

Owned By BBC: A Hot Interracial Erotica

Jsovirall

The Erotica Asylum


Copyright © 2025 Jsovirall

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4


CHAPTER 1




“God, there’s just nothing good on tonight! I can’t find a single thing worth watching!” Carmen groaned, remote in hand, her back pressed into the mound of pillows stacked on their king-sized bed.

“I know. Shows just aren’t what they used to be back when we were kids. Everything’s either some reality nonsense or just plain dumb.” Tate chuckled, savoring the way his wife’s head rested on his chest, her silky hair tickling his skin as she flicked through the channels.

Carmen was thirty years old and every bit the southern dream: sun-kissed skin, dirty-blonde hair falling in soft waves, and a body built for temptation. At five-eight, her curves stopped traffic — especially her round, bouncing ass, which had been the subject of whispered envy and hungry stares for years.

Tate, by contrast, was more modest in looks. At thirty-two and nearly six feet tall, he carried himself with a quiet confidence. What he lacked in jaw-dropping good looks, he made up for with a sharp wit and easy humor—qualities that had pulled Carmen to him back in college and kept her hooked ever since. They had two beautiful children asleep down the hall and a spacious home just outside New Orleans. To neighbors and friends, their life looked picture perfect.

After a long day at the lake, the kids tucked into bed, the couple was winding down. Carmen’s thumb clicked the remote one last time before freezing mid-scroll.

“Okay… what in the hell is this?” she said, breaking into laughter.

On the screen: My Wife’s Crazy Fantasies! —a show neither of them had ever seen, hosted on some late-night channel.

“Oh my God,” Tate barked out a laugh. “Who comes up with this crap?”

For the next half hour, they watched—couples candidly confessing their dirtiest desires. Some stories were outrageous, even shocking. Carmen and Tate kept glancing at each other, laughter bubbling between them, but beneath it, something electric stirred.

By the time the credits rolled, the laughter had died down. Both felt a quiet charge in the air.

“Sheesh, there are some really kinky people out there,” Tate said, still smiling.

“I know! And here I thought I was wild. Compared to these women? I look like a saint.” Carmen teased, nudging him.

Her playful tone faded into silence. Tate noticed it immediately—how her fingers stilled, how her eyes flickered down. They’d been married eight years, but it hit him: they had never once asked each other about their true fantasies. Their sex life was good, but vanilla, the kind expected of a small-town southern couple.

A grin tugged at his lips. “Well… what about it? What’s your fantasy?”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, uh… I don’t know if I should say. It’s embarrassing.”

Tate’s curiosity sharpened. “Come on. After all that wild shit we just watched? It can’t be worse. Now I have to know.”

Carmen bit her lip, clearly torn. “Just promise me you won’t judge me. Or freak out.”

“Baby, I love you. You can tell me anything.” He rubbed her shoulder. “Hell, if it makes you nervous, I’ll go first.”

She perked up. “Okay… go first.”

He cleared his throat, half-laughing. “Alright. I’ve always wanted to do it on the beach at night. Totally illegal, totally risky. Sand, waves, stars. That’d be hot as hell.”

Carmen giggled. “Tate! That’s so naughty. What if we got caught?”

“That’s the point! The thrill of being caught. Makes it hotter.”

Her cheeks flushed. “You’re right. The taboo of it… it does make it exciting.”

“Exactly. Now—your turn. No dodging.”

Her heart hammered. She looked him dead in the eyes, exhaled, and finally let it spill.

“My fantasy…” she whispered, “is that I’ve always wanted to be fucked by a… big, strong Black man. With a huge cock.”

The words hung in the air like dynamite.

Tate’s mouth fell open. “Wait… what?”

“I knew it!” Carmen turned, hiding her face in her hands. “You promised you wouldn’t freak out!”

“Baby—hey, no, I’m sorry.” He wrapped his arms around her quickly, kissing her cheek. “I wasn’t expecting that. That’s all. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Her body trembled with nerves. “It’s inappropriate. I feel guilty for even thinking it. You’re my husband. I love you. Please forgive me.”

“Shhh.” He kissed her again. “There’s nothing to forgive. It’s just a fantasy. And honestly… it’s hot.”

That stopped her. She blinked at him. “It is?”

He nodded, surprising himself with how aroused he felt. His cock stirred beneath the sheets, straining hard. “Yeah. What is it about them that turns you on?”

She hesitated, but the words slipped out, husky. “They’re just… so strong. So confident. And you know the rumors about their size. I can’t help but wonder…” Her face turned crimson.

Tate groaned, blood rushing south. “Fuck, Carmen… that’s so sexy. And you know what they say— Black men love white women with big asses. They’d lose their minds over yours.”

His hand slid under her nightdress, gripping her round ass. She gasped, moaning as he spanked her.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispered. “Thinking about them looking at you? Wanting you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I’ve noticed the way they stare sometimes. And… I like it.”

His cock throbbed. He yanked her nightdress off, revealing her breasts, nipples stiff. “God, you’re beautiful.” His lips trailed her neck, his voice low. “Tell me more. Tell me what you want them to do to you.”

She trembled, her body burning with taboo lust. “I imagine them taking me… stretching me… filling me so deep I can’t stop screaming.”

Tate nearly lost control. “Fuck, Carmen.” He shoved his boxers down, his cock hard as it ever had been.

She grabbed it, stroking. “This turns you on too, doesn’t it, Tate? Thinking about me with a Black man?”

He groaned, sliding her panties off and pressing into her slick folds. “So fucking much.”

He thrust inside her, faster, harder, the fantasy fueling them both.

“Yes! Ohhh yes, Tate!” Carmen cried, nails digging into his back. “Make me feel like one of them would—oh God!”

Her words pushed him over the edge. His body tensed, orgasm exploding out of him as he filled her with heat. She cried out too, trembling as waves of pleasure overtook her.

When it was over, they collapsed together, panting, sweaty, tangled.

“Holy fuck,” Tate whispered. “That… was insane.”

Carmen kissed him, her body still humming. “I feel… free. Finally saying it. Thank you for not judging me.”

He held her tight. “Baby, I love you. And honestly, that was the hottest thing you’ve ever told me.”

But as they drifted off, Tate’s mind whirled. He couldn’t shake the image of Carmen with a Black man. Her words, her moans, her blush—it all haunted him.

One Month Later…

Life slipped back into routine. Kids, chores, work. Carmen didn’t mention her fantasy again, but Tate couldn’t escape it. At night, while she slept, he dove headfirst into interracial porn, his obsession growing darker, hungrier.

Every moan, every thrust, every white wife crying out for Black cock reminded him of Carmen’s confession. He’d stroke himself to exhaustion, guilt battling with arousal, but the addiction only deepened.

One morning, after Carmen had dropped the kids at daycare and gone to breakfast with friends, Tate stood in the shower, shame burning in his chest. He loved his wife, but her fantasy had awakened something uncontrollable.

By the time he drove to work in downtown New Orleans, the obsession gnawed at him.

Tate worked as a marketer for a major sports brand. His boss—Raymond, known as Big Ray—was a former NFL star, towering at six-six, broad-shouldered, a powerhouse in his forties. Ray was respected, feared, and admired all at once.

And he was Black.

Every time Tate looked at him now, he thought of Carmen’s words.

“You know what they say about their size…”

Tate shook the thought away as he walked into the office. He and his team spent the day prepping for a big sportswear launch. Hours of brainstorming, designing, revising. By evening, he was exhausted, his tie loosened, his mind itching for release.

At eight, he stopped in Ray’s sleek office to present their ideas. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the New Orleans skyline, but Tate could hardly focus.

“You and your team nailed it again, Tate,” Ray said, his deep voice booming. “You’re one of my best men.”

“Thank you, sir.” Tate smiled nervously, pride mixed with unease.

When the meeting ended, he retreated to his own office, tension coiling inside him. Dinner boxes sat empty on desks, the office buzzing quietly.

His phone buzzed. A text from Carmen.

“Working late again tonight, honey?” A sad-face emoji followed.

His chest ached with guilt. He typed back: Yes baby, I’m sorry. This week’s insane. I’ll be home soon.

A second later, another message. The kids are asleep. I just got out of the bath. Attached: a selfie.

Carmen, naked, damp hair clinging to her shoulders, breasts perfect, her round ass reflected in the bathroom mirror.

Tate’s cock twitched instantly.

“Oh fuck…” he muttered, heat flooding him.

Despite being at work, he couldn’t stop himself. He unzipped, sliding his cock free. His screen lit with Carmen’s photo, but his browser opened something else: another cuckold video.

A white wife, spread wide, impaled on a thick Black cock, her husband filming as she moaned.

Tate stroked himself desperately, his mind torn between his wife’s selfie and the image of her being taken like the women onscreen.

“Goddamn…” he whispered, sweat beading on his forehead.

And for the first time, the line between fantasy and reality blurred dangerously.


CHAPTER 2




Tate never imagined a quiet Friday night would unravel his life.

He sat in the dim glow of the living room, the blue light of his laptop screen spilling across his chest. Carmen had gone upstairs early, exhausted from her shift at the hospital. Tate told her he’d join her in a while, but instead he fell into the spiral he swore he’d quit—late-night porn. Not just any porn, either.

Interracial. Big Black men with women who looked alarmingly like Carmen.

His mouse hovered uncertainly, but his body made the decision before his brain did. Soon the speakers filled with moans, thick with the sound of bodies colliding, dirty talk spilling over. Tate’s breath quickened. The woman on screen cried out, her voice ragged with need, while the man behind her— massive, dark-skinned, unrelenting—drove into her with savage control.

Tate adjusted his shorts, guilt lancing through him as his erection strained. He imagined Carmen in that woman’s place. Imagined her arching her back, her porcelain skin damp with sweat, her lips open in a gasp that wasn’t meant for him.

His climax came fast, messy, unplanned. He shut the laptop in shame the instant he finished, his chest heaving, the sound of his own pulse pounding in his ears.

“God… what’s wrong with me?” he whispered into the dark.

Upstairs, Carmen shifted in her sleep. Tate cleaned up quickly and sat still for a long moment, sick with guilt yet trembling with a secret thrill he couldn’t deny.

***

Saturday morning should have been ordinary. Tate had errands to run, Carmen had a hair appointment across town, and the late summer heat pressed down like a heavy blanket. But ordinary died the moment Tate saw him.

The man was a mountain—six-foot-five, broad shoulders straining against a black tank top, tattoos rippling over thick arms. He carried himself with a confidence that turned heads, every stride full of raw authority. His name, as Tate would soon learn, was Big Ray.

Ray caught Tate staring as they passed in the grocery aisle. For a brief, humiliating second, Tate felt seen—not just glanced at, but stripped down, his secret fantasies laid bare. Ray smirked, the corner of his lips tilting in a knowing way that made Tate’s stomach flip.

“Watch where you’re goin’, little man,” Ray rumbled, his voice deep enough to vibrate in Tate’s ribs.

“I—sorry,” Tate stammered, clutching his basket tighter.

Ray brushed past, the scent of musk and sweat following him, leaving Tate shaken and strangely breathless.

That evening, the knock at the door froze Tate in his tracks. Carmen called from the kitchen, “Can you get that, baby?”

Tate opened the door and nearly dropped dead.

Big Ray.

Up close, the man was even more intimidating. He filled the doorway, his dark eyes locked on Tate with unblinking intensity.

“I think we got off on the wrong foot,” Ray said, his tone low, deliberate. “Name’s Ray. Just moved in down the block.”

Tate swallowed hard. His throat felt dry. “Uh… hi. Tate.”

Ray’s gaze flicked over him once, assessing, before shifting past his shoulder. And then Carmen stepped into view.

“Oh!” Her face lit up. “You must be the new neighbor. I’m Carmen. Nice to meet you.”

Ray’s smile transformed his face, warm and devastating. “Pleasure’s mine.”

The handshake between them lingered a second too long. Tate saw it, felt it, even as heat pooled in his gut.

Later that night, Tate couldn’t stop replaying it in his head—Ray’s hand swallowing Carmen’s delicate fingers, the way she laughed at something he’d said, how easily her body angled toward his.

When Carmen slid into bed beside him, Tate’s heart raced.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she murmured, kissing his shoulder.

He almost lied. Almost pretended. But the images burned too hot in his skull.

“Carmen,” he whispered, his voice raw. “I need to tell you something.”

She rolled onto her side, curious. “What is it?”

His confession spilled out in a shaky rush. “I… I watch things online. Black guys with women like you. I… imagine you. With them. With someone like Ray.”

Carmen froze. Tate braced for disgust, for rejection. Instead, she blinked slowly, then smiled—a sly, teasing curve of her lips.

“Well,” she said, her tone rich with amusement, “that explains a lot.”

His ears burned. “You’re not… mad?”

“Mad?” She laughed softly. “Baby, I’ve noticed the way you squirm when those ads pop up. The way your eyes linger when we see couples like that on TV. I always wondered if you’d say something.”

Tate exhaled, relief crashing into arousal.

Carmen’s hand slipped under the sheets, finding him hard already. She squeezed gently, her eyes glittering in the dark. “So… you like the idea of me being taken by a man like Ray? Big. Strong. Someone who could stretch me, fill me, make me moan until the neighbors bang on the wall?”

Tate groaned, hips jerking into her palm. “God, yes…”

Carmen climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “Tell me, Tate. Do you want to watch your wife being fucked by another man?”

The words sliced through him like lightning. His hands gripped her waist desperately. “Yes,” he admitted, his voice cracking. “Yes, I want it so bad.”

She ground her hips against him, the heat of her body driving him insane. “And if that man was Ray? Our neighbor? Would that make you ache even more?”

“Carmen…” His voice was a plea. “Don’t tease me.”

Her smile was wicked. “I’m not teasing. I’m testing.”

Their lovemaking was frantic, urgent. Carmen rode him with a hunger Tate had never felt before, whispering filth in his ear: how Ray would be bigger, harder, deeper; how Tate would sit in the corner, stroking himself while she screamed another man’s name. Each word dragged Tate closer to the edge until he exploded inside her, trembling, gasping, his body undone.

Carmen collapsed against him, her laughter warm against his chest. “Mmm. Looks like we’ve unlocked something, haven’t we?”

Tate lay there, spent, his mind reeling. “What… what happens now?”

Carmen kissed his lips softly. “That depends. How far are you willing to go?”

***

Sunday was torture.

Tate couldn’t focus on the sermon at church, couldn’t focus on the groceries afterward, couldn’t focus on anything but Ray. Every time Carmen leaned close to whisper something, every time she licked her lips or bent over, Tate pictured Ray behind her, her cries echoing off their bedroom walls.

That night, as Carmen folded laundry, Tate blurted, “What if we actually did it?”

She didn’t look up. “Did what?”

“You know.” His face burned. “Ray. You and him.”

She paused, then set the towel down deliberately. Her eyes met his, sharp and unreadable.

“You really mean that?” she asked.

Tate’s throat closed. But he forced the words out. “Yes. I need it.”

Carmen studied him for a long moment, then her lips curved into that same wicked smile. “Then maybe it’s time we invited Ray over for dinner.”

Tate’s breath caught. His cock twitched.

And he realized, with equal parts terror and exhilaration, that his life was about to change forever.


CHAPTER 3




Tate’s knees pressed into the carpet, a slight tremor running through his body as he stared up at his wife. Carmen stood over him, arms crossed, her eyes gleaming with mischief and something deeper—power. That power, he realized, had always been there. Tonight, though, she wasn’t hiding it. Tonight she wanted him to feel it.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her voice sweet and sharp all at once. “On your knees, like the little husband you are. Isn’t this exactly where you belong?”

Tate swallowed hard, his throat dry. He wanted to protest, to reclaim some sliver of pride, but his body betrayed him. His lips parted, and all that came out was a hoarse, “Yes, Carmen.”

Her smile widened. “Yes, Carmen… what?”

His heart pounded. “Yes, Carmen… ma’am.”

That seemed to please her. She reached down, brushing her fingers across his cheek before pulling back, as if reminding him who was in control. Then she stepped aside, and Tate’s stomach dropped when he saw the man waiting in the doorway.

Big Ray.

The man didn’t need an introduction. He filled the space with his sheer size, his broad chest stretching the fabric of his shirt, his dark eyes sweeping the room with calm ownership. Tate felt smaller just looking at him. And Carmen—God, Carmen’s whole body seemed to light up in Ray’s presence.

“Good evening,” Ray rumbled, his voice deep, steady, unbothered. He didn’t look at Tate. He looked at Carmen. Always at Carmen. “You ready for this?”

Tate glanced at his wife, desperate for her to say no, to close the door, to come back to him. But she only nodded, her lips curling into that wicked smile again.

“I’m more than ready,” she purred. “But first… my husband has something to confess.”

Her eyes cut down toward Tate. The heat in her gaze wasn’t for him—it was for Ray. Tate knew it, and that knowledge twisted his gut, making his humiliation burn hotter.

“Tell him,” Carmen ordered. “Tell Big Ray what you’ve been begging me for. Every dirty little thing.”

Tate froze. His mouth went dry. He had whispered those things to Carmen in the dark, late at night when shame and lust tangled together. He never thought she would use them against him—use them like this. But her stare left no room for retreat.

“I…” He coughed, his voice barely audible. “I want… I want to watch.”

Ray finally turned his eyes on Tate, and the weight of that stare was almost unbearable. “Watch what, little man?”

The question was simple, but it made Tate’s face flush scarlet. Carmen stepped closer, her hand resting on her husband’s shoulder as if guiding a child.

“Say it,” she whispered in his ear. “Say it for him.”

Tate squeezed his eyes shut, the words clawing their way out of his chest. “I want to watch you… with my wife.”

Ray didn’t blink. He studied Tate for a long, heavy second, then gave a slow nod, as though accepting a challenge he’d already won.

“That’s what I thought,” Ray said quietly. “But that’s not all you’ve been begging for, is it?”

Carmen laughed softly, the sound tinged with cruelty. “No, it isn’t. Tell him the rest, Tate. Tell him about the things you want me to say. The things you want to hear while I’m with him.”

Tate’s stomach twisted. This was worse than exposure—it was destruction. His most private fantasies, dragged into the light, served up for another man’s amusement. But Carmen wouldn’t stop until he obeyed.

“I want you…” His voice cracked. He tried again, louder, trembling. “I want you to tell me I’m not enough. I want you to… to humiliate me. While he—while he takes you.”

Carmen’s laugh was a dagger in his chest. She turned to Ray, her eyes blazing. “Isn’t he pathetic?”

Ray chuckled, a deep, knowing sound. “He’s exactly what I expected.”

Tate wanted to sink into the floor. His shame was complete—and yet, beneath it, his body throbbed with undeniable arousal. He hated himself for it, but the fire only grew hotter as Ray stepped forward, towering over him.

“You’re gonna sit there,” Ray said firmly. “You’re gonna watch. And you’re gonna keep your hands where I can see them. Understand?”

“Yes…” Tate whispered.

Ray’s voice dropped, commanding. “Say it right.”

“Yes, sir.”

That earned him a nod of approval. Carmen beamed, her pride and excitement impossible to miss. She reached for Ray’s hand, lacing her fingers with his as though she belonged there—had always belonged there. Tate’s chest ached as he realized he was watching his wife drift into another man’s orbit, and she wasn’t fighting it. She was embracing it.

Ray leaned down, his lips brushing Carmen’s ear, his voice low but loud enough for Tate to hear. “I’m going to make him watch you fall apart for me.”

Carmen shivered, her body already trembling with anticipation. She turned back toward Tate, her smile radiant, merciless.

“Get comfortable, little husband,” she teased. “Because tonight? You’re going to see what a real man does to me.”

Tate’s heart pounded, his skin flushed, his breath quickened. Shame and desire twisted together into a knot so tight he thought he might break apart. And as Ray pulled Carmen against his chest, kissing her with slow, deliberate hunger, Tate realized there was no turning back.

Tonight, his marriage would never be the same.

***

Tate’s hands trembled as he gripped the edge of the chair. Every movement of Ray and Carmen was a dagger in his chest, every touch, every gasp, every brush of skin sending waves of humiliation that mingled with a heat he could no longer deny. He couldn’t look away, even if his mind screamed at him to.

Ray’s hand slid down Carmen’s side, his thumb teasing the curve of her hip, sending a shiver through her that made her arch toward him. Tate’s stomach clenched at the sight—he had never felt more powerless, more exposed. Carmen’s eyes flicked toward him, a mischievous spark igniting as she watched his arousal betray him.

“You see that, Tate?” she purred, her voice silk and steel. “That’s what you can’t give me. That’s what I’ve been craving.”

Tate’s throat went dry. “Y-yes…” he stammered, his voice barely audible.

Ray chuckled low in his chest, a sound that seemed to vibrate through the entire room. “Good boy. You know your place, and I like that.”

Carmen pushed closer into Ray, her lips brushing his ear. “And you,” she whispered to Tate, “you’re going to watch. You’re going to see what I need. You’re going to see it all, and you’re going to love it, even if it hurts.”

The way she said it—so commanding, so indulgent—made Tate’s knees go weak. He swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded, even though the shame was suffocating him. His cock ached painfully, straining against the fabric of his pants. He hated himself for how turned on he was. And yet, he couldn’t stop.

Ray’s hands slid beneath Carmen’s top, cupping her breasts with a possessive strength that made Tate’s stomach twist. Her nipples hardened under his touch, and she moaned softly—a sound that ripped through Tate like a lightning strike. His own hands itched to touch her, but Ray’s voice cut through the room before he could.

“No touching, Tate. You watch. You learn. That’s your role tonight.”

“Yes, sir,” Tate whispered, his voice cracking.

Ray’s lips trailed down Carmen’s neck to her collarbone, leaving a hot, lingering kiss that made her sigh in pleasure. She pressed herself fully against him, her fingers threading into his hair as though pulling him closer without moving her hips away. Tate’s mind reeled at the sight—every thrust of her chest, every gasp, every shiver was a revelation he wasn’t allowed to touch.

“And look at him,” Carmen said suddenly, her voice teasing, cruel. She pointed at Tate. “Little Tate. Watch him, Ray. He’s desperate, isn’t he?”

Ray’s gaze flicked down to Tate, and the power in his eyes made Tate’s cock twitch painfully. “Damn right he is,” Ray rumbled. “Look at him, trembling like a boy. Watching his wife, knowing she’s mine.”

Carmen turned toward Tate, letting her lips brush his ear. “Do you like that, little husband? Watching me with another man? Watching me need him?”

Tate could barely breathe. “Y-yes…” he admitted, shame and desire clashing violently.

“Say it louder,” Carmen demanded. “Say it like you mean it.”

“I… I like it!” Tate choked out, his body trembling, his cock painfully hard. “I like watching you with him! I need it!”

Carmen’s laughter rang through the room, sultry and wicked. “Good boy,” she whispered, then to Ray: “Take me, Ray. Show him exactly why I’ve been waiting for you.”

Ray’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her slightly as he pressed his body to hers. Tate’s eyes widened as the first contact made Carmen gasp—a sound raw with pleasure. She pressed herself fully against him, and Tate’s chest tightened in a mix of jealousy and lust he couldn’t untangle.

Ray’s movements were slow, deliberate, controlling. Each brush of his body, each whisper against Carmen’s ear, drove Tate further into his own arousal, twisting shame into something he couldn’t resist. He watched, powerless, as his wife melted under Ray’s touch, his body writhing against Tate’s view, responding to a man Tate couldn’t compete with.

“You see that, little man?” Ray’s deep voice cut through the haze. “She’s made for me. Every curve, every gasp, every moan—you’re going to watch it all and learn.”

Tate’s head fell back, his hands gripping the arms of the chair as he felt his own body betray him further. Heat pooled in his stomach, every nerve screaming for release he wasn’t allowed. Carmen’s moans echoed in his ears, Ray’s growls vibrating through the floorboards, and Tate realized with a thrill-shame that he wanted this, even as it humiliated him.

Carmen leaned into Ray, her lips parting as he whispered things that made her arch and cry out. Tate’s eyes flicked between her face and the movement of her body, every detail imprinted in his mind. He was a voyeur of his own wife’s surrender, of her pleasure at the hands of a man he couldn’t match.

Ray’s hands moved with expert precision, cupping, kneading, holding. Carmen’s moans grew louder, her body undulating against his. Tate’s cock throbbed, desperate, aching, and yet he couldn’t reach, couldn’t touch, couldn’t intervene. Every instinct screamed to protect her, but he had already surrendered—willingly, shamefully, completely.

“And now,” Ray murmured, his lips brushing Carmen’s ear, “he’s going to see you fall apart for me.”

Carmen gasped, clutching Ray as her body arched and trembled. “Oh… yes… Ray… yes!”

Tate’s chest tightened. Tears pricked his eyes as he realized just how powerless he was—how completely his wife belonged to another man, at least for tonight. And yet… he wanted it. He wanted every moment, every gasp, every shiver, every humiliating display of desire she gave him and Ray.

Ray’s hands trailed lower, exploring Carmen with a boldness that left Tate breathless. Her moans became screams of pleasure, her body writhing as she called out for Ray, for him, for the forbidden. Tate’s eyes burned with tears and lust, his cock straining desperately against his pants.

“You’re going to watch, little husband,” Ray said, his voice a low growl that made Tate shiver. “You’re going to see exactly what she needs—and exactly why she can’t get it from you.”

“Yes, sir…” Tate whispered, the words shaking from his lips.

Carmen leaned toward him, pressing a warm, teasing kiss to his cheek. “You’re learning tonight, Tate. You’ll never forget it. And you’ll thank me for it.”

Tate swallowed, a mix of humiliation and intense desire flooding him. “Y-yes… Carmen…”

Ray’s hands moved with deliberate mastery, and Carmen cried out, her body folding, arching, surrendering. Tate’s knees quaked as he watched, his shame and lust reaching a fever pitch. And when Ray finally claimed her fully, the sight of Carmen gasping, moaning, and writhing under his control broke something inside Tate. Something that left him trembling, desperate, utterly devoted to watching, powerless, and completely enthralled.

He knew, in that moment, that his life had changed forever.

He would never see Carmen—or himself—the same way again. And he wouldn’t want to.

Because in the heat of that room, in the dominance of Ray and the surrender of Carmen, Tate found a thrill, a submission, and a craving he couldn’t resist. A hunger that only humiliation, desire, and forbidden pleasure could feed.

And he was ready to follow it, no matter how deep it went.

***

Ray’s hands moved lower, sliding between Carmen’s legs. She gasped sharply, pressing her thighs against him as he teased her entrance with deliberate, commanding motions. Tate’s eyes followed every movement, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

“You like watching, don’t you, little husband?” Carmen whispered, leaning close to Tate, lips brushing his ear. “You love seeing me taken, don’t you?”

“Yes… I… I love it…” Tate admitted, trembling, his cock straining.

Carmen smiled wickedly. “Good boy. Keep watching, obeying… that’s what I need from you.”

Ray’s fingers found her wetness, slipping inside, curling expertly as Carmen cried out, hips bucking into his touch. Tate’s eyes widened at the sight, his own arousal and humiliation reaching a fever pitch. He could hardly believe this was happening in his home—his wife, exposed, moaning for another man, while he was helplessly captivated.

“You see that, Tate?” Ray’s voice was low, primal, a rumble that shook the room. “That’s how a real man takes what he wants. That’s how a woman screams for it. Remember every detail, little man, because you’ll be serving her later.”

Carmen’s back arched, nipples brushing against Ray’s chest as he worked her body with expert precision. Tate’s eyes followed every motion: the tilt of her hips, the gasp of pleasure, the desperate grip of her hands on Ray’s shoulders. His cock throbbed uncontrollably, aching for release, yet he remained frozen in place, obedient and humiliated.

Ray pulled her close again, lips descending on hers in a possessive kiss as his cock strained visibly against his pants. He whispered in her ear, “You belong to me tonight, Carmen. And Tate… you’re going to watch every second.”

“Yes, sir,” Carmen moaned, tilting her head back. Her words set Tate’s body on fire, every nerve ending electrified with desire and submission.

Ray’s hands roamed further, sliding between her thighs, and Carmen cried out as he teased her, stroking her clit with skill and power. Tate’s breathing became ragged as he watched, his own arousal pushing him to the brink. Every sound she made, every shiver of pleasure, sent him deeper into the delicious torment of watching her pleasure belong entirely to another man.

“Look at her, Tate,” Ray growled, gripping her hips. “This is what she craves. You can’t give it to her… but I can. And you? You’re just going to learn.”

Carmen moaned, pressing fully against Ray as his cock finally freed itself, thick and hard, rubbing against his jeans. Tate’s eyes widened, heart pounding, as he realized the next phase of his lesson was about to begin.

Ray pulled back, slowly and deliberately, letting Carmen gasp for breath. Then, in one swift movement, he tore off his pants, revealing his massive, black cock. Carmen’s eyes widened, lips parting in a gasp of awe and need. Tate’s cock throbbed violently, the sight both humiliating and intoxicating.

“You see that, Tate?” Ray said, dark eyes locking onto his. “That’s what she needs. That’s what she’s been craving. And you… you’re going to watch every second, understanding your place.”

Carmen dropped to her knees instinctively, lips parting, hands reaching for him. Ray’s hands guided her, controlling her movements, teasing her, claiming her with every inch of dominance. Tate’s body trembled, a mixture of awe, humiliation, and raw arousal coursing through him.

The next hour was a blur of moans, gasps, and relentless erotic tension. Carmen writhed under Ray’s skillful hands, moaning louder with every thrust. Tate sat frozen, cock straining, hands shaking, completely consumed by the forbidden, voyeuristic ecstasy of watching his wife utterly taken by another man.

Ray’s commands were sharp, primal, and intoxicating. “Faster, harder… give her everything she wants. And Tate? Watch closely. Learn what she needs. Remember this moment. Your job is to worship her when I’m done.”

Carmen cried out, body trembling, pleading, moaning, every sound a dagger of erotic humiliation and desire for Tate. His cock ached, his mind burned with the shameful pleasure of watching his wife consumed, knowing this was only the beginning.

Finally, Ray claimed her fully, filling her completely. Carmen gasped, arching into him, utterly lost in the sensation. Tate’s own moans escaped him, helpless, desperate, trapped in the delicious torment of submission.

“You see that, Tate?” Ray growled, pulling her back against him. “That’s what she needs. That’s what she’s been dreaming of. And soon… you’ll serve her in ways only I can teach you.”

Carmen whimpered, pressed against him, fingers trembling as she clung to his shoulders. Tate’s mind reeled. Every moan, every shiver, every command—it all burned into his memory, a lesson in erotic domination and submission he would never forget.

And as Ray finally collapsed against Carmen, spent and powerful, Tate’s hands itched to serve, to worship, to claim the remnants of her pleasure for himself.

Because this weekend had just begun… and Tate’s journey into the depths of cuckold submission, erotic servitude, and forbidden desire was only just starting.


CHAPTER 4




“I love you, baby,” Tate whispered, pressing a lingering kiss to Carmen’s soft lips.

“I love you too,” Carmen replied, her heart fluttering as she pulled away and hurried up the small wooden stairs that led to a quiet gazebo deep in the secluded park. The air smelled faintly of pine and wet earth, the secluded nature of the spot adding a forbidden thrill to every step she took.

Tate followed the soft rustle of leaves and distant bird calls to the edge of the clearing, where Big Dee was already waiting. He was the new guy that Big Ray had introduced to them online and now they were gonna see him for real. Standing tall in a black polo shirt and fitted jeans that clung to his muscular frame, he seemed almost impossibly large in the dappled sunlight filtering through the trees. Tate felt his knees wobble as he approached, his eyes involuntarily dropping to the impressive bulge straining against Big Ray’s jeans.

“Welcome to our… little retreat, sir,” Tate said, his voice tight with nervous excitement. He stepped aside, his chest heaving slightly, as if admitting a silent surrender to the alpha presence before him.

Big Dee’s gaze swept over the makeshift setup: a soft blanket spread on the grass, Carmen’s delicate perfume mingling with the scent of pine, and the subdued ambiance of nature surrounding them. “Ah,” Big Dee murmured, his deep voice carrying over the quiet park. “You really know how to set the mood. Very… enticing.”

Tate swallowed hard, his cock already straining against his pants at the thought of what was about to happen. “Thank you, sir. I… I just want her to be happy.”

Big Dee’s grin widened, sharp and predatory. “You’re a good man for letting her have what she needs, something you could never give her yourself. But remember the rules: when I tell you to do something, you obey. No questions. This is your role, Tate. All of this—the pleasure, the control, it belongs to me tonight.”

“Yes, sir,” Tate said, voice trembling with a mix of awe and arousal. “My wife is all yours.”

“Good boy,” Big Dee said, ruffling Tate’s hair in a way that made him flush, both humiliated and electrified. “Now… lead me to her.”

“Yes, sir,” Tate whispered, swallowing hard as he guided the towering man through the park’s narrow, leaf-strewn paths. The secluded clearing opened up to a soft carpet of moss and fallen leaves, where Carmen lay on her stomach atop a soft blanket, dressed in crimson lingerie that hugged every curve, and strappy heels that elevated her slender legs.

“She’s… she’s ready, sir,” Tate stammered, stepping aside. His cock throbbed with urgency, the sight of his wife spread out in submission before this dominant man making every nerve in his body ache.

Big Dee approached, each step measured, his presence magnetic and commanding. Carmen’s eyes lifted, meeting his, and an instant, primal electricity passed between them. Her heart raced at the sheer physicality of him, the contrast of his towering frame and rippling muscles against her husband’s smaller, lean build. She could feel the strength radiating from him, a tangible power that made her pulse quicken and her nipples harden.

Big Dee let out a deep, appreciative groan, his gaze sweeping over Carmen’s curves with deliberate slowness. “Damn… she’s even more beautiful in person. Your husband hasn’t exaggerated one bit.”

Carmen felt her breath catch as he stepped closer, the outline of his massive erection pressing against his jeans. She’d known, in theory, that he was well-endowed—but the reality was breathtaking. Her fingers itched to touch him, to feel the hardness she had fantasized about for so long.

“Hello, darling,” Big Dee said, his voice deep, smooth, and commanding. Carmen’s pulse jumped as she reached for his hand, instinctively offering it, trembling at the warmth and strength of his grip. She felt a surge of submissive desire, a need to please this man that dwarfed anything she felt for her husband.

Big Dee’s grin widened. “That’s what I like to see… submission and anticipation. You’re mine tonight, and I can tell you’re ready for it.”

He lifted his shirt to reveal chiseled abs and a chest that flexed with each breath, then methodically stripped off his jeans, socks, and shoes, finally pulling down his boxers to reveal a nine-inch thick, black cock standing proud. Carmen gasped audibly, hands flying to cover her mouth as she took in the full enormity of him.

“Oh… my… God…” she whispered, breathless, knees weak. Her body trembled at the sight, a mix of awe, fear, and pure, uncontrollable arousal coursing through her veins. She looked at Tate, who was kneeling quietly nearby, eyes wide, cock fully erect despite its smaller size, and she gave him a small, reassuring smile. He nodded, his own desire mirrored in his gaze.

Big Dee stepped closer, brushing a hand down her cheek, his presence overwhelming. “You like what you see, little lady?” he asked, stroking the tip of his cock, causing it to pulse.

Carmen’s lips parted slightly. “I… I’ve never seen… anything like this before, sir,” she admitted, glancing at Tate for reassurance.

“It’s okay, baby,” Tate said, voice low and trembling. “Just… let him take the lead. He knows exactly what you need.”

Big Dee chuckled darkly. “That’s right. You listen to him, little lady, because he brought you to me. And now… it’s my turn to make you mine.”

Carmen’s breath hitched as she obeyed without hesitation, sliding onto her hands and knees on the soft blanket. She crawled toward him, anticipation making her body quiver. The smell of earth and pine mingled with her arousal, adding a wild, almost primal undertone to the scene.

Big Dee’s eyes darkened as she approached, mouth watering at the sight of her submission. She reached him, trembling, and lowered herself to take his massive cock into her mouth. She gagged slightly as only half could fit, eyes watering from the overwhelming fullness, yet a thrilling heat coursed through her at each stroke, her hands gripping his strong thighs to steady herself.

“See, Tate?” Big Dee murmured, leaning slightly over her. “Naturally obedient. That’s how it’s going to be every time I’m with her.”

Tate’s fingers moved over his cock, every stroke synchronized with Carmen’s movements, every moan, every whimper feeding his desire. “Thank you, sir,” he whispered, unable to resist watching her, captivated by the scene unfolding in front of him.

Carmen continued taking him deeper, saliva dripping down her chin, her hands fondling his balls. Every motion, every sound, every flush of her cheeks intensified the erotic energy in the secluded clearing.

Big Dee’s hand moved to spank her firm ass, sending shivers through her body. “God damn, you’re a natural, baby girl,” he said, voice low, commanding. Carmen moaned around his cock, the mixture of pain and pleasure addicting her completely.

Tate’s small cock throbbed, his eyes locked on his wife’s submission. The intensity of the scene, the raw display of lust and domination, thrilled him in ways he hadn’t imagined possible. He stroked faster, whispering, “Baby, you look so fucking sexy… taking him like that…”

Big Dee withdrew momentarily, allowing Carmen to catch her breath before commanding her to turn around, presenting her backside fully. He ran his hands over her curves, slapped her ass firmly, and let out low, guttural moans of satisfaction.

Tate watched in awe, his own small size accentuated by Big Dee’s dominance, yet strangely excited. Carmen’s eyes met his, a spark of shared understanding and love passing between them as she submitted fully to the towering man before her.

The secluded park, the soft rustle of leaves, the distant chirping of birds—all faded as the intensity of lust, submission, and voyeuristic pleasure took over. This was not just a sexual act; it was an awakening, a forbidden, erotic dance of power, trust, and raw desire.

Tate, kneeling obediently, stroked himself as Big Dee positioned himself behind Carmen, ready to finally take what had been promised. Her arousal was evident, her moans mixing with the sounds of nature, creating a private symphony of lust that only the three of them would witness.

***

Big Dee’s thick, black cock slid slowly into Carmen, stretching her tight, pink walls with a sensation she had never experienced before. Her gasp was loud, carrying over the soft rustling of leaves, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan, trying to maintain a shred of composure in front of Tate.

Tate’s eyes widened at the sight, cock throbbing as he knelt obediently on the mossy ground, hands wrapped around his erection. He watched his wife being claimed, every push of Big Dee inside her making her moans louder, her back arching instinctively to welcome the full weight and strength of the black bull.

“Look at her, Tate,” Big Dee said, his deep voice rumbling through the quiet park. “She’s yours to watch… but mine to fuck. You feel that? That’s what she’s been needing.”

Carmen’s hands gripped the soft blanket beneath her as Big Dee began to thrust with deliberate, powerful strokes. Each movement sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body, making her thighs quiver and her ass jiggly with every slam. She could feel Tate’s eyes on her, his presence making her even wetter, more desperate for him to fill her completely.

“Oh God… oh God, yes!” Carmen moaned, tilting her head back, hair falling across her flushed cheeks. “Big… Ray… yes, right there… don’t stop!”

Big Dee’s hands roamed over her hips and ass, gripping her flesh firmly before smacking her cheeks again, making her cry out in a mix of pain and pleasure. “Such a gorgeous ass, baby girl… I could play with this all day,” he growled, leaning down to press his lips to her shoulder as he fucked her hard.

Tate could barely breathe as he watched. His small hands worked furiously on his own erection, every pulse of Carmen’s pussy around Big Dee’s massive cock feeding his arousal. He felt an intense mix of jealousy, pride, and lust—pride that his wife was so desirable, lust for the forbidden act he had orchestrated, and jealousy at the power Big Dee held over her.

Carmen arched her back, grinding instinctively against the thick black cock, her body writhing in ecstasy. “Oh… yes… Tate… he’s… oh God… so big…” she gasped, glancing over her shoulder at her husband, her eyes filled with both love and wild desire.

Big Dee smirked at her words, thrusting even deeper. “You like that, baby girl? You like being stretched and filled the way your husband could never manage?”

“Yes… oh yes… I need it… I want it… please, don’t stop!” Carmen moaned, feeling every inch of him deep inside her, every stroke driving her closer to the edge of an intense orgasm.

Tate’s breathing grew heavier, his strokes becoming frantic. “God… you’re incredible, Carmen… so fucking sexy… taking him like that,” he whispered, almost begging as he rubbed himself harder, lost in the erotic sight of his wife being thoroughly claimed.

Big Dee leaned forward, pressing his chest to her back, hands gripping her shoulders firmly as he whispered in her ear. “You feel that, baby girl? Every stroke, every inch of me inside you… you’re mine tonight. And Tate… he’s just here to watch, to learn how lucky he is.”

Carmen trembled under his grip, her hips pushing back against him involuntarily. “Oh… yes… yes… I’m yours… I’m all yours…” she moaned, the raw power of his dominance overwhelming her senses.

The secluded park around them faded into nothingness as the intensity of their encounter consumed them. The sound of wet skin meeting wet skin, the muffled cries of Carmen, and Tate’s frantic breathing created an erotic symphony that belonged only to the three of them.

Big Dee’s thrusts grew faster, more forceful, his massive cock hitting angles that made Carmen’s head spin with pleasure. “Tate… look at her… she’s loving it… can you see it?” he asked, voice commanding yet laced with satisfaction.

“I… I see it… God… she’s… so fucking beautiful…” Tate whispered, eyes locked on her, his own orgasm threatening to overtake him.

Carmen’s moans reached a fever pitch, her body quivering as Big Dee’s hands spanked her ass repeatedly. Each smack sent jolts of pleasure through her, making her pussy clamp tightly around his thick cock. “Oh God… I’m gonna… I’m gonna… yes… yes!” she cried, her first orgasm crashing over her like a wave, every muscle in her body trembling, nails digging into the soft earth.

Big Dee groaned, feeling her walls tighten and pulse around him, driving him over the edge. “That’s it, baby girl… let it all out for me… scream my name… for me… for Tate too!”

Tate’s eyes filled with tears, overwhelmed by the erotic display and the sheer intensity of watching his wife’s pleasure. He stroked himself faster, moaning softly. “Yes… yes… oh God… Carmen… so hot… so wet…”

Big Dee slowed slightly, giving Carmen a moment to recover, his massive hands still kneading her ass. “You’re such a good girl… and you’re not done yet. Not until I’m done with you,” he said, a dark grin spreading across his face.

Carmen’s body shivered, already aching for more as Big Dee resumed his powerful thrusts, each one deeper and harder than the last. “Oh… God… don’t stop… please… I want more… more!” she begged, lips parted, body slick with sweat and arousal.

Tate watched helplessly, completely consumed by the erotic tension. Every spank, every thrust, every gasp from Carmen pushed him closer to the edge. “Yes… yes… take her… fuck her… oh God, she loves it…” he whispered, unable to control his own pleasure any longer.

Big Dee’s hands gripped her hips firmly, driving her into the blanket, pulling her back and smashing his cock deep inside her with each thrust. Carmen’s cries echoed through the secluded park, a mix of submission, lust, and sheer ecstasy. “Yes… yes… I’m yours… all yours… Big Dee…”

Finally, with a low growl, Big Dee let go, thrusting fully and releasing himself deep inside Carmen. Her body shuddered violently, pussy clenching around him, mouth open in a silent scream of pure bliss.

Tate collapsed to his knees, shaking as he came with a long, loud moan, overwhelmed by the intensity of the scene he had orchestrated and was lucky enough to witness.

Carmen’s body trembled on the blanket, spent but utterly satisfied, as Big Dee pulled out, leaving her trembling and coated with his release. He leaned down, brushing a sweaty strand of hair from her face. “That was perfect, baby girl… and Tate, you did well too. You watched, you learned, and now… you know what she needed.”

Tate reached out, holding Carmen close as she melted into his embrace. The three of them sat in the quiet, secluded park, breathing heavily, bodies intertwined, sharing a moment of post-coital intimacy that was raw, erotic, and unforgettable.

For Carmen, it was the ultimate surrender. For Tate, the ultimate voyeuristic thrill. And for Big Dee, the satisfaction of claiming what was always his to take. The secluded park, the soft earth beneath them, and the quiet of nature had become the perfect stage for a forbidden, erotic adventure they would never forget.
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