watching, about—everything."

A pause. "And?"

"He wants to watch."

I could hear the smile in her voice. "Bring him over tonight. Darius is coming by. We'll ease him into it."

"Melissa, I don't know if he's ready for—"

"Trust me," she said. "This is how it starts. One step at a time. Tonight, he watches. That's all. He watches, and he sees what this lifestyle is really about."

I swallowed hard. "What if he changes his mind?"

"Then he changes his mind. But I don't think he will." Her voice softened. "Lisa, your husband just found out his wife fucked four men, and his response was 'I want to watch.' He's not going to change his mind. He's been waiting for this his whole life. He just didn't know it."

—

The walk to Melissa's house took thirty seconds. It felt like thirty minutes.

Mark walked beside me in silence, his hands shoved in his pockets, his jaw tight. He hadn't said more than a dozen words all day. When I'd told him about Melissa's invitation, he'd just nodded, his face unreadable.

We stopped at their front door. Neither of us moved to knock.

"We don't have to do this," I said quietly. "If you're not ready—"

"I'm ready."

"Mark—"

"Lisa." He turned to look at me, and I saw something in his eyes I hadn't seen in years. Fear, yes. But underneath it—excitement. Hunger. "Ever since I watched those videos on your phone, I can't stop thinking about it. Imagining... imagining you. With them." He swallowed. "I need to see it. I need to know if it's real."

I reached over and took his hand. It was clammy, trembling slightly. "It's real," I said. "And after tonight, nothing will ever be the same."

He nodded. Squeezed my hand once. Then rang the doorbell.

—

Melissa answered the door in a silk robe, her smile warm and knowing.

"Lisa. Mark." She stepped aside, gesturing us in. "Come in, come in. I'm so glad you came."

Mark nodded stiffly, his eyes darting around the house. They lingered on the corner of the ceiling—on the small camera mounted there, its red light blinking steadily. He knew what that camera had seen. What Melissa's husband had watched through it while he was away on business.

"Joshua's still traveling," Melissa said, noticing his gaze. "But he knows what's happening tonight. He'll be watching from his hotel room, just like always." She smiled. "He wouldn't miss this for the world."

We followed her into the living room. Mark was rigid beside me, his hands shoved in his pockets.

"Sit," Melissa said, gesturing to the couch. "Relax. I know this is a lot to take in."

We sat. Mark perched on the edge of the cushion like he might bolt at any moment.

Melissa settled into an armchair across from us, crossing her legs. "So, Mark. Lisa told me what happened. That you found out about everything—and that you want to watch."

Mark's face flushed. He nodded, not trusting his voice.

"Can I ask you something?" Melissa leaned forward. "When you saw those videos on Lisa's phone—the ones she was watching—what did you feel?"

Mark swallowed hard. "I don't—I mean—"

"Be honest. There's no judgment here."

He was quiet for a long moment. Then, barely above a whisper: "I got hard."

Melissa smiled. "That's what I thought. You know, my husband Joshua was the same way. Useless in bed—couldn't satisfy me if his life depended on it. Tiny dick, no stamina, no idea what he was doing." She shrugged casually. "But when he found out I was fucking other men? When he actually saw it happen? Something clicked for him. He finally found his purpose."

"His purpose?" Mark asked.

"Watching. Supporting. Cleaning up afterward." Melissa's eyes glittered. "Some men aren't meant to fuck, Mark. They're meant to watch real men do it. And there's nothing wrong with that—as long as you're honest about it."

The doorbell rang.

Melissa smiled. "That'll be Darius."

My stomach tightened. I glanced at Mark—his face had gone pale, but he didn't move. Didn't run. Just sat there, frozen, as Melissa rose to answer the door.

I heard voices in the hallway. Deep, masculine. Then footsteps, and Darius walked into the living room.

He was exactly as I remembered. Tall. Broad. Massive, with arms that could crush a man and hands that had done unspeakable things to me just days ago. He was wearing a simple black t-shirt that stretched across his chest, jeans that did nothing to hide the bulge between his legs.

Mark's breath caught. I heard it—a sharp, quiet intake of air.

"Darius," Melissa purred. "You remember Lisa."

Darius's eyes swept over me, appreciative and familiar. "How could I forget?" His gaze shifted to Mark. "And this must be the husband."

Mark stood, extending his hand on autopilot. Darius took it, and I watched my husband's hand disappear into that massive grip. The size difference was almost comical—Mark was average height, average build, and Darius made him look like a child.

"Good to meet you, man," Darius said, his voice a low rumble. "Your wife's got a sweet pussy. You're a lucky man."

Mark's face went red. He opened his mouth, but no words came out.

Darius laughed—not cruel, but knowing. "Relax. I'm just fucking with you." He released Mark's hand and turned to Melissa. "You ready, baby?"

"Always."

Melissa's robe hit the floor.

Underneath, she wore nothing. Her body was on full display—smooth skin, full breasts, the curve of her hips, the neat strip of hair between her legs. She stood there, completely unashamed, letting everyone look.

Mark made a strangled sound beside me.

"Sit," I whispered, pulling him back down onto the couch beside me. "Just watch."

Melissa glanced at the camera in the corner and blew a kiss. "Joshua, honey, I hope you're watching. We've got a new couple joining us tonight."

Darius pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the sculpted landscape of his chest and abs. Then his hands went to his belt, and Mark's breathing grew ragged beside me.

The jeans came down. The boxers followed.

Mark inhaled sharply.

Darius's cock hung between his legs like a weapon. Even soft, it was bigger than Mark had ever been hard. Thick, veined, with a heavy head that swayed as Darius stepped out of his clothes. As we watched, it began to stiffen, rising slowly, growing longer and thicker until it stood at full attention—a monument to everything Mark wasn't.

"Jesus Christ," Mark breathed.

I put my hand on his thigh. "That's what was inside me," I whispered. "That's what stretched me open. That's what made me scream."

Mark's whole body went rigid. I could see the bulge in his pants—he was hard, despite everything, maybe because of everything.

Melissa crossed to Darius, her hands sliding up his chest. She looked tiny next to him, delicate, breakable. When she wrapped her fingers around his cock, they didn't even come close to meeting.

"Watch," she said, glancing at Mark over her shoulder. "Watch what a real man does to a woman."

She sank to her knees.

Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth—slowly at first, savoring it, her tongue swirling around the head. Darius groaned, his hand tangling in her hair, guiding her deeper. She gagged slightly as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn't stop. Just kept going, taking more and more of him until her nose was pressed against his stomach.

"Fuck," Darius growled. "That's it, baby. Choke on it."

Mark was trembling beside me. His hand had found mine, gripping it so tight it almost hurt. But his eyes never left the scene in front of us—his neighbor on her knees, worshipping a cock that dwarfed anything he could offer.

Melissa pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to Darius's shaft. "I need you inside me," she breathed. "Please."

Darius lifted her like she weighed nothing, spinning her around and bending her over the arm of the couch. Her ass was in the air, her pussy glistening, exposed and ready. She was facing us now—facing Mark—her eyes locked on his as Darius positioned himself behind her.

"You watching, husband?" she asked, her voice husky. "You watching what's about to happen to your neighbor?"

Mark nodded, mute.

Darius rubbed the head of his cock against her entrance, teasing, making her whimper. Then, with one powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Melissa screamed.

Not in pain—in pure, unfiltered pleasure. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth fell open, and a sound came out of her that I recognized. I'd made that same sound just days ago, when those men had taken turns destroying me.

"Oh fuck," Melissa gasped. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh FUCK—"

Darius didn't give her time to adjust. He started fucking her immediately, hard and fast, his hips slamming against her ass with a sound like a thunderclap. The couch shook. Melissa's breasts bounced with every thrust. Her fingers clawed at the cushions, her face contorted in ecstasy.

"That's it," Darius grunted. "Take that dick. Show your husband's friend what a real fuck looks like."

I leaned close to Mark's ear. My hand slid higher on his thigh, brushing against the straining bulge in his pants.

"That's going to be me next," I whispered. "That cock is going to be inside me. Stretching me. Filling me. Making me scream just like her." I squeezed his thigh. "And you're going to watch every second of it."

Mark let out a sound—half moan, half whimper. His cock twitched against my palm.

"You wanted this," I continued, my lips brushing his ear. "Ever since you saw those videos, this is all you've been thinking about. Watching your wife get fucked by a real man. Now it's happening. And you can't look away, can you?"

He shook his head, his eyes still fixed on Melissa as Darius pounded into her.

"Good," I whispered. "Don't."

The camera in the corner blinked its red light steadily. Somewhere in a hotel room, Joshua was watching this—watching his wife get destroyed by another man. This was their normal. This was their life. And now it was becoming ours.

Melissa's screams grew louder, more desperate. "I'm gonna cum," she wailed. "Oh God, I'm gonna fucking cum—"

"Do it," Darius commanded. "Cum on this big black cock. Show them."

She shattered. Her whole body convulsed, her pussy clenching around Darius so hard I could see it from across the room. She screamed his name, over and over, tears streaming down her face as the orgasm ripped through her.

But Darius didn't stop. Didn't even slow down. Just kept fucking her through it, extending her pleasure, pushing her higher and higher until she was babbling incoherently, her eyes unfocused, her body limp and shaking.

Mark hadn't blinked once.

His face was flushed, his breathing ragged, his cock straining against his pants like it was trying to escape. He was completely transfixed—trapped in a fantasy he'd never dared voice, watching it play out in real life right in front of him.

"This is what it's about," I said softly. "This is what Melissa meant. This is the lifestyle."

Mark swallowed hard. Nodded once.

Then he turned to look at me—really look at me, with eyes full of need and fear and desperate, aching want.

"Your turn," he whispered.

—


CHAPTER 7

Darius pulled out of Melissa with a wet, obscene sound. His cock was still hard, glistening with her juices, impossibly thick and long. Melissa collapsed against the couch, her body trembling, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.

"Fuck," she breathed, a lazy smile spreading across her face. "God, I needed that."

Darius's eyes found mine across the room. Dark. Hungry. Predatory.

"Your turn, Mrs. Baker."

My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it. The moment I'd been dreading and craving in equal measure since Mark had whispered those three words last night.

I want to watch.

But before I could move, Melissa was beside me, her hand on my arm.

"Come with me for a second," she whispered. "Girl talk."

She pulled me toward the hallway, out of earshot from the men. My legs felt like jelly, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

"You're nervous," Melissa said. It wasn't a question.

"Terrified," I admitted.

"That's normal." She squeezed my arm reassuringly. "But listen to me, Lisa. This is important. What's about to happen—it's not just about you getting fucked. It's about Mark too. About what he needs to see and hear."

"What do you mean?"

Melissa glanced back toward the living room, where Darius was waiting, where Mark was sitting with that desperate, terrified look on his face.

"Men like our husbands," she said softly, "they need more than just watching. They need to hear it. They need their wives to tell them—out loud, explicitly—what they already know deep down. That they're not enough. That they can't satisfy us. That we need real men to do what they can't."

I felt my face flush. "I don't—I don't know if I can do that. Say those things to Mark. It seems so... cruel."

"It's not cruel, honey. It's what he wants. What he needs." Melissa's eyes were kind but firm. "You saw how hard he got watching Darius fuck me. You heard him whisper that he wanted to see your turn. He's been fantasizing about this for God knows how long. The humiliation, the inadequacy—it turns him on. But he needs you to give him permission to feel it."

"By insulting him?"

"By being honest with him." Melissa took both my hands in hers. "Lisa, when's the last time Mark made you cum?"

I looked away. "I don't remember."

"When's the last time he even tried?"

"I... it's been years."

"And how did that make you feel? All those nights lying there, unsatisfied, pretending everything was fine?"

The words hit something raw inside me. All those years of faking it. Of telling him it was good when it wasn't. Of swallowing my frustration and resentment because that's what good wives did.

"Angry," I whispered. "Frustrated. Like I didn't matter."

"Then tell him that." Melissa's grip tightened on my hands. "Tonight, when Darius is inside you, when you're feeling things Mark has never made you feel—tell him. Tell him he's never satisfied you. Tell him his cock is too small. Tell him you've been faking it for years. It might feel cruel, but I promise you—it's what he needs to hear. And honestly? It's what you need to say."

I swallowed hard. "What if I can't? What if the words don't come?"

"They'll come," Melissa said with certainty. "Once Darius starts fucking you, once you feel what a real cock does—the words will come. You'll be surprised what comes out of your mouth when you're finally getting what you deserve."

"But I've never talked like that. I don't even know what to say."

Melissa smiled. "Start simple. Tell Mark to watch. Tell him this is what he could never give you. Compare them—Darius's size versus his. How deep Darius goes versus how little you feel with Mark. The words don't have to be perfect. They just have to be honest."

She paused, studying my face.

"And Lisa? Don't hold back. Whatever comes out—whatever dark, cruel, honest thing wants to escape—let it. You've been holding back for twenty years. Tonight, you get to let go."

I took a shaky breath. "Okay. I'll try."

"That's my girl." Melissa kissed my cheek. "Now go. Darius is waiting. And so is your husband."

She gave me a gentle push toward the living room. My legs were still unsteady, my mind racing with everything she'd said. Could I really do this? Could I really say those things to Mark—the man I'd loved for over two decades?

But then I thought about all those nights. All those disappointments. All those times I'd lain awake, aching, while he snored beside me.

Maybe it was time to stop pretending.

I stood on shaky legs. Mark's hand reached for mine, but I stepped away from him, moving toward the center of the room where Darius waited. I could feel everyone's eyes on me—Melissa's satisfied gaze, the blinking camera in the corner where Joshua was surely watching, and most of all, Mark's desperate, terrified stare boring into my back.

"Strip," Darius commanded. One word. No question. No request.

My fingers trembled as they found the buttons of my blouse. I'd worn something nice tonight—a silk top, a pencil skirt, matching underwear beneath. I'd wanted to look good. Wanted Mark to see what he'd been ignoring all these years.

The blouse slipped from my shoulders and pooled on the floor.

"Keep going," Darius said, his voice low and rough.

The skirt followed. Then my bra. I stood there in nothing but my panties, my arms fighting the urge to cover myself. I was fifty-four years old. My body wasn't what it used to be. But the way Darius looked at me—like I was something to be devoured—made me feel more desirable than I had in decades.

"All of it," he ordered.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and slid them down my legs. Stepped out of them. Stood naked before a room full of people, my husband included.

Mark let out a choked sound behind me.

I turned to face him. His eyes were wide, his face flushed, his hands gripping the couch cushions so hard his knuckles had gone white. The bulge in his pants was unmistakable—he was harder than I'd ever seen him.

"Look at you," I said softly. "Finally paying attention to your wife."

Mark's mouth opened, but no words came out.

Darius stepped up behind me. I felt the heat of his body before he even touched me—that massive, powerful presence looming over me, making me feel small and delicate and utterly feminine. His hands settled on my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh, and I shivered.

"Your husband's been neglecting you," Darius murmured against my ear, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Hasn't he?"

"Yes," I breathed.

"How long?"

"Years."

His hands slid up my sides, cupping my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. They hardened instantly under his touch, and a moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

"When's the last time he fucked you proper?" Darius asked, kneading my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers.

"I don't—I can't remember."

"That's what I thought." One hand left my breast and traveled down, down, over my stomach, through the trimmed hair between my legs, until his fingers found my pussy. I gasped as he slid two thick digits between my folds. "Damn. You're already soaking wet."

I was. I'd been wet since watching him fuck Melissa. Maybe since before that—since the moment we walked through the door.

"Look at your husband," Darius commanded.

I did. Mark was frozen in place, his eyes locked on Darius's hand between my legs. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his breathing shallow and ragged.

"He sees another man touching his wife's pussy," Darius said, working his fingers slowly in and out of me. "And he's not doing a damn thing about it. You know why?"

"Why?" I gasped.

"Because he knows he can't satisfy you. Never could. Isn't that right, Mark?"

Mark swallowed hard. His Adam's apple bobbed. And then, barely audible, he nodded.

"Say it," Darius demanded. "Tell your wife."

Mark's voice came out cracked and broken. "I can't—I can't satisfy you. Not like him."

Something cracked open inside me at those words. All the years of frustration, of lying awake unsatisfied, of pretending everything was fine—it all came rushing to the surface.

"You're damn right you can't," I said, the words spilling out before I could stop them. "When's the last time you made me cum, Mark? When's the last time you even tried?"

He flinched like I'd slapped him.

"You think that little thing between your legs does anything for me?" I continued, emboldened by Darius's fingers working magic inside me. "It doesn't. It never has. I've been faking it for years."

Mark's face crumpled, but his cock stayed hard. Maybe got even harder. Just like Melissa had said—some men needed to hear it. Needed to have it spelled out.

From across the room, Melissa chimed in. "It's okay, Mark. My husband Joshua is the same way. Can't get me off to save his life. His little dick just isn't built for it." She smiled at the camera. "That's why he's watching from his hotel room right now instead of being here. He knows his place. That's what Darius is for. That's what bulls are for. White husbands watch. Black men fuck. It's the natural order of things."

"Turn around," Darius said, pulling his fingers from my dripping pussy. "Bend over the couch. Face your husband."

I obeyed without hesitation. I bent over the arm of the couch, my ass in the air, my face level with Mark's. We were close enough that I could see the tears gathering in his eyes, the shame and arousal warring across his features.

Behind me, I felt Darius position himself. The fat head of his cock pressed against my entrance, and my whole body tensed in anticipation.

"You watching, Mark?" I asked, my voice husky.

He nodded, unable to speak.

"Good. Watch what a real man does to your wife."

—


CHAPTER 8

Darius thrust forward.

I screamed.

There was no other word for the sound that tore from my throat as he split me open. He was huge—impossibly, obscenely huge—stretching me wider than I'd ever been stretched, filling me deeper than I'd ever been filled. It was too much. It was perfect.

"FUCK!" I gasped, my fingers clawing at the couch cushions. "Oh my God, oh FUCK—"

Darius didn't wait for me to adjust. He started fucking me immediately, hard and deep, his hips slamming against my ass with brutal force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by my desperate, uncontrolled cries.

"That's it," Darius grunted. "Take that big black cock."

"Yes!" I screamed. "Yes, yes, YES—"

My eyes found Mark's and locked on. I wanted him to see everything—every expression that crossed my face, every moan that escaped my lips, every way my body responded to being fucked by a real man.

"This is what I needed," I gasped, the words tumbling out between thrusts. "This is what you could never give me. You feel that, Mark? You hear that? That's the sound of your wife getting properly fucked for the first time in her miserable married life."

Mark whimpered. Actually whimpered. His hand had drifted to his crotch, pressing against the bulge there, but he wasn't stroking himself. Just applying pressure, like he was afraid he might cum in his pants if he did anything more.

"Look at him," Darius laughed, never breaking his rhythm. "Look at your pathetic husband. Sitting there with his little white dick leaking in his pants while I wreck his wife's pussy."

"He's pathetic," I agreed, though my voice came out as more of a moan. "Useless. Can't fuck me, can't please me, can't do anything but watch while a real man does his job for him."

Darius's hand came down hard on my ass. The crack echoed through the room, and I yelped in surprise and pleasure.

"Say it again," he commanded, spanking me again. "Tell him what he is."

"PATHETIC!" I screamed as another slap landed on my ass. "You're fucking pathetic, Mark! Your cock is a joke! I've had tampons bigger than you!"

The words hung in the air, and somewhere in the back of my pleasure-fogged mind, a part of me recoiled in shock.

Did I really just say that? Did those words really come out of my mouth?

I'd never spoken to Mark like that. Never spoken to anyone like that. I was Lisa Baker—polite, reserved, the woman who apologized when other people bumped into her. I didn't call my husband pathetic. I didn't compare his cock to tampons. I didn't scream obscenities while another man fucked me.

But I just had. And the terrifying thing was—I'd meant every word.

Melissa's voice echoed in my head: "Whatever dark, cruel, honest thing wants to escape—let it. You've been holding back for twenty years."

Twenty years. Twenty years of biting my tongue. Twenty years of "it's fine, honey" and "that was great" when it wasn't. Twenty years of protecting his ego while my needs went unmet.

And now, with Darius's massive cock stretching me open, hitting places Mark had never reached, making me feel things I'd forgotten I could feel—all that suppressed frustration was erupting like a volcano.

I looked at Mark's face. Expecting to see hurt. Expecting to see anger, betrayal, the end of our marriage written in his eyes.

Instead, I saw his hand moving faster on his little cock. I saw his lips parted, his breathing ragged, his whole body trembling with desperate arousal. He was getting off on this. On my cruelty. On being humiliated.

Melissa was right. This was what he needed.

And God help me—I was starting to realize it was what I needed too.

There was power in it. A dark, intoxicating power I'd never felt before. For twenty years, I'd been the accommodating wife, the one who smoothed things over, who never complained, who made herself small to keep the peace. But right now, bent over this couch with a Black man's cock buried inside me, I wasn't small. I wasn't accommodating. I was finally, brutally, devastatingly honest.

And it felt fucking incredible.

"More," I heard myself say, and I wasn't sure if I was talking to Darius or to myself. "I want to say more."

Darius laughed, a low rumble against my back. "Then say it. Tell your husband everything you've been holding back."

The words came easier now. Like a dam had broken and everything behind it was flooding out.

I caught a glimpse of the camera in the corner, its red light blinking steadily. Joshua was watching all of this from his hotel room—watching his wife's friend get fucked by the same man who fucked Melissa. I wondered if he was stroking his pathetic little dick right now, just like Mark was about to.

"How big is he?" Darius asked, pounding into me relentlessly. "How big is your husband's little white dick?"

"Four inches," I gasped. "Maybe. On a good day. And thin—so fucking thin I can barely feel it."

"And how big am I?"

I reached back, my hand finding where our bodies connected, feeling his massive shaft sliding in and out of me. "Huge," I moaned. "So fucking huge. Three times his size. More. I don't—I don't know how you even fit—"

"But I do fit, don't I?" Darius grabbed my hips harder, pulling me back onto his cock with every thrust. "I fit perfectly in this married white pussy."

"YES! Oh God, yes, you fit so good—"

"Doesn't he though?" Melissa purred from where she was curled up on the other end of the couch, watching us with satisfied eyes. "I remember my first time with Darius. Thought he was going to split me in half. But our bodies learn to take it. They crave it. Once you've had black cock, Lisa, you'll never want anything else." She glanced at the camera with a smirk. "Joshua's little thing hasn't been inside me in over a year now. He knows better than to even try. What's the point when I have Darius?"

I heard Mark whimper at that. A whole year. His wife hadn't let him fuck her in a whole year.

The orgasm was building fast, coiling tight in my core. Darius's cock hit spots inside me that I didn't even know existed, places Mark had never reached, never could reach. My whole body was shaking, trembling, racing toward an explosion I couldn't stop.

"I'm gonna cum," I wailed. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna—"

"Look at your husband when you cum," Darius commanded. "Look him in the eyes."

I locked eyes with Mark. His face was a mess of tears and arousal, his cock straining against his pants, his whole body trembling in his seat.

"I'm cumming," I gasped, my voice breaking. "I'm cumming on his big black cock, Mark. I'm cumming harder than you've ever made me cum in twenty years of marriage—"

The orgasm slammed into me.

My whole body convulsed, my pussy clenching around Darius's massive shaft, milking him as waves of pleasure crashed through me. I screamed—a raw, primal sound that didn't even sound like me—my vision going white, my fingers tearing at the couch cushions, my toes curling so hard they cramped.

"FUCK! FUCK! FUUUUUCK!"

But Darius didn't stop. He fucked me through it, extending the orgasm, pushing me higher and higher until I was sobbing with pleasure, tears streaming down my face, my body completely out of control.

"That's one," he said casually. "Let's see how many you can take."

He picked up his pace, slamming into me even harder, and I felt another orgasm building before the first had even finished. My pussy was gushing, soaking his cock, dripping down my thighs, making obscene squelching sounds with every thrust.

"Please," I begged, though I didn't know what I was begging for. "Please, please, please—"

"Please what?"

"Don't stop! Please don't ever fucking stop!"

Mark made a sound—something between a moan and a sob. I looked at him through tear-blurred eyes and saw that he'd finally given in. His pants were around his thighs, his pathetic little cock in his fist, stroking furiously as he watched Darius destroy me. It looked so small in his hand—nothing compared to the monster stretching me open.

Melissa laughed from across the room. "Look at him go, Lisa. Just like my Joshua—can't help himself. Has to stroke that little thing while he watches his wife get fucked proper. I bet Joshua's doing the same thing right now in his hotel room."

"Pathetic," I gasped between thrusts. "Both of them. Pathetic little cuckolds."

The word hit Mark like a physical blow. Cuckold. That's what he was now. That's what we were. And from the look on his face—the shame and the relief and the desperate, aching need—this was exactly what he needed.

"That's right, Mark," Melissa called out, her voice teasing. "Stroke that little white dick. That's all it's good for now—watching and stroking while real men do the real work. Joshua learned that lesson a long time ago."

Darius's thrusts grew erratic, his breathing ragged. "Gonna cum," he grunted. "Gonna fill this married pussy up."

"Do it," I begged. "Cum inside me. Please, I need it, I need to feel it—"

He buried himself to the hilt and roared. I felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the hot rush of his seed flooding my womb, filling me up, marking me. My pussy clenched around him, milking every drop, desperate for more.

"Oh God," I moaned, feeling his cum overflow and leak out around his shaft. "Oh God, there's so much—"

Darius stayed inside me for a long moment, both of us panting, both of us trembling. Then he pulled out slowly, and I felt his load gush out of me, running down my thighs in thick, creamy streams.

I collapsed against the couch, utterly spent. My legs wouldn't hold me. My whole body was shaking. I'd never been fucked like that in my entire life.

Melissa appeared beside me, brushing the sweaty hair from my face. "You did so good, Lisa," she murmured. "How do you feel?"

"Destroyed," I whispered. "Amazing. I can't—I can't believe—"

"I know." She smiled knowingly. "The first time is always like that. It only gets better from here."

She looked over at Mark, who was still sitting there with his cock in his hand, his face a wreck of tears and arousal. He hadn't cum yet—was probably too overwhelmed, too caught up in watching to finish himself.

"Your husband did good too," Melissa said. "He watched the whole thing. Didn't look away once." She tilted her head. "Now it's time for his reward."

"Reward?" Mark croaked, his voice hoarse.

Melissa's smile widened. "Now it's time for the cleanup."

—


CHAPTER 9

Mark's face went pale. "Cleanup? What do you mean?"

Melissa rose from the couch, stretching languidly like a cat. She crossed the room to where Mark sat, his pathetic little cock still in his hand, and looked down at him with a mixture of pity and amusement.

"Exactly what it sounds like, sweetie." She gestured toward me—still bent over the couch, Darius's cum leaking out of me in thick white streams, running down my thighs. "Your wife is a mess. A beautiful, well-fucked mess. And it's your job to clean her up."

Mark blinked, not understanding. "You mean... get her a towel? Or—"

Melissa laughed. "No, Mark. Not a towel. You're going to crawl over there, get between your wife's legs, and lick every drop of Darius's cum out of her pussy."

The color drained from Mark's face completely. "You can't be serious."

"Dead serious," Melissa said. "It's part of the lifestyle. The most important part, actually. This is how you show your wife that you accept your place. That you're grateful for what she's given you tonight."

"But that's—" Mark swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. "That's another man's... I can't..."

"You can," Melissa said softly. She crouched down beside him, her hand resting on his knee. "I know it seems like a lot right now. But trust me—my Joshua was exactly where you are his first time. Scared. Confused. Thought it was disgusting." She smiled at the camera in the corner. "Now he begs for it every time he comes home from a trip. It's the first thing he does—gets on his knees and cleans up whatever mess Darius left inside me. He loves it. You will too."

I turned around slowly, my legs still shaking, and lowered myself onto the couch. I spread my thighs wide, giving Mark a full view of what Darius had done to me. My pussy was wrecked—swollen, red, gaping slightly from the stretching it had taken. And leaking. God, there was so much cum. It pooled on the couch cushion beneath me, thick and white and obscene.

"Mark," I said, my voice hoarse from screaming. "Come here."

He looked at me with desperate, conflicted eyes. His cock was still hard—maybe even harder than before. His body knew what it wanted, even if his mind was struggling to catch up.

"I said come here." My voice was firmer now. "On your knees."

Something shifted in Mark's expression. The resistance crumbled. He slid off the couch and onto the floor, his knees hitting the carpet with a soft thud. Then he started crawling toward me—actually crawling, on his hands and knees, his little cock bobbing beneath him.

"That's it," Melissa encouraged. "There you go—" She smiled at me."

"It's fine," I said, my eyes never leaving Mark. "He's behaving. For once in his pathetic life."

Mark reached me and knelt between my spread thighs. His face was inches from my ruined pussy—close enough to smell it, to see every detail of the mess Darius had left behind. His nostrils flared, and I saw him swallow convulsively.

"Look at it," I commanded. "Look at what a real man did to your wife."

Mark stared. His breath came in short, sharp gasps. A drop of Darius's cum chose that moment to leak out of me and drip onto the cushion with a soft, wet sound.

"That's Black seed," Melissa said from somewhere behind him. "Potent. Virile. Everything your little white balls could never produce. And now it's inside your wife. Deep inside. Mixed with her juices. Claiming her."

Mark whimpered.

"You want to taste it, don't you?" I asked, reaching down to run my fingers through his hair. "You've been thinking about it ever since you watched those videos on my phone. Wondering what it would be like. I know you stayed up all night watching more. Jerking off to husbands eating cum out of their wives."

His face flushed red with shame, but he didn't deny it.

"So stop pretending," I said, gripping his hair tighter. "Stop acting like this isn't exactly what you wanted. And clean. Me. Up."

I pulled his face forward, pressing his mouth against my cum-filled pussy.

Mark hesitated for one more second—one final moment of resistance. And then his tongue came out.

The first lick was tentative. Careful. Just the tip of his tongue grazing my outer lips, collecting a small smear of Darius's cum. I watched his face as he tasted it—the shock, the disgust, and then... something else. Something that looked almost like hunger.

"More," I demanded. "Deeper."

Mark pressed his mouth fully against me and started licking in earnest. His tongue pushed between my folds, scooping out thick globs of cum, swallowing it down. The sounds he made were obscene—wet, slurping, desperate sounds as he lapped at another man's seed.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, my head falling back against the couch. His tongue felt incredible against my oversensitive flesh. "That's it. Eat it. Eat his cum out of me."

"He's really going for it," Melissa observed, coming around to watch. She had a smile on her face like a proud teacher. She glanced at the camera. "Joshua, honey, are you seeing this? He's a natural. Just like you were."

Mark's tongue pushed deeper inside me, seeking out every drop of Darius's load. I could feel him probing, exploring, his nose pressed against my clit as he worked. The combination of his desperate licking and the knowledge of what he was doing—what I was making him do—sent fresh waves of arousal crashing through me.

"How does it taste, Mark?" I asked, grinding against his face. "How does his cum taste mixed with your wife's pussy?"

Mark moaned against me, the vibration making me shudder. He didn't pull back to answer—couldn't, with the way I was holding his head in place.

"Bet it tastes better than anything you've ever made," Darius said, finally speaking up. He was lounging in a chair, his massive cock resting against his thigh, watching the scene with casual satisfaction. "Your wife's pussy full of my seed. Bet your little white cock is dripping just from eating it."

It was. I could see it from where I sat—Mark's pathetic erection leaking steadily onto the carpet, untouched, as he ate me out.

"You're never going to fuck me again," I heard myself say. The words came out harsh, cruel, but I didn't take them back. "You understand that, right? Your little dick is never going inside this pussy again. It belongs to Black cock now. You can watch. You can clean up afterward. But you don't get to fuck me. Not anymore."

*


CHAPTER 10

Mark sobbed against my pussy—actually sobbed, his shoulders shaking. But he didn't stop licking. If anything, he licked harder, more desperately, like he was trying to prove his worth through worship alone.

"Damn," Melissa breathed. "Lisa, that was brutal."

"He needed to hear it." I grabbed Mark's hair with both hands and started grinding against his face in earnest. "Twenty years of mediocre sex and neglect. Twenty years of laying there wondering why I even bothered. This is his punishment. And his reward."

The orgasm was building again—slower this time, deeper, fed by Mark's desperate tongue and the sheer depravity of what we were doing. My thighs clamped around his head, holding him in place as I rode his face.

"Don't you dare stop," I warned. "You keep licking until I tell you to stop. You keep swallowing that cum like the good little cuckold you are."

Mark's muffled moan vibrated against my clit, and I felt my body tightening, coiling, rushing toward release.

"Tell him," Melissa urged. "Tell him whose pussy it is now."

"It's Darius's pussy," I gasped, my hips bucking against Mark's face. "It's Black cock pussy now. My husband's just the cleanup crew. The—the fucking maid. He doesn't get to touch it, doesn't get to fuck it—oh God—he just gets to clean up the mess and be fucking grateful for the privilege—"

The orgasm crashed through me. Different from the ones Darius had given me—less overwhelming, but somehow more intimate. I came on my husband's tongue while he ate another man's cum out of me, and it was the most depraved, satisfying moment of my entire life.

"FUCK!" I screamed, my thighs crushing Mark's head as I convulsed. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, don't stop, keep licking, keep—FUCK!"

Mark licked through my entire orgasm, his tongue never stopping, swallowing everything I gave him—my juices, Darius's cum, all of it mixed together. By the time I finally released his head, his face was a mess. Slick and shiny, coated in cum and pussy juice from his chin to his forehead.

He looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes, tears streaming down his cheeks, his lips swollen and wet.

"Thank you," he whispered.

I stared at him for a long moment. My husband. The man I'd married over twenty years ago. Kneeling between my legs, face covered in another man's seed, thanking me for the privilege of eating it out of me.

"You're welcome," I said finally. And then, softer: "You did good, Mark. You did really good."

Melissa appeared beside us with a warm towel, pressing it gently into my hands. "Clean him up," she said quietly. "He's earned it."

I reached down and wiped Mark's face with the towel, gentle now, all the cruelty drained out of me. He leaned into my touch like a dog starving for affection.

I leaned down and kissed his forehead—the first tender gesture of the entire night.

Mark excused himself to the bathroom to clean up properly, and the moment he was gone, Melissa appeared beside me on the couch.

"Holy shit, Lisa," she said, her voice low and impressed. "That was incredible."

I blinked at her. "What was?"

"Everything. The way you talked to him. The things you said." She shook her head in disbelief. "I've been doing this for years, and I don't think I've ever been that brutal my first time. 'Your little dick is never going inside this pussy again'? 'He's just the cleanup crew'? Girl."

I felt my face flush. Now that the heat of the moment had passed, now that the orgasms had faded and the adrenaline was draining from my system, I was starting to process what had actually come out of my mouth.

"I don't know where that came from," I admitted. "I've never talked like that in my life. I don't even swear that much normally."

"That's what I'm saying." Melissa grinned. "You're a natural. I thought I was going to have to coach you through every line, feed you what to say. But once Darius got inside you, you just... unleashed."

I thought back to the things I'd said. Calling Mark pathetic. Comparing his cock to tampons. Telling him he'd never fuck me again. Each memory made me wince a little—but also made something flutter low in my belly.

"I meant it, though," I said slowly. "That's the scary part. Everything I said—I meant all of it. I wasn't just performing. It was... it was like twenty years of frustration just came pouring out."

"That's how it's supposed to feel." Melissa put her hand on my knee. "Honey, you've been holding all that in for so long. The resentment, the disappointment, the anger at being neglected. Tonight, you finally had permission to let it out. And look what happened—Mark loved it. He came harder than he probably ever has in his life."

I glanced toward the bathroom. "You think so?"

"I know so. Did you see the puddle he left on the carpet?" Melissa laughed. "That man has been waiting his whole life for someone to talk to him like that. He just didn't know how to ask for it. And you—" she poked my shoulder, "—you didn't know you had it in you to give it."

I was quiet for a moment, processing. She was right. Before tonight, I would have said I wasn't capable of being cruel. That I was too nice, too accommodating, too worried about hurting people's feelings. But with Darius inside me, with Mark watching, something had shifted. Some wall had come down.

And the woman behind that wall? She wasn't nice at all. She was angry. She was hungry. She was tired of pretending.

"What if I can't do it again?" I asked. "What if tonight was just... adrenaline? Heat of the moment?"

Melissa smiled knowingly. "It wasn't. Trust me. Once you find that part of yourself, it doesn't go away. It gets easier, actually. The first time is always the hardest—admitting what you really feel, saying the things you've been holding back. But now that you've done it once?" She shrugged. "The floodgates are open."

The bathroom door opened and Mark emerged, his face clean, his eyes still slightly red from crying. He looked at me with such naked devotion, such desperate gratitude, that my heart ached.

This was my husband. This pathetic, inadequate, hopelessly devoted man who had just eaten another man's cum out of me and thanked me for the privilege.

And somehow, impossibly, I loved him more now than I had in years.

"Come here," I said softly, patting the couch beside me.

He came. Sat down. Took my hand in his.

"We're going to do this again," I told him. "You know that, right? This is our life now."

Mark nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "I know."

"And you're okay with that?"

He swallowed. Nodded again. "I think... I think this is what I always needed. I just didn't know how to ask for it."

"Then we're going to be just fine."

—


CHAPTER 11

The next few days changed everything.

The morning after that first night at Melissa's, I woke up sore in ways I'd never been sore before. My pussy ached. My jaw ached. My thighs ached. Every movement reminded me of what Darius had done to me—what I'd begged him to do.

Mark was already awake, lying beside me, staring at the ceiling.

"Last night really happened," he finally said.

"It did."

"I ate a Black man's cum out of your pussy."

The way he said it—Black man's cum—made my clit throb despite the soreness.

"You did," I said. "And you loved every fucking second of it. Right?"

He turned to look at me. His eyes were red-rimmed, haunted—but underneath all that turmoil, I saw it. That same desperate hunger I'd seen when he was on his knees between my legs, lapping at Darius's load like it was the sweetest thing he'd ever tasted.

"I want to do it again," he whispered.

I reached down and grabbed his cock through his boxers. It was already hard—pathetically, predictably hard. All four inches of it straining against the fabric.

"This little white dick," I said, squeezing it. "It gets so excited thinking about Black cock, doesn't it? Thinking about what Darius did to me. What his big Black balls pumped inside your wife."

Mark whimpered.

"Say it," I demanded. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a cuckold," he breathed. "A white cuckold who loves watching Black men fuck his wife."

Something cracked open inside me at those words. The last remnants of guilt, of shame—gone. Replaced by pure, intoxicating power.

"That's right," I said.

—

Darius came over three days later.

Mark took the afternoon off work—"doctor's appointment," he told his boss—and sat in our bedroom watching while Darius stripped me naked in the middle of our marital bed.

"You want this right, Mark?" Darius asked Mark. "Ain't no shame in admitting it. You know that."

Mark nodded, his face flushed with shame and arousal.

"So, this the bed where you try to fuck your wife with that little white dick?"

Another nod. I could see the shame on my husband's face. And I could feel myself get wetter. Darius laughed—a deep, rumbling sound that made my pussy clench.

"I'm gonna fuck your wife now," he pushed me onto my back and spread my legs wide. I could see Mark in my peripheral vision, sitting in the corner chair, his pathetic erection already tenting his pants.

"You watching?" Darius asked him, positioning his massive cock at my entrance. "You watching what's about to happen to your wife in your own bed?"

"Yes," Mark croaked.

"Good." Darius thrust forward, burying himself inside me in one brutal stroke. "Keep watching. Your wife's about to be fucked again by a real man."

I screamed as he filled me—that familiar, incredible stretch that Mark's little white dick could never provide. Darius didn't give me time to adjust. He started fucking me immediately, hard and deep, the headboard slamming against the wall with every thrust.

Just what I wanted.

No formalities. No teasing. We were well past that stage by now.

"FUCK!" I wailed. "Oh God, oh FUCK—"

"That's it," Darius growled. "Scream for me. Let your husband hear what a real fucking dick does to a woman like you, bitch. Show him. Tell me how big this dick is."

"So big!" I gasped. "So fucking big! You're so deep—deeper than Mark's ever been—deeper than—"

Mark made a broken sound from his corner. I turned my head to look at him—his pants were around his ankles now, his pathetic little dick in his fist, stroking desperately as he watched Darius destroy me.

"Oh, God! Look at him," I laughed between thrusts. "Look at my useless white husband jerking his little white dick while a Black man fucks me in his own bed."

What was I even saying? My GOD.

"Pathetic. So fucking pathetic."

"Tell him," Darius commanded, pounding into me harder. "Tell him what Black cock does to you."

"It ruins me!" I screamed. "It fucking ruins me for white dick forever! I can't even feel Mark anymore—his little thing is like a finger compared to you—like a fucking pinky—"

"How long does your husband last?"

"Thirty seconds!" I wailed as another orgasm began building. "Maybe a minute if he's lucky! And then his pathetic little load—it's like water, Darius, thin and watery and useless—not like yours—yours is so thick, so hot—"

"That's because Black seed is potent," Darius growled. "Virile. Made to breed white pussy. Your husband's weak little sperm could never compete."

The words sent me over the edge. I came screaming, my pussy clenching around Darius's massive shaft, my whole body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through me. And still he didn't stop—just kept fucking me through it, extending my pleasure, pushing me toward another peak.

Mark was whimpering in the corner, his hand a blur on his little cock.

"Don't you dare cum," I gasped at him. "Don't you fucking dare. Not yet. You don't get to cum until you've cleaned up his load. AH-AHHHH! FUCK!!"

This black bull of a man. Darius lasted another forty-five minutes. Made me cum four more times before he finally buried himself to the hilt and roared, his cock pulsing as he flooded my womb with his thick Black seed. When he pulled out, the mess was obscene. Thick white cum gushing out of me, pooling on our sheets—on Mark's sheets—soaking into the mattress where my husband slept every night.

"Clean it up," I ordered Mark. "Come over here, baby."

He quickly scrambled off the chair and onto his knees between my legs. His face dove into my ruined pussy, his tongue working frantically, lapping up Darius's cum like a man dying of thirst.

"Fuck," Darius laughed, pulling on his pants. "White men like him really do be going crazy for it. Crazy for licking a black man's seed out of their wives."

"He loves it," I moaned, grinding against Mark's face. "Loves tasting your Black cum inside his wife. Don't you, baby?"

Mark just groaned in response, his tongue pushing deeper, seeking out every drop.

"From now on," I told him, "this is what your mouth is for. Not just kissing me. Not eating me out for my pleasure. Cleaning up after real men. That's your job now. That's your purpose."

Mark broke down against my pussy—crying, shaking—but he didn't stop licking. If anything, he licked harder.

—


CHAPTER 12

Two days later, Mark tried to fuck me. I let him. I was cruel, sure. But I wanted him to feel the difference. To understand, viscerally, what a joke his little white cock was compared to what I'd been getting.

I couldn't believe what had gotten into me. How I'd changed over what was a week or two?

This was all happening way too fast but was I complaining?

Fuck no. FUCK NO!

So, we were in the kitchen. He came up behind me, hands on my hips, his little erection poking against my ass through my robe.

"Lisa," he breathed. "Please. I need—I need to be-I wanna fuck you. Just once. Please."

"Why?"

"Please-baby. Please!"

The man that hadn't cared this much about fucking me in years now wants to fuck me. Of course, I knew why.

I sighed dramatically. "Fine."

I hopped up on the kitchen counter and spread my legs. My robe fell open, revealing my pussy—still slightly swollen and red from Darius's visit two days ago. Mark pulled down his pants. His cock sprang free—pink, thin, desperately hard. It looked almost comical after what I'd grown accustomed to by now.

"Do it. Fuck me," I said flatly. "Go ahead. Fuck me with your little white dick, baby."

"Ugh-."

He stepped between my legs and pushed inside me.

I felt almost nothing. I don't even mean that as some sort of twisted joke. I just didn't.

"Oh," I said. "You're in? I genuinely couldn't tell."

"Lisa—" He started thrusting, his hips working frantically. "Please."

"Come on, baby. Fuck me," I yawned. "Is that your best effort? Is it in yet?"

"I'm trying—"

"Melissa told me Joshua's the same way too," I continued. "White husbands like you and him, with tiny little dicks that never get hard unless they watch their wives with black men like Darius, just humping away desperately, trying to do what big black dick does to our cunts." I leaned back on my hands. "Darius stretched me out really good, right? Bet I'm too loose for your little dick now, honey. You watched him do all that to me."

Mark's thrusts got faster. More desperate. "I-Please. Tell me more-."

"His big Black cock stretched me so wide," I moaned, really twisting the knife now. "No wonder I cheated on you."

"Yes, you-you're such a-."

"A what? A cheating fucking bitch?"

"Baby-."

"Say it. Tell me," I dug my nails into his back. "Ah-fuck," I felt the juices seeping out of me. "SAY IT! Or I won't let you watch next time."

"You're a-cheating fucking bitch-."

"Yes, I am. Big black cock fills me so fucking good. Hits places inside me that your little thing doesn't even know exist. That's what a real man feels like, Mark. That's what Black cock does to white pussy."

"Oh God—" His rhythm faltered.

"You can feel it, can't you?" I taunted. "How loose I am now? How stretched out? Darius ruined me for your little white dick. I can barely feel you in there."

"Lisa, I'm gonna—"

"Already?" I laughed. "We've been going for what, thirty seconds? Forty-fifty? And you're already about to cum?" I shook my head. "Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic. No wonder you needed to become a cuckold. No wonder your wife had to find Black men to satisfy her. Your little white dick was never going to be enough."

"I can't—I can't hold it—"

"Then cum, you useless fucking asshole. Cum, baby. CUM!"

He did. Two-maybe three weak watery spurts while he whimpered against my neck. I felt almost nothing—just a faint warmth that was gone almost instantly.

"Done?" I asked.

He nodded, panting, his face red with exertion and shame.

I looked down at where our bodies were still connected. His pathetic little load was already leaking out of me—thin, watery, barely visible against my skin.

"Look at that," I said with disgust. "That's what you call cum? That weak little dribble? When Darius finished inside me, it gushed out for hours. Thick and white and potent. Yours is like... nothing. Like you barely even came at all."

Mark's eyes were wet. "I'm so-."

"Shut up. Don't apologize. Just clean it up."

He dropped to his knees instantly, his mouth finding my pussy, his tongue lapping at the pathetic mess he'd made.

"That's right," I moaned, grabbing his hair. "Clean up after yourself like the useless white cuckold you are. And when you're done, you can think about how much better Darius's cum tastes."

—

The pattern continued over the next week and a half.

Mark would try to fuck me occasionally—I let him, just to remind us both of his inadequacy. Thirty seconds was his average. A minute on a good day. Then he'd spend the next twenty minutes on his knees, worshiping me with his tongue, cleaning up whatever pathetic mess he'd left behind.

And Darius came over twice more. Each time, Mark watched from his corner chair. Each time, I made sure to describe, in excruciating detail, exactly how different it felt to have a real cock inside me.

"Feel how wet I am?" I'd moan while Darius pounded me. "Feel how my pussy grips you? It never does this for Mark. His little dick can't even make me wet. Can't make me cum. Can't make me feel anything at all."

"That's because white men like you aren't built for fucking," Darius would growl back. "They're built for watching. For cleaning up. Done knocked up white bitches like you and had these faggots raise them-."

"Oh God—" I'd cum at those words, the taboo of it sending me over the edge every time.

And afterward, following his routine, Mark would crawl between my legs and lap up every drop of Darius's seed. He didn't hesitate anymore. Didn't pretend to be anything but the cuckold that he was. He'd bury his face in my cum-filled pussy and eat like it was his favorite meal.

"You love this, don't you?" I'd ask him. "Tasting Black cum inside your wife. Knowing you could never satisfy me like he does."

"Yes," he'd admit every time. "God help me, yes."

The guilt was gone completely now. Replaced by something better. Something real.

This was who we were. This was what we needed.

And it was only going to get better.

—

Two weeks after that first night at Melissa's, everything was about to change again.

I was in the kitchen, sipping my morning coffee, when my phone buzzed. A text from Melissa.

*Joshua's finally home. Flew in last night. We're having a celebration tonight—both couples. Darius is bringing friends. 8 PM. Wear something slutty. Or nothing at all.*

My pussy clenched just reading it. Both couples. Darius and friends.

Mark came downstairs, still in his pajamas, his little morning erection tenting the fabric like always. Useless thing was hard more often than not these days—constantly aroused, constantly leaking, constantly desperate for release that he rarely got.

"Come here," I said, showing him the phone. "Baby!"

He read the text. His face cycled through emotions—fear, confusion, excitement, more fear, and settling on that desperate, hungry look I'd grown so familiar with.

"Both couples?" he asked. I could tell how excited he was.

"Joshua's back from his trip. Two weeks of watching his wife get fucked through cameras, and now he's finally home." I set down my coffee. "And Darius is bringing Jamal, Marcus, and Terrence."

Mark's breath caught. "Four of them?"

"Four big Black cocks, baby. Two white wives. Two pathetic white cuckold husbands." I walked toward him, trailing a finger down his chest. "Tonight you get to sit next to Joshua and watch while Melissa and I get properly bred. You can compare notes on whose wife takes it better."

His cock twitched visibly through his pajamas.

"Monica comes home tomorrow afternoon," I added. "So tonight's our last night of freedom for a while. We need to make it count."

"I'm scared," he admitted.

"Good." I grabbed his little cock through the fabric and squeezed. "You should be scared. Four Black men are going to use me and Melissa tonight, Mark. They're going to fuck every hole I have. They're going to fill me with so much cum it'll be leaking out of me for days. And you're going to watch every single second of it."

He whimpered.

"And then," I continued, "when they're done—when Melissa and I are lying there, wrecked and dripping—you and Joshua are going to get on your knees and clean us up. Together. Like the pathetic white cuckolds you are."

"Oh God—"

"That's what tonight is about." I released his cock and stepped back. "Now go shower. We have twelve hours to get ready."

I turned and headed toward the stairs, already thinking about what I was going to wear. Or not wear.

"Lisa?" Mark called after me.

I stopped. "What?"

"I love you."

I looked back at him—this man I'd married over twenty years ago. This pathetic, inadequate, hopelessly devoted cuckold who'd never satisfied me a day in his life but had finally found his purpose.

I kissed him full on the mouth. Hard.

"Mmmm-I know you do, baby." I smiled. "I love you too."

—


CHAPTER 13

Eight o'clock couldn't come fast enough.

I spent the afternoon getting ready—showering, shaving every inch of my body, doing my makeup, styling my hair. Mark watched me from the bedroom doorway, his little cock already straining in his pants even though nothing had happened yet.

"What are you going to wear?" he asked.

I looked at him in the mirror. Smiled.

"Nothing."

His face went pale. "What?"

"You heard me." I stood up from the vanity, completely naked. "Melissa said wear something slutty or nothing at all. I'm choosing nothing at all."

"You can't—Lisa, you can't walk over there naked. What if someone sees?"

"Then they see." I walked toward him, watching his eyes travel over my body—the body that belonged to Black cock now, not to him. "Two weeks ago, I would have died of embarrassment at the thought. But you know what? I'm not that woman anymore."

I grabbed his chin, forcing him to look me in the eyes.

"That woman was repressed. Unsatisfied. Pretending to be happy while she slowly died inside." I released him and stepped back. "This woman? This woman walks naked to her neighbor's house to get fucked by four Black men while her pathetic cuckold husband watches. And she doesn't give a single fuck who sees."

Mark swallowed hard. His cock twitched visibly.

"Now get dressed," I told him. "We're leaving in ten minutes."

—

The walk across our lawn to Melissa's house took maybe thirty seconds. Thirty seconds of cool evening air against my bare skin, my nipples hardening, goosebumps rising on my flesh. It was just dark enough that no one would see clearly from the street—but light enough that anyone looking would know exactly what they were seeing.

A naked woman. Walking confidently across the grass. Her husband trailing behind her, fully clothed, head down.

I'd never felt more powerful in my life.

Mark rang the doorbell. I stood beside him, not even attempting to cover myself. Let whoever answered get an eyeful.

The door swung open.

Melissa stood there in a silk robe, her mouth falling open the moment she saw me.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "Lisa?"

"You said wear something slutty or nothing at all." I shrugged, letting her eyes travel over my naked body. "I went with nothing at all."

Melissa stared at me for a long moment. Then she burst out laughing—not mocking, but delighted. Genuinely, thoroughly delighted.

"Oh my God." She grabbed my arm and pulled me inside, Mark scrambling in behind us. "I cannot believe you just did that. Two weeks ago you couldn't even say the word 'cuckold' without blushing, and now you're walking around the neighborhood naked?"

"Two weeks ago I was a different person." I stepped into her foyer, letting the warmth of the house wash over me. "You changed me, Melissa. You and Darius and Joshua and this whole lifestyle. You showed me who I really was underneath all that repression and guilt."

Melissa's expression softened. "Lisa..."

"I mean it." I took her hands in mine. "If it wasn't for you, my marriage would still be dead. Mark would still be ignoring me. I'd still be lying awake at night, miserable and unsatisfied, wondering what was wrong with me." I squeezed her hands. "You fixed us. You showed us what we needed. And I will never be able to thank you enough for that."

Melissa's eyes were actually glistening. "Damn, girl. You're going to make me cry and ruin my makeup."

"Can't have that," I said. "Not when we've got four bulls waiting for us."

She grinned, the sentimental moment passing. "They're already upstairs. Been here for about an hour. Joshua's up there with them—finally getting to watch in person instead of through a camera."

"How's he handling being home?"

"Like a kid on Christmas morning." Melissa laughed. "Two weeks of jerking off in hotel rooms, and now he gets the real thing. I think he might actually pass out from excitement."

She turned to Mark, who was standing awkwardly by the door, trying not to stare at either of us.

"And how are you doing, Mark? Ready for tonight?"

Mark swallowed. "I think so."

"You think so?" Melissa raised an eyebrow. "Honey, there's no thinking tonight. There's just watching. Watching your wife get fucked by four Black men while you sit next to my husband and realize exactly how pathetic you both are."

Mark's cock twitched in his pants. Even through the fabric, I could see it.

"He's ready," I said. "Look at him. Already hard and we haven't even started."

"Mmm." Melissa walked toward Mark, her hips swaying. She reached out and grabbed his bulge through his pants, squeezing it the way I'd done so many times over the past two weeks. "Is that true, Mark? Are you hard thinking about what's going to happen to your wife tonight?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Yes what?"

"Yes... I'm hard."

"Hard thinking about four Black cocks using your wife?" Melissa squeezed harder. "Hard thinking about her screaming their names while you watch? Hard thinking about cleaning up all that cum afterward?"

"Yes." His voice cracked. "All of it. Yes."

Melissa released him and turned back to me with a satisfied smile. "Oh, he's definitely ready."

She untied her robe and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, she was as naked as I was—smooth skin, full breasts, that familiar confidence that came from years of living this lifestyle.

"Shall we?" she asked, extending her hand.

I took it. Our fingers intertwined.

"Let's give them a show first," I said.

Melissa's eyebrows rose. "Oh?"

I pulled her closer, our naked bodies pressing together. Her breasts against mine. Her thigh sliding between my legs. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell her perfume mixed with something earthier underneath.

"I've been thinking about this," I admitted. "About us. Together."

"Have you now?" Melissa's voice dropped to a husky whisper.

"Watching you with Darius that first night... I wasn't just watching him. I was watching you too. The way you moved. The sounds you made." I ran my hand down her side, feeling her shiver. "I've never been with a woman before. But tonight... I want to try everything."

Melissa's answer was to kiss me.

Her lips were softer than Mark's. Softer than any man's. She tasted like wine and something sweet, and when her tongue slipped into my mouth, I melted against her. My hands found her hips, her ass, pulling her tighter against me as the kiss deepened.

Behind us, I heard Mark gasp.

Melissa pulled back, her lips wet, her eyes dark with arousal. "Upstairs," she breathed. "Now. Before I take you right here in the foyer."

She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the stairs. Mark followed, his footsteps unsteady.

—


CHAPTER 14

The master bedroom had been transformed.

The bed was massive—bigger than I remembered, or maybe they'd gotten a new one specifically for nights like this. The sheets were black satin. Candles flickered on every surface, casting dancing shadows across the walls. And there, spread across the furniture like kings surveying their domain, were the bulls.

Darius I recognized immediately. He was lounging in an armchair by the window, shirtless, his muscled chest gleaming in the candlelight. Beside him stood Jamal—the one who'd cornered me in the kitchen that first day, who'd been the first Black cock I'd ever taken. He'd gotten even more handsome in my memory, tall and lean with a predator's smile.

The other two I didn't know. One was massive—taller than Darius, broader, with arms like tree trunks and a shaved head that reflected the candlelight. The other was younger, maybe late twenties, with a swimmer's build and eyes that tracked my naked body the moment I walked through the door.

"Well, well," Darius rumbled, his eyes moving from me to Melissa and back again. "Look what we have here. Two slutty white wives ready to get bred."

"Lisa walked over naked," Melissa announced, pulling me further into the room. "Can you believe that? Two weeks ago she was a repressed housewife who didn't even know what a cuckold was. Now she's strolling across the lawn with her pussy out."

"Damn," the massive one said—Marcus, I assumed. "That's what I like to hear. A woman who knows what she wants."

"And what do you want, Lisa?" The younger one—Terrence—stepped forward, his eyes never leaving mine. "What does a proper married white woman want from four Black men?"

I felt Mark enter the room behind me. Felt him move to the side, toward where Joshua was already sitting—a smaller man with glasses, practically vibrating with anticipation. My husband and Melissa's husband. The cuckolds. Taking their places to watch.

I looked at Terrence. At Marcus. At Jamal and Darius. Four Black men. Four massive cocks hidden in their pants, waiting to be unleashed.

"Everything," I said. "I want everything."

Melissa moved beside me, her hand finding mine again.

"How about we start with a little show?" she suggested, her voice pitched for the whole room. "Give our husbands something to get them warmed up?"

"What kind of show?" Jamal asked, though his smile said he already knew.

Melissa turned to face me. Our eyes met. Two married white women, naked, about to put on a performance for an audience of Black bulls and white cuckolds.

"The kind where two wives show their husbands what they've been missing," Melissa said.

And then she kissed me again.

This time it wasn't gentle. It was hungry, desperate, her tongue invading my mouth as her hands roamed my body. I kissed her back just as fiercely, my fingers tangling in her hair, our breasts pressing together, our moans mingling.

"Fuck yeah," I heard Marcus say. "That's what I'm talking about."

Melissa's mouth left mine and trailed down my neck, kissing, licking, biting. I threw my head back and gasped as she found my collarbone, my shoulder, working her way lower.

"You ever had your pussy eaten by a woman, Lisa?" she whispered against my skin.

"No," I breathed.

"You're about to."

She dropped to her knees in front of me—right there, in the middle of the room, with everyone watching. Her hands gripped my thighs, spreading them slightly, and then her mouth was on me.

"OH FUCK—"

Her tongue was nothing like a man's. Softer. More precise. She knew exactly where to lick, exactly how much pressure to apply, because she had the same equipment. She'd spent years learning what felt good on her own body, and now she was using all that knowledge on mine.

"Holy shit," I heard Joshua breathe from somewhere behind me.

"That's my wife," Mark whispered, his voice cracked with disbelief and arousal. "That's my wife getting eaten out by another woman."

"And loving every second of it," Darius added with a laugh. "Look at her face, cucks. Look at how good Melissa makes her feel. Bet neither of you could do that."

I looked over at Mark and Joshua, sitting side by side in their designated chairs. Both had their cocks out already—pathetic little white dicks in their fists, stroking slowly as they watched. Mark's eyes were locked on Melissa's head bobbing between my legs. Joshua was staring at his wife's ass as she knelt on the floor.

"You like watching this, baby?" I gasped at Mark. "You like watching your wife get her pussy eaten?"

"Yes," he whimpered.

"This is just the warmup." I grabbed Melissa's hair, grinding against her face. "This is just—oh God, right there—just the beginning. By the end of tonight, I'm going to be so full of Black cum I won't be able to walk. And you're going to watch every—fucking—second of it."

Melissa moaned against my clit, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body.

"Don't let her cum yet," Darius commanded. "Save that for the main event."

Melissa pulled back reluctantly, her chin glistening with my juices. She looked up at me with a wicked smile.

"Your turn," she said.

She rose to her feet, and we switched positions. Now I was the one dropping to my knees, now I was the one spreading her thighs, now I was the one looking up at another woman's pussy for the first time in my life.

It was beautiful. Pink and wet and swollen with arousal. Different from looking at pictures or videos—this was real, inches from my face, and it was my friend, my neighbor, my mentor in this lifestyle.

"Go ahead," Melissa encouraged, her hand stroking my hair. "Don't be shy."

I leaned forward and gave her an experimental lick.

She tasted different than I expected. Musky and sweet at the same time. Not unpleasant at all—actually, kind of addictive. I licked again, longer this time, dragging my tongue from her entrance up to her clit.

"Mmm, that's it," Melissa sighed. "You're a natural."

I wasn't, but I tried my best. I thought about what I liked, what made me moan, and tried to replicate it. Long slow licks. Circling her clit with my tongue. Pushing inside her, tasting her deeper.

"Look at that," Marcus rumbled. "Two married white bitches eating each other out while their husbands watch. This is what we came for."

"Getting me hard as fuck," Terrence agreed. "Can't wait to wreck both of them."

*


CHAPTER 15

I heard zippers. The rustle of clothes being removed. But I didn't look—I kept my face buried in Melissa's pussy, kept licking and sucking and learning, kept listening to her moans grow louder and more desperate.

"Okay, okay," Melissa finally gasped, pushing my head back. "Stop. If you keep going I'm going to cum, and I want to save that for our bulls."

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth. Looked up at her flushed face.

"How was that?" I asked.

"For your first time?" She grinned down at me. "Fucking incredible."

She helped me to my feet, and we turned together to face the room.

The bulls had undressed while we'd been occupied. Four Black men, completely naked, their massive cocks standing at full attention. Darius's I knew well—thick, long, the cock that had ruined me for white dick forever. Jamal's was slightly curved, perfect for hitting spots deep inside. Marcus's was the biggest—a genuine monster that made my pussy clench just looking at it. And Terrence's was long and lean, like his body, with a head that looked designed to stretch a woman open.

Four cocks. Two wives. Two cuckold husbands sitting in the corner with their pathetic little dicks in their hands.

Darius rose from his chair, his cock swaying heavily as he moved toward us.

"On the bed," he ordered. "Both of you."

Melissa and I climbed onto the black satin sheets, our bodies still flushed from what we'd just done to each other. The fabric was cool against my heated skin. We positioned ourselves side by side, propped up on our elbows, facing the four men who were about to use us.

"Spread your legs," Marcus commanded. "Let your husbands see what they're about to lose."

We obeyed. I spread my thighs wide, exposing my dripping pussy to the room. Beside me, Melissa did the same. Two married white women, open and ready, presenting ourselves to Black men while our husbands watched from their pathetic little corner.

"Look at that," Jamal said, stroking his curved cock slowly. "Two wet white pussies just begging for Black dick."

"Been begging for years," Melissa purred. "My pussy hasn't had white cock inside it in over a year. And Lisa's?" She glanced at me with a smirk. "Tell them, honey. Tell them about your husband's little white dick."

I looked over at Mark. He was sitting rigid in his chair, his pathetic erection in his fist, his face a mixture of shame and desperate arousal.

"It's useless," I said, loud enough for everyone to hear. "Four inches on a good day. Can't make me cum. Can't even make me wet anymore." I spread my legs wider, letting him see exactly how wet I was—wet from Melissa's tongue, wet from anticipation, wet from the sight of four massive Black cocks about to fuck me. "This is what wet looks like, Mark. This is what your little white dick could never do."

"Damn," Terrence laughed. "She's cold."

"She's honest," Darius corrected. "That's what this lifestyle is about. Honest wives. Honest husbands. No more pretending." He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. "Isn't that right, Lisa? No more pretending your husband's little dick satisfies you?"

"No more pretending," I agreed, my breath catching as I felt the heat of his cock against my thigh.

Marcus moved toward Melissa, his massive frame making the bed dip. Jamal and Terrence hung back for now, watching, stroking themselves, waiting their turn.

"You ready?" Darius asked me, rubbing the fat head of his cock against my entrance.

"I've been ready for two weeks."

He pushed inside.

"FUCK—"

No matter how many times he'd fucked me, that first thrust always knocked the wind out of me. The stretch. The fullness. The feeling of being split open by something so much bigger than anything my husband could offer.

Beside me, Melissa screamed as Marcus entered her. I turned my head to watch—his cock was even bigger than Darius's, and Melissa's face contorted with that familiar mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure.

"Oh God," she wailed. "Oh fuck, Marcus, you're so fucking big—"

"Bigger than your husband?" Marcus grunted, starting to thrust.

"So much bigger—Joshua's cock is nothing—nothing compared to—AH!"

I reached over and grabbed Melissa's hand. Our fingers intertwined as both our bodies rocked with the force of being fucked. Two wives, side by side, taking Black cock while our husbands watched.

"Look at them," Darius said, loud enough for Mark and Joshua to hear. "Look at your wives getting fucked the way you could never fuck them. Look at their faces. Listen to those sounds. That's what real pleasure sounds like."

I turned my head toward the corner. Mark and Joshua were both stroking furiously now, their little white cocks looking even more pathetic compared to what was currently buried inside us.

"You like watching, baby?" I gasped at Mark between thrusts. "You like watching—oh fuck—watching Darius fuck your wife?"

"Yes," Mark whimpered.

"Say it louder."

"Yes! I love watching!"

"Tell me what you see."

Mark's voice cracked. "I see—I see a Black man fucking my wife. I see his big cock inside her. I see her loving it."

"And what are you doing while he fucks me?"

"Stroking my little dick."

"Your little white dick," I corrected. "Say it right."

"My little white dick." Tears were streaming down his face now. "I'm stroking my little white dick while a Black man fucks my wife."

"Pathetic," Melissa laughed from beside me, though her voice was strained with pleasure. "Both of you. Absolutely pathetic. Joshua, are you crying too?"

I glanced over. Joshua was crying. Both husbands, tears running down their faces, jerking their inadequate cocks while their wives got destroyed.

"This is what you're good for," Melissa continued, her words punctuated by Marcus's brutal thrusts. "Watching. Crying. Stroking your useless little dicks. You're not men. You're—oh God—you're just cuckolds. Just pathetic white cuckolds who can't satisfy their wives."

"That's right," Darius growled, picking up his pace. "Your wives belong to Black cock now. These pussies?" He slammed into me harder, making me scream. "These are Black cock pussies. Made for us. Not for little white dicks that can barely get hard."

"I'm gonna cum," I wailed, feeling the orgasm building fast. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum—"

"Already?" Darius laughed. "We just started. You that hungry for Black dick?"

"YES! I'm so hungry for it—I need it—please don't stop—"

"Tell your husband. Tell him you're about to cum on Black cock."

I locked eyes with Mark across the room. His hand was a blur on his little dick, his face red and wet with tears.

"I'm cumming, Mark," I gasped. "I'm cumming on his big Black cock—something you could never—oh GOD—never make me do—FUCK!"

The orgasm ripped through me. My whole body convulsed, my pussy clenching around Darius's shaft, my back arching off the bed. I screamed—a raw, primal sound that filled the room.

Beside me, Melissa was cumming too. Our hands squeezed together as we both shattered, our bodies writhing on the black satin sheets, our moans and screams blending into one continuous sound of pleasure.

But the men didn't stop. Didn't even slow down.

"That's one," Marcus grunted, still pounding Melissa. "We're just getting warmed up."

Darius pulled out of me without warning. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my pussy clenching around nothing.

"Switch," he said.

*


CHAPTER 16

Before I could process what was happening, Jamal was between my legs. His curved cock found my entrance and pushed inside, the different angle making me cry out as he hit spots Darius hadn't reached.

"Oh FUCK—that curve—"

"Yeah, you like that?" Jamal started fucking me with quick, sharp thrusts. "This cock was made to hit your G-spot, white girl. Your husband's little straight dick could never."

Terrence had taken Darius's place with Melissa. The younger bull was fucking her with long, deep strokes while Darius moved to her head, feeding her his cock. She took him into her mouth eagerly, her moans muffled around his shaft.

"Look at that," Marcus said, pulling out of Melissa to let Terrence have full access. He walked toward the corner where the husbands sat. "Look at your wives. One getting fucked and sucking dick at the same time. The other taking a new cock like a bitch in heat."

He stood in front of Mark and Joshua, his massive cock glistening with Melissa's juices, inches from their faces.

"This is what was just inside your wife, Joshua. Can you smell her on me? Can you smell how wet she was for Black cock?"

Joshua whimpered, still stroking himself.

"And you," Marcus turned to Mark. "Your wife's going to get this cock next. This is what's going to stretch her open. You think your little dick could ever compete with this?"

"No," Mark whispered.

"No what?"

"No, sir. My little dick could never compete."

Marcus laughed. "That's right. At least you know your place."

He walked back to the bed, leaving the husbands to watch and stroke and cry.

Jamal was fucking me harder now, his curved cock hitting something deep inside that made my vision blur. I was cumming again—or maybe I'd never stopped cumming—my body just one continuous wave of pleasure.

"Gonna nut," Jamal grunted. "Where you want it?"

"Inside," I begged. "Please, inside me—"

"You sure? Your husband's watching."

"I don't care—I want your cum—I need it inside me—"

Jamal buried himself to the hilt and groaned. I felt his cock pulse, felt the hot rush of his seed flooding my pussy. He pumped into me three, four, five times, emptying himself completely.

"Fuck yeah," he sighed, pulling out slowly. His cum immediately started leaking out of me, thick and white against my flushed skin.

"My turn," Marcus said, climbing onto the bed.

I looked up at him—at the monster cock that had just been inside Melissa. It was even bigger up close. Thicker than my wrist. Longer than anything I'd ever taken.

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can." He positioned himself at my entrance, pushing Jamal's cum back inside me with the head of his cock. "White pussy always stretches for Black cock. That's what it's made for."

He pushed forward.

I screamed.

It was too much—too big—I was being split in half. But Marcus didn't stop, just kept pushing, kept stretching me open, kept filling me with more cock than I'd ever thought possible.

"Oh my GOD," I sobbed. "It's too big—it's too fucking big—"

"That's what they all say." Marcus bottomed out, his balls pressing against my ass. "And then they cum harder than they've ever cum in their lives."

He started to move.

The sounds that came out of me weren't human. Weren't words. Just raw, animalistic noises of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Marcus fucked me with long, slow strokes at first, letting my body adjust, then gradually picked up speed until the bed was shaking, until the headboard was slamming against the wall, until I couldn't think or breathe or do anything but take it.

"Look at her, Mark," I heard Melissa say from somewhere beside me. "Look at your wife taking the biggest cock she's ever had. Look at how stretched she is. Your little dick is never going to feel the same inside her after this."

I couldn't respond. Could barely hear her over my own screaming.

Marcus fucked me through two more orgasms before he finally came, pumping what felt like gallons of cum deep inside my wrecked pussy. When he pulled out, I could feel it gushing out of me, mixing with Jamal's load on the sheets beneath me.

I lay there, trembling, destroyed, staring at the ceiling while stars danced in my vision.

"Halfway there," I heard Darius say. "Terrence still needs his turn with Lisa. And I haven't had Melissa in over a week."

I turned my head to look at Melissa. She was in the same state I was—wrecked, panting, cum leaking from her pussy. But she was smiling.

"Switch again," she said. "I need Darius inside me."

The men shuffled positions. Terrence moved between my legs, his young body eager and ready. Darius claimed Melissa, burying himself in the pussy he knew so well. And in the corner, two pathetic white husbands kept watching, kept stroking their pathetic little white dicks.

Terrence was different from the others.

Where Darius was dominant and commanding, where Marcus was brutal and overwhelming, where Jamal was precise and calculated—Terrence was hungry. Young and hungry and determined to prove himself.

He didn't ease into me like the others had. He grabbed my hips, yanked me toward the edge of the bed, and drove into my cum-filled pussy with a ferocity that made me gasp.

"Fuck," he grunted. "So fucking wet. All that cum inside you making it so slick."

"That's—oh God—that's Jamal's cum," I managed. "And Marcus's. You're fucking me through their loads."

"And I'm about to add mine." He started pounding into me, his young body tireless, his strokes deep and relentless. "Your husband's watching me fuck his sloppy seconds. His sloppy thirds. How's that feel, Mark? How's it feel watching the fourth Black man of the night use your wife's pussy?"

I turned my head to look at Mark. His face was a disaster—red, wet, streaked with tears and sweat. His hand was still moving on his little cock, but slower now, like he was trying to hold back.

"Answer him," I demanded.

Mark's voice came out broken. "It feels—it feels—"

"It feels right, doesn't it?" Terrence finished for him. "This is how it's supposed to be. Black men fucking. White men watching. Your wife taking cock after cock while you sit there with your pathetic little dick, knowing you could never make her feel this way."

"Yes," Mark whispered. "It feels right."

"Louder."

"It feels right!" Mark sobbed. "This is how it's supposed to be!"

Terrence laughed and fucked me harder, rewarding Mark's humiliation with a show of exactly what he'd never be able to do.

Beside us, Darius had Melissa on all fours, fucking her from behind while she moaned into the pillows. Joshua was leaning forward in his chair, watching his wife get taken like a dog, his glasses fogged with tears.

"Two weeks," Darius was saying to Joshua. "Two weeks you watched through cameras while I fucked your wife. Now you finally get to see it in person. How's it compare?"

"Better," Joshua admitted, his voice cracking. "So much better. She deserves to be fucked this good. I can’t—"

"Can't what? Say it."

"I can't satisfy her. I've never been able to satisfy her. My cock is too small. I don't last long enough. I can't—I can't do what you do."

Melissa lifted her head from the pillows, looking back at her husband with something like affection mixed with contempt.

"He's right, baby," she moaned. "You never could. But that's okay. That's why we have Darius. That's why we have this lifestyle. You get to watch. You get to clean up. And I get to feel—oh FUCK—I get to feel what a real cock does."

I was building toward another orgasm. Terrence's young stamina was impressive—he'd been fucking me hard for several minutes without slowing down, his cock hitting deep, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises.

"You close?" he asked.

"Yes—fuck—so close—"

"Then cum. Cum on my Black cock while your husband watches."

I let go. The orgasm crashed through me, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around Terrence's shaft. I screamed his name—a name I'd only learned tonight—while my husband watched from his chair with his useless little dick in his hand.

"That's it," Terrence groaned. "Fuck, your pussy's milking me—I'm gonna—"

He slammed deep and came. I felt the hot pulse of his seed joining the others inside me, filling me even more, making me overflow. When he pulled out, cum gushed from my ruined pussy like a river.

"Holy shit," Marcus laughed. "Look at her. Fucking wrecked."

I was. I could barely move. My legs were trembling, my pussy ached in the best possible way, and I could feel three men's cum leaking out of me onto the sheets.

But we weren't done.

*


CHAPTER 17

"Get up," Darius commanded, pulling out of Melissa. "Both of you. On your knees. In front of your husbands."

Melissa and I exchanged a glance. She looked as destroyed as I felt—hair matted with sweat, makeup ruined, cum dripping down her thighs. But she smiled and nodded.

We climbed off the bed on shaky legs and walked—stumbled, really—to where our husbands sat. We knelt in front of them, our naked, cum-covered bodies on full display.

"Look at your wives," Darius said, leading the other bulls to stand behind us. "Look at what Black men did to them. Look at how wrecked they are. How satisfied."

Mark stared down at me. His little cock was purple, straining, desperate for release.

"Lisa," he breathed. "You're so—"

"Full?" I finished. "I'm full of cum, Mark. Three loads inside me so far. Three Black men came inside your wife." I reached up and grabbed his little dick, squeezing it. "This pathetic thing hasn't been inside me in weeks. And after tonight, it never will be again."

"Please," he whimpered. "Please, Lisa—"

"Please what? Please let you cum?" I stroked him slowly, watching his face contort. "You want to cum while looking at your cum-filled wife?"

"Yes—please—I need—"

"Tell me what you are first."

"I'm a cuckold."

"A what kind of cuckold?"

"A white cuckold. A pathetic white cuckold who can't satisfy his wife."

"And whose pussy is this?" I spread my thighs, showing him my ruined, dripping cunt.

"Black cock's pussy," he sobbed. "It's Black cock's pussy now."

"Good." I stroked him faster. "Then cum, you pathetic excuse for a man. Cum looking at what real men did to your wife."

Mark came instantly—a few weak spurts that dribbled over my fingers. Nothing compared to the loads inside me. Nothing compared to what real men produced.

Beside me, Melissa was doing the same to Joshua. He came with a whimper, his little load even more pathetic than Mark's.

"Look at that," Jamal laughed. "That's white man cum. Thin. Weak. Nothing."

"Compare it to what's inside them," Marcus added. "Thick Black seed. Potent. Real."

Melissa and I looked at each other, our hands covered in our husbands' pitiful loads.

"Clean up time," Melissa announced with a grin.

She raised her hand to Joshua's mouth. He hesitated for just a second, then opened wide and let her push her fingers inside. He sucked his own cum off her fingers while she smiled down at him.

"That's it, baby. Taste yourself. Taste how weak you are."

I did the same to Mark. Pushed my cum-covered fingers into his mouth and made him lick them clean.

"This is what you produce," I told him as he sucked obediently. "This watery nothing. While those men—" I gestured behind me, "—filled me with real cum. Cum you're going to eat out of me later. Cum that's going to be leaking out of me for days."

Mark just whimpered around my fingers.

Darius put his hands on my shoulders. "We're not done with you yet. Night's still young."

I looked up at him. At all four of them—Darius, Jamal, Marcus, Terrence—their cocks already hardening again, ready for round two.

"Good," I said. "Because I'm not done either."

Melissa rose to her feet beside me, her legs still shaky. "What do you have in mind?"

Darius smiled. "Ever taken two at once?"

My breath caught. "No."

"You're about to." He looked at Melissa. "Both of you. One in your pussy, one in your ass. At the same time. While your husbands watch."

I looked at Mark, who had gone pale.

"You hear that, baby?" I said softly. "I'm about to get fucked in both holes at the same time. Two Black cocks inside me at once. Something your little dick couldn't even dream of doing."

"Lisa—" he started.

"Don't." I put a finger to his lips. "Don't talk. Just watch. Watch your wife become everything you never knew she could be."

I turned back to Darius.

"How do you want me?"

—


CHAPTER 18

Darius sat on the edge of the bed, stroking lube onto his massive cock until it glistened in the candlelight.

"Come here," he said. "Sit on it. Face your husband."

I walked toward him, my thighs still slick with cum from the first round. When I straddled him, his cock pressed against my entrance—thick, hot, insistent.

I lowered myself slowly.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as the head pushed inside. "Ohhh fuck, fuck, fuck—"

Inch by inch. Stretching me open. Filling me up. My eyes rolled back as I sank down, taking more and more of him until finally my ass met his thighs and he was buried to the hilt.

"Mmmmm," I whimpered, adjusting to his size. "God, you're so deep—"

"Jamal," Darius called out. "Get behind her. She's ready."

The bed dipped. Hands gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Something slick pressed against my other hole—the one no man had ever touched.

"W-wait—" I stammered.

"Shhhh." Jamal's breath was hot against my ear. "Relax. Push out. Let me in."

He pressed forward.

"AHHH—oh God—oh GOD—"

The pressure was unreal. My ass stretching around his cock, resisting, then slowly giving way. I'd never felt anything like it—that tight, burning fullness as he pushed deeper and deeper.

"That's it," Jamal murmured. "Take it. Take my cock in your married white ass."

"Nnnngghh—it's so—it's so big—I can't—"

"You can." Darius held my hips steady. "Breathe."

I tried. Shallow gasps as Jamal kept pushing, kept stretching me, kept filling me until finally—finally—his hips pressed flush against my ass.

Two cocks. Inside me. At the same time.

"Ohhhhh my fucking God," I whimpered. "I can feel—I can feel both of you—you're pressing against each other inside me—"

"That's right," Darius growled. "Two Black cocks. One little white wife. Something your pathetic husband could never give you."

They started to move.

"AH! AH! AHHHH!"

I couldn't form words anymore. Just sounds. Raw, animal sounds as they fucked me in tandem—Darius pulling out while Jamal pushed in, then switching, a constant rhythm of being filled and emptied and filled again.

"FUCK! OH FUCK! OHHHHH—"

The pleasure was indescribable. Every nerve ending on fire. My pussy clenching around Darius, my ass squeezing Jamal, both of them groaning at the sensation.

"Look at her," Jamal laughed. "Can't even talk anymore."

"That's what happens when you give a white wife what she really needs," Darius replied. "Her husband sure as hell never fucked her stupid like this."

I heard Mark whimper from his chair. Forced my eyes open. Saw him sitting there with his pathetic little dick in his hand, tears streaming down his face, watching two Black men use both his wife's holes.

"You see this, Mark?" I managed between thrusts. "You see—AH!—you see what—FUCK—what real cocks do to me?"

"Yes," he whimpered.

"Your little—nnngh—your little dick could never—OH GOD—could never fill me like this—"

"I know."

"Both holes—AHHHH—they're fucking both my holes—FUCK FUCK FUCK—"

The orgasm hit me like a truck.

"OHHHHHHH! OHHHHH FUCK! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BLACK COCKS!"

My whole body convulsed. Pussy clenching, ass squeezing, every muscle seizing as the most intense pleasure I'd ever felt ripped through me. I screamed and screamed, tears pouring down my face, completely lost in it.

They didn't stop. Didn't slow down. Just kept fucking me through it, prolonging my orgasm, driving me higher.

"AHHH! AHHH! OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD—"

"That's one," Darius grunted. "We're just getting started."

Jamal picked up the pace, his curved cock hitting places inside my ass I didn't know existed. The sensation was overwhelming—too much and not enough at the same time.

"More," I heard myself begging. "Harder—fuck me harder—please—"

"You hear that?" Jamal asked Mark. "Your wife's begging for Black cock in her ass. She ever beg you for anything?"

Mark shook his head, still crying, still stroking his useless little dick.

"That's because you never gave her anything worth begging for." Jamal slammed into me harder. "But we do. We give her exactly what she needs."

"YESSS! FUCK YES! GIVE IT TO ME!"

I was lost. Gone. Nothing but sensation and pleasure and the feeling of being completely, utterly used by two men who were so much more than my husband could ever be.

Darius grabbed my tits, squeezing them roughly as he fucked up into my pussy. "These belong to Black cock now. Your pussy. Your ass. Your mouth. All of it. Your husband doesn't get to touch you anymore."

"MMMM—yes—I belong to Black cock—"

"Say it louder. Tell your husband who you belong to."

"I BELONG TO BLACK COCK! MY PUSSY BELONGS TO BLACK COCK! MARK CAN'T—AHHH—CAN'T EVER FUCK ME AGAIN!"

Another orgasm was building already. The friction of two cocks, the humiliation of Mark watching, the filthy words spilling from my mouth—it all combined into something explosive.

"Gonna cum again," I gasped. "Oh fuck—oh fuck I'm gonna—AHHHHHHHH!"

I shattered. Worse than before. My body jerking between them like I was being electrocuted, screaming so loud my throat burned, cumming so hard I could feel myself gushing around Darius's cock.

"Holy shit," Jamal groaned. "She's squirting—fuck—"

"That's it," Darius growled. "Cum on our Black cocks. Show your husband what he's been missing for twenty years."

"OHHHH! OHHHHH FUCK! I CAN'T—I CAN'T STOP CUMMING—"

The waves kept coming. Every thrust prolonged it, extended it, pushed me higher until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

Finally—finally—it began to fade. I slumped forward against Darius's chest, trembling, gasping for air, completely wrecked.

"Please," I whimpered. "Please, I need—I need more—"

"More?" Jamal laughed. "Greedy little slut."

"Yes—I'm a greedy slut—I need your cum—I need you to fill me up—please—"

Jamal's thrusts grew erratic. "You want my load in your ass? Want me to breed this hole?"

"YES! Breed my ass! Pump me full of your Black cum!"

"Nnnngh—fuck—here it comes—"

He slammed deep and came. I felt it—the hot pulse of his cock, the flood of his seed filling my ass, claiming a hole my husband had never touched.

"OHHHHH," I moaned.

Boiling hot. Thick. Just like I want it.

Jamal pulled out slowly, and I felt his load start leaking from my ass immediately. But I didn't have time to process it—Darius grabbed my hips and started fucking me harder, chasing his own release.

My God.

"My turn," he grunted. "Gonna fill this pussy one more time. Gonna make sure you're properly bred."

"Yes—breed me—put your Black seed inside me—"

"Your husband watching? He watching me breed his wife?"

I looked at Mark. His face was a mess of tears and desperation, his hand still moving on his pathetic little cock.

"He's watching," I gasped. "He's—AHHH—he's watching you breed me—"

"Good." Darius slammed into me one final time and came. "FUCK—take it—take all of it—"

I felt rope after rope of hot cum flooding my womb, filling me up, mixing with the loads already inside me. So much cum. More than Mark could produce in a month.

*


CHAPTER 19

"Ohhhhh God," I moaned. "Ohhhhh fuck there's so much—"

Darius held me there for a long moment, both of us panting, his cock still twitching inside me. Then he slowly lifted me off, and I collapsed onto the bed in a heap.

Cum leaked from both holes. My pussy. My ass. I was ruined. Destroyed. The happiest I'd ever been in my entire life.

"That's just round one," Darius said, looking down at my wrecked body. "We've got all night."

Across the room, Melissa was moaning loudly—Marcus and Terrence were positioning her for her own DP. Joshua was watching with the same broken expression Mark wore.

Two wives. Four bulls. Two pathetic white husbands.

The night was just beginning.

Melissa was already in position.

Marcus sat in a large armchair, his massive cock standing straight up—the biggest in the room, thick as my wrist. Melissa straddled him, facing Joshua, and began lowering herself onto that monster.

"Ohhhhhh," she moaned as the head pushed inside. "Ohhhhh fuck—Marcus—you're so fucking big—"

"Take it," Marcus commanded. "Take all of it, slut."

"Mmmmmm—yes—yessss—"

I watched from the bed, still trembling, cum leaking from both my holes, as my friend sank down inch by inch onto that massive Black cock. Her face contorted—pleasure and strain mixed together—her mouth falling open in a silent scream.

"AHHHHH!" she cried out when she finally bottomed out. "Oh GOD—I'm so full—"

Terrence moved behind her, his young cock already slick with lube. He gripped her hips and pressed against her ass.

"Ready for two?" he asked.

"Yesss—give it to me—I need it—"

He pushed forward.

"OHHHHH FUCK! FUCK FUCK FUCK!"

Melissa's whole body shook as Terrence filled her ass, stretching her open, forcing himself deeper until both men were buried inside her completely.

"AHHHHH! OH MY GOD!"

They started fucking her. Hard. Fast. No warm-up, no mercy—just two Black cocks pounding into her married white body while her husband watched.

"AHHH! AHHH! AHHH! YES! YES! YESSSSS!"

The sounds she made were incredible. Raw. Animal. Nothing like the composed, confident woman who'd taught me everything about this lifestyle. Right now she was just a vessel—a hole—being used exactly the way she needed.

"Look at your wife, Joshua," Marcus grunted between thrusts. "Look at her taking two cocks like a whore."

Joshua was leaning forward in his chair, his glasses clouded, his little dick twitching in his hand. Two weeks of watching through cameras, and now he finally got to see this in person.

"She's beautiful," he whispered.

"She's a slut," Terrence corrected. "A Black cock slut. Tell him, Melissa. Tell your husband what you are."

"I'M A SLUT!" Melissa screamed. "I'M A BLACK COCK SLUT! OHHHHH FUCK I LOVE IT SO MUCH!"

I felt myself getting wet again watching her. My pussy throbbed, empty now, craving more despite the mess already leaking out of me.

Jamal noticed. He was standing near the bed, stroking his curved cock back to hardness, watching me watch Melissa.

"You want more already?" he asked.

"Mmhmm," I whimpered. "Please—"

"Greedy white wives," he laughed. "Can't ever get enough."

He climbed onto the bed and flipped me onto my stomach. I felt his cock press against my pussy from behind—still loose, still dripping with cum—and then he pushed inside.

"Ohhhhhhh," I moaned into the pillows. "Ohhhhh yes—"

"That's it. Take it. Take another load in this sloppy pussy."

He started fucking me doggy style, his curved cock hitting my G-spot with every thrust. Across the room, Melissa was still getting destroyed—her screams mixing with mine, filling the bedroom with the sounds of two married women getting everything their husbands could never give them.

"AHHH! AHHH! OH GOD JAMAL! RIGHT THERE!"

"This spot?" He angled his hips, hitting it harder. "Your husband ever find this spot?"

"NOOO! NEVER! HIS DICK'S TOO SMALL!"

"That's right. Takes a real cock to find it. Takes Black cock."

"YESSS! BLACK COCK! I NEED BLACK COCK!"

I was cumming again. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, my pussy clenching around Jamal's shaft, my whole body shuddering as I screamed into the pillows.

Melissa was cumming too. I could hear her—that high-pitched wail that meant she was completely gone, lost in pleasure, existing only as a receptacle for Black cock.

"OHHHHHH! OHHHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING ON YOUR BIG BLACK COCKS!"

"Me too," Marcus grunted. "Gonna fill this pussy up—"

"YES! CUM INSIDE ME! BREED ME!"

"NNNGH—FUCK—"

I watched Marcus's face contort as he came, pumping load after load into Melissa's pussy while Terrence kept fucking her ass. She was sobbing with pleasure, her body convulsing between them, completely overwhelmed.

"Don't stop," she begged Terrence. "Please—don't stop—"

"Wasn't planning to." He grabbed her hair, yanking her head back, fucking her ass even harder. "Gonna fill this hole too. Both your holes full of Black cum while your husband watches."

"YESSS! FILL ME UP! I WANT IT ALL!"

Jamal was getting close behind me. I could feel it—his rhythm changing, his grip tightening on my hips.

"Where you want it?" he asked.

"Inside—please—inside my pussy—"

"You sure? Already got two loads in there."

"I WANT MORE! I WANT ALL YOUR CUM INSIDE ME!"

"Fuck—" He slammed deep and came. "FUCK—take it—"

"OHHHHH!" I moaned as I felt him pulsing inside me, adding another load to the mess. "Ohhhh God yes—fill me up—"

When he pulled out, cum gushed from my pussy like a waterfall. I collapsed flat on the bed, panting, my whole body trembling.

Terrence finished in Melissa's ass a moment later. She screamed as he came, her body jerking, and then she slumped forward against Marcus's chest, completely spent.

For a moment, the room was quiet except for heavy breathing.

“Let me fuck that bitch,” I heard the other man say. My heart raced. Marcus. The biggest one. The one who'd just destroyed Melissa.

"I don't know if I can take him," I admitted. “He’s-shit, fuck. He’s way too fucking big. I’m-.”

"You'll take him." Darius's voice left no room for argument. "White pussy always stretches for Black cock. That's what it's made for."

Marcus stood up, letting Melissa slide off him onto the floor. She lay there in a heap, cum dripping from both holes, a satisfied smile on her ruined face.

"Come here," Marcus said to me, his massive cock swaying as he walked toward the bed.

I tried to get up, but my legs wouldn't cooperate. Jamal had to help me, positioning me on all fours at the edge of the bed.

"Spread your ass," Darius ordered, moving behind me. "Show your husband what Jamal did to it."

I reached back with trembling hands and spread my cheeks. I could feel the cum leaking from my ass—Jamal's load dripping out of a hole that had been virgin just minutes ago.

"You see that, Mark?" Darius asked. "That's your wife's ass full of Black cum. And now I'm going to add mine."

"Oh God," Mark whimpered from his chair. “Lisa-.”

Darius pressed against my loosened hole and pushed inside. It was easier this time—still tight, still intense, but my body had learned. Had adapted. Had become exactly what Black cock needed it to be.

Do you regret this? A small voice asked me inside my head.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned as he filled my ass. "Mmmm yes—fuck my ass—"

Marcus appeared in front of me, his monster cock inches from my face.

"Suck it," he commanded. "Get it wet before I put it in your pussy."

No, I replied. I had no regrets.

*


CHAPTER 20

So, I opened my mouth and took him in. Or tried to. He was so thick I could barely fit the head past my lips. I licked and sucked and drooled, coating him with saliva while Darius fucked my ass with long, deep strokes.

"MMMMPH—MMMMPH—"

"That's it. Choke on it. Show your husband how much you love Black cock."

I looked over at Mark while Marcus's cock stretched my mouth. My husband was crying openly now, tears running down his cheeks, but his little dick was harder than I'd ever seen it. He was getting off on this. Getting off on watching his wife degrade herself completely.

"Enough," Marcus said, pulling out of my mouth. "Time for the main event."

He walked around the bed, positioning himself behind me while Darius stayed in my ass. Two cocks. Again. But this time, one of them was Marcus—the biggest cock I'd ever seen.

"Wait—" I started.

He pushed inside.

"AHHHHHHH! OH FUCK! OH FUUUUCK!"

The stretch was unbelievable. His cock forced my pussy open wider than I thought possible, filling me completely, pressing against Darius in my ass. I felt like I was being split in half—stuffed beyond capacity—more full than any woman should be able to take.

"AHHH! AHHH! TOO BIG! IT'S TOO BIG!"

"Take it," Marcus growled, pushing deeper. "Take all of it."

"I CAN'T—I CAN'T—OHHHHH GOOODDDDD!"

They started moving together. Darius in my ass, Marcus in my pussy, both of them huge, both of them merciless. The sensation was beyond words—beyond thought—beyond anything I'd ever experienced.

"AHHH! AHHH! AHHH! FUCK! FUCK! FUUUUCK!"

I was screaming with every thrust. Couldn't stop. Couldn't control it. My body wasn't mine anymore—it belonged to them, to their cocks, to the pleasure they were forcing into me whether I could handle it or not.

Melissa had recovered enough to crawl over to where the husbands sat. She positioned herself between them, taking Mark's little cock in one hand and Joshua's in the other.

"You like watching your wives get destroyed?" she asked them. "You like seeing us take cocks you could never compete with?"

"Yes," they both whimpered.

"Stroke yourselves. Stroke your pathetic little dicks while real men fuck your wives."

They obeyed. Melissa released them and watched as Mark and Joshua jerked their inadequate cocks, crying, humiliated, more aroused than they'd ever been.

"OHHHHH GOD I'M CUMMING!" I screamed from the bed. "I'M CUMMING I'M CUMMING I'M CUMMING!"

The orgasm was nuclear. My whole body convulsed, clamping down on both cocks, my vision going white, my screams turning into something inhuman. I squirted—hard—soaking Marcus's balls, the sheets, everything.

"FUCK!" Marcus groaned. "She's squeezing me so tight—"

"Cum in her," Darius ordered. "Fill her up. I want to feel it."

"NNNGH—FUCK—" Marcus slammed deep and came. I felt his cock pulsing, felt the hot flood of his massive load pumping into my womb, filling me fuller than I'd ever been filled.

"OHHHHHHH!" I wailed. "OHHHHH GOD THERE'S SO MUCH!"

Darius came too—triggered by feeling Marcus pulse against him through the thin wall separating my holes. Two loads. At the same time. In both my holes.

I collapsed. Couldn't hold myself up anymore. Just lay there, impaled on two Black cocks, cum flooding into me from both ends, completely destroyed.

When they finally pulled out, I couldn't move. Could barely breathe. Just lay there in a puddle of sweat and cum, my holes gaping, my body utterly ruined.

"Holy shit," I heard Terrence say. "She's fucking wrecked."

"So's Melissa," Jamal added. "These white wives can really take a pounding."

From somewhere far away, I heard Mark crying. Heard Joshua whimpering. Heard Melissa moaning as Jamal positioned her for another round.

We weren't done yet.

Not even close.

"On the floor," Darius commanded. "Both of you. Side by side."

Melissa and I crawled off the bed and lay on the plush carpet, our bodies slick with sweat and cum, our legs spread wide. We reached for each other's hands and intertwined our fingers—two wives, two friends, two women who'd found exactly what they needed.

"You two are going to eat each other while we fuck you," Darius announced. "Sixty-nine. Now."

Melissa grinned at me. "You heard him."

She climbed on top, positioning her dripping pussy over my face while her mouth hovered above mine. The smell of sex was overwhelming—cum and sweat and arousal all mixed together.

"Lick me clean," she whispered. "Taste what they left inside me."

I pulled her hips down and buried my tongue in her pussy. The taste hit me immediately—thick, salty, unmistakably cum. Multiple loads worth. I lapped at her eagerly, scooping it out, swallowing it down.

"Mmmmm," I moaned against her.

"Ohhhh fuck," Melissa groaned, her mouth finding my pussy at the same time. "You're so full—there's so much cum—"

Her tongue pushed inside me and I gasped. She was eating the loads out of me while I ate the loads out of her—two wives cleaning each other up while our husbands watched.

Then the bulls joined in.

I felt someone kneel behind Melissa—couldn't see who with her body on top of mine—and then she jerked forward as a cock pushed into her.

"MMMMPH!" she moaned against my pussy.

Another cock pressed against my entrance. I was so stretched, so loose, that it slid in easily despite the size.

"Ohhhhh," I groaned into Melissa's cunt.

They started fucking us while we ate each other. Every thrust pushed Melissa's pussy harder against my face. Every thrust into me made me moan against her. The vibrations of our voices added another layer of sensation.

"That's it," I heard Marcus say from above. "Eat that pussy while I fuck you. Taste my cum inside her."

"Mmmmm—mmmm—MMMM—"

I couldn't talk. Could only moan and lick and swallow while Melissa did the same to me. Our bodies rocked together with the rhythm of the men fucking us, a tangle of limbs and tongues and cocks.

Melissa came first. Her thighs clamped around my head, her pussy grinding against my face, her scream muffled against my cunt. I kept licking her through it, tasting fresh juices mixed with the cum still leaking out of her.

Then I came. The combination of her tongue and the cock pounding into me was too much. I arched off the floor, screaming into her pussy, my whole body shaking.

"MMMMMPH! MMMMMPH! OHHHHHMMMM!"

The men switched without warning. One cock pulled out of me and another took its place—different angle, different size. Same relentless pace.

"Nnngh—" I groaned.

"Keep licking," Terrence ordered. "Don't stop."

I obeyed. Tongue working Melissa's pussy while a new cock stretched mine. She was doing the same—her mouth never leaving me even as whoever was fucking her picked up speed.

"Bring the husbands over here," Darius said.

I heard shuffling. Then Mark and Joshua were kneeling beside us, their faces inches from the action, forced to watch up close as their wives ate each other out while getting fucked.

"You see this?" Jamal asked them. "You see how hungry your wives are? They can't get enough. Your pathetic little dicks never satisfied them, and now they're making up for lost time."

"Yes," Mark whispered.

"Touch your wife's face. Feel her moan while she eats pussy."

Mark's trembling hand touched my cheek. I turned slightly, looked up at him with Melissa's pussy still pressed against my mouth. His eyes were red, tears still streaming, but his expression was something close to worship.

"I love you," he mouthed.

I answered by moaning louder, by licking deeper, by showing him exactly how much I loved being used like this.

*


CHAPTER 21

“Oh, fuck! FUCK!” I heard Melissa scream. “FUCK!”

"Gonna cum-shit, gonna cum inside this pussy!”

"Inside," she begged, pulling her mouth off me just long enough to speak. "Fill me up—"

He did. I heard him groan, felt Melissa's body tense, and then fresh cum leaked from her pussy directly onto my tongue.

"Ohhhh fuck," I moaned, swallowing it.

The man fucking me came too—pulled out at the last second and sprayed his load across my stomach, marking me, adding to the mess already covering my body.

"Get up," Darius ordered. "On your knees. Both of you. Side by side."

Melissa climbed off me and we knelt together facing the four bulls, cum dripping from our pussies, our faces wet with each other's juices.

"Open your mouths," Marcus commanded.

We obeyed.

The bulls lined up. One by one, they stepped forward, feeding us their cocks—still hard, still coated with our combined fluids. We sucked and licked and cleaned them, passing them back and forth between us, working together.

"Mmmm," Melissa hummed around Darius's cock.

"That's it," he groaned. "Clean it good."

Jamal's curved shaft slid into my mouth. I tasted myself on him—pussy and cum and something primal. Took him deep until I gagged, then pulled back and passed him to Melissa.

"Good girls," Terrence said as Melissa swallowed him down. "Good little white wives."

We serviced all four of them like that—on our knees, side by side, sharing their cocks while our husbands watched. Mark and Joshua had stopped stroking themselves, too mesmerized by the sight of their wives working together.

"Finish us off," Marcus ordered. "Both of you. Make us cum on your faces."

Melissa grabbed Darius and Marcus. I grabbed Jamal and Terrence. We stroked them fast and hard, aiming them at our faces, mouths open, tongues out.

"Fuck—gonna cum—"

"Me too—"

"NNNGH—"

They came almost simultaneously. Thick ropes of cum splattering across our faces, our tongues, our hair. I caught Jamal's load in my mouth while Terrence painted my cheek. Beside me, Melissa was getting the same treatment from Darius and Marcus.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as cum dripped down my chin. "Mmmmm—"

When they finally finished, Melissa and I turned to each other. Our faces were covered—absolutely coated in cum. Without a word, we leaned in and started licking each other clean.

"Holy shit," I heard Joshua breathe.

I licked a thick glob of cum off Melissa's cheek and swallowed it. She returned the favor, her tongue tracing from my chin up to my lips. We kissed—deep and messy, cum passing back and forth between our mouths.

"Mmmm," she hummed against my lips. "You taste like Black cock."

"So do you."

We cleaned each other thoroughly, licking and kissing and swallowing until our faces were wet with saliva instead of cum. Then we turned back to face the room.

The bulls looked satisfied. Spent. Their massive cocks finally softening after hours of use.

Mark and Joshua looked destroyed. Their little dicks hung limp—they'd cum at some point during the show without even touching themselves.

"Cleanup time," Darius announced. "For real this time."

He snapped his fingers at the husbands. "You two. Get over here. Your wives need their pussies cleaned out."

Mark and Joshua crawled forward without hesitation. They positioned themselves between our spread legs—Mark between mine, Joshua between Melissa's—and looked up at us with those devoted, broken eyes.

"Well?" Melissa said. "What are you waiting for?"

They dove in.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as Mark's tongue pushed inside me. "That's it—clean me out—swallow everything—"

Mark licked with desperate hunger, scooping out the combined loads of four different men. I grabbed his hair and held him in place, grinding against his face, using his mouth the way I'd been taught.

"You taste them all?" I asked. "You taste Darius? Jamal? Marcus? Terrence? All of them came inside your wife tonight. All of them bred me. And now you're eating every drop."

Mark just moaned against my pussy, his tongue working deeper.

Beside me, Melissa was doing the same to Joshua. "Two weeks you watched through cameras. Now you finally get the real thing. How does it taste, baby? How does it taste knowing you'll never fuck me again? Knowing your little dick is just for show while real men do the real work?"

Joshua sobbed against her, but he didn't stop licking.

The bulls watched with satisfaction, lounging on the bed and chairs, enjoying the sight of two white husbands cleaning up the mess they'd made.

I came on Mark's tongue—a gentle orgasm, more emotional than physical. Tears ran down my face as I held my husband's head between my legs, as I felt his devotion, his acceptance, his love.

Most importantly, his submission.

As a white cuckold.

When it was finally over, Mark pulled back and looked up at me. His face was covered in cum and pussy juice, his eyes red and swollen.

"Thank you," he said.

I cupped his face in my hands. "No. Thank you. For accepting this. For accepting me."

"I love you, Lisa. More than ever."

"I know, baby." I kissed his forehead. "I love you too."

Across the room, Melissa and Joshua were having their own moment. Two couples, transformed. Two marriages, renewed in the strangest possible way.

Darius checked his phone. "It's almost 4 AM. We should head out."

The bulls gathered their clothes, dressed slowly, exchanged numbers and plans for next time. Melissa walked them to the door while Joshua, Mark, and I sat in the aftermath, too exhausted to move.

When she came back, she was smiling.

—


CHAPTER 22

The walk home was surreal.

It was just past 4 AM. The sky was starting to lighten at the edges, that pre-dawn gray that made everything look dreamlike. Mark and I walked across the lawn—the same thirty-second walk I'd made naked just hours ago—but now I was wrapped in one of Melissa's robes, my legs barely functioning, cum still leaking from both holes with every step.

"You okay?" Mark asked quietly.

"Mmm." I couldn't manage more than that. My voice was wrecked from screaming. My body was wrecked from everything else.

We made it inside. The house was dark, quiet, exactly as we'd left it. But everything felt different now. The kitchen where I'd let Mark try to fuck me. The living room where I'd watched all that porn. The bedroom where our sad, sexless marriage had slowly died over twenty years.

All of it felt like it belonged to different people now.

"Shower," I managed. "I need—"

"I know." Mark's arm wrapped around my waist, steadying me. "Come on."

He helped me upstairs. Helped me out of the robe. Turned on the water and waited until it was warm before guiding me under the spray.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned as the hot water hit my sore muscles. "God, that feels good."

Mark stepped in behind me. For a moment we just stood there, letting the water wash over us, washing away the sweat and cum and evidence of what we'd done.

Then his hands found my shoulders. Started massaging gently.

"Is this okay?" he asked.

"Mmmhmm."

He worked my shoulders, my neck, my back. Nothing sexual—just care. Just tenderness. After a night of being used so thoroughly, so brutally, this soft touch was almost overwhelming.

I started crying.

"Lisa?" Mark's hands stilled. "What's wrong? Did I—"

"Nothing's wrong." I turned to face him, tears mixing with the shower water. "Everything's right. For the first time in years, everything feels right."

He pulled me into a hug. We stood there under the spray, holding each other, two people who'd somehow found their way back to each other through the strangest possible path.

"I love you," he whispered against my hair.

"I love you too."

We washed each other slowly. He shampooed my hair. I soaped his chest. We cleaned every inch of each other's bodies—an act more intimate than anything we'd shared in years.

When we finally got out, wrapped in towels, it was nearly 5 AM.

"Bed?" Mark asked.

"Bed."

We collapsed onto the sheets—fresh ones, since we'd ruined the others earlier in the week with Darius's visits. I curled against Mark's side, my head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat.

"Lisa?"

"Mmm?"

"I need to tell you something."

I lifted my head to look at him. His face was serious. Nervous.

"What is it?"

He took a deep breath. "That night. When I found you on the couch. Watching those videos."

"Yeah?"

"I told you I put you to bed and then watched some of them myself. That I stayed up all night."

"I remember."

"I didn't tell you everything." He couldn't meet my eyes. "When I found you—when I saw what you were watching—I didn't just look. I didn't just get curious and watch a few videos after you fell asleep."

My heart was pounding. "What did you do?"

"I watched for hours, Lisa. I sat on that couch with your phone in my hand and I watched video after video. Wives getting fucked by Black men. Husbands watching. Husbands cleaning up." His voice cracked. "I came three times. Before I even put you to bed. I came three times watching that stuff and thinking about you—about us—"

"Mark—"

"That's why I wasn't angry when you told me what you did." The words were pouring out now, like he'd been holding them back for weeks. "That's why I said I wanted to watch. Because I'd already been fantasizing about it all night. Because by the time you confessed, I'd already jerked off to the idea of you doing exactly what you'd done."

I stared at him. This man I'd been married to for over twenty years. This man I thought I knew.

"You were turned on before I even told you," I said slowly.

"Yes."

"You spent all night watching cuckold porn and jerking off."

"Yes."

"And then when I confessed to fucking four Black men, you weren't angry because—"

"Because I'd already cum three times imagining exactly that." His face was red with shame. "I'm sorry. I should have told you sooner. I just—I didn't know how—"

I kissed him.

He made a surprised sound against my mouth, but I didn't stop. Kissed him deep and long, pouring everything I felt into it.

When I pulled back, he looked dazed.

"You're not angry?" he asked.

"Angry?" I laughed. "Mark, do you know what this means? It means we were both hiding the same thing. We both wanted this. We were both too scared to say it."

"I never would have asked you to—"

"I know. And I never would have told you what I did if I hadn't been caught." I traced my finger along his jaw. "But now it's all out in the open. No more secrets. No more pretending."

He caught my hand, kissed my palm. "No more pretending."

We lay there in silence for a while. The sun was coming up now, pale light filtering through the curtains.

"Monica's coming home this afternoon," I said eventually.

"I know."

"We'll have to act normal."

"I know."

"No more sessions until she goes back to college."

Mark nodded. Then a small smile crossed his face. "We could still—I mean, when she's at class or out with friends—"

"Mark Baker." I raised an eyebrow. "Are you suggesting we sneak around?"

"I'm suggesting we make the most of our opportunities."

I laughed—really laughed, for the first time in longer than I could remember. "God, I love you."

"I love you too." He pulled me closer. "Now get some sleep. You're going to need it."

I closed my eyes, ready to drift off—but then I felt it. More cum, leaking from my pussy onto my thigh. Despite the shower, despite everything, there was still so much inside me.

"Mark?"

"Yeah?"

"I'm still full." I spread my legs slightly. "From last night. There's still—I can feel it leaking out."

His breath caught. "Do you want me to—"

"Please."

He didn't hesitate. Slid down the bed, positioned himself between my thighs, and buried his face in my pussy.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned softly. "That's it. Clean me out, baby."

His tongue pushed inside me, lapping at the remnants of four different men. Even after the shower, even after hours, there was still cum deep inside me that the water hadn't reached. Mark found it. Ate it. Swallowed every drop he could reach.

"Mmmm," he hummed against me. "You taste like them."

"I know." I ran my fingers through his hair. "I'm going to taste like them for a while. Is that okay?"

"More than okay."

He licked me until I came—a soft, gentle orgasm that rolled through my exhausted body like a warm wave.

—


CHAPTER 23

Monica came home at 3 PM, full of stories about her girls' trip, completely oblivious to what her parents had been doing while she was gone.

"You guys look tired," she said, dropping her bags in the hallway. "Did you do anything fun while I was away?"

Mark and I exchanged a look.

"Nothing special," I said. "Just spent some quality time together."

"That's nice." Monica was already heading for her room. "I'm going to shower and nap. Jet lag is killing me."

"Take your time, sweetie."

She disappeared upstairs. Mark let out a breath he'd been holding.

"That was close," he muttered.

"Not really." I smiled. "She has no idea. And she never will."

That night, after Monica had gone to bed, Mark and I lay in the dark.

"When's the next time?" he whispered.

"Melissa said one month. But I'm sure we can work something out sooner. Maybe when Monica's at class."

"Darius?"

"Probably. Unless you want to try someone new."

Mark was quiet for a moment. "I want whatever you want."

"I want it all." I rolled over to face him. "I want to try everything. I want to be used by as many Black men as possible while you watch. I want you to clean me up every single time. I want this to be our life, Mark. Our real life. Not just something we do once a month."

His little cock was limp but throbbing against my thigh. Predictable. Pathetic. Perfect.

"Then that's what we'll do," he said.

I reached down and stroked him—just a few times, enough to make him whimper. Then I let go and rolled over.

"Goodnight, Mark."

"Goodnight, Lisa."

*


One month later, Melissa invited me over for coffee.

"Just us," she'd said on the phone. "Girl talk. Joshua's at work and I need to tell you something."

I found her in the kitchen, two mugs already steaming on the counter. She looked different somehow—glowing, almost. Softer around the edges.

"Sit," she said, pushing a mug toward me. "I have news."

I sat. Wrapped my hands around the warm ceramic. "Good news or bad news?"

"Depends on your perspective." Melissa took a deep breath. "I'm pregnant."

The words hung in the air between us.

"Pregnant," I repeated.

"Eight weeks." She placed a hand on her stomach—still flat, no visible signs yet. "Found out last week. Went to the doctor yesterday to confirm."

"Melissa..." I didn't know what to say. A thousand questions raced through my mind, but only one mattered. "Who's the father?"

She laughed. Not bitter, not sad—genuinely amused.

"Lisa, honey. I have no idea."

"What do you mean you have no idea?"

"I mean in the past two months I've fucked Darius at least a dozen times. Marcus twice. Jamal, Terrence—" She shrugged. "Could be any of them. Could be from that night with all four of us. Could be from a Tuesday afternoon quickie with Darius while Joshua was at work."

I stared at her. "And you're... okay with that?"

"I'm more than okay." Her smile widened. "Lisa, Joshua and I have been trying for years. Years. We did all the tests—it's him, not me. His sperm count is practically nonexistent. The doctors said our only options were donors or IVF with donor sperm, and Joshua couldn't handle that. The idea of some anonymous stranger being the biological father of his child."

"But this is different?"

"Completely different." She leaned forward, her eyes bright. "These aren't anonymous strangers. These are men we know. Men Joshua has watched fuck me for years. Men he respects, in his own way. When I told him—" Her voice caught slightly. "When I told him I was pregnant, and that it had to be one of the bulls, he cried. Actually cried. Happy tears. He held me and told me this was the best news he'd ever received."

I felt tears pricking at my own eyes. "Really?"

"He said it made sense. That this was how it was supposed to happen for us. That he'd rather raise Darius's child, or Marcus's, or whoever's—men he's seen with me, men who are part of our life—than some stranger's from a clinic." She wiped at her eyes. "He's going to be a father, Lisa. Finally. After all these years. And he doesn't care about the biology. He cares about the family."

I reached across the table and took her hand.

"I'm so happy for you," I said. And I meant it. Truly.

But there was something else too. Something that must have shown on my face, because Melissa squeezed my hand and tilted her head.

"What is it?"

"Nothing. I'm just—I'm really happy for you."

"Lisa."

I looked down at our joined hands. Melissa's fingers were slender, her nails painted a soft pink. In a few months, her belly would swell with a child that represented everything their unconventional marriage had given them.

"I can't have that," I finally said. "Mark and I. I'm fifty-four, Melissa. Even if I wanted—even if we tried—it's not possible for me."

"Oh, honey." Melissa came around the table and wrapped her arms around me. "I didn't think—I'm sorry, I should have realized—"

"No, don't apologize." I hugged her back, breathing in her perfume, her warmth. "This is wonderful news. You deserve this. You and Joshua both. I just—" I pulled back, wiping my eyes. "I guess I'm a little jealous. Which is stupid, because I have Monica, and she's grown, and I never wanted more children anyway. But seeing you get this from the lifestyle... it makes me wonder what I'm getting. What's my version of this?"

Melissa sat down beside me, keeping hold of my hand.

"You're getting your husband back," she said softly. "You're getting a marriage that works. You're getting pleasure you never thought you'd feel, and intimacy you'd given up on. That's not nothing, Lisa. That's everything."

"I know. I know it is."

"And you're getting me." She smiled. "A friend who understands. Who you can talk to about all of this without judgment. Do you know how rare that is? Most women in this lifestyle have no one. They hide it from everyone—their families, their friends. They carry it alone. But you and I have each other."

I squeezed her hand. "We do."

"Plus," Melissa added with a sly grin, "you're getting regularly fucked by men with huge cocks while your husband watches and cleans up after. That's not exactly a consolation prize."

I laughed despite myself. "True."

"So no more jealousy. We each get what we need from this. Mine happens to include a baby. Yours includes—what? Tell me. What does Lisa Baker get from this lifestyle?"

I thought about it. Really thought.

"Freedom," I finally said. "I spent twenty years being someone I wasn't. Pretending to be satisfied. Pretending to be happy. Swallowing my needs because I didn't think I deserved to have them met." I looked at her. "Now I don't pretend anymore. I ask for what I want. I take what I need. And Mark—Mark is finally the husband I needed him to be. Not because he fucks me better, but because he sees me. Really sees me. For the first time in our marriage, we're honest with each other."

"That's beautiful."

"It's fucked up is what it is." I laughed again. "We had to bring four Black men into our bedroom for my husband to finally pay attention to me. That's not exactly a Hallmark card."

"No," Melissa agreed. "But it's real. And real is better than pretty."

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, drinking our coffee, processing everything.

"Have you told the bulls?" I asked eventually.

"Darius knows. He's—" She paused, searching for the right word. "Proud. In his way. Said he's gotten a few women pregnant over the years. It's part of the lifestyle for some couples—the breeding aspect. The ultimate form of the fantasy."

"And the others?"

"I'll tell them at the next gathering. Marcus will probably beat his chest like a gorilla." She rolled her eyes fondly. "Jamal will be sweet about it. Terrence will freak out a little—he's still young—but he'll come around."

"What about—I mean, will the baby know? Eventually?"

Melissa considered this. "Eventually, maybe. When they're old enough to understand. Joshua and I have talked about it. We want to be honest, but age-appropriate. When they're little, Daddy is Daddy. When they're older, if they want to know the full story, we'll tell them." She shrugged. "But honestly? I don't think it matters. That baby is going to be so loved—by Joshua, by me, by our whole extended family. Biology is just... details."

I nodded slowly. It was unconventional. It was messy. It was nothing like the fairy tale we were all taught to want.

But it was real. And real was better than pretty.

"I should go," I said, glancing at the clock. "Monica will be home soon and I promised I'd make dinner."

"Of course." Melissa walked me to the door. "Same time next week? The guys are coming over Saturday—Darius for sure, maybe Marcus. You and Mark should join."

"We'll be there."

She hugged me at the door—longer than usual, tighter.

"Thank you," she whispered. "For being happy for me. I know it's complicated."

"It's not complicated at all." I pulled back and looked at her. "You're my best friend. You changed my life. Of course I'm happy for you."

Her eyes glistened. "You changed mine too, you know. Having someone to share this with—another couple who understands—it means more than I can say."

"Then we're even."

I walked home across the lawn, the same path I'd walked naked a month ago. The afternoon sun was warm on my face, and somewhere in my chest, something had settled. Something that had been restless for a long time.

Melissa was going to be a mother. Joshua was going to be a father. Their family was going to grow in the most unconventional way possible.

And me? I was going to keep living this life we'd built. Keep exploring. Keep discovering. Keep being honest with Mark and myself about what we needed.

It wasn't a baby. It wasn't something I could hold in my arms or point to and say "this is what I got."

But it was enough.

It was more than enough.

*


CHAPTER 24

Two years later.

Mark and I had found our own rhythm.

We still saw Melissa and Joshua sometimes—brunches, barbecues, the occasional gathering at their place. Their daughter was walking now, babbling in that toddler way, completely oblivious to the unconventional family she'd been born into. But our lifestyles had diverged somewhat. They preferred the intimacy of home, the same trusted bulls, the familiar routine.

We preferred the club.

It was called Onyx. Unmarked door in a warehouse district downtown. Members only. The clientele was exactly what you'd expect—white couples like us, Black men who knew exactly why we were there, and an unspoken understanding that permeated every interaction.

I'd gotten my Queen of Spades tattoo six months in. Small, tasteful, on my ankle. Mark nearly came in his pants when he saw it.

We went every other weekend now. Sometimes more. Monica had moved out the year before—her own apartment, her own life—and we had the freedom to be who we really were.

But this isn't about us.

This is about Rebecca.

—

I first noticed her watching from the window of the house across the street. New neighbors—moved in about three months prior. I'd seen the husband a few times, leaving early, coming home late. Corporate type. Checked out. I knew the look.

And I knew the look on her face too.

That mixture of judgment and curiosity. Hunger hiding behind disapproval. I'd worn that exact expression myself, years ago, watching Melissa's house.

She ducked back when she caught me looking. The curtain fell closed.

I smiled to myself.

—

Her name was Rebecca.

I introduced myself a week later with a plate of cookies and a warm smile. Early forties. Mousy brown hair. Nervous eyes. Husband named David who apparently worked eighty-hour weeks and hadn't touched her in God knows how long.

The usual story.

"I noticed you have visitors sometimes," she said carefully during our second conversation. "Late at night. Different cars."

"Mark and I have an active social life."

"Right." Her cheeks flushed. "I didn't mean to pry."

"It's fine. I was curious about my neighbors too. Years back," I held her gaze. "Curiosity isn't a crime, Rebecca."

Something flickered in her eyes.

I let it sit.

—

Three weeks later, she knocked on my door.

"I need to talk to someone," she said, her voice shaking. "I saw—at Melissa's house—through the window—"

I knew exactly what she'd seen. Melissa wasn't always careful with the curtains.

I smiled.

"Come in," I said. "I'll make tea."

It all came pouring out. The watching. The things she'd witnessed. Going home afterward and touching herself for the first time in months. The shame. The confusion. The hunger that wouldn't go away.

"What's wrong with me?" she whispered.

"Nothing." I took her hand. "Absolutely nothing."

I told her about the lifestyle. About Mark and me. About how it had saved our marriage when nothing else could.

"Your husband is okay with this?" she asked, incredulous.

"My husband loves it. He discovered something about himself he'd been hiding for decades. We both did." I squeezed her hand. "That feeling you had, Rebecca—watching Melissa, touching yourself—that's not wrong. That's honest. That's your body telling you what it needs."

"But David would never—"

"You'd be surprised. Men like David—checked out, distant, seemingly uninterested—sometimes they're hiding the same thing. They're bored too. They want something more too. They're just too scared to ask for it."

Rebecca stared at me with wet eyes. "What do I do?"

"Talk to him. Be honest. See what happens." I paused. "And if you're both curious—if you want to explore in a safe environment—Mark and I can help."

"Help how?"

"There's a club we go to. Onyx. It's discreet. Safe. Full of couples just like us—just like you could be. We could take you. Show you the ropes. You don't have to do anything your first time. Just watch. See if it resonates."

She was trembling. "I don't know if I'm ready for that."

"You don't have to be ready today." I walked her to the door. "But when you are—if you ever are—we're right here."

—

It took two months.

Two months of conversations. Two months of Rebecca slowly opening up, slowly admitting the truth about her marriage, slowly finding the courage to talk to David.

And then one night, she texted me: *He wants to try. We both do. Can you take us?*

I showed Mark the message. He grinned.

*Saturday night*, I replied. *Wear something you feel sexy in. We'll pick you up at 9.*

—

The four of us walked into Onyx together.

Rebecca was shaking. David looked like he might pass out. But there was something else underneath the fear—that same hunger I'd recognized in her from the start.

"Just watch tonight," I told them as we settled into a booth near the back. "Take it in. See how you feel."

The club was busy. On the main floor, a white woman was on her knees between two Black men, her husband watching from a nearby couch. In a corner booth, another couple was negotiating with a tall man who looked like he could bench press a car. The air smelled like sex and possibility.

"Oh my God," Rebecca breathed.

"I know." I put my hand on her knee. "It's a lot at first."

David couldn't take his eyes off the woman on the floor. His hand had found Rebecca's thigh, gripping it tight.

"How do you—" he started. "How does this work?"

Mark leaned over. "However you want it to work. Some couples just watch. Some participate. Some have rules, boundaries. It's all about communication."

"And you two—you do this regularly?"

"Every other weekend." I smiled. "Sometimes more."

Rebecca turned to look at me. "And it really saved your marriage?"

I thought about where Mark and I had been three years ago. The distance. The resentment. The slow death of everything we'd built together.

"It didn't just save it," I said. "It made it better than it ever was."

A Black man approached our booth. Tall. Handsome. Eyes that knew exactly what he was looking at.

"Ladies," he said, nodding at Rebecca and me. "Gentlemen." A nod at Mark and David. "First time?"

"For them," I said, gesturing to Rebecca and David. "We're showing them around."

"Welcome to Onyx." His smile was warm, unthreatening. "Take your time. Enjoy the atmosphere. And if you have any questions—" He handed David a card. "I'm Jerome. I run the place. We take care of our members here."

He moved on to another table. Rebecca let out a breath she'd been holding.

"Everyone's so... normal," she said.

"What did you expect? Dungeons and chains?" I laughed. "It's just people, Rebecca. People who've stopped pretending."

She looked at David. He looked at her. Something passed between them—a silent conversation, a decision being made.

"I want to stay," Rebecca said. "I want to watch more."

David nodded. "Me too."

I caught Mark's eye across the booth. He smiled.

The cycle was continuing.

Another curious couple. Another honest conversation. Another life about to change.

I'd come so far from the repressed housewife who used to spy on her neighbors through curtained windows. Now I was the one reaching out. The one opening doors. The one paying it forward.

Melissa had done it for me. Now I was doing it for Rebecca.

And someday, maybe, Rebecca would do it for someone else.

That's how the lifestyle spread. One shattered illusion at a time.

I reached for Mark's hand under the table. He squeezed back.

—


Epilogue


1

My name is Mark Baker. And I need to tell you about the worst night of my life.

Or the best. I still can't decide.

It was around 2 AM when I came downstairs for water. Couldn't sleep—had one of those restless nights where your brain won't shut off. Work stuff, mostly. Budget meetings and quarterly projections and all the meaningless garbage I filled my life with while my marriage quietly died in the room next to me.

Lisa was on the couch.

At first I thought she'd just fallen asleep watching TV. She did that sometimes—dozed off during some show and I'd find her in the morning, stiff-necked and grumpy. I almost just threw a blanket over her and went back to bed.

Then I saw the phone.

It was still in her hand, the screen still lit. I reached for it—gently, trying not to wake her—thinking I'd plug it in for her.

The video was still playing.

A woman. Blonde. Naked. On all fours on a bed. And behind her, a Black man—massive, muscular, fucking her with a force that made the headboard slam against the wall. The woman was moaning. Screaming, really. And in the corner of the frame, sitting in a chair, was another man. White. Average build. Watching. Stroking himself.

The title at the top of the screen said: "Cuckold husband watches wife take BBC."

I almost dropped the phone.

My first thought was: What the hell is Lisa watching?

My second thought—the one that came before I could stop it, before I could filter it through decency or morality or any of the things a husband is supposed to feel—was: Oh God.

Because I was hard.

Instantly. Painfully. My cock strained against my boxers like it had been electrocuted. I was standing in my own living room at 2 AM, holding my sleeping wife's phone, watching a stranger get fucked by a Black man while her husband watched—and I was harder than I'd been in years.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

I should have put the phone down. Should have gone back to bed. Should have pretended I never saw it and brought it up in the morning like a rational adult.

Instead, I sat down on the floor next to the couch, my back against the base, and kept watching.

The video was twelve minutes long. I watched all of it. Watched the Black man flip the woman onto her back, watched her wrap her legs around him, watched the husband in the corner stroking his cock—a cock that looked a lot like mine, small and pale and completely inadequate compared to what was inside his wife.

When the video ended, I clicked on another one.

And another.

And another.

I don't know how long I sat there. An hour? Two? The phone's battery dropped from 34% to 11% while I scrolled through an endless feed of the same scenario played out in a thousand different ways. Wives on their knees. Wives bent over couches. Wives screaming names that weren't their husbands'. And the husbands—always there, always watching, always stroking their pathetic little cocks while real men did what they couldn't.

Every single video made me harder. Every single one.

And every single one made me think about Lisa.

That was the part I couldn't face. Not the porn itself—I could rationalize that. People watch weird stuff. Curiosity. Boredom. Whatever. But I wasn't watching it as some detached observer. I was watching it and imagining my wife. My Lisa. The woman sleeping three feet away from me.

I imagined her on that bed. On her knees. On all fours. Taking a cock that dwarfed mine—that made mine look like a joke. I imagined a Black man's hands on her hips, her breasts, her throat. I imagined her moaning the way these women moaned—that desperate, uncontrolled sound that I'd never once heard her make. Not with me. Not in twenty-three years of marriage.

Because I'd never made her sound like that. Had I?

The thought crept in like poison: When was the last time Lisa came? When was the last time I even tried to make her cum? When was the last time I looked at her—really looked at her—the way these men looked at these women?

I couldn't remember. And that was the answer, wasn't it?

I looked down. My cock was hard. Straining against my boxers like it hadn't in months—maybe years. This pathetic little thing that could barely stay stiff long enough to finish inside my wife was suddenly rock hard because of what I'd seen on her phone.

I didn't touch it. Not yet. Didn't give myself permission. Just sat there on the floor beside my sleeping wife, watching video after video, my erection throbbing, my mind racing.

Because here's the thing nobody tells you about being an inadequate husband: part of you knows. Part of you has always known. You see the way she stiffens when you touch her. The way she fakes those little moans. The way she rolls over afterward with that look on her face—not satisfied, not angry, just... resigned. You know, somewhere deep down, that you're failing her. That she deserves better. That the life you're giving her isn't enough.

And instead of fixing it, you check out. You scroll your phone. You watch sports. You fall asleep the second your head hits the pillow because it's easier than facing the emptiness lying next to you.

That's what I'd done. For years. That's what I was.

A video loaded. A compilation—wives talking about why they'd chosen the lifestyle.

"My husband hadn't touched me in two years."

"He couldn't make me cum. Not once in fifteen years."

"I felt invisible. Like I didn't matter."

"He was a good man. Just not a good lover."

Every word was a knife. Every word sounded like something Lisa would say.

Lisa stirred on the couch. Made a soft sound. Didn't wake up.

I looked at her. Really looked at her, for the first time in—how long? She was beautiful. Even at fifty-four, even in her rumpled clothes with her makeup smeared and her hair a mess. She was beautiful and I'd stopped seeing it. Stopped seeing her.

This was my fault.

All of it. Whatever she'd been watching—whatever she'd been doing—it was because of me. Because I'd failed her. Because I'd checked out, stopped trying, stopped caring. I'd driven her to this. Driven her to watch porn on the couch at 2 AM because her husband couldn't be bothered to fuck her properly.

My fault. All my fault.

I plugged in her phone. Carried her to bed—she barely weighed anything, or maybe the adrenaline made her feel light. Laid her down. Pulled the covers over her. Put the phone on the nightstand.

Then I went back downstairs.

*
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I sat on the couch. The same couch where Lisa had been lying. The cushion was still warm. Still damp—I realized what that meant and my cock lurched in my boxers.

She'd been touching herself. My wife had been masturbating to videos of Black men fucking white wives. Right here. While I slept upstairs.

I opened my own phone. Incognito browser. Same search terms she'd used.

Wife black bull.

The results loaded. I scrolled past the first page, past the obvious stuff, and found what I was really looking for without even knowing I was looking for it.

Cuckold husband POV.

Videos filmed from the husband's perspective. Sitting in a chair. Watching. Seeing your wife from the angle of someone who can only watch. Can't participate. Can't compete. Can only sit there with your useless dick in your hand while someone else does what you never could.

I pulled my cock out. It was hard—still hard, hadn't gone soft since I'd found Lisa's phone. That never happened anymore. Most nights I couldn't even get it up for my wife. Hadn't been able to in months. Would fumble around, half-soft, ram it in before it gave up entirely, pump a few times and hope for the best.

But now—watching this—I was steel.

The first video was a husband filming his own wife. She was on the bed, legs spread, while a Black man ate her pussy. The sounds she made—the moaning, the gasping, the way she grabbed the sheets—

Lisa. That was Lisa. Not literally, but in my head, that was my wife on that bed. My wife making those sounds. Sounds I'd never heard her make. Sounds she'd never made for me because I'd never given her a reason to.

I stroked myself. Slowly at first. My cock felt foreign in my hand—like I was rediscovering it, seeing it for what it was. Four inches. Thin. The kind of cock that disappears in your fist. The kind of cock that a woman smiles politely about and never mentions again.

On screen, the Black man stood up and positioned himself between the wife's legs. His cock was enormous. Thick. Dark. Veined. Everything mine wasn't.

He pushed inside her and she screamed.

I imagined Lisa screaming like that. Lisa's eyes rolling back. Lisa's hands gripping the sheets. Lisa's body responding to something real—something I could never give her with this pathetic thing in my hand.

I came.

It caught me off guard. A weak, dribbling orgasm that barely produced anything—a few drops of watery cum that leaked over my fingers. Pathetic. The kind of orgasm that proved exactly why my wife was watching these videos. My body couldn't even cum properly. Couldn't produce a real load. Couldn't do anything right.

My cock went soft immediately. Shriveled back down to nothing in my hand.

But I didn't close the browser.

I watched another video. A wife straddling a Black man, riding him, while her husband sat in the corner. The wife looked directly at the camera—at her husband—and said: "This is what you could never do. Feel how deep he is? You could never reach this deep."

The words hit something in my gut. Something dark and awful and electric.

My cock twitched. Stirred. Slowly, painfully, started to harden again.

It took longer this time. I had to work for it—stroking a half-soft dick, coaxing it back to life, feeling the shame of not even being able to get properly hard twice in a row. What kind of man couldn't stay hard? What kind of man needed twenty minutes to recover from an orgasm that barely qualified as one?

The kind of man whose wife watched BBC porn on the couch because he'd neglected her for years. That kind.

But the fantasy kept building. Lisa with someone else. Lisa being fucked the way she deserved. Lisa finally feeling pleasure—real pleasure, not the half-hearted rutting I subjected her to on the rare occasions I could be bothered.

Had she cheated on me?

The thought hit me like a fist. Was that why she was watching those videos? Not fantasy but memory? Had she already been with another man—a Black man—and was reliving it?

My cock got harder. Fully hard now, straining, aching.

The idea of my wife cheating on me—the idea that should have filled me with rage, with jealousy, with the masculine fury of a man whose territory had been violated—made me harder than I'd been in years.

What was wrong with me?

I tried to feel angry. Tried to summon the outrage. Tried to imagine storming upstairs, waking her up, demanding answers.

Instead I imagined walking in on her. Finding her in our bed with a man twice my size. Seeing his Black cock buried inside her. Hearing her moan his name—not mine, never mine, because I wasn't worth moaning for.

And in this fantasy, I didn't yell. Didn't fight. Didn't storm out.

I watched.

I watched and I stroked my pathetic little cock and I felt something I hadn't felt in longer than I could remember. Alive. Present. Connected to something real and raw and honest.

The second orgasm crept up slowly. I'd been edging without realizing it—bringing myself close, then pulling back, then building again. When it finally hit, it was stronger than the first. My body shuddered, my hips bucked off the couch, and I came—still not much, still thin and watery, still the pathetic output of a man whose balls had given up years ago—but it felt like something broke loose inside me.

I was crying. Tears running down my face while my cock pulsed weakly in my hand.

I was a cuckold.

The word surfaced in my mind like something floating up from deep water. I'd seen it in the video titles. Hadn't fully understood what it meant until now. But sitting there on my couch at 4 AM, cum drying on my fingers, tears on my cheeks, I understood.

A cuckold. A man whose wife fucks other men. A man who watches. A man who accepts his inadequacy and finds arousal in it instead of shame.

Or maybe both. Shame and arousal. Tangled together so tightly you couldn't separate them.

My cock was soft again. Truly soft this time—spent, done, shriveled to its usual pathetic state. But my mind wouldn't stop. Kept churning. Kept imagining.

Lisa on her knees. Lisa bent over our bed. Lisa screaming for someone else. Someone who could reach the places I couldn't. Someone whose cock would make her feel full—actually full—for the first time in her married life.

And me. Sitting in a chair. Watching. Accepting.

Wanting it.

I picked up my phone again. My cock was dead—completely limp, refusing to cooperate. But I watched anyway. Video after video. Husbands watching. Husbands cleaning up. Husbands eating another man's cum from their wives' pussies.

That last one.

I replayed it four times. Watched a man bury his face between his wife's thighs, lapping at thick white cum that wasn't his. The wife stroked his hair and cooed: "That's it, baby. Clean me up. This is what you're good for."

My cock stirred. Impossibly. After everything—after two orgasms, after going completely soft, after my body had declared itself finished—it stirred. Not hard. Not even half-hard. But something. A pathetic twitch of life that shouldn't have been possible for a man my age after what I'd already done.

I stroked it anyway. Coaxed it. Begged it with my hand the way I should have begged my wife with my attention years ago.

It took almost thirty minutes. Thirty minutes of stroking a semi-hard cock that kept trying to give up, kept going soft, kept making me work for every fraction of an inch. Thirty minutes of watching husbands eat cum, husbands cry, husbands thank their wives for the privilege of being humiliated.

When the third orgasm finally came, nothing came out. A dry orgasm. My balls clenching, my body shuddering, pleasure rippling through me—but not a single drop. I was empty. Drained. My pathetic balls had nothing left to give.

Even my orgasms were inadequate.

I sat there in the dark living room, my soft cock in my hand, my face wet with tears, my mind forever changed.

Tomorrow, Lisa would wake up. She'd realize I'd seen her phone. She'd panic. Maybe she'd confess. Maybe she'd lie. Either way, I already knew what I was going to say.

Not "how could you."

Not "we need to talk about this."

Not "I want a divorce."

I was going to say: I want to watch.

Because that was the truth. The shameful, pathetic, liberating truth. I wasn't a man who fucked his wife. I was a man who wanted to watch other men do it for him. And for the first time in my miserable, checked-out, sexually worthless life, I was going to be honest about it.

I cleaned myself up. Went back upstairs. Lay down next to Lisa.

She was still sleeping. Peaceful. Beautiful. Completely unaware that her husband had just spent three hours dismantling everything he thought he knew about himself.

I stared at the ceiling until morning.

When the alarm went off, I got up. Got dressed. Went to work. Spent the entire day in a fog, replaying the same images, the same fantasies, the same impossible truth.

And when I came home that evening and Lisa stood in the kitchen doorway, terrified, waiting for the explosion—

I told her.

I saw what you were watching.

It was hot.

I want to watch.

Three sentences that changed everything.

*
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Six months after Onyx.

Monica called on a Tuesday.

"Mom, I'm coming home this weekend. I'm bringing someone. And I need to tell you and Dad something."

My daughter. Twenty-three. Junior at State. I hadn't seen her since Christmas. She sounded nervous. Excited. Maybe a little scared.

"Of course, sweetheart. We'll make dinner."

She arrived Saturday afternoon with a young man named Kyle in tow. White kid. Tall-ish. Sandy hair. Polo shirt tucked into khakis. The kind of aggressively average young man who looked like he'd been assembled from a kit labeled "Nice Boyfriend."

"Mom, Dad—this is Kyle. My boyfriend."

Mark shook his hand. I hugged him. We made small talk in the kitchen while Monica buzzed around nervously, opening wine, setting the table, doing everything except saying whatever she'd come to say.

We sat down to eat. Pasta. Garlic bread. A salad nobody touched.

"So," Monica said, setting down her fork. "Kyle and I have some news."

She reached across the table and took his hand. He smiled at her—dopey, devoted, completely smitten.

"I'm pregnant."

Silence.

"Twelve weeks," she continued, her voice shaking slightly. "We found out a month ago. We've been to the doctor. Everything looks healthy. And we—" She glanced at Kyle. "We're keeping it."

Kyle nodded enthusiastically. "I know this isn't how we planned it, but I love your daughter, Mr. and Mrs. Baker. I want to do right by her.

By both of them."

Mark recovered first. Stood up, walked around the table, and hugged Monica.

"Congratulations, sweetheart," he said, his voice thick.

"We're happy for you."

I followed. Hugged my daughter. Hugged Kyle. Said all the right things—how excited we were, how we'd support them, how everything was going to be wonderful.

And I meant it. Mostly.

We opened a bottle of champagne—sparkling cider for Monica—and toasted. Kyle told us about his job prospects after graduation.

Monica talked about the apartment they'd found near campus. Mark asked about health insurance and prenatal care. Normal parent stuff. Responsible adult stuff.

The evening wound down. Kyle fell asleep on the couch watching a movie. Mark went up to bed.

Monica and I were alone in the kitchen, washing dishes side by side.

"Mom?"

"Hmm?"

She was quiet for a long moment. The water ran. Plates clinked. "Can I tell you something?"

I turned off the tap and looked at her. Her face was pale. Her hands were gripping the edge of the counter.

"Of course. Anything."

"The guilt is eating me alive." Her voice dropped to barely a whisper. "I can't sleep. I can't eat. Every time Kyle touches my stomach and talks to the baby, I want to throw up."

My heart started beating faster. "What do you mean?"

"It's not his, Mom."

The kitchen went very quiet.

"What?"

"The baby." Monica's eyes filled with tears. "It's not Kyle's. I fucked up. I fucked up so bad."

“What?” I set down the dish towel. Took her hands. "Okay. Okay, honey. Don’t worry. Maybe there’s a mistake, you probably don’t know. But it's going to be okay. Does Kyle know?"

"No. And I can't—I don't know how to—"

She was crying now, tears streaming down her cheeks. "He's so happy, Mom. He's already picked out names.”

I pulled her into a hug.

"Listen to me," I said gently, stroking her hair. "This doesn't have to ruin anything. If you don't want to tell Kyle, you don't have to. People keep secrets like this. It happens more than you think. The baby will be loved either way."

Monica pulled back, shaking her head. "No. I can't. I can't keep this secret."

"Why not, honey?"

"Because—" She wiped her face with the back of her hand. "Because he'll know, Mom. The second the baby's born, he'll know."

Something cold settled in my stomach. "What do you mean he'll know?"

Monica looked at me. Her eyes were red, terrified, completely lost.

"Because he's Black, Mom."

The words hung in the air. "The father," she whispered. "He's Black. A friend of Kyle's. His name's Tyrone."

The kitchen went silent.

—


THE END?
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